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PREFATORY NOTICE.

aZJ^T J
^"'"'"'^ ^"•''^^ ^"^'^•^ *^« requirements ofAmerican nationahty m poetry. His subjects are mostly American-s scenery .s American, his politics are American. His theolcy hastaken a markedly American stamp

; and the chief labou and enthus,asm of h,s life have been given to the great American contest

movement""'
'"" ""''''' ^^°^^'

'" ^'^^°^y' '"^^ A^^-J-e-:

Whittier was born in a farmhouse near Haverhill, Massachusettson the i7th of December 1807. and is now cons;quently in theseventy-th.rd year of his age. Haverhill lies on the banks of theMerrm,ac nver. Here his family had lived for four or five genera-
tions. They were " Friends," or Quakers, and numbered in thdr line

he'Ld old d ^'°^f.-^-^
P—tion for their mode of f:Uh?nhe bad old daysofrehgiousmtolerance; for the "Pilgrim Fathers"and the.r descendants were by no means celebrated for extending toother sectaries that liberty of faith which had been denied to hemse ves m the land of their origin, and to secure which they had cross^

Ind .h ;r '" ''P'"''^ '''' ^"^'^^••^ ^"«*^^^^ '' their hands horrid

blacker'Tht ;'"""r
""'^ ''^^' ^""^^= °^ ^'^°^^ ^°"t--n fewblacker chapters, and none more humiliating to men zealous for

IZ Tl ' M ''t'
''"" '^^' ^^'^'^ ^^^"^^^ the persecution of theQuakers by the New England Puritans. Abundant iraces of it are tobe found m our poet's writings. It grates on his memory, and firesh.s i.d.gnat.on, and he refuses to be cajoled into regarding as sain^^



XIV PRUFA TOR y NOUCR.
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i.

religionists the rigid oppressors who wielded the scourge and the

branding-iron for Quakers, and at whose bidding Friends, male and

female, dangled f.om gibbets. Fortunately for themselves, the

Quakers have never been a body sufficiently numerous or powerful to

become persecutors in their turn. As they /lave not persecuted, they

may profess without refutation that they would not persecute even if

they could ; and a writer like Whittier is therefore permitted to de-

nounce with general concurrence the cruel tyrants of his own co-

religionists, and to enjoy at the same time the very rare immunity

from a iu qtioqiie rejoinder.

Whittier resided at the homestead qi^ his family till his twentieth

yeai receiving a simple education of a limited kind, arid for one year

attending a school for Latin, meanwhile making himself useful on

the farm, and working at times as a shoemaker. His ordinary school-

ing took place chiefly in the winter months, leaving the rest of the year

free for rural occupations : his poem named In School Days bears

record of this phase of his life. From books other than the common
school-books he received little aid. His father owned only about

twenty volumes, mostly of the Quakerish order : the sole volume of

poetry, if such it can be called, was by the well-known Friend

Ellwood.

It would appear that the very earliest trace of Whittier as an author

is to be found in the Newburyport Free Press in 1826; whether his

contribution assumed the form of prose or of verse is not specified.

By the age of twenty-one he had taken definitely to journalism ; he

both wrote for and edited the Boston newspaper named The American
Mamifac*urer^ the principal aim of which was to advocate a protective

tariff. In this position he soon made his mark, and his name became
well known throughout the country. In 1830 he passed to the editor-

ship of the New England Weekly Review at Hartford, Connecticut,

showing himself an ardent politician of the so-called National Republi-

can party. To literature, apart from mere newspaper-work, he had as

yet given little attention. The succeeding year, however, was to be

the beginning of his career of regular authorship. He then produced

his first volume, consisting (it is to be presumed) of contributions

collected from reviews. It was in prose and verse, and entitled

Legends of New England. There was also another volume about the

same time, named Moll Pitcher, a poem on a once famous old witch

of Nahant. Neither of these works now counts as of any serious

importance among the productions of Mr. Whittier.
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Shortly afterwards, he left the New E,i<rin„^ /7^Tr~7

engaged in other forms of public life and f ' '^''^'''^' ""^

count. In 1832 he published nM c [
"""^ °" ^'"^ °^" ^c-

Calkins Braintrd, Ctt^^^^^^^^^ ^^^rdner

I 'z^^^ t:^^ -co^'^^"--"
I

conspicuous e^'t i the'^reat'Tnti'sl
'" ""' "''^'^ ^^^ '^ «-'

* Justice and ExpedilTorsl.TP '""'"
^ '* '"^^ "^"^ed

native town of Haverhill in the Sta^l ?
7'"^ '^^' to represent his

re-election. The year of his fir.f f
^.^^'^'^^"^^

^ '" 1837 he declined

duced his earlies! To ic vo me st l" Im
"" ^'^^ '" ^^'^'^ '^^ P-

the hero ofthis composition hTd beel ^ I
.

^^P^te-^/.^^^ Megonc :

in the war of 1677 Once wei?i. .
^f^er among the Saco Indians

author, more especKllv thorh
^

."
' '^ '^''""^^ " P"-""*^^

His successive fo:^; ^^^ Wth :f'
" '" ^'^^^ °' ^^-•

set down in the order of daTe 8,1 1'// J^'^^'"' "^ "'" "°^

1845, Tke Stranger in Lowell Itlfef/''''
^^^^ys 0/ Hon^^.

Supernatumlismin Ne^Enltna 8.0 ^ ^7!? '''''' '^^7,

ing of his anti-slavery poems fh1 . t!'
''''' ^/^''^^^'^''^, consist-

^^^l to the year of.l^!Z:;^ZTZrr'''^ r'""' ^^^"^

^-//.'. Journal (republished tmte ^^^^Lffr^^^^^^purporting to be the diarv of an v vl ^'^[^^"'^^ ^'^")^ a prose work
vince of MassachusettBav ',.;«' T'l^/"

'" " ^'^'^ ^° ^^e Pro-

ofthemodern-atre's'lX
;^^^^

toplaya prominent oar ,Scn
^"
'J'"^""""

»"<i Q"akersare made

(a.sopar.,^eprinTed?™.hev;w'^:;:''''^,8^rf*^^^^^^^^^
and other Poem iSt, Ji, r, T, t ,

^^^°' ^""H'lf Labour,

ma,m.„ ffym,,. There have also been many collected edi-
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tions of our author's works, of varying; degrees of completeness, accord-

ing to the period of issue or the particular aim of the publication : the

first of these dates as far back as 1844.

From this enumeration of his writings we must now return to the

events of his life. In 1838-39 Mr. Whittier became a resolute and

active abolitionist, devoting a large share of his abundant energies to

the anti-slavery cause and its organization. He removed to Philadel-

phia, and there edited the Philadelphia Freeman, a paper founded to

I)romulgate these views. In those days anti-slavery men needed the

courage of heretics and the constancy of martyrs ; if they valued pro-

perty, limb, or even life, more than principle, they were not the men

for the emergency : and accordingly it was not very long before Whit-

tier's printing-office was sacked and burned by a mob. He afterwards

(or as some say even earlier, in 1836) became one of the secretaries of

the Anti-Slavery Society, and edited the Anti-slavery Reporter and at a

later date the Lowell Standard: he also acted as a corresponding

editor of the National Era, published in Washington. In 1840, he

had removed from Philadelphia to Amesbury, Massachusetts, where he

still lives. Through all the trying and disheartening period of national

compromises with slavery, and not infrequently of defections of its

opponents, he worked on with cheerful single-minded boldness and un-

abated vigour : at last came the Secession War of 1861, which soon

developed into a thoroughgoing anti-slavery war, and in 1865 tenui-

nated in the absolute, the final and irreversible triumph of the great

cause, a triumph which Whittier has celebrated in ringing and moving

verses. In 1864, he had lost by death a sister, Elizabeth, herself a

poetess, but of no great note. In May 1868 the Whittier College at

Salem, Iowa, was opened, thus named in honour of our author : it is

conducted on Quaker principles, but is none the less open to all per-

sons who choose to enter, and conform to the established regulations.

No poet in any country, it may safely be said, has ever maintained

a more consistent and unblemished character than Whittier. " His

noble simplicity of character," wrote Channing, " is the delight of all

who know him," Upright, sincere, affectionate, unassuming, he com-

bines the qualities of most importance for making personal intercourse

profitable and agreeable. Hatred of every species of oppression has

always been one of his distinguishing traits. The tyranny of material

power, and the tyranny of public opinion, are alike repulsive to him :

if he detests the first, not less does he resist and brave the second.
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Two stanras of self-estimate may here be quoted from his poem My
Namesake :

—
" In him the grave and playful mixed,

And wisdom held with folly truce,

And Nature compromised betwixt
Good fellow and recluse.

" On all his sad or restless moodk
I The patient peace of Nature stole :

\
The quiet of the fields and wood*

•Sank deep into his soul.

"

A portrait of Mr. Whittier, drawn by Mr. Wyatt Katon in 1878,
shows a strong physiognomy of striking firmness and self-possession,
not excluding gentleness. The head is tall, with dark arresting eyes, the
lips thin, and without any particular grace or subtilty of moulding.
The general type is not of an aristocratic order, yet amply sufficient

"To give the world assurance of a man.

'

In the poems of Whittier there is a large variety of subject-matter.
Many of them relate to native Indian life, to the adventures and tra-
ditions of the early settlers, and to the preachings and persecutions of
the Quakers

;
many are personal, or on matters of sentiment coniing

close to the poet's heart ; others descriptive ; a considerable section
political, either in a general way, or in especial with relation to the
sufferings of the coloured race and the anti-slavery crusade. He has
never produced any single poem which can rightly be classed as long,
although several approach this standard more or less nearly.

Whittier is manifestly not one of those poets who compose with a
view to the modern sectional dogma of " art for art's sake." He con-
stantly writes from personal individual feeling, whether applied to
emotional themes, or to the beauties and influences of external nature.
He is in the fullest sense of the term a moral poet. The question of
right or wrong, the desire to enforce some truth of the conscience, a
oyalty of mind to the side of virtue, and an indignant reprobation of
the vicious or the unrighteous, are perpetually present to him. He
writes because he feels, r.nd because he desires to edify. In his case
warmth of heart only seconds, and it seconds powerfully, the dictates
of the moral sense. His motto might be the scriptural phrase, " Lirie
upon line, precept upon precept ;

" although he is not strictly a didac-
tic poet, having never, or very seldom, written anything of which the
structure as well as substance is didactic, rfe has a genuine arid
valuable faculty as a story-teller, Hut his stories are alt more or \H%
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apologues conveying a lesson and intimating a conviction, Tliey can
very generally be read with pleasure, or even for pastime, so far as
their narrative form is concerned, and received with profit as to their
underlying suggestions. Whittier's inspiration, indeed, is not only
moral, but distinctly religious. Theology and doctrine have evidently
held a potent sway over his mind : but he has so much religious or
spiritual charity that he appears to be almost an Universalist in creed,
or at any rate he entertains the hopes, if not the express belief, of
Universalism. In this regard he might be looked upon as a poet and
thinker of the Wordsworthian order, narrowed at first into the condi-
tion of a minor sectarian, and afterwards enlarged into that of an
Universalist. If he falls short of Wordsworth (as indisputably he does)
in wideness of reach and in intensity, he can hold his own against him
or any poet in purity, kindliness, and uprightness ; and in solid con-
sistency of principle, firmly adopted and firmly persevered in, he cer-
tainly surpasses the Englishman.

What we have said naturally implies that Whittier is a poet in
whose work exquisite art or loveliness of form does not constitute an
original leading element, and even at last these qualities remain only
subsidiary or ancillary. Yet Mr. Whittier, by elevated simplicity
of mind, truthfulness of perception and of feeling, an earnest desire
after excellence, and a superiority to every sort of artifice, including
the trick of magniloquence or of obscurity, has often realized a
genuine artistic success. He commits himself to the leadership of
his thought, his sentiment, and his theme ; and, in aiming at giving to
these the directest and most unembarrassed expression, he is found
to have given them the nicest expression as well. The grace of
sincerity hangs about all that he has done : in his earlier writings
this is mostly a moral grace, but, as he proceeds and progresses, it

becomes a grace of art likewise. His Aret» continue to be Arets,
but they acquire in their maturity a strong family-likeness to the
Charites.

Without exaggerating his poetic station or his general literary ex-
cellence, we may safely and cordially say this—that America is to be
congratulated upon owning as hers, in so sound a poet as Whittier, so
good and unblemished a man.
Our readers may like, in conclusion, to have under their eyes in this

volume the estimate of Whittier expressed by his compatriot and
feUow-poet James Russell T.owell in his Fablefor Critics. It runs as
follows—Apollo being the supposed speaker ;

^>5..
V;j:~i,«l:*kjjif!K
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l-here is V\ hitt.er, whose swellinK and vehcHient lieur.
Strains the strait-breasted ,:rab of the guaker apart
And reveals the live man. still supreme and erect.
Underneath tl>e bemummying wrappers of sect.
There was ne'er a man born who had more of the swingOf the tnie lyric bard and all that sort of thing •

And his failures ari.e (though perhaps he don't know It)From the very same cause that has made him a poet.-A fervour of mind which knows no separation
Twixt simple excitement and pure inspiration
As my Pythoness erst sometimes erred from not knowing
If twere I or mere wind through her tripod was blowing
Let his mind once get head in its favourite direction.
And the torrent of verse bursts the dams of reflection.
While, borne with the rush of the metre along.
The poet may chance to go right or go wrong

'

Content with the whirl and delirium of song.
'

Then his grammar's not always correct, nor his rhymesAnd he s prone to repeat his own lyrics sometimes,- '

Mot his best, (hough, for those are struck off at white heat.When the heart in his breast like a trip-hammer beat..And can ne er be repeated again any more
Than they could have been carefully plotted before
Like old whafs-his-name there at the Battle of Hastings
(Who however gave more than mere rhythmical bastings)
Our Quaker leads off metaphorical fights
For reform and whatever they call human rights,
Both singing and striking in front of the war,
And hitting his foes with the mallet of Thor*

'I

Anna haec," one exclaims on beholding his knocks.
Vestisfilti tut, O leather-clad Fox?"

Can that be thy son, in the battle's mid din,
Preaching brotherly love, and then driving it in
To the brain of the tough old Goliath of sin
With the smoothest of pebbles from Castaly's spring
Impressed on his hard moral sense with a sling?
All honour and praise to the right-he.nrted bard
Who was true to the voice when such service was hardWho himself was so free be dared sing for the slave
When to look but a protest in silence was brave :

All honour and praise to the women and men
Who spoke out for the dumb and the downtrodden then •

I need not to name them : already for each
f «ee History preparing the ststue and niche."

W. M. ROSSETTi
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AVHITTIKR'S POETICAL WORKS.

INDIAN LEGENDS.
MOGG MEGONE.

sketches o7rhe'l.ll';ieryoVN!;\'v'F,!!^i;,!'d''"^ 'he n„,l,„r only ns a framework forcharacter l,e has (oHo'wed, as clo e7y s hi
' '

^l^to;','!!^'
•"''"'"•',"'^- lnp,,r,rayinrthe Indiant,onsofCh„rc,, Mayhew, C\harlevjl^v

, i it '^r\^ k^m!
"^ "" '""«'' '"" "'""^"1 cle inea-d.scarded ,„uch of the romance which poets and ,ovei;,Vv''';i^

'" '" ''""'« '"^ ^as necessarily

He is watcliful .• each form in the moon-
liglit dim,

Of rock or of tree, is seen of h mi :if Jjstens; each sound from afar is
caught.

The faintest shiver of leaf and limb •

iiut he sees not the waters, which foam
and iret,

Whose moonlit spray has his moccasin
wet,

—

And the roar of their rushing, he hears
It not.

Part I.

Who stands on that cliff, like a fim,re
of stone,

Unnio\ ing and tall in tlie light of the
sky.

Where the sj)ray of the cataract siiar-
kies on high.

Lonelyand sternly, save Mog^^McPone^'

While beneaih him the Haco its work
IS doing.

Hurrying do« n to its grave, the sea.
And slow through the rock its path-

way hewing !

Far down, through the mist of the fall-
mg river,

Which rises up like an incense ever
Ihe splintered points of the crags are

seen,

With water howling and vexed between,
NVJule he scooping whirl of the pool

beneath
Seems an open throat, with its granite

teeth

!

But RIogg Megone never trembled yet
\V herever h.s eve or his foot was set. j

The moonlight, through the open bough
Of the -jnarld beech, whose naked

root

Coils like a serpent at his foot,
l-alls, checkered, on the Indian's brow
His head is bare, save only where
Waves in the wind one lock of hair
Reserved for him, whoe'er he be

More mighty than Megone in strife,'
V\ hen, breast to breast and knee to

knee,
Above the fallen warrior's life
Gleams, quick p.nd keen, the scalpine-

knife. ^
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one Iialh his kiiifc and hatcliet uiul

gun,

And his gaudy and tasselird blanket nn :

His knife hath a handle with f,'i)ld inlaid,
And inagicwordsonii. polished l)lade,—
'Twas thcRift of CaMinc - to Mogg Me-

gone,
For a scalp or twain from the Vengees

torn

:

"a ^i'>
^^^'^ "^'' S'*^' "'^""-^ Tarrantine,

And ModoLauandn's wives had stninir
The hrasKand the heads, whieh tinkle

On
and shine

tile polisliLM

liright line

I liiecch, and hmad

Of beaded wami)iini around it hung.

What seeks Mcgonc? His foes are
near,

—

Grey focelyn'si eye is never slecpini,',
And the garrison lights arc burning

clear,

Where Phillips'^ men their watch are
keeping.

Let him hie him away through the dank
liver fog,

Never rustling the boughs nor dis-
placing the rocks.

For the eyes and the ears which are
watching for Mogg,

Are keener than those of the wolf or
the fox.

Jle starts,—there's a rustle among the
leaves :

Another,—the click of his run
heard !

A /oot_step~is it the step o, i 'leaves.

blood on hi'? Pnrr^.vW'ith Indian
sword ?

Steals Harmons down from ihc sands of
York,

With hand of iron and foot of cork ?
Has Scamman, versed in Indian wile,
For vengeance left his vine-hung isle?"
Hark ! at that whistle, soft and low,
How lights the eye of Mocg Megone IA smile gleams o'er his dusky brow.—
"Boon welcome, Johnny Bonython !"

Out steis -.vith cantious foot and slow,
And quick, keen glances to and fro,
The hunted outlaw, ]!on\'thon l^

A low, lean, swarthy man 'is he.
With blanket-garb and buskined knee
And naught of English fashion on ;

I'or he hates the race from whence he
sprung.

And ho couches his words in the Indian
tongue.

"Hush,— let the Sachem's voice be

j

weak

;

I

_'lho water-rat slmll hear him speak,—
'1 ho owl shall whocj]. ,:i the white man'.s

!

car.

'I'hat M .

f
: Megone, with his scalps, is

here !

"

'

He pauses,—dark, overcheek and brow,
A flush, as of shame, is steahng nijw •

" .Sachem !
" he says, "let me have tlie

land.

Which stretches away upon either hand,
As far about as my feet can stray
In the half of a gentle summer's day,
From the leaping brook-* to the Saco

river,

—

And the fair-haired firl, thou hast
sought of me.

Shall sit m the .-achem's wigwam, and
be

The wife of Mogg Megone for ever."

There's a sudden light in the Indian's
glance,

A moment's trace of powerful feeling,
Of love or triumph, or both perchance.

^^
Over his proud, calm features stealing.

" '1 he words ofmy father are veiygood
;He shall have the land, and water, and

wood ;

And he who harms the Sagamore John,
Shall feel the knife of Mogg Meg6ne

;

But the f i,vn of the Vengees shall sleep
oi. iuy breast.

And the bird of the clearing shall sing
in my nest.

"

But, fatner !
"- and the Indian's hand

Falls gently on the white man's arm,
And with a smile as shrewdly bland
As the deep voice is slow and calm,—

" Where is my father's singing-bird,—
The sunny eye, and sunset hair?

1 know I have my father's word.
And Ihat his word is good and fair

;

But will my father tell me where
Megone sliuH go and look lor his

bride i*

—

For he sees her not by her father's
side."

* !
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The dark, stern eye of Honython
Flashes over the features of Mogg

Megone,
In one of those glances which search

within ;

Hut the stolid calm of the Indian alone
I'U.'mains where the trace of emotion

has been.

"Does the .Sachem doubt? Let him
go with nil',

And the eyes of the Sachem his bride
shall.see."

Cautious and slow, with pauses oft.

And watchful eyes and wliisiicrs soft,

The twain are stealing tlnoucjh the wood,
Leaving the .iounwanl-ruslung flood.

Whose deep and soieiini roar behind
(Jrows fainter on the evening wind.

Hark I— is that the angry howl
Of the wolf, the hills among?

—

Or the hooting of the owl.
On his leafy cradle swung?

—

Quickly glancing, to and fro,

Listening to each sound they go
Round the columns of the pine,

Indistinct, in shadow, seeming
Like some old and pillared shrine ;

With the soft and white moonshine.
Round the foiiage-traccry shed
Of each column's branching head.
Lor its lamps of worship gleaming

!

And the sounds awakened there,

In the pine leaves fine and small.
Soft and sweetly musical,

By the fingers of the air.

For the anthem's dying fall

Lingering round some temple's wall !

Niche and cornice round and round
Wailing like the ghost of sound !

Is not Nature's worship thus.

Ceaseless ever, going on ?
j

ilath it not a voice for us
|

In the thunder, or the tone
]

Of the leaf-harp faint and small,
j

Siieaking to the unsealed ear !

Words o*' blended love and fear, I

Of the mighty .Soul of all?
j

Naught had the twain of thoughts like '

these
'

j

As they wound along througii the i

crowded tree^, I

Where never had rung the axeman's 1

stroke

On the gnarieil trunk of the rough<
Viarked (juk ; -

Climbing the diad tree's nios>y I'^g,

Hi aking thciueshof the braiiibli tine.

Turning aside the wild grape vine,
And lightly crossing the '.|uaking bog
Whose surface shakes at tli' leap t

the frog,

.\nd out of whose pools the gh v fog
Creeps into the dull moonsli !

Vet, even that Indian's ar had ard
The preaching of the Il< iy Word
^anchekantaeket's isle of sand
^V.as once his fiither's huiitiug lan'K
W here zealous i liacoomcs!' stood,
T.'ie Nvild aposile of the wood,
.Shook from his .soul the fearofhai
And trampled on the Lowwaw'sch.i,
Un'iil the wizard's curses hung
Susj ended on his jialsying tongue,
.And he fierce w.urior, grim and tall,

Trem -led before tb.e fore-t Paul !

A coti ge hidden in the w lod,

—

Red through its seams a light v,

Ljlowing,

On rock and bough and tree-trunk rude,
A nni >w lustre throwing.

"Who' there?" a clear, firm voice
d' mands

;

"Hold. Ruth,— 'tis J, the Sagamore !"

(^uick, at he summons, hasty hands
Unclos. the bolted door

;

-And on tli outlaw's daughter shine
The flashe of the kindled pire.

the maiden stands,

young priestess of the

Tall .md e:

Like SOI

wooc.

The freeborn child of Solitude,
And bearing still the wild and rude

Vet noble tir.ce of Nature's hand.s.

Her dark bn \vn cheek has caught its

stain

More from th( sunshine than the rain
;

Yet, where he longfair hair is parting-,

A jnire white 1 nw into light is starting

;

And, where tne folds of her blanket
sever,

Are a neck and bosom as white as ever
The foaiii-wreaths rise on the leaping

river.

But in the convulsive quiver and grip
Of the muscles around her bloodless

lip.
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There is something painful and sad
to see ;

And her eye has a glance more sternly
wild

Inan even that of a forest child
In its fearless and untamed freedom

should be.

Yet, seldom in hall or court are seen
So queenly a form and so noble a mien,
As freely and smiling she welcomes

them there,—
Her outlawed sire and Mogg Megone :

" Pray, father, how docs thy hunting
fare?

And, Sachem, say,—docs Scamman
wear,

In spite of thy promise, a scalp of his
own?"

Hurried and liglit is the maiden's tone
;

But a fearful meaning lurks within
Her glance, as it questions the eye of

Megone,—
An awful meaning ofguilt and sin !—

The Indian hath opened his blanket,
and there

Hangs a human scalp by its long damp
hair !

With hand upraised, with quick-drawn
breath,

She meets that ghastly sign of death.
In one long, glassy, spectral stare
The enlarging eye is fastened there,
As if that mesh of pale brown hair
Had power to change at sight alone,

Even as the fearful locks which wound
Medusa's fatal forehead round,
The gazer into stone.

With such a look Herodias read
The features of the bleeding head,
So looked the mad Moor on his dead,
Or the young Cenci as she stood,
O er-dabbled with a father "s blood '

And tears she may no more repress
Reveal her lingering tenderness.

O, woman wronged, can cherLsh hate
More deep and dark than manhood

may;
But wi;en the mockery of Fate
Hath left Revenge its chosen way,

And the fell curse, which years have
nursed.

Full on the spoiler's head hath burst,—
When all her wrong and shame, and

pain,

Burns (iercely on his heart and brain,—
Still lingers something of the spell

Wliich bound her to the traitor's
bosom,

—

Still, midst the vengeful fires of hell.
Some flowers of old affection blossom.

John Bonython's eyebrows together are
drawn

With a fierce expression of wrath and
scorn —

He hoarsely whispers, "Ruth beware !

Is this the time to be playing the
fool,—

Crying over a paltry lock of hair,

^
Like a love-sick girl at school ?—

Curse on it !—an Indian can see and
hear

:

Away,—and prepare our evenine
cheer !" *"

How keenly the Indian is watching
now

Look !—feeling melts that frozen
glance.

It moves that marble countenance,
As if at once within her strove
Pity with shame, and hate with love.
The Past recalls its joy and pain.
Old memories rise before her brain,
The lips which love's embraces met.
The hand he- tears of parting wet.
The voice whose pleading tones be-

guiled
The pleased ear of the forest-child,—

Her tearful eye and her varyinp
brow,—

With a serpent eye, which kindles and
burns,

Like a fiery star in the upper air :

On sire and daughter his fierce glance
turns :—

•

" Has my old white father a scalp to
spare ?

For his young one loves the pale brown
hsir

Of the scalp of an English dog, far
moic

Than Mogg Megone, or his wigwam
floor :

Go,—Mogg is wise : he will keep his'
land,

—

And Sagamore John, when he feels
with his hand,

Are
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our evening

The moment's gust of grief is gone.-
^''%j!|; _;^

^'enched,-the Tears are

God pity tliee, Ruth Bonython !

\Vith what a strength of will
Are nature's feelings in thy b.eastAs with an iron hand, repressed!

'

And how upon tliat nameless woe

While shakes the unstead/a.stkneeT and

The bosom heaves, -the eye is wet —Has thy dark spirit power (o stay '

Ihe heart s wild current on its wav ^
And whence that baleful strenKth"of

guile, ^

Which oyer that still working browAnd tearfu eye and cheek, ctn throw
irhe mockery of a smile?
'

Totn''
her father's blackening

vVith one strong effort crushing downOuef, hate, remorse, she meet: againTne savage murderer's sullen gaze

I rn l''f""'y ^°°'^ «•• tone betny,How the heart strives beneath its chain I

Which smokes in grateful promise thereBestows his quiet smilef
'

Ah, Mogg Megone 1-what dreams are
tnine,

^"'
ciess^-

""'' ^°^^'' °^" '^"^'^^

The sum of Indian happiness !-A w,gwam, where the warm sunshineLooks in among the groves of pine, --A stream where, round thy bght canoe

And thTf
'"''

'^'T°"
dart in^iew, 'And the fair girl, before thee now

Spreading thy mat with hand of snow
p/Pyn&inthedewsofmorn, '

Or'n^r-
'""^'' "^y 1^^^'='' °f <=orn,

Ihy birchen dish of hominy!

"Is the^^Sachem angry,-angry with

'""Tootro"^^
-'h -- -he in hei

Which^ouM „.ake a Sagamore jump

\^ '°T?^^^^°."'
^''h a woman's eye ?

'°^^':nd?on?^'^^—^^^ewise.

From the rude board of Ronython,
I

Venison and suckafash have gone _For long these dwellers of th?wo'od
lave felt the gnawing want of foodBut untasted of Rifth is the ?rLl

cheer,

—

^

With head averted, yet ready ear

I

p>' f
^"^^ '^y'he side ofheralister; sire

f^J^";P
nt times, the unequal hre '

I

With the yellow knots of the pitch-pme

Whose flaring light, as they kindle, fallsOn the CO tage-roof, and its black log
wails, =

And over its inmates three.

The Indian's brow is clear once more •^Uh grave, calm face, and half-shut"
TT .

y'^i
He sits upon the wigwam floor,And watches R„th go by,
In^^nt upon her household care-And ever and anon, the wh'le'Or on the maiden, or her f^e'

'''°"'

fl^as?"""''^
Bonython's hunting

The fire-water burns at the lip of Me-gone :

^

"Will the Sachem hear what his father
snail ask ?

Will he make his mark, that it maybe known, '

^^
"'"i

^;;f,';'^'"S-leaf. that he gives the

^'°'"tndr''"'''"""''°^"^'"=^^h""^
The fire-waier shines in the Indian's

eyes.

As he nses the white man's biddin-
to do :

*

•'\Vuttamuttata~weekan!" Mocrcr ;=
wise,

—

"^

iff

vlij
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E lis

I i

s

Mogg's heart is great .'—will he shut
his har.d,

When his father asks for a little land?"—
With unsteady fingers the Indian has

drawn
On the parchment the shape of a

hunter's bow,
"Boon water,—boon water,— Saga-

more John !

Wuttamuttata,~weekan
! our hearts

will grow !"

He drinks yet deeper,—he mutters
low,

—

He reels on his bear-skin to and fro,—
His head lalls down on his naked

breast,—
He struggles, and sinks to a drunken rest.

" Humph—drunk as a beast ! "—and
Bonython's brow

Isdarker than ever With evil thought
"The fool has si^jned his warrant ; but

how
And when shall the deed be wrought ?

Speak, Rutii ! why, what the devil is

there.

To fix thy gaze in that empty air ?—
Speak, Ruth ! by my soul, if I thought

that tear.

Which shames thyself and our purpose
here.

Were shed for that cursed and pale-
faced dog,

Whose green scalp hangs from the belt
ofMogg,

And whose beastly soul is in Satan's
keeping,—

This—this ! "—he dashes his hand upon
The rattlmg stock of his loaded gun,—
"Should send thee with him to 'do

thy weeping !

"

I

"
'^V^'

''""^' '"y 8''''—I only meant

I

1 o draw up again the bow unbent.
I Harm thee, my Ruth ! I only sought
; 1 o frighten off thy gloomy thought ;—
Come,—let's be friends l'" He seeks

to clasp
His daughter's cold, damp hand in his.
Ruth startles from her father's grasp,
As if each nerve and muscle felt,

Instinctively, the touch of guilt,
Through all their subtle sympathies.

lie points her to the sleeping Mogg :

" What shall be done with yonder dog?
Scammanisdead, and revent'e is thine,—
The deed i;. .- :.;ned and the land is mine;
And this uiuiiken fool is of use no

more,
Save as thy hopeful bridegroom, and

sooth,

'Twere Christian mercy to finish him.
Ruth,

Now, while he lies like a oeast on our
floor,

—

If not for thine, at least for his sake,
Rather than let the poor dog awake
To drain my flask, and claim as his bride
Such a forest devil to run by his side,—
Such a Wetuomanit'-' as thou wouldst

make !

"

Father ! '—the eye of Bonython
Sinks at that low, sepulchral tone
Hollow and deep, as it were spoken
By the unmoving tongue of death,—

Or from some statue's lips had bro-
ken,

—

A sound without a breath '

'' Father I-my life I value less
I han yonder fool his gaudy dress

;And how it ends it matters not.
By heart-break or by rifle-shot

;

But spare awhile the scoflf and threat —
Our business is not finished yet

"

He laughs at his jest. Hush—what is

there ?

—

The sleeping Indian is striving to rise.
With his knife in his hand, and glar-

ing eyes !

—

" Wagh !—Mogg will have the pale-
face's hair.

For his knife is sharp, and his fingers
can help

The hair to pull and the skin to peel,—
Let him cry like a woman and twist

like an eel,

The great Captain Scamman must
lose his scalp!

And Ruth, when the sees it, shall dance
with Mogg,"

His eyes are fi.xed,—but his lips draw
in,—

With a low, hoarse chuckle, and fiend
ish grin,—

Andhe sinksagain, likeasenseles' log.

Ruth does not speak, —she docs not stir;
But she gazes down on the murderer.

L_
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Whose broken and dreamful .dumbers
tell

Too much for her ear of that deed of hell
She sees the knife, with its slaughter red'And the dark fingers clenching the bearl

skin bed

!

What thoiights of horror and madness
whirl

Through the burning brain of that fallen
girl

!

John Bonython lifts his gun to his eve
Itsmuzzleiscloseto thelndian'sear ~

But he drops it again. " Some onemay be nigh,
And I would not that even the wolves

should hoar."
He draws his knife from its deer-skin

belt,

—

Its edge with his fingers is slowly felt •-
Kneeling down ou one knee by the'

Indian's side.
From his throat he opens the blanket

wide

;

And twice or thrice he feebly essaysA trembling hand with the knife to
raise.

"I cannot, "~he mutters,— "did he
not save

My life from a cold and wintry grave,
V\ hen the storm came down from Aeioo-

chook, *=

And the north-wind howled, and the
tree-tops shook,—

And I strove, in the drifts of the rush-
ing snow.

Till my knees grew weak and I could
not go,

And I felt the cold to my vitals creep
^"'l

'"yJ^J^^l^lood stiffen, and puSs

In'th^i
'

•'i',''^

him-Ruth Bonython !In the devil's name, tell me-what's to
t>e done ?

"

I

Its all-indomitable will,—
But lacks^the mean of mind and heart,

'

1 hough eager for the gains of crime,
Uf^ at his chosen place and time,

1 he strength to bear his evil pa^-t •

And, shielded by his very Vice '

Escapes from Crime by Cowardice

erect,—with bloodshot
Ruth stapts

eye,

And lips drawn ti-ht across her teeth
Showing their locked embrace beneath!
In the red fire-light :~"Slogg must die

I

^"vemethekn.le !"~The outlaw turns,

' n r'^ r''?.""Sinheartandlimb,away,-
But, fitfully there, the hearth-fire burns,And he sees on the wall strange

shadows play.
A lifted arm, a tremulous blade.
Are dimly pictured in light and shades,

Plunging down in the darkness.
J lark, that cry

^-•JP'"—and again—he sees it fall,—
ihat shadowy arm down the lighted

u'all !

"

He hears quick footsteps-a shape
nits by

—

^

^^
Thedooronitsrusted hinges creaks:-
^vuth -daughter Ruth !

^ the outlaw
shrieks.

But no sound comes back,—he is stand-
ing alone

By the mangled corse of Mogg Megone

!

Part II.

?s'.Sr %
'""'' °"ce pure and high,

A • u^",
''°'^" '^^^"» Virtue's sky.

As, with the downcast star of morn

AndT'"' ?^- 'Sh' ""'^ ^^"h it drawn,

-

sCi oke
"'

'r%"''^'^'
of darkness, play

Some lofty feelings linger still,-
I lie strength to dare, the nerve to

meet
Whatever threatens with defeat

Tis morning over Norridgewock,—
On tree and wigwam, wave and rock.
Bathed in the autumnal sunshine, stirred
At intervals by breeze and bird.
And wearing all the hues which glow
In heaven's own pure and perfect bow
ijr, •

'?^ glorious picture of the air,
\V hich summer's light-robed angelforms

ixr t ground of fading storms,
With pencil dipped in sunbeams

there,

—

And, stretching out, on either hand,
er all that wide and unshorn land,

111), weary of its gorgeousness,
1 he achmjr and the dazzled eye
Kests gladdened, on the calm blue

sky,—
Slumbers the mighty wilderness !

1 he oak, upon the windy hill.

w
if fs
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Its dark green burthen upward
heaves

—

The hemlock broods above its rill,
Its cone-like foliage darker still,

Against the birch's graceful stem,
And the rough walnut-bough receives
I he sun upon its crowded leaves,
Each coloured like a topaz gem

;And the tall maple wears with them
'je coronal which autumn gives.
The brief, bright sign of ruin near,
ine hectic of a dying year !

The hermit priest, who lingers now
On the Bald Mountain's shrubless brow,
lie gray and thunder-smitten pile
"'."'ch marks afar the Desert Isle, -3

While gazing on the scene below,
May half forget the dreams of home,
Ihat nightly with his slumbers

come, —
The tranquil skies of sunny France,
1 he peasant s harvest song and dance
I he vines around the hillsides wreathinV
Ihe soft airs midst their clusters breath-

The wings which dipped, the stars
which shone

Within thy bosom, blue Garonne '

And round the Abbey's shadowed wall.
At morning spring and even-fall,

!5vveet voices in the still air singin--.
Tlie chant of many a holy hymn^
A J ^ ^P'^""" ''-" of vespers ringinQ,—
And hallowed torch-light falling dimUn pictured saint and seraphim !

^or here beneath him lies unrolled,
^athed deep in morning's flood of goldA vision gorgeous as the dream
^i the beatified may seem.
When, as his Church's legends say.

iJorne upward in ecstatic bliss,
Ihe rapt enthusiast soars away

Unto a brighter world than this •

A irortal's glimpse beyond the nale.—A moment's lifting of the veil
'

'

Slumbering to ocean's lullaby,—W Uh birchen boat and glancing oars,
.he red men to their fishing go ;While from their planting ground is

borne
The treasure of the golden corn.
I|y laughing girls, whose dark eyes glow
Wild through the locks which o'er them

flow.

The wrinkled squaw, whose toil is done,
bits on her bear-skin in the sun
Watching the buskers, with a smile
For each full ear which swells the pile •

And the old chief, who nevermore
May bend the bow or pull the oar,
hmokes gravely in his wigwam door,
Or slowly shapes, with axe of stone,
I he arrow-head from flint and bone

Far eastward o'er the lovely bay,
^enobscot's clustered wigwams lay •

And gently from that Indian town
'

I he verdant hillside slopes adovvn.lo wh^re the sparkling waters play
Upon the yellow sands below;

And shooting round the winding shoies
Uf narrow capes, and isles which lie

Beneath the west\\ard turning eyeA thousand wooded islands lie —

-

Gems of the waters !—with each hue
Ut brightness set in ocean's blue.
Lach bears aloft its tuft of trees
Touched by the pencil of the frost.

And, with the motion of each breezeA moment seen,—a moment lost
'

Changing and blent, confused and
tossed.

The brighter with the darker crossed.
1 heir thousand tints of beauty glowDown in the restless waves below.
And tremble in the .'-nny skies'

As if, from waving bough to bouph,
Mitted the birds of paradise.

There sleep Placentia's group,_and
there

I'fere Breteaux marks the hour of prayer •

And there, beneath the sea-worn cliff

"

On which the Father's hut is seen.'
1 he Indian stays his rocking skiff,
And peers the hemlock-boughs be-

tween.
Half trembling, as he seeks to look

I

bpon the Jesuit's Cross and Book '4

-ri
''^' Sloon^i'y against the sky

Ihe Dark Isles rear t.icir summits high •

And Desert Rock, ab.upt and bare, '

Lifts Its gray turrets in the air,—
Seen from afar, like some stronghold
J^uilt by the ocean kings of old :

And, faint as smoke-wreath white and
thin,

Swells in the north vast Katahdin
;And, wandering from it^ ^aishy feet,



The broad Penobscot c.omT;^^
And mingle with its own brighi ba/Slow sweep^ his dark and ,fthen^^,

^^Ji^.l'l
Time m those dim solitudes

^^leld.ng the dull axe of Decay '

Alone hath ever shorn away

A/OGG MEGONE.

Not thus, withhi the woods which hideThe beauty of thy azure tide

Th^frl'""
'''"''

^""'"S timbers block
J hy broken currents, Kennebec '

Gazes the white man on the wreckOfthedown-trodden Norrid"cwoc].

In battle shorn of half their strenpfl
'

Turned, hke the panther in his hfr
'

With lis fast-flowing life-blood wetFor one last struggle of despair,
'

UneS"'""^'^?'"'''^"'''?'^ee,syet.l^ueaped, upon the plnntin- lands
'

Noshout^,s there,-nodance,-no

The aspect of the very child
Scowls with a meaning sad and wilOf bitterness and wroncT.
Tlie almost infant Norridgewock
Essays to lift the tomahawk
And plucks his father's knife'awavTo mimic in his frightful pay

'>'

The scalping of an Engl.h f^e •

Bumf?v°" '^'^ ''I^ ^ hofrid smile-funis, like a snake's, his smn i

while "^^" <^ye,

Some^^bough or sapling n.eets his

Startfwh"\^'^'''°'^^'^'"«""°.

Attth^^JaSirSS:;!;?^"^-

^r.A eii 1 ,
^"6 Wood,

^^iK-jK-jHe^.^^
Onthej.rowofahi„,.,hi.hslopesto

The flowing river, and balhTh^eei

And th^e^ aeeping vine, as the waters

A rude and unshapely chapel stinrk

'e;'tSr;;:^3^;'r^"-^'''S^£s:
prayer

'' " ^ l^'"'^'^ °^

For the holy sign of the cross isther^ •And sh^^ild he chance at that ,fco
Of a Sabbath morn, or some hallowed

aay,

So,« £,i,e ,H,,,g ,„,, „,„^ ^^^ ^,_^

'^
Anrihe^ 7 7"'"'V""^

"'-^'-^l I^nees

While.^^in^coarse white vesture, over

In blessing or in prayer,
S retching abroad his thin pale hands^

:ta:;is^-^^^'^^'
^-^'^^^

Two forms are now in that chapel dimThe Jesuit silent and sad and paleAnxiously heeding some fea"fufJatWh.ch a stranger is telling hin
"' '"'''

That stranger's garb is soiled and tornAnd wet with dew and loose y worn
'

Her fair neglected hair fai.s down '

totnT'^^'"^^"''--'^-
Yet still, in that disordered face,The Jesuit's cautious eye can traceThose elements of former grace
Which, half effaced, seem Scarcely lessEven now, than perfect loveliness

VVith drooping head and voice so low

ea?''''!^''

it nieets the Jesuit's

Sm' JJit'' ''f ^j^-^P^d fingers flo^v.i rom the heart's fountain, hot and
slow,

(fi
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Her penitential tears,

—

She tells the story of tlie woe
And evil of her years.

" O father, bear with me ; my heart
Is sick and death-like, and my brain
Seems {»irdled with a fiery chain,

Whose scorching links will never part.
And never cool again.

Bear with me while I speak,—but turn

^
Away that gentle eye, the while—

The fires of guilt more fiercely burn
Beneath its holy smile

;

For half I fancy I can see
My mother's sainted look in thee.

" My dear lost mother ! sad and pale,
Mournfully sinking day by day,

And with a hold on life as frail

As frosted leaves, that, thin and
gray,

Hang feebly on their parent spray,
And trf^mble in the gale

;

Yet watching o'er my childishness
With patient fondness,—not the less
For all the agony which kept
Her blue eye wakeful, while I slept

;

Ai.d checking ever tear and groan
That haply might have waked my own,
And bearing still, without offence,
My idle words and petulance

;

Reproving with a tear,—and, while
The tooth of pain was keenly preying
Upon her very heart, repaying
My brief repentance with a smile.

"O, in her meek, forgiving eye
There was a brightness not of mirth,

A light whose clear intensity
Was borrowed not of earth.

Along her cheek a deepening red
Told where the feverish hectic fed ;

And yet, each fatal token gave
To the mild beauty of her face
A newer and a dearer grace,

Unvvarning of the grave.
'Twas like the hue which Autumn gives
To yonder changed and dying leaves.

Breathed over by his frosty breath
;

Scarce can the gazer feel that this
Is but the spoiler's treacherous kiss,

The mocking-smile of Death !

" Gweet were the tales she used to tell
When summer'a eve was dear to us,

And, fading from the darkening dell.

The glory of the sunset fell

On wooded Agamenticus,

—

When, sitting by our cottage wall,

The murmur of the Saco's fall.

And the south-wind's expiring sighs

[

Came, softly blending, on my ear,

I With the low tones 1 ^ove to hear :

Tales of the pure, —the good,—the
wise,

—

The holy men and maids of old,

In the all-sacred pages told ;—
Of Rachel, stooped at Haran's foun-

tains.

Amid her father's thirsty flock.

Beautiful to her kinsman seeming
As the bright angels of his dreaming,
On Padan-aram's holy rock ;

Of gentle Ruth,—and her who kept
Her awful vigil on the mountains.

By Israel's vngin daughters wept

;

Of Miriam, with her maidons, singing
The song for grateful Israel meet,

While every crimson wave was bringinjr
The spoils of Egypt at her feet

;

Of her,—Samaria's humble daughter,
Who paused to hear, beside her well,

Lessons of love and truth, which fell

Softly as Shiloh's flowing water
;

And saw, beneath his pilgrim guise,
The Promised One, so long foretold
By holy seer and bard of old,

Revealed before her wondering eyes.

" Slowly she faded. Day by day
Her step grew weaker in our hall,

And fainter, at each even-fall.

Her sad voice died away,
Yet on her thin, pale lip, the while.
Sat Resignation's holy smile :

A.\id even my father checked his tread.
And hushed his voice, beside her bed !

Beneath the calm and sad rebuke
Of her meek eye's imploring look,
The scowl of hate his brow forsook.
And in his stern and gloomy eye,

At times, a few unwonted tears
Wet the dark lashes, which for years

Hatred and pride had kept so d'y.

" Calm as a child to slumber soothed,
As if an angel's hand had smoothed
The still, white features into rest.

Silent and cold, without a breath
To stir the drapery on her breast,

Pain, with its keen and poisoned fang.

.1
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he horror of the mortal pang,

1 he suffering look l,er brow Imd wornThe fear, the strife, the anguish gone,-She slept at last in death !

II

Wnii '"^ '^'^''^'' '''" 'Jie dead

And lay upon the living's head
'

1 heir bless.ngorthe.rcur.se?
i or O, last n.ght she stood by meA. I Jay beneath the woodland t7ee •

'

Close on the verge of womanhood,A ch.ld in everything beside :

An<l when my ^iki heart nee ed mostHer gentle com.sels, they were lost.

The Jesuit crosses himself in awe -
Jesu -what was it my daughter ;aw ?"

"^/'^ came to me last night.
The dried leaves did not feel her

iread;
She stood by me in the wan moonli-rht

n the wh.te robes of the dead- '

t'ale and ve.y mou.nfully
Si.e bent her light form over me^heard no sound. I fdt no breathBrea heo'ermefro,,, that faceofdeath •

Its blue eyes rested on my own
'

Rayless and cold as eyes ^f stone;

«!.
'

".'h'^"- fixed, unchanging gazeSomethmg, __whieh spokf 1^,,^
A sadness i; their quiet glare.

Carie nl'
' ""''^

T'^ ^'•"^'^" tl^e.e,--

O God. TT,'-'''^'''^"'^y thrill; '

^ Cod
! I feel Its presence still !

"

The Jesuit makes the holy sign

-

How^^pass.d the visio^n, ^J^.^hter

''All dimly in the wan moonshine

;Jnd scatter, and melt into the li,.hti'o scattenng.-melting on my^~
M:;:;;s?:^rs.^-^-'"inei

"TST^/r^^^t. '^^veitbe

S. th?''^^'"^'^"^"^
summoned her

I To leave h
T^'"'^''^'hi"g sepulchre.

Ah
^^^^j^er Jast rebuke with me

Ju^trthf"'^'"^y"-'her\lTedIJUitatthenK>mentwhen
1 stood

''My father lived a stormy life,Of fre(p,cnt change and daily strife
;

io tel. 1 ke him, a freedom wild ;lo love the red .i.a.i . dwelling-j.lace

The w.ld excitement of the chase '

Sweeping the ancient woods.

Of the st.U lakes, the clear sirea.,..
where

The idle lisher sets his wear,Or angles m the shade, far more

Bern -?/h ^'^•^'f
'"intr awe I felt

Jieneath my gentle mother's care,

N\ ith ch.ldhood's simple prayer.

"There came a change. The wild,
glad mood '

Of unchecked freedom passed.Am.d the ancient solitude
Of unshorn grass and waving wood.

A t,?
'''^''-'''.Slancing bright and fast.A softened voice was in my ear.

Sweet as those lulling sounds a. d fine
1 he hunter lifts his head to hear/Aow far and faint, now full a.id iiea.--

1 he murmur of the wind-swept pine.A manly form was ever nigh.

wu"^'
'"'';'- ^""^^''' ^^'fh an eye

Whose dark, keen glance had power
to wake ^

Both fear and love.-toaweand charm :

wy!
'^''•'

^M '^^ "'•"^''i rattlesnake,
\Jhose ev.l glances lure to harm-

I An l°f -"^r
'^ ^""^ ''"^" ^"f' glitteringeye,

I And brilliant coil, and changing dye,
{^]|;:',^t^P .l^y step, the gazer .,ea.-^'
With drooping wing and cry of fear.
V et powei-less all to turn awayA conscious, but a willing prey !

I-'ear, doubt, thought, life itself, erelongMerged in one feeling deep and st.m^^Kided the v;orld which I had known,^A poor vain shadow, cold and waste ;In the wann present bliss alone
Seemed I ofactuallife to taste

f-ond long.ngs dimly understood,
1 he glow of passion's quickening blood

i I

II
-

: 1 ,i ' lil
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I

And cherished fnntasies which press
The young lip with a dream's caress,—
The her.rt's forecast and projihecy
Took form and life before my eye,
Seen in the glance which met my own,
Heard in the soft and pleading tone,
Felt in the arms around me cast,
And warm lieart-pulses beating fast.

Ah ! scarcely yet to God above
With deeper trust, with stronger love
Has prayerful .saint his meeiv heart lent,
Or cloistered nun at twilight bent,
Than I, before a human slirine,

As mortal and as frail as mine.
With heart, and soul, and mind, and

form,
Knelt madly to a fellow worm.

"Full soon, upon that dream of sin.
An awful light came bursting in.

The shrine was cold, at which I knelt.
The idol of that shrine was gone

;A humbled thing of .shame and guilt,
Outcast, and spurned and lone.

Wrapt in the shadows of my crime.
With withering heart and burning

brain.

And tears that fell like fiery rain,
I pas.sed a fearful time.

"There came a
tear—

In

voice— it checked the

it wrought aheart and soul

change ;

—

My father's voice was in my ear

;

It whispered of revenge

!

A new and fiercer feeling swept
All lingering tenderness away;

And tiger passions, which had slept
In childhood's better day.

Unknown, unfelt, arose at length
In all their own demoniac strength.

"A youthful warrior of the wild,
By words deceived, by smiles beguiled.
Of crime the cheated instrument,
Upon our fatal errands went.
Through camp and town and wilder-

ness
He tracked his victim ; and, at last,

Just when the tide of hate had passed.
And milder thouglus came warm and

fast,

Exulting, at my feet he cast
The bloody token of success.

"O (lod ! with what an awful power
I saw the buried past uprise,

And gather, in a single hour,
Its ghost-iike memories !

And then I felt - alas ! too late

—

That underneath the mnak of h^te,
I'hat .shame and guilt and wrong had

thrown
O'er feelings which they might not

own.
The heart's wild love had known no

change
;

And still, that deep and hidden love,
With its first fondness, swept above

'I'he victim of its own revenge

!

There lay the fear'ul scalp, and there
The blood was on its pale brown hair

!

I thought not of the victim's scorn,
I thought not of his baleful guile,

My deadly wrong, my outcast name,
The characters of sin and shame
On heart and forehead drawn ;

I only saw that victim's smile,

—

The still, green places where we met,

—

The moonht branches, dewy wet

;

I only felt, I only heard
Tlie greeting and the parting word,—
The smile,— ;!ie embrace —the tone

which made
An Eden of the forest shade.

And oh, with what a loathing eye,
With what a deadly hate and deep

I saw that Indian murderer lie

Before me in his drunken sleep !

What though for me the deed was done.
And words of mine had sped him on !

Yet when he murmured as he slept,

The horrors of that deed of blood,
The tide of utter madness swept

O'er brain and bo.som, like a flood.
And, father, with this hand of mine—

"

"Ha! what didst thou?"th° Jesuit
cries,

Shuddering, as smitten with sudden
pain,

And shading, with one thin hand, his

eyes.

With the other he makes the holy sign.
"-7-I smote him as I would a worm ;

—

With heart as steeled, with nervea as
firm :

He never woke again !"

" Woman of sin and blood and shame,
ii|
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MOGG MEGONE.

Ever thus the spirit must,Gmhy.n the sight of Heaven.VMlh a keener woe be riven
I or us weak and sinful tru't

'

in the strength of human dust •

And Its anguish thrill afreS'
i'-'r each vam reliance givenio the failing arm of flesh.

Part Iir.

v%

Vwri,h«a.hUfe,,i],ea,„dH,„

J he holy quiet of a breast
^^"h the Dove of Peace at restSweetly brooding over it

'^'
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- in CJo(''s name

.sounds of bloody

And hurrying feet (for the cliase is hot),

And ilie sliurl, sliarp sound of rifle shot,

And liiunt and meiiaci-,— answered well

l!y the Indians' nioeUnigcry and yell,

—

The bark of dogs, - -tiie squaw's mad
scream, —

-

Thedasli o( paddles ahnig tlic stream,

—

The wiiistle of shot as it cuts the leaves

Of the maples around tiie church s

eave.i,

—

And tlie gride of liatcliets, fiercely

thrown,

On wigwam-lug and tree and stone,

lilacic with the grime of paint and dust,

Spotted and streaked with human
gore,

A grim and naked head is thrust

\Vithin the chojicl-door.
" Ha—Bomazeeii !

say,

What mean these

fray?"
Silent, the Indian points his hand
To where across the echoing' glen

Sweep Harmon's dreaded ranj,,v./-band,

And Moulton with his men.
"Where are thy waniors, Bomazeen?
Where are De Kouville'^ and Castine,

And where the braves of Sawga's
queen ?"

" Let my father find the winter snow
Which thesun drank u|i long moons ago!

Under the falls of Tacconock,
The wolves arc eating the Norridge-

wock

;

Castine with his wives lies closely hid

Like a fox in the woods of Pemaquid !

On Sawga's banks the man of war
Sits in his wigwam like a squaw,

—

Squando has fled, and Mogg Megone,
Struck by the knife of Sagamore John,
Lies stiff and stark and cold as a stone."

P'earfully over the Jesuit's face,

Of a thousand thoughts, traceafter trace.

Like swift cloud-shadows, each other

chase.

One instant, his fingers grasp his knife,

For a last vain struggle lor cherished

life,—

The next, he hurls the blade away,
.'' nd kneels at his altar's foot to jiray ;

Over his beads his fingers stray,

And he kisses the cross, and calls aloud
On the Virgin and her Son ;

I'or terrible thoughts his memory crowd
Of evil seen and done,^

Of scalps brought home by his savage

tlock

F'roni Casco and .Sawga and Sagada-

liock.

In the Church's service won.

No shrift the gloomy savage brooks,

As scowling on the priest lie looks :

'

' Cowesass— cowesass—tawhich wes-

saseen ?'9

Let my father look upon Bomazeen,

—

My father's heart is the heart of a

.'(juaw,

But mine is so hard that it does not thaw

:

Ixt :ny father ask his (iod to make
A dance and a (east for a great saga-

more.

When he paddles across the western

lake,

With his dogs and his squaws to the

spirit's shore.

Cowesass— cowesass—tawhich wessa-

seen ?

Let my father die like Bomazeen !"

Through the chapel's narrow doors,

And through each window in the

walls,

Round the priest and warrior pours

The deadly shower of English balls.

Low on his cross the Jesuit falls ;

While at his side the Norridgewock,
W^ith failing breath essays to mock
And menace yet the hated foe,

—

Shakes his scalp-trophies to and fro

Flxultingly before their eyes,

—

Till, cleft and torn by shot and blow,

Defiant still, he dies.

" So fare all eaters of the frog !

Death to the Babylonish dog

!

Down with the beast of Rome !

"

With shouts like these, around the dead.

Unconscious on his bloody bed,

The rangers crowding come.
Brave men ! the dead priest cannot hear

i'he unfeeling taimt,—the brutal jeer;

—

Spurn— for he sees ye not—in wrath.

The symbol of your Saviour's death ;

Tear from his death-grasp, in your

zeal,

And trample, as a thing accursed,
Tl- : cross he cherished in the dust :
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Brutal alike in deer! and word,
\N ah callous heart and hand of strif,.

^'..ench.ng, w,th reckless hand i 1 lo,..;Sparks kuKlIed by tlie hreu r f
'

^gmgthedeathless^i'us i^;Ofopengu.lt or secret sin
'

lie ore the bar of that pure Heaven
i he holy only enter in .•

O. by the widow's sore distress

Ki.^S:^^li;;;;s^^;^ -cursed

% the fell discord of the Pit^nd the pained souls that neonlo m

Kestmg on all its holy hills ''

Lerrl?T"^u'"''' ''^ crystal river _Let Christian hands no longer beirIn triumph on his crimsofarThe fou and idol god of war-

ro\Tn7 ''^',^.!'.'-P''^ ^-•C'-'thr; epare
robndarnidhissnakvha.r

'Nor Christian bards his glories tell^or Christian tongues hif^i^lLS ell.

Coiling in his slimy bed.

jave he earth its primal stain.-He whose mercy ever liveth, '

\\oepent.ng guilt forgnJth

And careth for his sinful child !

'Spectre-like it vanisheth -

Tis spring-time on the eastern hills •

The blade,! grass revives and live.

ThescnithwestwindiswarmlVblow-

And odoui's from the springing crassTlie pine-tree and the sasstfraf
^ '

A'-e with it on its errands goi'ng

•nSUeat AV''".'^*'^"" '^-^t gone.

jWafS^^^:;St^K:-'ever.
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I a THE UNIDAI. or riuVNAcoon.

His stop is firm, his eye is keen,

Nor years iii broil aixl battle spent,

Nor toil, nor wouiula, nor jiain have
bent

The lortiiy frame of oM Casline.

No purpose now of strife and i)loo(l

Urj^es the hoary veteran on :

The (ire of C()n(|uest, and the mood
Of chivalry have ^one.

A mournfid task i- liis,— to lay

Within the earlli liie lionos uf iliose

Who perished in that fearful day,

When Norridgewock became the jMcy

Of all unsparin;4 foe-^.

Sadly and still, dark thoughts between,

Of coming vengeance mused Castine,

Of the fallen chieftain ]5onia/.een,

Who baile for him the Norridgewocks
Dig w\) their buried tomahawks

]'\)r firm defence or swift attack ;

And him whose friendship formeil the

tie

Which held the stern self-exile back
From lapsing into savagery

;

Whose garb and tone and kindly

glance

Recalled a younger, hai)]iier day.

And prompted memory's fond essay,

To bridge the mighty waste wiiich

lay

Between his wild home and that

gray.

Tall chateau of his native France,
Whose chapel bell, with far-heard

din.

Ushered his birth-hour gayly in,

And counted with its solemn toll

The masses for his father's soul.

Hark ! from the foremost of the band
Suddenly bursts the Indian yell

;

For now on the very spot they stand

Where the Norridgewocks fighting

fell.

No wigwam smoke is curling there
;

The very earth is scorched and bare :

And they pause and listen to catch a
sound

Of breathing life,—but there comes
not one.

Save the fox's bark and tlie rabbit's

bound
;

But here and there, on the blackened
ground.

White bonts arc glistening in the sun.

And where the house of prayer arose.

And the holy hymn, at daylight's

close.

And the aged priest stood up to bless

The children of the wilderness,

Tiiere is naught save ashes sodden and
dank

;

And the birchen boats of the Nor-
ridgewock,

Tethered to tree and stum[) and
rock,

Rotting along the river bank I

Blessed Mary ! who is she

Leaning against that maple-tree?

'i'he sun ujion her face burns hot,

llul the fixed eyelid moveth not

;

The s(iuirrers chirp is shrill and clear

From the dry bough above her ear

;

Dashing from rock and root its spray,

Close at her feet the river rushes

;

The blackbird's wing against her

brushes,

And sweetly through the hazel-bushes

The robin's mellow music gushes ;

—

God save her ! will she sleep alway ?

Castine hath bent him over the sleeper :

"Wake, daughter,—wake ;

"—but

she stirs no limb :

The eye that looks on him is fixed

and dim ;

And the sleep she is sleeping shall be
no deeper.

Until the angel's oath is said,

And the final blast of the trump goes

forth

To the graves of the sea and the graves

of earth.

Ruth Bonytiion is dead !

THE BRIDAL OF PENNA-
COOK.=°

We had been wandering for many
days

Through the rough northern country.

We had seen

The sunset, with its bars of purple

cloud.

Like a new heaven, shine upward from

the lake

Of W'innepiseogee ; and had felt;
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J ^^'
"iTies^

^''''"^'' "''''" "'*" ^'^^yj^f '•^^ ^^'"'l Ammonoosuc." We had

Which st^,p their summer beau.y ,o The wiSll^'pemigewasset. overhung

Ofthehri.h •w.»..r«. VV« ...,, ..„.,.„.. '^X ^'eccheu shadows, whitening dow:Of the bright wafers. We had checked
our steeds,

Silent with wonder, where the mountain
wall

Is piled to heaven ; and, through the
narrow rift

Of the vast rocks, against whose rugged
feet

Keats the mad torrent with jicrpctual
roar,

Where noonday is as twilight, and the
wind

jng down
Its rocks,

Or lazily gliding through its intervals,
iTom waving rye-fields sending up

the gleam
Of sunlit waters. We had seen the

moon
Rising behind Umbagog's east°rn

pines,

Like a great Indian camp-fire ; and its
beams

At midnight spanning with a bridge

Cooies^^bmdened widi the everlasting TheV^^ by Uncanoonuc's falls

U^irr.;::f^;:;J^S^^;r;; the
'^^'-^J-soulsofus whom travel.

TasselipthlLls lighf-woveri by r^'^ "Z^^,:!^ '" '^- -'^

''^^""^iislih
-^'^ ^^°- '^^ abut-^:i^,;^sx'ws:^isr^.,

r.' ,*' .',=• ... I
eye

'

er-roofing the vast portal of the land
Beyond the wall of mountains. We

had passed
The high source of the Saco ; and be-

wililered

In the dwarf spruce-belts of the Crystal
Hills,

Had hearct above us, like a voice in the
clouil.

The horn of Fabyan sounding; and
atop

Of old Agioochook had seen the moun-
tains

Piled to the northward, shagged with
wood, and thick

I

As meadow mole-hills,— the far sea of
Casco,

A white gleam on the horizon of the
_

east

;

[Fair lakes, embosomed in the woods
and hills

;

.Saw only hot brick walls and close
thronged streets,

—

Briefless as yet, but with an eye to see
Life's sunniest side, and with a heart to

take
Its chances a'.l as godsends; and his

brother,

Pale from long pulpit studies, yet retain-
ing

The warmth and freshness of a genial

I

heart,

Whose mirror of the beautiful and true.
In Man and Nature, was as yet un'

dimmed
By dust of theologic strife, or breath
Of sect, or cobwebs of scholastic lore

;

Like a clearcrystal calm of water, taking
The hue and image of o'erleaning

flowers.

Sweet human faces, white clouds of the
noon,

pIooseWlIock^^^:nountain range, and Slant starlight glimpses throt.gh the

I

Lifting his Titan fbrdiead to the sun! And tS^^onrise. >Twas, in

i A„j t- 1 , ,
truth, a study,

o^ks
^ "nderncath the To m.irk his spirit, alternating be-

Shadowing the bank, whose grassy A decenraml professional gravity

Rvth.'''"'^'f^,?^^^" r
And an irreverent mirthfulness, which

py the perpetual beating of the falls | often

fi
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Lnughed in the face of his divinity,
Plucked off the sacred ephod, quite

unshrined
The oracle, and for the pattern priest
Left us the man. A slirewd, sagacious

merchant,
To whom the soiled sheet found in

Crawford's inn,

Giving the latest news of city stocks
And sales of cotton, had a deeper mean-

ing
Than the great presence of the awful

mountains
Glorified by the sunset; -and his

daughter
A delicate flower on whom had blown

too long
Those evil winds, which, sweeping

from the ice

And winnowing the fogs of Labrador,
Shed their cold blight round Massa-

chusetts I3ay,

With the same breath which stirs
Spring's opening leaves

And lifts her half-formed flower-bell on
its stem,

Poisoning our seaside atmosphere.

Like summer thunder-clouds, we made
our home :

And while the mist hung over drip-
ping hills,

And the cold wind-driven rain-drops all
day long

Beat their sad music upon roof and
pane,

We strove to cheer our gentle invalid.

_, It chanced
Ihat as we turned upon our homeward

A drear north-eastern storm came
howling up

The valley of the Saco ; and that girl
Who had stood with us upon Mount

Washington,
Her brown locks rufiled by the wind

which whirled
In gusts around its sharp cold pin-

nacle.

Who had joined our gay trout-fishing in
the streams

Which lave that giant's feet ; whose
laugh was heard

\t^ V
''''"^'^ ^^''°' °" thesunrisfc bree7e

Which swelled our sail amidst the
lake's green islands,

Shrank from its harsh, chill breath, and
visibly drooped

Like a flower in the frost. So, in
that quiet inn

Which looks from Conway on the
mountains piled

Heavily against the horizon of the
north.

The la ./yer in tho pauses of the storm
Went angling down the Saco, and,

returning,

Recounted his adventures and mishaps
;Gave us thehistory of his scaly clients.

Mingling with ludicrous yetapt citations
Of barbarous law Latir, passages
From Izaak Walton s Angler, sweet and

fresh

As the flower-skirted streams of Staf-
fordshire,

Where, under aged trees, the southwest
wind

Of soft June mornings fanned the thin.
white hair

Of the sage fisher. And, if truth he told.
Our youthful candidate forsook his ser-

!

mons,
I
Jlis commentaries, articles and creeds,

:

For the fair page of human loveli-
I ness,

—

j

The missal ofyoung hearts, whose sacred
!

text

i
Is music, its illumining sweetsmiles.

j

He sang the songs she loved ; and in
I his low,
Deep, earnest voice, recited many a page
Of ]Kietry, —the holiest, tenderest lines
Of the sad bard of Olney,—the sweet

songs,

Simple and beautiful as Truth and Na-
ture,

Ofhim whose whitened locks on. Rydal
Mount

A. a lifted yet by morning breezes blow-
ing

From the green hills, immortal in his
lays.

And for myself, obedient to her wish,
I searched our landlord's proffered

library,

—

A well-thumbed Bunyan, with its nice
wood pictures

Of scaly fiends and angels not unlike
them,

—

.^5^^'*'-*'
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Watts' unmeiodious psalms,-Astrol \ Hn th ,

" '^

r .
''^^ ^ ?

the apocryphal chart of speculationLast home a musty pile of ahnanacs
"^^ ^'1^^'

-^r
'^'°^^' """"S, SAnd an old chronicle of border wr< ij- ^.

^*^ P"vileges, '
"^'t"

And^lndian history. AndTtTrS M^'Shts, and appurtenances, which makeA stoiy of the marriage of the (•lii,.f L ,. "P
Of Saugus to the dusky Wee uimoo T V'"'^'""^

P'-^^aciisc, -unsung unl-nn

n"f old°/ ^---"'-^W whTXelt W^:!!^ ^;-''^-"
; --Uh"r namesIn the old time upon tlie Merrimack \ ,1 f-

'"^'"^'y Y^^ I'n^^ers like the hsf'

liers
^'^^^'

Of s,lveM„„,„e.
..,cea„io, „„ -he Oc„...„r,hatwh,-,..e,e.«e<,

„„„„„,„

o :;^l^
I^loi-ence, we rehearsed I^own whose 'lo.S to fl.. i , ,our rhymes -,1 '"P"-^ to the lowlands thv

Totheirfairauditor andsh... ^1 T •
"'^'^ ^^^'^'rs shine,

^"^''^ f^^y

Her kind aDDro!?r-n"'l?-.":?.l'^y/"'-"^
Leaping gray walls of 'rock, flashingthrough the dwmf r.;,,

' "S
hI: ',

^""'tor, and shared by turn'Her kind approval and her playfuVc^n:

p&^irs-^r
through the dwarf pine.

;^^ ^=L- --- -e, and %Hi„sIm.g..Hfore;ts,t

eir pla. amid the pictures which h'^^ --in^b^ ^, ,,,3, ,,anced
The chambers of my nemorv. Yet J v , -.

TK .
*"'*

,

'

r'''
''"^searched thy waters sav^ fh..That some who sigh, while ward.rinrr c ''^^'^ ^^e trecJ ''' ''^" *^^'

.

m thought,
'^''^-""g Stretched their long arms nbnv. .uP^rims of Romance o>er the olden v, ^^.^ '--'^' in'thXc^e?'^

^'^^

AvorlQ, '"^" iNo sound save the Ith^o ..r .1

Thatourbroadland.-our«...,.-i,„,.,... ^ or: thytho' ^^ ' °' '^^' ^"^^^
or: thy shores,'

Theplungmgofotters, the light dip of

I
Avorlo,

IThat our broad land, -our sea-like lake^
I i'.ad mountains

'^^'ake.

Piled to the clouds,-our rivers ov.r-

[By fore.s which have known no otherP'^n-S ^^ ^mos

£-our valleys lovelier than
I Thy i. ^,,,,^,3

pvhich the old poets sana nf 1, ,j 1 .
unshorn, ^ ^ "

'^"^

I

selled with corn.

ill
• r
1
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But tay Pennacook valley was fairer

than these,

And greener its grasses and taller its

trees,

Ere the sound of an axe in the forest

had rung,

Or the mower his scythe in the meadows
had swung.

In their sheltered repose looking out
from the wood

The bark-builded wigwams of Penna-
cook StODd,

There glided the corn-dance, the coun-
cil-fire shone.

And against the red war-post the hatchet

was thrown.

There the old smoked in silence their

pipes, and the young
'^o the pike and the white-perch their

baited lines flung

;

There the boy shaped his arrows, and
there the shy ii aid

Wove her many-hued baskets and
bright wampum braid.

O Stream of the Mountains ! if answer
of thine

Could rise from thy waters to question
of mine,

Methinks through the din of thy
thronged banks a moan

Of sorrow would swell for the days
which have gone.

Not for thee the dull jar of the loom
and the wheel.

The gliding of shuttles, the ringing of
steel

;

But that old voice of waters, of bird and
of breeze.

The dip of the wild-fowl, the rustling

of trees !

II.—THE BASHABA.^'

Lift we the twilight curtains of the
Past,

And, turning from familiar sight and
sound.

Sadly and full of reverence let us cast

A glance upon Tradition's shadowy
ground,

Led by the few pale HpTiIs which, glim^

mering round

That dim, strange land of Eld, seem
dying fast

;

And that which history gives not to the

eye,

The faded colouring of Time's tapestry,

Let Fancy, with her dream-dipped
brush supply.

Roof of bark and walls of pine,

Through whose chinks the sunbeams
shine.

Tracing many a golden line

(Jn the amjile floor within
;

Where upon that earth-floor stark,

Lay the gaudy mats of bark,

With the bear's hide, rough and dark.

And the red-deer's skin.

Window-tracery, small and slight,

Woven of the willow white,

1 ent a dimly checkered light.

And the night-stars glimmered down,
Where the lodge-fire's heavy smoke.
Slowly through an opening broke.
In the low roof, ribbed with oak,

Sheathed with hemlock brown.

Gloomed behind the changeless shade.

By the solemn pine-wood made
;

Througn the rugged palisade.

In the open foreground planted.
Glimpses came of rowers rowing,
Stir of leaves and wild-flowers blowing,
Steel-like gleams of water flowing,

In the sunlight slanted.

Here the mighty Bashaba,
Held his long-unquestioned sway,
From the White Ilills, far away,
To the great sea's sounding shore

;

Chief of chiefs, his regal word
All the river Sachems heard.
At his call the war-dance stirred.

Or was still once more.

There his spoils of chase and war,

Jaw of wolf and black bear's paw
Panther's skin and eagle's claw,
Lay beside his axe and bow ;

And, adown the roof-pole hung,
Loosely on a snake-skin Strang,

In the smoke his scalp-locks swung
Grimly to and fro.

Nightly down the river going,
' Swifter was the hunter's rowing,
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THE BRIDAL OF PENNACOOK.
V/hen he saw that lodge-fire glowingO er the waters still and red •

And tne squaw's dark eye ' burned
brighter,

And she drew her blanket tighter
As,vuli quicker step and lighter.'
from that door she fled.

For that chief had magic skill,
And a Panisee's dark will,
Over powers of good and ill,

Powers which bless and powers which
ban,

—

Wizard lord of Pennacook,
Chiefs upon theii war-j)r.th shook,
V\ hen they met the steady look
Ofthat wise dark man.

2\

Tales of him the gray squaw told,
V\hen the winter night- wind cold
I lerced her blanket's thickest fold
And the fire burned low and sm'all,

i ill the very child abed.
Drew its bear-skin over head
Shrinking from the pale lights shedUn the trembling wall.

All the subtle spirits hiding
Uncler earth or wave, abiding
In the caverned rock, or riding
Misty clouds or morning breeze :

tvery dark intelligence,
Secret soul, and influence
Ofall things which outward sense

i'ecls, or hears, or sees,—

These the wizard's skill confessed,
At his bidding banned or blessed,
StormfijI woke or lul.ed to rest
Wind and cloud, and fire and flood -

^^Ti^''' 'l^'V
'''^ ^'rifted snow,

'

J

Jade through ice fresh lilies bW
\

Ami the leaves of summer grow
Over winter's wood 1

' Not untnie that tale of old!Now as then, the wise and boldAll the powers of Nature hold
Subject to their kingly will .

wit^r'";']s^'"'^'''«-hoJ reading life s wild waters o'er-As upon a marble floor,
'

-'Cloves the strong man still.

|?B;o^"ch, life's elements
With their sterner laws dispense,

And the chain of consequence
iSroken in their pathway lies •

1 ime and change their vassals niaking,Mowers from icy pillows waking,
1 resses of the sunrise shaking
Over midnight skies.

Still, to earnest souls, the sun
i^ests on towered Gibeon,
And the moon of Ajalon

Lights the battle-grounds of life ;lo his aid the strong reverses

1 I ll" Pu^T'^ ^"^' g'^"t forces,

\^lh ^\^\^^^'\'}^ their courses.
Mingle in his strife !

III.—THE DAUGHTER.

tne
The soot-black brows of men

yell
'

^becT-^''
thronging round the

Thetinkiingcharm ofringand shell,-

deatfr''''^
^^'hispering o'er the

All these the Sachem's home had
known,

TnT)!!f"r °",|?f
journey long and wildTo the dim World of Souls, alone.In her j-oung beauty passed the mother

of his child.

Three bow-shots from the Sachem's
dwelling

They laid her in the walnut shade,

uZ n P'"'"
^'"°^^ g^"^ly ^^ellingHer fitting mouna of burial m^deThere trailed the vine in summer

hours,

''hl^srer'^'
^'"'"^' '^°pp^^

On velvet moss and pale-hued flowersWoven with leaf and spray, the softS
sunshine fell

!

.
The Indian's heart is hard and cold,-

I closes darkly o'er its care,

^^"/^°;;'"e^'nNat„re.ssternestmould,

Hn .^''•'"J
°" ^^^ Sachem's face,Unwet with tears, shone fierce and

r.rvT''r'''''V"^^"'^°'^" chase,Cry leaf and snow-rir.;e crisped beneath
h;c foremost tread.

•IIii
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Yet when her name was heard n- moreAnd vvhentherobe hermothe -eavc'And small, light moccasin sJie vvoi-e,'
Had slowly wasted on her orave,

Lmnarkedo.himthedarkmaidssivd
Iheir sunset dance and moonlit

No other shnred his lonely bed,
P^o other lair ) oung head upon his bosom

A lone, stern man. Y«, ur sometimes
Ihe tempest-smitten tree receives

l-rom one small root the sap which
climbs

Its topmost spray ancl crounintr
leaves, '^

So from his child tne Sachem drewA lilc of Love and Hope, and felt
Ills cold and rugged nature through

The softness and the warmth cf her i

young being melt. I

Flowers bloomed and snow-flakes fdl
unquestioned in her sight.

'

Cnl.nown to her the subtle skill
\\ ith which the artist-eye can trace

In rock an<l tree and lake and hill
1 he outlines of divinest grace •

^•1!°^' ^'''-" ^"'-' '^^"''^ ^^een unrest,
Which sees, admires, yet yearns

u 1 w fiy
J

'ioo closely on her mother's breast
I o note her smiles of love the child of

iNatuie lay 1

A laugh which in the woodland rang
Hemocking April's gladdest bird,—A hgnt and graceful form which iprang
lo meet him when his step was
heard,

—

Eyes bv his lodge-hre Hashing dark,
bmall fingers stringing bead and

shell •

Or weaving mats of hright-hued
bark,

—

With these the household-god^^ had
graced his wigwam well.

Child of the forest .'-strong and free,

She swam the lake or climbed the tree
''

Or struck the flying bird in air.
'

Oer the heaped drifts of wint-i's
moon

Hersnow-shoes tracked the hunter's
way

;

And dazzling in the summer moon
Ihe blade of her light oar threw otf u

shower of spray !

Uiiknown to her the rtgd rule
Thedullrestraint.thechiding'rrcwr,

The weary torture of the schoo'
Ihe taniing of wild nature down.

Her only lore, the legends told
Around the-^ hunter's fire at night ,-

stars rose and set, and seasons rolled,

It is enough for 3uch to be
Of tommon, natu.al things a part,

1 o feel, with bird and streani and treJ
Ihe pulses of the .same great hear^

l^ut we, from Nature long c.><i]ed
Jn our cold homes of Art and

Ihought,

wS'rc ^'i'*'
^''"tranger.tended child,VVh-ch seeks its mother's arms, and

sees but feels them not.

The garden rose may richly bio. m
In cultured soil and genial air.To cloud the light of Fashion's roomOr droop m Beauty's midnight hair,In lonelier f/race, to sun and dew
The sweetbrier en the hillside

.^liov/s

Its single leaf and fainter hue.
Untrained and wildly //ee vet snli n

sister rose 1

Thus o'er the heart =f "^Veetanwo
1 heir mingling shades ofjoy and {i\The mstn.cts of her nature threw,-
ilie savage was a woman still.

Mifist outhnes dim ofmaJdenschemes
Jrieart-coloured prophecies of life

'

Kose on the ground of her younc
dreams *•

The light of a new home, -the lover
and the wife.

IV.—THE WKDDING.

But the Bashaba's wigwam glowed with

-or down from its roof by green ^vithc«
hung

Flaring and smoking the pine-knots
swung.

Their

,i
To the

"^^^^ n

Bird of t

All whic
On dishe

Garnishe
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-^--^ Wind. With shimmer!t^«HH?^^^^^

On tree.-,eive; wet with evening dews
'^^^^ht

/'^
^^ ^-^^^ardee

On ghdmg water and still canoL""'-^' Pike and perch from the ^ , ,

The trapper that night on Turo^'^ i .And the weary fishtr nn r f ^
'"''"'^'

L.'

•-<"/ iisiitr on Contn^rrw^'

A„.l.l„w„o„,te,iver,h.da„ce.liBh,.

""''
.t;,''''"'™

Ji^"- of smoking

'"' ''°"' ""''l": -at, of Pennacook. '*"
""iS.I,""

*°°* '-"^ '"= w^m

f>om Ammonoosac's „,o„n, • h«m " """' »"'' J'=«P"

J.H Keo„on,rs of.be bi„3 wbieb Pain.e. an. „„,„e., „,b „„,,„,,3The,, shade on .he Smile of Manito. And ,e5 S' ,„ •

,

Wi.h.pipe,of„.aceandb„w3„n,.„„, L- .
s!?"^

,

""' """ "'"^ ''-

To .hejanee and fea.,, .he Bashabar'" ""Z^ ""'"'"• ">= »»S n».e

BW of .he ai, and beas, of ,h rn ''"'' ""^'a
"' "' ""' ™'"' """"= "'"^'"

All wh^:h ,he wo"i''°a ,°wa> .fi;:,d i?™"- »^>hin .he circle d,e,v

Srnilal'-te'dll.Srr'"''''"'^' x^ '"^^^
anagraced.ha(banquct«ild.

Themoonsofrorlvwinf„„i J , ,

FS'.h°:*rr" "-' f»' -d h^Se SJ^JS- r- '^^Sattta'd
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'

lull

A fawn beside the bison grim,

—

Why turns the bride's fond eye on him,

In whose cold loolc is naught beside

The triumph of a sullen pride ?

Ask why the graceful grape entwines

The rough oak with her arm of vines ;

And why the gray rock's rugged rheek
The soft lips of the mosses seek

;

Why, with wise instinct, Nature seems
To harmonize her wide extremes,

Linking the stronger with the weak.
The haughty with the soft and meek S

V.—THE NEW HOME.

A WILD and broken land3cape, spiked

with firs,

Roughening the bleak horizon's north-

ern edge.
Steep, cavernous hillsides, where black

hemlock spurs

And sharp, gray splinters of the wind
swept ledge

Pierced the thin-glazed ice, or bristling

rose,

Where the cold rim of the sky sunk down
upon the snows.

And eastward cold, wide marshes
stretched away.

Dull, dreary flats without a bush or

tree,

O'er-crossed by icy creeks, where twice
a day

Gurgled the waters of the moon-struck
sea;

And faint with distance came the stifled

roar.

The melancholy lapse of waves on that

low shore.

No cheerful village with its mingling
smokes.

No laugh of children wrestling in the
snow

No camp-fire blazing through the hill-

side oaks.

No fishers kneeling on the ice below ;

Yet midst all desolate things of sound
and view.

Through the long winter moons smikd
dark-eved Weetamoo.

Her heart had found a home ; and
freshly all

Its beautiful affections overgrew

Their rugged prop. As o'er some gran-

ite wall

Soft vine-leaves open to the moisten

ing dew
And warm bright sun, the love of that

young wife

Found on a hard cold breast the dew
and warmth of life.

The steep bleak hills, the melancholy

3hore,

The long dead level of the marsh be-

tween,

A colouring of unreal beauty wore
Through the soft golden mist of

young love seen.

For o'er those hills and from that dreary

plain.

Nightly she welcomed home her hunter

chief again.

No warmth of heart, no passionate burst

of feeling

Repaid her welcoming smile and
parting kiss,

No fond and jilayful dalliance half con-

cealing,

Under the guise of mirth, its tender-

ness ;

But, in their stead, the warrior's settled

pride.

And vanity's pleased smile with homage
satisfied.

Enough for Weetamoo, that she alone

Sat on his mat and slumbered at his

side

;

That he whose fame to her young car

had flown

Now looked upon her proudly as his

bride

;

That he whose name the Mohawk trem-

bling heard
Vouchsafed to her at times a kindly look

or word.

For she had learned the maxims of her

race.

Which teach the woman to become a

slave

And feel herself the pardonless disgrace

Of love's fond weakness in the wise

and brave,

—
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The scandal and the shame which thev

incur, ^

Who give to woman all which man re-
quires of her.

25

A soft and many-shaded greenness
lent,

Over high breezy hills, and meadow
land

So passed the winter moons. The sun
'^'''""^ ^'^^^ fiowers, the wild proces-

at last
. , .

J^ion went,
Broke link by link the frost chain of I

'^'"' '"""'"^ ''"''" ^'^ wooded banks be-
the rills, twcen.

And the warm breathings of the south- ^ ^^'^l'
^''-'''^'' mountain stream, the

west passed-
'^'"' "'- -

Over the hoar rime of the Saugus
, hills, *•

The gray and desolate marsh grew creen
once more,

e> b

And the birch-tre'.>'s tremulous shade
fell round the Sachem's door.

Then from far Pennacook swift runners
came,

With gift and greeting for the Saugus

Alernmack was seen.

The hunter leaning on his bow un-
. drawn,

The fisher lounging on the pebbled
shores,

^

Squaws in the clearing dropping the
seed-corn.

Young children peering through <he
wigwam doors,

Saw with delight, surrounded by her
tram-hief;

Beseeching him in the great Sachem's °^ ^^'"^^'^ ''^^"S"^ braves, their Wee
name,

j

tamoo again.
That, with the coming of the flower

and leaf.

The song of birds, the warm breeze and
the ram.

Young \yeetamoo might greet her lonely
sire agam. ^

And Winnepurkit called his chiefs to-
gether.

And a grave council in his wigwam

'°'™{i:ief''""°'''^'^°"-^'^--g

^:S'^?1'^'^ ^^'quette

VI.—AT PENNACOOK.

The hills are dearest which our childish
feet

Have climbed the earliest; and the
streams most sweet

Are ever those at which our young lips

^'°°^^banV!'''''
'''''^'"' °''-''' '^'^ S'^'^y

Midst the cold dreary sea-watch,
Home's heart-lightPermitted Weetamoo om, nf . c, •

dome's heart-light

j^^j^

ectamoo once more to Shmes round the helmsman plunging
Upon her Other's face and green-banl-P.I A n^ .• i""°"^'^u

^^^ "'^ht

;

Pennacook. ^ ^"'^^"^ ^""^ '"''- ^'^^ mward eye, the traveller
sees

With interludes of pipe-smoke and t"
'''°'!' ''^'^'

'""''"e^'" ^'''^^'5 his native
strong water, : trees.

taph/"^"
pomle^d, a„d «. Thehome.sickd,eam„'sb,owisnigh.l),

'"'^^ti}^t}^:'^'' -or. he.
I
By bretrthisp.ri,.,. of his „«iveUp to her father's home of pride and

strength,

irnpressmg thus on Pennacook a =enseWi Winnepurkit's power and regal con-
sequence.

land,

And on the stranger's dim and dying eye
1 fie soft, sweet pictures of his childhood

he.

So through old woods which Aukeeti V^ ^^" ^°^ Weetamoo, to sit once
mit's-^4 hand.

^"Xeeta-

1

niore

!

A child upon her father's wigwam floor

!
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Once more with her old fondness to be- 1 -on of a fish hawk !-k7 Inn. dig hii

I-oinhis^coMesetlie strange light of For son.e vile daughter of the Aga-a sniik'.

The long bright da)s of summer swiftly
passed,

The dry leaves whirled in autumn's
rising blast,

And evening cloud and whitening sun-
rise rime

Told of the coming of the winter-time.

But vainly looked, the while, young
Weetanioo,

Down the dark river for her chief's
canoe

;

No dusky messenger from Saugus
brought

The grateful tidings which the young
wife sought.

At length a runner from her father sent,
To Winnepurkit's sea-cooled wigwam

went

:

"Eagle of Saugus,— in the woods the
dove

Mourns for the shelter of thy wings of
love.

"

But the dark chief of Saugus turned
aside

In the grim anger of hard-hearted pride

;

"I bore her as became a chieftain's
daughter,

Up to her home beside the gliding water.

" If now no more a mat for her is found
Of all which line her father's wigwam

round,
Let Pennacock call out his warrior

train.

And send her back with wampum rifts
again." ^ ^^

The baffled runner turned upon his
track.

Bearing the words of Winnepurkit back.
" Dog of the Marsh," cried Pennacock,

"no more
Shall child of mine sit on his wiewam

floor.
^

"Go>—let him seek some meaner
squaw to spread

The stolen beax-skin of his beggar's bed :

warns,

" Or coward Nir mucks .'—may his scab
dry blade

^

In Mohawk smoke, before I send her
back.

"

He shook his clenched hand towards
the ocean wave.

While hoarse assent his listening council
gave.

Alas, poor bride .'—can thy grim sire
impart

His irr,i hardness to thy woman's
heart 1

Or cold self-torturing pride like his
atone

Por love denied and life's warm beautv
flown ?

^

On Autumn's gray and mournful grave
the snow

Hung its white wreaths ; with stifled
voice and low

The river crept, by one vast bridge
o'ercrossed.

Built by the hoar-locked artisan of
Frost.

And many a Moon in beauty newly
born

Pierced the red sunset with her silver
horn,

Or, from the east, across her azure
field

Rolled the wide brightness of her full-

orbed shield.

Yet Winnepurkit came not,—on the
mat

Of the scorned wife her dusky rival sat

;

And he, the while, in Western woods
afar.

Urged the long chase, or tuod the path
of war.

Dry up thy tears, young daughter of a
chief!

Waste not on him the sacredness of
grief;

Be the fieice spirit of thy sire thine own,
His lips of scorning, and his heart of

stone.
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not,—on the

: tDod the path

What heeds the warrior of a hundred
fights,

The storm- worn watcher through Ion?
hunting nights,

I I. ^ra.ty, proud of woman's weak
distress,

iici- liome-bound grief and pining lone-
liness ?

VII.—THE DEPARTURE.

27

The straining eye bent fearfully beforeThe small hand clenching on the usdS
oar,

The bead-wrought blanket trailing o'er
tlie water—

He knew them all-woe for the Sa-
chem s daughter.

Sick and aweary of her lonely life,
Heedless of peril the still faithful wifeHad left her mother's grave, her father's

The wild March rains had fallen f-ist T. 1 T'
and long " ''^" ^*^ ^^''^ the wigwam of her chief once

The si.owy mountains of the North
™""''"

Makinge^vale a watercourse, -each
''""" "^S^ ''^''''' ^'^^ ^ ^"'^ '^^^

Bright with the cascade of son.e new- !

^^
'^hu'l^'

''"'''' ""' P"'^'''""!^ '--^

""'''"•
f-Pty and broken, circled the eanoe

'"'^letSJ,'-"""''^^'"^'
-^'--"^yi wr^lSno:'^^-'"''

'''-''

Heaved underneath by the swollen! v„r
current's strain, ^"f-

The ice-bridge yieldeil, and the Merri-
mack

Bore the huge ruin crashing down its
track.

-SONG OF IXUFAN WOMEN.

The Dark eye has left us.
The SpriiTj-bird has flown;

<>n (he pathway of spirits
She wanders alone.

On that strong turbid water, a small I

^''*' '°"^' "'" "j^ '^^^o^'-^ove has died on
boat our shore,

—

Guided by one weak hand was seen to
""''' '"''"'''^''''"""'''"''"^''^'^—^Vehcarit

float, no more ;

Evil the fate which loosed it from iho n ^ ,

shore,
"'^ ^' fl^rk water Spirit

!

Too early voyaeer wiih tr^r, fr^n
We cast on thy wave

^J^^
yager with too frail an These furs which may never

^ Tj ,
^^^"s °^''^'" ^^'^ g™^'*-'

;

Down the vexed centre of that rushincr

'

"^'1 '° ^^^ '^'' °"'-^ the robes that
tide, *>

I she wore,

—

[The thick huge ice-blocks threatening r^^''^""'"'"'^ ''^"''"'''''''«''''-'—We see he.
. either side, "

The foam-white rocks of Amoskeag in
view, ^

With arrowy swiftness sped that licht
I canoe. ^

\ *mSr
"'°'''^"^"^' ^'^ moose's

On the^^wet bank by Uncanoonuc's

Saw the swift boat flash down the
troubled stream-

Slept he, or waked l^ ?-was it truth or 1

' dream ? i

no more

Of the strange land she walks in
No Powah has told

It may burn with the sunshine,
Or freeze with the cold.

Let us give to our lost one the robes that
she wore,

Mat xvonck kunna-i>ionee!~\^Q see hei
no more .'

The path she is treading
Shall soon be our own •

Each gliding in shadow
Unseen and alone !—
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In vain shall we call on the souls gone
before,

—

Mat woitck kiiiina-monee

!

—They hear
us no nn>re !

O mighty Sowanna !-''

Thy giiteways unfold,

From thy wigwam of sunset
Lift curtains of gold !

Take home the poor Spirit whose jour-
ney is o'er,

—

Mat xuonck kunna-inonee !—We sec her
no niorj !

So sang the Children of the Leaves be-
side

The broad» ckirk river's coldly-tlowing
tide,

Now low, now harsh, with sob-like

pause and swell,

On the high wind their vo.. ^s rose and
fell.

Nature's wild nnisic,—sound of wind-
swept trees,

The scream of birds, th- wailing of the
breeze,

The roar of waters, sterdy, deep, and
strong,

—

Mingled and murmu. d in that farewell
song.

FUNERAL TREE OF THE
SOKOKIS.

Around Sebago's lonely lake
There lingers not a breeze to break
The mirror which its waters make.

The solemn pines along its shore,
The firs which hang its gray rocks

o'er,

Are painted on its glassy floor.

The sun looks o'er, with hazy eye.
The snowy mountain-tops which lie

.I'iled coldly up against the sky.

Dazzling and white ! save where the
,bleak,

Wild winds have bared some splinter-
ing peak,

Or snow-slide left its dusky streak.

Vet green are Saco's banks below,
And belts of sjjruce and cedar show.
Dark fringing round those cones of

snow.

The earth hath felt the breath of spring,
Though yet on her deliverer's wing
The lingering frosts of winter cling.

Fresh grasses fringe the meado^v-bi ookc,
And mildly from its sunny noo.vs
'l"h(^ blue eye of the violet looks.

And odours from the springing grass,
The sweet birch and the sassafras.

Upon the scarce-felt breezes pass.

Ifer tokens of renewing care
Hath Nature scattered everywhere.
In bud and flower, and warmer air.

Hut in their hour of bitterness,
What reck the broken Sokokis,
Beside their slaughtered chief, of this?

The turfs red stain is yet undried,—
Scarce have the death-shot echoes died
Along Sebago's wooded side :

And silent now the hunters stand,
Grouped larkly, where a swell of land
Slopes upward from the lake's whitJ

sand.

Fire and the a^f. have swept it bare,
Save one lone t)eech, unclosing there
Its light leaves in the vernal air.

With grave, cold looks, all sternly
mute,

They break the damp turf at his foot,
Antl bare its coiled and twisted root.

They heave the stubborn trunk aside.
The firm roots from the earth divide,—
The rent beneath yawns dark and wide.

And there the fallen chief is laid.

In tasselled garbs of skins arrayed.
And girded with his wampum-braid.

The silver cross he loved is pressed
Beneath the heavy arms, which rest
Upon his scarred and naked breast.

Tis done:
sent,

the roots are backward
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7-//£ FO UNIAIN.
The beechcn-tree stands up unbent,—
The Indian's fitting monument

!

When of that sleeper's broken race
Theirgrecn and pleasant dweliing-placc
Which knew them once, retains no

trace

;

0, long may sunset's light be shed
As now upon that beech's head,—
A green memorial of the dead \

There shall hLs fitting requiem be,
In northern winds, that, cold and' free
Howl nightly in that funeral tree.

To their wild wail the waves which
break

For ever round that lonely lake
A solemn undertone shall make !

And who shall deem the spot unblest,
\\here Mature s younger children rest,
Lulled on their sorrowing mother's

breast ?

Deem ye that mother loveth less
These bronzed forms of the wii<lerness
one foldeth in her Jong caress?

Ar sweet o'er them her wikl-flowcrs
blow,

As if with fairer hair and brow
The biue-eyed Saxon slept below.

Wliat though the places of their rest
^0 priestly knee hath ever pressed,—
^0 funeral rite nor prayer hath blessed?

What though the bigoc's ban be there
And thoughts of wailing and despair,
And cuising in the place of prayer !

Yet Hcnven hath angels watching round
Ihe Indian s lowliest forest-mound —
And they have made it holy ground'.

There ceases man's frail judgment : all
His powerless bolts of cursing fall
Unheeded on that grassy pall.

O, peeled, and hunted, and reviled
Meep on, dark tenant of the wHd '

Oreat Nature owns her simple child !

And Nature's God, to whom alone
Ihe secret of the heart is known,—
ihe hidden language traced thereon

;

29

Who from its many cumberings
Of form .an.l rrce.i, an.l outward things,

,

To light the naked spirit brings

;

Not with our partial eye shall scan,
Aot With our pride and scorn shall ban,Ihe spirit of our brother man !

THE FOUNTAIN.

Tkaveij.er
! on thy journey toilint:

}}y the swift I'owow,
With the summer sunshine falliuf'
On thy heated brow,

Listen, while all else is still,
I'o the brooklet from the hill.

Wild and sweet the flowers are blowing
l>y that streamlet's side,

^

And a greener verdure showingW here its waters glide,—
Down the hill-slopo murmuring on.
Over root and mossy stone.

Where yon oak his broad arms flingetbO cr the slojiing hill,

Beautiful and freshly sjiringeth

^

That sof* flowing rill.

Through its dark roots wreathed and
bare,

Gushing up to sun and air.

Brighter waters sparkled never
In that magic well,

Of whose gift of life for ever
Ancient legends tell,—

In the lonely desert wasted.
And by mortal lip untasted'

Waters which the proud Caitilian^?
Sought with longing eyes,

underneath the bright pavilion
Of the Indian skies;

Where his forest pathway lay
Through the blooms of Florida.

Years ago a lonely stranger,
With the dusky brow

Of the outcast forest-ranger,
' Crossed the swift Powow';
And betook him to the rill

And' the oak upon the hill.

O'er his face of moody sadness
For an instant shone

Something like a gleam of gladness.
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T

As he siooped him down
To the fountain's jjrassy side,

And his eager thirst supplied.

With the oak its shadow throwii-i;

O'er liis ni()S:,y seat,

And the ool, sweet waters Howin'^
Softly at his feet.

C'loseiy hy tiie fonntuin's rim
That lone Indian seated him.

.Viitumn's earliest frost liad given
lo the woods lielow

Hues of beauty, such .is heaven
Lendeth to its l)ow ;

And the soft i)reex.e from the west
Scarcely broke their dreamy rest.

Far behind was Ocean strivinjj

Witli his cliains of sand ;

Southward, sunny glimpses giving,
'Twixt the swells of Jaiifl,

Of its calm and silvery track.
Rolled the tranquil Merrimack.

Over village, wood, and meadovr
Gazed that stranger man.

Sadly, till the twilight shadow
Over all things ran,

.Save where spire and westward pane
Flashed the sunset back again.

Gazingthus upcm the dwelling
Of his warrior sires,

Where no lir.i;ering trace was telling
Of their wigwam fires,

Who the gloomy thoughts might know
Of that wandering child oi woe ?

N.aked lay, in sunshine glowing,
Hills that once had stood

Down their sides the shadows throwing
Of a mighty wood,

Where the deer his covert kept,
And the eagle's pinion swept

!

Where the birch canoe had glided
Down fhe swift Powow,

Dark and gloomy bridges strided
Those clear waters now

;

And where once the beaver swam,
Jarred the wheel and frowned the dam.

For the wood-birds merry singing,
And the hunter's cheer,

Iron clang and hammer's ringing
Smote upon his ear ;

And the thick and .sullen smoke
From the blackened forges broke.

Could it be his fathers ever
Loved to linger here?

These bare hills, this conquered nvcr,
Could they hold them dear.

With tiieir native hiveliness

Tamed and tortured into this !

Sadly, as the shades of even
(lathered o'er the hill.

While the western half of heaven
Blushed with sunset still,

From the fountain's mos.sy seat
Turned the Indian's weary feet.

!
Year on year hath flown for ever,

I Jiut he came no more
To the hillside or the river

Where he came before.

But the villager can tell

Of that strange man's visit well.

And the merry children, laden
VVith their fruits or flowers,

—

Roving boy and laughing maiden,
In their school-day hours.

Love the simple tale to tell

Of the T-idian and his well.

THE TRUCE OF PISCATAQUA.

Raze these long blocks of brick and
stone,

These huge mill-monsters overgrown
;

Hlot ( .ut the humbler piles as well,
Where, moved like living .shuttles,

dwell
The weaving genii of the bell

j

Tear from the wild Cocheco's track
The dams that hold its torrents back ;

And let the loud-rejoicing fall

Plunge, roaring, down its rocky wall

;

And let the Indian's paddle play
On the unbridged Piscataqua !

Wide over hill and valley spread
Once more the forest, dusk and dread.
With here and there a clearing cut
From the walled shadows round it shut

;

J— .. v.iui ,._, ,,,, ...-,j,,t,,5- ;,..aiscieu luue,
By English yeoman squared and hewed,
And the grim, flankered block-house

bound
With bristling palisades around.



So, haply, shall before thine eyes
7 he (lusty veil of centuries rise,
rhe olfi, strange scenery overlay
1 he tamer pictures U Uxhy
\VhiIe, like the actors in a I'iav
Pass in their ancient gui.se along
riie figures of my horde soni: •

y hat time beside Cocheco's tiood
The white man and the red man stood,
^V th words of peace and brotherhood
JVhen passed the sacred calumet

AnT, f]r'°, '!'' ''"^ '"'•'--firaught wet,And, puffed m scorn, the peace-pipe's
smoke f t '

Through the gray beard of Waldron
l)roke,

An.l Squando's voice, in suppliant plea J

1 or mercy, struck the haugh y key'^Ofone who held, in any fate. -^
I

ills native pride inviolate !

TIlEjriarCE OF PISCATAQUA.
3»

Let your cars be opened wide !ije who speaks has never lied.
v\aldronof Piscataqua,
Hear what Squando has to say !

Frfrl"r«°
'^"*^ ^^ ^y^ ^''fl sees,

far off, Saro's hemlock-tree..
In his wij,,,,,,,,

.till as stone,
-^"= voman all alone,

•'Wampum beads and birchen strandsroppmg from her careless handListening ever for the fleet
'

latter of a dead child's feet!

T n^l" ^Y '""O" a year ago

In that lonely wigwam smiled
Menewee, our little child.

"Ere that moon grew thin and oldHe was lying still and cold •

'

\Vhen the Master did not call!

"On his little grave I lay;
Three times went and came the day •

Thrice above me blazed the noon.
^'

ihnce upon me wept the moon.

FarVn^ i^""^
night-watch I heard,

far and low, a spint-bird :

Very-mournful, very wild
J5angthetotemofmych:id.

I

''

'
Menewee, poor Menewee.

VNalksap.athhecannotsee-

Wi'fh L'n"" '."•^" •' '^'Swam lightWith Its blaze his steps aright.

'; ' All-unralled, he dares not showLmpty hands to Manito •

Jietter gifts he cannot bear
Ihan the scalps his slayers wear.'

''AH the while the totem sane.
L'gUning biased and thunder i.^ng;And .a black cloud, reaching high
Lulled the white moon fromShe sky.

Vn'.L'^^
medicine-man, whose ear

All that s]Mnts hear can hear,—

Vm'^u
"',''>'-"'* ''''^' W'f'e to see

All the things that are to be,—

''Well I knew the dreadful signs
n the whispers of the nines.
In the river roaring k* .,|

In the mutter of the cloud.

'' At the breaking of the day,
^ rom the t-rave I passed away ;lowers I ;„omed round me, birds sane

glad, **>

but my heart was hot and mad.

"There is rust on Squando's knife,
1 roni the warm, red springs of life •

On the funeral hemlock trees
Many a scalp the totem sees.

''Blood for blood! But evermore

I

';'l"anclo s heart is sad and sore
;And his poor squaw waits at home

I'or the feet that never come !

'' Waldron of Cocheco, hear !

Squando speaks, who laughs at fear
lake the captives he has ta'en

;
i-et the land have peace again !

"

As the words died on his tongue,
Wide apart his warrior;, swun-r •

Parted, at the .jgn he gave, '

Kight and left, like E^y-t'- wave

ijf 1

fil

I

And, like Israel passing free
Through the prophet-charmed sea,
^^aptive mother, wife, and child

,
ihrough the dusky terror filed
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One alone, a little maid,

Middleway her steps delayed,

Glancing, with quick, troubled sight.

Round about from red to while.

Then his hand the Indian laid

On the little maiden's head,

1 -ightly from her forehead fair

Smoothing back her yellow hair.

"Gift of favour ask I none ;

vVhat I have is all my own :

Never yet the birds have sung,
' Squando hath a beggar's tongue.'

" Yet for her who waits at home,
For the dead who cannot come,
Let the little (iold-hair be
In the place of Menewee !

" Mishanock, my little star \

Come to Saco's pines afar ;

Where the sad one waits at home,
Wequashim, my moonlight, come !

"

"What!" quoth Waldron, "leave a

child

Christian-born to heathens wild ?

As God lives, from Satan's hand
I will pluck her as a brand !

'"

" Hear me, white man !
" Squando

cried

;

" Let the little one decide.

W'equashim, my moonlight, say,

Wilt thou go with me, or stay ?"

Slowly, sadly, half afraid,

Half regretfully, the maid
Owned the ties of blood and race,

—

Turned from Squando's pleading face.

Not a word the Indian spoke.

But his wam]5um chain he broke,

And the beaded wonder hung
On that neck so fair and young.

Silence-shod, as phantoms seem
In the marches of a dream.
Single-filed, the grim array

Though the pine-trees wound away.

Doubting, trembling, sore amazed,

Through her tears the young child gazed.

"God preserve her !" W^aldron said
;

"Satan hath bewitched the maid '."

Years went and came. At close of day

S nging came a child from play.

Tossing from her loose-locked head

Gold in sunshine, brown in shade.

Pride was in the mother's look.

Hut her head she gravely shook.

And w'.th lips that fondly smilOd

Feigned to chide her truant child.

Unabashed, the maid began ;

" Up and down the brook I ran,

Whe.e, beneath the bank so steep.

Lie the spotted trout asleeji.

" 'Chip !' went squirrel on the wall,

After me I heard him call.

And l*he cat-bird on the tree

Tried his best to mimic me.

'
' W^here the hemlocks grew so dark

That I stopped to look and hark,

On a log, with feather hat,

By the path, an Indian sat.

"Then I cried, and ran away;
But he called, and bade me stay;

And his voice was good and mild

As my mother's to her child.

" And he took my wampum chain,

Looked and looked it o'er again ;

Gave me berries, and, beside.

On my neck a plaything tied."

Straight the.mother stooped to see

What the Indian's gift might be.

On the braid of wampum hung,

Lo ! a cross of silver swung.

Well she knew its graven sign,

:*quando's bird and totem pine ;

And, a mirage of the brain,

Flowed her childhood back again.

Flashed the roof the sunshine through,

Into space the walls outgrew

;

On the Indian's wigwam-mat.
Blossom-crowned, again she sat.

Cool she felt the west-wind blow.

In her ear the pines sang low,

And, like links from out a chain.

Dropped the years of care and pain.

From the outward toil and din,

From the griefs and gnaw within,
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ishine through.

l°u^A ^l^^^?"^
of the woods

Called the birds, and winds, and floods.

Well, O painful minister •

Watch thy flock, but blame not herIf her ear grew sharp to hear
'

All their voices whispering near.

lilamehernot, astohersoul
^"^^''«s<=;'s glamour stole,
That a tear for childhood's losDropped upon the Indian's cross

InH {,
^^^ "'S'^^' t^e Book was readAnd she bowed her widowed head '

^"i^.P'-^yer for each loved nameKosehkemcense from a flame

zz
What marvel that the poor man"^.
Too weak

JO bear its burden.-,ike a
That, strand bystrand uncoiling, breaks

Thehand^thatp-aspsi.
..Evennow.

r'^-y'^-mr^^'"'^^-^^'°^
Nauhaught is very noor- ],«

wait." ^ ' "^ cannot

To the listening ear of HeavenLo
. anotner name was giC"'

I Rf ^^t^''
g've the Indian rest

'

Bless hm,! for his love has ble^t!''

NAUHAUGHT. THE DEACON.
NAU„A.o„,,,he Indian deacon, who

I

Even as^he spake he heard at his bare

|Alow,^n;etallicclink,
and. looking

He saw^a^ dainty purse with disks of

Crowding^its silken net. Awhile he

wirh\Tg%,T,t'r^^^

,,.,
dro^s ?oins ''

'''''"^ '^^ ^^'-

of oM -'' ^'-^°". who ' tr^' '" ''^'^ '^"S-^. one by

pwelt.poor but blameless, where his I

° '^? "m
^''"^'" ^as true. The

I narrowing Cape '

^"^re Jus angel brought "^

[Stretches its shrunk arm out to all the " 'X'hg? °"'^
' ^^""^^ ^e take

f
e rose and went forth with the ,

'""' ^'^^-^ ""'' '^ "^"^' '° ''^^^

I day "'^ ^''J' 'he early Of a starved child • the sid- f r .•

f
«r mland. where the voices of the T ^/^

'
"^'^

I 1.
"^^^^s Tempted him. Heart and fl t,

•

fellowed and mingled with th.„,,- L ^erce revolt
^"^ ^^'^ '"

J ,,
paring leaves.

^''^ whis- Urged the wild license of hi

I "7 lar off thousands of moons ngo :
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I'll

1

M

Had he not prnyed him night and day
to come

And cure his bed-bound wife? Was
there a hell ?

Were all his fathers' people writhing
. there

—

Like the poor shell-fish set to boilalive

—

For ever, dying never ? I f he kept
This gold, so needed, would the dread-

ful God
Torment him like a Mohawk's captive

stuck

With slow-consuming splinters? Would
the saints

And the white angels dance and laugh
to see him

Burn like a pitch-pine torch? His
Christian garb

Seemed falling from him ; with the fear

and shame
Of Adam naked at the cool of day.

He gazed around. A black snake lay

m coil

On the hot sand, a crow with sidelong
eye

Watched from a dead bough. All Lis

Indian lore

Of evil blending with a convert's faith

In the supernal terrors of the Book,
He saw the Tempter in the coiling

snake
And ominous, black-winged bird ; and

all the while
The low rebuking of the distant waves
Stole in upoH him like the voice of God
Among the trees of Eden. Girding up
His soul's loins with a resolute hand, he

thrust

The base thought from him: "Nau-
haught, be a man !

Starve, if need be; but, while you live,

look out
Froni honest eyes on all men, un-

ashamed.

God help me ! I am deacon of the
church,

A baptized, praying Indian ! Should
I do

Tliis secret meanness, even the barken
knots

Of the old trees would turn to eyes to
see it,

The birds would tell of it, and all the
leaves

Whisper above me : * Nauhaught is a
thief!'

The sun would know it, and the stars:

that hide

Behind his light would watch me, and
at night

Follow me with their sharp, accusing
eyes.

Yea, thou, God, seest me !

" Then
Nauhaught drew i

Closer his belt of leather, dulling thus
The pain of hunger, and walked bravely

back
To the brown fishing-hamlet by the sea

;

And, pausing at the inn-door, cheerily

asked :

*' Who hath lost aucht to-day ?
"

"I," said a voice
;

" Ten golden pieces, in a silken purse.
My daughter's handiwork. " He looked,

and lo

!

One stood before him in a coa! . -;ze,

And the glazed hat of a sea' ; .tan,

Shrewd-faced, broad-shoulc^. u, with
no trace of wings.

Marvelling, he dropped within tht

stranger's hand
The silken web, and turned to go his

way.
But the man said : "A tithe at least is

yours

;

Take it in God's name as an honest
man."

And as the deacon's dusky fingers closed

Over the golden gift, "Yea, in God's
name

I take it, with a poor man's thanks," he
said.

So down the street that, like a river of

sand.

Ran, white in sunshine, to the summer
sea,

He sought his home, singing and prais-

ing God

;

And when his neighbours in their care-

less way
Spoke of the owner of the silken purse—
A Wellfleet skipper, known in every

port

That the Cape opens in its sanu/ wall-
Hc answered, with a wise smile, to \

himself

:

"I saw the angel where they see aj

man.

"



man's thanks," he

vhere they see a

I^EGENDS AND POEMS OF NEW
ENGLAND.

CASSANDRA SOUTHWICK. "

l;fm^h^^Lt^'LTrhrcSp?^ S^^'^^^T "- to-day.
Vea He who cooled the furnt^t .^'u'''^'^'^

''^^ spoil away -And tamed the Chaldean on'h,?""' I^^'''^'thful three. ^•

Last night I saw th
'' handmaid free I

Last n4 VS: :!;;^:^ if-
^ p^^on bar.

Seen in thy father'! SlHn''' ,f
"'' 7°'^^^^ '^^' ^nd sweet

Where be [he yZL^:^^^^^^^^^^^^Wd tenderly and ^^midl/llS^^^tS:^^?^'^ ^^-d.

Thy
CVsctoltTesSherl?'-?!''""'^ ^^ee with what „ irthHow the crimson shadows t emh°""ru^''"' ^''^^' heanh

"

On eyes of merry girlho^rStTn 'St^^^^^^^
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wwl^'^^f^' f "''^.^' "'''"'"^" '-'^y crazy fancies led,With wild and raving railers an evil path to tread •

lo eave a wholesome worship, and teaching pure'and sound •

And mate with maniac women, loose-hairedVnd sackclorbound.

"Mad scoffers of the priesthood, who mock at things divineW f" T'"'' '""^ ^•^''^''' ^"^^ '^^'y I'^^^d and wine;Sore from their cart-tail scourgings, and from the pillory lameKejoicing m their wretchedness, and glorying in their shamr'
"And what a fate awaits thee?-a sadly toiling slave,

tS"^/. """'^ engthening chain of bondage to the grave!Think of thy woman's nature, subdued in hopeless thrall.The easy prey of any, the scoff and scorn of all !"

O, ever as the Tempter spoke, and feeble Nature's fears

J\
'ung drop by dicp the scalding flow of unavailing tears.

Tn ff n w'r '''^-^?' '"lo^S'i's, and strove in silent prayer,To feel, O Helper of the weak ! that Thou indeed wert there !

I thought of Paul and Silas, within Philippi's cell.And how from Peter's sleeping limbs the prison-shackles fell.Till I seemed to hear the trailing of an angel's robe of whiteAnd to feel a blessed presence invisible to sight.

Bless the Lord for all his mercies .'-for the peace and '

jve I felt

When ."r^"h'r T '
'^°l^

'""' ,"''°" "^y «P'"^ ""^"t '
''

When, Get behind me. Satan !" was the language of my heartAnd I felt the Lvil Tempter with all his doubts dqwL^ '

F!^.TJr''vu'!t^'''7
cold morning

; again the sunshine fell,Hecked with the shade of bar and grate within my lonely cell •

The hoar-frost r-,elted on the wall, and upward fr/m the street'Came careless laugh and idle word, and tread of passing feet

At lengtli the heavy bolts fell back, my door was opencast.And slowly at the sheriff's side, up the long street I passed •

I he^ard the murmur round me, and felt, but dared noT ee,

'

How, from every door and window, the people gazed on r^ie.

And doubt and fear fell on me shame burned upon my cheekSwam earth and sky around n.e. my trembling iLbs g^rew weak •

The fear of man, which brings a snare,-the weakness and the doubt.

ISdVKf'^ shadows scattered. like a cloud in morning's breeze.And a low deep voice within me seemed whispering words like theS •

1 lust still His loving-kindness whose power is over all.
"

We caused at length where at my feet the sunlit waters brokeOn glaring reach or shining beach, and shingly wall of rock •

The merchant-ships lay idly there, in hard dear bncs on hthTracing with rope and slender spar their network on the sk^y

'

And there were ancient citizens, cloak-wrapped and grave and cold

And n^n'f• ^t ''°"'
.^f

;captains with faces'^bron^edS ol5.
'

4. H» t ']T^'
7"h R^vvson, his cruel clerk at hand, '

Sat dark and haughty Endicott, the ruler of the land.



^^AW)M sovrt/ivicA-.

Icried, «'TheTnr^ i ,

^^™"g spmt spoke.

Thourobber^^^a^^^^^^^^^^ ^^-' -iter of the n,eek^?/'ght the dark, cold heaS n" '"'"'"P'^^ of the weall'Ut the poor hpirfc .U ,' """"'ones,—an tnm fl, . 'P or hearts thou hast hunted, thou wo L ^-'^''5'°" ^°'''
Dark lowered the brows of Pn v

^"^^^^'d the flock ^

^Goote^'tis a^of-p- -^
Her Master soea^^^u-^ ^"^'fe-lipped prW .°i^"P' 'P'^^d ;

\t T' --'tor
:—f"- °- sf-a^s'WO.S..,,

B"utl °a"'i "h^ r''h'"».S?»L^';„^ ""l™ ^ain he cried,

A weight seemed lifted f
^ *^'"''' ^'rl and dear r^ '^

J^ip and crew and cargo, than be^r thL chrM
^"

^"^r.
^ay

Well answered wnnJ,
^'*' '"'s child away I"

' looked on h.™,L p
" ^ """' "«»'" '» ^"ver ,„,d P"

H-J an.r ,hem ,he sherW lootJ u
""' "" -'^ '"*

^nnce smote his ^f^ff ,

looked, m b tterness nf c^ 1
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II

II

O, at that hour the very earth seemed changed beneath my eye,

A holier wonder round me rose the bUie walls of the sky,

A lovelier light on rock .^,nd hill, and stream and woodlut lay,

And softer lapsed on sunnier sands the waters of the bay.

Thanksgiving to the Lord of life!— to Him all praises l)c.

Who from the hands of evil men hath set his handmad free

All praise to Him before whose power tlie miglvty are afraid,

Who takes the crafty in the snare, which for the poor is laid !

Sing, O my soul, rejoicingly, on evening's twilight calm
Uplift the loud thanksgiving,—pour forth the grateful nsalm

;

Let all dear hearts with me rejoice, as did the saints of old,
When of the Lord's good angel the rescued Peter told.

And weep and howl, ye evil priests and mighty men of wrong.
The Lorcl shall smite the proud, and lay his hand upon the strong
Woe to the wicked rulers in his avenging hour

!

Woe to the wolves who seek the flocks to raven and devour I

But let the humble ones arise,—the poor in heart be glad,
And let the mourning ones again with robes of pra'se be clad.
For He who cooled tlie furnace, and smoothed the stormy wave,
And ta,ned the Chaldean lions, is mig'.ity still to save 1

PENTUCKET.

1708.

How sweetly on the wood-girt town
The mellow light of sunset shone !

Each small, bright lake, whose waters
still

Mirror the forest and the hill,

Reflected from its waveless breast

The beauty of a cloudless west.

Glorious as if a glimps e were given
Within the western gates of heaven.
Left, by the spirit of the star

Of sunset's holy hour ajar !

Beside the river's tranquil flood
The dark and low-walled dwellings

stood,

Where many a rood of open land
Stretched up and down on either hand.
With corn-leaves waving freshly green
The thick and blackened stumps be-

tween.

Behind, unbroken, deep and dread,
The wild, untravelled forest spread.

Back to those mountains, white and
cold.

Of which the Indian trapper told.

Upon whose summits never yet

Was mortal foot in safety set.

Quiet and calm, without a fea-

*)f danger darkly lurking near.

The weary labourer left his plough,

—

The milkmaid carolled by her cow.
From cottage door and household hearth
Rose songs of praise, or tones of mirth.

At length the murmur died away,
Aiid silence on that village lay,

—

So slept Pompeii, tower and hall.

Ere the quick earthqu;ike swallowed all.

Undreaming of the fiery fate

Which made its dwellings desolate !

Hours passed away. By moonlight sped
The Merrimack along his bed.

Bathed in the pallid lustre, stood,

Dark cottage-wall and rock and wood.
Silent, beneath that tranquil beam,
As the hushed grouping of a dream.
Vet on the still air crep. a sound,

—

No bark of fox, nor rabbit's bound.
Nor stir of wings, nor waters flowing.
Nor leaves in midnight breezes blowing.

Was that the tread of many feet.

Which downward from the hillside

beat?

What forms were those which darkly
stood

Just on the margin of the wood ?

—



Charred. tree.stu.ps i„ the .oonlight

Or paling rude or leafless limb?

'~fc!;
''^ '^^'^ «--" eyeballs

And 5»<I°?£''"'h""= """'""l fl»n".=

;

With a holier strength of zeal

»

t-ive hou not the feeltle^^orm
•""

Helpless to the spoiler's hed !

Father! for thy holy sake

^.^Vf/y
^vith our daily task.

'

Tijat thy truth may never fallIhrough our weakness. Lord, Me ask.

ij I """^ of combat filled the airNo shout was hpTrf]
'="'"<; air,—

Yet still Vhr/?^,'~"°''Sunshot there •

And, here anrJfl? u
'"^"^ '^ s'^"".

Whose Weous 1. -y/';" "V" t^^.-

THE FAMILIST'S HYMN.
Father

> to thy sufTerinfr no-r

Comfort to the broken heart 1

^S^^'-fi^ed and wasted homesi lits the forest-bird unscared

Wh re'n " ?' ''\''' '^^^
't"omes

Fo/fh/! "" ^^1^"^^' ™eal was shared •

Sh •
I
°"uS

^'^ P^'s^s there
'

Shrieks the crow the livelong dayFor the sound of evening prayer
^

'

Howls the evil beast of prey!

Sweet the songs we loved to sing
Underneath thy holy sky,-^

S;'o?io""^^'^'"-^^° bring
-i ears of joy m every eve —Dear the wrestling hoVo prayer-When we gathered knee to kn^e

r'''j' ^°"'^ ^"d hoary hair "
Bowed, O God, alone to thTe.

As thine early children, Lord.

Noj5im:r.t-t°fL'^t
IVot with us his grasping hand-Equal round a common b?ard '

l^rew our meek and brother band !

^^'^o"'- quiet Eden lay

AnJt^^1i--iTv;lr^'^^^"^

Tl.fi
forest-ranger saw.

ri.at the burthen and the curse

^t'teH^'i^
man's cruel law

Kested also upon us.

Torn apart, and driven forth

fJu T^"'^-'"'^
hard and lonr. IFather! from the dust of earth

^^^^^''riJ^^tm bonds we shieIn thy love which maketh free^
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ill!

'

Joyful,—that the wrongs we bear
Draw us nearer, Lord, to thee !

Grateful .'—that where'er we toil,—
By Wachuset's wooded side.

On Nantucket's sea-worn isle,
Or by wild Neponset's tide,—

istill, in spirit, we are near,
And our evening hymn ,, which rise

beparate and <liscordant here,
Meet and mingle in the skies !

Let the scoflfer scorn and mock,
Let the y oud and evil priest

Rob the needy of his flock.
For his wine-cup and his least,—

Kedden not thy bolts in store
Through the blackness of thy skies !

/V "'Shing of the poor
Wilt Thou not, at length, arise?

^cu"n"u ^^^'^ ^' °^ ' ^o^v Jong
bhall thy trodden poor complain ?

In thy nai - they bear the wrong.
In thy cause the IjoiuIs of pain !

Melt oppression's heart of steel,
Let the haughty priesthood see.

And their blinded followers feel.
That in us they mock at Thee !

In Thy time, O Lord of hosts,

x,ru.''f ^'^'i
''^'^'°^^ 'hi^t I'and to save

Which of old, on Egypt's coasts,
bmote apart the Red Sea's wave '

Lead us from this evil land.
From the spoiler set us free.

And once more our gathered band,
Heart to heart, shall worship thee !

THE EXILES.
i860.

• The goodman sat beside his door
One sultry afternoon,

^^An !ii'/°"r^ "^'ff
''"Sing at his sideAn old and goodly tune.

A glimmer of heat was in the air

;

1 »e dark green woods were still •

And the skirts of a heavy thunder-cloudHung over the western hill.

Black thick, and vast arose that cloudAbove the wilderness.
As some dark world from upper airWere slooping over this.

At times the solemn thunder pealed.
And all was still again.

Save a low murmur in the air
Of coming wind and rain.

Just as the first big rain-drop fell,A weary stranger came.
And stood before the farmer's door,
With travel soiled and lame.

Sad seemed he, yet sustaining hope
Was in his quiet glance.

And peace, like autumn's moonlight
clothed

His tranquil countenance.

A look, like that his Master wore,
In Pilate's council-hall :

It told of wrongs,—but of a love
Meekly forgiving all.

"Friend! wilt thou give me shelt^-r
here?"

The stranger meekly said ;

And, leaning on his oaken staflf.

The goodman's features read.

"My life is hunted,—evil men
Are following in my track

;

The traces of the torturer's whip
Are on my aged back.

"^"d^much, I fear, 't will peril thee
Within thy doors to take

A hunted -eeker of tlie Truth,
Oppressed for conscience' sake.

"

O, kindly spoke the gor dman's wife, -
.. w "?M

'"' °''^ ""^'^
'

" q"oth she,—We will not leave thee to the storm.
Whoever thou mayst be."

Then came the aged wanderer in.
And silent sat him down •

While all within grew dark as night
Beneath the storm-cloud's frown.

But while the sudden lightnin^-'s bla.c
JMlled every cottage nook,

'

And with the jarring thunder-roll
Ihe loosened casements shook,

A heavy tramp of horses' feet
Came sounding up the lane.

And hall a score of horse, or more,
^

<-ame plunging through the rain.



ve me shelter

Ihe parish priest he saw.

Pi-ay let the oJd man rest."

"Relieve m^e^ Ma ^°°^ ''^^
t°^'

priest,-! ^' ^"'^th the

'Thou'il rue thy conduct sore."

Then kindled Macey's eve of fi

Made welcome^o"my heTth5r^^
Down from his cottage wall h.

%CKuid?r^""^
^^fe^l!"''^"'

•'^"^' Cavalier

prayer, ™ CromweM's

^""""'"-aunder blended

i>Te'nd'sof!^'^^"S^'«'Jed:"ends of the poor, farewell!"

"^°'"L;7.^*Sraybea,d,,ea,„d
The reckles, scoffeni tried

W^h sickening childhood's
„.ail.

't suits not wilh our tale 10 leM .

""\tt!:" ""°«' ft' ardent

"". baeli or purse shall „e. "

•Now,^5oo<,wife, haste ,hee, "Mace,.

wSo'i'tcr'^Sa'S.""-''''

I T^'^''^
"yer-course was near •

''A^r,5i;rhiN;Sryi„r-

!|™eit;fhfe;:';i™'-o„:,
Mand, ^Goodman Macey,_,|e,<i

tl.

Vield in 'the King's own name."

"SKcTan;&K:i^-,
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" Whip 'Momen^ on the villri{,'e green,
But meddle not with men.

"

The priest came panting to the shore,

—

Ilis grave cock.'d hat was gone
;

Behind him, like some owl's nest, iiung
His wig upon a thorn.

•' Come back,—come back !
" the par-

son cried,
" TI)' churcii's curse beware,"

"Curse, an' thou wilt," said Macev.
"but

'

Thy blessing prithee spare.

"

"Vile scoffer!"

priest.

cried the Ijaffled

" Thou'lt yet the gallows sec."
" Who's l)orn to be hanged, will not be

drowned,"
Quoth Macey, merrily ;

" And so, sir sheriflF and priest, good
by I"

He bent him to his oar,

And the small boat glided quietly
From the twain upon the shore.

Now in the west, the heavy clouds
Scattered and fell asunder.

While feebler came the rush of rain.

And fainter growled the thunder.

And through the broken clouds, the sun
Looked out serene and warm,

Painting its holy symbol-light
Upon the passing storm.

O, beautiful ! that rainbow span.
O'er dim Crane-neck was l)en(led ;—

One bright foot touched the eastern
hills,

And one with ocean blended.

By green Pentucket's southern slope
The small boat glided fast,

—

The watchers of "the Block-house"
saw

The strangers as they passed.

That night a stalwart garrison
Sat shaking in their shoes,

To hear the dip of Indian oars,

—

The glide of birch canoes.

The fisher-wives of Salisbury
{The men were all away)

Looked out to see the stranger oar
Upon their waters play.

Deer-Island's rocks and fir-trees threw
Their sunsut-shadovss o'er them.

And N'ewl)iiry's spire and weathercock
Peered o'er the pines before them.

Around the Black Rocks, on their left,

The marsh lay broad and green ;

And on their right, with dwarf shrubs
crowned.

Plum Island's hills were seen.

With skilful hand and wary eye
The harliour-bar was crossed ;--

A playthir.g of the restless wave.
The boat on ocean tossed.

The glory of the sunset heaven
On land and water lay,

—

On the steep hills of Agawam,
On cape, and blutf, and bay.

They passed the gray rocks of Capr
Ann,

And Gloucester's harbour-bar;
The watch-fire of the garrison

Shone like a setting star.

How brightly broke the morning
On Massachusetts Bay

!

Blue wave, and bright green island.
Rejoicing in the day.

On passed the bark in safety

Round isle and headland steep,

—

No tempest broke above them.
No fog-cloud veiled the deep.

Far round the bleak and stormy Cape
The venl'rous Macey passed.

And on Nantucket's naked isle,

Drew up his boat at last.

And how, in log-built cabin.
They braved the rough sea-weather

;

And there, in peace and quietness.
Went down life's vale together :

How others drew around them,
And how their fishing sped.

Until to every wind of heaven
Nantucket's sails were spread ;

How pale Want alternated
With Plenty's golden smile ;
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Behold, is it not written
^n the annals of the isle?

And y.t that isle rcmainethA ofugeofthefrec
As whrn true-hearted Macoy
I^eh^l<litfromthesea. ^

^HV?';n.rM'"''r'^-''^^^''""ow
Pree\s ''^'"''''''''-^<^'«and,--''^eL as (lie waves that bitf-.rAlon, her yieldingly

\a?^;i;"'^"?>''««"'""^ons,ixo
; 'tier spirt stirs —

A SV°'" ''""- -«--i"gA readier tear than hers.

God bless (he sea-beat island »And grant for evern oreTha charity and freeE',u,enAs now upon her shore]

CALEF IN BOSTON.

1692.

fN the solemn days of old

Cned the last, in bitter tone -
Satan'^^^rer/tho'f"-^"'''"'^''-'

Spake the simple tradesman then

Unto men like thee "lie
''"'-'"

Ev.l can but serve the riVhl'

^

Over all shall love endfre.

"P[your spectral puppet ninv

God is truP o'ni '^ "'"St say,y'strue, and ye are liars."

^ ^[^ ^^AYFLOlVEiiS.
43

When the thought of man is free'
I ^^T' '^''"' "'* "ehtest tones'fto the priest cried " ^;o 1

'
.

Anrl iV. , ' '^adducee !"

,

And the people took up stone;.

one With
•;;;;;£,-Ks^^h.

^\vwl'T^ ^"''' '^'est the seed

A.S:^:^£|rrn4u^edthen.
Chills !Iomt^Ve^E^o7^^e„

i'or the wrong he suffered here.

THE MAYFLOWERS.

abSanI?;''>^,-^"i';;;.^ or .avflower. ,row,

SAO Mayflower.- watched by winter

Wi^h^?f"l'^y^'"fer gales

'^et, '«God be praised.'" the
said,

'"•

''BeholdtrX;C;e?et'^^^'

^"J"Vhe Mayflower of fhe seaShall spread her sails no moTe"

''r:l'!rr°^^-^h and hone,
\-„ 1 1 ^ ^ liowas then

*

Pilgrim
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Like love behind the manly slrcngthOf the brave hearts of old.

Solive the fathers in their sons,
Their sturdy faith be ours,And ours the love that overmns
Its rocky strength with flowers.

The Pilgrim's wild and wintry day
^J'^^hadow round us draws ;

^
The Mayflower o.- his stormy bay.
OurPreedom's struggling cau.^,

^
TcTiirfK T' ^"""'""e ^hall bring
1 o life the frozen sod

;

's'

S''''''''^ 'eaves of hf: c, shall

Afresh the flowers of God !

THE WITCH'S DAUGHTER.
It was the pleasant harvest time,

JAhenceflar-binsare ch.scly sowedAnd garrets bend beneath their ioad.

And the old swallow-hauntcd barns-

T r""P'' ''•J°"S' ^"^ <""" »f seamsThrough wluch the moted sunli,rJt
streams, *>

And winds blow freshly in, to shake

And the loose hay-mow's scented
locks

—

77/£ IVITCirs DAUGHTER

On sturdy boyhood sun-embrowned,On g.rihood with its solid curves

'^"'^^^nu.r"^
found, and laughs that

The house-dog answer with his howlAnd kept astir the barn-yard fowl ;

'

And quaint old songs their fathers sung,
In Derby dales and \'orkshire mo„rs
Lie Norman William trod their

shores

;

And tales, whose merry license shook
The fat sides of the Saxon thane,
forgetful of the hovering Dane I

But still the sweetest voice was mute
That nver-valley ever heard
iTom hp of maid or throat o^ bird

;

For Mabel Martin sat ajiart.
And let the hay-mow's shadow fall
Upon the loveliest face of all.

•'''if
sat apart, as one forbid.

Who knew that none would conde
scend

To own the Witch-wife's child a
friend.

Are filled with summer's ripened stores,

F.^^ fK°"',^''^''
^"^1 •^^'I'^y sheavesFiom their lowscaffolds to their eaves.

^" Esek Harden's oaken floor.
With manyan autumn threshingworn.Lay the heaped ears ofunhusked cor"

"^BinPoI^h ''""^y°^"S
men and maids.

Beneath a moon that, large and low
Ivit that sweet eve of long ago.

places ; some
They look their

chance,
And others by a merry voice
Or sweet smile guided to their choice.

How pleasantly the rising moon,
Between the shadow of the mows,L.Ooked nn fh<>.y, «!,--, I ., '

-i _.. ....m iniuugh the tjieat
elm-boughs !— ^

The seasons scarce had gone their round
Since curious thousands thronged to

see

Her mother on the gallows-tree •

.\nd mocked the palsied limbs of age
That faltered on the fatal stairs.
And wan lip trembling with its

prayers

!

Few questioned of the sorrowing child
Or, when they saw the mother die,

'

Dreamed of the daughter's agony.

They went up to their homes that day.As men and Christians justified: ^

dred! '*'
^"'^ ^''^ '''-"''"'' ^^^

Dear God and Father of us all,
forgive our faith in cruel lies —
Forgive the blindness that denies !

Forgive thy creature when he takesFor the all-perfect love thou art.
iJome grim creation of his heart.
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4> 'JJJE GAJ^RISON OF CAPE ANN.
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\ i!

She saw the rippled waters shine
;

Beyond, in waves of shade and hght
Ihe hills rolled off into the night.

Sweet sounds and pictures mocking so
1 he sadness of her human lot,
She saw and heard, but heeded not.

She strove to drown her sense of wrong,
And, in her old and simple way,
T?. .'^.each her bitter heart to pray.

Poor child ! the prayer, begun in faith,
urew to a low, despairing cry
Of utter misery : "Let me die !

"Oh ! take me from the scornful eyes
And hide me where the cruel speech
And mocking finger may not reach !

"1 dare not breathe my mother's name •

A daughter's right 1 dare not crave
io weep above her unblest giave !

' Let me not live until my heart,
With few to pity, and with none
lo love me, hardens into stone.

"^rP°^ ' ^'"^^^ mercy on thy child,
Whose faith in thee grows weak and

small,

And take me ere I lose it all !
"

A shadow on the moonlight fell,
And murmuring wind and wave be-

came
A voice whose burden was her name.

Had then God heard her ? Had he sent
His angel down ? In flesh and blood.
Before her Esek Harden stood !

He^laidhis hand upon her arm :

"Dear Mabel, this no more shall be •

Who scoffs at you, must scoff at me.'

"
Y°"i ^"^V """"Sh Esek Harden well •

And if he seems no suitor gay
'

And if his hair is touched with gray,

"The maiden grown shall never find
Hib heart less warm than when she

smiled
Upon his knees, a little child !

"

Her tears of grief were tears of joy.
As, folded in his strong embrace
She looked in Esek Harden's face.

"O truest friend of all !
" she said,

"God bless you for your kindly
thought.

And make me worthy of my lot !
"

He led her through his dewy fields,
lo where the swinging lanterns

glowed,
And through the doors the huskers

showed.

" Good friends and neighbours !" Esek
said,

" I'm weary of this lonely life
;

In Mabel see my chosen wife !

"
:'?,'?^ §''^^'5 you kindly, one and all

;

1 he past IS past, and all offence
I- alls harmless from her innocence.

" Henceforth she stands no more alone •

i ou know what Esek Harden is :—
He brooks no wrong to him or his."

i\ow let the merriest tales be told.
And let the sweetest songs be suno-
That ever made the old heart young

!

For now the lost has found a home
;And a lone hearth shall brighter burn.

As all the household joys return !

O, pleasantly the harvest-moon,
Between the shadow of the mows
Looked on them through the great

elm-boughs

!

On Mabel's curls of golden hair.
On Esek's shaggy strength it fell :And the wind whispered, "It is

well !

"

¥m

THE GARRISON OF CAPE ANN.
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Wft Ihe memory of ,I,„
^ S"""'' '^"""''l I

f
vrild a„,| wo„L„, ,f ' ""'"'"S l>y the summer sea n I j

pear to me these far h\r., v ""S^'

«o,de„.,hrea5;;i'^'SP^.;|„„er.„'^^^^^^^^^^^

The great eve„,r„l P
^ m a web of ho.IJe,, gra^'

So, with someth.-n r ,

'"''" "'^"^ ^'^ 'i^e.

An- rough walkXtL^i^f-.J'»«? "^ ^"" ''

g," ^^ »W round walled .„.

"'"""''" °""»^"-

--n.<n.ndfromfelu^^;'l*;;/a~^tlS^r.;

And ,L ?S-i'';™.'"'K™ ahle ,he venL' T*«'? « 'l-^ir h!

O" Ihe rouZh " '"<' ™"«l. w Ih heir n, V'''"!^ '"»"*,

Long they sat and f.„.„,, . .

^^'^ '" '^e^^'^l.Long they sat an W „ ,

°"' ^'^^^ '" bea J.

Of fJ,^ ,
°' morning clouds •

Where Ihe Arc^r r °'k ''"; »™"'".-bl2ms ^r ,
°",'''' ™°<'''.

An<. .he whtra^S^Si;?.'^^^^^^^^^^^^

M-- voices sa„l«,o,. 7 "''-"* "^ *<= Pines',
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i.lkl

1 nrice around the l)iorl- k
""u mey

And ,.e ,.„,„.a a sUv„ Uno^TC^^^ ^Z^J^'^ZSX '

"

With Ihnt deadly aimTh?™ f™, ™u?''
""" P»"s«Ies flashed onlNor the beach-bird 3ea»a,d'flS wii'V"'T'°P ""'s'" "« *""

^ .

^'"S"'* his slant wing 10 the sun.

Vv'uh 1 lalgh o" feJeTerW™
'''' *" ''""'''" *»»»' of lead

Onee again" wi,ho„, a htSow'on"?!"
"»'''",

*J P'''""""'" fl«l iAnd the White s™„.e «„S^4'^a^S -d3^U,e.oo.i^,a£

(joci preserve us ' " c 'a «i

They have vanished whMhdr iSdt '"pH^^^'-
^?[^^^ '"-^ --e there

;Lay aside your useless weapons -stn .n ''"'^ ^^^'^'^ "^ ^he air !They .ho do the Devil's ^^^^^:^^S:^^:^^::^^;;^, »

&tSeTw\VrVs:ilSi:""' "t^" ^^^^ - --'ng call
And they looked to fl^n t -fnd

' ""^'"^'"S >ound the dusky hall •

I^ut the captain closed his Bb^""""tet'u's 't' 'T^'''
'°^ br'eak of day

;

T
-^^^ "5 cease from nun, and pray !"

A;d thfpasTtti^^^^^^ see,ned near.
Every hand forsook the musket everv hi i

''''°°'' " ^"'^ ^^"•
Every stout knee pressed the flag Ses. '''' ^°^'^'

r"'^
^^'^'ag stones, a...

'

.e captam led in prayer.

B/alotTalitS^^^^^^^^^^^^^ of the spectres round the wallHow s of rage and shr'iel s S^' X];^^ S' '"%^"'^ ^^^^'^ «f ^' --Saw the ghostly leaguers mar h?ng i ound thThr'^'r.'^"^'^'
'"'^"

S J

^ ""'* '"'^ block-house of Cape Ami

fm th^ctdTood' of'tTZ^te' ^'^^ ^°°l
-^ --blown townNot m vain the ancient fie io^fnwhf """ '°^.'"" ^^6^"^ down'

And the fitness and the fS^:^^^:^:^!^^;^ ^^'^

irbt^lt£rfaKeTcl'Sr ^''^ ^P^'^ ^^ '^e mind
Round us throng the grhn pr^SS thet 'r'"^^ ''^"^^^-^^

>And our pnde of strength is wSiess and th^""*
""^ ^/'^^ '^^^'n-

''' ^"'^ ^^ '^"""'ng hand is vain.

Breatl^e^rytt^sitetofT '
^"^ "°— f-- on high

But the heave'nll'h:f?Te^±' fo"'-'
r' ""-"^'''^ wing° downward il^ •

And our prayer, the^elv^ ^^^^^l^J^ X^^S^^tlif^,.;
^
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O,,.
flood"*"'™)' in ae„i„g,,,

''^l;Sr°'—^ChrUrsde„
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not:
'"•'' h"" and cba„™;L glide

?*^ '""''''"'^ "WA „„ j,

*"" -;,fSs
The face that

~, kiss .'
—-^ ".iiinti

^^ tne fast which fj,

w... !°"g '<ept '^^ S"°'' '"an life,

Jn the infinite lo?e hafJ "'^'; ^''^'''
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Who doth such wron„ .'r ^ ^'^^= •'
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^ THE PROPHECY OF SAMUEL SEIVALL.

To the Christian judge, let us turn and
say :

"Praise and thanks for an honest
man ! -

Glory to God for the Puritan !

"

-vi ^1% f^'l^'/'thward, this quiet day,
The hills of Newbury rolling away
With the many tints of the season cav
Dreamily blending in autumn mist
Crimson, and gold, and amethysf.
Long and low, withdwaif trees crc.NvnedHum Island lies, like a whale agnnind,A stone s toss over the narrow sound.
Inland, as far as the eye can go
The hills curve round like a 'bended

bow
;

A silver arrow from out them sprunc.
I see the shine of the Quasycung

;And, round and round, over valley and
hill,

'

Old roads winding, as old roads will.
Here to a ferry, and there to a mill

;And glimpses of chimneys and gabled
eaves.

Through green elm arches and maple
leaves,

—

I

Old homesteads sacred to all that can
Gladden or sadden the heart of man.-
Over whose thresholds of oak and stone
Life and Death have come and gone !

There pictured tiles in the fireplace
show,

Great beams sag from the ceiling low.
The dresser glitters with polished wares,
Ihe long clock ticks on the foot-worn

stairs.

And the low, broad chimney shows the
crack

By the earthquake made a century barT^.
Up from their midst springs the village

spire "^

With the crest of its cock in the sun
afire

;

Beyond are orchards and planting \c >

And great rait marshes and glimuierinj
sands, *

And, where north and south the cr .ist-
lines run,

The blink of the sea in breeze and sun!

And the shadows andshapes ofearlydavs
Hit dimly by in the veiling haze,
VV ith measured movement and rhythmic

chime
Weaving like shuttles my web of rhyme
I think of the old man wise .-.nd good
VVho once on yon misty hillsides stood,
(A poet who never measured rhyme,A seer unknown to his dull-eared time)
And, proppedon his staff of age, looked

down,
With his boyhood's love, on his native

town.
Where, written, as if on his hills and

IMains,

His burden of prophecy yet remains,
t^or the voices of wood, and wave, and

wind
To read in the ear ofthemusinj mind :—

I see it all like a chart unrolled,
13ut my thoughts are full of the past

and old,
'

I h ir the tales of my boyhood told •

"As long as Plum Island, to guard
the coast.

As God appointed, shall keep its post

;

I A? ?^^ ?s a salmon shall haunt the deep
Of Merrimack River, or sturgeon leap

;

As long as pickerel swift and slim.
Or red-l)acked perch, in CranePond swim;
As long as the annual sea-fowl know
1 heir time to come and their time to eo

;

As long as cattle shall roam at will
Ihe green, grass meadows by Turkey

Hill

;

'

As long as sheep shall look from the sideOf Oldtown Hill on marishes wide.
And Parker River, and salt-sea tide ;As long as a wandering pigeon shall

search
The fields below from his white-oak

perch.
When the barleyharvest isripeandshorn
And the dry husks fall from the stand-

I

mg corn

;

As long as Nature shall not grow old,
Nordrop her work from her doting hold.And her care for the Indian corn forget.And the yellow rows in pairs to set :—
So long shall Christians here be born,
Growupand ripen as God'ssweet corn'—
By the beak of bird, by the breath of

frost.

Shall never a holy ear be lost.
But, husked by Death in the Planter's

sight,

Be sown again in the fields of light
'"
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Thesturge«nJeaS 3T'^'
feeds ^ '

""""^ '''« vvild.fo.vl

On hillside berrif.« om i

fj'
the beautSirSvf, ,'

" n'- '
'''^''~-

^-'«spring.ti„.e^"\S7o'.,.
-am " ^° autumn

^ndKr,^'^'°"r-ns again-
That the SiS \'' T\''' '^^'
May find so^^^l^^ frners man

i"
the human cSeld W

"''^
l'^'

^«""'l
And the Lord ofThe j'^^/esfl

•°""^''

own ^-aivest deign to

"'"'"*'"»«'%
'he father,.-.,.

-•^^^^JX^SOAr-s ^y^^.

'hot""" °''»". fe^hTrM

%'l.e,vome„„.M„ye.,jj,

SKIPPER IRESON'S nWE.

g"Ap„wj3°i sr.jv-.-

a cart "" carried in
By ll.e women of Marblehead .

•''Cores of women ^n " ^^"^ ^'^'f-

Strong of muSr'°H^"^'yo"ng.

'""It' '"*-•" »• corr-d i„ a
By Ihe women o;,fo,t,,.^,j,,

bailed away from i • \^M^^r Bay'
^Vithhis LHotn"'''"^"'-^'^'^.

deck.'
'°"'" '^people on J.er

\^'ag of your catch of fi
°'' '"'"» •'

^"•'latr^'«'''^"»5r"f-;a„<,

a cart earned m
% the women of Marblehead.

f'athonis deep in dark ri iThat wreck sh-ill uJf ^'^^^'^ur

Mother and siatr v ' *^^^'-more.

J^ooked from ^''^f^^^n^l maid,

,

pver the nraitV^S^ °f Marblehead

;3^^'^J
the Winds and the sea-birds

T--.eda'nVfS vS^'nd^
a cart ^ earned in

By the women of Marblehead!

Sr,t«.-ii;:;''5Sreha.e
fnef of skirt, vv^r^nTll'^l"

''"''''

Loose of k=rpl,: f ,
'^^ ^^rc.

^^'th conch s&^^^
O horns' tS''°^''"S ^"^ fish-O- and over the^M.nads sang.

HuIkTof 0%"?':"' -iPP'e-b'ounu
Shook head o.-

''"" ''^™""'^'.

And cracked ;:.:,':^S^;;^-,^nd cane,

frain •
^^ the noarse re-

i
"""hStf^-^'^^-'^-hishorrd

/

^°'-^ - ^.therr^ an' corr^ i„ ,
I ^y the women o'Morble'ead'"

''^ttIethI:;S4-'^iJ- showed.
Of the fields .o.P^^'" ^^"^^^

bluj '° S*"^^" ^"d the sky so
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53 TilE^noUBLE-HEADED SNAKE OF NEWBURY.
Riding there in his sorry trim,
Lii<e an Indian idol glum and k, rim,
Scarcely he secfined iVx sound u. hear
Of voices shouting, fa, and near :

"Here's Flud Oirson. fur his ^lorrd
horrt,

Torr'd an' fHllerr'd an' corr'd in a
corrt

By the women o' >Torble'-.' id !
"

' He;5i me, neighbour^!" at ]a.-,r lie
cried,

—

"What to me is this noisy lile?
What is the shame that clothca the skm
! o the nameless horror that lives within ?

A J l"^
°'' ^'^^P'"S> I see a wreck.

And hear a cry from a reeling deck !

Hate me and curse me,— I nnly dread
The hand of God and the luce of the

dead .'

"

Said old Floyd Ireson, feu his hard
heart.

Tarred and feathered and cai ried in
a cart

By the women of Marblehead !

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea
baid, "God has touched him!—whv

should we ?
"

Said an old ^nfe mourning her only son,
'Cut the rogue's tether and let liim

And ooze c'f i.'ae old Deucalion flood,
Crawl am: ^ /riggle and foam with rage,
lhujiigh;!H:,!, tradition and ballad age
So from tjic childhood of Newbury town
And Us time of fablj the tale comes

down
Of a terror which haunted bush and

brake.
The Aniphisbiena, the Double Snake ^

Thou who makest the tale thy mirth,
c:ohs!der that strip of Christian earth
On the desolate shore of a sailless sea,
r ull of terror and mystery.
Half-redeemed from the evil hold
Of the wood so dreary, and dark, and

old.

Which drank with its lips of leaves the
dew

When Time was young, and the world
was new,

And wove its shadows with sun ant(
moon.

Ere the stones of Cheops were square
and hewn,

run
So with soft relentings and rude excuse.
Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose.
And gave hnii a cloak to hide him in,
And left him alone with his shame and

sin.

Poor Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
1 arred and leathered and carried in

a cart

By the women of Marblehead !

THE DOUBLE-HEADED SNAKE
OF NEWBURY.

"Concerning ye Amphisbsena, as •
. ,s Ireceived your commands, I made r jn-

qui'V : ... he assures me yt it v re.illvtwo heads, one at each end ;vo n. . hs two
stings or tongues. "-Rev. Ckjestow-vr Top-pan to Cotto.v Mather.

Far away m the twilight ti,.'.
')f every people, in every cip-.i-

I'l-^i^'ons and griffins and m.:)nh? •
.rire

Born of water, and air, and fi'-t

'

Or nursed, like the Python, in
'

, ,ud

Think of the sea's dread monotone.
Of the mournful wail from the pine-

wood blown,
Of the strange, vast splendours that lit

the North,
Of the troubled throes of the quakinc

earth,
^ *•

And the dismal tales the Indian told,
Tdl the settler's heart at his hearth

grew cold.

And he shrank from the tawny wizard's
boasts.

And the hovering shadows seemed full
of ghosts.

And a' >ye, below, and on every side,
The fc of his creed seemed verified ;—
And think, if his lot were now thine

own.
To grope with terrors nor named nor

known.
How laxer muscle and weaker nerve
And a feebler faith thy need might

serve
;

And own to thyself the wonder more
That the snake had two heads, and not

a score !

Whether he hirkcd in the Oldtown fen
Or the gray earth-flax of the Devil's

Den,
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the Devil's

!21i!!^L"^o^^^.av ^^^,,^.
Or swam in the wooded Artirhoi

And te ,„o or c„„„e, „„,, „^,^^

tJ'Srietr;!''' "?'"?"' ""*.'•'.

Shaking „,:»£,?' -';"£'-)

ThS ^ I ^^ °'" '''^"" o'" bird !

rIT' I"";';''''' l-'ackberry uS I'd

Jndrr:s%r'°^P™'
stay ^ '

'^"^^ ^'^'ceci to

^''^Tdt""''^'"^^^^'''"^'^e break

Thanked the'snake for the fond delay.

Far and wide the tale M'as told

'*"ii.-ved,,„,.':^-l;^Si,:?j

And his^^„Uvel,o„s inttc.™ „ fc,,

S?£Stii\r^'^^''f'-'-'^ Streak

-t^^^XS-Si^-i
Behold U^^they not in this Wonder.

Stories, like di-agons. are hard to kill
' ^'^ S^ ^«^^ "ot. the tab ruts

AnKill''
^1'"^°^^-^' °" P'Pestave Hill

At either end of the marriage-chain

^ .
Dou^l/snSe; ''°°'^ '' '"^^

One m body and two in willThe Amphisb^na is living still ! "

THE SWAN SONG OF PARSON AVERY.
VVHEN the reanprV to i

Parson Avery s'aileVfrtTeSv'
wif, 't^

^"";'"- ---« ^ate

And*e,o.ear,t-ttteS^at^^^^^^^^

A ra.„ ho„e, . ,„„d,ie,- iand'.t™X SveSn"" ^'"" '"

An'd'rvSllf'SS,™ ^JJ. ir^
»"- 0"'y led.
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MARGUERITE.

Bl itted out were all the coi<;t i;r,„c

There was wailinc in the shnllr. , , .A crash of breaking timers onL-''"' """" *"^> "^^"'^ c'espair
And. through it alf the ^^^^^^^ '^^^-T^:^^ ' '

from his struf^ele in tu^ ^ ^

On a rock, whfre e" ^b tt"'brX''V''' '?" ™^<>» ^"i *= '-las.

"'- P- ftom hence Ce„! t^.^The'^^^^^Jctl '"
,

'« Tn tJ,^ I, .• , trace o( Christ, our Lord f

Ana ,he -^rFa.hrC;;ri--^„'^e -eU^n „p„ara p„.ed.

An ,o„„ B, boa,, an,, hea„,t^„*:,r;5„°,^SSrS

When .Ke. see ,he .«.e^tS SS^^"t ^c^or.... Ka,,

,

MARGUERITE.

THErnh-
.'^^'^'^A^^H'^SF.TTS BAY. 1760.

I St ?l"'
"^"^"^ '" "^^ "^'"c'la'-^-l- the buds int-. MLittle of human sorrow the l^id" -^nd the rSns knew"'

^''*'*'
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and sand
;

d.

>ing sore

;

last,

nd:

Lord!

draw near,

)ressed,

11!

l^^s^niis^^^^,.- woo.

What ,0 her was ,„

"''"'"' '™ "'" *"""<> '

The gulls in fte red of
'° ""'""'' "''""I i

She sa,v the face ofl,. ,

''"'"'''* "asLwall.

%- "o^o„,ensr^3i,i^'.^'^s-- '»- »^-.

^-ne;:lr,,t£T£,:tt^:»-or,,e„ls.resss.eppea
0«»pake .he „,o,her „,,

"'" '"'' """' »"J wop,,
• ""-a,

1
love ,otS; S-irrheSrlSh'^* ^o>' a-^-n

:

" Be she PanU^ «. k "''^''S^ °f t^^e town ?
"

' '- ^.. S'-^^ wis -;;;?,;s-hL-; r -^ --
O mother ! that .«.. . r

WJiCicver she goes !

Vou sa. Lut the town!S:SriT„Wi:^fi:- ^ove s. athirst.

Shaking her <.rav h.n^ „
''"^^^ ^' '^'•st."

en back the soul that was passing '.'jP; " ^^': ^^'•

W,- t'fSrr'7 ''\^ '^'-'^«Jd of Heaven lo ' •

""'''''' '° ^^^ ''«- '^
''^

Wistful, tende, ht «p for an instS; i^ ^'efe^Jr
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/OIJiV UNDEkl/JLL.

fi

Wi

\^M,

J-.:ii\ Ui\DERiriLL.

A SCORE of years had come and cone
Since the Pilgrims landed on Plymouth

stone,

When Captain Underhill, hearing scarsfrom Indian ambush ar.d Flemish
wars,

Left three-hilled Boston and wandered
down,

Kast by north, to Cocheco town.

With Vane the younger, in counsel
sweet

He had sat at Anna Hutchinson's feet
And, .vhen the bolt of banishment fellOn the head of his saintly oi icle
He had shared her ill as her TOod re-

port,

And braved the wrath of the General
Court.

He shook from his feet as he rode away
1 he du.t of the Massachusetts liav
li.ewoikl might bley, and the woi M

might jan.

What did if latter the perfect man,
i- whom .ue freedom of earth was

given.
Proof against sin, and sure of heaven '

And he rose in his stirrups and looked
abroad

^""^
^Ytr^

"'"^'' """'^ ^'°^'''^^ ^^^

GoDdly and stately and grave to see,
Into the clearing's space rode he,
With the sun on the hilt of his sword

in sheath,
And his silver buckles and .purs be.

neath, ^

'^"'^

'and''!!'""'
'""^'=°™^'l l^im. one

From swift Quamneaganto Gonic Fall.

elders: " Lo, I

W?fh .. V'';
^'^'' ^ ^^ '«d« alongWith screed of cripture and holy snr ^

Or thought how h" rode with his lane?;
free

By the I nver /'line and the Zuyder-

h grew to a tro Iden
Till his jod

re d.

And K.iton Po nt in the distn. oe
showed.
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"'^y vouchsafed one dayOn the shore of Nanagansett Bay,
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And mused like Isaac at eventide.
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;

^^

rt' !'T ?l'^^ °^ "^"^'^^ released,

A^J uV? ^ ^"'' assurance grew.And all I had hoped for myself I knew.
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way, ^ '

ll wir?hi 'k ^VZ-'^y %-1-af dress.
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I
wear the robe of his righteousness;



5d,

and looked

praised the

e to see,

le he,

his sword

-ipjrs be.

him, one

jonic Fall.

•• "Lo, I

to se»k a

'rouj.ht by

fier' ;,

t Ch, in

)est I can.

lin would

th shown,
one day
Bay,

the camp

tide.

I found,

3ped me

leased,

t ceased,

;w,
" I knew.

<eep my

stray

;

f dress,

ness

:

And the shafts of Sn^r. „
"^

~- 57

.. ?f''y ^'"> "s.
" the sc-ttlers cried

'^"'' ^'"^""^ anew his loin.; «r c»

The w,, Of „. Lo,„ ,. .lo„e!'.;t|£«r,T";™'r"i*^"^'7^h-"
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The signs of a battle lost within ^s into the fores e roct f.
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Ashew4e5.J„^|^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ up. and the sky
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5« THE WITCH OF IVENHAM.

Was his ear at fault that brook and
brt'czc

Sang in their saddt-st of minor keys?
What was it the mournful wood-ihrush

said ?

What whispered tiie niiie-trces over-
head ?

Did he hear the Voice on his lonely
way

That Adam heard in the cool of day?

Into the desert alnne rode he,
Alone with the Infinite Purity

;

And, bowing his soul to its tender re-
buke,

As Peter did to the Master's look,
He measured his path with prayers of

pain
For pence with God and nature a|,'ain.

And in after years to Cocheco came
'I he bruit of a once familiar name

;How among the Dutch oi. New Nether-
lands,

From wild Danskamer to Haarlem
sands,

A penitent soldier preached the Word,
And smote the heathen with Gideon's

sword?

And the heart of lioston was glad to
hear

How he harried the foe on the long
froniier.

And heaped on the land against him
barred

The coals of his generous watch and
ward.

Frailest and bravest ! the Bay State still

Counts with her worthies John Under-
hill.

" Where go you, in your Sunday coat ?
Son Andrew, tell me, pray."

" F..r stripetl penli in Wenham Lake
I go to fish to-day."

" Unharmed of thee in Wenham Lake
The mottlefl perch shall be :

A blue-eyed witch sits on the bank
And weaves her net for thee.

" She weaves her golden hair; she sings

^
Her spcllsong Jow and faint ;

The wickeilest witch in .Salem jail
Is to that girl a saint.

''

" Nay, mother, hold thy cruel tongue
;God knows," the young man cried,

" He never made a whiter soul
Than hers by Wenham side.

" She tends her mother sick and blind.
And every want supplies

;

To her above the blessed Hook
She lends her soft blue eyes,

" Her voice is glad with holy .songs,

_
Her lips are .';weef with prayer

;Go where you will, in ten miles round
Is none more good and fair."

" Son Andrew, for the love of God
And of thy mother, stay !

"

She clasped her hands, she wept aloud,
But Andrew rode away.

m

THE WITCH OF WENHAM.

Along Crane River's sunny slopes
Blew warm the winds of May,

And over Naumkeag's ancient oaks
The green outgrew tli'^ gray.

The grass was green on Rial-side,
The early birds at will

Waked up the violet in its dell,
The wind-flower on its hill.

" O reverend sir, my Andrew's soul
The Wenham witch has caught

;

She holds him with the curled gold
Whereof her snare is wrought.

"She charms him with her great blue
eyes.

She binds him with her hair
;

Oh, break the spell with holy words.
Unbind him with a prayer !

"

"Take heart," the painful preacher
said,

"This mischief shall not be ;

The witch shall perish in her sins
And Andrew shall go free.

" Our poor Ann Putnam testifies

She saw her weave a spell.

Bare-armed, loose-haired, at full of
moon.

Around a dried-up well.
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Whin Oo,l co„,„,.„„|/,„t|^);'/..

"
"" »;? """ "™™'i"6 wild b«,.

And Slam of mbtet wine "^

Too well ihevknpuii,

Ti3p,rx/*'"''''s^^^^^

II.

Oh fairthe/aceofWenham
I ni

""yelloXv'o'Sltr'"^"''"'

^•^"EKSrnLT"""-'

Even now to WenhVm Sl ''

''

The marshal in his saddle sat.H>s daughter at his knee f'I,go to fetch that arrant witch^hy fair playmate," quoth he

"f (ell fhe" r^n J • r

. Before ,S',?o:|i;;-,'--'^<i haft 3e,
And woe to all «,k^ '

oppos.t^'i;ht:r--noves

Sat shaping for her bridal dress

FromAlforVhllfro'deX;;.'^^"^'

H.^face ^^•as hard with cruel fear.He grasped the maiden's hands'Come with me untn q.
"anas,

For t;n fKJ

I

° aalem towji•for so the law commands!"

"?aV'el?'hr'''"yr"^°''^«rsay
,

i-areuell beforelgo!"
He closer tied her little handsUnto his saddle bow

" T'M n * "^^^ aaughter's sake '^

From off the galloivs-lree"



6o THE WITCH OF WENHAM.
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The tlay died out, the night came down;
Her evening prayer she said,

Whde, through the dark, strange faces

seemed
To mock her as she prayed.

The present horror deepened all

The fears her childhood knew
;

The awe wherewith the air was filled

With every breath she drew.

And could it be, she trerabhng asked,
Some secret thought or sin

Had shut good angels from her lieart

And let the bad ones in ?

Had she in some forgotten dream
Let go her hold on Heaven,

And sold herself unwittingly
To spirits unforgiven ?

Oh, weird and still the dark hours
passed

;

No human sound she heard.
But up and down the chimney stack
The swallows moaned and stirred.

And o'er her, with a dread surmise
Of evil sight and sound.

The blind bats on their leathern wings
Went wheeling round and round.

Low hanging m the midnight sky
Looked in a half-faced moon.

Was it a dream, or did she hear
Her lover's whistled tune ?

She forced the open scuttle back
;

A whisper reached her ear :

•' Slide down the roof to me," it said,
" So softly none may hear."

She slid along the slopmg roof
Till from its eaves she hung.

And felt the loosened shingles yield
To which her fingers clung

Below, her lover stretched his hands
And touched her feet so small

;

"Drop down to me, dear heart, " he said,
"My arms shall break the fall."

He set her on his pillion soft.

Her arms about him twined
;

And, noiseless as if velvet-shod.
They left the house behind.

But w hen they reached the open way,
Full free the rein he cast

;

Oh, never through the mirk midnight
Rode man and maid more fast.

Along the wild wood-paths they sped.
The hridgeless streams they swam

;

At set of moon they passed the Bass,
At sunrise Agawam.

At high noon on the Merrimack
The ancient ferryman

P'orgot, at times, his idle oars.

So fair a freight to scan.

And when from off his grounded boat
He saw them mount and ride,

" God keep he;- from the evil eye.
And harm of witch !

" he cried.

The maiden laughed, as youth will laugl
At all its fears gone by

;

"He does not know," she whispered
low,

"A little witch am L"

All day he urged his weary horse.
And, in the red sundown.

Drew rein before a friendly door
In distant Berwick town.

A fellow-feeling for the wronged
The Quaker people felt

;

And safe beside their kindly hearths
The hunted maiden dv. jlt.

Until from off its breast the land
The haunting horror threw,

And hatred, born of ghastly dreams.
To shame and pity grew.

Sad were the year's spring morns, and
sad

Its golden summer day.
But blithe and glad its withered fields,

And skies of ashen gray
;

Forspelland charm had power no more,
The spectres ceased to roam.

And scattered households knelt again
Around the hearths of home.

And when once more by Beaver Dam
The meadow-lark outsang,

And once again on all the hills

The early violet f nrang,
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And all the M-indy pasture slopesLay green wiil,i„ the arms
Ofcreeks that bore the salted seaio pleasant inland farms,

^
Th!!"'"? f¥ ""^ '^' '^''^ins he forcedThe jail-bolis backward fell; ^And j-outh and hoary age came forth
i^ike .ouls escaped from hell.

IN THE «'OLD SOUTH."
1677.

^""^
'
Qmrch

'^"""^ '" "'' ^^'^ ^°"'^

i,.A
'^°"^'er and a sign,

^^l.£,?^°"'^
'/'^ old tmie sibyls wore,

llalf-crazed and half-divine.

Save the mournful sackcloth about herwound
Unclothed as the primal mother,With Im^bs^that trembled and eyes' that

With a fire she dared not smother

(at

Loose on her shoulders fell her hair
Withsprmkled ashes m-av

''weird
"'' '"""'^ '-^i^le strange and

A3 a soul at the judgment day.

"^"'^
'^

midl"''^'"'
^'''"'"^ '" '"^^'^''"'^"'s

And the p'eople held their breath.For these were the words the maiden
spoke

Through lips as pale as death ;

•'Thus saith the Lord, with equal feetAll men my courts shall tread,And pnest and luler no more shall
Cflt

My people up like bread !

''^^'^'^iil'^'''''-''''^'^oid shall

In thunder and breakmg seals !

I

Let all souls worship H,m in the wayHis light within reveals."
^

She shook the dust from her naked fe >tAnd her sackcloth closer drew^"^
'"Jy,j;;V'^

"' "^'^ '-^^ve-hushcl

She passed like a ghost from view.

^^^'"^

"t'Ee^'S^
^'' ^^^'^y ^' the tail o'

Through half the streets of the townBut the words she utte.ed that day no;

Could burn nor water drown.

And now the aisles of the ancient churcl,By equal feet are trod,
And the bell that swings in tts belfryrmgs ^

Freedom to worship God !

^t ZTufr"^'' ^- ^-"^"S i-s done
It thrills the conscious walls •

A '^T ''';°'" ^^"^ 'casement cri'es aloudAnd the beam from the timber cX
There are steeple-houses on every haiu'And puipits that bless and ban

'

And the Lord will not grudge the single
church '^

That is set apart for man.

^°VZ^T '^°'^"}^"dmentsareall thelaw

a;?) , c
I"''^Phets under the sun,

A nJ'?K^'''
" ''^^^ ^"d 'he last is firstAnd the twain are verily one.

So, long as Boston shall Boston be

ci, n r
^"'\ '^^y-''de.s rise and fall,

'

Shall freedom stand in the Old South
Church

And plead for the rights of all J



VOICES OF FREEDOM.
From 1833 to 1848.

fHi'
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TOUSSAINT i;OUVERTURE.'-«

TWAS night. The tranquill moonlight
smile

With which Heaven dreams of Earth,
shed down

Its beauty on the Indian isle,

—

On broad green field and white-walled
town

;

And inland waste of rock and wood,
In searching sunshine, wild and rude,
Rose, mellowed through the silvergleam,
Soft as the landscape of a dream,
All motionless and dewy wet,
Tree, vine, and flower in shadow met

:

The myrtle with its snowy bloom.
Crossing the nightshade's solemn

gloom,

—

The white cecropia's silver rind
Relieved by deeper green behind,—
The orange with its fruit of gold, —
The lithe paullinia's verdant fold, —
The passion-flower, with symbol holy.
Twining its tendrils long and lowl" —
The rhexias dark, and cassia tal',

And proudly rising over all,

The kingly palm's imperial stem.
Crowned with its lealy diadem,
Star-like, beneath whose sombre shade.
The fiery-winged cucullo played !

Yes,— lovely was thine aspect, then,
Fair island of the Western Sea !

Lavish of beauty, even when
Thy brutes were happier than thy men.
For they, at least, were free !

Regardless of thy glorious clime.
Unmindful of thy soil of flowers,

The toiling negro sighed, that Time
No faster sped his hours.

For, by the dewy moonlight still,

He fed the weary-turning mill.

Or bent him in the ciiill morass.
To pluck the long and tangled grass,

And hear above his scar-worn back
The heavy slave-whip's frequent crack

;

While in his heart one evil thought
In solitary madness wrought.
One baleful (ire surviving still

The quenching of the immortal mind.
One steruer passion of his kind.

Which even fetters could not kill,

—

The savage hope, to deal, ere long,
A vengeance bitterer than his wrong !

Hark to that cry .'—long, loud, and shrill,

From field and forest, rock and hill,

Tiirilling and horrible it rang,
Around, beneath, above ;—

The wild beast from his cavern sprang.
The wild bird from her grove !

Nor fear, nor joy, nor agony
Were mingled in that midnight cry

;

But like the lion's growl of wrath,
When falls that hunter in his pith
Whose barbed arrow, deeply set,

Is rankling in his bosom yet.

It told of hate, full, deep, and strong.
Of vengeance kindling out of wrong

;

It was as if the crimes of ye us

—

The unrequited toil, the tears.

The shame and hate, which liken well
Earth's garden to the nether hell-
Had found in nature's self a tongue.
On which the gathered horror hung ;
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As if from cliff, and stream, and glen
Burst on the startled ears of men
That voice which rises unto God,
Solemn and stern,—the cry of blood !

ft ceased,—and all was still once more,
Save ocean chafing on his shore,
'I'he sighing of the wind between
The broad banana's leaves of green,
Or bough by restless plumage shook,
Or murmuring voice of mountain brook.

Brief was the silence. Once atjain
Pealed to the skies that frantic yell,

Glowed on the heavens a fiery stain,
And flashes rose and fell

;

And painted on the blood-red sky,
Dark, naked arms were tossed on high

;

And, round the white man's lordly hall,'
Trod, fierce and free, the brute li

fnade ;

And those who crept along the wall.
And answered to his lightest call

^
With more than sj^aniel dread,—

The creatures of his lawless heck,—
Were trampling on his very neck !

And on the night-air, vnld and clear,
Rose woman's shriek of more than fear

;

For bloodied arms were round her
thrown,

And dark cheeks pressed against her
own !

Listenmg, with half-suspended breath,
1 o the wild sounds of fear and death,—

Toussaint I'Ouverture !

What marvel that his heart beat high !

The IjIow for freedom had been given,
And blood had answered to the cry
Which Earth sent up to Heaven !

What marvel that a fierce delight
Smiled grimly o'er his brow of night,—
As groan and shout and bursting flame
Told where the midnight tempest came,
With blood and fire along its van,
And death behind !—he was a Man !

Then, mjured Afric !—for the shame
Of thy own daughter;^, vengeance came
i-ull on the scornful hearts of those.
Who mocked thee in thy nameless woes.
And to thy hapless clnidren gave
One choice,—pollution or the grave !

Where then was he whose fiery zeal
irad taught the trampled heart to feel,
Untd despair itself grew strong.
And vengeance fed its torch from wrong?
^ow, when the thunderbolt is speeding;
Now, when oppression's heart is bleed-

Now, when the latent curse of Time
Is raining down in fire and blood,—

That curse which, through long years
of crime,

Has gathered, drop by drop, its flood,—
Why strikes he not, the foremost one.
Where murder's sterne, t deeds are

done?

He stood the aged palms beneath.
That shadowed o'er liis humble door,

Yes, dark-souled chieftain .' — if the light
Of mild Religion's heavenly ray

Unveiled not to thy mental sight
The lowlier and the purer way,

In which the Holy Sufferer trod,
Meekly amidst the sons of cri^.e,

That calm reliance upon God
_
For justice in his own good time,—

That gentleness to which belongs
Forgiveness for its many wrongs.
Even as the primal martyr, kneelino-
F'or mercy on the evil-dealing,— *
Let not the favoured white man name
Thy stern appeal, with words of blame.
Has /tenot, with the light of heaven

Broadly around him, made the same?
Yea, on his thousand war-lields striven,

^
And gloried in his ghastly shame?—

Kneeling amidst his brother's blood,'
To offer mockery unto God,
As if the High and Holy One
Could smile on deeds of murder done !

As if a human sacrifice

Were purer in his Holy eyes.
Though offered up by Christian hands,
Than the foul rites of Pagan lands I

Sternly, amidst his household band.
His carbine grasped within his hand.
The white man stood, prepared and

still,

Waiting the shock of maddened men,
Unchained, and fierce as tigers, when
The horn winds through their

caverned hill.

And one was weeping in his sight,

—

Tile swccU-sl flower of ail the isle,

—

The bride who seemed but yesternight
Love's fair embodied smile.

And, clinging to her trembling knee

!•

i •
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Looked up the form of infancy,

With tearful glance in cither face

'I he secret of its fear to trace.
*' Ha ! stand or die !" The white man's

eye

His steady mrsket gleamed along,

As a tall Negro hastened nigh

With fearless step and strong.

"What, ho, Toussaint !' A moment
more.

His shadow crossed the lighted floor.

"Away !" he shouted; "tly with mc,

—

The white man's bark is on the sea ;

—

Her sails must catch the seaward w ind,

Her sudden vengeance sweeps i)ehind.

Oar brethren from their graves have

spoken,

Tlie yoke is spurned, —the chain is

broken
;

On all the iiills our tires are glowing,

—

Through all the vales red blood is flow-

ing !

No mere tiie mocking White shall rest

His foot upon tiie Negro's breast

;

No more, at morn or eve, shall drip

The warm blood from the driver's whip

:

Yet, though Toussaint has vengeance
sworn

For all the wrongs his race have borne,

—

Though for each drop of Negro Ijlood

The white man's veins shall pour a flood;

Not all alone the sense of ill

Around his heart is lingering still.

Nor deeper can the white man feel

The generous warmth of grateful zeal.

Friends of the Negro ! Hy with me,

—

The path is open to the sea :

Away, for life
!"—He spoke, and pressed

The young child to his manly breast,

As, headlong, through the cracking cane,

Down swept the dark insuigent train,

—

Drunken and grim, with shot and yell

Howled through the dark, like sounds

from hell.

Far out, in peace, the white man's sail

Swayed fi'«e before the sunrise gale.

Cloud-lik'" that island hung afar.

Along liie bright horizon's verge,

O'er which the curse of servile war
Rolied its red torrent, surge on surge

;

And he—the Negro champion—where
in tiie tierce tumult struggled iie?

Go trace him by the fiei y glare

Of dwellings in the midnight air.

—

The yells of triumph and despair,

—

The streams that crin^son to the sea !

Sleep calmly in thy dungeon-tomb,

Beneath Besan^on's alien sky.

Dark Haytien !— for the time shall

come.
Yea, even now is nigh,

—

When, everywhere, thy name shall be
Redeemed from colour's infamy ;

And men shall learn to speak of thee

As one of earth's great spirits, born

In servitude, and nursed in scorn,

Casting aside the weary weight

And fei rs of its low estate.

In that strong majesty of soul

^Vhich knows no colour, tongue, or

clime,—
Which still hath spurned the base con-

trol

Of tyrants through all time !

Far other hands than mine may wreath

The laurel round thy brow of death,

Arul speak thy praise, as one whose word
A thousand fiery spirits stirred,

—

Who crushed his foeman as a worm,

—

Whose step on human hearts fell

firm :^

Be mine the better task to find

A tribute for thy lofty mind.

Amidst whose gloomy vengeance shone

Some milder virtues all thine own,

—

Some gleams of feeling pure and warm,
Like sunshine on a sky of storm,

—

Proofs that the Negro's heart retains

Some nobleness amidst its chains,

—

That kindness to the wronged is never

Without its excellent reward,

—

Holy to human-kind, and ever

Acceptable to God.

THE SLAVE-SHIPS.^
'Th.-it fatal, that perfidious bark,

Built i' the eclipse, and rigged with curses

dark."
Milton's I.ycicias,

" All ready ?" cried the captain ;

"Ay, ay !" the seamen said
;

" Heave up the worthless lubbers,

—

Thy dying and the dead."

Up from the slave-ship's prison

Fierce, ijcarded licads were tlirust :

" Now let the sharks look to it,

—

Toss up the dead ones first .'

"



TO

rilE SLA VE-ShJPS.

* \

65

Corpse after corpse came up,

—

Death had been busy there
;

Wher'^ every blow is mercy,
Why should the spoiler spare ?

Corpse after corpse they cast
Sullenly from the ship,

Yet bloody M'ith the traces
Of fetter-link and whip.

Gloomily stood llie captain,
With his arms upon his breast.

With his cold brow sternly knotted,
And his iron lip compressed.

" Are a," the dead dos^rs over ?

"

Growled throuLdi that matted lip,-
" The blind ones are no better.

Let's lighten tlie good ship.

"

Iloik ! from the shii)"s dark l)osom,
The very sounds of hell !

The ringing clank of iron,—

^
The maniac's short, sharj) yell ! -

Thf? hoarse, low curse, tln-oat-stified,-
The starving infant's moan.

—

The horror of a breaking heart
Poured through a mother's groan.

Up from that loathsome prison
The stricke- i-id ones came :

Below, had al' n darkness,—
Above, was sail the same.

Yet the holy breath of heaven
Was sweetly breathing there,

And the heated brov/ of fev-r
Cooled in the soft sea air.

"Overboard with tliem, shipmates!"
Cutlass and dirk were plied

;

Fettered and blind, one after one,
Plunged down the vessel's side.

The sabre smote above, —
Beneath, tlie lean shark lav

Waiting with wide and hiood'y jaw
His quick and humau prey.

God of the earth ! •x\vaS. cries
Rang upward unto thee?

Voices of agony and blood,
From ship-deck and from sea.

The last dull plunge was heard,
1 !! ia,-,f, '.lavc -^raiigni !!'= stam,

—

j'md the unsated shark looked up
For human hearts in vain.

Red glowed the western waters,—
The setting sun was there,

Scattering alike on wave and cloud
Hi-i fiery mesh of hair.

Amidst a group in blindness,
A solitary eye

Clazed, from the burdened slaver's deck,
Into that burning sky.

"A storm." spoke out the gazer,
" Is g.ithering and at hand, -

\

Curse on't— I'd give 7nv other eye
I For one fnni tood of land."
And then he laughed,— but only

i ^
His echoed laugh replied,—

For the blinded and the sufterinr:
Alone were at his side.

Night settled on the waters,
And on a stormy heaven,

While fiercely on that lone ship's track
The thunder-gust was driven.

"A sail !—thank God, a s.iil !"

And as the helmsman spoke.
Up through the stormy murmur
A shout of gladness broke.

Down came the stranger's vessel,

Unheeding on her way,
.So near, that on the slaver's deck

Fell off her driven spray.
" Ho ! for the love of ineicy,—
We're perishing and blind !"

A wail of utter agony
Came back upon the wind :

"Help us! for we are stricken

I
W ith blindness every one ;

I Ten days we ve floated fcurfullv,

Lnnotmg star or sun.

I

Our ship s the slaver Leon,—
!

We've but a score on board,

—

I

Our slaves are all gone over.

—

Help,—for the love of God !"'

On livid brows of agony
The broad red lightning shone,—

But the roar of wind and thunder
Stifled the answering groan

Wailed from the broken waters
A last desj\\ring cry.

As, kindling in the stormy light,

The stranger .^hij) went by.

H

^

.1 if
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'"STANZAS.

In the sunny Guadaloupe
A dark-hulled vessel lay,—

•

With a crew who noted never
Tha nightfall or the day.

The blossom of the orange
VVas white by every stream,

And tropic leaf, and flow-r, and birdWere m the \varm sunbeam.

And the sky was bright as ever.
And the moonlight slept as well.On the palm-trees by the hillside.
Anci the streamlet of the dell •

And the glances of the C.-cole
Were still as archly deep.

And her smiles as full as ever
Of passion aixl of sleep,

But vain were bird and blossom,
1 he green earth and the sky,

Ami the smile of human fices,
io the slaver's darkened eve

;At the breaking of the morning,
At the star-lit evening time,U era world of light and !>eauty
Fell the blackness of his crinie

STANZAS.

and the sword ofjustir/i^he^rTfo ^ed'^h;'"^:

Sutes, which could not hear the bond? ofn^"g-cradle the bondage which a kinf J

buoyancy o.^our ^^Z^Zl]^ It e f
°
et.c in

.
"Genius of America I-Soirit .r r.,.- r

institutions '-Where .-irt t) A,,iu ""I
\'^^^

fallen, O Lucifer' son nr?h"''^''''*"'°'»
art th«., fallen W°He° vent TIH?-^°"
neath is moved fur thee Io mee^ ,hl ? k'^'com ng ! -The kinsr^ „f ',1 \.

"^* ^' '^V
thee, Aha Iha^ART THn?''n''

"^ °"' '°

Our fellow-countrymen in chains •

SkveTV" ? ''"^' "'""Sht an<l law !blaves-crouching on the verv plains
VVhere rolled the storm of Freedom's

war

!

A groan from Eutaw's haunted wood,-A wad where Camd^n'^
fell,—

""

% erery shrine of patriot blood,

By storied hUl and hallowed grotBy mossy wood and marshy Hen.Whence rang of old the rifle-shot.
And hurrying shout of Marion's men !The groan of breaking hearts is there,--
i he falhng lash.-the fetter's clank '

Wh;v";;''n''-?f'-''i!:'^"'^^'"^'^"thatair.'

chant' ' ''"'' ^"'"'^'

What, ho ! -^«r countrymen in chains !

flesh'? °" ''°''^"'^
^^"""^'"J-^

'^C.nlrf
"''';:">""g ^vith the stains

td f;s -'" "^"^'^'^^ ^^''^'•-

What! mothers from their children
riven !

^^'^""sold^"'''^
own image bought and

Americans to market driven.
And bartered as the brute for gold !

> peak ! shall their agony of prayertome thrdling to our hearts in vain ?lo us whose fathers scorned to bear
J he jialtry menace of a chain ;Io us whose boast is loud and longOf holy Liberty and Lighi -

'Say, shall these writhing slaves cfu long

^'^'^RiTt?'^
f""- their plundered

What! shall we send, with kvish
breath,

AX-?"'"
\>;'"Pathies across the wave.

Where Manhood, on the field of death,
S rikes for his freedom or a grave?

Shall prayers go up and hvmns \^ sung
1-or Greece, the Moslem fetter spurn-

. ,
ins.

And millions hail with pen and tongue
^?«night on all her altars bnrnini?

Shall Belgium feel, and gallant France,
i^y Vendomc s pile and Schoenbrun'o

wall.

And Poland gasping on her lance,

A I ,
™P"''''= "<" o"r cheering call ?

.-^iKi shall tne SLAVE, benenth our eye
Clank oer our fields, his hateful

rnain?
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t France,
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call?

our eye,

hateful

Arid toss his fettered arms on hirh
Andgroa„forFreedon.'sg;;,;f;,i„p

^TL'^'^^l
P'-"«sia s banner he

^ % Baikal-: ire4V?^ev?
'"

^tSh?^ w-trXt:,^--P
neiax the iron hanrl nf i^^; i

And bid his bondnre^'c: f tchainFrom fettered soul and lirntaSr
Shall every flap of England's flarr

wirtSSfiff"&^
That beetles o'er the w''''

'^'"'^ "'S
And shall we scoff ni^^ ^ "'f'" ^'^'^ ?

When ScWs1;i'"''T ' ^"'S^'
And round ou^'^nlry-s'lSi^"^'
The damnmg shade ofSlavery's cS?se?

^"TTi'^^'-'/J^'^ofConstantine

^^ y^ATArjr^ GIRL,
67

Like that which wasted Egypt's earfhVVhen had and tire above U AnHear ye no warnings in the a!/'
i-ee ye no earthquake underneath '

P^r:"P •• why will ye slumber whereThe sleeper only wakes in death ?'

^' I Tk^tha"; f
'''^""^ -'-""^ '" -^tr.feJ.Ike that your sierner fathers siw

I "!,V^'^"1
waste of human life _ '~

i he g cry and the guilt of war •

Maclemiehl,-,h,„„El,,|„,|i„-„gg^j,

Do"-„ta,heshrin,or«olod,„„k

I f\ I t-ti«U IT *To Truth and w" and'^fercy givenF-eedom's gift, and Fre'edon";
And iic-cdom s g

„, prayer,
vShall call an

Heaven !

answer down from

Just God ! and <;}t3!1 ,„« 1 .

Tk„ /"u •
"'^" we ca mlv r^sfThe Ch„^st.n's scorn, --the'LSn-s

Content to live the lingering,est

Shalfou'rCrX--^'^'^'^
Tlin*

glorious land retainTlm^cn„o .hich K„„pe ^Z. ,„

wear?
^"'''^

' menials,

THE YANKEE G\\\h.

'"'
tiL'^'^'-

^'^^^^ ^^ ^hat low

M-.u
^"^^tchmg iTcfcre.

^>itn a music as sweet a« fi,^

„
-hich seems

'"' ''^'^ '""^'^

Breathed softly and faint in the ear ofour dreams '

Frty;b?ard'S---niypart.
Andonq>n'S.f'^,^^^^^
Scatty the living coals of Truth-rdV" ^""^b*^"-- fJeeper vet'

i«b.o«..rroS:'ur:sE-

°''Sr-"^^^^^^-- comes

Thc^ga^hered wrath of GoeJ anci

How l^^Hant and mirthful the light of

^'^'".h"S"-'"^'°"^''°'^*^'^'«of
And light^. and freely her dark tresses

O'er a Wand a bosom as lovely as

i^""maTr'w;""''""f''^"*"-'he
' M- ,

"laster «rho waves
-^P of _^omimon o'er hundreds of

\ 'il

i III
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6S 7C W'. L. C,

" Nay, Ellen,— lor shame ! Let those

Yankee fools spin,
\

Who would pass for our slaves with a :

change of their skin ;

Let them toil as they will at the loom
or the wheel,

Too stupid for shame, and to'j vulgar to

feel!

" But thou art too lovely and precious

a go ill

To be bound to their burdens and sul-

lied by them,—
For shame, Ellen, shame,—cast thy

bondage aside,

And away to the South, as my blessing

and pride.

" O, come where no winter thy foot-

steps can wrong.
But where flowers are blossoming all

the year long,

Where the shade of the palm-tree is

over my home.
And the lemon and orange are white in

their bloom !

"O, come to my home, where my ser-

vants shall all

Depart at thy bidding and come at thy
call

;

They shall heed thee as mistress with
trembling and awe.

And each wish of thy heart shall 1 o felt

as a law."

O, could ye have seen her—that pride

of our girl's

—

Arise and cast back the dark wealth of

her curls.

With a scorn in her eye "\'hich the gazer
could feel,

And a glance like the sunshine that

flashes on steel

!

"Go back, haughty vSouthron ! thy
treasures ct gold

Are dim mth the blood of the hearts
thou hast sold ;

Thy home may be lovely, but round it

1 hear

The crack of the whip and the footsteps

of fear

!

•'And the sky of thy South may be
brighter than ours,

And greener thy landscapes, and fairei

thy flowers
;

But dearer the blast round our moun
tains which rave.;.

Than the sweet summer zephyr whicl

breathes over slaves !

" Full low at thy bidding thy negroes

may kneel,

With the iron of bondage on spirit and

heel

;

Yet know that the Yankee girl sooner

wouUl be

In fetters with them, than in freedom

with thee !

"

TO W. L. c;.'

Champion of those who groan beneath

Oppiession's iron hand :

In view of penury, hate, and death,

I see thee fearless stand.

Still bearing up thy lofty brow.

In the steadfast strength of truth,

In manhood sealing well the vow
And promise of thy youth.

Go on,— for thou hast chosen well;

On in the strength of God !

Long as one human heart shall swell

Beneath the tyrant's rod.

Speak in a slumbering nation's ear,

As thou hast ever spoken.

Until the dead in sin shall hear,

—

The fetter's link be broken !

I love thee with a brother's love,

I feel my pulses thrill.

To mark thy spirit soar above
The cloud of human ill.

My heart hath leaped to answer thine.

And echo back thy words.

As leaps the warrior's at the shine

And flash of kindred swords !

They tell me thou art rash and vain

—

A searcher after fame ;

That thou art striving but to gain

A long-enduring name :

That thou hast nerved the Afric's hand
And steeled the Afric's heart.

To shake aloft his vengeful brand,

And rend his chain apart.

Have I not n wn thee well, and "-wad

Thy might; ^ rpose long ?

* William Lloyd Garrison.



THE J/UNT£A'S OF ME.\\

And watched the trials which have madeThy human spirit strone>

Avail with one hke nie,
iodini the sunshine of my faithAnd earnest trust in thcc ?

Amid thy pathway s gloom,-^
The fate which sternly threatens therr>is glorious martyrdom

!

Ihenonward withamartyi'szeal
And wait thy sure reward

An",T\ '°, '"'''" ""^ '""'^^ '^hall kneelAnd God Jonc be Lord '

1833.

SONG OF THE FRKi:.

Pride of New England !

boulofour fathers!

•[In^
w« all craven-like,

When the storm gaUiL-rs?
What though the tempest l;e
..^^ver us lowering,
Where's the New-Englander

."shamefully cowering?
Graves green and holy
Around us are lying __

I-ree were the sleepers'all
Living and dying !

Back with the Southerner's
i'adlocks and scourges '

Go,—let him fetter down"
Ocean's free surges

\

Go,—let him silence
Winds, clouds, and waters,

-

.Never New England's own
treasons and daughters'

Tree as our rivers are
Ocean-ward going.—

Free as the breezes are
Over us blowin"

Up to our altars, then,
Haste we, and summon

Gourage and loveliness,
Manhood and woman •

i>eep let our pledges be :

Freedom for ever !

Truce with -ppression,
Never, ohi never'

Lyourow h.rthright-mft
f^ranted. f Heaven,- '

iSs'^.

Freedom for heart and lip,
-lie the pledge given !

If we have whispered truth,
\V hisper no longer

;

Jspeak as the temjiest does,
Merner and stronger

;

it III Ix: the tones of truth
Louder and firmer

'"^'vSu^'J''^
haught; South

Uith the deep murmur;
<^od and our charter's right

^ ^
r reedom for ever .'

'

Truce with oppression,
•Never, oh ! never

'

THE HUNTERS OF MEN.
Have ye heard of our hunting, o'ermountam and glen,

*"

Through cane-break and forest,-the
hunting of men? ' ^

"" 'Tttr '""'
'° "'» ^"«'»^'

Hark ;_iho cheer and ihe hajlo J-ihe
crac : of the whin,

'''hirgl/pV'-^--'^- he fastens

^" " theViLT^"--' ^"^ -^^«
Though hundreds are caught, there are

millions to catch

Uin and glen,
Through cane-brake and forest,_the

hunting of men !

Gay luck to our hunters .'-how nobly
tney ride ^

In the glow of their zeal, and the
strength of their pride!-

The priest with his cassock flung backon the wind,
'^

J"''
'behhiT-^''

^°"''' statesman

The saint und the sinner, with cursing
anu prayer,—

.

°

''''^'^'tSe''"'^
the sober, ride merrily

And woma"n,-kind woman, -wife.
widow, and maid.

'1.''^

!' .'I



IP CLERICAL OPFRl S0R6.

For the good of the hunted, is landing
her aid :

Her foot's in the stirrup, her hand on
the rein,

How blithely she rides to the hunting
of men !

O. goodly and grand is our hunting tc
see,

In this "land of the brave and thi-

home of the free.
'

Priest, warrids, and statesman, from
Georgia to Maine,

All mouiring the saddle,—all graspiuf;
the rein,— "^

j

Right merrily hunting the black man,
whose sin

Is the curl of his hair and the hue of \

his skin \ I

Woe, now, to the hunted who turns
him at bay !

Will our hunters be turned from their
purpose and prey ?

Will their hearts fail within them?—
their nerves tremble, when

All roughly they ride to the hunting of
men?

Ho !—ALMS for our hunters ! all weary
and faint.

Wax the curse of the sinner and prayer
of the saint.

The horn is wound faintly,—the echoes
are still.

Over cane-brake and river, and forest
and hill.

Haste,—alms for our hunters ! the hui t-

ed once more
Have turned from their fli-ht with their

backs to the shore T
What right have i/iey here in the home

of the white.
Shadowed o'er by our banner of Free-

dom and Right ?

Ho !—alms for the hunters ! or never
again

Will they ride in their pomp to the hunt-
ing of men

!

Alms,—alms for our hunters ! why
will ye delay.

When their pride and their glory are
melting away ?

The parsoii has turned
; for, on charge

of his own,

Who goeth a warfare, or huntini;, alone?
1 1 he politic statesman looks back with

a sigh,—
Ihere is doubt in his heart, -there is

fear in his eye.
O, haste, lest that doubting and fear

shall prev.iil.

And the head of h^s steed take the placa
of the tail.

O, haste, ere he leave us ! for who will
ride then.

For pleasure or gain, to the hunting of
men ?

1835.

CLERICAL Orii I'SSORS.

[In the report of the celebrated pro-sl.iv^ry
meeting 11, Cl.arleston, S. (J., 011 the 4th of i!i^
oth niontli, 1835, published in the Cuurier r
til li city, It IS stated, " The clercv of all
denomtnattons attended in a body, le-jUINg
THEIR SANCTION TO THE PROCEEDING,,-,, and
.ijlding by their presence to the impressive
character of the srene

'

"]

Just God !—and these are they
Wiio minister at thine altar, God of

Right

!

Men who their hands with jrayer and
blessing lay

On Israel's Ark of light!

What
! preach and kidnap men ?

Give thanks,—and rob thy own afflicted
poor?

Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then
Bolt hard the captive's door?

What
! servants of thy own

Merciful Son, who came to seek and save
The homeless and the outcast,—fetter-

ing down
The tasked and plundered slave !

Pi/ate and Herod, friends !

Chief priests and rulers, as of old, com-
bine !

Just God and holy! is that church, which
lends

Strength to the spoiler, thine ?

Paid hypocrites, who turn
Judgment aside, and rob the Holy Book
Of those high words of truth which

search and burn
In warning and rebuke

;

And
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THE CHRISTIAN SLAVE.
Feed fat, ye locusts, feed ! I wk; 1 .l

"

And, m your tasselk-d pulpits, thank
' '

,,'
'""'" "'^'"° o^ »he market

the Lord .
pi-^--

That, from the toiling bondman's utter
' '" ^'''' ^"'^'^n'ng won ?

need.need,

Ye pile jour own full board. Ha,/^? ^ • ''*" ^'"'^^ things 1«?

„ , ^
""'' '^°" "°' ^»i'' 'ha wfetsoeerkHow long, O Lord! how lonP t- . ,

''°"'-'

Shall such a priesthood barter uuth "r'^ '"'l'''''
'''"''"'>• humblest one

_

away, ^^ ^-'ven done to thcc?
Ami m thy nan robbery and i„ „ , ,

.

,
.wrong J' '" L„

.,
fn 'hat sad victim, then

At thy own all.., pray? ^''"'^ ^^ '^y pitying love, I see »hee
I stand,

—

^

smite?
Shall not the living God of all the eorU,And heaven above, do right?

'

^, ,
A Christian up for sale •

Woe, th, :,. ,0 all who rrri„., ''"^.!'L'K'''r'
>'°"'-

^^^'P^- o'er-

To all who plunder from ,1, •
, //. T^ ^"*^ '^^"^e,

^

mind
"''-' "nwo' tal

^-^'''' patience shall not fail

!

Its bright and glorious crown ! A heathen hand might deal

^)^rt^-^ ' -oe
I

°" 'S^^ thegathered wrong

iJound, sold, anc. scourged again.

''"''""'r:;k''«'-"P-y- and nightly

Ve neithe'r heed nor feol.

T^ tu L
r«'e5.rnooa ! woeTo those who.se hire IS with the price of

I>l0u(i,—

'"""'Theyf""' ^''"«'"S' -
The searching truths of God 1

|

Co„ well thy le.son o'er

Shnii'^''^ '"F'"'y
'^"^ «heir might

'ioM'-W.«/ teacher, -tell [he toilineShall perish
;
and their very names shall No ^

''''''^

V„ 1 r
''" '^""P^°-^""t'erous tale of Him who came .0Vile before all the people, in the Imht TV,

'^'''

Ofa world's liberty.
'"^ ''g^t

^ ^c outcast and the poor,

WJ, ^'ix';'"'*''^
"'^ nioment on

As in their home ab(jve.

But wisely shut the ray

\eart^'''^'^
from her simple

And to her darkened mind alone im-
purt

One stern command, -Obey !

THE CHRISTIAN SLAVE I Ti ^^° '^^'^ ^"°" ^^^^'^y raise

'^^^^%^^^^-l Tasisirc-I ""whife™^°^^"™- ^^^'^
^
^"^

'l^r^£^^^^^'^^^'' "^^^^ P-Pered guest, the

WJ, ^ .9'^'^Ti,.N ! going gone ' rWho bids for God's own image --for Fron?v''^'J'''"""^ "'^^ ^^^11 tell
his grace. ^° ' '^'^ ^"^o™ Northern pulpits how thy woik

I was blest,
'

%

«<•'
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72 STJAZAS FOR THE TIMES.

While in that vile South Sodom first

and best,

Thy poor disciples sell.

O, shame ! the Moslem thrall,
Who, with his master, to the Prophet

kneels.
While turning to the sucred Kebla feels

His fetters break and fall.

Cheers for the turbancd Rey
Of robber-peopled Tunis ! lie hath torn
The dark slave-dungeons ojien, and

hath borne
Their inmates into day

;

But our poor skive in vain
Turns to the Christian shrine his achintr

.
ey.-s,-

^

Its ntes will only swell his market price
And rivet on his chain.

'

God of all right ! how long
Shall priestly robbers at thine altar

stand.

Lifting in prayer to thee, tho bloody
hand

And haughty brow of wrong ?

O, from the fields of cane,
From the low rice-swamp, from the

trader's cell, -

From the black slave-ship's foul and
loathsome hell.

And coffle's weary chain,

Hoarse, horrible, and strong,
Rises to Heaven that agonizing cry,
Filhng the arches of the hollow sky

How LONG, O God, how iong'

STANZAS FOR THE TIMES.
Is this the land our fathers loved.
The freedom which they toiled to win?

Is this the soil whereon they moved ?

Are these the graves they slumber in '

Are %ve the sons by whom are borne
The mantles which the dead have worn?

And shall we crouch above these graves
^
With craven sou! and fettered lii>?

'

Vokeinwith marked and branded slaves,
And tremble at the driver's whii)>

Merid to the earth our pliant knees,
And speak—but as our masters please?

Shall outraged Nalur-i cease to feel ?

Shall Mercy's tears no longer flow?
Shall ruffian threats of cord and steel,
The dungeon's gloom,— the assassin's

blow,
Tmri hack the spirit roused to save
The Truth, our Country and ths Slave?

Of human skulls that siirine was made,
Round which the priests of Mexico

Before their loathsome idol j^rayed :—
Is Freedom's altar fashioned so?

And must we yield to Freedom's God,
As ofiering meet, the negro's blood ?

Shall tongues bp nute, when deeds are
wr<)u,i;ht

.Which well might shame extremest
hell ?

Shall freemen lock the indignant
thought ?

Shall Pity's bosom cease to swell >

Shall Honour bleed ?—sh«ll Truth suc-
cumb ?

Shall pen, and press, and soul be dumb ?

No ;—by each spot of haunted ground.
Where Freedom weeps her children's

fall,—
By Plymouth's rock, and Bunker's

mound,

—

By Griswold's stained and shattered
wall,

—

By Warren's ghost,—by Langdon's
shade,

—

By all the memories of our dead !

By their enlarging souls, which burst
The bands ami fetters rou.id them

set,

—

By the free Pilgrim spirit nursed
Within our inmost bosoms, yet,—

By all above, around, below,
Be ours the indignant answer,—NO !

No ;—guided by our country's laws,

j

For truth, and right, and suffering

I

man.
Be ours to strive in Freedom's cause.
As Christians uiciy,~'X'i freemen can!

Stdl pouring on unwilling ears
That truth ojipression only fears.

What
! shall we guard our neighbour
sHII,

While woman shrieks %encath his rod-

Rail

I.
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And while he tramples Jown at will
The imaj^L' of a common God I

Shall watch and ward be rouml him set,
Uf Nor' hern nerve and bayonet ?

73

Like the oak of the mountain, deep-
rooted and firm,

Erect, when the multitude bends to the
storm

;

And shall we know and share with him When traitors to Freedom and HonourI he danger and the growing shame ?

'

and Ciod,
' °"°"''

WK^°^;;i:^'='^'":^i!^^!g?-"^''i-t -^'-- l^-^vved at .n Idol polluted with\\T\. -1 1
* " "S'"^ grow mill,

Which should have filled the world
with flame ?

And, writhing, feel, where'er we turn,A world s reproach around us burn ?

Is't not enough that this is borne ?
Andasksour haughty neighbou-- mon-^

Must fetters which hi- slaves have worn
Clank round the Yankee farmer's

door?

«rf'
^'-' *"-' ^"'''' '^"^S'^'c his plou"h, •

What he must speak, and when, and
how?

Must he be told his freedom stands
On Slavery's dark foundations

strong,—
On breaking hearts and fettered hands
On robbe.y, and crime, and wrong ?'

!

Ihat all his fathers taught is vain — I

That Freedom's emblem is tiie chain ? I

Its life, its soul, from slavery drawn ^

False, foul, profane I Go,—leachas I

well
^•"^o'y Truth from Falsehood born '

I

Of Heaven refreshed by airs from
Hell

!

I

Of Virtue in the arms of Vice I

Of Demons planting Paradise !

Rail on, then, "brethren of the
South,"—

Ye shall not hear the truth the less ;—
No seal is on the Yankee's mouth,
No fetter on the Yankee's press :

From our Green Mountains to the sea
One voice shall thunder,—We are

kki;e !

LINES,
WRITTRV ON READING THE MESSAGE OFOOVKRNOR RITNEK, OF PENNSYLVANIA,

1830. '

Thank God for the token !- -one lip
IS still free,

—

blood
;

When the recreant North has forgotten
her trust.

And the lip of her honour is low in the
dust, —

Thank G(kI, that one arm from the
shackle has broken !

Thank God, that one man as a/reemnn
has spoken !

O'er thy crags, Alleghany, a blast has
been blown !

Down thy tide, Susquehanna, the mur-
mur has gone !

To the land of the South, —of the charter
and chain,

—

I

Of Liberty sweetened with Slavery's

I ,
pain;

j

Where the cant of Democracy dwells
on the lips

Of the forgers of fetters, and wielders
of v'hips !

Where " chivalric " honour means really
no more

Than scoui^: ig of women, and robbinc
the jioor

!

'

Where the Moloch of Slavery sitteth
on high,

And the words which he uttters, are—
Worship, or die !

Right onward, O speed it ! Wherever
the blood

Of the wronged and the guiltless is cry-
ing to God

;

Wherever a slave in his fetters is pin-
ing;

Wherever the lash of the driver is twin-
ing;

Wherever from kindred, torn rudely
apart.

Comes the sorrov/ful wail of the broken
of heart

;

Wherever the shackles of tyranny hind,
In silence and darkness, the God-given

"^"^ ^£''k",^^f'"'"-ll-'.-"nbending ! There, God ^peed it onward !-its truth''"^'*"^^-
will be felt.—

m
III

'.i m
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''"'

'"t.t'l,^
"=o.„c<l,--,he i,o„

I

The s;o™ „ni„ „„„; ;„ ..rc^iillTf

I

the slave :

—

still U„^„ a„,l ,.ea,h., „.„ „„„„„,„ |

°"«
TutfL^uTh

'•-'"' ""^ """
and glen, —

Will the land where a Ben'ezet's spirit
went forth

To the peeled, and the meted, and out-
cast of Earth,

—

Where the words of the Charter of
Liberty hrst

From the soul of the sage and the patriot
burst,

—

Where first for the wronged and the
weak of their kind,—

They cater to tyrants ?—They rivet tiic
chain,

Which ihuir fathers smote ofC on the
negro again ?

No, never '-one voice, like the sound
in the cloud,

When the roar of the storm waxes loud
and more loud,

Wherever the foot of the freeman hath
pressed™, "-'•.'^"' uiea- Kmci,— pressed

crbS;-'^"""^''^''-^'^^"^'^ ''°" ?lIitr\V >"-«« 'o thecombined,

—

Will that land of the free and the good
wear a chain ?

Will the call to the rescue of Freedom
be vain ?

No, RiTNER I-her "Friends" at thy
warnmg sliall stand

Lrect for the truth, like their ancestral
band

;

Forgetting the feuds and the strife of
past time.

Counting coldness injustice, and silence
a crmie

;

Turning back from the cavil of creeds
to unite

'

Once again for the poor in defence of
the Right

;

Breasting calmly, but firmly, the full
tide of Wrong,

Overwhelmed, but not borne on its
surges along;

Unappalled by the danger, the shame,
and the pain.

And counting each trial for Truth as
their gain 1

And that bold-hearted yeomanry, hon-
est and true,

Who, haters of fraud, give to labour its
due

;

Whose fatJiers, of old, sang in concert
with thine,

On the banks of Swetara, the songs of
the Rhine,-

The German-born pilgrims, who first
dared to brave

Lake of the West,
On the South-going breezes shall deepen

and grow
Till the land it sweeps over shall trem-

ble below !

The voice of a teoi'le,—uprisen,—
awake,

—

Pennsylvania's watchword, with Free-
dom at stake,

Thrilling up from each valley, flung

,

"own from each height.
'Our Country and LihEK^Y'—

God for the Right ;

THE PASTORAL LETTER.
So, this is all,-the utn.o.,t reach

\^ru PT^^'y P"^*^"^ 'he mind to fetter •

When laymen think -when women
preach—

A war of words—a " Pastoral Let-
ter !

"

Now, shame upon ye, parish Popes !

Was It thus with those, your prede-
cessors.

Who sealed with racks, and fire, and
ropes

Their loving-kindness to transgres-
sors r

"

A Pastoral Letter," grave and dull—
Alas

!
m hoof

; nd horns and features,How different is your Brookfield bull,
I tiom him who bellows fVom St

Peter's

!

Vou. pastoral rights and powers from
harm,
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Think ye, can words alone preserve
them ?

Your wiser fathers taught the arm
And sword of tv>raporaI pow^r to

sen'e them.

O, glorious days,-when Church and
State

Were wedded by your spiritual
fathers

!

And on submissive shoulders sat
|

Your Wilsons and your Cotton Ma- I

thers.
I

No vile "itinerant " then could mar 1

1 he beauty of your tranquil Zion
Put at his peril of the scar
Of hangman's whip and braname-

iron. ^ '

laws relieved the
Then, wholesome

Church
Of heretic and mischief-maker,

And priest and bailiff joined in starch
liy turns, of Papist, witch, and r)ua-

ker !

Th^ stocks were at each church's door
Ihe gallows stood on Boston Com-

mon,
A Papist's ears the pillory bore,—
The gallows-rope, a Quaker woman !

Your fathers dealt not as ye deal
With "non-professing" frantic teach-

ers ;

They bored the tongue with red-hot steel
And flayed the backs of "female

preachers.

"

Old Newbury, had her fields a tongue
And Salem's streets could tell their

story,

Of fainting women dragged along.
Cashed by the whip, accursed and

gory !

And will ye ask me, why this taunt
Of memories sacred from the scorner ?

And why with reckless hand I plant
A nettle on the graves ye honour }

Not to reproach New England's dead
Ihis record from the i)ast I summon,

Ot manhood to the scaffold led.
And suffering and heroic woman.

^'^r'°''
y°""elves alone, I turn

Ihe pages of intolerance over.
Inat, in their spirit, dark and stern,

Ye haply may your own discover

!

For, if -e claim the "pastoral right,"
To silence Freedom's voice uf warning,

And from your precincts shut the lignt
Of freedom's day around ye dawning;

If when an earthquake voice of power.
And signs in earth and heaven, are

shewing
That forth, in its appointed hour.
The Spirit of the Lord is going !

And, with that Spirit, Freedom s light
On kindred, tongue, and people

I _ breaking,
Whose slumbering millions, at the sight,
In glory and in strength are waking

'

\\'hen for the sighing of the poor,
And for the needy Cod hath risen

And chains are breaking, anv', a door
Is opening for the souls in prison !

If then ye wclc', with puny hands.
Arrest the very work of Heaven,

And^bintl anew the evil bands
Which Cod's right arm of power hath

riven,

—

What marvel that, in many a mind,
Those darker deeds of bigot madness

Are closely w ith your own combined,
vet "less in anger than in sadness?"

What marvel, if the people learn
To claim the right of free opinion ?

\vhat marvel, if at times they spurn
The ancient yoke of your dominion l

A glorious remnant linger yet,
Whose lips are wet at Freedom's

fountains.

The coming of whose welcome feet
Is beautiful upon our mountains !

Men, who the gospel tidings bring
Of Lioerty and Love for ever.

Whose joy is an abiding spring,
Whose peace is as a gentle river !

But ye, who scorn the thrilling tale

Tir?-^f'^''°''"^'^
high-souled daughters,

Which echoes here the mournful wail
Of sorrow from lidisto's waters.

Close while ye may the public ear'-—
With malice vox, with slanrier wound

them,

—

The pure and good shall throng to hear.
And tried and manly hearts surround

them.

'; '^fl

Pf^

ijj

> tl
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O, ever may tlic ixmer which led
I heir way to such a (iciy trial,

Ami hlren{^lhuncti womanhood to tread
I he wiiiL-prcss of Mich scir-dcnial,

Be round them in an evil land,
With wisdom and with sticngth from

JU-aven,
With Miriam'h voice, and Judkh's hand,
And l)ei>oraiis .song, for triumph

yivcn

!

'^

And what are ye who strive with God
AKajiiht the ark of His salvation,

Moval l.y the i;reath of prayer ai,road,
With l;lcssings for a dying nation ?

What, but the stulihle and the hay

«r u '',?'!?''' ^'^^''^ *'*^ '^'''^ consuminfT,
Wi h nil that bars His glorious wayt

iiefurc Ihc brightness of His coming?

And rluni, sad Angel, who so long

Ti: . r '^'l"'-"*'

''"' "''-^ glorious token,
I hat harlh from all her bonds of wrontr

It) liberty and light has broken,-
Arrgcl of I-reeilom ! soon to thee

Ihc Noiindmg trumpet shall be given,
Aiul over Karlh's full jubilee

bliall deeper joy be felt in Heaven

LINES,

OTllut), whose iiresence went before
Uur faihers in their weary way.

As wall thy chosen moved of yore
llic hrc by night, the cloud by day!

When from each temple of the freeA nation's song ascends to Heaven,
Most Holy Father ! unto thee
May Ji(,t our humble prayer be given.

Thv children all.-thoughhueand form
Are varied in thine own good will,-W ith hv own holy breathings warm,
And fashioned in thine image still.

We thank thee, Father !-hill and plain
Around us wave their fruits once

more,
And cluMercd vine, and blossomed

Are bending round each co(tage door.

And iK'ace is here ; and Iiope and love
Are round us as a mantle thrown,

And unto 'Dice, supreme above,
Ihe knee of prayer is bowed alone.

But O, for those this day can bring,
As unto us, no joyful thrill,—

I'or those who, under Fpjedom's wing.
Are bound in Slavery's fetters still

:

^°£ those to whom thy living word
Of light and love is never given,—

!• or those whose cars have never heard
i he promise and the hope of Heaven!

For broken heart, and clouded mind,W hereon no human mercies fall,—

\\''l
''^^ gracious love inclined,

\\ ho, as a Father, pitiest all !

^i'' g/^^'it. C Father ! that the tine
Of Larth s deliverance may be near,When every land and tongue and clime

, 1 he message of thy love shall hear,—

t

When, smitten as with fire from heaven
\»t; captive's chain shall sink in dust.

And to his fettered soul be given
The glorious freedom of the just

!

LINES,
WRITTEN- FOR THE CEl.EnRATION OF THEIHIKD ANMVEKSARV OK HKITlSH E.MANCI-

I'ATIO.V AT THE UROAUWAV TAUEK.NACLE.
N. v., FIRST OF AUGUST," 1837.

O Holy Fathek !—just and true
Are all thy works and wordsand ways.

And unto thee alone are due
Thanksgiving and eternal praise !

As children of thy gracious care,

^xrVV-'i'
'•''' ^y*"' ^'"^ ^*^"d the knee,wnh broken words of praise and prayer,

father and (jod, we come to thee.

For thou hast heard, O God of Right
1 he sighing of the island slave ;

'

And stretched for him the arm of might
Not shortened that it could not save.'

The labourer sits beneath his vine,
The shackled soul and hand are

free,

—

Th.nnksgiving !—for the work is thine !

1 ;aii,e
! -for the blessing is of thee 1

And O, we feel thy presence here,—
Thy awful arm in judgment bare !

hii
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Thine eye hath seen th. bondman's
tear,

—

Thine ear hath heard the bondman's
prayer.

Praise I— for the pride of man is low.
The counsels of the wise an. naught,

The fountains of repentance flow ;

What hath our God in mercy wrought?

Speed on thy work, Lord God of I losts

!

And when the bondman's chain is

riven,

And swells from all our guilty coasts
The anthem of the free to Heaven,

O, not to those whom thou hast led,
As with thy cloud and fire before,

But :'.nto thee, in fear and dread,
Be praise and glory evermore.

IJNES,

WRITTEM FOR THE ANNIVEKSARV CEI.F.nRA-
TION OF THE FIRST OF AUGIST, AT MU-
TON, 1846.

A FEW brief years have passed away
Since Britain drove her million slaves

Benerth the tropic's fier>' ray :

God willed their freedom ; and to-day
Life blooms above those island graves 1

He spoke ! ocross the Carib Sea,
We heard the clash of breaking chains

And felt the heart-throb of the free,
The first, strong pulse of liberty
Which thrilled along the bondman's

veins.

Though long delayed, and far, and slow,
Ihe Briton's triumph shall be ours :

Wears slavery here a prouder brow
Than that which twelve short years ago
Scowled darkly from her jshnd bow-

ers?

Mighty alike for gcod or ill

With mother-Iaru, we fully share
The Saxon strength, — the nerve of

steel,

—

The tireless energy of will,—
The power to do, the pride to dare.

What she has done can wc not do?
Our hour and men are both at hand

;

The blast which Freedom's angel blew
O'er her green islands echoes through
Each valley of our forest land.

Mcar it, old Europe ! we have sworn
The death of slavery.— When it fallj.

Look to your va.ssal> in their turn.
Your poor dumb millions, crushed and

worn.
Your prisons and your palace walls :

O kingly mockers !—scoffing show
What deeds in P'reedom's name we

do
;

Yet know that every taunt ye throw
Across the waters, goads our slow

Progression towards the rightand true.

Xot always shall your outraged poor.
Appalled by democratic crime,

Grind as their fathers ground before—
The hour which .sees our jirison door
Swing wide shall be their triumph

time.

On then, my brothers ! every blow
Ye deal is felt the wide earth through

;

Whatever here uplifts the low
Or humbles Freedom's hateful foe,

Blesses the Old World through the
New.

Take heart ! The promised hour draws
near,

—

I hear the downward beat of wings,
And Freedom's trumpet sounding clear

;

"Joy to the people '—woe and fear
To new-world tyrants, old-world

kings!"

THE FAREWELL
O.'' A VIRGINIA SLAVE MOTHER TO HER DAIGH-

TERS SOLD INTO SOUTHERN BONUAGH.

Gone, gone,—sold and gone.
To the rice-swamp dank and lone.

U here the slave-whip ceaseless swings,
Where the noisome insect stings,
Where the fever demon strews
I'oi.son with the falling dews,
\yhere the sickly sunbeams glare
Through the hot and misty air,

—

Gone, gone —sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia's hills and waters,—
Woe is me, my stolen daughters !

Gone, jjone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dnnk and lone.
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There no mother's tye is near them,
I here no mother's ear can liear them •

Never, when the torturing lash
'

Scams their back with many a gash
Shall a mother's kimlness l/less theiJi,
Or a mother's arms caress them.

Gone, gone,— sold anc! gone,
1 o the rice-swainp dank and lone,
hrom Virginia's hills and waters,—
Woe IS me, my stolen daughters !

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone.

U, wlien weary, sad, and slow,
I" rom the fields at night they go
Faint with toil, and racked with pain,
1 o their cheerless homes again,
'I'here no brother's voice shall greet

them,

—

"

There no father's welcome meet them
Gone, gone, -sold and g.,iie,
lo the rice swamp dank and lone.
iM-om Virginia's hills and waters-
Woe IS me, my stolen daughters !

Gone, gone,—sold and gone.
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,

l-rom the tree whose shadow lav
On their childhood's place of iilav —
Fromthecoolspringwheretheydrank,-
Kock, and hill, and rivulet bank —
V rom the solemn house of i^rayer
And the holy counsels there,— '

. ^°"^, gone,—sold and gone,
lo the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia's hills and waters,—
Woe IS me, my stolen daughters '

Al their cruel wrongs are known,
Mill their hoj)e and refuge prove,
VV ith a more than mother's love

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
1 o the rice-swamp dank and lone,
i-rom V irginia's hills and waters,—
VVoe IS me, my stolen daughters !

THE MORAL WARFARE.
When Freedom, on her natal day,
v\ ithin her war-rocked cradle lay,
An iron race aiound her stood,
Jiaptizcd her infant brow in blood •

And, through the storm" which round
her swept,

Their constant ward and watching kept.

Then, where our quiet herds repose,
I he roar of i)aleful battle rose.
And brethren of a common tongue
lo mortal strife as tigers sprung,
An.l every gift on Freedom's shrine
Was man for beast, and blood for wine !

Our fathers to their graves have gone :

Their strife is past, -their triumpi
won

;

'

But sterner trials wait the race
Which rises in their honoured place -A moral warfare with the crime '

And folly of an evil time.

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
1 o the nce-swamp dank and lone.-

1 oiling through the weary day.
And at night the spoiler's preyO that they had earlier died,
Sleeping calmly, side by side,
Where the tyrant's power is o'er.
And the fetter galls no more '

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
fo the rice-swamp dank and lone,
* rom Virginia s hills and waters,-Woe IS me, my stolen daughters !

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

R !, J ,
'
''^^-•^^'i'"P dank and lone.By the holy love He beareth,—

By the bruised reed He spareth —
O, may He, to whom alone '

So let it be. In God's own might
VVe gird.us for the coming fight
And, strong in Him whose cause is oursm conflict with unholy powersWe grasp the weapons He has given,—
The Light, and Truth, and Love of

Heaven.

THE WORLD'S CONVENTION
OF THE FRIENDS OF EMANCIPATION, HELD

IN LONDON IN 184O.

Ves, let them gather .'-Summon forth
1 he pledged phiLanthropy of Earth,
Prom every land, whose hills have heard
The bugle blast of Freedom waking

;Or shrieking of her symbol-bird
From out his cloudy eyrie breaking :U here Justice hath one worshipper

Or truth one altar built to her

;

\\ here er a human heart is weeping



I
Oor wronp v-hich Earth's sac. children know,—

Where'er a single heart is keeping
Its prayerful watch with human woe •

olheJ
""""'' '"^' ^'''' '^'^^

And know in each a friend and brother I

TnEjVORLD\^ CONVENTION.

Yes, Jet^_^them come ! from each green

^^^\^ England's old baronial hnlls
Still bear upon their storied walls

'

The gnm crusader's rusted mail,

On Malta s rock or Syria's sand!And mouldermg pennon-staves once setWithin the soil of Palestine,
i>y Jordan and (ienesaret •

Ow 'J^T^r'"^ England's battle lineO er Acre s shattered turrets stoopi„r-
Or.mKlstthecamptheirbanncrslo^p

Witl.^dews from hallowed Hermon

A holier summons how is eiven
Than that gray hermit's voice of oldWhich unto all the winds of h.aven '

V ?r
'^\'o"g-fIescrted shrine,-

i

,V^.°L^"';,^''^^"" ""conscious sod,Which tells not by one lingering sgn

BuTt h'r
''"^

^"J''-^ oHsrael^rof;-But for that truth, for which aloneIn iMlgrim eyes are sanctified
1 he gardc-n moss, the mountain stoneWhereon his holy sandals pressec -

'

The ro;.nt.n__which hi^ H, '

,,,

^'''''hem''''^
touched his garment's

At Bethany or Bethlehem,
Or Jordan's river-side.

For Freedom, in the name of Ilim

As If an angel s breath had lentIts vigour to the instrument.

As ifshe heard her bards again-
AndLnns"harpo„Taraswaj"''
^.^'7 ""t«ts ancient strain,
M.rthfulanc sweet, yet .sad withal, ---

I he melody which Krin loves.Whenoer that harp, 'mid bursts of
gladness

And slogan cries and lyke-wake sadness,

Scothnd'"r °'^f',''^""""'^''"^^^'^'^!SCO land, from lake and tarn and rillAn, moumain hold, an.l heathery id

As i sh T^' ?"^' ""^''^ '''-^^"^ th'-' note
•

As ifshc heard upon her air
Once more her Cameronian's prayerAnd song of Freedom floatAnd cheering echoes shall replyHorn each remote dependency,W here Britain's mighty sway is known"tropic sea or frozen zone •

'

W here er her sunsc, flag is furling.Or morning gun-lne s smoke is curlin-r-
i rom In,,

j,
,^

cur ^

Who^^^
^'"'''' '"'' sales of balm.

Through regal Ava's gates of gold •

Ami dim Canadian solitudes.
Whence sternly from her rocky throneQueen of the North, Quebec looksd- ?^ '.And from those bright and ran: .. d

Isles

And the dark labourer still retainsThe scar of slavery's broken chains!

And Wales, from Snowdon's mountain

>^hall starti; at that thrilling rail.

From the hoar Alps, which sentinelUie gatf>ways of the land of TellWhere^ mowing's keen and e'arliest

On Jura's^ rocky wall is thrown,And from the olive bowers of FranceAnd vine groves garlanding theKhone,— *'

'"Friends of the Bhclc » o^ *

tried
^'^cks, as true and

As those who stood by Oge's sideAnd heard the Haytien's fale of wrongShal gather at that summons strong -
i''^^,^*H«ver Syria's holy sod, ^And m the paths which Jesus ;rod.And murmured midst the hills wbichhemCmwnless and sad Jerusalem,

^'^

;iath echoes whercsoe'er the tone

1 i
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Of Israel's prophet lyre is known.

Still let them c<.iv»,- from Quito's

walls. .

And from the Orinoco St wle.

From Lima's Inca-haunieil lialls,

From Santa Fe and Yucatan, -

Men who by swart Guerrero s side

Proclaimed the deathless Kunns o^

Broke every bond and fetter off,

And hailed in every sable sert

A free and brolh.-r Mexican
.^

Chiefs who across the Andes^
''^''f'.^

Have followed 1-reedoms flowing

pennon,

An<l seen on Junin's fearful plain,
_

Glare o'er the broken, ranks of Spain

The hre-burst of Bolivar s cannon !

And Hayti, from her mountain land,

Shall send the sons of those who

hurled

Defiance from her blar.ing strand,—

The war-gage from her Petion s hand.

Alone against a hostile world.

Nor all unmindful, thou, the while,

Land of the dark and mystic ^l e —
Thy Moslem mercy yet may shame

All tyrants of a Christwr name.-
When in the shade of Gizeh s pile,

Or, where from Abyssinian hills

El Gerek's upper fountain tills.

Or where from Mountains of the Morn

El Abiad bears his watery boon,

Where'er thy lotus blossoms swim

Within their ancient hallowed wa-

ters,—
.

Where'er is heard the C optic hymn.

Or song of Nubia's sable daughters,—

The curse of slavery and the crime,

Thy bequest from remotest time,

At thv dark Mehemet's decree

For e'vermore shall pass from thee :

And chains forsake each captive slimb

Of all those tribes, whose mils around

Have echoed back the cymbal sound

And victor horn ot Ibrahim.

And thou whose glory and whose crime

To earth's remotest bound and clime,

In mingled tones of awe and scorn.

The echoes of a world have borne,

My country ! glorious at thy birth,

A day-star flashing brightly forth,-
The herald-sign of Freedom - dawn .

O, who could dream that saw thee then,

And watched thy rising from atar,

That vapours from oppression s fen

Would cloud the upward tending star?

Or, that earth's tyrant powers, which

heard, , . . -i i

Awe -struck, the shout whica hailed

thy dawning,

Would rise so soon, prince, peer, and

To mock tlice with their welcoming.

Like Hades when her thrones were

stirred ,

To greet the down-cast Star ot

Morning !

" .\ha ! and an thou fallen thus?^^

Art riiou become as one of usl

Land of my fatiiers ! -there w.ll s and,

\mi(lst that world-assembled band,

Those owning thv maternal claim

Unweakened by thy crime and shame,—

1 he sad reprovers of thy wrong,—

Tlie children thou hast spurned so long.

Still with affection's fondest yearning

lo their unnatural mother turning.

No traitors they 1-but tried ami leal,

Whose own is but thy general weal.

Still blending with the patriot s zeal

The Christian's love for human kind.

To caste and climate unconhned.

A holy gathering '.—peaceful all :

No threat of war. -no savage call
^

For vengeance on an erring brother .

I]ut in their stead the godlike plan

To teach the brotherhood of man

To love and reverence one another,

As sharers of a common blood,
^

T"he children of a common Goil .—

Yet. even at its lightest word.

Shall Slavervs darkest depthsbcsti Ted

.

Spain, watching from her Moro s keep

Her slave-ships traversing the deep,

And Rio, in her strength and pride,

Lifting, along her mountain-side.

Her snowy battlements and towers,—

Her lemon-groves and tropic bowers,

With bitter hate and sullen fear

Its freedom-giving voice shall hear :

And where mv country's flag is flowing,

On breezes •'•om Mount Vernon blow-

Above^'the Nation's council halls,

Where Freedom's praise is loud ^nd

long,
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T/J& NEIV-YEAN.

UI ,lec!..-,obcne.'ith theou.wnr.l w.^lls
1 he driver pi.es his reeking, hong,

-

ThehamnuToftheman-thienaUs
Ocrhypocriiic cheek .in.l brow
rJie crimson (lush of shame shall glowAnd all who for thcirnative Land
Are pledging life .and heart an.l hand,- -

Horn watchers o'er her changing wc'alVVho for her taini.hcd honour feel, '

Through eott-nge dour and council-hail
Shall thunder an awakening call

'

NNithall intolerable scorn,—
An clo()uent rebuke shpll goOn all the winds that Southward blow -Horn pnestly I ps. „„w sealed and rmb
Like those winch Israel heard from hin
1
he Prophet of the Cherubim,-

•

Or those which sad Esaias hurled
Against a sin-accursed world '

Unrf'•

'r""."^'^
^'•^^ss sh.;il flingUnceasing from its iron wing, ^

Auh characters inscribed thereon,
'

As fearful in the despot's hallA. to the pomp of Uabylon
Ihe fire-sign on the palace wall <

And from her dark iniquities,
Me hinks I see my coun'try rise :Not challenging the nations roundTo note her tardy justice done

-

"er capt.vesfronuheir chains tniboun,l
-,

^^^"^ prisons open ng to the sun •

nut tearfully her' arms^-xtindi^
^

Over the poor and unofifendine •

Al"' ,u'T^'^^'''^
talons reekiSg,

n
"'^ the dying captive shriekinir

Ju, spreading out her ample wiSA hroad, impartial ccveriiig.--^'
The weaj<er sheltered b/ the strong

O, then to Faith's anointed eyes
1 he promised token shall be given •

il°" ^/^t'on's sacrifice, ^ '

Atoning for the sin of yearsAnd wet with per.;tential tekrs.-
^'';oJ';^s''«" rail from Heaven!

>si

Once more the voice of Stark aiidJ-ingdon speaks.

Smith""''
'''''' '''' '^"^ """i"E

Torn th.^b,ack sea, of slavery from her

'^"''.sMen:'"""""
"'"''*' °'^'™*

O, ^^il j-ndrenined-of, all unhoped-for
changes

!

'^

Tlie^yrant-.s ally j.roves his sternest

To all his biddings, from her mountain
I

ranges,

I "nalt'?;!:^ '^
'"""'^^'^ - '"<1'6-

U hoKs It nowdespairs.' O, faint o( heart,J-ook upward to those Northern
mountains cold,

"

Houtecn,yFreedom'.svictor.flagun.

And ga.her^.s'trength to bear a manlier

All is not",o,. The angel of God's
oiessing

^*'"''o?fightf
^'"''"'°"' "" '^^ fi«'^'

Still to her banner, day bv day, are
pressing, ' ''

"'^

Unlooked-for allies, striking for the

-''^rage, then. Northern hearts !-Be
firm, be true :

^^ ^"' °2 brave State hath done, can yenot also do? '

[Gcd

nkvv Hampshire.
1845-

bless New Hampshire >- fromher granite peaks

THE NEW YEAR:
ADDRESSED TO IHK PATRONS OF THE P.NSVL-VAMA ^REEMA^f.

Thk wave is breaking on the shore,-
Jhe echo fading from the chime,-

Again the shadow moveth o'er
1 he dial-plate of time !

^',,^,^e^-seen Angel ! waiting now
With weary feet on sea and shore.

Impatient for the last dread vow
That time shall be no more !

Oiice more across thy sleepless eye
The semblance of a smile has passed

F
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THE NEW YEAR.

The year departing leaves more nigh

Time's fearfullest and last.

O, in that dyinj,' year hath been

The sum of all since time began,—

The birth and death, the joy and pam,

Of Nature and of Man.

Spring with hei change of >un and

shower,
,

And streams released from W mter s

chain.

And bursting bud, and opcnmg flower,

• And greenly growing gram ;

And Summer's shade, and sunshine

warm,
And rninbowso'crher hill-topsbowed,

And voices in her risinp storm,—

God speaking from his cloud i—

And Autumn's fruits and clustering

sheaves.

And soft, warm days of golden light,

The glory of her forest leaves,

And harvest- moon at night

;

Vnd Winter with her leafless Rrove,

And prisoned stream, and drifting

snow,

The brilliance of her heaven above

And of her earth below :
—

And man,—in whom an angel's mind

With earth's low instincts hnds

abode,

—

, , •
i

The highest of the links which bind

Brute nature to her God ;

His infant eye hath seen the light,

His childhood's merriest laughter

rung,

And active sports to manlier might

The nerves of boyhood strung !

And quiet love, and passion's fires,

Have soothed or burned in man-

hood's breast,

And lofty aims and low desires

By turns disturbed his .est.

The wailing of the newly-born

Has mingled with the funeral knell

;

And o'er the dying's ear has gone

The merry marriage-bell.

And Wealth has filled his halls with

mirth, 1,11
While Want, in many a humble sheet.

Toiled, shivering by her cheerless

hearth,

The live-long night for bread.

And worse than an,-the human slave,—

The sport of lust, and pride, and

scorn !

Plucked otTtlie crown his Maker gave,—

His regal manhood gone.

O, still, my country! o'er thy plains.

lilackcncd with slavery s bhgiu and

ban,
, . , .

That human chattel drags his chains,—

An uncri'ated man !

And still, where'er to .sun and breeze,

My country, is thy Hag unrolled,

With scorn, the gazing stranger sees

A stain on eveiy fold.

O, tear the gorgeous emblem down !

'it gathers scorn from every eye.

And despots smile and good men frown

Whene'er it passes by.

Shame ! shame ! its starry splendours

glow .

Above the slaver's loathsome jail.

Its folds are ruffling even now

His crimson flag of sale.

Still round our country's proudest hall

The trade in human flesh is driven,

And at each careless hammer-fali,

A human heart is riven.

And this, too. sanctioned by the men.

Vested with power to shield the right

And throw each vile and robber den

Wide open to the light.

Yet, shame upon them !-there they sit.

Men of the North, subdued and still.

Meek, pliant poltroons, only fit

To work a master's will.

Sold,— bargained off for Southern

votes,

—

A passive herd of Northern mules,

Just braying through their purchased

throats

Whate'cr their owner rules.

And \

TIk
Emli.^.

Isd

A tool

Aga
An ass

A p<

Xailed

i
Sclf-

' .\ niari
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AfASSACm/SETTS TO VIKCmiA.
And hc,3'-the basest of the base,

I l.c v.Iest of the vile, - whose name,
r.mhnimed m mfinite disfjr.ice.

Is deathless in its .shame !—

'

A tool,— to bolt the jx'ople's door
Against the i)eople claniourini: thereAn ass, -to trample on their floorA people's right of prayer

!

Xailed to his self-made gibbet fast
Sclf-piiloried to the public view '—

A mark for every passing blast
'

Of scorn to whistle through;

There let him hang, and hear the boastOf Southrons o'er their pliant lool,_A new .Styhtes on his post,
"Sacred to ridicule !

"

Look we at home !-our noble hall,
io hrecdom s holy purpose given.Now rears Its black and ruined wall
Jieneath the wintry heaven,—

Telling the story of its doom,—
Ihe hendish mob, -the prostrate

law,— '^

rhe fiery jet through midnight's gloom.Our gazmg thousands saw.

^""•^

rl^.h?''
^'"'''^-'^^ poor man's

Torn from him .--and the sons of,
tliose

^^'""'figir^
'" ^^'^^^'"'"'^ ^^ternestl

Sprinkled the Jersey snows,

Oijtlawed within the land of Penn,

\^^;'^' e"ilty fears .uight

^
To!f nn' ''V'"

^^' "^=^'^d men
i oil on as brutes in peace.

«3

^'rbowI;r'^^''^""-^°^*he stormA bow of promise bends on high.

And gleams of sunshine, soft Pnd warm,
lireak through our clouded sky

liast, West and North, the shout is
heard.

Of freemen rising for the right •

Lach hill Its.signal light.

O'er Mass.ichusetts' rocks of gray
Ihe strengthening light of f.'ccdom

shines,

Khode Islands Narragansett Bay.-
And Vermont's snow-hung pines !

From Hudson's frowning palisades
Jo Alleghany's laurelled crest,Oer lakes and prairies, streams and

gl.ades,

It shines upon the V>'est.

Speed on the light to those who dwell
In .Slavery s land of woe and sin.And hrougl, the blackness of that hell
l^et Heaven s own light break in.

So shall the Southern conscience quake
Hefore that light poure<I full and

strong,
So shall the Southern heart awake

I

1 o all the bondman's wrong.

Ami from that rich and sunny land
Ihe song of grateful millions rise.

Like that of Israel's r.-.nsomed band
Jieneath Arabia's skies :

And all who now are bound beneath
Our banners shade, our eagle's wing.From Slavery's night of moral death

^

J o light and life shall spring.

Broken the bondman's chain, and gone

A A^ TT'^ euilt. and hate, and fear.And unto both alike shall dawnA New antl Happy Year '

1839.

MASSACHUSETTS TO VIRGINIA.

ferenee"'" George YrrTMEp"'th!- %-^'Tf'''^'' ""^ "'*= ^i"'^^"" °^ >J-^f"!k Vt ,V re

7, 'ii
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MASSACHUSETTS TO VIRGINIA.

J,:!

xKT v,»nr iV-v thvcats Vireinia ! thy stormy words and high,

^' n hnrlhl on the Southern winds which melt along our sky ;

Y:; no on 'brown hard hand foregoes its honest labour here,-

No hewe^ of our mountain oaks suspends h.s axe lu fear.

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs along St. George's bank,

-

SoTthe^hore of '-''-<'-/^ f^g^'fj.^^/^.rretirh'erts which man
Through storm, and wave, and bhndmg "^'^^'

^^o^'^J'lV'^^Ann

The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boats of Cape Ann.

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on their icy fo™''
ms •

They laugh to scorn the slaver s thieat agamst meir i^y-o^y

l^^orgcts she how the Bay State, in ^"^^^
J°

^^VJ)!^..;! HalP

Of Northern winds, the thnlhng sounds of Liberiy ok u

Whnt asks the Old Dominion ? If now
^^^/^'^f^^f.^^Sl

False to their fathers' memory,-false '"
'^l!^'^

H^''^^ '

If she can scoff at Freedom, and its grea f^^^er spurn,

Musi we of Massachusetts from truth and duty turn?

We hunt your bondmen, flying from
^}^''^\^'^''^^l>f^^

Our voices, at your bidding, take up the Woodhound s yell.

We Pather. at your summons, above our fathers gra^e^,

From Freedom's holy altar-horns to tear your wretched slaves

!

Thank God ! not yet so vilely can Massachusetts bow ;

She thus can stoop her chamless neck, a sister s sla%c anci lo

All that a sister State should do, all that ^free State may,

Henrt hand, and purse we proffer, as in our early day ;

1UU hafone dark \oathsome' burden ye -^-^^^^^^^^^^^^^
And reap the bitter harvest which ye yourselves have sown .

The blasting of Almighty wrath against a land of chains.
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'S'i'f'v^S'lT" TX^'^-h
si"k "« Virginia name :

ne wash our hands for ever of your sin and shame and curse.

Thrni^?/™"] ^T "''''7°" ^"^^ *^°=^' <"™'" Freedom's slirine hat'- been

?he Se'^oKlf'^' '•^^ ^'''''' "^ '^^^'^•'^'"^'^'^ mount in n.en'
1 ne ecnoes o( that solemn voice arc sadly lincerine stillIn all our sunny vallrys, on every wind-s^wcpfhir

A h!!n'I''"l !t""'^"^|
"Rht arms were lifted up en high -A hundred thousand voices sent back their h ud renfv •

10 wnere J\antuck( t feels the arms of ocean close her round ;—

Orcllltte.r!;!'"''''
.^y^'-^^^.^'^'-- ^^ere through the calm reposeui cultured vales .md fringing woods the gemlc Nashua flovvs

li^t/u^.^'u'''' T'^y '^'--^^^^ ihe mountain larches s'Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling cry of "God save Latimer !"

tnd ?f"f
y,^^'-"^|,^bl'= rose up, wet with the salt sea spray -

Abn^ £ 1 ''"i
?' ^"^^^'^""S shout down NarrngansSay '

And ^h. l'"""^
(^^onnecticut old Hampden felt the thri ^

*

And the,eheer of Hampshire's wooJmen swept dow!; from Holyoke

DtV?llbn°^
Massachusetts

! Of her free sons and daughters -

Aeafnst the\?. 1° ^^^P,^'""^>'.-the sound of many wate^rs !
'

"yw^-j /« i/ie hay iytate! No slave upon her land!

^htfiSdr,^ronr" "^i"°
"'•^'-^^ «'"g "° ^orch within

We leave v^S.hvn T^'^^ ""'"" •^"""''^'^ y""-" ^oil of sin
;

With ?h! ^, ^ y^""" ^ondmen, to wrestle, while ye canW.th the strong upward tendencies and godlike s«ui of n ^n -

{i5
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86 THE RELIC.

But for us and ror our children, the vow which we have given

For freedom and humanity is registered in Heaven ;

No slave-hunt in our borders,—no pirate on our strand!

No fetters in the Bay i)tate,—no slave upon our land!

if

THE RELIC.

[Pennsylvania Hall, dedicated to Free

Discussion and the cause of human liberty,

was destroyed by a mob in 1838. The follo-v-

in" was written on receiving a cane wrought

I rom a fragment ol the wood-worit which the

fire had spared.]

Token of friendsliip true and tried,

From one whose fiery heart of youth

With mine has beaten, side by side,

For Liberty and Truth ;

With honest pride the gift I take,

And prize it (or the giver's sake.

But not alone because it tells

Of generous hand and heart sincere ;

Around that gift of friendship dwells

A memory doubly dear,

—

Earth's noblest aim,— man's holiest

thought,

With that memorial frail inwrought I

Fure thoughts and sweet, like flowers

unfold.

And precious memories round it cling,

Even as the Prophet's rod of old

In beauty blossoming :

And buds of feeling pure and good

Spring from its cold unconscious wood.

Relic of Freedom's shrine !—a brand

Plucked from its burning !—let it be

Dear as a jewel from the hand
Of a lost friend to me !

—

Flower of a p isiied garland left.

Of life and beauty unbereft !

O, if the young enthusiast bears,

O'er weary waste and sea, the stone

Which crumbled from the Forum's stairs,

Or round the Parthenon ;

Or olive-bough from some wild tree

Hung over old Thermopylae :

If leaflets from some hero's tomb.

Or moss-wreath torn from ruins

hoary,

—

Or faded flowers whose sisters bloom

On fields renowned in story,

—

Or fragment from the Alhambra's crest

Or the gray rock by Druids blessed ;

Sad Erin's shamrock greenly growing

Where Freedom led her stalwart kern

Or Scotia's "rough bur thistle 'blowing

On Eruce's Bannockburn,—
Or Runnymede's wild English rose.

Or lichen plucked from Sempach's

snows !
—

If it be true that things like these

To heart and eye bright visions brmg,

Shall not far holier memories

To '.his memorial cling?

Which needs no mellowing mist of time

To hide the crimson stains of crime !

Wreck of a temple, unprofaned.

—

Of courts where Peace with Freedom

trod,
.

Lifting on high, with hands unstained,

Thanksgiving unto God ;

Where Mercy's voice ol love was plead

ing

For human hearts in bondage bleed

ing !—

Where, midst the sound of rushing feet

And curses on the night-air flung.

That pleading voice rose calm and sweet

From woman's earnest tongue ;

And Riot turned his scowling glance,

Awed, from her tranquil countenance !

That temple now in ruin lies !—

The fire-stain on its shattered wall,

And open to the changing skies

Its black and roofless hall.

It stanii i before a nation's sight,

A gravestone over buried Right !

But from that ruin, as of old.

The fire-scorched stones themselves

are crying,

And from their ashes white and cold

Its timbers are rejilying !

A voice which slavery cannot kill

Speaks from the crumbling arches still

!

And even this relic from thy shrine,

O holy Freedom ! hath to me
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77/£ BRAA'DED HAND.

A potent power, a voice and sign
To testify of thee

;

And, grasping it, methinks I feel
A deeper faith, a stronger zeal.

And not unlike that mystic rod,

w;

Of old stretched o'er the Egyptian
wave.

Which opened, in the strength of God,A pathway for the slave.
It yet may point the bondman's way,
And turn the spoiler from his prey.

n

THE BRANDED HAND.

1846.

fw nt'""' °','u"'
">*"«"'^=. on 'whose sSy nerve in vain

1 ressecl .he ,ron of ihe ,,ri»n, smote the fiery shafts of" a1..°

c'f^\i^itra"si'rCernSir:r^^t„T„'r™-

S; nil'""""'- \'
u'Shest honour l-than its traces never yetUpon old annorial hatchments was a prouder blazon set •

^

^^:'^,s- -; ;tfS'fk;»?ffl„, „^

,

ThouVt'll ^r'
'^' '^"'°'" °^ ''^^ ^''^'^^ Redeemer's grave,

H. L / 1

'""^S P''-^'""'-"^ '" "^^ '^o""'' '-in'l Weeding s ave •

Th.^f tu
' "°

'"^P"" ^^y "^^ f'^'^' °f ^"Sels trod, ^
'

Thou for the true Shechinah, the present home of God !

FromTti'^, ""^f
^"';'''' '^"'"S with the slave-whip o'er him swuntr

AnTl.
'"''^"'^''."•"•hs of freedom the lie of slavery mmr^'

Broki h^'
'"'? '"'*;'\*° ^^"'«'^h' °" ^^^h God-deser^ted hrlneBroke the bondman's heart for bread, poured the bonJman""blood for wine,-

While the multitude in blindness to a far-off Saviour knelt

And thy metv Vo^hn M f"^'^^^^'
''' ''^^ Prison sha.lows dim.uiy mercy to the bondman, it was mercy unto him J

ThSkf ^Jf
^°"^ "igJ^'-^^tches. sky r.hove and wave below

That the one sole sacred thing beneath the co^^e of heVven is Man -

Mil
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88 TEXAS.

That he who treads profanely on the scrolls of law and creed,

In the depth of God's great goodness may fintl mercy m his need :

But woe to him who crushes the soul with chum and rod,

And herds with lower natures the awful form of God !

Then lift that manly right-hand, bold ploughman of the wave
! ^^

Its branded ..aim shall prophesy, " Salvation to the Slave !

Hold UP its lire-wrought language, that whoso rends nmy feel

His heart swell strong within him, his sinews change to steel.

Hold it up before our sunshine, up against our Northern air,—

Ho ! men of Massachusetts, for the love of God, look there .

Take in henceforth for your standard, like the Bruce s heart of yore,

In the dark strife closing round ye, let that hand be seen belore .

And the tyrants of the slave-land shall tremble at that sign.

When it points its linger Sculhwnrd along the Puritan line :

Woe to the State-gorged leeches a. 1 the Church s locust band,
^

When they look from slavery's ramparts on the coming of that hand .

TEXAS.

VOICE OF NEW ENGLAND.

Up the hillside, down the glen.

Rouse the sleeping citizen ;

Summon out the might of men !

Like a lion growling low,—
Like a night-storm rising slow,—

Like the tread of unseen foe,—

II is coming,—it is nigh !

Stand your homes and altars by ;

On your own free thresholds die.

Clang the bells in all your spires ;

On the gray hills of your sires

Fling to heaven your signal-fires.

From Wachuset, lone and bleak,

Unto Berkshire's tallest peak.

Let the flame-tongued heralds speak.

O, for God and duty stand,

Heart to heart and hand to hand.

Round the old graves of the land.

Whoso shrinks or falters now,

Whoso to the yoke would bow,

Brand the craven on his brow !

Freedom s soil hath only place

For a free and fearless race,

—

None fo' raitors false and base.

Perish party,—perish clan ;

Strike together while ye cnn,

Like the arm of one strong man.

Like that angel's voice sublinr..

Heard above a world of crime,

Crying of the end of time,

—

W:tn one heart and with one mouth,

Let the North unto the South

Speak the word befitting both :

"What though Issachar be strong !

Ye may load'his back with wrong

Overmuch and over long :

*• Patience with her cup o'errun,

W'ith her weary thread outspun,

Murmurs that her work is done.

" Make our Union-bond a chain,

Weak as tow in Freedom's strain.

Link by link shall snap in twain.

"Vainly shall your sand-wrought rope

Bind the starry cluster up.

Shattered over heaven's blue cope

!

" Give us bright though broken rays,

Rather than eternal haze,

Clouding o'er the full-orbed blaze.

"Take your land of sun and bloom ;

Only leave to Freedom room
For her plo"ch, and iaxst. and loom .



TG MASSACHUSETIS

" Take your slavery-blackened vales
;

Leave us but our own free gales,
Wowing on our thousand sails.

"Boldly, or with treacherous art.
Strike the blood-wrought chain apart

;

Break the Union's mi£' y heart

;

"Work the ruin, if ye will

;

Pluck upon your heads an ill

Which shall grow and deepen still.

" With your bondman's right arm bare
With his heart of black despair,

'

Stand alone, if stand ye dare !

"Onward with your fell design
;

IJig the gulf and draw the line :

Fire beneath your feet the mine
;

'• Deeply, when the wide al?yss
Yawns between your land and this.
Shall ye feel your helplessness.

^' By the hearth, and in the bed,
Shaken by a look or tread,
Ye shall own a guilty dread.

••And the curse of unpaid toil.

Downward through your generous soil
Like a fire shall burn and spoil.

"Our bleak hills shall bud and blow,
Vines our rocks shall overgrow,
Plenty in our valleys flow :—

*' And when
skies,

Hither shall ye turn your eyes
As the lost on Paradise !

'
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We but ask our rocky strand,
freedom s true and brother band,
ireedom s strong and honest hnnd,-

'• Valleys by the slave untrod.
And the Pilgrim's mountain sod,
Blessed of our fathers' God !

"

TO fANEUIL HALL.

1S44.

^T,
--'f ™anhood still ye claim.

it the Northern pulse can thrill,
Koused by wrong or stung by shame,

Freely, strongly still,—

vengeance clouds your

Let the sounds of traffic die :

Shut the mill-gate,—leave"thestall,-^
rimg the axe and hammer by,—
Throng to Faneuil Hall

!

Wrongs which freemen neverbrookcd,—
Dangers grim and fierce as they,

Which, like couching lions, looked
On your fathers' way,—

These your instant zeal demand,
Shaking witn their earthquake-call

Lvery rood of Pilgrim land.
Ho, to Faneuil Hall !

From your capes and sandy bars,—
From your mountain-ridges cold,

rhrough whose pines the westering stars
Stoop their crowns of gold,

Come, and with your footsteps wake
Echoes from that holy wall

;

Once again, for Freedom's sake.
Rock your fathers' hall •

Up. and tread beneath your feet
Every cord liy party spun

;

Let your hearts together beat
As the heart of one.

Banks and tariffs, stocks and trade,
Let them rise or let them fall

;

Freedom asks your common aid,—
Up, to Faneuil Hall !

Up^ and let each voice that speaks
Rmg from thence to Southern plains

Sharply as the blow \\hich breaks
Prison-bolts and chains

;

Speak as well becomes the free :

Dreaded more than steel or ball,
Shall your calmest utterance be,

Fleard from Faneuil Hail ?

Have they wronged us ? Let us then
Render back nor threats nor prayers;

Have they chained our free-born men?
Let us unchain theirs !

Up, your banner leads the van,
Blazoned, " Liberty for all !

"

Finish what your sires began !

Up, to F'aneuil Hail

!

TO MASSACHUSETTS.
1S44.

What though around thee blazes
No fiery rallying sign ?

From all thy own high places,
Oive heaven the light of thine !

-n

I' !1
i

:P

^!
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WImt though iinlhrillcd, unmoving,

The slalciinan stands apart,

Ami coinci nu waim approving

l''roin Mammon's crowded mart?

Still, let the land be shaken

Hy ft Hummons of thine own !

Hy ftll save truth forsaken.

Why, stand with that alone I

Shrink not from strife unequal

!

With the best is always hope;

And ever in tha sequel

God holds the right side up !

Hut when, with thine imiting.

Come voices lont; and loud,

And far-off hills are writing

Thy lire-words on tlie cloud
;

Wh(Mi from Penobscot's fountains

A deej) response is heard.

And ncrnss the Western mountains

KoHh back thy rallying word ;

Shall thy line of battle falter.

With its allies just in view?

O, by hearth and holy altar,

My fatherland, be true !

Fling abroad thy scroll.-, of freedom !

Speed them onward far and fa>.l !

Over hill and valley speed thein,

Like the sibyl's on the blast

!

Lo ! ihe Empire Stale is shaking

The shackles from her hand ;

With the rugged North is waking

The level sunset land !

On they come,—the free battalions !

East and We^t and North they

come.
And the heart-beat of the millions

Is the beat of l-reedom's drum.

" To the tyrant's plot no favour !

No heed to place-fed knaves !

]5ar and bolt the door for ever^

Against the land of slaves !

"

Hear it, mother Earth, and hear it

The Heavens above us spread !

The land is roused,—its spirit

\Vas sleeping, but not dead I

THE PINE-TREE.

1S46.

Lift again the stately emblem on the Bay State's rusted shield,

(live to Northern winds the Pine-Tree on our banner's tattered field.

Sons of men who sat in council with their Bibles round the board,
^^

Answering England's royal missive with a firm, "Thus saith the Lord !

kise n[,'ain for home and freedom !—set the battle in array !—

What the fathers did of old time we their sons mu^t do to-day.

Tell us not of banks and tariffs,—cease your paltry p-dler cries,—

Shall the good State sink her honour that your gambling stocks may rise?

Would ye barter man for cotton ?—That your gains may sum up higher,

MllHt we kiss tlie feet of Moloch, pass our children through the fire?

Is the dollar only real?—God and truth and right a dreatn?

Weighed against your lying ledgers, must our manhood kick the beam ?

my God !— for that free spirit, which of old in Boston town

Smote the Province House with terror, struck the crest of Andros down !

—

For another strong-voiced Adams in the city's streets to cry,

" Up for God and Massachusetts !—Set your feet on Mammon's lie I

Perish banks and peridi traffic,—spin your cotton's latest pound,

—

^^

Hut in 1 leaven'snamp keepyour honour,—keep the heart o'the Bay State sound

!

Wherc*8 the man for Massachusetts?—Where's the voice to speak her free?—

Where'.T the hai.d to light up bonfires from her mountains to the sea?

Heats her Pilgrim pulse no longer?— Sits she dumb in her despair?—

1 las she none to break the silence ?—Has she .lone to do and dare

?

O my God ! for one right worthy to lift up her rusted shield.

And to plant again the Pine-Tree in her banner's tattered field 1
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si;gcested nv a visit to THP CITV r„-WAS«I.SCTOX, ,. THH . =TU MoVrn'oK iS.;;'

With a cold an<l wimiy noon-light,On Its roofs and steeples shed,
Shadows weaving with the sunlight
Jrom the gray sky overherul,

^

Broadly vaguely, all around me. lies
the half-built town outspread.

Through this broad street, restless
ever, '

Ebbs and flows a human tide.Wave on wave a livin^r river;
V\ea th and fashion'side by sid-

Toiler, Idler, slave and master, in thesame quick current glide.

Underneath yon dome, whose coping
Springs above them, vast and tallOrave men m the dust are gropimr '

wi •^*'V''? ^"S^'^' ^^"^- and small!Which the hand of Power is scatteiiiv.
crumbs which from its table fafi.

Base of heart! They vilely barter
Honour s wealth for party's ulae,. •

Step by step on Freedom's cha^tSr
"

Pn, , ^f?g footprints of disgrace
;

I' or to-day s poor pittance turning from
the great hope of their race.

Yet where festal lamps are throwingO ory round the dancer's hair,
God-tressed. like an angel's, flowin-^
Backward on the sunset air;

"

And the low quick pulse of music beats
us measures sweet and rare :

There to-night shall woman's glances
Star-like, welcome give to them '

Fawmng fools with shy advance?
'

WithtllV*'
touch their garments' hem,

|With the tongue of flattery glozing deed
'

which God and Truth condemn.

From this glittering lie my vision
rakes a broader, sadder range,

full before me l-.Tve arisen

Yr.^r?l\
'''';'"''^ '^^'^ '^"^ strange

;

1 ram the parlour to the prison mast the
scene and witness change.

Hark
!
the heavy gate is swingingOn its hinges, harsh and slow :

'J I

One pale i)rison lamp is flinging
On a fearful group below

'-uch a light as leaves to terror whatso-
e er it does not show.

I'itying Cod ;-Is that a WOMAN
i^tha shriek .she utters human,

underneath Hie stinging lash?Are they ^,^.^. ..hose eyes ^f madness
Horn that sad pi occssiun flash?

Still the dance goes gaily onward !

That without the stars are looking

Thnt .V'"''
"'"""'' ^'a' thsh .uldhkle?That (ho sI.Av^:.s„„. ii,.s i,. „,,ning,

rocking on Potomac's tide !

^ w!,^ i°
"''''' "^<^'''" Ambition

Av > 7 "PO" a rival's fall.
Winds above its old condition,

^, ,;:'''> -1 'eptile's sh-my crawl,
Shall the pleading voice of sorro;, shall

tne slave in anguish call.

Vainly to the child of Fashion.
Giving to ideal woe

Graceful luxury of compassion,

T-r.f r ,
^'"-" -"''^'^^''1 mourner go ;Hatefu seems the earnest sorrow, b .nu-

tiful the hollow show !

Nay, rny words are all too sweepinu •

in this crowded human mart,
I'eelingisnotdead, but sleeping

;

Man sstrongwillandwoman'sheart
In the coming strife for Freedom, ye[

shall bear their generous part.

And from yonder sunny valleys.
Southward in the distance lost

Freedom yet shall summon allies'

\\ith the Evil by their heartli-stones
grappling at severer cost.

N«3w, the soul alone is willing •

Famt the heart and weak the'knec:And as yet no lip is thrilling
With the mighty woids. "BeFr.-;?'"

Tarrieth long the land's Good Angel,
but his advent is to be !

Meanwhile, turning from the revel
lo the prison-cell my sight,

= !

i
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For intenser hate of evil,

For a keener sense of right,

Shaking off lliy dust, I tlinnk thee, City

of the Slaves, lo-niylu !

"To thy duty now and ever !

I )rcam no more of rest or stay ;

Give to Freedom's great endeavour

All tiiou art and hast to-day :

"—
Thus, al)ove the city's murmur, saith a

Voice, or seems to say.

Ye with heart and vision gifted

To discern and love the right,

Whose worn faces have been lifted

To the slowly-growing li;-ht.

Where from Freedom'^ sunrise drifted

slowly back the murk of night I
—

Ye who through long years of trial

Still have held your purpose fast,

While a lengthening shade the dial

From the westering sunshine cast,

And of hope each hour's denial seemed

an echo of the last !

—

O my brothers ! O my sisters !

Would to God that ye were near,

Gazing with me down the vistas

Of a sorrow strange and drear ;

Would to God that ye were listeners to

the Voice I seem to hear !

With the storm above us driving.

With the false earth mined below,

—

Who shall marvel if thus striving

We have counted friend as foe
;

Unto one another giving in the darkness

blow for blow.

Well it may be that our natures

Have grown sterner and more hard,

And the freshness of their features

Somewhat harsh and battle-scarred.

And their harmonies
tasked and rudely jarred,

Be it so. It should not swerve us

From a purpose true and brave
;

Dearer Freedom's rugged service

Than the pastime of the slave
;

Better is the storm above it than the

quiet of the grave.

Let us then, uniting, bury
All our idle feuds in dust.

of feeling over-

And to future conflicts carry

.Mutual faith and common trust

;

Always he who most forgiveth in his

brotlier is most just.

From the eternal shadow rounding

All our sun and starlight here.

Voices of our lost ones sounding

bid us be of heart and cheer.

Through the silence, down the spaces,

falling on the inward ear.

Know we not our tlead are looking

Downward with a sad surprise,

All our strife of words rebuking

With their mild and loving eyes?

.Shall we grieve the holy angels? Shall

we cloud their blessed skies?

Let us draw their mantles o'er us

Which have fallen in ( ur way ;

Let us do the work before us.

Cheerily, bravely, while we may,

Ere the long night-silence cometh, and
with us it is not day !

LINES,

FKOM A I.ETTEU TO A VOUNO CLERICAL
FKIKNU.

A STRENGTH thy servicc cannot tire,—

A iaith which doubt can never dim,—

A heart of love, a lip of fire,

—

O Freedom's God ! be thou to him !

Speak through him words of power and

fear.

As through thy prophet bards of old.

And let a scornful prophet people hea>

Once more thy Sinai-thunders rolled.

For lying lips tny blessing seek.

And hands ofblood are raised to Thee,

And on thy children, crushed and weak.

The oppressor plants his kneeling

knee.

Let men, O God ! thy servant dare

Thy truth in all its power to tell.

Unmask the priestly thieves, and tear

The Bible from the grasp of hell

!

From hollow rie and narrow span

Of law and sect by Thee released,

O, teach him that the Christian man
Is holier than the Jewish priest.



yOMA7ViyA\

Shall

A ^JV'^^/^'T' •\t,'es from his way,And let his hopeful eyes bfhoM
Ihe (lawn of thy millennia! day ;-

.ShalUnow the truth which maketh

And he alone who loves his kind

Thee • '

'''^™ '^'^ '°^^ °f
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liut who are they, who, coweri7r~
;Vithm he slL-utered fortress gate/

I iMrk filers of Virginia's soil,*"

'

Vv'rr'
""'!

'',"i"

'^^'"-'^ common spoil|VVuh household stun;, and fowl, '^i
;

swme, '

I

With Indian weed and planters' wine
\\ iih stolen beeves, an.l fl.ragc'i com .!:

i Are they not men, Virginian^ born ?'

VORKTOWX."
From Vorktovvn

still,

Two lines stretch far oVr vale an.l hill :

JVIo curbs h.s steed at head of one?

Wh^ K . Z^ "J"'™"'' = Washington !

J\
ho bends h.s keen, approving glance

\V here <lown the gorgeois line of France

Ihou too art victor, Rochambeau !

The earth which bears tl.,s calm arrayShook wall the war-charge yesterda?
^"^

wieeT^
with hurrying hoot ami

Shotjsown ami bladed thick with steel •

?^/ff^'-\^'^"
and noonday sun

'

Paled m the breath-smoke if the mmAnd down night's double blackiesffeil
ILike a dropped star, the blazing she! '

?i'e;,f r"*" ^""T'- >"l""e and brave !

Jlttp, Scammel, ,n thy soldier grave •

Sons of the Xorthla„d,'ye whose?
Stout hearts against the bayonet,

ruins, ranked and
| The lEoT' ^^^ ''^''^'^ ^"'"^^^^ ^^^^.lie moated l-attery s blaxing tier,

'
u n your scarred faces fion. the siirhtI-ct shame do homage to the , ght ^ '

£a;d''Ln''f^'^'='''t
gleaming lines<Mand moveless as the neighbouring

pines

;

°

While thi-ough them, sullen, grim, and

The conque'red hosts of England go •

Shn,J/ ''°"u^
troop rides bannerless •

tJv1 ""
'^J-^""^''

'-^"^l wasted homes'I hy scourge, Virginia, captive comes !

&aIMll'^-"'=^^'''^°"^ glad voiceI^e all thy sister States rejoice;Let Freedom, in whatever dim;
Shn T'\^''^ ^'^'^P'e^s eye her time

MarK- ^h"'^'
'"' --"tain wo'od

wv,-f ^
,

"^'" ^^sert soliti-de

''''%2rr
"^° '^""t '^- quail with

The New World's chain lies broken

,Lo!tlTOore years have passed ;an<f

The Gallic timbrel stirred the air.
\\i h Aorthern drum-roll, and the clear.U id horn-blow of the mountaineer
\V h.le IJritain grounded on that pSnThe arms she might not lift again.As abject as in that old day

'

The slave still toils his life away.

O, fields still green and f.esh in story
Olddaysofpride, old names ofgo •'

.^''l^J'-^^'-Jo^'he tongue and p?,r'Old thoughts which stirred the lieam of
, _ men,

I p Vl?^''^'^ ^^^ '^'o"g
'
and over all

iiehold the avenging shadow fall i

V our world-wide honour stained with
I

shame,

—

I Your freedom s self a hollow name !

I w^'^'n"""^ !''^ ^^S °f tJ^at old war'
V\ here flows its stripe? Where burns

its star?
Bear witness, Palo Alto's day.
Dark Vale of Palms, red Monterey.
Where^Mexic Freedom, young^nd

Fleshes the Northern eagle's beak •

Symbol 01 terror and desj.air.
Of chains and slaves, go seek it there !

\Zll'
^' '?'''' ™'dst thy iron ranks !j-augh. 5,a, from thy xncn , banks

oTv "l^'' 'Z
''^ '^"^ "«'gl'"g bornOf Freedom by its parent Torn !

Safe now ,s Speilberg's dungeon cell,

I 41
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'li.

lii f

Safe drear Siberia's frozen hell :

With Slavery's flag o'er Ixitli unrolled,

What of the New World fears the Old?

LINES,

WRITTEN IV TIIR HOOK OF A FRlliNll.

On page of thine I cannot trace

The cold and heartlci.s coinnuinplace,

—

A statue's fixed and marble grace.

For ever as these lines I penned,

Still with the thought of thee will blond

I'hat of some loved and common
friend,

—

Who in life's desert track has mailc

His pilgrim tent with mine, or strayed

Beneath the same remembered shade.

And hence my pen unfettered moves

In freedom which the heart approves,

—

The negligence which friendship loves.

And wilt thou prize my poor gift less

For simple air and rustic dress,

And sign of haste and carelessness ?—

O, more than specious counterfeit

Of sentiment or studied wit,

A heart like thine should value it.

Yet half I fear my gift will be

Unto thy book, if not to thee.

Of more that doubtful courtesy.

A banished name from fashion's sphere,

A lay unheard of Beauty's ear.

Forbid, disowned, — what do they

here ?

—

Upon my ear not all in vain

Camethesad captive's clanking chain, -

The groaning from his bed of pain.

And sadder still, I saw the woe
Which only wounded spirits know
When Pride's strong footsteps o'er them

go-

Spurned not alone in walks abroad.

But from the "temples of the Lord "

Thrust out apart, like things abhorred.

Deep as I felt, and stern and strong,

hi woido which Prudence smothered

long.

My soul spoke out against the wrong ;

Not mine alone the task to speak

Of comfort to the i)Oor and weak.

And dry the tear on Sorrow's cheek ;

But, minglod in the conflict warm.

To jiour the fiery breath of storm

Through the harsh trumpet of Kelorm

;

To brave Opinif)n's settled frown,

From ermined robe and saintly gown,

While wrestling reverenced Error down.

Founts gushed bc^iilc my pilgrim M-ay,

Codl shallows on the giet-iiswaiil lay.

Flowers swung upon the binding spray.

And, broad and bright, on either hand,

Stretched the green slopes of Fairy-land,

With Hope's eternal sunbow spanned ;

Whence voices called me like the flow,

Which on tlie listener's ear will grow,

Of forest streamlets soft and low,

And gentle eyes, which still retain

Their picture on the heart and brain,

Smiletl, beckoning from that path of

jiain.

In vain ! —nor dream, nor rest, nor

pause

Remain for him who round him draws

rhe battered mail of Freedom's cause.

From youthful hopes,—from each green

spot

Of young Romance, and gentleThought,

Where storm and tumult enter not,

—

From each fair altar, where belong

The offerings Love requires of Song

In homage to her bright-eyed throng,

—

V/ith soul and strength, with heart and

hand,

I turned toFreedom'sstrugglingband,—

To the sad Helots of our land.

What marvel then that Fame should

turn

Her notes of praise to those of scorn,

—

Her gifts reclaimed,
—

"ler smiles with-

drawn ?

What matters it !- a few years more.

Life's surge so restless heretofore

Shall break upon the unknown shore!

And
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.
' that far land shall disappear

.;."-' •^'i.^<l'>us vvhicl. we f./ll'ow here -
i I'o ni,st- wreaths of our atmospher;..

Befo'e no work of mortal hand,
Whi.n,anvv,ll or strength 'xpand'he pearl gates of the jWCi;
n'fe? "'H'^'f

^'''-•'^' '"^^ ^^hich gave

KSrt1Xr;i'i^:S:.ve"

One deed to Heaven and virlue true,

-

Ifthronph the wreck of wasted power.Of garlands wreathed from ^^T^
bowers, '^ '^

Ofidle aims and misspent hours,-
The eye can note one sacred spotBy Inde and Self profaned nTi
A«ree>.placcin<,he\vasteofS,ght.

- Th" umt?r"''
'^'''''' --'-^°J 'ess

1 Jic sum of human wretchedness "
And Gratitude looks forth to bieS;.
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The simple burst of tendereef f„«i'From sad J,earts worn "[y "
Id"',',!;^,For blessmg on the hand of heahngltl

Better than Glory's pomp will be

roreslo„,v,il,acalmdelighl.

And rt™^,|„ ,„„„„ „.;^^ ^^^^^

very fires they caught from mine,-

J!7.°:^%'"y'>>
once uttered stillIn the cam faith and steadfast illUfoi..er hearts, their work fultn

A marvellous joy that even then

/
he sp.nt hath i(s life again

In the strong hearts of nUal men.
'lake, lady (hen, (I,e gift j !,,,•„

J,-fya..<lgrncvfuIo}reri,'g !"*

'^'""^"•^"'"'^"^•'-'augLg spring.

Muist .he ,reen buds of Youth's Aesh

With Kaue/s lea'-enwoven l,iv
Mysadandsombregiftiiay

"

And ifit deepens in thy „,i„d
Asenseofsuneringhuman-lind-

'

I he outcast and the spirit-blimi;

Oppressed ami spoiled on everv side

^ 'lies IJitter cup at first;

If to their stronjr anneals wl,,vi.

Thou lend St thy woman's sympathy,-
Not vainly on thy gentle shrine.

Their varied gifts, I offer mine.

P/EAN.

1S4S.

rhe dreary night has wellnigh passedThe slumbers ol the North art o'e^The Giant stands erect at last J

More than we hoped in that dark time
^^^'^"''^^'"t withwatching, fewaS

worn, "' ^"'^

We saw no welcome day-star climbThe cold gray pathwaV of the morn!

W I

'1

T>„,,. ,,
^""^"'^g'-^y pathway Of them

Srp^:'as:;:^i-V- ^^^^-y'-- onigh;ofyea:.s.The fires which on thos'e altar- I?.,.. I
^^ ''''^^'°™^ °"^ darkling pathway

m
%\
si
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'V

Where, \miA\li^, back our tlironjjir.g

fear»,

Hy Faith alone uur /^«arch we kept.

How jeered the scoffing crowd hcliind,

How innL-kcd l)L'!ore tlie tyrant train,

As, one i)y f)iie, tlio tiue and kind
Fell faintin{^ in our path of pain !

They died,— their bravo licarts break-

\\v^ slow, -

lUit, self-forpetful to the last,

In words of cheer and biitjle blow
Their breath u]ion the darkness

passed

.

A mighty host, on cither hai...,

Stootl waiting for the dawn of day
To crush like reeds our feeble band ;

The morn has come,—andM'here are

they ?

1l lOop after troop their line forsakes ;

With peace-white banners waving
free,

And from our own the glad shoutbreaks,

Of Freedom and Fraternity !

Like mist before the growing light,

The hostile cohorts nick away
;

Our frowning foemen of the night

Are brothers at the dawn of day !

As unto these repentant ones
We open M'ide our toil-worn ranks,

Along our line a murmur runs

Of song, aj-1 praise, and gra'.eful

thanks.

Sound for the onset !— 151ast on blast !

Till Slavery's minions cower and
quail

;

One charge of fire shall drive them fast

Like chaff' before our Northern gale !

prisoners in yoir house of pain,

Dumb, toiling rr/'tions, bound and
sold,

Look ! stretched o'er - .'V n vale and
plain,

The Lord's delivt i; g ' id 'rhold !

Above the tyrant's j: idc oi . o ver.

His iron gates and gua.ded wall,

The bolts which shattered Shinar's
' tower

I lang, smoking, for a fiercer fall.

Awake! .1* wake I my Fatherland!
It is thv Northern light that shines ;

This stirring larch of I'Veedom's band
The storm-song of thy mountain pines.

Wake dwellers wlirrc the day expires

!

And luar, in winds tiiat sweep your

lakes

And fan your prairies' roaring fires,

Tlie signal-call tiiat Freedcni makes !

TO THE MFMORV OF THOMAS
SHH'LEY.

(lONE to thy Heavenly Father's rest

!

The (lowers of Eden round thee

blowing,

And en thine ear the murmurs blest

Of Siloa's waters softly flowing!

licneath that Tree of Life which gives

To all the eartii its healing leaves

In the white robe of angels chid.

And wandering by that iicred river,

Whose streams of holiness make glad

The city o*^ our God for ever !

Gentlest of spirits !— not for thee

Our tears arc shed, our sighs aregiven,

Why mourn to know thou art a free

Partaker of the joys of Heaven ?

Finished thy work, and kept tiiy faith

In Christian firmness unto death
;

And beautiful as sky and earth,

When autumn's sun is downward
going

The blessed memory of thy worth
Around thy place of slumber glowing!

But woe for us ! who linger still

W^ith feeM'-r strength and hearts \^ji

lowly,

And minds less steadfast to the v iil

Of Him whose every work is holy.

For not like thine, is crucified

Tlu; spirit of our human pride :

And at the bondman's tale of woe.
And for the outcast and forsaken.

Not warm like thine, butcolJ and slow,

Our weaker sympathies awaken.

V) ;l,ly upon our struggling way
The storm ofhuman hate is sweeping;

Hunted and branded, and a prey.

Our watch amidst the darkness keep-
ing,

O for that hidden strength which can

TO A



Nerve unt„ .lentl. the inner man •

•^f^r hy spirit, tried and, ru,
,

And constant in the hn„l!lf\ ,

'-pared to stWli.r,r,!r;i'r
''"'•

i" ".eckncss and in self.Jenial.

iJendcu.^spurned.
y., uncompJain

I)urni...r
"' "'^ ^late were

'iheunquailin^' ,-.,,^
Alone upon the oppressor turning
1 1 a _ f*

Z!iif^^V A/:^ 7^^^,/. ,^,.

"loved of thousands' toff,,,
Sorrowinir of hear, "fhv . ^ ^'^''^•

thee ' ^ '"'^"i''^" '"'le

Kecailme n,e„,o,ies sw«, andlly .

The spirit 10 ils„o4ipgoi^''.''

"«nv sto-Kl-st thou then, thy feet onJTeedon. plantinjr, ^
""

'

'7Z &' "^- '-- "' •-

N-™=.is^ri,,,,„\,h„
our hands l.av.

TO A SOUTHERN STATESMAN,
184O.

Is ,l,is ,,,y voice, whose „eble „o,cs „f

J" «!,a£^oti; '"" <- •^»"

"ic lasK. was done t^nt
.
pouring stiJI. ' '''^P'

Higher and higher rosptK-fl j

C.ar,i„„s^i„ i„ „,,3,, 3„„^_ ^^^

^""mayhe""""'"""-"'™- '•

May iiave'toT' "^1:"" "^ "moerac,

™'°"fn,e?ei1 *^ ""=--"'-
Fro„o„uheh,„'«,a„dfi,e,.he„,o„g
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LIMES.

!i

Of the stormed city and the ghastly

plain,

Beat by hot hail, and wet with bloody

rain,

A myriad- hancka A/tec host may pour.

And swarthy South with pallid North

combine
Back on thyself to turn thy dark design.

LINES,

WRITTEN ON THE ADOPTION OF PINCKNEy's

RESOLUTIONS, IN THE HOUSE OF REI'KESEN-

TATIVES, ANU THE PASSAGE OF CAI-HOUN S

"bill for EXCLUDING PAPERS, WRITTEN

OR PRINTED, TOUCHING THE SUBJECT OK

SLAVERY FROM THB U. S. POST-OFFICE," IN

THE SENATE OF THE UNITED STATES.

Men of the North-land ! \Vhere's the

manly spirit

Of the true-hearted and the un-

shackled gone ?

Sons of old freemen, do we but inherit

Their names alone ?

Is the old Pilgrim spirit quenched

within us,

Stoops the strong manhood of our

souls so low.

That Mammon's lure or Party's wile

can win us

To silence now ?

Now, when our land to ruin's brink is

verging,

In God s name, let as speak while

there is time !

Now, when the padlocks for our lips

are forging.

Silence is crime !

What ! shall we henceforth humbly ask

as favours

Rights all our own? In madness

shall we barter,

^or treacherous peace, the freedom

Nature gave us,

God and our charter ?

litre shall the statesman forge his hu-

man fetters,

H ere the falsej uristhuman rights deny,

And, in the church their proud and

skilled abettors

Make truth a lie?

Torture the pages of the hallowed Bible,

To sanction crime, and robbery, and

blood ?

And in Oppression's hateful service,

libel

Both man and God ?

Shall our New England stand erect no

longer,

But stoop in chains upon her down-

ward wav.

Thicker to gather on her limbs and

stronger
Day after day ?

O no ; methinks from all her wild,

green mountains,

—

j

From valleys where her slumbering

I fathers lie,

—

From her blue rivers and her welling

fountains,

And clear, cold sky,

—

From her rough coast, and isles, which

hungry Ocean
Gnaws with his surges,—from the

fisher's skiff.

With white sail swaying to the billows'

motion
Round rock and cliff,

—

From the free fireside of her unbought

farmer,

—

From her free labourer at his loom

and wheel,

—

From the brown smith-shop, where,

beneath the hammer.
Rings the red steel,

—

From each and all, if God hath not

forsaken

Our land, and left us to an evil

choice.

Loud as the summer thunderbolt shall

waken
A People's voice.

Startling and stern ! the Northern

winds shall bear it

Over Potomac's to St. Mary's wave ;

And buried Freedom shall awake to

hear it

Within her grave.

THE

O, let that voice go forth ! The bond-

man sighint:



i::?^_^:f;i!ff_^f;^^^
By Santee's wave, in Mississippi's

cane ^"^

Shall feel the hope, within his bosom
dying,

Revive again.

Let it go forth! The millions who are
gazing

And unty God devout thanksgiving
raising, ** ^ I
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Eless us the while.

O for your ancient freedom, pure and

^'°'

earthf
'^'''''"" "'" ^ ^roanin,^

For the wronged captive, bleeding,
crushed, and lowly,

Let it go' forth!

Sons of the best of fathers ! will ye

^^'^'stakJ?''^
left ye perilled and at

Ho; once a^ain on Freedom's holy
altar '

The fire awake !

Prayer-strengthened for the trial, come
together,

Put on the harness for the moral

And, with the blessing of your Heaven-
iy rather,

Maintain thk right!

THE CURSE OF THE CHAR.
TER-BREAKERS.33

In Westminster's royal halls.
Robed in their pontificals,
J^ngland's ancient prelates stood
i-or the peopJe's right and good.

Closed around the waiting crowd
iJark and still, like winter's cloud •

R'ng and council, lord and knight,'
Squire and yeoman, stood in sight, --

Stood to hear the priest rehearse,
In God s name, the Church's curse,
^y the tapers round them lit.
^iowly, sternly uttering it

''/^'Sht of voice in framing laws

Sa'';^''--'"
try each cause,:.

saciedas the monarch's hall,—

"Whoso lays his hand on these,
England's ancient liberties,-
\Uoso breaks, by word or deed.
England's vow at Runnyniede,-
'• Be he Prince or belted knig^ ',

\\ hatsoeer his rank or might.
Itthe highest, then the worst,
i^et hiin live and die accursed.

''Thoti who to thy Church hast givenKeys alike, of hell and heaven,
Make our word and witness sure,
i^et the curse we speak endure !

"

Silent, while that curse was said,
vveiy Ixue and listening head
Bowed in reverent awe, and thenAU the people said. Amen !

Seven times the bells have tolled
l;or the centuries gray and old.

'

Since tliat stoled and mitied l)and
Cursed the tyrants of their land.

Since the priesthood, like a tower,
-Stood between the poor and power

;And the wronged and tro.iiien down
Blessed the abbot's shaven crown.

Gone, thank God, their wizard spell
Lost, their keys of heaven and hell

•'

Vet I sigh for men as bold
As those bearded priests of old.

Now, too oft the priesthood wait
At the threshold of the state —
Waiting for the beck and nod
Uf Its power as law and God.

Fraud exults, while solemn words
Sanctify his stolen hoards

;

Slavery laughs, while ghostly jips
Bless his manacles and whips.

Not on them the poor rely,
Not to them looks liberty,

'

Who with fawning falsehcWl cower
1 o the wrong, when clothed with power.

p, to see them meanly cling,
Round tlie master, round the king,

.11



ICO THE SLAVES OF MAKl INlQVn.

Sported with, and sold and bought,

—

PitifuUer sight is not

!

Tell me not that this must be :

God's true priest is always free
;

Free, the needed truth to speak.

Right the wronged, and raise the

weak.

Not to fawn on wealth and state,

Leaving Lazarus at the gate,

—

Not to peildle creeds like wares,

—

Not to mutter hireling prayers,

—

Nor to paint the new life's bliss

On the sable ground of this,

—

Golden streets for idle knave,

Sabbath rest for weary slave !

Not for words and works like these,

Priest of God, thy mission is
;

Hut to make earth's desert glad.

In its Ellen greenness clad
;

And to level manhood bring

Lord and peasant, serf and king ;

And the Christ of God to find

In the humblest of thy kind !

Thine to work as well as pray,

Clearing thorny wrongs away ; •

Plucking up the weeds of sin.

Letting heaven's warm sunshine in,-

Watching on the hills of Faith ;

Listening what the spirit saith.

Of the dim-seen light afar,

tJrowing like a nearing star.

God's interpreter art thou,

! To 'he waiting ones below ;

I

Twixt them and its light midway

Heralding the better day,—

Catching gleams of temple spires.

Hearing notes of angel clioirs.

Where, as yet unseen of thcui.

Comes the New Jerusalem

!

Like the seer of Patmos gazing.

On the glory downward blazing ;

Till upon Earth's grateful sod

Rests the City of our God !

i i

til

THE SLAVES OF MARTINIQUE.
SUGGESTED BY A DAOUERREOTVPE FROM A FRENCH ENGRAVINli.

Beams of noon, like burning lances, through the tree-tops flash and glisten,

As she stands before her lover, wiih raised face to look and listen.

Dark, but comely, like the maiden in the ancient Jewish song :

Scarcely has the toil of task-fields done her graceful beauty wrong.

He. the strong one and the manly, with the vassal's garb and hue,

Holding still his spirit's birthright, to his higher nature true
;

Hiding deep the strengthening purpose of a freeman in his heart.

As the greegree holds his Fetich from the white man's gaze apart.

Ever foremost of his comrades, when the driver's morning horn

Calls away to stifling mill-house, to the fields of cane and corn :

Fall the keen and burning lashes never on his back or limb ;

Scarce with look or word of censure, turns the driver unto him.

Yet, his brow is always thoughtful, and his eye is hard and stern ;

Slavery's last and humblest lesson he has never deigned to learn.

And, at evening, when his comrades dance before their master's door,

J'olding arms and knitting forehead, stands he silent evermore.

God be praised for every instinct which rebels against a lot

VVhere the brute survives the human, and man's unright form is not

!

\l
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t02 IHE CRISIS.

"But for me, my mother, lying on her sick-bed all the day,

Lifts her weary head to watch me, coming through the twilight gray.

" Should I leave her sick and helpless, even freedom, shared with thee,

Would be sadder far than bondage, lonely toil, and stripes to me.

"For my heart would die within me, and my brain would soon be wild

I should hear my mother calling through the twilight for her child !

"

Blazing upward from the ocean, shines the sun of morning-time.

Through the coffee-trees in blossom, and green hedges of the lime.

Side by side amidst the slave-gang, toil the lover and the maid ;

Wherefore looks he o'er the waters, leaning forward on his spade-?

Sadly looks he, deeply sighs he : 'tis the Haytien's sail he sees.

Like a white cloud of the mountains, driven seaward by the breeze :

But bis arm a light hand presses, and he hears a low voice call

;

Hate of Slavery, hope of Freedom, Love is mightier ihan all.

THE CRISIS.

WRITTEN ON LEARNING THE TERMS OF THE TREATY WITH MEXICO.

Across the Stony Mountains, o'er the desert's drouth and sand,

The circles of our empire touch the Western Ocean's strand ;

From slumberous Timpanogos, to Gila, wild and free.

Flowing down from Nuevo-Leon to California's sea :

And from the mountains of the East, to Santa Rosa's shore,

The eagles of Mexitli shall beat the air no more.

O Vale of Rio Bravo ! Let thy simple children weep ;

Close watch about their holy fire let maids of Pecos keep ;

Let Taos send her cry across Sierra Madre's pines,

And Algodones toll her bells amidst her corn and vines ;

For lo I'the pale land-seekers come, with eager eyes of gain.

Wide scattering, like the bison herds on broad Salada's plain.

Let Sacramento's herdsmen heed what sound the v/inds bring down
Of footsteps on the crisping snow, from cold Nevada's crown !

Full hot and fast the Saxon rides, with rein of travel slack.

And, bending o'er his saddle, leaves the sunrise at his back ;

By many a lonely river, and gorge of fir and pine.

On many a vvint?;^ hill-top, his nightly camp-tires shine.

O countiymen and brothers ! that land of lake and plain,

Of salt wastes alternating with valleys fat with grain
;

Of mountains white with winter, looking downward, cold, serene,

On their feet with spring-vines tangled and lapped in softest green ;

Swift through whose black volcanic gates, o'er many a sunny vale,

Wind-like the Arapahoe sweeps the bison's dusty trail

!



THE CRISIS.

Great spaces yet untravelled, great lakes wh.se mystic shores

For ever ours
! for good or ill, on us the burden lies

;God s balance watched by angels, is hung across the skies

Old Might to Right IS yielding, battle blade to cle.^ly pen '

Earth s monarchs are her peoples, and her serfs standup a's men •The isles rejo.ce together, in a day are nations born, ^ '

And the slave walks free m Tunis, and by Stamboul's Golden Horni
Is this, O countrymen of mine ! a day for us to sow

And die like them of unbelief of God, and wrong of man ?

Th!f!n^^fr" ; •}^ u
' "" '"''''°" ^ End in this the prayers an.l tears

Sn Iv^^fy^S'
the watchings of our younger, betleVyea.??

'

Still as he Old World rolls in light, shall ourT in shadow turn

'

A beamless Chaos cursed of God, through outer darknesriorne ?

m^r! ?' ^"'
?''r.'

'°°\"^ ^°' ''S^^t' ^ blackness in the aTr ?»Vhere for words of hope they listened, the long wail of despair ?

The Crisis presses on us ; face to face with us it stands.With solemn l.ps of question, like the Sphinx in Egypt's sands •

This day we fashion Destiny, our web of Fate we spin
;1 his day for all hereaftei choose we holiness or sin

W.'!JX)I
'^'" starry Gerizim, or Ebal's cloudy crown,

A\e call the dews of blessing or the bolts of cursing down !

By all for which the martyrs bore their agony and shame :

S thl F^'^'""'u? Z°''^^
°^ t'"''' ^"^ "'"'^h the prophets came :By the Future which awaits us ; by all the hopes which cast

Ann'K lu' l",
t''*l"^W'"S, beams across the blackness of the Pa^.t

;

And by the b essed thought of Him who for Earth's freedom diedmy people
! O my brothers ! let us choose the righteous side

i

So shall the Northern pioneer go joyful on his way

;

1 o wed Penobscot's waters to San Franciscn'R hay •

AnrThi!
t^^. '"SSf^d places smooth, and sow the vales with grain :And bear, with Liberty and Law, the Bible in his train :The mighty West shall bless the East, and sea shall answer sea,And monntain unto mountain call, Praise God. for we are free !
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.-/ SABRA TIf SCENE,

I!

\m

mV. NEW EXODUS.3»
IJv lire atul cloud, across the desert sand,
An 1 lhr(»n.jh the jjarted waves,

i* rouj their lt)ng bondage, with ai
Htretched hand,

God led the Hebrew slaves !

an out-

i

Dead m the Idler of the Pentateuch,
As E^vpt's statues cold,

III the adytum of the sacred book
Now stands that marvel old.

" Lo, God is great
!

" the simple Mos-
lem says.

We deck the ancient date.
Turn the dry scroll, and make that

livinj,' jihrase

A (lead one ; " God 7va.- great !"

-V :d, like the Coptic monks by Mousa's
wcIIh,

i

We dream of wonders past,
Vague as the tales the wanderinc Arab

tells,
^

Each drowsier than the last.

O fools and blind I Above the Pyramids
Stretches once more that hand,

And tranced Egypt, from her stony lids,
Hitigslmck her veil of sand.

And morning-smiitcn Memnon, sing-
ing, wftkcH

;

And, listening by his Kile,
U er Amnion's grave and awful visace

breaks
A sweet and human smile.

.'Jot, asI)eforc, with hail and fire, and call
Ut death for midnight graves,

iiut m the stillness of the noonday, fall
I he fetters of the slaves.

No longer through the Red Sea, as of
old,

The bondmen walk dry-shod
;

1. trough human hearts, by love of
Him controlled.

Rung now that path of God !

TO DELAWARE.

'^L^'I^L*^',?.''""
'""^ "SCUSS.ON ,M THE

;«^. .1 "^ "46-47. OP A BILL FOR THEABOLITION OK iLAVBHV.

Thricr welcome to thy sisters of the
Eoit,

To the strong tillers of a rugged
' home,
With spray- wet locks to Northern winds

released.

And hardy feet o'erswept by ocean's
foam

;

And to the young nymphs of the golden
West,

Whose harvest mantles, fringed with
prairie bloom.

Trail in the sunset,—O redeemed and
blest.

To the warm welcome of thy sisters
come !

Broad Pennsylvania, down her sail-
white bay

Shall give thte joy, and Jersey from
her plains,

And the great lakes, where echo, free
alway.

Moaned never shoreward wi;!i
clank of chains.

Shall weave new sun-bows in tl.cir
tossini^ spi'ay.

And all their waves keep grateful Ix.l-
day.

And, smiling on thee through li

mountain rains,

Vermont shall bless thee; and tli.

Granite peaks.
And vast Katahdin o'er his woods shall

wear
Their snow-crowns brighter in the cold

keen air

;

And Massachusetts, with her rugged
cheeks

O'errun with grateful tears, shall turn
to thee,

When, at thy bidding, the electric
wire

Shall tremble northward with its
words of fire

;

Glory and praise to God ! another state
is free !

A SABBATH SCENE.

Scarce had the solemn Sabbath-bell
Ceased quivering in the steeple.

Scarce had the parson to his desk
Walked stately through his people.

When down the summer-shaded street,
A wasted female figure,

With c

i Cam
»
i_

she sa

Shel
O pityii

That

Like a s

Right
While cl

A lani

She raise

To He
^V^-re ma
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Flas 10(1
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And I'm
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To own a

Quick, deac
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Hound hand
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"Although,"
All secular

Are deadly sii

Our moral (

"And this cor
Tr every co



With dusky brow and naked feett-ame rushing wild and eager.

ihe saw^ the white spire through th. |

That poor one in thy dwelling'

SA^A\4 7If SCENl

MyChnstian friends, we send her! •

Shriek rose on shr k — iJ,« c i i i

^,Her wild cries tore' ast,:?''"''^
*^"-

n^st^^ned, with hushed hS; to he.rOod answering with his thumler

-

She raised a keen and bitter cry

Had woman s heart no feeling?

A score ofstout hands rose betweenThe hunter and the flying •

'

Fl^V'd^'""r'^'^^'"'">^ideneyesi 'as led teanul, yet defying. ^
"Who^,l,.es profane this house and

And I'm her lord and master-

"Tve law and gospel on my sideAnd who shall dare refuse me%

T'lump dropped the holy tome and o'

I saw the parson tie the knotsThe while his flock addre" Jnp

With text on text impressing:

*'ltefar'r'^^''-''°" Sabbath day.

Are deadly sms, we must fulfil

^

Our moral obligations
:

"And this commends itself a<! nn.T- every conscience tender
,

All St.
11 !_,he very altar's cloth

I , 7' S'^nthered <Iown her shriekinrrAnd, duml, she turned from face ^t'o

For human pity seeking ?

^
hT ^?'' ''/fSged along the aisle

r h" rd'fh"^'"'
^^'-^J^'y" lanking ;

1 ntard the parson, over all, "
J he Lord devoutly thanking!

My brain took fire • " I« .h;. " t • ,

;'Theendcfp::ayert;';e.hin-^
Then down with pulpi, I,..,? "i^l,

And give us Nature's teaching
!

''whoturnT,'"^''^T"''<^^")-^all
Anil.. ^u^'.^SOod to evil,
A.Kl steal the iiibledom the LordTo give It to the Devil !

"Than garbled text or parchment In
lownastatutehighel-;

And God IS true, though every bookAnd every man's a liar
!"-^

I

Just then I felt the deacon's hand

I i"7fi''niy coat-tail sei^ern-
'I heard the priest cry. "Infidel;-'ine lawyer mutter, "Treason !"

'^'ave, master, pnest. and neoole ?
I only heard the suppe;-bell.^^''

•

Instead of clanging steeple.

HiU, on the open window's sill,O er which the white blooms drifte 1The pages of a good old Book
^•

i he wind of summer lifted.

And flower and vine, like angel win^<;Around the Holy Mother, ^ "^'

Sfvf^'',^?''^'=^^'f^-J's truthAnd Mercy kissed each other

^^H8 i :)<

V iiic casement swnigmg.
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106 SONG OF SLA VES IN THE DESERT.

With golden bosom to the sun,

The oriole was singing.

As bird and flower made plain of old

The lesson of the Teacher,

So now I heard the written Word
Interpreted by Nature

!

For to my ear nielhought the breeze

BDre Freedom's blessed word on
;

Thus saith the Lord : Break
every yoke,

Undo the heavy burden !

LINES,
ON THE PASSAGK OF THE BILL TO PROTECT
THE RIGHTS AND LIIiERTIES OF THE I'KOPI.E

OF THE STATE AGAINSj" THE FUGITIVE
SLAVE ACT,

I SAID I Stood upon thy grave,

My Mother State, when last the moon
Ot blossoms clomb the skies of June.

And, scattering ashes on my head,

1 wore, undreaming of relief,

The sackcloth of thy shame and grief

Again that moon of blossoms shines

On leaf and flower and folded wing.
And thou hast risen with the spring !

Once more thy strong maternal arms
Are round about thy children flung,

—

A lioness that guards her young !

No threat is on thy closed lips,

But in thine eye a power to smite
The mad wolf backward from its

light.

Southward the baffled robber's track
Henceforth runs only ; hereaway,
The fell lycanthrope finds no prey.

Henceforth, within thy sacred gates,

His first low howl shall downward
draw

The thunder of thy righteous law.

Not mindless of thy trade and gain,

But, acting on the wiser plan,

Thou'rt grown conservative of man.

So shalt thou clothe with life the hope.
Dream-painted on the sightless eyes

Of him who sang of Paradise,

—

The vision of a Christian man,
In virtue as in stature great.

Embodied in a Christian State.

And thou, amidst thy sisterhood

Forbearing long, yet standing fast,

Shalt win their grateful thanks at last

When North and South shall strive nc

more.

And all their feuds and fearr. be lost

In Freedom's holy Pentecost.

dth mo., 1855.

SONG OF SLAVES IN THE
r)ESHRT.35

Where are we going? where are we
going ?

Where are we going, Rubee ?

Lord of peoples, lord of lands.

Look across these shining sands,

'i'hrough the furnace of the noon,
Through the white light of the moon.
Strong the Ghii:)lee wind is blowing,

Strange and large the world is growins? .'

Speak and tell us where we are going,

Where are we going, Rubee ?

Bornou land was rich and good.

Wells of water, fields of food,

Dourra fields, and bloom of bean.

And the palm-tree cool and green :

Bornou land we see no longer.

Mere we thirst and Here we hunger,

Here the Moor-man smites in anger :

Where are we going, Rubee ?

When we went from Bornou land,

W^e were like the leaves and sand,

W^e were many, we are few ;

Life has one, and death has two :

Whitened bones our path are showing,
Thou All-seeing, thou All-knowing!
Hear us, tell us, where are we going ?

Where are we going, Rubee ?

Moons of marches from our eyes

Bornou land behind ns lies ;

Stranger round us day by day
Bends the desert circle gray

;

Wild the waves of sand are flowing,

Hot the winds above them blowing,

—

Lord of all things !—where are we
going ?

Where are we going, Rubee ?



IVl/AT THE BIRDS SAID.
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VVe are weak, but Thou art strong •

Short our lives, but Thine is long
•

'

\\ o arc lilind, hut Thou hast eyes
;

_\Ve are fools, hut Thou art wise !

'

Thou, our morrow's p-ithway knowiiur
Ihrough the strange world round us

growing,

I'jr'i."'*'

'''" "^' ^^'^'-''e are we going ^

Where are we going, Rubee?

LINES,
INSCRlnEn TO FRIESIJ.S UNDER ARREST FORTREASON AGAINST THE SLAVE POWER.

The age "^ dull and mean, Men crfeii
Not walk

; with blood too pale and
'

tame
To pay the debt they owe to shame :

Buy cheap, sell dear ; eat, drink, and
sleep

Down-pillowed, deaf to moaninc
want

;

^

Pay tithes for soul-insurance ; keep
Six days to Mammon, one to Cant.

In such a time, give thanks to God,
I hat somewhat of the holy rage

'

With which the prophets in their ageOn all Us decent seemings trod.
Has set your feet upon the lie,

That man and ox and soul and clod
Are market stock to sell and buy !

The hot words from your lips, my own,
lo caution trained, might not repeat

:

liut If some tares among the wheat
Of generous thought and deed were

sown.
No common wrong provoked your

zeal

;

'

The silken gauntlet that is thrown
In such a quarrel rings like steel.

The brave old strife the fathers saw
i"or freedom calls for men again
Like those who battled not in vain

i-or England's Charter, Alfred's law:
And right of speech and trial just

Wage in your name their ancient war
With venal courts and perjured trust.

GcKl's ways seem dark, but, soon or late,
They touch the shining hills of day ;
I he evil cannot brook delay,

The good can well afford to wait

>07

j

Give crmined knaves their hour of
crime

;

Ve have the future grand and great,
1 lie safe appeal of Truth to 'lime !

WHAT THE HIRDS SAID.
'i'llE birds against the April wind

I- lew northward, singim: as they flew-They sang, " The land we leave behind"
iias swords for corn-blades, blood for

dew.

"O wihl-birds, flying from the South.
^^hat saw and heard ye, gazing

down ?
^ o s

"
}J,f

^''^^' Jhe mortar's upturned mouth,
Ihe sickened camp, the bla^ing

town

!

"^

" Beneath the bivouac's starry lamps,We saw your march- worn children
die

;

III shrouds of moss, in cypress swamps.We saw your dead uncoffined lie.

'•'We heard the starving prisoner's
!

sighs.

And saw, from line and trench, your
sons

!

Follow our flight with home-sick eyes
Beyond the liattery's smoking guns."

"And heard and saw ye only wrong
And pain," I cried, "O wing-worn

flocks?"
"We heard," they sang, "the freed-

man s song.
The crash of Slavery's broken locks

!

" We saw from new, uprisi-ng States
The treason-nursing mischiefspurned,

As, crowding Freedom's ample gates.
The long-estranged and lost returned,

,

" O'er dusky faces, seamed and old,

{

And hands horn-hard with unpai(
' toil,

*

With hope in every rustling fold.
We saw your star-dropt flag uncoil.

"And struggling up through sounds
accursed,

A grateful murmur-clomb the air
;A whisper scarcely heard at first.

It filled the listening heavens witl
prayer.

li

I'-

li

m



IJ^
LA(fS DLO!

And sweet and far, as f..,.,! a star,
Kephc.l a voice which shall not cease

1 111, drowning all the noise uf war, '

it sings the blessed song of peace !
"

So to me, in a doiiljtful day
Of chill and slowly greening spring,Low stooping fn.m the cloudy g,ay
I he wild-birds sang or seemed to sing.

They vanished in the misty air
The song went with them 'in their

flight

;

I3ut lo
! they left the sunset fair.

And in the evening there was light.

LAU.S DEO !

ON HEARING THE HELLS RING ON THF l.ASSA( K

l.lSHlNCi SLAVEKV.

1 1' is done !

-.^n^ ol bell and roar of gun
V|,d the tidings up and down,

ow the belfries rock and reel'
I low the grear gu„s, peal on peal

,

f.ing the joy from town to town 1

Ring, O bells !

Every stroke exulting tells
Of the burial hour of crime.
Loud and long, that all may hear,
King for every listening ear

Of Eternity and Time !

Let us kneel .-

God's own voice is in that peal,
And this spot is holy ground

Lord, forgive us ! 'what are we,
1 hat our eyes this glory see.

That our ears liave heard the sound !

For the Lord
On the whirlwind is al)road

;
In the earthquake ile has spoken

;

Me has smitten with his thunJt.
1 he iron walls asunder.

And the gates of brass are broken !

Lf)U(l and long
Lift the old exulting song

;
I Sin« with Miriam by the sea

I

He has cast the mighty down
;

lie hath triumphed gloriously !

"

I^id we dare,
In our agony of prayer,

Ask for more than lie has don'^ ?
\N hen was ever his right hand
Over any time or land

Stretched as now beneath the sun ?

How they jjale,

1 ,

Ancient myth and song and tale.
In this wonder of our days,
^Vhcn the cruel rod oi wnr
iJlossoms white with righteous law

'
And tile wrath of man is praise \

Blotted out !

All within and all about
Shall a fresher life begin

;

Freer breathe the universe
As It rolls its h. avy cur>e

On the dead and buried sin !

It is done !

In the circuit of the sun
Shall the sound thereof go forth

It shall bid the sad rejoice
It shall give the dumb a voice.

It shall belt with joy the earth !

Ring and swing.
Bells of joy ! On morning's wing

Send the song of praise abroad !

With a sound ol broken chains
Tell the nations that He reigns.

Who alone is Lord and God !

hi

hi
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l^EGE NDARY.
THE MERRIMACK.

STREAMofiny fathers! sweetly still
i he sunset rays thy valley fill /
1 oured slantwise down the lonrr clcf.le

r see the Minding Po«ow foldn>e green hill in its belt of goldAnd folou.ng down its wavy lie

1 nere s not a tree upon thy sideNor rock, which tl.; returning Ude

Above thy evening ^^:ater mark •

No calm cove with its rocky hemNo isle whose emerald svv,.ii i

TJyl>.oad smoolhtl;; '^,^^^^V,
Bowed o the freshing ocean gale 'N" small boat with it" busy oar '

xNor larn-house with its maple shideJ'- ngid poplar colonnade,
' '

n"^ J'^f d'stinct and full in sightbeneath this gush of sunset light'^entunes ago, that harbour-ia

And'ytd^7LS°'''"'''^^^"^'
strand,

^vave-smoothed

Saw the adventurer's tiny sail

An 1 5r°fu"^
'"'"'" the eastern gale -36

?^i^-:?"Sr:^woodThe Mernmack rolled down his flood
:

M.nk'hng that clear pellucid brook
i; l.'ch channels vast Agioochook

I

U hen sprmg-time's sun and shower un

On yon.ler rocky cape, which bravesihe stormy challenge of the waves
Midst tangled vine and dwarfish woodIhe hardy Anglo-Saxon stood.

'

I antm.^upon the topmost crarlie stafT of England's battle-dag;Ad while from out its heavy (old

\ Zr^u^f t
"'"^'°" ""^'^ ""rolled.Must roll of drum and trumpet blareAnd weapons brandishing ,n air

Ije gave to that lone i^romontory
/>';"-'^"'fJ'^^t"'''nieinallhisst.,ry;38

\Vh?. ' ^ "°''"" "f" ^'''^'"'^ daughters,

"waS"- '°°'' ^" ^taiibouil

Who, when the
bound

Wr^n^tl'-"' "^'"'"J"''
'''"bs around,

Son h f ° u Y"^ ^'"^ '^^^ '••<"• chain,'Soothed with her smiles his hours o
pain,

And fondly to her youthful slaveA dearer gift than freedom gave.

shore'-'"
"^ ^''^'' ''"'^ ''^''*''"'

And clearly on the calm air swells

Frono'^^'.'?''^""^^"^'^"' bells,
jf^rom Ocean's bosom, white and thin.

I
The mists come slowly rolling in

chance of war had

1

if



no JHE NOkSEMEN.
Hills, woods, the river's rocky riin,
Amidst the sea-like vapour swim,
While yonder lonely coast-liyht, set
Within its wave-washed minaret.
Half quenched, a beandess star and

pale,

Shines dimly throuijh its cloudy veil

!

Home of my fathers !— I have stood
Where Hudson rolled his lordly tlooU :

Seen sunrise rest and sunset fade
Aloni,' his fiowninfj I'alisade

;

Looked dou n the Apalaciiian peak
On Juniata's silver streak

;

Have seen t. ong his valley gleam
'Hie Mohawk's softly winding stream

;
The level light of sunset shine
Through broad I'otomac's hemof pine;
And autumn's rainbow-tiinted banner
Hang lightly o'er the Susquehanna

;

Vet, whereso..',.,- hi step might be,
Ihy wandering child looked back W

thee 1

Heard in his dreams thy river's souml
Of murmuring on its peb])|y bound,
'J'he unforgotten swell and roar
Of waves on thy familiar shore

;And saw, amidst the curtained gloom
And quiet of his lonely room.
Thy sunset scenes before him pass

;

As, in Agrippa's magic glass,
'1 he loved and lost arose to view,
Remembered groves in greenness grew,
Jiathed still in childhood's morniniz

dew,
*"

Along whose bowers of beauty swept
Whatever Memory's mourners wept,
Sweet faces, which the charnel kept,
voung, gentle eyes, which long hath

slept;

And whde the gazer leaned to trace,
More near, some dear familiar face.
He wept to find the vision flown,—
A phantom and a dream alone !

THE NORSEMEN. 39

Gift from the cold and silent Past

!

A relic to the present cast

;

Left on the ever-changing strand
Of shifting and unstable sand,
Which wastes beneath the steady

chime
And beating of the waves of Time :

Who from its bed of primal rock

First wrenched thy dark, unshapely
block ?

Whose hand, of curious skill untaught
1 hy rutle and savage outline wrought ?

The waters of my native stream
Arc glancing in the sun's warm beam;
I' roni sail-urged keel and tlashmg oar
The circles widen to its shore

;

And cultured field and peopled town
Slope t() its willowed margin down.
\ et, while this morning breeze is bring,

ing

The home-life sound of school-l>ells
ringing.

And rolling wheel, and rapid jar
Of the lire-winged and steedless car,
And voices from the wavside near
Come quick and blended on my ear,
A spell is in this old gray stone,
My thoughts are with the I'ast alone !

A change I—The steepled town no more
Stretches along the sail-thronged shore;
Like palnce-domes in sunset's cloud.
Fade sun-gilt spire and mansion proud;
Spectrally rising where they stood,
I see the old, primeval wood :

Dark, shadow-like, on either hand
I see its solemn waste expand :

It climbs the green and cultured hill,
It arches o'er tJie valley's rill

;

And leans from cliff and crng, to throw
Its wild arms o'er the stream below.
Unchanged, alone, the same bright

1

^
river

Flows on, as it will flow for ever

!

1 listen, and I hear the low
Soft ripple where its waters go ;

I hear behind the panther's cry.
The wild-bird's scream goes thrilling by,
And shyly on the river's brink
The deer is stooping down to drink.

But hark !—from wood and rock fluntr
back,

**

What sound comes up the Merrimack ?
What sea-worn barks are those which

throw
The light spray from each rushing prow?
Have they not in the North Sea's blast
Bowed to the waves the straining mast?
Their frozen sails the low, pale sun
Of Thule's night has shone upon

;

Flapped by the sea- wind's gusty sweep
Round icy drift, and headland steep.
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^y^ JOHN.
Wild Jutlan.rs wives a„,l Loehlin's

daughters

Lesseni,^.^^through driving mist and

Like white. (vinged sea-bird., on their

Onward they glicie.-and now! viewll.eir „-on-armed and stalwart crewJoy t'l'sten. in each wild blue eye '

1 urne<l to greet, earth and summed sk v •

Kach br„a,l, seame.l breast has cast as de
tscumbenngvestofslmyj-yhi.le
Hared to the sun and soft warm ail-

""hair'
'" ''''^^^''"-''^ y"''-v

I see the gleam ofaxe and spear.The sound of Muitien shields I hearKeeping a harsh and fitting linJ'lo S.-igu s Cham, and Runic rhyme •

Such lays as Zetland\s.^ca!dhTsung
Hi» gray and nakci isles am,mir •

Ihc wolf beneath the Arctic nwonHas answered to that startling rre.
1
he (.ael has heard its stormy swell

J he I'glU^lMank knows it/summons

lona's sable-stoled Culdee
Has heard it sounding o'er the sea

H?s ah? ^^^V"'''^
hoar'y beard anlhairif lb altars foot m trembling prayer !

ilVf^•'"'^^ 'wildering vision diesIn darkness on my drean,ing eye •

/he forest vanishes in air,-" ^
jlill-slopeand vale lie starkly bare •

iJf,'
^''^'^"'"'"on tread of nien'And hum of work-day life again •

Iheinystic relic seen'salonfA broken mass of common stone •

And.f .the the chiselled limb '

Of Berserker or idol grim.-A fragment of Valhalla's Thor
1 he stormy Viking's god of VVar
OrPragaoftheRtmiclay. '

Or love-awakening Siona,

Jj7,^'""'^V"^'i'-k, nor Runic Sign,

I s nlT ^'''' ^y ^'h'*^'^ t° "-feeIts name, or origin, or place.
J'et, for this vision of the Past,

i\Ivs^H?7
"'""'"'*'"' '^"««^»^'.

V>
N'Tt Ix'ws m gratitude

IJefore the (Jiver ol all good,

I ha nora the waste of Tin,e behind
•v simple stone, or nunind oiea.than sumnjon the departed forth

;J.mc en the Past to life again, '

MH..|.e.entloseinwha,-hathbeen.

Ihebunedformsofh.ni^^ago.
As If a,,onion of that Thought
•y wh.eh the Eternal will is%vrought,

.
\ lose Mnpul,e till, anew with breahe frozen solitude of Ueaih

'
o mortal min.l were sometimes lent

I o mortal musings sometimes senT,
'

I w nsper-^even when it seems '

H.t.Memory s fantasy o.-,Ireams-
Ihrough the mind's waste of woe and sinUf an munortal origin !

'

•ST. JOHN.

j

"To the winds gave our banner '

l>car homeward agiin '"

[
( nedthe Lord of Acadia
^:ned Charles of E.,tienne :irom the prow of his shallop
;
He gazed, as the sun,

I'lom Its bed in the ocean
•Streamed up the .St. John.

O'er the blue western waters
1 hat shallop had passed,U here the mists of Penobscot
Clung damp on her mast,

^t Saviour had looked
On the heretic sail,

As the songs of the fruguenot
Kose on the gale.

'fhe pale, ghostly fathers
Kemembered her well.

Am! ha,l cursed her while passing,
\\ ith taper and bell,

^'

iHitthemenofMonhegon.
Of Papists abhorred,

i^Iacl welcomed and feasted
1 ne heretic Lord.

?l:

They had loaded his shallop

-,,", "h dun-fish and ball,
VNith stores for his larder,
And steel for his wall.

'
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ST. JOHN.

1 emequid, from her bastions
And turrets of stone,

Had welcomed his coming
With banner and gun.

And the prayers of the elders
Had followed his way,

As homeward he glided,
Down Pentecost liay.

O, well sped La Tour !

For, in peril and pain,
His lady kept watch,
For his coming again.

O'er the Isle of the Pheasant
I he morning sun shone.

On the plane-trees which shaded
Ihe shores of St. John.

" Now why from yon battlements
bpeaks not my love !

Why waves there no banner
My fortress above }

"

Dark and wild, from his deck
St. Estianne gazed about,

On fire- wasted dwellings,

^
And silent redoubt

;

^\T ^^^ '°^' shattered walls
Which the flame had o'errun,

J here floated no banner.
There thundered no gun !

I5ut beneath the low arch
Of its doorway there stoodA pale priest of Rome,
In his cloak and his hood.

With the bound of a lion.
La Tour sprang to land,

On the throat of the Papist
He fastened his hand.

• " Speak, son of the Woman
Of scarlet and sin !

What wolf has been prowling
My castle within?*'

From the grasp of the soldier
The Jesuit broke,

Half in scorn, half in sorrow,
He smiled as he spoke :

" No wolf Lord of Estienne,
Has ravaged thy hall.

But thy red-handed rival,
'With fire, steel, and ball !

On an errand of mercv
I hitherwardcame.'

While the walls of thy castle
Vet spouted with flame.

*' Pentagoet's dark vessels
Were moored in the bay,

firim sea-lions roaring
Aloud for their prey."

"Hut what of my lady?"
Cried Charles of Estienne :

"On the shot-crumbled turret
Thy lady was seen :

'• Half-veiled in the smoke-cloud,

J^^''
hand grasped thy pennon,

v\ hile her dark tresses swayed
In Jhe hot breath of cannon !

liut woe to the heretic,
Evermore woe !

When the sun of the church
And the cross is his foe \

"In the track of the shell
In the path of the ball,

Pentagoet swept over
The breach of the wall !

Steel to steel, gun to gun.
One moment, —and then

Alone stood the victor.
Alone with his men !

" Of its sturdy defenders,
Thy lady alone

Saw the cross-blazoned banner
Float over St. John."

" Let the dastard look to it !"
Cried fiery Estienne,

"Were D'Aulney King Louis,
1 d tree her again !

"

"Alas for thy lady !

No service from thee
Is needed by her
Whom the Ix)rd li.-.th set free •

Nine days, in stern silence.
Her thraldom she bore.

But the tenth morning came.
And death opened her door !''

As if suddenly smitten
La Tour staggered back

;

His hand grasped his sword-hilt
His forehead grew black.

He sprang on the deck
Of his shallop again.

" We cruise now for vengeance '

Give way !" cried Estienne.



' Massachusetts shall hear
Of the Huguenot's wronc,

And from island and creekside
Her fishers shall throno-

'

Pentagoet shall rue

wJ^^'l'-^''
^^^^^"^ ha^e done,

When his palisades echo
The Puritan's gun !

"

O, the loveliest of heaveiy
Hung tenderly o'er him^,

i here were waves in the sunshine,
And green isles before him .-

%u ^\^}^ ^^"^ "'^s beckoning
I he Huguenot on;

And m blackness and ashes
liehmd was St. John !

THE NEW WIFE AND THE
OLD.

Dark the halls, and cold the feast,-

All is over,—all is done,
Iwainofyesterdayareone!
iiloominggirl and manhood grayAutumn in the arms of May !

Hushed within and hushed without.
Dancing (eet and wrestler's shout

:

Dies the bonfire on the hill

;

All IS dark and all is still.
Save the starlight, save the breeze

S"f h!F
'"'""eh the graveyard trees

;And the great sea-waves below,
I ulse of the midnight beating slow.

cu""u ^¥ brief dream of a bride

u'-^'u u^'l.'^''''^"^^'
at 'I's side.

^ith half.uttered shriek and start,-.
^eels she not his beating heait?
And the pressure of his arm.
And his breathing near and warm ?

Lightly from the bridal bed
Springs that fair dishevelled head

H if*r''f''"S' "'^"'' '"tense.
Half of shame, half innocence.
Maiden fear and wonder speaks
Through her lips and changing cheeks.

From the oaken mantc. lowine
Faintest light the lamp is throw.n..
• n the mirror's antique mould, "
High-backed chair, and wainscot old

y//£ NEIV WIFE AA'D TlIK OLD.

And through faded curtains steali^^His dark sleepmg face revealing ^

Listless lies the strong man there

,

Silver-streaked his careless hair
;Lips oflove have left no traceOn ihat hard and haughty face •

And that forehead's knitted thoughtLoves soft hand hath not unwroS't.

M^'^Su'^^.^'s^"' "''^ 'oves me well
,

More than these calm lips will idl
Stooping to my lowly state,

An-1 Mi'"^','^'"^''''^^^'"lg'eat.And I bless him. though he beHard and stern to all save me !"

While she speaketh, falls the light '

O er her fingers small and white :

e.old and gem, and costly rincmck the timid lustre fling.
Love sselectest gifts, and rare.
His proud hand had fastened there.

Gratefully she marks the blow
From those tapering lines of snow;
Fondly o er the sleeper bending
His black hair with golden blending,
In her soft and light caress,

^

Cheek and lip together press.

Ha
! -that start of horror !-WhvThat wild stare and wilder cry

Ful of terror, full of pain?
Is there madness in her brain ?
Hark

! that gasping, hoarse and low
Spare me. -spare me,-let me go !»

God have mercy !— Icy cold
Spectral hands her own enfold.
Drawing silently from them
Loves fair gifts ofgold and gem,
Uaken!.save me! "Mill as deathAt her side he slumbereth.

King and bracelet all are gon
And that ice-cold hand withdrawn •

Kut she hears a murmur low,
Full ofsweetness, full of woe.
Haifa sigh, and half a moan-

• Pear not
! give the dead her own '

'

Ah .-the dead wife's voice she k no-
il hat cold hand, whose pressure froz
Once in warmest life had l)orne
Oem and band her own hath worn.

H

-.J



•14 THE ANGELS OF BUENA VISTA.

?! I

"Wake thee! wake thee !" Lo, his eyes
Open with a dull surprise.

In his arms the strong man folds her
Closer to his breast he holda her

;

Trembling limbs his own are meeting,
And he feels her heart's quick beating :

"Nay, my dearest, why this fear?"
"Hush!'^ she saith, "the dead

here!"

"Nay, a dream,—an idle dream."
But before the lamp's pale gleam
Tremblingly her hand she raises,—
There no more the diamond blazes.
Clasp of pearl, or ring of gold,

—

"Ah!" she sighs, "her hand
cold!"

IS

was

Broken words of cheer he daith
But his dark lip quivereth.
And as o'er the past he thinketh,
From hisyoung wife's arms heshrinketh;
Can those soft arms round him He,
Underneath his dead wife's eye ?

She her fair young head can rest
Soothed and childlike on his breast.
And in trustful innocence
Draw new strength and courage thence

;

He, the proud man, feels within
But the cowardice of sin !

She can murmur in her thought
Simple prayers her mother taught.
And Mis blessed iingels call.

Whose great love is over all

;

He, alone, in prayerless pride,

Meets the dark Past at her side !

One, who living shrank with dread
From his look, or word, or tread.

Unto whom her early grave
Was as freedom to the slave.

Moves him at this midnight hour,
With the dead's unconscious power !

Ah, tlie dead, the unforgot I

From their solemn liomes of thought,
Where the cypress shadows blend
L^irkly over foe and friend.

Or in love or sad rebuke.
Back upon the living look.

And the tenderest ones and weakest,
Who their wrongs have borne the meek-

est.

Lifting from those dark, still places,

Sweet and sad-remembered faces.

O'er the guilty hearts behind
An unwitting triumph find.

THE ANGELS OF BUENA VISTA.

Speak and tell us, our Ximena, looking northward far away,
Oer the camp of the invaders, o'er the Mexican array,
Who is losmg? who is winning? are they far or come they near?
Look abroad, and tell us, sister, whither rolls the storm we hear.

•'Down the hills of Angostura still the storm of battle rolls
;blood IS flowmg, men are dying ; God have mercy on their souls !

'

Who IS losmg? who is winning?—" Over hill and over plain,
I see but smoke of cannon clouding through the mountain rain."

/S,^T°*^^*"J ^/^'P o""- I'rothers
! Look, Ximena, look once more.

btill 1 see the fearful whirlwind rolling darkly as t)efore
Bearmg on, in strange confusion, friend and foeman, foot and horse.Uke some wild and troubled torrent sweeping down its mountain course."

Look forth once more, Ximena ! "Ah ! the smoke has rolled away

;

And I see the Northern rifles gleaming down the ranks of gray.
Hark

! that sudden blast of bugles ! th.-re the troop r-'" ,,;non wheels
;Ihere the Northern horses thunder, with the cannon at their heels.

V Jesu, pity ! how it thickens ! now retreat and now advance !

Right against the blazing cannon shivers Puehla's charging lance !
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Now they stagmr bl,„<73 T? 'h""'''
""' '^'°'" h"!" »' »'«i"

Do" 7ol;?"„Vr iii° lE^.l^r >'V''>' ^^ >«•"' »" "'y ^nce :

On .he h,e»ed cross befoAtV l^e^cj ."f.S^ '?%
»' ow'S"^

Le. his diw be^rfhle°to ^J v" f
'"' T" "''^ '"•-^»'

i

i-o-day, .h„„ poor bitSt;rt'L^ra'^ %S ""' =

?ijrw,SoYa'„?ptLTJlfe''''- -"il
>'!""S. » -"li" .ay.

aw tne Northern eagle shining on his pistol-belt.

WiS : stffnd7:tte'?:Z:^r'f*,^'.^
'T'"^ '^^y h- head

;

B«t she heard the youth's ll.n?' '^'
'^'f'^

"P°" '^'^'- ^'^^^^
^

And .he raised ^^c:SiniZS-S^^^^^^^r..^ of pain,

wSXrJil^^^'lSf S:!fe^:Sf'^^ ''\'r' ^-^'y -'led :

All his stranger words within .!. ,^ '^'^ "'^''^h ^^^'^^ her child ?

;^H her .^ „p.„hLCS «'^/;JK'"-i^-^^-^^^ ,

Frl^^n^^'entb^'s'Id'rd ^T.'^^^'
^^'"^^ ^^^ ^^^e forth,

Spake the nSnSuti't:;tr'"'as"s'iri''r
i l""'^'-

1" ^'^^ ^^^^ !

"

And turned to soothe the liv^n" nn n ^ u"'
^"'" ""''^^ ^^r dead,me tnc livnig, and bind the wounds which bled

Rons £fbatUrdort,f;r% •

'

"^'^^ ^^ ^'°"^ ^^fore the wind
Ah

!
they plei^ t^^iff^^n^""tn'^dLt th^^'

'"' ft ^'^'-'
'

Hide your faces, holy angels , oh' JhoVcLt^'of Go7 foJive^i^-
'

In its LaS ;^^^e?S-S^.r^^^^--- rolled.

Over SranSffett b.'o er "wXa t""T
^"'' '^7' ^^ '-^^-^ ^^od.

And the dying foe.an L:S^^:t:S^ ITlSfengl.

^'5
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Not wholly lost, O Father ! is this evil world of ours
;

Upward, through its blood and ashes, spring afresh the Eden flowers

;

from Its snioknig hell of battle, Love and Pity send their prayer,
And still thy white-winged angels hover dimly in our air:

BARCLAY OF URY.-i"

Up the streets of Aberdeen,
Uy the kirk and college green,

Rode the Laird of Ury
;

Close behind him, close beside.
Foul of mouth and evil-eyed,

Pressed the inob in fury.

Flouted him the drunken churl,
feered at him the serving-girl,

Prompt to plear.e her master
;

And the begging carlin, late

Fed and clothed at Ury's gate.
Cursed him as he passpd her.

Yet, with calm and stately mien.
Up the streets of Aberdeen

Came he slowly riding
;

And, to all he saw and heard,
A.iswering not with bitter word,

luinirg not for chiding.

(^ame a troop with hroadswards swing-

PiiiS and bridles sharply ringing,
Loose and free and froward

;

Quoth the foremost, ' Ride him down !

Push him ! prick him ! through the town
Drive the Quaker coward !

"

But from out the thickening crowd
Cried a sudden voice and loud :

" Barclay ! Ho ! a Barclay !

'

And the old man at his side
Saw a comrade, battle tried,

Scarred and sun-burned darkly
;

Who with ready weapon bare,
Fronting to thr troopers there,

Cried aloud : "God save us,
Call ye coward him who stood
Ankle deep in Lutzen's blood,

With the brave Gustavus ?
"

" Nay, I do not need thy sword,
Comrade mine," said Urv's lord

;

"Put it up, I pray thee :

Passive to his holy will

Trust I in my Master still,

Even though he slay me.

" Pledges of thy love and faith.

Proved on many a field of death
Not by me ate needed."

Marvelled much that henchman hold,
'I'hat his laird, so stout of old,

Now so meekly pleaded.

"Woe's the day !
" he sadly said,

With a slowly-shaking head.
And a look of pity

;

"Ury's honest lord reviled.

Mock of knave and sport of child,
In his own good city !

" Speak the word, and, master mine,
As we charged on Tilly's line.

And his Walloon lancers,
Smiting through their midst we'll teach
Civil look and decent speech

To these boyish prancers !

"

"Marvel not, mine ancient friend,
Like beginning, like the end :

"

Quoth the laird of Ury,
" Is the sinful servant more
Than his gracious Lord who bore

Bonds and stripes in Jewry?

" Give me joy that in his name
I can bear, with patient frame.

All these vain ones offer ;

While for them he suffereth long.
Shall I answer wrong with wrong,

Scoffing with the scoffer ?

" Happier I, with loss of all.

Hunted, outlawed, held in thrall,

With few friends to greet me,
Than when reeve and squire were seen,
Riding out from Aberdeen,

With bared heads to meet me.

" WHien each good wife, o'er and o'. r,

Blessed me as I passed her door

;

And the snooded daughter,
Through her casement glancinij 'own.
Smiled on him who bore renown

From red fields of slaughter.

" Hard to feel the stranger's scoff,

Hard the old friend's falling off,
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Hard to learn forgiving

But the Lord his own rewanls,
And his love with theirs accords,

Warm and fresh and livins.

Faith beholds a feeble light
Up the blackness streakine •

Knowing God's own time is best'
in a patient hope I rest

For the full day-breaking !

"

So the Laird of Ury said,
i urning slow his horse's head

\VK ^°Tu'''^' '^^ Tolbooth prison,

V^r% ^'^TgV?" S^'-'tes he heird
i- oor disciples of the Word

Preach of Christ arisen !

Not in vain, Confessor old
Lnto us the tale is told

Of thy day of trial

;

livery age on him, who strays
'

iTom its broad and beaten ways,
Pours Its sev -nfold vial.

Happy he whose inward car
Angel comfortings can hear,O er the rabble's laughter •

And, while Hatred's faggot burn
(^lunps.s through the s^'oke discern

<Jt the goo. I hcreaiter.

Knowing this, that never yet
Share ot Truth was vainly set

In the world's wide fallow •

After hands shall sow the seed
After hands from hill and mead

Keap the harvests yellow.

Thus, with somewhat of the Seer,Must the moral pioneer

Clothe the waste with dreams of grainAnd, on midnight's sky of rain. ^ '

Paint the golden morrow !

117

A legend ofthe age of Faith,
iiy dreaming monk or abbess told.

^" J''"t"retto's canvas lives
i hat fancy of a loving heart.

In graceful lines and shapes of power,And hues immortal as his artf

In Provence (so the story runs)

I

.
^^^'^ I'^'t^fl a lord, to whom, as slave

I

A peasant hoy of tender years
'

1 he chance of trade or conquest gave.

Forth-looking from the castle tower.
Beyond the hills with almonds dark.The straining eye could scarce discern
yiv& chapel ofthe good St. Mark.

And there, when hitter word or fare
J he service of the youth repaid,By stealth, before that holy shrine,

,

f or grace to bearhis wrong, he prayed.

The steed stamped at the castle gate.
Ihe boar-lmnt sounded on the hill

:

U^-fllTl
"'^ ^"^'" ^'°"^ the chase,U ith looks so stern, and words so ill?

"Go, bind yon slave ! and let him learn,By scath of lire and strain of cord,
Howill they speed who give dead saints

Ihe homage due their living lord !"

They bound him on the fearful rack,U hen, through the dungeon's vaulted
dark.

He saw the light of shining robes.
And knew the face ofgood St. Mark.

' "'"^en sank the iron rack apare,
Ihe cords released their cruel clasp,

^ r/u'"'"'''
^'th t''^''" teeth of fire

l-ell broken from the torturer's grasp

And lo 'before the Youth and Saint,
Barred door and wall of stone gave

way

;

*

And up from bondage and the night
Ihey passed to freedom and the day.'

THE LEGEND OF ST MARK. 4.

"^

Wil^^cSrSS :^^t^w I

°0 ^^"^'^S r"^ ' '^^ »^>« - t-

;

And throu-h <^he dntt
"^.^ty ^''owtis;

I
O painter

! true thv jx^nciFs art •

Thebio^o?^^;^;e::ls;^, ^"^'^,i^°?!-^!-p'-^y.
'

I turn me from the gloom without
1 o ponder o era tale of old.

\ e whirper to my listening heart !

Unheard no burdened heart's appeal
Moans up to Cod's inclining car;

lii



B -f

<lg DERNE.

Unheeded by his tender eye,
Kalln to the earth no sufferer's tear.

Ffjr Mill the Lord alone is God !

'J'hc pomp and power of tyrant man
Aru NimllLTcd at his lightest breath,

I.ike (diafl before the winnower's fan.

Not always shall the slave uplift

IIJH heavy hands, to Heaven in vain.
Cod H ariKcl, like the good St. Mark,
Comes shininy down to break his

chain

!

O weary ones ! ^e may not see
Vfuir hcloers in their downward flight;

Nor hfiir the sound of silver wintjs
Hlow beating through the hush of

•light

!

But not the less gray Dothan shone,
VVilli hunbright watchers bendinrr

low,
^

TImt I-'eiir's dim eye beheld alone
The »]iear-heacls of the Syrian foe.

There are, who, like the Seer of old,
Can Hce the helpers God hath sent.

And how life's rugged mountain-side
J» while with many an angel tent

!

They hear tho heralds whom our Lord
Send.H down his pathway to prepare

;And light, from otiieis hidden, shines
On lliL.rhigh place of faith and prayer.

IvCt such, for earth's despairing ones
IIooelcKs, yet longing to be free,

Ureathe once again the Prophet's iirav-
er

:

" Lord, ope their eyes, that they inav
see \"

dernf:.42

Night on the city of the Moor

!

On mosfiue and tomb, and white-walled
whore,

On sea-waves, to whose ceaseless
knock

The narrow harbour-gates unlock,
On corsair's gallfcy, carack tall.
And plundered Christian caraval !

I he HoufHl« of Moslem life are still :No nmle-bell tinkles down the hill I

htretched in the b-oad court of the
khan,

Tile dusty Bornou caravan
Lies heaped in slumber, beast and

man ;

The Sheik is dreaming in his tent,
Ilis noisy Arab tongue o'eispent

;

The kiosk's glimmering lights are gone,
The merchant with his wares with-

drawn
;

Rougli pillowed on some pirate breast,
'1 he dancing-girl has sunk to rest

;

And, save where measured footstens
fall

*

Along the Bashaw's guarded wall,
Or where, like some bad dream, the

Jew
Creeps stenlthily his quarter through,
Or counts with fear his golden heaps.
The City of the Corsair sleeps !

Hut where yon prison long and low
Stands black against the jiale star-glow.
Chafed by the ceaseless wash of waves.
There watch and pine the Christian

slaves ;

—

Rough-bearded men, whose far-off
wives

Wear out with grief their lonely lives jAnd youth, still flashing from his eyes
The clear blue of New England skies,
A treasured lock of whose soft hiir
Now wakes some sorrowing mother's

prayer;
Or, worn upon some maiden breasv.
Stirs with the loving heart's unrest

!

A bitter cup each life must drain,
The groaning earth is cursed with pain,
And, like the scroll the angel bore
The shuddering Hebrew seer before,
O'erwrit alike, witliout, within,
With all the woes which follow sin ;
But, bitterest of the ills beneath
Whose load man totters down to death,
Is that which plucks the regal crown
Of Freedom from his forehead down,
And snatches from his powerless hand
The sceptered sign of self-command,
Eiitacing with the chain and rod
The image and the seal of God

;

Till from his nature, day by day,
The manly virtues fall away,
And leave him naked, blind and mute,
The godlike merging in the brute

!

Why mourn the quiet ones who die
Beneath affection s tender eve.



TAULER.

Unto their household nn.l their kin
I.Ike ripened corn-sheaves gathered in >

VhT.P^''^'" that tranqu^il so'i,
I hat holy harvest-home of God
i urn to the quick and sufTering.'-shed
I liy ears upon the living deacf-Tnank God above thy dear ones' gravesfhey sleep with IIini,-they an no!

Slaves.

^^'''''

sidt
""'"''' ''°"'" '^'^ "fountain.

Swift-pouring, like a stream divides -
raS' ,T' ^"^gg'ine: caravan, '

Camel and horse and armed man.ihe moons low crescent, glimmering

Its grave of waters to the shore,
Lights up that mountain cavalcade,And glmts^from gun and spear 'and

'"'''"

"faUs"'"'"
"""' ~"°'' °'^'' 'h^"'

The shadow of the city walls.
Hark to the sentry's challenge, drowned

XoJSZ '""p^^^ ^''-•^'-"g

The rush of men, the musket's peal, I

tteeP ^ ^P ''""^ °^ '"^^''"g'

«>9

With the long marches of his LandThrough^ ho^ttest wastes of rock and

STh'^^'^i
'''" ?"" ""'I furnace-breath

he red .lesert's wind of .leath,
-elcome words and grasping

The victor and deliverer stands !

;

The tale is one of distant skies;
1
he dust of half a century lies

jUporju; yet its hero's name
i Mill Imgers on the lips of Fame

I

Men speak the praise of him who gavoDeliverance to the Moorman's slave,
\ et dare to brand with shame and cnmeThe heroes of our land and time,-
I he self-forgetful ones, who stake
ilome, name, and life for Freedom's

sake.
God mend his heart who cannot feel
J he impulse of a holy zeal.
And sees not, with his sordid eyes
I he beauty of self-sacrifice!

'

bo freely on thy foeman's swo-d
^ot o the swift nor to the stroneThe battles of the right belong"^
For he who strikes lor Freedom wearsThe armour of the captive's prayersAnd Nature proffers to his cause '

While he whose arm essays to bindAnd herd with common brutes his kind
Sr.ve.severn,ore at fearful odds
V^.th Nature and the jealous gods,And dares the dread recoil which lateOr soon their right shall vindicate.

Tis done -the horned crescent falls '

The star-flag flouts the broken wal s
-'

Joy to the captive husband ! joyTo thy s,ck heart O brown-locked boy •

Jji^"''^"
^•••^th the conqi-ered Moor

^

Wide open flmgs your dungeon-doorAna leaves ye free from cell and chainThe owners of yourselves again.
'

Dark as his allies desert- born,
bo,le<l M'ith the battle's sta.n. and worn

TAULER.
Taui.fr, the preacher, walked, one

autumn day.
Without the walls of Strasburg, by the

,
Khine, ^

I

Pondering the solemn Miracle of Life •

I

As one who, wandering in a starless

I

"'gbt,

I

Feels, momently, the jar of unseen
I

waves,

I

And hears the thunder of an unknown
!

sea.

Breaking along an unimagined shore.

And as he walked he prayed. Even
the same

Old prayer with which, for half a score
of years,

-Morning, and noon, and evening, lip
and heart ^

"'"^ groaned
: " Have pity upon me.

Thou seest while teaching others, I am
bund.

Send me a man who can direct mv
steps !

'

^

^^^his'^^^th
^'^^^^' ^"^ **^^'''^

""'""S

A sound as of an old Itian s staff ^mon
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"^^^

'^Tn^^u^f
""^'•^"'^^^^'^' ^"''' l°°k.

I

" What if God's will consign thee hence

V.t saw a stran-ei, weak, and poor, I

and old <<ti,„« >> • i .1. .inen, said the stranger, cheerily,

''^7e?satd""'°
'''''' '"''^^

•
" '^'"'

i

^^^^' He^" ^i" be I know not
; this I

<i /-^ 1 •
"

1' . I know,

—

oK,fn'ni"i°°" """ •
" ^'^

.V™"-' '?,' ">'.P™-nce of .h. Lord ,

«u, ..„;..,:, „e ,0.,, .,„ none: ^H'eX^'f S"S-,c/«,:S,^;^en^ "'•

I

with Him

Wondering thereat, the preacher
''''" Solden-gated Paradise without."

spake again,
"God give thee happy life." The old

man smiled,
" I never am unhappy."

Tears sprang in Tauler's eyes. A
sudden light,

Like the first ray which fell on chaos,
clove

Apart the shadow wherein he had
TT. , ,

,

Tauler laid walked

mvXTve'
'^''"^"'^ '"'"^ ^^•'^'y

f,
"°°"- And, as the strange

'•T»ii ^r^r t ,
old man

^d?.Sr' "'^^^ '""^ ^'-Se 5:f"f..!!'i^-V-y'-'"'^'-"-rhairwords mean.
Surely man's days are evil, and his

hfe
Sad as the grave it leads to." " Nay

my son.
Our times are in Gods hands, and all

our days
Are as our needs : for shadow as for

sun,

For cold as heat, for want as wealth
alike

Our thanks are due, since that is best
which is ;

And that which is not, sharing not his
life,

Is evil only as devoid of good.
And for the happiness of which I spake,
1 nnd It in submission to his will,
And calm trust in the holy Trinity
Of Knowledge, Goodness, and Al-

mighty Power.

"

Set like the white moon where the hills
of vine

Slope to the Rhine, he bowed his head
and said :

"My prayer is answered. God hath
sent the man

Long sought, to teach me, by his sim-
pie trust

Wisdom the weary schoolmen never
knew."

Silently wondering, for a little space.
Stood the great preacher; then he

spake as one
Who, suddenly grappling with a haunt-

ing thought
Which long has followed, whispering

through the dark
Strange terrors, drags it, shrieking, into

hght.-

So, entering with a changed and
cheerful step

The city gates, he saw, far down the
street,

A mighty shadow break the light of
noon,

Which tracing backward till its airy
lines

Hardened to stony plinths, he raised
his eyes

O'er broad fa9ade and lofty pediment,O er architrave and frieze and sainted
niche,

Up the stone lace-work chiselled by
the wise

Erwin of Steinbach dizzily up to where
In the noon-brightness the great Min-

ster's tower.
Jewelled with sunbeams on its mural

crown,
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Kose like a visible prayer. " Behold •"

he said,
" The stranger's faith made plain be-

fore mine eyes.
As yonder tower outstretclies to the

earth
The dark triangle of its shade alone
When the clear day is shining on its

top,

So, darkness in the pathway of Man's
life

Is but the shadow of God's providence.
J5y the great Sun of Wisdom cast

thereon
;

And what is dark below is light in
Heaven.

"

THE GIFT OF TRITEMIUS.
Tritemius of HERHiroLis, one day,
While kneeling at the altar's foot to

I2t

" Mock me not thus ; I ask not prayers
but gold.

r 7 -,

Words will not serve me. alms alone
suffice

;

Even while I speak perchance mv first-
born dies."

" Woman !" Tritemius answered, "from
our door

None go unfed ; hence are we always
poor

:

^

A single soldo is our onlv store
Thou hast our prayers ;-VVhat can ;\ e

give thee more?"

"Give me," she said, "the silver can-
dlesticks

C)n either side of the great crucifix.
God well may spare them on iiis errands

sped,
Or he can give )'ou golden ones instead.

"

pray,

Alone vvith God, as was his pimis choice,
Heard from without a miserable voiceA sound which seemed of all sad thincs

to tell,
''"

As of a lost soul crying out of hell.

Thereat the Abbot paused; the chain
whereby

His thoughts went upward broken by
that cry ;

•'

And, looking from the casement, saw
below

A wretched woman, with gray hair
a-flow.

And withered hands held up to him
who cried

'

For alms as one who might not be
denied.

She cried. "For the dear love of Him
who gave o

His life for ours, my child from bond- ^^T^'Y ^Z
^"^^ *^^ ^'^^P^' '''" aflame,

age save,— And, dumb with grateful wonder to
My beautiful, brave first-born, chained tt u^^",''^

with slaves ^P°" ^"^ altar candlesticks of gold •

Then spake Tritemius, "Even as thy
word. '

Woman, so be it ! (Our most gracious
Lord,

Who loveth mercy more than sacrifi- e.
I ardon me if a human soul I prize
Above the gifts upon his altar piled •)

lake what thou askest. and redeem thy
child," ^

Ijut his hand trembled as the h .Iv
alms

He placed within the beggar's eager
palms

;

And as she vanished down the linden
shade.

He bowed his head and for forgiveness
prayed.

So the day passed, and when the twi-
light came

He woke to find the chapel all aflame.

with slaves
In the Moor's galley, where the sun-

sniit waves
Lap the white walls of Tunis ' "—

"What I can
( give, " i'ritemius said :

" my prayers.

"

—"Oman
Pf God !" she cried, for grief had made

her bold,

COBBLER KEEZAR'S VISION. ^3

The beaver cut his timber
With patient teeth that day,

The minks were fish-wards, Mid the
crows.

Surveyors of highway,—
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When Keezar sat on the hillside
Upon his cobbler's form,

With a pan of coals on either hand
To keep his waxed-ends warm.

And there, in the golden weather,
He stitched anfl iiammered and sung

In the brook he moistened his leather,
In the pewter nuig his tongue.

Well knew the tough old Teuton
Wlio brewed the stoutest ale,

And he paid the goodwife's reckonin"
In the coin of song and tale.

The songs they still are singing
Who dress the hills of vine.

The tales that haunt the Hrocken
And whisper down the Rhine.

Woodsy and wild and lonesome.
The swift stream wound away,

Through birches and sca,/tc maples
Flashing in foam and spray,—

Down on the sharp-horned ledges
Plimging in steep cascade,

iossing its whlte-maned waters
Against the hemlock's shade

Woodsy and wild and lonesome.
East and west and north and south ;Only the village of fishers
Down at the nver's mouth

;

ew,

Only here and there a clearing,

^
With its farm-house rude and m.-

-^''^^ tree-stumps, swart as Indians,
Where the scanty harvest grew.

No shout of home-bound reapers,
No vintage-song he heard.

And on the green no dancing feet
The merry violin stirred.

" Why should folk be glum," said Kee-
zar,

''When Nature herself is glad,
And the painted woods are laughing
At the faces so sour and sad ?"

Small heed had the careless cobbler
Jl^hat sorrow of heart was theirs

Who travelled in pain with the births of
God,

And planted a state with prayers,—

Huntmg of witches and warlocks, •

Smiting the heathen horde,—
One haiul on the mason's trowel,
And cne ou the soldier's sword !

liut give him his ale and cider,
Give him his pipe and song,

Little he cared for Church or State,
Or the balance of right and wrong.

work," he mut-
'"'Tis work, work,

tered. —
"And for rest a snulUe of jisalms '"

He smote on his leaJiern apron
With his brown and waxen palms.

" O Tor the purple liarver's
Of the days when I w.as yonng !

I'or the merry grai)e-stained maidens.
And the pleasant songs hey sung !

" O for the bre ith of vineyards,

_
Of apples and nuts and wine !

r-or an oar to row and a breeze to blow
Down the grand old river Rhine !"

A tear in his blue eye glistened,
And dropped on ^is oeard so erav

"Old, oldamI,"sa.dKeezar,
"And the Rhine ilows far away !"

But a cunning man was the cobbler •

He could call the birds from the trees
Charm the black snake out of the

ledges,

And bring back the swarming bees.

All the virtues of herbs and metals,
All the lore of the woods, he knew

And the arts of the Old World mingled
With the marvels of the New.

Well he knew the tricks of magic,
And the lapstone on his knee

Had the gift of the i\Iormon's goggles
Or the stone of Doctor Dee.

For the mighty master Agrippa
Wrought it with spell and rhyme

From a fragment of mystic moonstone
In the tower of Nettesheim.

To a cobbler Minnesinger
The marvellous stone gave he,—

And he gave it, in turn, to Keezar,
Who brought i* ovef the sea,
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lie hcM up that mystic lapstono,
Hi; held it up hl;e a lens,

Ami he counted the long years cominc
ny t^yenties and by tens.

"
^"«*^ hundred year^" quoth Kcezar,
"Andiiftyhave I told:

Now open th- new before me,
And shut me out the old !"*

Like a cloud of mist the blackness
Kolled from the mniijic stone,

And a marvellous picture mingled
i ho unknown and the known.

Still ran the stream to the river,
And river and ocean joined

•

'

'

And there were the bluffs and 'the blue
sea-line.

And ccUl north hill=. behind.

But the mighty forest was brokf^n
l.y many a steepled town,

Jiy many a white-walled farm-house,
And many a garner brown.

Tinning a score of mill-wheels,
rhe stream no more ran free

;
>v hue sads on the winding river,
White sails on the far-off sea.

'

l?elow in the noisy village
'Ihc flags were floating gay.

And shone on a thousand faces
i'he light of a holiday.

Swiftly the rival ploughmen
Turned the brown earth from their

shares

;

Here were the farmer's treasures,
Ihere were the craftsman's wares.
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Golden the goodwife's butter,

^
Ruby her currant-wine

;
Grand were the strutting turkeys

Fat were the beeves and swine.

Yellow and red were the apples,
And the ripe-pears russet-brown.

And the peaches had stolen blushes
From the girls who shook them down.

And with blooms of hill and wild-wood,
1 hat shame the toil of art,

Mingled the gorgeous blossoms
Ol the garden's tropic heart.

" What is -t I see?" said KeezarAm I here, or am I there ?
Is It a fete at Bingen ?
Do I look on Frankfort fair?

"But where are the clowns and puppets,And imps with horns and tail?And where are the Rhenish flagons?
And where is the foaming ale ?

"Strange things, I know, willhappen,—
Strange things the Lord permits ;Hut that droughty folk should be jolly
1 uzzles my poor old wits.

"Here are smiling manly faces.

!

And the maiden's step is gay •

Nor sad by thinking, nor mad
drinking.

Nor mopes, nor fools, are they.

"Here's pleasure without regretting,
And good without almse.

The holiday and the bridal
Of beauty and of use.

" Here's a priest and there is a Qua-
ker,

—

Do the cat and dog agree ?
Have they burned the stocks for oven-

wood ?

Have they cut down the gallows-tree?

"Would the old folk know their chil-
dren?

Would they own the graceless town.
With never a ranter to worry
And never a witch to drown ?

"

Loud laughed the cobbler Kcezar,
Laughed like a school-boy gay

;

Tossing his arms above him,
The lapstone rolled away.

It rolled down the rugged hillside,
It spun like a wheel bewitched,'

It plunged through the leaning wil-
lows.

And into the river pitched.

There, in the deep, dark water,
The magic stone lies still,

Under the leaning willows
In the shadow of the hill.

But oft the idle fisher

Sits on the shadowy bank,

1,1
A "il
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And his dreams make marvellous pic-
tures

Where the wizard's lapstone sank.

And still, in the summer twilights,
When the river seems to run

Out from tlie inner glory,
Warm with the melte'cl sun,

The weary mill-girl lingers
Hesidc the charmed stream,

And the sky and the golden water
Shape and colour her dream.

Fair wave the sunset gardens,
The rosy signals (ly

;

'

I

Her homestead beckons from the cloud. I

And love goes sailing by !

ANDREW RYKMAN'S PRAYER. I

Andrrw Rykman's dead and gone ;
'

You can see his leaning slate I

'" '"e Rraveyard, and thereon
Read his name and date.

" Trust is trth'r than our feai'
"

^^
Runs the legend through the' moss,
Oain IS not in addedyears,
Nor in death is toss.

"

Still the feet that thither trod.
All the friendly eyes are dim :

Only Nature, now, and God
Have a care for him.

There the dews of quiet fall.

Singing birds and soft winds stray :

Shall the tender heart of ail
Be less kind than they?

What he was and what he is
They who ask may haply find,

"'n^ read this prayer of his
Which he left behind.

F.ilher ! I may come to Thee
Even with the beggar's plea,
As the poorest of I'liy p„„r,
With my needs and nothin{^ .nore.

Not as one who seeks his home
With a step assured I come

;

Still behind the tread I hear
Of my life-companion, Fear,
Still a shadow deep and vast
From my westering feet is cast,
VVavermg, doubtful, undefined,

I

Never shapen nor outlined :

I

From myself tiie fear has grown
And the shadow is my own.

^'et; O Lord, through all a sense
Of Ihy tender providence
>>tays my fdling heart on Thee,
.\nd confirms the feeble knee;
And, at times, my worn feet press
Spaces of cool cpdetncss,
Lilied whiteness shone upon
Not by light of moon or sun.
Hours there be of inmost calm,
Uroken but by gratefid psalm.
When I love Thee more than fear Thee
And Ihy blessed Christ seems near me,"
With loigiving look, as when
He beheld the Magtialeii.
Well I know that all things move
To the spheral rhythm of love,—
That to Tliec, Q Lord of all

!

Nothing can of chance befall

iiH.

Tardon, Lord, the lips that dare
Shape in words a mortal's prayer '

I rayer, that, when my day is done.And I see its setting sun,
Shorn and beamle^s, cold and dim.
bink beneath the horizon's rim-
When this ball of rock and clay
Crumbles from my frrt n-.^^y
And the solid shores of sense'
Melt.into the vague immense,

Child and seraph, note and star.
Well Thou knowcst wii ,t we are

;Through Thy vast crcp ive plan
Looking, from the woim to man.
There is pity in Thine eyes.
But no hatred nor surprise.
Not in blind caprice of will,

,

Not in cunning sleight of skill,

j

Not for show of power, was wrought
I

Nature's marvel in Thy thought.
[

.Never careless hand and vain
Smites these chords of joy and pain •

No immortal selfishness
Plays the game of curse and bless :

Heaven and earth are witnesses
That Thy glory goodness is.

Not for sport of mind and force
Ha3t Thou made Thy universe,
But as atmosphere and zone
Of Thy loving heart alone.
Man, who walketh in a show.
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Sees before him, to and fro,

Shadow and ilhi^ioii ^o
;

All things flow and tluctiiate,

Now contract and now dilate.
In the welter of this sea,

Nothing stable is hut 'I'liee ;

In this whirl of swooning trance,
Thou alone art permanence

;

All without Thee only seenis.
All i)esiile is eiioice of dreams.
Never yet in (l;uke-,t mood
Doubted I that 'i'liou wast good,
Nor mistook my will for fate,
Pain of sm for heavenly hate,'—
Never dreamed the gates of |)earl
Rise from out tiie huniiiig marl,
l)r that good can only live
')f the l)ad conservative.
And through countei poise of hell
H-iven alone be possil)le.

l-'ormyself alone I duubt

;

All is well, I know, without

;

I alone the l)enuty mar,
I alone the music jar.
'''

t. with hands by evil stained,
I an ear by discord pained,
II groping for the keys

' uie heavenly harmonies
;

II within my heart I bear
; for all things good and fair.

I lands of want or souls in pain
Have not sought my door in vain

;

I have kept my fealty good
To the human brotherjiood

;

Scarcely have I asked in prayer
That which others mi-ht not share,
I. who hear with secret shame
l|rais t'lat paineth more than blame,
Kich nl uie in favours lent.

Virtuous by accident,
Doubtiul \\here I lain would rest,
Frailest where I seem the best.
Only strong for lack of test,—
What am I, that I should press
Special jileas of selfishness.
Coolly mounting into heaven
On my neighbour unforgiven ?

Ne'er to me, howe'er disguised,
Comes a saint umecognised

;

Never fails my heart "to greet
Noble deed with warmer bent

;

Halt and maimed, I own not less
All the grace of holiness

;

Nor, through shame or sell-distrust,
Less I love the pure and just.

Lord, forgive tlicse words of mine
;

What have I that is not Thine?—
Whatsoe'er I fain would boast
Needs Thy liitying pardon most.
Thou, O Elder Ihotlier ! who
In Thy flesh our trial knew,
Thou, who hast bgen touched by these
Our most sad inrnmities,
Thou alone the gulf canst span
In the dual heart of man.
And between the soul and sense
Reconcile all difference.
Change the dream of me and mine
For the truth of Thee and Thine,
And, through chaos, doubt, and strife,
Interfuse Thy calm of life.

Haply, thus by Thee renewed,
In Thy borrowed goodness good.
Some sweet morning yet in God's
Dim, jconian periods,
Joyful I shall wake to see
Those I love who rest in Thee,
And to them in Thee allied
Shall my soul be satisfied.

Scarcely Hope hath shaped for me
What liie future life may lie.

Other lips may well be bold
;

Like the publican of old,
I can only urge the plea,
"Lord, be merciful to me !"
Nothing of desert I claim.
Unto me belongeth shame.
Not for me the crowns of gold,
Palms, and harpings manifold

;

Not for erring eye and feet

Jasper wall and golden street.
What thou wilt. O Father, give !

All is gain that I receive.
If my voice I may not raise
In the elders' song of jnaise,
If I may not, sin-defiled,

Claim my birthright as a child,
Suffer it that I to Thee
As an hired servant be ;

Let the lowliest task be mine.
Grateful, so the w ork be Thine

;
Let me find the humblest i)lace
In the shadow of Thy grace

;

Blest to me were any spot
Where temptation wiiispers not.
If there be some weaker one,
Give me strength to help him on

;

If a blinder soul there be.
Let me guide him nearer Thee.

V
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Make my mortal dreams come true,
With the work I fain would do

;

Clothe with life the weak intent.
Let me be the thing I meant

;

Let me find in Thy employ
Peace that dearer is than joy

;

Out of self to love be led
And to lieaven acclimated.
Until all things sweet and gooQ.
Seem my natural habitude.

So we read the prayer of him
Who, with John of Labadie,

Trod, of old, the oozy rim
Of the Zuyder Zee.

Thus did Andrew Rykman pray,
Are we wiser, better grown,

That we may not, in our day,
Make his prayer our own ?

THE DOLE OF JARL TIIOR-
KELL.

The land was pale with fam.ne
And racked with fever-pain

;

The frozen fiords were fishless,
The earth withheld her grain.

Men saw the boding Fylgja
Before them come and go,

And, through their dreams, the Urdar-
moon

From west to east sailed slow !

JarlThorkellofThevera
At Yule-time made his vow

;On Rykdal's holy Doom-stone
He slew to F^rey his cow.

To bounteous Frey he slew her

;

To Skuld, the younger Norn,'
Who watches over birth and death.
He gave her calf unborn.

And his little gold-haired daughter
Took up tiie sprinkling-rod.

And smeared with blood the temple
And the wide lips of the god.

Hoarse below, the winter water
Ground its ice-blocks o'er and o'er •

Jets of foam, like ghosts of dead
waves,

Rope and fell along the shore.

Horg-

The red torch of the Jokul,
Aloft in icy space.

Shone down on the bloody
stones

And the statue's carven face.

And closer round and grimmer
Beneath its baleful light.

The Jotun shapes of mountains
Came crowding through the night.

The gray-haired Ilersir trembled
As a flame by wind is blown

;A weird power moved his white lips.
And their voice was not his own !

"The yEsir thirst !
" he muttered

;"The gods must have more blood
Before the tun shall blossom
Or fish shall find the flood.

" The .^sir thirst and hunger,
And hence our bliijht and ban

;The mouths of the strong gods water
For the flesh and blood of man !

" Whom shall we give the strong ones I

Not warriors, swoid on thigh
;

But let the nursling infant
And bedrid old man die."

" So be it !
" cried the young men,

"There needs nor doubt nor parle
;

But, knitting hard his red brows.
In silence stood the Jarl.

A sound of woman's weeping
At the temple door was heard.

But the old men bowed their white
heads.

And answered not a word.

Then the Dream-wife of Thingvalla,A Vala young and fair.

Sang soltly, stirring with her breath
1 he veil of her loose hair.

She sang : " The winds from Alfheim
^
±5rnig never sound of strife

;The gifts for Frey the meetest
Are not of death, but life.

"He loves the grass-green meadows,
The grazing kine's sweet breath ;

'

He loathes your bloody Horg-stones,
Your gifts that smell of death.
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white

" No wrong by wrong is righted,
No pain IS cured by pain

;The blood that smokes from Doom
rings

Falls black in redder rain.

"The gods are what you make them,
As earth shall Asgard prove :

And hate will come of hating,
And love will come of love.

" Make dole of skyr and black bread
1 hat old and young may live :And look to Frey for favour
When first like Frey you give.

" Even now o'er Njord's sea-meadows
1 he summer dawn begins :

The tun shall have its harvest.
1 he fiord Its glancing fins."

'^

'',!r"P ^"'?.s^^'0'-e Jail Thorkell

;

o ir / ^i'i''''
''"^ by Hel,O ValaofThingvalla,

Thou singest wise and well

!

"Too dear the ^sir's favours
i.ought with our children's lives •

Letter die than shame in living "

'

Our mothers and our wives.

"The full shall give his portion
1 o hmi who hath most need ;Uf curdled skyr and black bread,
Be daily dole decreed.

"

He broke from off his neck-chain
1 hree Imks of beaten gold

;And each man, at his bidding,
Brought gifts for young and old.
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Then mothers nursed their children
And daughters fed their sires, '

And Health sat down with Plenty
Before the next Yule fires.

The Horg-stones stand in Rykdal
jThe Doom-ring still remains

;

But the snows of a thousand winters
Uave washed away the stains.

Christ ruleth now ; the /Esir
Have found their twilight dim •

And wiser than she dreamed, of old
Ihe Vala sang of Him !

The Rabbi Nathan, twoscore years
and ten.

Walked blameless through the evil
world, and then.

Just as the almond blossomed in his hair
Met a temptation all too strong to bearAnd miserably sinned. So. adding not
Falsehood to guilt, he left his seat, and

taught
No more among the elders, but went

out
From the great congregation girt about
With sackcloth, and with ashes on his

head,
Making his gray locks grayer. 1 one

he ])rayed.
Smiting his breast ; then, as the Book

he laid

Open before him for the Bath-Cols
choice.

Pausing to hear that Daughter of a
Voice,

Behold the royal preacher's words-
"A friend

Loveth at all times, yea, unto the
end !

And for the evil day thy brother lives
"

Marvelling, he said: "It is the Lord
who gives

Counsel in need. At Ecbatana dwells
Kabbi Ben Isaac, who all men excels
In righteousness and wisdom, as the trees
Of Lebanon the small weeds that the beesBow with their weight. I will arise

and Ir-v
'

My sins before him."

J, ,
And he went his way

Barefooted, fasting long, with many
prayers

;

But even as one who, followed un-
awares,

Suddenly in the darkness feels a hand
Ihnlled with its touch his own, and his

cheek fanned
By odours subtly sweet, and whispers

near
Of words he loathes, yet cannot choose

but he.ir,

So, while the Rabbi journeyed, chant-
ing low

The wail of David's penitential woe,
Before him still the old temptation -ame,
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And mocked him with the motion and
the shame

Of such desires that, shuddering, he
abhorred

Himself; and, crying mightily to the
Lord

To free his soul and cast the demon out,
Smote with his staff the blankness round

about.

At length in the low light of a spent day,
The towers of Ecbatana far away
Ro^e on the desert's rim ; and Nathan,

laint

And footsore, pausing where for some
dead saint

riie faith of Islam reared a domC'd tomb,
Kiw some one kneeling in the shadow,

whom
He ereeted kindly : "May the Holy One
answer ihy prayers, O stranger!"

Whereupon
The shape stooJ up with a loud cry,

and then,

''^!aspe<l in enrh otI;er's arms, the two
• I 1

g Ii::u whose gracious
.kI rice

•
1 ii- paths one. But straight-
\': •, a-i tlie sense

.1.3 ii nsgressions smote him, Na-
than tore

Himself away : " O friend beloved, no
more

«Vorthy am I to touch thee, for I came.
Foul from my sins, to tell thee all my

shame.
Haply thy prayers, since naught avail-

eth mine,
lay purge my soul, and make it white

like thine.

rity me, O ^q\\ Isaac, I have sinned 5

"

That tears and prayers quench not, I
come to thee

For pity and for help, as thou to me.
Pray for me, O my friend ! " But Na-

than cried,
'• Pray thou for me, Ben Isaac !

"

Side by side
In the low sunshine by the turban stone
They knelt; each made his brother's

woe his own.
Forgetting, m the agony and stress
Of pitying love, his claim of selfishness

;

Peace, for his friend besought, his own
became

;

His prayers were answered in another's
name;

And, when at last they rose up to em-
brace,

Each saw God's pardon in his brothers
face !

Long after, when his headstone gathered
moss,

Traced on the targum-marge of Onkelos
In Rabbi Nathan's hand these word.«

were read

:

'

'Hopeml the cure of sin till Selfis dead;
Forget it in love's service, and the debt
Thou canst not pay the angels shall

forget

;

Heaven's gate is shut to him who comet
alone ;

Save thou a soul, and it shall save thv
own i

/"

NOREMBEGA,

Awestruck Ben Isaac stood. The des-
ert wind

Blew his long mantle backward, laying
bare

The mourn'"ul secret of his shirt of hair.
"I too, O friend, if not in act, "he said,
*' In thought have verily sinned. Hast

thou not read,
'Better the eye should sec than that

desire

Shoiild wander ?
' Burning with a hid-

den fire

[Norembega, or Norimbegue, is the name
given by early French fishermen .-ind explorers
to a fabulous country south of Cape Breton,
first discovered by Verrazzani in 1524. It wai
supposed to have a magnificent city of the same
name on a great river, prohably the Penobscot.
The site of this barbaric city is laid down on a
map published at Antwerp in 1570. In 1601
Champlain sailed in search of the Northern
Eldorando, twenty-two leagues up the Penob-
scot from the Isle Haute. He supposed the
river to be that of Nor<?mbega, but wisely came
to the conclusion that those travellers who told
of the great city had never seen it. He saw no
evidences of anything like civilisation, but
mentions the finding of a cross, very old and
mossy, in the woods.)

The winding way the serpent takes
The mystic water took.

From where, to count its beaded lakes.
The forest sped its brook.
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A narrow space 'twixt shore and slioic

l-orsuiiorslars to fall.
While evermore, behind, before

<-losed in the forest wall.

The dim wood hiding underneath
v\ an flowers witiiout a name •

1-iie tangled with decay and death,
i^eague after league the same.

Unbroken over swamp and hill
i he rounding shadow lay,

bave where the river cut at willA pathway to the day.

Beside that track of air and light,
Weak as a child unweaned,

At shut of day a Christian knight
Upon his henchman leaned.

The embers of the ';.•,. .-.^'g
f^res

,

Along the clouc ,an;od down
;

OfMo '1"^'' "'^•nesand spiresUt Norembega town.

"
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"Alack
! the domes, O master mine.Are golden clouds on high

;Von spire is but the branchless pine
inat cuts the evening sky."

"^^These""^
hark! What sounds are

« -S?' '^i'^"'?
^"'^ h°'y hymns ?

»
Thou hear'st the breeze that stirs the

trees

Through all their leafy limbs."

" Is it a chapel bell that fills
Ihe air with its low tone?"
Thou hear'st the tinkle of the rills,
1 he insect's vesper drone.

"

" The Christ be praised !—He sets for

A blessed cross in sight '
"

"fcr^^'''''''"^y<^»b'^stedtreeH ith two gaunt arms outright !
"

"Be it wind so sad or tree so stark,
Itmatterethnot, myknave;

Methinks to funeral hj.nns I hark,
1 ne cross is for my grave !

}>
et onward still to ear and eve
The baffling marvel calls ; '

X lam would look before I die
On Norembegas walls.

"So, haply, it shall be,thy part
At Christian feet to lay

i'he mystery of the desert's heartMy dead hand plucked away.

"Leave me an hour of rest; go thouAna look from yonder heights :

Perchance the valley even now
Is starred with city lights."

The henchman climbed the nearest hillHe saw nor tower nor town,
Um, through the drear woods, lone and

still.

The river rolling down.

He heard the stealthy feet of things
Whose shapes he could not seeA flutter as of evil wings,
The fall of a dead tree.

The pines stood black against the moon,A sword of fire beyond-
He heard the wolf howl, and the Ic^n

i-augh from his reedy pond.

He turned him back : "O master dear
v\ e are but men misled

;And thou'hast sought a city here
To find a grave instead."

"As God shall will ! what matters whereA true man's cross may stand.
So Heaven be o'er it here as there

In pleasant Norman land ?

My life ,s sped ; I shall not seeMy home-set sails again
;The sweetest eyes of Normandie

bhal} watch for me in vain.

"These woods, perchance, no secret
hide

Of lordly tower and hall

;

Yon river in its wanderings wide
Has washed no city wall ;

")"t*
n;)'''™'"^'' '" the sullen stream

1 he holy stars are given :

'\Noremhega, then, a dream
Whose waking is in Heaven ?

"No builded wonder of these landsMy weary eyes shall see
;A city never made witii hand^

I A^one awaiteth me—
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'' ' Urbs Syon mystica ;
' I see

Its mansions passing fair,
' Condito cc€lo ; ' let nin; ;e,

Dear Lord, a dwellei there !"

Above the dying exile hung
The vision of the bard,

r^i faltered on his failing tongue
The song of good Bernard. „

The henchman dug at dawn a grave
Beneath the hemlocks brown.

And to the desert's keeping gave
The lord of fief and town.

Years after, when the Sieur Champlain
Sailed up the unknow stream.

And Norembega proved again
A shadow and a dream,

He found the Norman's ndmeless grave
Within the hemlock's shade.

And, stretching wide its arms to save.
The sign that God had made,—

The cross-boughed tree that marked the
spot

4|pd made it holy ground :

He needs the earthly city not
Who hath the heavenly found.

THE SISTERS.
Annik and Rhoda, sisters twain,
Woke in the night to the sound of

rain,

The rush of wind, the ramp and roar
Of great waves climbing a rocky shore.

Annie rose up in her bed-gown white.
And looked out into the storm and

night

"Hush and hearken!" she cried in
fear,

" Hearest thou nothing, sister dear?"

A
^}^^" ^^'^ ^^^' ^"*^ '^^ P'^sh of rain,

And roar of the north-east hurricane.

^Get thee back to the bed so warm
No good comes of watching a storm.'

«; What is it to thee, I fain would know,
1 hat waves are roaring and wild winds

blow ? ««

T

" No lover of thine's afloat to miss
The harbour-lights on u night like this.

"

" Hut I heard a voice cry out my name,
Up from the sea on the wind it came !

"Twice and thrice have I heard it call.
And the voice is the voice of Estwick

Hall !"

On her pillow the sister tossed her
head.

" Hall of the Heron is safe," she said.

" In the tautest schooner that ever swam
He rides at anchor in Anisquam.

"And, if in peril from swamping sea
Or lee shore rocks, would he call on

thee?"

But the girl heard only the wind and
tide.

And wringing her small white hands,
she cried :

"O sister Rhoda, there's something
wrong

;

I hear it again, so loud and long.

" ' Annie ! Annie !
' I hear it call.

And the voice is the voice of Estwick
Hall !

"

Up sprang the elder, with eyes aflame,
" Thou liest ! He never would call thy

name !

" If he did, I would pray the wind ,'ind

sea
To keep him for ever from thee and

me !

"

Then out of the sea blew a dreadful
blast

;

Like the ciy of a dying man it passed.

The young girl hushed on her lips a
groan,

But through her tears a strange light
shone,

—

The solemn joy of her heart's release
To own and cherish its love in peace.

"Dearest!" she whispered, under
breath,

ife w^s ^ lie. but true is death.
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"The love I hid from myself away
Shall crown me now in the light ofday.

" My ears shall never to \v <icr list,

Never by lover my lips be kissed.

" Sacred to thee am I henceforth.
Thou in heaven and I on earth !

"

She came and stood by her sister's bed;
•' Hall of the Heron is dead !" she said.

" The wind and the waves their work
have done,

We shall see him no more beneath the
sun.

" Little will reck that heart of thine,
It loved him not with a love like mine.

" I, for his sake, were he but here.
Could hem and 'broider thy bridal gear,

"Though hands should tremble and
eyes be wet,

And stitch for stitch in my heart be set.

"But now my soul with his soul I wed;
Thine the living, and mine the dead !

''

When I myself will test her ; she will
not say me nay.

"

Thereat the lords and gallafits, that
round about him stood,

Wagged all their heads in concert and
snnled as courtiers should.

The gray lark sings o'er Vordingborg,
and on the ancient town

From the tall tower of Valdemar the
Golden Goose looks down :

The yellow grain is waving in the
pleasant wind of morn.

The wood resounds with cry of hounds
and blare of hunter's horn.

KING VOLMER AND ELSIE.

AFTER THE DANISH OF CHRISTIAN WINTER.

Where, over heathen doom-rings and
gray stones of the Horg,

In its little Christian city stands the
church of Vordingborg,

In merry mood King Volmersat, forget
ful of his power.

As idle as the Goose of Gold that
brooded on his tower.

Out spake the King to Ilenrik, his
young and faithful squire :

" Dar'st trust thy little Elsie, the maid
of thy desire?"

" Of all the men in Denmark she loveth
only me :

As true to me is Elsie as thy Lily is to
thee."

LoTid laughed the king : "To-morrow
shall bring another day, *

.1 .A common saying of Valdemar ; hence his
sobriquet .^//.?ni!«j'.

In the garden of her father little Elsie
sits and spins,

And, singing with the early birds, her
daily task begins.

Gay tulips bloom and sweet mint curls
around her garden-bower,

But she is sweeter than the mint and
fairer than the flower.

About her form her kirtle blue clings
lovingly, and, white

As snow, her loose sleeves only leave
her small round wrists in sight

;

below the modest petticoat can only
half conceal

The motion of the lightest foot that ever
turned a wheel.

The cat sits purring at her side, bees
hum in sunshine warm

;

But look ! she starts, she lifts her face,
she shades it with her arm.

And, hark ! a train of horsemen, with
sound of dog and horn.

Come leaping oer the ditches, come
trampling down the corn !

Merrily rang the bridle-reins, and scarf

I

and plume streamed gay.
As fast beside her father's gate the

riders held their way
;

And one was brave in scarlet cloak,
with golden spur on heel.

And, as he checked his foaming steed
the maiden checked her wheel.

"All hail among thy roses, the fairest
rose to me !

For weary months in secret my heart
has longed for thee !

"
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What noble knight was this? What
words for modest maiden's ear ?

She dropncd a lowly courtesy of bash-
fulness and fear.

She lifted up her spinning-wheel ; she
fain would seek the door,

Trembling in every limb, her cheek
with blushes crimsoned o'er.

'* Nay, fear mc not," the rider said, "I
offer heart and hand,

IJear witness these good Danish knights
who round about me stand.

"I grant yoii time to think of this, to

answer as you may,
/or to-morrow, little Elsie, shall bring

another day.

"

lie «poke the old phrase slyly, as
glancing round his train,

ile »aw his merry followed seek to hide
their smiles in vain.

"The snow of pearls I'll scatter in your
curls of gDlden hair,

I'll line with lurs the velvet of the kirlle

that you wear ;

All precious gems shall twine your neck,
and in a chariot gay

You shall ride, my little Elsie, behind
four steeds of gray,

' And harps shall sound, and flutes shall

play,and brazen lamps shall glow.
On marble floors your feet shall weave

the dances to and fro.

At froHty eventide for us the blazing
hearth shall shine.

While, at our ease, we play at draughts,
and drink the blood-red wine."

Then Elsie raised her head and met her
wooer face to face ;

A roguish smile shone in her eye and on
her lip found place.

Back from her low white forehead the
curls of gold she threw,

And lifted up her eyes to his steady
and clear and blue.

'* I am a lowly peasant, and you a gal-
lant knight

;

I will not trust a love that soon may
cool and turn to slight.

If you would y;ed me henceforth be a
peasant, not a lord

:

Ibid you hang upon the wall your tried

and trusty sword." >

" To please you, Elsie, I will lay keen
Dynacial away.

And in its place will swing the scythe
and mow your father's hay."

"Nay, but your gallant scarlet cloak m^
eyes can never bear

;

A Vadmal coat, so plain and gray, is all

that you must wear.

"Well, Vadmal will I wear for you,'
the rider gaily spoke.

" And on the Lord's high altar T'll lay

my scarlet cloak."
"But mark," she said, "no stately

horse my peasant love must ride,

A yoke of steers before the plough is

all that he must guide.

The looked down upon his

"Well, let him wander

knight

steed

free :

No other man must ride th horse that

has been backed by me.
Henceforth I'll tread the furrow and to

my oxen talk.

If only little Elsie beside my plough
will walk."

"You must take from out your cellar

cask of wine and flask and can ;

The homely mead I brew you may
serve a peasant man.

"

"Most willingly, fair Elsie, I'll drink
that mead of thint;,

And leave my minstrel's thirsty throat

to drain my generous wine."

" Now break your shield asunder, and
shatter sign and boss.

Unmeet for peasant-wedded arms, your
knightly knee across.

And pull me down your castle from top
to basement wall.

And let your plough trace furrows in

the ruins of your hall !

"

Then smiled he with a Icfty pride

:

right well at last he knew
The maiden of '.'-° spinning-wheel was

to her troth-plight true.

"Ah, roguish little Elsie! you act
your oart full well

;

I
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You know that I must bear my shield
and in my castle dwell

!

"The lions ramping on that shield be-
tween the hearts aflame

Keep watch o'er Denmark's honour, and
guard her ancient name.

For know that 1 am Volmer ; I dwell
ill yonder towers,

Whoploughsthemploughsup Denmark,
this goodly home of ours

!

" I tempt no more, fair Elsie ! your
heart I know is true

;

Would God that all our maidens were
good and pure as you !

Well have you pleased your monarch,
and he shall well repay ;

God's peace ! Farewell ! To-morrow
will bring another day !

"

He lifted up his bridle hand, he snurred
his good steed then,

And like a whirl-blast swept away with
all his gallant men.

The steel hoofs beat tho rocky path ;

again on winds of morn
The wood resoi- ids with cry of hounds

and blare of hunter's horn.

"Thou true and ever faithful!" the
listening Henrik cried

;

And, leaping o'er the green hedge, he
stood by Elsie's side.

None saw the fond embracing, save,
shining from afar.

The Golden Goose that watched them
from the tower of Valdemar.

O darling girls of Denmark ! of all the
flowers that throng

Her vales of spring the fairest, I sing
for you my song.

No praise as yours so bravely rewards
the singer's skill

;

Thank God ! of maids like Elsie the
land has plenty still

!

MIRIAM.

One Sabbath-day my friend and I

After the meeting, quietly
Passed from the village crowded lanes,
White with dry dust for lack of rains.

And climbed the neighbouring slope,
with feet

Slackened and heavy from the heat,
Although the day was welluigh done,
•And the low angle of the sun
Along the nuked hillside cast
Our shadows as of giants vast.
We readied, at length, the topmost

swell.

Whence, either way, the "rcen turl
fell

In terraces of nature down
To fruit-hung orchards, and the town
With white, pretenceless houses, tali

Church-steepleK. and, o'ershadowing nil,

Huge mills \vho>e windows had the
look

Of eager eyes that ill could brook
The Sabbath rest. We tracer! the track
Of the sea-seei;ing river back
Glistening for miles above its mouth,
I'hrough the long valley to the south.
And, looking eastward, cool to viev/,

Stretched the illimitable blue
Of ocean, from its curved coast-line

;

Sombred and still, the warm sunshine
Filled with pale gold-dust all the reach
Of slumberous woods from hill to

beach,

—

Slanted on walls of thronged retreats
From city toil and dusty streets,

On grassy bluff, and dune of sand,
.And rocky islands miles from land •

Touched the far-glancing sails, and
showed

White lines of foam where long waves
flowed

Dumb in the distance. In the north.
Dim through their misty hair, looked

forth

The space-dwarfed mountains to the
sea,

From mystery to mystery !

So, sitting on that green hill-slope.
We talked of human life, its hope
And fear, and unsolved doubts, and

what
It might have been, and yet was not.
And, when at last the evening air
Grew sweeter for the bella of prayer
Ringing in steeples far below,
Wc watched the people churchward

go.

Each to his place, as if thereon
The true shekinah only shone ;

And my friend queried how it came
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To pass that they who owned the same
Great Master still could not agree
To worship Him in company.
Then, broadeninj,' in his thought, he

rau
Over the whole vast field of man,—
The varying forms of faith and creed
That somehow served the holders' need

;

In which, unquestioned, undenied,
Uncounted millions lived and died

;

The Bibles of the ancient folk.
Through which the heart of nations

spoke ;

The old moralities which lent
To home its sweetness and content,
And rendered possible to bear
The life of peoples everywhere :

And asked if we, who boast of light,
Claim not a too exclusive right
To truths which must for all be meant,
Like rain and sunshine freely sent.
In bondage to the letter itill.

We give it power to cramp and kill,—
To tax God's fulness with a scheme
Narrower than Peter's house-top dream.
His wisdom and his love with pJans
Poor and inadequate as man's.
It must be that He witnesses
Somehow to all men that He is :

That something of His saving grace
Reaches the lowest of the race,
Who, through strange creed and rite,

may draw
The hints of a diviner law.
We walk in clearer light ;—but then.
Is He not God ?—are they not men ?
Are His responsibilities

For us aloae and not for these ?

And I made answer: "Truth is one;
And, in all lands beneath the sun.
Whoso hath eyes to see may see
The tokens of its unity,
No scroll of creed its fulness wraps,
We trace it not by school-boy maps.
Free as the sun and air it is

Of latitudes and boundaries.
In Vedic verse, in dull KorSn,
Are messages of good to man

;

The angels to our A. yan sires
Talked by the earliest household fires :

1 he prophets of the elder day.
The slant-eyed sages of Cathay,
Read not the riddle all amiss
Of higher life evolved from this.

"Nor dotli it lessen what He taught,
Or make the gospel Jesus brought
Less precious, that His lips retold
.Some portion of that truth of old

;

Denying not the proven seers,
The tested wisdom of the years

;

Confirming with his own impress
The common law of righteousness.
We search the world for truth; we cu*.
The good, the pure, the beautiful,
From graven stone and written scroll.
From all old flower-fields of the soul

;

And, weary seekers of the best,
We come ba^ c laden from our quest,
To find that all the sages said
Is in the Book our mothers re d,
And all our treasure of old thought
In His harmonious fulness wrought

'

V/ho gathers in one sheaf complete
The scattered blades of God's sown

wheat.
The common growth that maketh good
His all-embracing Fatherhood.

"Wherever through the ages rise
The altars of self-sacrifice.

Where love its arms has opened wide,
Or man for man has calmly died,
I see the same white wings outspread
That hovered o'er the Master's head !

Up from undated time they come,
The martyr souls of heathendom,
And to His cross and passion bring
Their fellowship of suffering.
I trace His presence in the blind
Pathetic gropings of my kind,

—

In prayers from sin and sorrow wrung.
In cradle-iiymns of life they sung.
Each, in its measure, but a part
Of liie unmeasured Over-Heart

;

And with a stronger faith confess
The greater that it owns the less.

Good cause it is for thankfulness
That the world-blessing of his life

With the long past is not at strife ;

That the great marvel of His death
To the one order witnesseth,
No doubt of changeless goodness wakes,
No link of cause and sequence breaks.
But, one with nature, rooted is

In the eternal verities ;

Whereby, while differing in degree
As finite from infinity,

The pain and loss for others borne,
Love s crown of suffering meekly won.
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The life man giveth for his friend
Become vicarious in the end

;

rheir healing place in nature take,

And make lile sweeter for their sake.

" So welcome I from every source
The tokens of that primal Force,
Older than heaven itself, yet new
As the young heart it readies to,

Beneath whose steady impulse rolls

The tidal wave of human souls
;

Guide, comforter, and inward word.
The eternal spirit of the Lord !

Nor fear I aught that science brings
From searching through material things

;

Content to let its glasses prove,
Not by the letter's oldness move,
The myriad worlds on worlds that

course
The spaces of the universe

;

Since everywhere the Spirit walks
The garden of the heart, and talks
With man, as under Eden's trees,

In all his varied languages.
Why mourn about some hopeless flaw
In the stone tables of the law,
When scripture every day afresh
Is traced on tablets of the flesh?
By inward sense, by outward signs,
God's presence still the lieart divines

;

Through deepest joy of Him we learn
In sorest grief to Him we turn,

And reason stoops its pride to sliare

The child-like instinct of a prayer.

"

And then, as is my wont, I told
A story of the days of old,

Not found in printed books, - in sooth,
A fancy, with slight hint of truth,

Showing how differing faiths agree
In one sweet law of cl'arity.

Meanwhile the sky had golden grown.
Our feces in its glory shone ;

But shadows down the valley swept,
And gray below the ocean slept,

As time and space I wandered o'er
To tread the ^Mogul's marble floor,

And see a faiier sunset fall

On Jumna's wave and Agra's wall.

The good Shah Akbar (peace be his
alway !)

Came forth f:om the Divan at close of
day

Bowed with the burden of his many
cares,

Worn with the hearing of unnumbered
prayers,

—

Wild cries for justice, the importunate
Appeals of greed anri jealousy and hate,
And all the strife of sect and creed ard

rite,

Santon and Gouroo waging holy fight
;

For the wise monarch, claimintj not (o
be

Allah's avenger, left his people free,

With a faint hope, his Book scarct
justified,

That all the paths of faith, though sev-
ered wide.

O'er which the feet of prayerful rever-
ence passeil.

Met at the gate of Paradise at last.

He sought an alcove of his cool
haiecm.

Where, far beneath, he heard the
Jumna's stream

Lapse soft and low along his palace
wall.

And all about the cool sound of the fall

Of fountains, and of water circling free
Through marble ducts along the bal-

cony
;

The voice of women in the distance
sweet,

And, sweeter still, of one who, at his

feet.

Soothed his tired ear with songs of a
far land

Where Tagus shatters on the salt sea-
sand

The mirror of its cork-grown hills of
drouth

And vales of vine, at Lisbon's harbour-
mouth.

The date-palms rustled not ; the
peepul laid

Its topmost boughs against the balu*
trade.

Motionless as the mimic leaves and
vines

That, light and graceful as the shawl-
designs

Of Delhi or Umritsir, twined in stone
;

And the tired monarch, who aside had
thrown

The day's hard burden, sat from care
apart,

And let the quiet steal into his heart

fiil

\ :

!• 'I
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From the^still hour. Below him Agra i Began. ^witljbw voice and moist eye,,

l!y the lon^ light of sunset overswept : I Of the aU-Ling Christ and what befell

" • Draggcil to his feet a shame of woman-Skirted with lime and orange, gay
kiosks,

Fountains at play, tall minarets of
mosques.

Fair pleasure-gardens, with their flow-
ering tree

Relieved against the mournful cypresses;
And, air-poised lightly as the blown

sea-!oam,
The marble wonder of some holy dom.e
Hung a while moonrise over the still

wood.
Glassing its beauty in a stiller flood.

Silent the monarch gazed, until the
night

Swift-falling hid the city from his
sight,

Then to the woman at his feet he said :

Tell me, O Miriam, something thou
hast read

In childhood of the Master of thy faith,Whom Islam also owns. Our Prophet
saith :

'He was a true apostle, yea,—a Word
And bpint sent before me from the

Lord.

'

Thus the Book witnesseth
; and well I

know
By what thou art. O dearest, it is so
As the lute's tone the maker's hand

betrays.

The sweet disciple speaks her Master's
praise."

Then Miriam, glad of heart (for in
some sort

She cherished in the Moslem's liberal
court

The sweet traditions of a Christian
child

;

And, through her life of sense, the un-
defiled

And chaste ideal of the sinless One
Gazed on her with an eye she might not

shun,--

^

n?L'^'''.^*'?'u^'u'""^
^""'^ °^P''y' bornOf love that hath no part in wrath or

,
scorn),

hood.
Mow, when his searching answer pierced

within
Each heart, and touched the secret of

ita in.

And her accusers flci his face before.
He bade the poor one go and sin no

more.
And Akliar said, after a moment's

thought,
"Wise is the lesson by thy prophet

taught

;

\»ru^
""'° ^™ *^° judges and forgets

\V hat hidden evil his own heai t besets !

•Something of this large charity I rind
In all the sects that sever human kinii ;

I would to Allah that their lives agreed
More nearly with the lesson of their

creed !

Those yellow Lamas who at Meerut
pray

By wind and water oower, and love to

He who forgiveth not shall, unfor-
given,

Fail of the rest of Buddha,' and who
even

Spare the black gnat that stings them,
vex my ears

With the poor hates and jealousies and
fears

Nursed in their human hives. That
lean, fierce priest

Of thy own people, (be his heart in-
creased

By Allah's love!) his black robes
smelling yet

Of Goa's roasted Jews, have I not met
Meek-faced, barefooted, crving in the

street

The saying of his prophet true and
sweet,

—

' He who is merciful shall mercy meet
!'

"

But, next day, so it chance.tl, as night
began

To fall, a murmur through the hareem
ran

That one, recalling in her dusky face
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Who, in the very .kadow of ihv throne,
Sharing thy bounty, knowing 'all thou

art,

Greatest and best of mcA, and in her
iieart

Grateful to tears for favour undeserved.

The full-lipped, mild-eyed beauty of a
race

Known as the blameless Ethiops oJ
Ort-ck song,

Plotting to do her royal master wrone.
Watching, reproachful of the lingerinrr

light, T 1

", "' ""UC:5C1VCU

Th. eVe„u,g .h»,„„, ,„pen f„, „„ '"""'iZ'J^''"'-
""' '""' "°

Love.6.»lc,i; ,0 1,„ home inafa,la„,l.
I

''°'" '2^"^ '"""• ""°°''"' '"'">

''""",!;Lll'i'!!"""""S-'«'>«'''» "e hearflT^voic, and could „„.
otherwise

Tb' :. he hath done
; yet, save one wild

em 1)1 ace
VVhrn first we stood together face to

face,

And all that fate had done since last
we met

Seemed htit a dream that left us chil-
dren yet,

He hath not uronged thee nor thy
royal bed

;

^

Spare him, O king ! and slay me in his
stead !

"

But over Akbar's brows the frown
hung black,

And, turning to the eunuch at his
back.

command.

Shapely as that dark princess /or
whose smile

A world was bartered, daughter of the
Nile

Herself, and veiling in her lar-c soft
eyes '

'

The passion and the languor ofher skies,
1 he Abyssinian knelt low at the feetOf her stem lord: "O king, if it be

meet.
And for thy honours sake," she said,

that I,

NVho am the humblest of thy slaves,
should die,

I will not tax thy mercy to forgire

ui"!L'"vl-°'^'^^'^'^"'°°"'live back

wrJi%Se
•"^'-'^"" -'--

^

'"^'^^e thtm." he said, .'and let the

SSS;:i^^r:^i---rme,:„ide ft"- ^^^.e and these ac-

neath the shade
'

t,- , '."/f"^, ^^^""t^

'

Of templed Axum, side by side we,
^°^hly length the unsexed bond-

'ilayed ' "^^" bowed :
*

j

"On my head be it !"

^, , .
Straightway from a cloud

Uf dainty shawls and veils of woven
mist

The Christian Miriam rose, and, stoop-
ing, kissed

The monarch's hand. Loose down her
shoulders bare

Swept all the rippled darkness of her
hair.

Veiling the bosom that, with high
quick swell

Of fear and pity, through it rose and fell

Stolen from his arms, my lover fcllowed
me

Through weary seasons over land and
sea

;

wlfh-n'^.^'^^^u T'^' fitting disconsolateWithm the shadow of the hareem gate,
Suddenly, as ,f dropping from the skyDown from the lattice of the balcony
1-eU the sweet song by Tigre's cow-

nerds sung

^ the old music of his native tongueHe knew my voice, for love is quick
of ear,

^

Answering in song.

T^ fl • ,.
^^'^ "'S^t he waited nearTo fly wuh me. The fault was mine

alone -

"Alas!" she cried, "hast thou for-
gotten quite

The words of Him we spake of yester-

H,k„e„.h.e„o, kedidbu, seek his Or .h/ot^ophefv-. Whoso do,h
^ endure
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And pardon, of eternal life is sure?'O great and -ood ! be thy revenue alone
rdt in thy mercy to the erring shown

;
Let thwarted love and youth their i)ar-

don |>' ' 1(1,

Who sinnc imt in intent, and not in
deed !

'

One moment the strong frame of
Akbar shook

With the great storm of passion. Tlien
his look

Softened to her uplifted face, that still
Pleaded more strongly than all words,

until

Its pride and anger seemed like over-
blown,

Spent clouds of thunder left to tell

alone
Of strife and overcoming. With bowed

head.
And smiting on his bosorti : "God,"

he said,

"Alone is great, and let His holy name
Ue honoured, even to His servant's

shame !

Well spake thy prophet, Miriam,—he
alone

Who hath not sinned is meet to cast a
'tone

^^
'"'t^?""'

""^^ ^""^ '''''' ^"^"^
^^ "°^ ^^^ ^^^-f^H

;
very still

Held like^myself in the strong grasp Sl^tii^h^^u^^tSJ'l'^eps we

"^'^
'We fc^dv?

^°''' "^ ^ '^'"^^^
'

i""^'
1^"^' ^h-"8h great silence went.

Talcc tCiv. kIt .'
1 ^ ,

-^ave that the tireless crickets played

fhem Hv^ M?
'"^ '**^' ^"' ^''

I

'^^''^' ^°"S, monotonous serenade!
A young moon, at its narrowest.

And thus it ran : "He who all things
forgives

Conquers himself and all things else,
and lives

Above the reach of wrong or hate or
fear,

Calm as the gods, to whom he is most
dear."

Two leagues from Agra still the
traveller sees

The tomb of Akbar through its cypress-
trees

;

And, near at hand, the marblr walls
that hide

The Christian Begum sleeping it his
side.

-And o'er her vault of burial (who shall
tell

If it be chance alone or miracle ?)

The Mission press with tireless hand
unrolls

Hie words of Jesus on its lettered
scrolls,

—

Tells, in all tongues, the tale of mercy
o'er.

And bWs the guilty, "Go and sin no
more !

"

And, like a. chorus to the words of
grace,

The ancient Fakir, sitting in his place,
Motionless as an idol and as grim.
In the pavilion Akbar built for him
Under the courtyard trees (for he was

wise,

Knew Menu's laws, and through his
close-shut eyes

Saw things far ofiF, and as an open
book

Into the thoughts of other men could
look).

Began, half chant, half howling, to re-
hearse

The fragment of a holy Vedic verse

;

Curved sharp against the darkening
west

;

And, momently, the beacon's star,
Slow wheeling o'er its rock afar,
Frona out the level darkness shot
One instant and again was not

.

And then my friend spake quietly
The thought of both : "Yon crescent

see !

Like Islam's symbol-moon it gives
Hints of the light whereby it Jives :

Somewhat of goodness, something true
From sun and spirit shining through
All faiths, all worlds, as through the

dark
Of ocean shines the lighthouse spark,
Attests the presence everywhere
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Of love and providential care
The failh the old Norse heart confcss.>d
in one dear name, the hopefulest
And tcndercst heard from mortal lips
In pangs of birth or death, from shi|)s
Ice-bitten in the winter sea,

'fk
''^P*^^ ^^"'*^ ^ niother's'knee,--

I he wiser worKl hath not outL'rown.
And the AJl-Father is our own !

THE VISION OF ECHARD.
The Benedictine Echnrd '

Sat, worn by wanderings far,
i

Where Mnrsbcrg sees the bridal
Of the Musdlc and Sarrc.

Fair with its sloping vineyards
And tawny chestnut bloom,

1 he happy vale Aiisonius sung
For holy Treves made room.

139

On the shrine Helena huildcd
To keep the Christ coat well,

On minster tower and kjoster cross
The westering sunshine fell. '

There, where the rock-hewn circles
Oerlooked the Roman's game

The veil of sleep fell on him,
And his thought a dream became

He felt the heart of silence
Throb with a soundless word,

And by the inward ear alone
A spirit's voice he heard.

And the spoken word seemed written
On air and wave and sod,

And the bending walls of sapphire
Blazed with the thought of God :

" What lack I, O my children?
AH things are in my hand

;The vast earth and the awful stars
I hold as grains of sand.

" Need I your alms ? The silver
And gold are mine alone

;

The gifts ye bring before me
Were evermore my own.

" Heed I the noise of violb.
Your pomp of masque and show ?

Have I not dawns and sunsets ?
Have I not winds that blow ?

Do I smell your gums of incense ?
Is my ear with chantings fed ?

laste I ymir wine of worship.
Or cat your holy bread ?

"Of rank and name and honours
i

Am I v;uii as ye are vam?
^

NVhat can Kternal Fulness

j

From your lip-service gain ?

"
Vvu'"'^'''^

""^ ""' y^"' debtor
I v\ ho serve yourselves alone;
I

Vc u "51 to me of homage
Whcv. gain is all your own

" For yoiA i gave the prophets,
i'or yof ihe Psalmists lay;

\ 'r yoM lie law's stone tables,
:iu holy lx)ok and day.

I

/e change to weary burdens
!

The helps that should uplift

;

Ye lose in form the spirit.

The Giver in the gift.

*' Who called ye to self-torment,
To fast and penance vain?

Dream ye Eternal Goodness
Has joy in mortal pain ?

" For the death in life of Nitria,

Mrf"''
y°"'' ^h-irtreuse ever dumb,

VVhat better is the neighbour,
Or happier the home ?

•' Who counts his brother's welfare
As sacred as his own,

And loves, forgives, and pities,
He serveth me alone.

" I note each gracious purpose,
Each kindly word and deed

;

Are ye not all my children ?

Shall not the Father heed ?

"No prayer for light and guidance
Is lost upon mine ear ;

The child's cry in the darkness
Shall not the Father hear ?

" I loathe your wranoling councils,
I tread upon your creeds

;

\v ho made ve mine avencers.
Or told ye of my needs"?

" I bless men and ye curse them,
I love them and ye hate

;

L .m^
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Ye bite and tear each other,
1 suffer long and wait.

" Ye bow to ghastly symbols,
To cross and scourge and thorn

;

Ye seek his Syrian manger
Who in the heart is born.

" For the dead Christ, not the living,
Ye watch his empty grave

Whose life alone within you
Has power to bless and save.

"O blind ones, outward groping.
The idle quest forego

;

Who listens to his inward voice
Alone of him shall know.

" His love all love exceeding
The heart must needs recall.

Its self-surrendering freedom,
Its loss that gaineth all.

"Climb not the holy mountains,
Their eagles know not me

;

Seek not the Blessed Islands,
I dwell not in the sea.

" The gods are gone for ever
From Zanskar's glacier sides.

And in the Buddha's footprints
The Ceylon serpent glides.

" No more from shaded Delphos
The weird responses come

;

Dodona's oaks are silent.

The Hebrew Bath-Col dumb !

" No more from rocky Horeb
The smitten waters gush;

Fallen is Bethel's ladder.
Quenched is the burning bush

" The jewels of the Urim
And Thummim all are dim

;

The fire has left the altar.

The sign the teraphim.

'

' No more in ark or hill grov
The Holiest abides;

Not in the scroll's dead letter
The eternal secret hides.

" The eye shall fail that .searches
For me the hollow sky

;

The far is even as the near,
The lowis as the high.

"What if the earth is hiding
Her old faiths, long outworn?

What is it to the changeless truth
That yours shall fail in turn i

" What if the o'erturned altar
Lays bare the ancient lie?

What if the dreams and legends
Of the world's childhood die?

" Have ye not still my witness
Within yourselves alway,

My hand that on the keys of life

For bliss or bale I lay ?

"Still, in perpetual judgment,
I liold assize within.

With sure reward of holiness.
And dread rebuke of sin.

"A light, a guide, a warning,
A presence ever near.

Through the deep silence of the flesh
I reach the inward ear.

" My Gerizim and Ebal
Are in each human soul.

The still, small voice of blessing,
And Sinai'.s thunder-roll.

" The stern behest of duty,
The doom -book open thrown.

The heaven ye seek, the hell ye fear,
Are with yourselves alone.''

A gold and purple sunset
Flowed down the broad Moselle

;

On hills of vine and meadow lands
The peace of twilight fell.

i

A slow, cool wind of evening

I

151e\ over leaf and bloom
;

And, faint and far, the Angel us
'^ang from Saint Matthew's tomb.

j

Then up rose Master Echard,

I

And marvelled :" Can it be

I

That here, in dream and vision,

I

The Lord hath talked with me ?
"

He went his way ; behind him
Tiie shrines of saintly dead.

The holy coat and nail of cross,
He left unvisited

He sought the vale of Eltzbach
His burdened soul to free,
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Where the foot-Iiills of the Eifel
Are glassed in I^achersee

And, in his Order's kloster,
He sat, in night-long parle,

With Tauler of the Friends of God,
And Nicolas of Basle.

And lo ! the twain made answer :

" Yea, brother, even thus
The Voice above all voices
Hath spoken unto us.

"The world will have its idols,
And flesh and sense their sign

;

But the blinded eye shall open.
And the gross ear be fine.

"W'hat if the vision tarry?
God's time is always best

;

The true Light shall be witnessed.
The Christ within confessed.

" In mercy or in judgment
He shall turn and overturn,

Till the heart shall be his temple
Where all of Him shall learn."

KING SOLOMON AND THE
ANTS.

Out from Jerusalem
The king rode with his great
War chiefs and lords of state,

And Sheba's queen with them,

Comely, but black withal.
To whom, perchance, belongs
That wondrous Song of songs,

oensuous and mystical.

Whereto devout souls turn
In fond, ecstatic dream,
And through its ;arth-born thcnic

The Love of loves discern.

Proud in the Syrian sun,
In gold and purple sheen.
The dusky Ethiop queen

Smiled en King Solomon

Wisest of men, he knew
The languages of all

The creatures great or small
That trod the earth or flew.

!

Across an ant-hill led

The king's path, and he heard
Its small folk, and their word

He thus interpreted :

" Here comes the king ni-n greet
As wise and good and just.
To crush us in the dust

Under his heedless feet."

The great king bowed his head,
And saw the wide rprise
Of the Queen of Sheba's eyes

As he told her what they said.

" O king I " she whispered sweet,
" Too hjvppy fate have they
Who perish in thy way

Beneath thy gracious feet !

" Thou of the God-lent crown,
Shall these vile creatures dare
Murmur against thee where

1 he knees of kings kneel down ?
"

'• Nay," Solomon replied,
'The wise and strong should seek
1 he welfare of the weak,

"

And turned his horse aside.

His train, wuh quick alarm.
Curved with their leader round
The ant-hill's peopled mound,

And left it free from harm

The jeweled head bent low
;

"O king !
" she said, "henceforth

J he secret of thy wortl;
And wisdom well I know

" Happy must be the State
Whose ruler heedeth more
The murmurs of the poor

Than flatteries of the great,"

'm

'Ml

x'M
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BALLADS.
MARY GARVIN.

wlilwSTotvT' "'^V^P^^d' ^^'ith steeds of fire and steam,vviae waked To-day leaves Yesterday behind him like a dreamStill, from the hurrying train of Life, fly backward far ind fa^'The milestones of the fathers, the landm^arks of the pit
But human hearts remain unchanged : the sorrow and the sin

Ind i? Tn Z ^°P'r T^ ^''''' «' °'^' ^^« t° 0"r own akin 'And f, in tales our fathers told, the songs our mothers suner.ad.tion wears a snowy beard, Romance is always young.^'

O min'^irri ."^k"
°^/''"^^' °" ^^^^°'^ banks to-dav !

Le fo? hlT,n?'"^r''"
'"^^ ^°"^' '^^ ^''""•'-''^ '^^tless play !



MARY GARVIAT,

Sh^h/JfP' ^y.r°^^,^ ^™"°^' '^"t O"^ her dying davShe bade my father take me to her kinsfolk far away'

we come to do her biddmg, so receive us for her s^kc."

''God be praised !" said Goodwife Garvin, " H- taketh nnri hlie woundeth, but he healeth
; in her child ou^Iaughtr iSsY"^"''

'

A;^H™l.n '"i-^^^
?\'"''!' =^swered, as he brushed a tear awavAnd, kneehng by h.s hearthstone, said, with reverence '^K't us pray.

All its Oriental symbols, and its Hebrew paraphraseWarm w,th earnest life and feeling, rose h?s prfyer^f love and nr.i..

'43
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Then the young girl knelt beside him, kissed his trembling hand, and cried,
'* O, iorbear to chide my father ; in that faith my mother died !

" On her wooden cross at Simcoe th« dews and sunshine fall,

As they fall on Spurwink's graveyard ; and the dear God watches all !

"

The old man stroked the fair head that rested on his knee :

" Your words, dear child," he answered, "are God's rebuke to me.

*' Creed and rite perchance may differ, yet our faith and hope be one.
Let me be your father's father, le( him be to me a son.

"

When the horn, on Sabbath morning, through the still and frosty air,

From Spurwink, Pool, and Black Point, called to sermon and to prayer,

To the goodly house of worship, where, in order due and fit.

As by public vote directed, classed and ranked the people sil

;

M; Cress first and goodwife after, clerkly squire before the clown,
From the brave coat, lace embroidered, to the gray frock, shading down ;

From the pulpit read the preacher,— " Goodman Garvin and his wife
Fain would thank the Lord, whose kindness has followed them throui;li life,

" For the great and crowning mercy, tliat their daughter, from the wild,
Where she rests (they hope in God's peace), has sent to them her child ;

" And the prayers of all God's people they ask, that they may prove
Not unworthy, through their weakness, of such special proof of love.

"

As the preacher prayed, uprising, the aged couple stood.
And the fair Canadian also, in her honest maidenhood.

Thought the eldtrs, grave and doubting, " She is Papist born and bred :"

Thought the yoiuig men, "'Tis an angel in Mary Garvin's stead !"

h

MAUD MULLER.
Maud Muller, on a summer's day.
Raked the meadow sweet with hay.

Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth
Of simple beauty and rustic health.

Singing, she wrought, and lier merry
glee

The mock-bird echoed from his tree.

But when she glanced to the far-off

town.

White from its hill-slope looking down,

The sweet song died, and a vague un-
rest

And a nameless longing filled her
breast,

—

A wish, that she hardly dared to own.

( For somethinij better than she had
known.

Tlie Judge rode slowly down the lane.
Smoothing his horse's chestnut mane.

He drew his bridle in the shade
Of the apple-trees, to greet the maid.

And ask a draught from the spring that
flowed

Through the meadow across the road.

She stooped where the cool spring bub
bled up.

And filled for him her small tin cup.

And blushed as she gave it, lookm^^
down

On her feet so bare, and her tattered
gown,

And



Maud mullein.

'•Thanks!" said the Judge ;
' a sweeter

^ draught
From a fairer hand was never quafied."

He spoke of the grass and flowers and
trees.

Of the singing birds and the humming
l)ee8

;

"*

Then talked .,f the haying, and won-
dered whether

The cloud in the west would bring foul
weather.

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown
\nd her graceful ankles bare and brown;

And listened, while a pleased surprise
.Looked from herlong-Iashed hazel eyes.

At last, like one who for delay
•Seeks a vain excuse, he rode away.

_US
"No doubtful balance of rights and

wrongs, *•

Nor weary lawyers with endless tongues,

" IJul low of cattle and song of birds,And health and quiet and loving words."

IJut he thought of his sisters proud and
cold,

And his mother vain of her rank and
gold.

5Vl?'"? ''' ^^^•'' the Judge rode onAnd Maud was left in the field alone
'

But the lawyers smiled that afternoon,
When he hummed in court an old love-

tune

;

And the youMg girl mused beside the
well.

Till the ram on the unraked clover fell.

Maud Muller looked and sighed •
«' Ah

me !

That I the Judge's bride might be ! vv, off in w u, ,fe Vet oft, ,n his marble hearth's brighl

lie wedded a wife of richest dower,
\Vho lived for fashion, as he for power.

' He would dress me up in silks so line,
And praise and toast me at his wine.

glov.-,

He watched a picture come and go

And sweet Maud Muller's hazel eyes
Looked out in their innocent surprise.

"My father should wear a broadcloth

My brother should sail a painted boat. -. ^u,„ ,. • • ,. .

I

.
t'-.^'^e" the wine m his glass was red,

" I'd dress my mother so grand and eav
^"^' °'" ^^^ "^^^^'^^ ^«" instead;

And the baby should have a new toy
each day.

"And I'd feed the hungiy and clothe
the poor.

And all should bless me who left our
door."

The Judge looked back as he climbed
the hill,

And saw Maud Muller standing still.

And closed his eyes on his garnished
rooms.

To dream of meadows and clover-
blooms.

And the proud man sighed with a secret
pain,

" Ah, that I were free a \\n •

'' {ree as when I rode that day.
Where the barefoot maiden raked her

hay."
A forni more fair, a face more sweet, L.INc er hath it been my lot to meet. ^"^^ wedded a man unlearned and poor

.

^^»^l niany children played round herAnd her modest answer and graceful
^°°'"-

Show her wise and good as she is fair f
"^,<^"^.^"d sorrow, and childbirth pain,

"• Left their traces on heart and brain

I

m

K
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On the new-mow u hay in the meadow

And «he heard the little spring brook fall
Over the roadsiclc, through the wall,

In the shade of the apple-tree a{;;iin
nne saw a rider draw his rein,

^"f^ saving f'own with timid grace,
»ne felt his pleased eyes read her face.

Sometimeg her narrow kitchen walls
Mretchtd away into stately halls

;

The wccjry wheel to a spinnec turned,
ine tallow (;?,ndie an astral burned,

And kn lum who s»t a.(. \\^'^ diimney iuc,
JJOiing and grumbling oVr iv le mid

A manly forrri by her side ?>, = . ,v

And joy was duty and lo^'c wa, I^w.

Then she took up hcs burden of life
again,

Saying only, « It might have been."

AIa» for maiden, jlas forjudge,
For rich repiner and household drudge

!

CotJ ^\iy them both ! and pity us all,
WJ30 rainly the dreams of youth recall.

For of ^iS sad words of tongue or pen.
The »adue.)t are these :

" It might ha^e
been f"

Ah, well J for us all some sweet hope lies
Dtf-^ply buried from human eyes

;

«!!i1'.i" *'l*
^"/after, angels may

Roll the stone from its grave away !

THE RANGER.

w!inM ^'''^''''t 'r^'-^^ts we'-e fallingWhen the ranger's horn was calling
Ihro^ugh the woods to Canada.

Gone the winter's sleet and snowing,
Oone the spring-time's bud and blowing
Uone the summer's harvest mowin<^.
And again the fields are gray.
y«t nway, he's away i

Faint and fainter hope is grower
In the hearts that mourn his stay.

Where the lion, crouching high on
Abraham's rock with teeth oi iron,

_
Glares o'er wood and wave av ay,

Faintly thence, as pines far sighv.-ig.
Or as thunder spent and dying,
(-'ome the challenge and replyin'/.
Come the souivJs of f.ij^ht ami jr.iy,

^
Well-a-day ! Hope tuid pray !

>Some are living, ;,ome arc; lying
In their red g -aves far away,

St'-,it;^iing ranjj,:;=, worn with dangers
Homeward faring, wear^' strangers

Pass *he farm-gru' on ;heir way •

Tidings of the dead and .;iving\

Forest march and ambusi;, giving,
Till the maidens leave their v/viwin-r
And the lads forget their play.

'^'

' Still away, still away !
'^

SJijhs a sad one, sick with grieving
" Why does Robert still delay J

"

Nowhere fairer, sweeter, rarer,
Does the golden-locked fruit hearer
Through his painted woodla.i.'s stray

J han where hillside oaks and boches
Overlook the long, blue reaches,
Sdver coves and pebbled beaches,
And green isles of Casco Bay ;

'

Nowhere day, for delay,
With a tenderer look beseeches,

•'Let me with my charmed earth
stay.

"

On the grain-lands of the mainlands
Stands the serried corn like train-bands,
Plume and pennon rustling gay

;Out at sea, the islands wooded.
Silver birches, golden-hooded.
Set with maples, crimson-blooded.
White sea-foam and sand-hills gray,
Stretch away, far away.

Dim and dreamy, over-brooded
By the hazy autumn day.

Gaily chattering to the clattering
Of the brown nuts downward pattering,
Leap the squirrels, red and gray.

On the grassland, on the fallow,
Drop the apples, red and yellov
Drop the russet pears and mello v,,

Drop the red leaves al' >2 <•'

'

And away, swift away,
Sun and cloud, o'er hill a j follow

I
Chasing, weave their weo " lay.
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ng,

"Martha Mason, Martha Mason
Prithee teli us of the reason
Why you niojie at home to-day •

Surely smiling is not sinning
;

Leave your quilling, leave your spin-
ning

;

'

What is all your store oflinen,
If your heart is never gay ?
Come away, come away •

Never yet did sad beginning
Make the ta*k of life a play."'

5J;:erbending, till she's blending
VVuh the flaxen skein she's tending

Pale brown tresses smoothed away
From her face of patient sorrow.
Sits she, seeking but to borrow,
From the trembling hope of morrow,
bolace for the weary day,
" Go your way, laugh and play

;Unto Him who heeds the sparrow
And the lily, let nie pray."

'•With our rally, rings the valley,—
Join us

! cried the blue-eyed Nellie
;

^
Join us !

" cried the laughmg May
X o ihe beach we all are going,

And, to save the task of rowing,
West by north the wind is blowing,
Blowmg briskly down the bay !

Come away, come away !

Time and tide are swiftly flowing.
Let us take them while we may !

"Never tell us that you'll fail us.
Where the purple beach-plum mellow.
On the bluffs so wild and gray.

Hasten, for the oars are falling
;

Hark, our merry mates are calling :

Time it is that we were all in,
Singing tideward down the bay '

"
" Nay, nay, let me stay

;

Sore and sad for Robert Rawlin
Is my heart," she said, "to-day "

'47

'

'
Vain your calling for Rob Rawlin !

Some red squaw his moose-meat's broil-
ing,

Or some French lass, singing gay :

Just forget as he's forgetting ; **
•"

What avails a life of fretting ?
If some stars must needs be setting,

Others rise as good as they."
<^ease, I pray

; go your way !

"

M.irtha cries, her eyelids wetting
;

" Fou! and Tilsc the words you say !"

''Martha Ma.-,on, hear to reason !

Prithee, put a kinder face on !
"

" Cease to vex me, " did she say
;

'Better at his side be lying.
With the mournful pine-trees sirhinr-.
And the wild birds o'er us crying,

Than to doubt like mine a prey •

W'hile away, far away,
'

Turns my heart, for ever trying
Some new hope for each new day.

"When the shadows veil the meadows.And the sunset's golden ladders
Sink from twilights walls of gray —

I'lom the window of my dreaming
I can see his sickle gleaming,
Cheery-voiced, can hear him teaming
iJown the locust-shaded way

;But away, swift away,
Fades the fond, delusive seeming,
And I kneel again to pray.

'.'

^Y'^^"
tlie growing dawn is showing,

And the barn yard cock is crowing,
And the horned moon pales away :

From a dream of him awaking.
Every sound my heart is making
Seems a footstep of his taking

;

Then I hush the thought, and say,
Nay, nay, he's away !

'

Ah ! my heart, my heart is breaking
For the dear one far away."

Look up, Martha ! worn and swarthy,
Glows a face of manhood worthy •

"Robert !" "Martha !" all they say.O er went wheel and reel together,
Little cared the owner whither

;

Heart of lead is heart of feather,
Noon of night is hoon of day !

Come away, come away !

When such lovers meet each other.
Why should prying idlers stay

?

'

Quench the timber's fallen embers,
Quench the red leaves in December's
Hoary rime and cliilly spray.

Hut the hearth shall kindle clearer,
Household welcomes sound sir.ccrer,
Hf.irf to loving heart draw nearer.
When the bridal bells shall say :

" Hope and pray, trust alway
;

Life is sweeter, love is dearer.
For the trial and delay j

"

.-J , I

^:|

t, J

jj
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III!

I

TO w. n.

As they who waicli by sick-beds finds
relief

Unwittingly from tiie great stress of grief
And anxious care in fantasies out-

wrought
From the earth's embers flickering low,

or caught
From whispering wind, or tread of pa-ss-

ing feet,

Or vagrant memorycallingupsome sweet
Snatch of old song or romance, whence

or why
They scarcely know or ask,— so, thou

and I,

Nursed in the faith that Truth alone is
strong

In the endurance which outwearies
Wrong,

With meek persistence baffling brutal
force.

And trusting God against the universe,—
We, doomed to watch a strife we may

not share
With other weapons than the patriot's

prayer,
Yet owning, with full heart and moist-

ened eyes.

The awful beauty of self-sacrifice
And wrung by keenest sympathy 'for allWho give their loved ones for the livinf^

wall *•

'Twixt law and treason.—in this evil dayMay hapiy find, through automatic play
Of pen and pencil, solace to our pain.
And hearten others with the ylreneth we

1 know It has been said our times requireNo play of art, nor dalliance with the
lyre,

No weak essay with Fancy's chloroform
10 calm the hot, mad pulses of tlie storm,
liut the stern war-blast rather, such as

sets

The battle's teeth of serried bayonets,
And pictures grim as Vernet's. Yet with

these

Some softer tints may blend, and milder
keys

i-ielieve the storm-stunned ear. Let us
keep sweet,

If so we may, our hearts, even while we
eat

The bitter harvest of our own device
And half a century's moral cowardice.
As Nurnberg sang while WittenLiij:

defied,
^

And Kranach painted by his Luther's
side.

And through the war-march of the Pu-
ritan

The silver stream ofMarvell's music ran,
So let the household melodies be sung,
The pleasant pictures on the wall be

hung,—

So let us hold against the hosts of night
And s-Iavery all our vantage-ground°of

light.

Let Treason boast its savagery, and shake
From its flag-folds its symbol rattle-

snake,
Nurse its fine arts, lay human skins in

tan.

And carve its pipe-bowl from the bones
of man,

And make the tale of Fijian banquets dull
By drinking whisky from a loyal skull,—
But let us guaid, till this sad war shall

cease,

(God grant it soon !) the graceful arts o(
peace :

No foes are conquered who the victors
teach

Their vandal manners and barbaric
speech.

And while, with hearts of thankfulness,
we bear

Of the great common burden our full
share,

Let none upbraid us that the waves entice,
Tiiy sea-dipped pencil, or some quaint

device,

Kliythmic and sweet, beguiles my pen
away

From the sharp strifes and sorrows of
to-day.

Thus, while the east-wind keen from
Labrador

Sings in the leafless elms, and from the
shore

Of the great sea comes the monotonous
roar

Of the long-breaking surf, and all the sky
Is gray witn cloud, home-bound anddull.

I try

To time a simple legend to the sounds

She



AJi/V ly/iATiruA'-Jh.

Of winds in the wo<i;ls, and waves on
pebbled bounds,—

A sontj for oars to chime with, such as
might

Besungbytiredbea-pairters.whoat night
Look from their hemlocii camps, bv

quiet cove
Or beach, moon-lighted, on the waves

they love.

(So hast thou looked, when level sunset
lay

On the calm bosom of some Eastern bay,
And all the spray-moist rocks and

waves that rolled
Up the white sand-slopes flashed with

ruddy gold.

)

Something it has—a flavour of the sea,
And the sea's freedom— which reminds

of thee.

Its faded picture, dimly smiling down
From the blurred fresco of the ancient

town,
I have not touched with warmer tints

in vain.
If, in this dark, sad year, it steals one

thought from pain.
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Her fingers shame the ivor}' keys.
They dance so light along

;

The bloom upon her parted lips
Is sweeter than the song.

O perfumed suitor, spare thy smiles I

Her thoughts are not of thee
;

She better loves the salted wind,
The voices of the sea.

Her heart is like an outbound ship
That at its anchor swings

;

The murmur of the stranded shell
Is in the song she sings.

She sings, and, smiling, hears her
praiae,

But dreams the while of one
Who watches from his sea-blown deck
The icebergs in the sun.

She questions all the winr!^ that blow,
And every fog- wreath di.n.

And bids the sea-birds .iying' north
Bear messages to him.

She speeds them with the thanks of men
He perilled life to save.

And grateful prayers like holy oil
To smooth for him the wave.

Brown Viking of the fi-hing-.mack !

Fair toast of all the town ! —
The skipper's jerkin ill beseems
The lady's silken gown !

But ne'er shall Amy Wentworth wear
For him the blush of shame

Who dares to set his manly gifts
Against her ancient name.

The stream is brightest at its spring.
And blood is not like wine

;

Nor honoured less than he who heirs
Is he who founds a 'ine.

Full lightly shall the pri::e be won.
If love l)e Fortune's spur

;

And never maiden stoops to him
Who lifts himself to her.

Her home is brave in Jaffrey Street
With stately stairways worn

By feet of old Colonial knights
And ladies gentle-born.

Still green about its ample porch
The English ivy twines,

Trained back to show in English oak
The herald's carven signs.

And on her, from the wainscot old,
Ancestral faces frown,

—

And this has worn the soldier's sword.
And that the judge's gown.

But, strong of will and proud as they.
She walks the gallery floor

As if she trod her sailor's deck
By stormy Labrador

!

The sweetbrier blooms on Kittery-side,
And green are Elliot's bowers

;

Her garden is the pel)bled beach,
The mosses are her flowers.

She looks across the harbour-bar
To see the while-gulls fly

;

His greeting from the Northern sea
Is in their clanging cry.

She hums a song, and dreams that he,
As in its romance old.

Shall homeward ride with silken sails

And masts of beaten fnlH !

.'«



»So THE COUNTESS.

O, rank is good, and gold is fair,

And hi.u;h and low mate ill

;

But love lias never known a law
Beyond its ov\n sweet will !

TJIE COUNTESS.

TO r.. \v.

At.;! Inwsoe'er the pencil dipped in
dreams

Shades tlie brown woods or tints the
sunset streams,

The country doctor in the foreground
seems,

Whose ancient sulky down the village
lanes

*"

I KNOW not. Time and Space so inter- ^'"'^^"painr
'^ ""'"''"• *=''^1^''^« •""^"'J

Ihou bearest up thy lourscore years and ' lo„g

.

uieitou sa

Or, calS'at last, aU now Heaven's citi-
j

'''^°'

'S,^"'^
''""^^ °" ^"'^'^ ^^^'^

^'^^

'

-^lade friends o' the woods and rocks,But, here or ih^-re, a pleasant thought
of thee,

Like an old friend, all day has been with
me.

The shy, still boy, for whom thy kindly
hand

Smoothed his hard pathway to the won-
der land

Of thought and fancy, in gray manhood
yet

Keeps green ihe memory of his earlv
debt.

To-day, when truth and falsehood speak
their words

Through hot-lipped cannon and the teeth
of swords,

Listening with quickened heart and ear
intent

To each sharp clause of that stern . ;'u.
ment,

I still can hear at times a softer note

and knew the sound
Of each small brook, and what the hill-

side trees
Said to the winds that touched their

leafy keys
;

Who saw so keenly and so well could
paint

The village-folk, with all their humours
quaint,

—

The parson ambling on his wall-eyed
roan,

Grave and erect, with white hair back-
ward blown :

The tough old boatman, half amphibi-
ous grown

;

Tl'
. muttering witch-wife of the eossm's

tale, ^ '

And thelouf tragglerlevying his black-
mail,

Old customs, habits, superstitions, fears,
All that lies buried under ffty years.nfij,^^!,!., » 1

-;'"•"'"»•' ""IV- -f^" mac lies ouried under tv vears

WhUeSl^h rr';'"""^"''-"'^"^^
\^^^^^^^ as is most lit, I bring^my lay.While through the hot gleam .fourr. u .^nd, grateful, own the debt 1 ea^nnotpay!

Looms the green mirage of a simpler
life.

As. at his silent post, the sentinel
,Drops the old bucket in the homestead

well,

And hears old voices in I he winds that
toss

Above his head the live-oak's beard of
mti ;;,

So, in our trial-time, and ursd.-r skies
Shadowed by swords like Islam's para-

dise,

I wait and watch, and let my fancy stray
To milder scenes and youth's Arcadian

day;

Over the wooded northern ridge,
Between its \ ..'ses L-rown,

To the d) -k tunpf-l ot the bridge
The t CO es straggling down.

You ca> a g. pse, through birc. and
pir'e.

Of gable, roof, and porch,
Th^ tavern with its swin-ing sign,

ihe sharp horn of the churcli.

The river's steel-blue crescent curves
To meet, in ebb and flow,

The single broken wharf that serves
For sloon rif^H gundelow.
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With salt sea-scents along its shores
The heavy hay-boats crawl,

The ion^j antenna; of their oars
In lazy rise and fall.

Along the gray abutment's wall
Th'i idle shad-net dries

;

The toll-man in his cobbler's stall

Sits smoking with closed eyes.

You hear the pier's low undertone
Uf waves that chafe anil gnaw ;

You start,— a skipper's lior-i is blown
To raise the creaking draw.

At times a blacksmith's anvil sounds
With slow and sluggard beat,

Or sta^je-coach on its dusty rounds
Wakes up ttie staring street.

A place for idle eyes and ears,

A cobwebbed nook of dreams
;

Loft by the stream whose waves are
years

T.'i« stranded village seems.

And there, like other moss and rust,

'ihenai. e dweller clings,

And ke' In uninquiring trust.

The (id, dull r nd of things.

The fisher drop^ atient lines,

The farmer sows his grain.
Content to hear the murmuring rines

Instead of railroad-train.

Go where, along the tangled steep
That slopes against the west,

The hamlet's buried idlers sleep
In still profounder rest.

Throw ])ack the locust's flowery plume,
The birch's pale-gieen scarf.

And break the web of brier and bloom
from name and epitaph.

A simple muster-roll of death,
Of pomp and romance shorn.

The dry, old names that common breath
Has cheapened and outworn.

Yet lause by one low mound, and part
The wild vines o'er it laced,

And read the words lay rustic art
Upon its headstone traced.

Haply yon white-haired villager

Of fourscore years can say
What means the noble name cf hei
Who sleeps with common ciay.

An exile from the Gascon land
Found refuge here ami rest,

And loved, of all the village band,
Its fairest and its best.

He knell with her on .Sabbath morns,
He wnr!,hi!)])ed through her eyes,

AnJ on the pride that doubts and scorns
Stole in her faith's sur|:>rise.

1
1

r simple daily life he saw
Hy homeliest duties tried,

In all things by an untaught law
Of fitness j I.,tified.

For her his rank aside he laid
;

He took the hue and tone
Of lowly life and toil, and made
Her simple ways his own.

Yet still, in gay and careless ease,
To harvest-field or dance

He brought the gentle courtesies.
The nameless grace of France.

And she who taught him love not lee~
From him siie loved in turn

Caught in her sweet unconsciousness
What love is quick to learn.

Each grew to each in pleased accord,
Nor knew the gazing town

If she looked upward to her '
.d

Or he to her looked down.

How sweet, when summer's day was
o'er,

His violin's mirth and wail.

The walk on pleasant Newbury's shon
The river's moonlit sail !

Ah ! life is brief, though love be long

,

The altar and le bier,

The burial hymn and bridal song,
Were both in one short year !

Her rest is quiet on the hill,

Beneath the locust's bloom
;

Far off her lover sleeps as still

Within his scutcheoned tomb.

i
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The Gascon lord, the villa^re mai.l,
In death still clasp thdr'han.ls

The iove thn, levels rank and grade
Unites theit severed lan.l>.

What matter whose the hillside en-Or whose the blazoned stone >

forever to her western wave
S>hall whisper blue (iaronne !

O Love .'--so hallowing every soil
That gives thy sweet ilcwer room,

Wherever, nursed by ease or toil.
The human heart takes bloom !-

Plant of lost Eden, fron, the sodOf sinful earth unriveu,

White bh.ssnni of the trees of Go<l
•dropped down to us from heaven ! -

This tangled waste of mound and stone
I-. holy f,n- thy sake;

A sweetness which is all thy own
lircathes out from fern and brake.

I

And while ancestral pride shall twine

^•'''™''>'''^'r-0 song of mine.
N\ ith summer s bloom and showers !

I

And let the lines that severed seem
Unite agam in thee,

As western w.ve and Gallic stream
I Are mingled m one sea \

i



OCCASIONAL POEMS.

LINES,

•O* THB AriRTCOLTURAL AND HORTICULTURAL
EXHIBITION AT AMESKUttV AND SALISBURY,
sei^. 98, 1858.

TH'S (lay, two hundred years agd,

The wild grape by the river's side,

And tasteless groundnut trailing low.
The table of the woods supplied.

Unknown the apple's red and gold.
The blushing tint of peach and peai,

rhe mirror of the Powow tuld

No tale of orchards ripe and rare.

Wild as the fruits he scorned to till,

1 hese vales the idle Indian tMij
;

Nor knew the glad creative skill,- -

The joy of him who toils witli God.

O Painter of the fruits and flowers !

We thank thee lor thy wise desij^m

Wheieby these human hands of ours
In Nature's garden work with thine.

And thanks that from oui daily need
The joy of simple faith is born

;

That he who smites the summer weed,
May trust ihee for the aaiumn corn.

Give fools their gold, and knaves their
power

;

Let fortune's bubbles rise and fall
;Who sows a field, or trains a flower.

Or plants a tree, is more than all.

For he who blesses most is blest

;

And God and man shall own his worth
Who toils to leave as his bequest
An added beauty to the earth.

And, soon or late, to all that sow,
'

The time of harvest shall be given
; :

1 he flower shall bloom, the fruit shi.1
grow,

If not on tarth, at last in Shaven J

THE QUAKER ALUMNI.
RRAI) aT the KRIKNDS SCIUUL ANNIVKRSARV

RHODB isi.ANb, (ith n.o.. i86u.

From the well-springs of Hudson, thf
seacliflTs of Maine,

Grave rn n, sober matrons, you gather
again :

And, with hearts warmer grown as
your heads grow more cool,

Play over the old game of going to
school.

All your strifes and vexations, your
whims and complaints,

(You were not saints yourselves, if the
children of saints.

All your pretty self-seekings ami rival-
ries done,

Round the dear Alma Mater your
hearts beat as one !

Mow widely soe'er you have slra«ed
from the fold.

Though your " thee" has grown "you,"
and your drab blue and gold.

To the old friendly speech and' the
garb'i sober form.

Like the heart of Argyie to the tartan,
you warm.

Hut, the first greetings over, you glance
round the hall

;

Your hearts call the roll, but they an-
swer not all

:

Through the turf green above them the
dead cannot hear

;

' i|

1^^
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Name by name, in the silence, falls sad

as a tear !

In love, let us trust, tliey were sum-
nioned so soon

From the morning of life, while we toil
through its noon

;

J^ey were frail like ourselves, they had
needs like our own

For the lessons of kindness vouchsafed
to the least

Of the creatures of God, wheiher human
or beast,

Bringing hope to the poor, lending
strength to the frail,

^

In the lanes of the city, the slave-hut,
and jail

;

'And they rest as we rest in God's
"""^ '^'°"^-

I

^- ^ womanhood higher and holier,

"""'Td'fraL^"''
^'"^^^^ "^ ^P'"^ "^'- ^"°'rS? ?.'

^"«^' ^^-- -" J^ve
p-_. ,

,

'

ere her fall

' "r;h:sam':r''°""' '" "^""^

I ^'^^^^fJ---^
of duty moves lightly

Though we sink in the darkness, his ' Serene ""aV'the' moonlight .n i

_

arms break our fall, the dav
" °"^'=''' ''"'^ "'a™ asarms break our fall.

And in death as in life, he is Father of
""

'
'^"'^'

yV-
'"O'"^' 'o'- the faith which em-

/-Jf 41,=. r SOUJ,

LSeTtHay"'^"'-^'""'
move

j

Wherein letter and spirit the same

"7 '^,'^^t^^ ^^-
I

^-"S~ed What God has
And beneath the cap's border gray „mingles with brown. *" M For a sense of the Goodness re\ci!cd
Tj . . . , ,

everywhere,

sLlldfe gLf
'""'"'' '"'^ ^"^^^ "^^

'"'air'r
^'"^'''''''' '"'^ ^'^^ ""' '^''

For a trust in humanity, Heathen or

And a hope for all darkness the Lirdit
shincth through.

should be glad.
And our follies and sins, not our years,

make us sad. ^
'

Should the heart closer shut as the

And the face grow m length as the hat xvu «-grows m brim ? "ho scoffs at our birthright?—the words
of the seers,

is ?7if'/"ty grave; but, with rain-
'^"'^ ^^^ f"S^ of the bards in the twi-

lolded wings, "ght of years,
Of yesterday's sunshine the grateful

|^" ^^^ ^T^'^^^^^ofwisdom in santon *
neait smrrc **

I and sage.

HI

heait sings.
And we, o*- all others, have reason topay
The tribute of thanks, and rejoice on

our \\'ay

;

For the counsels that turned from the
tollies of youth;

i^or the beauty of patience, the white-
ness of truth

;

For the wounds of rebuke, when love
tempered its edge

;

For the household's restraint, and the
discipline shedp--

I

In prophet and priest, are our true
heritage.

The Word which the reason of Plato dis-
cerned

;

The truth, as whose symbol the Mithra-
tire burned

;The soul of the world which the Stoic
but guessed,

'^'^

fS.
.^'"'"""'^^ '^« Q^al^er con.

dervth*'""' ^" ^"''"" '"^™!'. °r solitary
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No honours of war to our worthies be-

long;

Their plain stem of hfe never floucrcd

into song
;

But the fountains they o[ aned still gush
by tho way,

And the world for their healing is better

to-day.

He who lies where the minster's groined
arthes curve down

To the tomb-crowded transept of Eng-
land's renown,

The glorious essayist,* by genius en-

throned,

Whose pen as a sceptre the Muses all

owned,

—

Who through the world's pantheon
walked in his pride.

Setting new statues up, thrusting old
ones aside,

And in fiction the pencils of history

dipped.

To gild o'er or blacken each saint in

his crypt,

—

Mow vainly he laboured to sully with
blame

The white bust of Penn, in the niche

of his fame !

Self-will is self-wounding, perversity

blind :

On himself fell the stain for the Quaker
designed !

For the sake of his true-hearted father

before him
;

For the sake of the dear Quaker mother
that bore him

;

For the sake of his gifts, and the works
that outlive him,

And his brave words for freedom, we
freely forgive him !

There are those who take note that our

numbers are small,

—

New Gibbons who write our decline

and our fall

;

l)Ut the Lord of the seed- field takes

cflre of his owns
And the world shall yet reap what our

sowers have sown.

The last of the sect to his fathers may go,

* Lord Macaulay.

Leaving only his coat for some liar*

num to show
;

Bi t the truth will outlive him, and
broaden with years.

Till the false dies away, and the wrong
disappear.,.

Nothing fails of its end. Out of sight

sinks the stone,

In the deep sea of lime, but the circles

sweep on.

Till the low-rippled muinuirs along the

shores run.

And the dark and dead waters leap

glad in the sun.

.Meanwhile shall we lea in, in our ease

to forget

To the martyrs of Truth and of Free-

dom our debt ?

—

Hide their words out of sight, like the

garb that they wore,
And for Barclay's Apology offer one

more ?

Shall we fawn round the priestcraft

that glutted the shears,

And festooned the stocks with our
grandfathers' ears?

—

Talk of Woolnian's unsoundness?

—

count Penn heterodox ?

And take Cotton Mather in place of

George Fox?

—

Make our preachers war-chaplains?-^

quote .Scripture to take

The hunted slave back, for Onesimus'

sake ?

—

Go to burning church-candles, and
chanting in choir,

And on the old meeting-house stick

up a spire ?

No ! the old paths we'll keep until

better are shown.
Credit good where we find it, abroad

or our own

;

And while " Lo here " and " Lo there
"

the multitude call.

Be true to ourselves, and do justice to

all.

The good round about us we need not

refuse,

Nor talk of our Zion as if we were

Jews

:
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_^^^^ QUAKER ALUMA-!.
S^t why shirk the badce whirh nnr r>> t. ,

~ —
fathers have worn,^ '"'^' """^ ^""^ ^oly name bearing, no lon^^er theyOr beg the worlds pardon for having ' r . "^f"^
been born?

'"'having Credentials of party, and pass-words ofW J
' creed :

e need^ not pray over the Pharisee's
,

^^ "^ -^^^^hey sing hath a three-

,°\""^xr ''''^-
'' ^->-

:

^"'
'^s^/^s Sd^^''-"'

-^ ^^i^^.

^'•uth to us and to others is equal and
'

p . .u ,

Sh.n
""! •

,

q
and But the golden sands run out • occiShall we bottle the free air, or hoard up , -, ,

^"^"-^ fi'^<-' tliese
the sun? I '-i.ie swift into shadow, like sails on

Ji"t w. „„d no. 1ii.,,an,ge .he .00,1

treasure .s gold .. I..ke a scl,oo]-l,oy', who i.lk, and plays

..o.,J ™d^,oo ,n„o, or ,.e s« and
|
^0,^.:^^^ fe''

..as„e „.oL
•h..™.„o„ ,a.e,. so .„„ .e^...suS»Sn „. „„. ,,,,

A.. hea„ k-r^, ,,„, „„,„ ^^^^ I

'^-- -^^s in ..e when .h. „p

, „
""•" " "'"' ^'>- '"^ <I"-i°" of whe.he,. ,0 smile or- He ... ,, a „,an, ,e, Wn, w„„.p, And sc^iL-^ind reunions *a. pro.p.

";er„sa.r„Wour..oro„Cer.,.n.s;T.eJtrSi,.ep,ayr„n„J.

Kor3Sr ""• ""!:• r--?- "" "" "" "^'

;;; 't&tzr '^'^"•'' - ^-^ s-Trgs-iS rat;'::;;v„"o^r ,..

''"'"atarH-LliL'-J-'Wesherl
'°-^»>'-

k'S

annals have known.

To meS h°;t '^^'''"' ^^e-^ °f^«ct'neasure her love, and mete out her
respect.

^^^^ of hVar't;-
"^'^"'"^ " "'^"^

wafkn' ,f'
^^*^ "^°'"^"' s.eem r" ^T I^'^r^f"""^ of.boyhood un-

Fn.j, '^^^'l'"g
her strand, L ^ ,

''^"'' ^^^ brow's care

""mL • '^ halo-crowned, and with
^"^ '^'^'

'^t
°^^1 ^^urdens oJr Bhoulderspalms m his hand,—

(

must bear.
^

I would join in your joy: let me have
a friend's part

In the warmth of your welcome of handana of heart,

—

Who fc I
"'^ "and,—

vise iSerUolet' im-- tj i •

^ smilin^'erSr'^
'^°^^''"' ^"^• I-ong live the good School ! giving out

year by year & s, "i

Recruits to true manhood and woman-
hood dear ;
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Brave boys, modest maidens, in beauty
sent forth,

The living epistles and proof of its

worth

!

In and out let the young life as steadily
flow

As in broad Xarragansett the tides
come and go :

And its sons and its daughters in prairie
and town

Remember its honour, and guard its

renown.

Not vainly the gift of its founder was
made

;

Not prayerless the stones of its corner
were laid

;

The blessing of Him whom in secret
they sought

Has owned the good work which the
fathers have wrought.

To Him be the glory for ever .'—We bear
To the Lord of the Harvest our wheat

with the tare.

AVhat we lack in our work may He find
in our will.

And winnow in mercy our good from
the ill

!

HYMN,
SUNG AT CHRISTMAS BY THE SCHOLARS OF

ST. Helena's island, south Carolina.

O NONE in all the world before
Were ever glad as we !

We're free on Carolina's shore,
We're all at home and free.

Thou Friend and Helper of the poor.
Who suffered for our sake,

To open every prison door,
And every yoke to break !

Bend low thy pitying face and mild,
And helj.' us sing and pray ;

The hand that blessed the liltle child,
Upon our foreheads lay.

We hear no more the driver's horn,
No more the whip we fear.

This holy day that saw thee born
Was never half so dear.

The very oaks are greener clad,
Th^ waters brighter smile ;

O nerer shone a d.ny so glad
On sweet St. Helen's Isle.

We praise thee in our songs to-day.
To thee in prayer we call.

Make swift the feet and straight the way,
Of freedom unto all.

Come once again, O blessed Lord !

Come walking on the sea !

And let the main-lands hear the word
That sets the islands free !

HYMN
FOR THE OPENING OF THOMAS STARR KING'S

HOUSE OF WORSHIP, 1S64.

Amidst these glorious works of thine,
The solemn minarets of the pine.
And awful Shasta's icy shrine,

—

Where swell thy hymns from wave and
gale.

And organ-thunders never fail.

Behind the cataract's silver veil.

Our puny walls to Thee we raise.

Our poor reed-music sounds thy praise;

Forgive, O Lord, our childish ways !

For, kneeling on these altar-stai.s.

We urge thee not A'ith selfish prayers,
Nor murmur at our daily cares.

Before Thee, in in evil d:iy,

Our countr5''s bleeding heart we lay.

And daie not ask thy hand to stay
;

But, through the war-cloud, pray to thee
For union, but a union free,

With peace that comes of purity !

That Thou wilt bare thy arm to save.

And, smiting through this Red Sea wave.
Make broad a pathway for the slave !

For us, confessing all our need,
We trust nor rite nor word noi deed.
Nor yet the broken staff of creed.

Assured alone tliat Thou art good
To each as t'—' the niultiti^de

Eternal Love and P'atherhood,

—

Weak, sinful, blind, to Thee we kneeJ,

Stietch dumbly forth our hands, r.nd feej

Our wenkness is our strong appeal.
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So. by these Western gates of EvenWe wait to see with thy forgiven
7 he opening Golden Gate of Heaven !

bhall holier altars rise to Thee,-
Ihy Churcii our broad humanity !

White flowers of love its walls shall

Soft bells of peace shall rinc its chimeIts days shall ail be holy time.
'

^^.'^^f^."- «0"g shall then be heard _The music of the worki's accord '

Confessing Christ, the Inward Word!
That song^shall swell from shore to

One hope one faith, one love restoreThe seamless robe that Jesus wore '

HVMI^

ERECTED IS- MEMORV OF A MOTHER.
THOU dwellest not, O Lord of all-

OurToK^f'^^^^^y'^^i'^'-n^r^ise;
AnH h?- ? ^",'^ '^ "^^a" ancl smallAnd brief to thy eternal days.

'

'Forgetful of the pains of death
In sorrow for her mighty loss,

\nS
^^^/^'-born, the offering takeAnd make ,t worthy of Thy "fame

'

And bless it for a'mothc43e'.

HVMN
^ORTHECELEBRAT.OMOPEMANCP.T.O.VAT

NEWBUKVl'ORT, 1865
Not un,o us who did but seek

;
1 he word that burned within to speakJot unto us this day belonrr ^ '

'
^^^ f''""'Ph an<l exultant song.

!

Upon us fell in early youth
'i he burden of unwelcome truth.And left us weak and frail and fewThe censor's painful work to do. '

Thenceforth our life a fight became,

blame;
""''^"^ ^^^ ^^°' ^''h

For not with gauged and softened tone

"own."^'
''^"^"^'^"'^ '^^^^^ our

Forgive the weakness and the prideIf marred thereby our gift m?y be
^°^'°-^--"e=^-^t,hassa^ctifi^7 '

Ihe altar that we rear to thee.

The heart and not the hand has wrou;.',ffrom sunken base to towe above^
'

The image of a tender thought
1
he memory of a deathless love!

And though
speech

Ox organ echo from its wall,
Its «ones would pious lessons teachIte shade in benedictions fall. '

Here should

found,

No11i''r'''"T ^"'* '^ ^"^s«s give. 'JVor strife profane, nor hatred woundT.e^mmg,ed loves of earth a^d

should never sound

the dove of peace

Thou, Avho didxf s.^„f!--

breath
TJie dear one Mntchi

with dyin-

iiy cross,

We bore, as Freedom's hope forlorn

? f ifVrl"
J'^te, the publ c scorn '

OuSf°"'^'^'^"A^P-thsw"tVod<-'"r taith m man and trust in God.

We prayed and hoped; but still, withawe, '

The coming of the sword we saw •

We saw the shade of things to come!

fe^f^^Wch they alone can feel

W .K fr,^ ™°^'^^'-'-^ ^^"g appealWith blended lines of ,ls^,-LKeWe cast our country's horoscope?

For still within her house of life

I

A„7;"^^^'^the lurid sign of strife.And poisoning and imbittering all,
I

V^e saw the star of Wormwood fall.

Deep as our love for her became

Xn^irreef^'^^r"^'^^^"'^^'^'-'
I We erJ^'^^'J^'-^A^^.^g^^ '^nd pen

- ,—-w^ Trrcjc uxki liiurtai men.

We hoped for peace ; our eyes survevThe bI„od-red dawn of Freedom's day

;
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We prayed for love to loose the chain
;

'Tis shorn by battle's axe in twain !

Nor skill nor strength nor zeal of ours
Hau mined and heaved the hostile

towers
;

Not by our hands is turned the key
That sets the sighing captives free.

A redder sea than Egypt's wave
Is piled and parted for the slave

;

A darker cloud moves on in light

;

A fiercer fire is guide by night

!

The praise, O Lord ! is Thine alone,
In Thy own Avay Thy work is done !

Our poor gifts at Thy feet we cast,
To whom be glory, first and last !

OUR RIVER.

Fo:; A SUMMER FESTIVAL AT "tHK l.AUFEl.S
'

0.\ THE MERRIMACK.

Once more on yonder laurelled heit^ht
The summer flowers l.ave budded

;

Once more with summer's golden light
The vales of home are flooded

;

And once more, by the grace of Him
Of every good the Giver,

We sing upon its wooded rim
The praises of our river :

Its pines above, its waves below,
The west-wind down it blowing,

As fair as when the young Brissot
Beheld it seaward flowing,

—

And bore its memory o'er the deep,
To soothe a martyr's sadness.

And fresco, in his troubled sleep.

His prison -walls with gladness.

We know the world is ric!i widi
streams

Renowned in song and sf-.iy,

AVhose inusic murmurs through our
dreams

Of human love and glorv:
We know that Amo's bank: .--c fair,

And Rhine ha^ captlcd shadows,
And, poet-tuned, the Loon and A.vr
Go singing dowi? ihoir meadows!

But while, unpictured and unoung
By painter 01 by poet,

,

Our river waits the tuneful tongiie
And cunning hand to show it,

—

We only know the fond skies lean
Above it, warm with blessing,

And the sweet soul of our Undine
Awake.s to our caressing.

No fickle sun-god holds the flocks

^
That graze its shores in keeping

;No icy kiss of Dian mocks
The youth beside it sleeping :

Our Christian river loveth most
The beautiful and liuman

;

The heathen streams of Naiads boast,
Bu' ours of man and woman.

The miner in his cabin hears
The rfj)ple we are hearing ;

It whispers soft to home;-,ick ears
Around the settler's clearing :

In Sacramento's vales of corn,
Or Santee's bloom of cotton,

Our river by its valley-born
W^as never yet forgotten.

The drum rolls loud,—the bugle fills

The summer air with clangour
;

The war-storm shakes the solid hills

_
Beneath its tread of anger

;

Young eyes that last year smiled in ours
Now poir :

- rifle's barrel,

And hands t stained with fruits and
flowers

Bear redder stains of quarrel.

But blue skies smile, and flowers bloom
on.

And rivers still keep flowing,

—

The dear God still his rain and sun
On good and ill bestowing.

His pine-trees whisper, "Trust and
wait!"

His flowers are prophesying
That all we dread of change or fall

His love is underlyii <:^.

And thou, O Mountain- born !—no
more

We ask the wise Allotter

Than for the firmness of thy shore,
The cnlnmcss of thv waiter.

The cheerful lights that overlay
Thy nigged slopes with beauty,

To match oit spirits to our day
And make a joy of duty.



i6o
LINES.

Id'

m
*.«<

X'"^

tbi

"THE LAURELS."
AV THE TWENTIETri AND LAST

ANNIVERSARY.

I'ROM these wild rocks I look to-dav
(J er leagues of dancing waves, and

see

The far low coast, line stretch away
1 o where our river meets the sea.

Thfi light wind blowing off the land
Is hurrlcnea with old voices ; through

hhrn eyes I see how lip and hand
i lie greeting of old days renew.

O friends whose hearts still keen their
|)ririic,

'

Whose bright example warns
cheers,

Ve teach us how to smile at Time
And set to music all his years •

'

Through mortal motive, scheme an^
! plan,
Thy wise eternal purpose ran.

Wo lack Thy perfect fulness knew
;For human ne^ds and longings grew

This hou^ie of prayer, this home oi rest.
In the fair garden of the West.

In weakness and in want we call
On Thee for wlioui the heavens are

small :

Thy glory i.x Thy children's good,
Ihy joy Thy tender Fatherht.od.

and

I 'hnnK you for sweet summer davs.

V.r'x ''rf
''"^ memories lingering long,

I'«r joyful me.tmgs, fond delays. ^
Ami ties of friendship woven strong.

A« for the last time, side bv side.
You trend the paths familiar grown,

I reach across the severing tide
And blend my farewells with vour

own.

Make room, O river of our home !

I' or other feet in place of ours,
'

M V *
,

';"mniers yet to come
Make gla.f Another Feast of Flowers !

Hold in thy mirror, calm and deep

i "/«ft thy lovers not, but keep
'^"' memory like thy laurels green.

l^\X^ OP .SHOAf.s, 7//i mo., 1870.

HYMN

Sr. PAUL, MI.VNESOTA.

ALUhings are Thine: no gift have weWd of all gifts! to offer Thee-
'

And hence with grateful hearts to-day,
I hy own before Thy feet we lay. ^

.TJy Hill wa.s in toe builders' thought

;

Jhy hand unseen amidst us wrought

;

Father : deign these walls to bles.»
Fill v/ith Thy love their emptiness :

Ani\ let their door a gateway i)e

Ti; lead us from ourselves to Thee I

LINES,
I «'!AD AT THR POSTf)N CRLERRATinM QP THl
I

HUNDREDTH ANNIVKRSARV OF THE BIRTHOK ROBERT BURN.S, 23TH 1ST MO., ,859.

How sweeily come the holy psalm
hrom samts and martyrs down.

1 he waving of triumphal palms
Above the thorny crown I

The choral praise, tlie chanted prayer
I ,p,-

'?'" "^'Ps by angels strung,

I

^'i^,''«"ted Cameron's mountain airs,
1 he hymrs tliat Luther sung !

Yet jarring not the heavenly notes,
!

The sounds of earth are heard,
I As throuj;h the open minster floats

j

I he song of breeze and bird I

->ot le.ss the wonder of the sky
That daisies bloom below ;

The brook sings on, though luud and
high

The cloudy organs blow !

And. if the tender ear be jarred
1 hat, haply, hears by turns

The samtly harp of Olney's bard,
Ihe pastoral pipe of Burns,

.No diseord mars His perfect i^Ian
\\ ho gave them both a tongue

;i-or he wiio sinL^s the lovo of m-n
i he love of God hath sung !

*

'^°;$'y ^e ^^'^ry fault forgiven
^'1 hnn in Mhom we joy !



THE LIBKAkV.
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We thanks, the gold oftake, with

Heaven
And leave the earth's alloy.

Be ours his music as of spring,
His sweetness as of flowers,

'1 he songs the bard himself might sing
In holier ears than ours.

Sweet airs of love and home, the hum
^
Of household melodies.

Come singing, as the robins come
To sing in door-yard trees.

And, heart to heart, two nations lean,
No rival wreaths to twine,

But blending in eternal green
The holly and the pine !

A LAY OF OLD TIME.
WRITTEN FOR THE ESSEX COUNTY AGRICUL-

Tl KAL FAIR.

One morning of the first sad Fall,
Poor Adam and his bride

•Sat in the shade of Eden's wall-
But on the outer side.

She, blushing in her fig-leaf suit
For the chaste garb of old

;

He, sighing o'er his bitter fruit
For Eden's drupes* of gold.

Behind them, smiling in the morn,
Their forfeit garden lav,

Before them, wild with rock and thorn
The desert , 'fetched away.

'

They heard the air above them fanned,
A light step on the sward.

And lo ! they saw before them stand
The angel of the Lord !

"Arise," he said, " why look behind,
When hope is all before,

Anr] patient hand and willing mind,
Vour loss may yet restore ?

"I leave with you a spell whose power
Can make the desert glad.

And call around you fruit and flower
As fair as Kilen had.

I ciothe your hands with power to lift

^^
The curse from off your soil :

vour very doom shaii seem a gift,
_Your loss a gain through Toil.

'

^ir^"^''' ^ ''™'' containing a ston* with a
Jternei, as a plum.

"Go, cheerful as yon humming-bees
^
To labour as to play.

"

'

White glimmering over Eden's trees
1 he angel passed away.

The pilgrims of the world went forth
Ui)edient to the word.

And found where'er they tilled the earthA garden of the Lord !

The thorn-tree cast its evil fruit
And l,lushed with plum and pear,

And seeded grass and trodden root
Grew sweet beneath tlieii care.

W'e share our primal parents' fate,
And in our turn and day,

Look back on Eden's sworded gate
As sad and lost as they.

But stil! tor us his native skies
The pitying angel leaves.

And leads through Toil to Paradise
New Adams and new Eves !

THE LIBRARY.
SUNG AT THE OPENING OP THE HAVERHILL

I.IBRARV.

"LkT THKIUi HE LIGHT !" God spake
of old,

And over chaos dark and cold.
And, through the dead and formless

frame
Of nature, life and order came.

Faint was the light nt first that shone,
On giant fern and mastodon.
On half-formed plant and beast of prey,
And man as rude and wild as they.

Age after age, like waves, o'erran
The earth, uplifting brute and man

;And m-nd, at length, in symliols dark,
Its meanings traced on stone and bark.

On leaf of palm, on sedge-wrought roll,
On plastic clay and leathfrn scroll,
Man wrote his thoughts; the ages

]:)assed.

And lo ! the Press was found at last !

THen -dead souls woke ; the thoughts of
men

\yhose bones were dust revived again
;

The cloister's silence found a tongue.
Old prophets spake, old potts sung.

1

w

1!
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And here, to-day, the dead look down.
The kings of mind again we crown

;
\Ve hear the voices lost so long,
The sage's word, the sibyl's song.

Here Greek and Roman find themselves
Ahve along these crowded shelves

;And Shakespeare treads again his stage,
And Chaucer paints anew his age.

As if some Pantheon's marbles broke
1 heir stony trance, and lived and spoke,

-ri, , ,

^ ^'°"S the alcoved hall,
' he lords of thought await our call

!

HYMN.
SUNG AT THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE CHIL-

DREN'S MISSION, BOSTON, 1878.

Thine are all the gifts, O God !

Thine the broken bread
;

Let the naked feet be shod.
And the starving fed.

Let Thy children, by Thy grace,
Give as they abound.

Till the poor have breathing-space,
And the lost are found.

Wiser than the miser's hoards
Is the giver's choice

;

Sweeter than the song of birds
Is the thankful voice.

Welcome smiles on faces sad
As the flowers of spring

;

Let the tender hearts be glad
With the joy they bring.

Happier for their pity's sake
Make their sports and plays,

And from lips of childhood take
Thy perfected praise

!

THE LANDMARKS.
I.

Through the streets of Marblehead
i'ast the red-winged terror spread

;

Blasting, withering, on it came,
With Its hundred tongues of flame,

NVhere St. Michael's on its way
IJtood like chained Andromeda,

Waiting on the rock, like her,
Swift doom or deliverer !

Church that, after sea-moss grew
Over walls no longer new.

Counted generations fi; e,

Four entombed and one alive
;

Heard the martial shout and tread
Battleward for Marblehead

;

Saw within the rock-walled bay '

Treville's lilied pennon play.

And the fisher's dory met
By the barge of Lafayette,

Telling good news in advance
Of the coining fleet of France !

Church to reverend memories dear
<^uaint in desk and handelier

;

Bell, whose century-rusted tongue
Bunals tolled and bridals rung

;

Loft, whose tiny organ kept
Keys that Snetzler's hand had swept :

Altar, o'er wrhose tablet old
Sinai's law its thunders rolled 1

Suddenly the sharp cry came :

" Look ! St. Michael's is aflame !
"

Round the low-tower wall the fire
Snake-like wound its coil of ire.

Sacred in its gray respect
From the jealousies of sect.

'* Save it," seemed the tnought of all,
save It, though our roof-trees fall

! ''

Up the tower the young men sprung

;

One, the bravest, oiuward swung

By the rope, whose kindling strands
bmoked beneath the holder's hands,

Smiting down with shake of power
Burning fragments from the tower.

Then the gazing crowd beneath
Broke the puiniul pause of breath

;

Brave men cheered from street to street.
With home's ashes at their feet

;
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Houseless women kerchiefs waved :

"Thank the Lord! St. Michael's
saved !

"

1^3

II.

In the heart of Boston town
Stands the church of old renown,

wu-*"
^^°5° walls the impulse went

Which set free a continent

;

From whose pulpit's oracle
I'lophecies of freedom fell

;

And whose steeple-rocking din
Rang the nation's birthday in !

Standing at this very hour
Perilled like St. Michael's tower.

Held not in the clasp of flame,
But by mammon's grasping claim.

Shall it be of Boston said
She is shamed by Marblehead ?

City of our pride ! as there.
Hast thou none to do and dare ?

Life was risked for Michael's shrine
;

Shall not wealth be staked for thine ?

Woe it thee, when men shall search
Vainly for the Old South Church

;

When from Neck to Boston Stone,
All thy pride of place is gone ;

When from Bay and railroad car.
Stretched before them wide and far.

Men shall only see a great
Wilderness of brick and slate,

Every holy spot o'erlaid
By the commonplace of trade !

I C'ity of our love ! to thee
Uuty is but destiny.

True to all thy record saith,
Kx;ep with thy tradition's faith

;

Ere occasion's overpast.
Hold its flowing forelock fast

;

Honour still the precedents
Of a grand munificence

;

In thy old historic way,
Give, as thou didst yesterday.

At the South-land's call, or as
Needs demand for (iied St. John.

Let thy Church's muflled bell
Free the generous deed to tell.

Let thy loyal hearts rejoice
In the glad sonorous voice.

Ringing from tlie brazen mouth
Of the bell of the Old South,

I Ringing clearly, with a will,
" What she was is Boston still

!

"

I'

I

* t

!;

m
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PERSONAL AND MEMORIAL.
M LINES.

WRITTEN ON HEAKING OF THE DEATH OFSILAS WKIOHT OF NEW YORK.

t;rL?i''ir
^^«'«"T wasa rnt-nber of the UnitedStates Senate, and in 1S38 voted aLMi.ist th^

resolution declaring that the cike";,' ^ h^States had no right to interfere with the uuestion of slavery in the Federal territori;
' Hewas Governor of New Yqrk, ,844-6.° '

As they who, to.ssins midst the storm
at night,

While turning shoreward, where a
licacon shone.

Meet the wailed !,), ,,, . of the
neaven alone.

So, on the turbulera v,-,-v*es of party
tossed, ^ ^

In gloom and tempest, m-. n have seen
thy light

Quenched in the darkness. At thy
hour of noon,

While life was pleasant to thy un-
dimmed sight.

And. day by day within thy spirit grewA holier hope than young Ambition
!

knew,
,

As through thy rural quiet, not in vain,
Iierced the sharp thrill of Freedom'.;

cry of pain,
Man of the millions, thou art lost too

soon !

Portents at which the bravest stand
aghast,—

The birth-throes of a Future, strange
and vast,

^

Alarm the land
; yet thou, so wise

and strong,
uddenly summoned to the burial bed
Lapped in its slumbers deep and ever

long.

Hear st not the tumult surgingover-head.
Who now shall rally Fi-edom'a scatter-

ing host ?

I
Who wear the mantle of the Icadel

lost ?

;

Who stay the march r." slavery? He
I whose voice

Hath called thee from thy task -field
'-hall not lack

Yet holder champions, to beat l)rave-
ly back

The wrong which, thro, 11^!, his poor
ones, reachrs Him :

^ot /nn.er hands shall Freedom's torch-
hghts trim,

And wave them high across the
abysmal black.

Till bound, dumb millions there .shall
fe them and rejoice.

lo//i mo., 1847.

I

CHANNL\G.«
I Not vainly did old poets tell

,

-Nor vainly did old genius paint
(jod s great and crowning miracle -

1 he hero and the saint

!

For even in a faithless day
Can \yc our sainted ones discern

;And feel, while with them on the way.Uur hearts within us burn.

And thus the common tongue and pen
Winch, world-wide, echo Ch\n

ning's fame,
As one of Heaven's anointed men,
Have sanctified his name.

In vain shall Rome her portals bar.
And shut from him her saintly prize,

^\hom, in the world's great calendar.
All men shall canonize.

By Narragansett's sunny bay,
Beneath his green embowering woodj
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beat brave-
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here shall
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acle, —

cern
;

the way.

and pen
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g V ood,

Tonic '.I ms hut vesterclay
>>ince at his side I stood.

Tije slopes lay green with summer lainsThe western wmd blew fresh and IrJe'And glimmered down the orchard lane;The white surf of the sea.

With us was one. who. calm and rrue

..^ ^^it'"P?'^f\
purpose understo,,.!'

A.Kl „ke his blessed Master, knew
Ihejoyofdouiggood.

L'nie
,
ned unknown to lettered fame,

Y "," the hps of Kngbn,,.
!^'^'

With fr "• '"" "^ ''^''' h'« "'^"e.With blessmqs crmore.

rtl.1.^1 ?''°^ ."*-'' "^^^^'--^'ib sea.
It blended with the freeman's prayerAnd song of jubilee

^
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For that brief meeting, each pursuedIne path allotted him.

-And vale- with Channing's dying „ ord •

''7';|^t'"--J>--ar..'.rfreemu,iji
""'•

Hy that great wmning stirred !

lis native soil.

'r. , ' V" '-'•'il unlelt beloro
I he honest ngh, of Uritish toil.

"'

The clann of tngland's poor!

' he stranger t;

And plJads.

'^^'°'^ of England's sm and wrong _
ThIsnulV'"r"^'""^'^"''''-"^-w,-IJje squalor of the city's throHT-
The green field's want and ;;e.

O'er Ch. aning's face the tendernessOf sympathetic sorrow stole
I^ike a still shadow, passionles's

-

1 he sorrow of the soul.

But when the generous Briton toldHow^ hearts were answering to his

"^
u/to ?r? T"^ '""^"'"'- --""e^iup to the dull-eared throne,

ThMl through that frail and pain-

i

worn frame, ^
'

And, kindling in those deep, calm evesA still and earnest flame ^ '

His tew brief words were such as move
The^humanheart.-the

Faith-sov^n

Which ripen in the soil of ipve
10 high heroic deeds.

Lefoe nn,t,

And st.etching o'er the sea's blue wa !,Ihe Saxon greets the Celt.

The yeom.n on the .Scottish lines,The .Sh.
,
,el( grinder, worn and grimI he delver ,n the Cornwall mines.Look up with hope to him.

Swart smiters of the glowing steel,Dark feeders of the forge's flnme

Repeat his honoured name.

And thus the influence of that hour

Livesr^h'^'T'
^'^°^.''^ Island s strand,

u-l u •"
''''''"'' r-esistle^s power

I

^^ "'ch moves our father-land.

'

''"An'^rif f''"-'^^ S^'"''™"s thought

Ani r'^'i^
^'^\'!"ing word lie speed

.And fru h. at his requiring taughtHe quickens into deeds. ^

^\^vr/'/''^^'''*'''y
of the grave?

What dust upon the spirit lies?
ChkI keeps the sacred life he gave -

1 he prophet never dies !

'

^The'^Rls?' °'^'""^ ^'"^ f^lt.-

ce^aS^J^"'^
'' ^-g-s' had

TO THE MEMORY OK
CHARLES B. STOKKs,

LATE PKE.,Di;.NT OK WESTERN KESERVE
tOLLECJE.

Thou hast fallen in thine armour,

w u .""' ^"f*-iLord!
V\ith thy la:,t breath crying.-" On.

ward!" ^ ^' ^"
And thy hand upon the sword,

i he haughty heart derideth
And the sinful lip reviles

'

;
' ill
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But the blessing of the perishing
Around thy pillo\\ smiles !

When to our cup of Lremljling,

'I'he added drop is given,

And the long-suspended thunder
Falls terribly from Heaven —

When a new and fearful freedom
Is proffered of the Lord

To the slow-consuming Famine,

—

The Pestilence and Sword !

—

When the refuges of Falsehood
Shall be swept away in wrath,

And the temple shall be shaken,
With its idol, to the earth,

Shall net thy words of warning
Be all remembered then ?

And thy now unheeded message
Burn in the hearts of men ?

Oppression's hand may scatter

Its nettles on thy tomb,
And even Christian bosoms
Deny thy memory room

;

For lying lips shall torture

Thy mercy into crime.

And the slanderer shall flourish

As the bay-tree for a time.

But where the south-wind lingers

On Carolina's pines.

Or falls the careless sunbeam
Down Georgia's golden mines,

—

WHiere now beneath his burden
The toiling slave is driven, —

Where now a tyrant's mockery
Is offered unto Heaven,—

Where Mammon hath its altars

Wet o'er with human blood.
And pride and lust debases
The workmanship of God,

—

There shall thy praise be spoken.
Redeemed from Falsehood's ban.

When :he fetters shall be broken.
And the slave shall be a man !

Joy to thy spirit, brother !

A thousand hearts are warm, -

A thousand kindred bosoms
Are baring to the storm.

Whnt though red-handed Violence
With secret Fraud combine ?

The wall of fire is round us,

—

Our Present Help was thine.

LINES.

Lo,—the waking up of nations,

From Slavery's fatal sleep,

—

The murmur of a Universe,

—

Deep calling unto Deep !

Joy to thy spirit, brother !

On every wind of heaven
The onward cheer and summons
Of Freedoms voice is given !

'^lory to God for ever !

Heyond the despot's will

The soul of Freedom liveth

Imperishable still.

The words which thou hast uttered
Are of that soul a jiart.

And the good seed tiiou hast scattered
Is springing from the licart.

In the evil days before us.

And the trials yet to come,

—

In the shadow .jf the prison,

Or the cruel martyrdom,

—

We will think of thee, O brother !

And thy sainted name shall be
In the blessing of the captive,

And the anthem of the free.

1S34.

LINES,

ON THE DEATH OF 3. O. TORREV,

Gone before us, O our brother,
To the spirit-land !

Vainly look we for another
In thy place to stand.

Who shall offer youth and beauty
On the wasting shrine

Of a stern and lofty duty.

With a faith like thine?

O, thy gentle smile of greeting
Who again shall see ?

Who amidst the solemn meeting
Gaze again on thee ?

—

Who, when peril gathers o'er us,

Wear so calm a brow ?

Who, with evil men before us
So serene as thou ?

Early hath the spoiler found thee
]5rother of our love !

Autumn's faded earth around thee,
And its storms above !

Evermore that turf lie lightly,

And, with future showers,



I)ANIEL WHEELER.

O'er thy slumbers fresh and l)nVhtIy
Blow the summer flowers !

In the locks thy forehead gracing,
Not a silvery streak

;

Nor a line of sorrow's tracing
On thy fair young cheek

;

Eyes of light and lips of roses,
Such as Hylns wore, —

Over all that curtain closes.
Which shall rise no more !

Will the vigil Love is keeping
Round that grave of thme.

Mournfully, like Jazer weeping
Over Sibmah's vine,tS—

Will the pleasant memories, swelling
Gentle hearts, of thee.

In the spirit's distant dwelling
All unheeded be ?

If the spirit ever gazes,
^rom its journeyings, back

;

If the immortal ever traces
O'er its mortal track

;

Wilt thou not, O brother, meet us
Sometimes on our way,

And, in hours of sadness, greet us
Asa spirit may?

Peace be with thee, O our brother,
In the spirit-land !

Vainly look we for another
In thy place to stnnd.

Unto Truth and Freedom giving
All thy early powers,

I^ thy virtues with the living.
And thy spirit ourt,

!

DANIEL WHEELER.
[Daniel Whebler, a minister of the Society

of M«T, »"i^"° 'l^J laboured in tlie cause
of his D.vme Master m Great Britain, Russia

YorUin.r'""'^- "^'r*""
^'-''^'fi'^- died in NewYork in the spring of 1840, while on a relieious

Visit to this country.]
-^'cut'ous

O DEARLY loved !

And worthy of our love !—No more
Thy aged form shall rise before
Ihe hushed and waiting worshijiper.
In meek obedience utteiance givin"-'
To words of truth, so fresh and livmg,
I hat, even to the inward sense.
I uey bore unquestioned evidence
Of an anointed Messenger !

r6j

Or, bowing down ttiy silver hair
In reverent awfulness of prayer,
The worlu, its time and sense, shut

out,

—

The brightness of Faith's holy trance
Ciathered upon thy countenance,

Tu^^
if each lingering cloud of doubt,—

Ihe cold, dark shadows resting here
In Time's unluminous atmosphere,—
Were lifted b^ an angel's hand.

And through them on thy spiritual eye
Shone down the blessedness on high,
The glory of the Better Land !

The oak has fallen !

While, meet for no good work, the vine
May yet its worthless branches twine.
Who knoweth not that with thee fellA great man in our Israel ?

Fallen, while thy loins were girded still,
Ihy feet with Zion's dews still wet,
And in thy hand retaining yet

The pilgrim's staff and srallop-shell

!

Unharmed, and safe, where, wild and
free.

Across the Neva's cold morass
1 he breezes from the Frozen Sea
With winter's arrowy keenness

pass

;

Or wher° the unwarning tropic ga'e
Smote to the waves thy tattered sail,
Or \yhere the noon-hour's fervid heat
Against Tahiti's mountains beat

;

The same mysterious Hand which
gave

Deliverance upon land and wave,
Tempered for thee the blasts nhich

blew
Ladaga's frozen surface o'ei;

And blessed for thee the baleful dew
Of evening upon Eimeo's shor

Beneath this sunny heaven of ours.
Midst our soft airs and opening flowers
Hath given thee a grave

.

His will be done,
Who seeth not as man, whose way

Is not as ours !—'Tis well with thee !

Nor anxious doubt nor dark dismay
Di.squieted thy closing day,
But, evermore, thy soul could say,
" My Father careth still for me !

"

Called from thy hearth and home,-
from her,

The last bud on thy household tree,

\ it
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i68 DANIEL ATEALL.

The last ilear ont to minister
In duty and in love to thee,

From all which nature holdeth dear,
P"eel)le with years and worn with

pain,

^ To seek our distant land again,
ilouiid in the spirit, yet unknowing
The things which should befall thee

here.

Whether for b ur or for death,
in childlike trust serenely going
To that last trial of tliy faith !

O, far away,
Where never shines our Northern star
On that dark waste which Balboa saw

I rom Darien's mountains stretching far,
So strange, heaven-broad, and lone,

that there.

With forehead to its ^amp wind bare.
He bent his mailp<l knee in awe

;

In many an isle whose coral feet
The surges of that ocean beat
In thy palm shadows, Oahu,
And Honolulu's silver bay.

Amidst Owyhee's hills of blue.
And taro-plains of Tooboonai,

Are gentle hearts, which long shall l)e
Sad as our own at thought of thee,—
Worn sowers of Truth's holy seed.
Whose souls in weariness and need
Were strengthened and refreshed bv

thine,

or blessed by our Father's hand
Was thy deep love and tender care.
Thy ministry and Jarvent prayer,

—

Gratefid as Eshcol's clustered vine
To Israel in a weary land !

Whose gems of glory purely burn
( Around the ransomed ones in bliss,

,

Be evermore reserved for th?m
Who here, through toil a;,d sorrow

turn

Many to righteousness,—
May we not think of thee as wearing
That star-like crown of light, and bear-

A •
'"^'

Amidst Heaven's white and blissful
band,

The fadeless palm-branch in thy hand
;And joining with a seraph's tongue

In that new song the elders sung,
Ascribing to its blesi,ed Giver
Thanksgiving, love, and praise forever !

And they who drew
By thousands round thee, in the hour
Of jjrayerful waiting, hushed and

That lie who l)ade the islands keei)
•Silence before him, might renew

Their strength with hiaunslumbering

They too shall mourn that thou art gone.
That never more tliy aged lip

Shall soothe the weak, the erring warn,
Of tliose who first, rejoicing, heard

the Gospel's glorious
Through thee

word,

—

,

Seals of thy true apostleship
And, if the brightest diadem,

Farewell !

And though the ways of Zion moutn
When her strong ones are called away,
Who like thyself have calmly borne
The heat and burden of the day.
Yet He vvhoslumbereth not nor slee'->eth

His ancient watch around us keepetl,

;

Still, sent from his oi citing hand.
New witnesses for Truth shall stand,—
New instruments to sound abroad
The Gospel of a risen Lord

;

To gather to the fold once more
The desolate and gone astray,
The scattered of a cloudy day.
And Zion's broken walls restore

;

And, through the travail and the toil
Of true obedience, minister^

Beauty for ashes, and the oil

Of joy for mourning, unto her !

So shall her holy bound.-. Increase
With walls of praise and gates of peace

:

So shall the Vine, which martyr tears
And blood sustained in other years,
With fresher life be clothed upon

;And to the world in beauty show
Like the rose-plant of Jericho
And glorious as Lebanon !

'

DANIEL NEALL.
I.

Friend of the Slave, ann yet the friend
of all

;

Lover of peace, yet ever foremost,
when

The need of battling Freedom called
for men



TO MY FKTEND ON THE OEAT/I OF HIS SISTER. \b)

and blissful

To plant the banner on the outer wall

;

Gentle and kindly, ever at distress
Melted to more than woman's tender-

ness,

Vet firm and steadfast, at his duty's post
Fronting the violence of a maddened

host,

Like some gray rock from which the
waves are tossed !

Knowing his deeds of love, men ques-
tioned not

The faith of one whose walk and word
were right,

—

Who tranquilly in Life's great task-field
wrought.

And, side by side with evil, scarcely
caught

Astain upon his pilgrim garb of white:
Prompt to redress another s wrong, his

own
Leaving to Time and Truth and Peni-

tence alone.

II.

Yet, o'er tlie waters, O my stricken
brother

!

To thee I go.

I lean my heart un'o thee, sadly folding
Thy hand in mine

;

With even the weakness of my soul
upholding

The strength of thine.

I never knew, like thee, the dear de-
parted

;

I stood not by
When, in calm trust, the pure and tran-

quil-hearted

Lay down to die.

And on thy ears my words of weak
condoling

Must vainly fall :

The funeral bell which in thy heart is
tolling.

Sounds over all

!

Such was our friend. Formed on the
good old plan,

A true and brave and downright honest
man !

—
He blew no trumpet in the market-place,
Nor in the church with hypocritic face
Supplied with cant the lack of Christian

grace

;

Loathing pretence, he did with cheerful
will

What others talked of while their hands
were still :

And, while "Lord, Lord !" the pious,

..,,
.tyrants cried,

| Yet, would I sav what thy own heartW ho, m the poor, their Master crucified, I approveth :

Ills daily prayers, far better understood i Our Father's will.
In acts than words, was simply doing

i

Calling to Him the dear one whom He
r.non I ^u

I will not mock thee with the poor
world's common

And heartless phrase.
Nor wrong the memory of a sainted

woman
With idle praise.

With silence only as their benediction,
God's angels come

Where, in the shadow of a great afflic-

tion,

The soul sits dumb I

GOOD
So calm, so constant was his rectitude,
That, by his loss alone we know its

worth,
And feel how true a man . ap walked

with us on earth.

6//i iith month, 1846.

TO MY FRIEND ON THE
DEATH OF HIS SISTER. 46

Thine is a grief, the depth of which
another

May never know

;

loveth,

I

Is mercy still.

Not upon thee or thane the solemn angel
Hath evil wrought

:

Her funeral anthem is a glad evangel,--
The good die not !

God calls our loved ones, but we lose
not wholly

What He hath given
;

They live on earth, in thought and
deed, as truly

As in his heaven.

'il
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^"""^ '^^ l^jnh thcc
; in thy path 01

£, ...
^^'^ walketh yet

;

Still with the baptism of thy self-denial
iler locks are wet.

Up, then, my brother ! Lo, the fields
of harvest

Lie white in view !

She hves and loves thee, and the God
tnou servest

To both is true.

Thrust in thy sickle !-England's toilworn peasants
Thy call abide

;And she thou mourn'st. a pure and holy
presence, •'

Shall glean beside !

ELLIOTT.

TO MY SISTER.

NEW ENGLAND.

r^EAR^^^STER!-while the wise and

Turn coldly from my playful natreAnd count t .strange\l.t%ipe';,c^r'age
Should stoop to boyhood's folly •

I know that thou wilt judge aS'Of a
1 wh.ch makes the hea'rtn^ ight

Of 1 ?^, ^'f'-gleam to the nighf
'

Of clouded Melancholy.
^

Away with weary cares and themes »SmngwKle the moonlit gate ofZt,;;7.Leave ^f^ee^^once more the land which

wJ^''^^"'''^''' ^"d romances !

Sharr-'tr''^'''\^^''^^'-^i^^erningeyes

Sn fu^'^u'^'
'''^^' 'he truth which ifesBeneath he quaintly maskingSf01 wild and wizard fancies

^

Lo! once again our feet we set

'^Of&°r ""?"•"« '" *= lore
'-'I laery-folks and witches

And calling back from care and niin

"

And death's funereal sadness
"^

'

I>aws round its old familiar bLe

A ghmpse of childish gladness.

A w^^.^'r^Tn"^ ^T '"y ^'^^ J^^'h been

X W^h ,^
of tongue and pen,

^menr ' "''^ strong-willed

To'^con" ^'^' r
"°' "'^'^''^ "^^ *"'"'"g

T^ T' f '™^'' ^" ''"e rhymelopluck^a flower from 'childhood's

Or listen, at Life's noonday chimeFor the sweet bells of M^orninTj

ELLIOTT. 47

IlANDS^^off! thou tithe-fat plunderer!

No trick of priestcraft here'Lack puny lordling, darest thou layA hand on Elliott's bier?
^

Alive, your rank and pomp, as dusti^eneath his feet he trod :

'

^^Tij^hirtt^s:?^:'^—

^

A S'"'''
t;"gland's millions feel,A fierce and fearful splendour caughtAs from his forge the steel ^ '

He gave them all a tongue !

Then let the poor man's horny handsBear up the mighty dead, ^

;tSrmS^isr^-^^
bSmcC'"'^^^

their baptized

Leave rank its minster floor •

G.ve England's green and' daisiedgrounds "ajsica

The poet of the poor !

Lay down upon his Sheafs green vcrp(

^7^ ,^"'"g ^'"-ge from sounding forgeAnd pall of furnace smoke >
^ '

As
In
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Where whirls the Mone itsdi^y rounds,
And axe and sJedge are swung,

And, timing to their stormy sound.-,
His stormy lays are sung.

There let the peasant's step be heard.
The grmder chant his rhyme

;
For patron's praise nor dainty word
Uehts the man or time.

No soft lament nor dreamer's sigh
For him whose words were bread -

llie Runic rhyme and spell whereby
The foodless poor were fed !

Pile up thy tombs of rank and pride,
O England, as thou wilt !

With iKjmp to nameless worth denied
Emblazon titled guilt !

'

No part or lot in these we claim
;

But, o'er the sounding wave,
A common right to Elliott's name,
A freehold in his grave !

WORDSWORTH.
WRITTEN ON A ni.ANK LEAF OF HIS

MEMOIRS,

Dear friends, who read the world aright,
And in its common forms discernA beauty and a harmony
The many ne\vr learn !

Kindred in soul of him who found
In simple flower and leaf and stoue

ihe impulse of the sweetest lays
Our Saxon tongue has known,—

A It this record of a life

weet and pure, as calm and good,AS ng day of blandest June
In fe-'een field and in wood.

How welcome to our ears, iong pained
By strife of sect and parly noise,

•he i)rook-like murmur of his song
Of nature's simple joys !

The violet by its mossy stone,
The primrose by the river's brim

^nd chance-sown daffodil, have found
Immortal life through him.

The sunris'5 on his breezy Ia!.e,
The rosy tints his sunset brought,

VV<3rl( -seen, are gladdening all the vales
And mountain-peaks of thought.

Art hui ds on sand ; the works of pride
And human passion change and fail •

''"'^,l"f^'/^hich shares tlie life of (J(;d

'

With him survivelh all.

TO FREDRIKA I5RE.MER.'<«

Seeress of the misty Norland,
Daughter of the Vikings bold,

Welcome to the sunny Vineland,
Which thy fathers sought of old.

Soft as flow of Silja's waters.
When the moon of summer shines.

Strong as Winter from his mountains
Roaring through the sleeted pine>.

Heart and ear, we long have listened
1« thy saga, rune, and song,

As a household j(jy and presence
We have known and loved thee long.

By the mansion's marble mantle.
Round the log-wailed cabin's hearth

Thy sweet thoughts and northern fancies
Meet and mingle with our mirth.

And o'er weary spirits keeping
Sorrow's night-watch, long and chilL

Shine they like thy sun of summer
Over midnight vale and hill.

We alone to thee are strangers.
Thou our friend and teacher art ;

Come, and know us as we know thee,
Let us meet thee heart to heart !

To our homes and household altars
We, in turn, thy steps would lead.

As thy loving hand has led us
O'er the threshold of the Swede.

KOSSUTH. ^^

Type of two mighty continents !

combining
The strength of Europe with the

warmth and glow
Of Asian song and prophecy,—the

shining

Of Orient splendours over Northern
snow !

Who shall receive him? Who, un-
blushing, speak

Welcome to him, who, while he strove
to break

i.'ti
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iU'rel;"
'""" °' '"'O-n. and

..«n.Mo_^,,.ave„apa„i„.,,„i„„3,

MocW,,„,„„G„<,ofJ„„i„„„h

Who shall be FrepfTr.«,»

""""tS'"^ """'>">' B.e« fuel

irecs- °' palnmonial
las. «nhe>uri,a„

,rib„„es and fte

And haiM|,e coming „f ,h, „„m^^,
1 he 01(1 Wnrlrl'o

Scr/^ATs.

H^n.'ailSo.TS'xr;:;"-"'

'?1''°T^ the summer day,l.ie early harvest mn«i„p/'

And flowers with breezes blowi.'g!'

I hear the blackbird in the corn.The locust in the haying • '

Am I. bke the fabled humc^r' hornOJd tunes my heart is playing '

How oft that day. with fond delay

'nSp.';™ »!!'= iVP""ive mood

I
ine poet's allegory,

BURNS.

^'S' m.n"/^ ?'"'
'" ^"" ^"d showers

The (L^m'"''''.^"^ '^'^ heather,
''

tte LI. rr'''^'^^'-^"^'
'''<-' "overs«e sang of live toytiher.

I

Sacet^day. sweet song .-The golden

'FrS^^^i^t,:?^Stf^
,

flowers
^""^ meadow

A dearer welcome bringin-

"-tr,-o-tS,S.
I woke to find the simple truthOf lact and feeling betterThan all the dreams th-xtlLl iA still repining^UtoJ"'^ >'""''>



WILLIAM FOKSTER.
Thn Nn.ure gives her l.anclmnicl. Arf,

1 he thanes „f sweet (li.^coursii.K
;

In every tongue rehearsing.

U'hy,lreamoflan.lsofgoldanclpea,l.
OMnving Uniglit an>i lady,

^

>\ hen (i,rnurlK,yan<ll,arefoot girlWere wandering there already?

I saw thrnugl, all familiar things
llie romance imflerlyin.. •

I he joys and griefs that plun.e the wingsOf fancy slcywaril flying.
^

'7.1

I snw the same blithe day return.
I he same sweet fall of <vvn

IhatroseonuoodedCraigie-Lurn.
And sank o,, crystal Devon.

I matched with Scotland's heathery hillsThe sweet-brier and the clover f
\\ "th Ayr and Doon, my native rills.

Ilieir wood-hymns chanting over.

^'rsrI'h'"M P^'^f'.^^ ^^ had seen,
1 saw the Man uprising;

^?,l°"e^':,7'"!'''"n or unclean,
Ihe child of God's baptizing!

With clearer eyes I saw the worth

The Lible at his Cotter's hearthHad made my own more holy.

And ;f at times an evil strain,
-'Wless love appealing,

B.oke ,1 upon „,g ^^^^^^ ^
t..^.^

Ofpure and healthful feeling,

It died upon the eye and earAc inward answer gaining •

No h.art had I to see or he?r'
The discord and the staining.

;

That he who loved like ALngdalen,
I i-'ke her n)ay be forgiven.

Not his the song whose thunder -u.chime
Eternal echoes render,—

The mournful Tuscan's haune.l rhyme,And Milton's sta.ry splendour !

But who his human heart has laid

„ ' " J>ature s bo>om nearer?Who swtetened tod like Inm, c,r paid
i o love a tribute dearer ?

I

Tlirnngh nil h,s tuneful art, how strono
I

The human feeling gnshes!
^

I ^H^
^^"-y moonlight .,1 his song

(
Is warm with smiles and blushes !

Give lettered pomp lo teeth of TimeSo " Bonnie Doon" but tarry '

Blot out the Epic's stately rhynL;
But spare his Highland Mary !

WILLIAM FORSTER.so
"^ w ^"^f^?-'^

"'""y since his handWas laid upon my head,
loo weak and young to understanc^

liie serious words he said.

Vet often now the good man's look
I'slore me seems to swim,

As If some inward feclinr. t,,ok
I lie outward guise of him.

As if, in passion's healed war,
Or nrar temptation's charm.

Through h.n, the low-vc,ir,.,| n.onifor
l*orewarnedmeofiheh;.rm

Let hose who never erred forgetHis worth, in vain bewai.ints •

Sweet Soul of Song !-I owrmy'debt
Uncancelled by his failingsr*

^' Wh"V''^M "l'"
'^^ ^"^'Id lin.

Hon ki,>ed the maddening lips of wineOr wanton ones of beauty .

BtU think, while falls that shade betweenThe erring one and Heaven,

Stranger and pilgrim !-from that
'I meeting, first and last

I Wherever Duty's pathway lay
His reverent steps have pa-sed.

The poor to feed, the lost to seek.
I o proffer life to death,

Hope to the erring,_io the weak
1 he strength of his own faiih.

To plead the captive's right ; remove
T'.e sung ol hate from Law:

And sol ten in the fire of love
1 he hardened steel of War.

fly
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»74 h'ANTOUL.

i.ii

He walked the dark world, in the miid,
Stdl guidance of tho I.ijrht

;

In tearful tenderness a child,
A strong man in the right.

From what great perils, on his way,
He found, in prayer, release

;

Through what abysmal shadows lay
His pathway unto peace,

Cod knoweth : we could only see
The trancjuil stretij.'th he r'aiiird

;The bondage lost in liberty,"
The fear in love unfeigned.

And I,—my youthful fancies grown
The hal)it of the man,

Whose field of life by angels sown
The wildmg vines o'crran, —

Low bowed in sileht gratitude,
My manhood's heart enjoys

That reverence for the pure and good
Which blessed the dreaming boy's.

Still shines the light of holy lives
Like star-beams over doubt •

Each sainted memory. Christlike, drives
some dark possession out.

O friend ! O brother! not in vain
Thy life so calm and true,

1 he silver dropping of the rain,
The fall of summer dew !

How many burdened hearts have pmyed
Their lives like thine might be !

But more shall pray henceforth for aid
1 o lay them down like thee.

With weary hand, yet steadfast will.
In old age as in youth.

Thy Master found thee sowing still
The good seed of his truth.

As on thy task-field closed the day
In golden-skied decline.

His angel met thee on tlie way
And lent his arm to thine. '

Thy latest care for man, -thy last
Ut earthly thought a prayer —

O, who thy r antle, backward cast.
Is worthy now to wear?

Mcthinks the mound which marks thy
bed,

Might bless our land and save,

xy,T*^'
"''"'''' '" ''''^' I''*-' 'lead

\N ho touched the projjhet's grave !

RANTOUL.s'
One day, along the electric wire

His manly word for Freedom sped ;
NV e came next morn : that tongue of fire
Said only, "He who spake is dcnd !"

Dead
! while his voice was living yet.

In echoes round the pillared dome''
Dead ! while his blotted page lay wet
With themes of state and luves of

home !

Head
! in that crowning grace of time,

Ihat triumph of life's zenith hour !

Head
! while we watched his manhood's
prime

Break from the slow bud into flower!

Head! he so great, and strong, and
wise.

While the mean thousands yet drew
breath

;

How deepened, through that dread sur-
prise.

The mystery and the awe of death !

From the high place whereon our votes
Had borne him, clear, calm, earnest,

fell

His first words, like the prelude notes
Of some great anthem yet to swell.

We seemed to see our '. g unfurled,
Our champion waiting in his place

For the last battle of the world,—
The Armageddon of the race.

I'liiough him we hoped to speak the
word

Which wins the freedom of a land
;

«ru '
^°'' ''"'"'''" "ght, the sword

Which dropped from Hampden's dy-
ing hand.

For he had sat at Sidney's feet.
And walked with Pym and Vane

apart;
And, through the centuries, felt the beat
Uf freedom's march ia Cromwell's

heart
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J^JEMEMBRANCE OEJOSEPJ, y/U^a,..
He knew the paths the worthies iield.

\ZT '''.'«'^"'f
--^ ''^••"'' ••>"'! wisest tn,,,And, l,n.^orn,g, drank the springs ihal

welled
Beneath the touch of Milton's rod.

No wild enthusiast of the right
Self-poised and clear, he showed a!-way

The coolness of his northern night
I he ripe repose of autumn's day'.

His steps were slow, yet furwani stillHe pressed where others paused or
failed

;

Thccalmstarclombwith constant will —
1 he restless meteor flashed and paled !

Skilled in its subtlest wile, he knew
And owned the higher ends of Law:

>>\.\\\ rose m.ajestic on his view
The awful Shape the schoolman saw

-1^
"^Vhy, murmuring, mourn that

wliuse jjower
Was lent to Party over-long,

Heard the stil whisper at the hourHe set his foot on I'.irty wrong?

"
m"'"/"""'" l"""'

'•'•^t '--'"^ed so wellNo lapse of folly now can stainIhel.ps whence Freedom's protest fell>-o meaner thought can now profane.

"Mightier than living voice his grave
ll.at lofty protest utters oV,

I hmugh roaring wind and smiting waveIt speaks Ins hate of wrong one"

"Men of the North! your weak regret
Is wasted here; arise and pay ^

lo freedom and t., him your ciebt,
liy followmg where he led the way •

"

Her hone the heart of God
; her voiceIhe choral harmonies whereby

^\-^^ stars, througii all their spheres, re
joice, ^ '

The rhythmic rule of earth and sky

We saw his great powers misapplie.1

We saw lum take the weaker si<le, '

thfall

'""' '"°"Sed, and free the

Now, looking o'er the frozen North
i-oronehkehimin wotdandactTo ca I J.er okl. free spirit forth '

And give her faith the life of fact,-

'^"'aITI'^'''
^'^•''/ ^°"^^ of shame,

(^f'^
the Democratic name

UfLiberty the synonym,—

We seek the strong, the wise, the
brave.

And sad of heart, return to standin silence by a new-made grave !

^te^^I^f^J^'s breezy hills of homei.ook out upon his sail-white seas

llT't^
"f.^'inds and waters come

thie"
'"'''^" to words hk'e

IN REMEMBRANCK OF JOSFl'H
STUKGE.

In the fair laml o'erwatched by Ischia's
mountains,

\vu
Across the charmed bay

^^hose blue waves keep with Capris
Sliver fountains

Perpetual holiday,

A king lies dead, his wafer duly eaten.

And I.
^^"''''^""S'>t masses given :And Komes great altar smokes with

gums to sweeten
Her foulest gift to Heaven.

I

And while all Naples thrills with mute
thanksgiving,

For ,yJY ?"" °'" ^'"glan^l's queen
i-or the dead monster so abhorred while

living

Infmourning garb is seeu.

With a true sorrow God rebukes that
feigning

;

I^y ione Edgbaston's side
stands a great city in the sky's sad

raining,

Bare-headed and wet-eyed !

Silent for once the restlessliiveof labour.
_

Save the low funeral tread.
Or voice of craftsman whispering to his

neighlxiur

The good deeds of the dead.

ii'

.«'...(

*i
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Kor him no minster's cimnt of the im-
mortals

Rose from the lips of sin ;^o mitred priest swung back the heav
c-nly portals

To let the white soul in.

lUit Aye and Sickness framed their tear-
ful faces

In the low hovel's door,
And prayers went up from all the dark

by-places
And (Jhettos of the poor.

The pallid toiler and the negro chattel,
'^"'»e vagrant of the street,

Ihe human dice wherewith in games
of battle

The lords of earth compete,

I o Imk the hostile shores
Of .«evermg seas, and sow with Kng.

land's daisies
'I'lie moss of !• inland's moors.

Thanks for the good man's beautiful
example,

Who in the vilest saw
Some sacred crypt or altar of a temple

Still vocal with liod : law
;

And heard with tender ear the spirit
sjghing

As from its prison cell,
I'raymg lor pity, l.ke themournfuIcryinK

Of Jonah out of hell.

Touched with a grief that needs no out-
ward (Irapiiig,

All swelled the long lament,
Uf grateful hearts, instead of marble,

shaping
His viewless monument !

For never yet, with ritual pomp and
splendour.

In the long heretofore,
A heart more loyal, warm, and true,

and tender.

Has England's turf closed o'er.

And if there fell from out her grand old
steeples

No crash of brazen wail,
Ihe murmurous woe of kindreds,

^
tongues, and peo])les

Swept in on every gale.

It came from Holstein's birchen-belted
me.-idows.

And from the tropic calms
Uf Indian Islands in the sun-smit

shadows
Of Occidental palms

;

I^iom the locked roadsteads of the
liothnian peasants,

ivu ^"'^, ''a' ^'""'s of the Finn,
Where wars worn victims saw his "en-

tle presence
^

Tome sailing, Christ-like, in.

To seek llie lost, to build the old waste
places,

Not his the golden pen's or lip's per-
suasion,

liut a hne sense of right
And Truth's directness, meeting each

occasion

Straight .is a line of light.

His faith and works, like streams that
intermingle,

In the same channel ran :

The crystal clearness of an eye kept
single

Shamed all the frauds of man.

The very gentlest of all human natures

I

He joined to courage stronj:.
And love outreaching unto all God's

I creatures

j

With sturdy hate of wrong.

j

Tender as woman ; manliness and
meekness

In him were so allied
That they who judged him by his

strength or weakness
Saw but a single side.

Men failed, betrayed him, but his zeal
seemed nourished

By failure and by fall

;

Slill a large faith in human-kind he
cherished,

And in God's love for all.

And now he rests; his greatness and
his sweetness

No more shall seem at strife

;

And death has moulded into calm com-
pleteness

The statue of his life.



TO c. /y. C-.

ir the biiirit

Where the dews Rlisten and the song-
hirds warble,

His dust to dust is laid,
In Nature's keeping, with no jjomn of

marble
To shame his modest shade.

The forges glow, the hammers all arc
ringmg

;

Beneath it^ smoky vale,
Hard by, the city of his love is swingin.'

Its clamorous iron flail.

But round his grave are quietude and
beauty,

And the sweet heaven above,—
The fitting symbols of a life of duty

Transfi^'ured into love !

J 77

We are but men : no gods are we
Tos^it in mi.l-liciven, cold and bleak,
hach separate, (.n his painful |)eak,
1 nin-cloaked in self-complacency ,

Better his lot whose axe is swunj'
In Wartburt; woods, or that poor girl's
NNIioby the llm her spindle whirls
And smgs the songs that Luther sung.

vain,

TO J. T. F.

OV A ni.ANK IRAK OK " fOEMS PRINTED
NOT I'L'MI.ISHKD "

Wki.l thought ! who would not rather
hear

The songs to Love and friendship sung
1 han those which move the stranger's

tongue.
And feed his unselected ear .'

Our social joys are more than fame;
Life withers in the public look.
Why mount the pillory of a book,
Or bai ter comfort for a name ?

Who in a house of glass would dwell,
VV itii curious eyes at every pane ?
'^o 'i"g him in and out again,
\Vho wants the public crier's bell ?

To see the angel in one's way,
\Vho waits to play the ass's part, -
Hear on his back the wizard Art,
And m his service speak or bray 1

And who his manly locks would shave.
\nd quench the eyes of common sense
I o share the noisy recompense
Ihat mocked the shorn and blinded

slave '{

The heart has needs beyond the head
And, starvmg in the plenitude
Ut stiange gifts, craves its common

food,

—

Our human nature's daily bread.

Than his who, old. and cold, and
At Weimar sat. a demigod.
And bowed with Jove's imperial nod
His votaries in and out again !

I'ly, Vanity, thy winged feet

!

Ambition, hew thy rocky stair \

Who envies him who feeds on air
The icy s|)lendour of his seat ?

I see your Aljis, above me, cut
The dark, coitl sky

; and dim and lone
see ye sitling, -stone on stone.

-

With human senses dulled and shut.

I could not reach you, if I would,
^or sit among your cloudy shapes

;And (spare the fable of the grapes
And fox) 1 would not if I could.

Keep to your lofty pedestals

!

1 he safer plain below I choose :W ho never wins can rarely lose.W ho never climbs as rarely falls.

Let such as love the eagle's scream
Divide with him his home of ice •

I;or me shall gentler notes suffice,—
the valley-song of bird and stream

;

The pastoral bleat, the drone of bees
i. he fiail-beat chiming far away

'

The cattle-low. at shut of da '

The voice of (iod in leaf and breeze

Then lend thy hand, my wiser friend.
And help me to the vales below,
(In truth, I have not far to go /Where sweet with flowers the fields

extend.

TO G. B. C.

So spake Esa'as : so. in words of flame,
lekoas prophet-herdsman smote with

blame
The trafifirVers in men. and put to shame,

M

'H
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^ MEMORIAL.

All earth and heaven before
1
he sacerdotal robbers of the poor.

All the dread Scripture lives for thee
,,,

again,

i-'fted to^bless^ the slave-whip and the

3en,l^"'-.f °i:^
^^' °''J H'^brevv tongue3end. wuh the shafts of God a bow

new-strunp

!

Take up^tl,e mantle which the prophets

!

Warn wit:, their warnings, -show the
,

Christ once more
iiound scourged, and crucified in hi-

blameless poor

;

And shake above our landThe unquenched bolts that blazed i„Hosea s hand •

Not vainlyshalt thou cast upon ouryear.The solemn burdens of the Orient seerl'And sm,te with truth a gu.lty";aS"
Cars.

•y, ^iishtier was Luther's word
Ihan Seckmgen's maiJed arm or Hut-

ton's sword !

BROWN OF OSSAWATOMIE.

'T^ill norhivTt?'l^^^"°^'^ ^P^l^^ - ^- clyin. day •

But le soSe po^r slave'^'or/ '""J
^ P"^^^ ^" Slave'-ry 's ^pay.

With her chiCn fromSl'ir'^^'" ^-^^^^ •'^'"^'-'» ^^ f^i
gallows-stair put up a prayer for me '

»

Thai kiss from dlTutShv
^°'''' '"'",'' '"e"" ">e loving heart.

A". r„„„. ,he ^is'/;SfeS Ute^?,^?:^"!?;

W live'!;^™
"" '""J' "« '«l<s .hrough evil ™od

No. >he ,o,de„4S^VT;;„rbS=,re"SiStS^

N"™';heS,>"'f"M '"= "iOs'" "><= Northern rifle here

o .each .har righr fftr,L\'t,'llr35LSe''SS S„\ail •

And every gate she L.s to S'^hiiroS^ 'v^de^ towT ^'^^ '"^« >'

A MEMORIAL.
O. THICKER, deeper, 'darker growingihe solemn vista to the tomb ^'

Aid •'' '''^""'"'•'h another shadowAnd give another cypress room.

In love surpassing that of brothers,We walked O friend, from child-
,

liood s day
;

^"^'
'°f

i"g back o'er fifty summers,
Ourjootprmts track a common



y//OMAS .STARA' A'/A'G.

One in our faith, and one our longingTo make the world within our reach
S..mewhat the better for our living
And gladder for our human speech.

Thou heard'st with me the far-off voices.
1 he old beguiling song of fame,

iiut life to thee was warm and present
And love was better than a name.

To homely joys and lovesand friendships
1 hy genial nature fondly clune ;And so the shadow on the dial
Ran back and left thee always young.

And who could blame the generous
weakness

Which, only to thyself unjust,
bo overprized the worth of others
And dwarfed thy own with self-dis-

trust ?

All hearts grew warmer in the presenceOf one who, seeking not his own,
Gave freely for the love of giving.
Nor reaped for self the harvest sown

was pledge and
Thy greeting smile

prelude
Of generous deeds and kindly words

:

In thy large heart were fair guest-cham-
bers,

Open to sunrise and the birds !

The task was thine to mould and fashion
ivile s plastic newness into grace :

a'^^^'v l''^
^""y'"'^ fieart heroic,

And light with thought the maiden's
face.

With bended heads of mourning,
stand *"

The living forms that owe their beautyAnd fitness to thy shaping hand.

Thy call has come in ripened manhood,

While I, who dreamed of thy remaining
lo mourn me, linger still behind :

^'r^'V.^^rT"'
"^'^^ self-upbraiding,A debt of love still due from me _

liie vam remembrance of occasions,
forever lost, of serving thee

J 79

But all that long sad day of summer

^

xhllf
""""^'"2 dropped with

All day the sea-waves sobbed with sor-
row,

The birds forgot their merry trills :

VN ith thine upon thy homestead hills.

Green be those hillside pines for everAnd green the meadowy lowlands b'-And green the oi<I memorial beeches.
'

Name-carven in the woods of Lee !

Still let them greet thy life companionsWho thither turn their pilgrini feetIn every mossy line recallingA tender memory sadly sweet.

O friend
! if thought and sense avail not

1 o know thee henceforth as thou art
i hat all IS well with thee for ever

I trust the instincts of my heart.

Tliine be the quiet habitations,
Ihine the green pastures, blossom-

sown,
And smiles of saintly recognition,
As sweet and tender as thy own.

Thou com'st not from the hush and
shadow

\J,l T^^ "'' """^ ^° t'^'-^e we come :With thee we never can be strangers,
And where thou art must still behone

THOMAS STARR KING.*
The great work laid upon his twoscoie

years
Is done, and well done. If we drop our

tears,

Who loved him as few men were ever
loved.

We mourn no plighted hope nor broken
plan

It was not mine among thy kindred
lo join the silent funeral prayers.

wa^s'^fof'.w^l^'"^'"'
'^'^''' '•'^'"« ^"d author,was lor twelvf' venri mcf-i- -run r- *

Uiurch, Boston, and afterwards minister of aUmtanan congregation at San Franciscovvhere he died .n ,864. He possessed erealliterary accomplishments, exhibited '^raregenius, originality, and eloquence," and wa!an earnest advocate of the maintenance of TheUnion, exercising great influence in California

II' tj
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O^ L. S.
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With him whose life stands rounded and
apjMoved

Al ingle O bells, along the Western
slope,

With your deep toll a sound of flxith
and hojie !

Wave cheerily still, O banner, half-way
down, ^

'^^''°'"

\';';;'J^"''-'"''^^'«'

''-ly and steepled

I'^-t the strong orgnn will, its loftiest
swell

Lift thejmud sorrow of ,l,e land, and

O Eastland West: () ,„or„ and sunset
'

twain
No more for ever '-has he lived in vain

'"'Kohl'^^'^"°'""»-'^-^--'
\our bridal servia- from his lips ofgold'

So be it
!

let the garlands die,

Letou, names perish, if therebyOur country may be saved and freed .'

G. L. S.*

He has done the work ofa true man -Crown him, honour him, Icne him'Weep over him, tears of wUan.
Stoop manliest brows above him !

O dusky mothers and daughters.

Uni'n'h"""''"!"S keep for him!
I- P "> the mountains, and down by the

wnters, ^

'ilt up your voices and weep foi him!

r

BRVAXT OX HIS BIRTH-
DAY.

We praise not now the poets art.The rounded beauty of his song;W ho weighs him from his life apSrtMust do his nobler nature wrong.

^V^.l '^u^
^^^- ^^'"^'''ir grown

With charms to common sight de-nied,— "^

"^

w!fh k''"°"u
S'ff he shares alone

With him who walked on Rydal-side;

Not for rapt hymn nor woodland layloo grave for smiles, too sweet for
tears

;

^^ThTlf
h'%P/ai«e who wears to-dav

1 he glory of his seventy years.

When Peace brings Freedom in her
train.

Ills life IS now his noblest strain,
«is manhood better than his verse !

Thank God .'his hand on Nature's keys!Its cunning keeps at life's full span • '

• '^\'j;",;;'
^-^^ ^•^^^f^^^. in time's 4;

.
The poet seems beside the man !

For the warmest of hearts is frozen,
1 lie freest of hands is .still

•

And the gap in our picked and chosen
iiie long years may not fill.

No duty could overtask himAo need his will outrun;

j

Ur ever our lips could ask him.
His hands the work had done.

!

He forgot his own soul for others.
Himself to hi.s neighbour lending;

And not in the clouds descending.

So the bed was sweet to die on,
Whence he .saw the doors wide swunrAgainst whose bolted iron

^
I he strength of his life was flung.

And he saw ere his eye was darkenedThe sheaves of the harvest-bringing.
And knew while his ear yet hearktnS
1 he voice of the reapers singing.

Ah well !-The world is discreet

;

here are plenty to pause and vvait •

Hut here was a man who set his feet
'

Sometimes in advance of fate,—

ll^r-^
'"?°'^'«'y. "IH, «ave away large tracts of



TO L VDJA MARIA CHILD.
ij;i

Never rude to the wrong's redressinrr
A worthier paladin.

Shall he not hear the hlussiiit.,

"Good and faithful, ciucr'in !"

GAKinALDI.

\\allv unapiieased, the chambered
Vatican,

And draw the curtains of Napoleon's
bed !

God's providence is not blind, but, full
; of eyes,
It searches all the refu-es of lies

^

And in Jlis time and way, the accursed

I

things

In trance and dream of old, (Jod's'' J;'-"'^"'';

^^'ho'^e evil feet thy battle-gngc
prophet saw '

I

^''^'^ clashed defiance from hot y'oiuh
The casting down of thrones. 'J'hou ^i ,•

^^ -^^^

watching lone '

j

^"'''" Parish. All men shall be priests
'I'he hot Sardinian coast-line, hazv- ' /-^

''^"'' l^'ngs—
hilled,

' ^iL' royal brotherhooil, one church
^Vhere, fringing round Caprera's „ ,

'"''''^'-'
{'!''',

.

rocky zone ^^y ^ove, which is the law of liberty '

With foam, the slow waves gather and
'^^9-

• withdraw,
,

Hehold'st the vision of the seer ful- Tf^ rxrw. w.
filled, TO lADIA MARIA CHILI),*

*^"'^wk?.''a'soumr"'''""'
''"''''^""' ' "' """'"'^ '"" '"''' '^ "n.K s, .M,.u.n."

Of falling chains, .as, one by one /^'"^ -^^^'^'^'^ spring day is glad wiih
unbound, music,

'lie nations lift their right hands up .,,,^"t 'trough it sounds a sadder strdn •

and swear ^"e worthiest of our narrowing circle

'

1 lieir oath of freedom. From the ^"^S^ Loring's dirges o'er aeain
chalk-white wall

Gf England, from the black Carpathian ^^ woman greatly loved ! I join thee
""^"ge, In tender memories of our friend

;Along the Danube and the Theiss, ^^ "" '^ee across the awful spaces
through all The greeting of a soul I send '

1 lie passes of the Spanish Pn-enees,
And from the Seine's thronged banks, ^^''-^^ ^'''t''-! hath he? How is it with

<i murmur strange I'ini .'

Anil glad floats to thee o'er thy sum- ^^''"-'''-" 'injjers he this weaiv while "

n„ ,1, "'T
''''"

, \X'
'"^^^ pleasant fields of Ileaven

v^n ihesalt wind that stirs thy whiten- i^'^^ns the svve^t sunrise of his smile ^

ing hair,—
The song of freedom's bloodless ^?5f ^^ "o' l^now our feet are treadint-

v»ctones!
I

The earth hard down on Slavery'^

P . . !

grave?
Kejoice, O Garibaldi

! Though thy I

'^''^*' '" ""r crowning exultations

Fnii i^'?'^ , I

^^'^'"^^tl'e charm his presence gave?
Killed at Rome's gates, and blood

I

'

.,.,
seemed vainly poured

i •! ,.
>vhere, in Christ's name the crownfiH ^.^

^vdia Mauia Cmild, authoress of many
infidel

' '='^°^^"«'

MUwT''^ r"^ P"P"'"'' ^P'^'' -^'""^ f"--

tM- V '

ciiiluren, and memoirs ol em nent woitipn nn.lOf France wrought murder with th- r"r=t'«'^'ive and earnest ant'sfa~m^^^^
arms of hell 'f ^'"ch she was greatly reviled 1 y ihe n.o'

:
klavery party.

' '
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SUMNER.

Why to our flower-time comes no tnL.n a ^^ '""'"^ ''^^ '^^^'^ half-way hune
Of lily and of asphodel? "

'°'^'"
^"r^^ y^.-.^'" "''^ ""^"'"^"1 belfs ^'

' ^" '^^ % -steeple-towers are rung
I feci the unutterable longing
Thy ;,anger of the heart is mine ;

I reach and grope for hands in darknessMy ear grows sharj) for voice or sign.

Still on the lips of all we question

w >. u ",^" o''<^ofl's silence lies ;

! '•!, \ ''^ hands in ours be folded?w 111 the shut eyelids ever rise?

O friend
! no proof beyond this yearn-

ing,
'

This outreach of our hearts, we need •

C.0.1 will not mock the hope Ilegiveth'
ISO love He prompts shall vainly

plead. •'

And I, obedient to thy will

^„f^'''r
'"'"'' ^ ''"'1'''^ ^•''•"''^'h to lay.

I

iiuperfluous, on a grave that still
Is sweet with all the flowers of May.

I take, with awe, the task assigned
;It niay be that my friend might

miss, °
In his new sphere of heart and mind,

t>ome token from my hand in this.

Ky many a tender memory moved.
Along the past my thought I send •

The record of the cause he loved '

Is the best record of its fiiend.

Then let us stretch'our hands in dark
ness,

And call our loved ones o'er and
o er;

Some day their arms shall close about
us,

And the old voices speak once more.

No dreary splendours wait our comintr
Where rapt ghost sits from ghost

apart

;

*"

Homeward we go to Heaven's thanks-
giving,

ihe harvest-gathering of the heart.

SUMNER.

sen'fimt'T "k°^°7^
"^'-'^ ''^' disgraced beauty ofsentiment by deformity of conduct, or the maxims ofa freeman by theactio„s of kslave- W

he winds of

Field of

O MOTHER State;
March

Blew chill o'er Auburn's
God,

^^n7^i'
^'°^ beneath a leaden arch

•Jf sky, thy mourning children trod

And now with all thy woods in leaf,
i hy fields in flower, beside thy dead

^"^" sittest, in thy robes of griefA Rachel yet uncomforted !
'

No trumpet sounded in his ear.He saw not Sinai's cloud and flameBut never yet to Hebrew seerA clearer voice of duty came.

God said: "Break thou these yokes •

undo ' *

These heavy burdens. I ordainA work to last thy whole life through,A ministry of strife and pain.

"Forego thy dreams of lettered ease
Put thou the scholar's promise by,The rights of man are more than these.

"

Me heard, and answered: "Hpr.^
am I !

" ^

He set his face against the blast,
His feet against the flinty shard,

I ilKhe hard service grew, at last.
Its own exceeding great reward.

Lifted like Saul's above the crowd,

'pu '^°" li'« 'singly forehead fell
The first sharp bolt of Slavery's cloud.
Launched at the truth he urged so

well.

I

Ah ! never yet, at rack or stake,
Was sorer loss made Freedom's gain,Than his, who suffered for her sake
The beak-torn Titan's lingering pain!

The fixed star of his faith, through all
Loss, doubt, and peril, shon^ the

same ;



SUALVEK.

%iZ'fVu''E^^ "'''°™' s°™e tall,Strong lighthouse lifts its steari;

Beyond the dust and smoke he saw
The sheaves of freedom's lame in-

crease, *"

The holy fanes of equallaw,
ihe New Jerusalem of peace.

The weak might fear, the worldling
mock, °

The faint and blind of heart regret:Ail knew at last th' eternal rock
<Jn which his forward feet were set.

The subtlest scheme of compromise
Was folly to his purpose bold

;The strongest mesh of party lies
>.eak to the simplest truth he told.

I S3

One language held his heart and lip.
'Mraight onward to his goal he trod

Aiid proved the highest statesmanship
Obedience to the voice of God.

^wlf r' '" ^'^ voice,- -none heard,
V\hen treason s storm-cloud blackest

grew.
The weakness of a doubtful word :

His duty, and the end, he knew.
The first to smite, the first to spare :

\V hen once the hostile ensigns fell,He stretched out hands ofgenerous cireTo lift the foe he fought so well.

For there was nothing base or smallOr craven in his soul's broad plan •

Forgiving all things personal,
'

He hated only wrong to man.

The old traditions of his State,
Ihe memories of her great and goodTook from his life a fresher date
And in himself embodied stood.

How felt the greed of gold and place,
Ihe venal crew that schemed and

planned,
fhe fine scorn of that haughty face,
Ihe spurning of that bribeless hand !

If than Rome's tribunes statelier
He wore his senatorial robe,

His lofty port was all for her
The one dear spot on all the globe.

I*^ to the master's plea he gave
The vast contempt his manhood feltHe saw a brother in the slave,-

'

V\ ith man as equal man he dealt.

Proud was he? If his presence kept
Its grandeur wheresoe'er he trod

Th^h"^
PJ"^i^rch's gallery steppedThe hero and the demigod, ^

None failed, at least, to reach his ear,Nor want nor woe appealed in vain
;The homesick soldier knew his cheer.And blessed him from his ward of

pain.

Safely his dearest friends may o7.-u
I he slight defects he never hid,

I he surface-blemish in the stone
Of the tall, stately pyramid.

Suffice it that he never brought
His conscience to the public mart •

But lived himself the truth he taught

heart"'^"^'
^'^^"^^"'^^d, pure of

What ifhe felt the natural pride

W^i?^-''^!'"!!?^^^"^^' too true
\\ ith thin humilities to hide
Ihe work he did, the lore he knew?

Was he not just? Was any wrongedBy that assured self-estimate ?He took but what to him belonged.
Unenvious of another's state.

Thl f.^^"
^v.th care the written page

wake
'''" '^''" ^"'^ ^^^d

The hearts of men from age to age.

Ah
! who shall blame him now becauseHe solaced thus his hours of pain •

Should not the o'erworn thresher pauseAnd hold to light his golden grain?

-\o sense of humour dropped it$ oilOn the hard ways his purpose went •

Small play of fancy lightened toil ;
'

He spake alone the thing he meimt.

He loved his books, the Art that hina
'

A beauty veiled Behind its bwn,
'^'

The graver 5 line, the pencil'5 tints, .,;.-The chisel 5 shape evplc^jj fromS^ii'



m Ji

h

184 CONDUCTOR BKADLEV.
He cherished, void of selfish ends,

J he social courtesies that bless
And sweeten life, an<l loved his friends

\vitli most unworldly tenderness.

But still his tired eyes rarely learned '

Ihe glad relief by Nature broueht ; 1HcT mountain ranges never turned
iiis current of persistent thought.

The sea rolled chorus to his speech
Ihree-banked like Latiun/s tall tii-

reme,
A\ith labouring oars; the grove and

beach
Were F'orum and the Academe.

The sensuous joy from all things Aiir
His strenuous bent of soul repressed,

,And left from youth to silvered hair
i'ew hours for ])leasure, none for

rest.

Clear, over threat and ridicule.
All heard his challenge : "Is it just ? "

A.Kl Nvhen the hour supreme had come
-Not for himself a thought he gaveI" that last pang of martyrdom,^ '

I
Hjs care was for the haJ f-f, eed slave.

Xot vainly dusky hands upbore,
In prayer, the passing soul to heavenU hose mercy to His suffering poor '

\Nas service to the Master given.

Long shall the good State's annals tell.Her children's children long be
taught, *

"°'''
weu"^

"* '''^'"'''' he guarded

The trust he neither shunned nor
sought.

For all his life was poor without,O Nature, make the last amends .'

Train all thy flowers his grave about,
And make thy singing-birds his

friends !

Revive again, thou summer rain,
Ihe broken turf upon his bed •

ineathe. summer wind, thy tenderest
strain

Oflow, sweet music overhead !

With calm and beauty symbolize

AnH 1 ^^T^
"^'"'^ ^""°^^s longannov,And lend^ our earth-bent, mourning

Some hint of his diviner joy.

'

"^/"^one moment turned thy face,.OAfother, from thy son. not longHe waited calmly in his place ^
ihe sure remorse which follow

wrong.

Forgiv-n be the State he loved
Ihe one brief lapse, the single blot •

Forgotten be the stain removed,
Her righted record shows it not !

The lifted sword above her shield
With jealous care shall guard his

fame

;

Tlie pine-tree on her ancient field
1 o all the winds shall speak his name.

For safe with right and truth he is.As God lives he must live alwav •

Ihere is no end for souls like his.
'

No night for children of the day !

'^w*^?"*
nor poor solicitudes

Made weak his life's great argumert •

SmaU leisure his for frames andToods'Who followed Duty where she went.

The broad, fair fields of God he saw
Beyond the bigot's narrow bound :The truths he moulded into law
In Chmt's beaUtudes he found.

^m^^v^^}^ **** G°J'J« Rule.
«!• right of vote A Mcred trmt

;

The marble image of her son

\n5^/ T^ ^^""^^ '^^" yearly crown,And from her pictured Pantheon
Wis grand, majestic face look down.

O State so passing rich before.
Who now shall doubt thy highest

claim? ^

The world that counts thy jewels o'er
bhall longest pause at Sumner's

name

!

CONDUCTOR BRADLEY.
Conductor Bradley, (always may

his name ^

Be said with reverence !) as the swift
doom came,

Smitten to death, a crr.shed and man-



7JI/ERS.

Sank, with the brake he grasped ius.wliero he stood ^ ' J"'*
i

Anddie.ifnmiruI,asat.„emanshould.

ISS

KINSMAN.

Men stooped „,„>, hta , .,o„,™ ,

"''^ "5°''" '''''"='" I!"'-!
dropped Iheir lenrs " As 5«eetly shall Ihe l„„ i

3oad ,„ all ,hl,„„,;, ,,„,„„^,^^ ^^^^_^^^ j

' > l-l- ™ t»n«»cs u„k„o„,,.

—Ss,„a,sfcnheo.en.,„|-. ^^^S^,:^.

- -• !- POO. and „o.e,es. see. ''ISSl^Z^S^:^
rhe s,cj,^^ed dramas of self-eonscious.

''"Tt'd^wslfTT
"" "»'" -" «'.

0»se„s.,rea.„, ,. a„d .opes of|-^^ ^^hSnYSi^f'„„
And God'L dear love be over all!

O, grand, supreme endeavour ! \ot invain -'oun
That last brave ac\ nf r^iv

THIERS.

I.

.
•••" •aiii ;

- •

*™ghted with life ,he downward rush
'•

0.he„^e^saved. hi„se,f he could „„, 1lfa7w,'°" *" '^'o- -<-

Nay..he,os.hfe "'"'tlbr'"^-" »« s.m is
/» iiic lost Jiie was savpd tr» • w^ u

„,^ .
not dead

^'''^- "^ '^
I

"^' ^^en around the walls of Paris



J'i '•

t

i:

IV/LL/AM FRANCIS BARTI.E7T.

Peace, not imperial, but republican,
Aiul order pledged to all tiie lights of

Man.

II.

Death called him from a need as im-
minent

As that from which the Silent William
went

When powers of evil, like the smitinc
seas

'^

Onllolland'sdikes.assailedherliberties.
Sadly, while yet in doubtful balance

hung
The weal and woe of France, the bells

were rung
For her lost leader. Paralyzed of will,
Above his bier the hearts of men stood

stdl.

Then, as if set to his dead lips, the horn
Of Roland wounil once more to rouse

and warn.
The old voice filled the air ! His last

brave word
Not vainly France to all her boundaries

stirred.

Strong as in life, he still for Freedom
wrought,

As the dead Cid at red Toloso fought.

FITZ-GREEXE MALLECK.
AT THE UNVKILlNt; OF HIS STATUE.

.\mo\g their graven shapes to whom
Thy civic wreaths belong,

O city of his love, make room
For one whose gift was sons.

Not his the soldier's sword to wield,
Nor his the helm of state,

Nor glory of the stricken field.
Nor triumph of debate.

In common ways, with common men.
He served his race and time

As well as if his clerkl- pen
Had never danced to rhyme.

If, in the thronged and noisy mart,
The Muses found their son.

Could any say his tuneful art
A duty left undone ?

^^AT°''^^
and sang

; and year by year
Men found their homes more sweet,

And through a tenderer atmosphere
Looked down the brick-walled street.

The Creek's wild onset Wall Street
knew

;

The Red King walked broadway
;And Alnwick Castle's roses blew

'

From Palisades to Bay.

Fair City by the Sea ! upraise
His veil with reverent hands

;

And mingle with thy own the praise
And pride of other lands.

Let Greece his fiery lyric breathe
AJjove her hero-urns

;

And Scotland, with her holly, wreathe
The flower he culled for Burns.

O, stately stand thy palace walls,
Thy tall ships ride the seas ;

To-day thy poet's name recalls
A prouder thought than these.

Not less thy pulse of trade shall beat,
Nor less thy tall fleet swim,

That shaded square and dusty street
Are classic ground through him.

Alive, he loved, like all who sing,
I'he echoes of his song

;

Too late the tardy meed we brmg,
'I'he praise delayed so long.

Too late, alas ! Of all who knew
The living man, to-day

Before his unveiled face, how few
Make bare their locks of gray !

Our lips of praise must soon be dumb.
Our grateful eyes be dim

;O brothers of the days to come,
Take tender charge of him !

New hands the wires of song may sweep,
New voices challenge fame

;

But let no moss of years o'ercreep
The lines of Halleck's name.

WILLIAM P RANCIS BARTLETT.

O, WELL may Essex sit forlorn
Beside her ica-blown shore

;

Her well beloved, her noblest born,
Is lieis in I.fe no more !



Wall Street

No lapse ofyears can render less;rer memory's sacred claim!
^ofounta.nofforf^ctfulness '

Can wet the lips of Fame

^°AndTrn
'"'' ""'^ ^'^'^ '^'^^ ""t lackedAnd hrave men yet shall he •

'

m- perfect fl.nver. the crowning fact^i all her years was he !

'^'aS^''"'
P""-*^. as Merlin sage.

The fabled Table Round?
^

A voice the battle strumpet-notcro welcome and restore
;

'

A hnnd. that all unwilling smote.To heal and build once more!
A soul of fire, a tender heart

Thl?.r™^°''^''^'^^'>eknewii^e generous victor's graceful mwTo sheathe the sword he drew

%^f"Ea'-th as if on evil dreams

And-ttSSoVir?'
From the .e'd'aKf^iirsr'^^"""^

^AYAKD TAYLOR.

I ^^'Araf,';^"7'^'hroughhim. The
lo him its story-telling secret lentAnd, pleased, we listened to U.^^J^-s

IIistask.^beguiled with songs that sha:i

'^
u^SlSht"^""'

thoroughness he

''''"of;£^H^^-'^^'°
the heights

Mowly^he^climbed, but every step was

How. with the j^enerous p.-ide thntfnendship had,
' "'"'

Ofcmc honour on hkl,r„„ ,,„,,,„

'"""-viiL!;"""
'"•' "- "' -.'^ft

Two„a,i,,„s sp.ak, ,veans>vcrl,ut with

H.

H^ fame Who led the stormy vanOf battle well may cease,
^

Lut never that which crowns the manWhose victory was Peace.

^^^Thv'h^''f''/ ,°" t'^y sea-blown shore
1 hy beautiful and brave

Whose failing hand the olive boreWhose dying lips forgave !

^ Anftin!?'"' "^%>'°"thful chief,And tender eyes be dim
;

Th.?f',fr
'""'^ °^J°y than griefIhat fall for one like him!

BAYARD TAYLOR.

Green as thy June turf keep hilmemory. Let ' '

Nor wood nor dell, nor storiedstream forget,
>io'ieu

iNor winds_that blow round lonely cedar

Let the home voice greet him in the fariMrange land that holds him ;£ themessage ^

^'"^^'"''"'''''""'"^^^^hartless

And unmapped vastness of his unknown

'"^''dSr£''^^^^^'^^>'-^t'-^-d
Of perishable fame, and every sphere
Itself^mterprets; and its utte'rance

Somewhere in God's unfolding universe

JhSpr^ ''•^^'"-" -^'-'"^

Of his rapt gaze on unfamiliar skies !

\

ii



IN WAR TIM I-:.

1 86;,

IIAKML
1 W. ShW ALL, Above the storm our prayers we lift

I

Thy will be clone !

'

<JK MlCI.KOSl;.

Oi.OR IscANUs i^ueric.-, :
•' Why should

we
Vex at the land's ridiculous niiserie ?

"

So on his Usk banks, in the blood-red
dawn

Of England's civil strife, did careless
Vaughan

Hemock his times. O friends of many
years !

'

Though faith and trust are stronger than
our fears,

And the signs promise peace with
liberty,

Xot thus we trifle with our country's
tears

And sweat of agony. The future's gain
Is certain as God's truth; but, mean-

while, pain
Is bitter and tears are salt : our voices

take
A sober tone : our very household sons-s
Are heavy with a nation's griefs and

wrongs

;

And innocent mirth is chastened for the
sake

Of the brave hearts that nevermore
snail beat,

The eyes that smile no more, the unre-
turning feec

!

1 he flesh m.iy fail, the heart may faini
Init who are we to make complaint,
Or dare to plead, in times like these,
i he weakness of our love of ease ?

'I'hy will be done !

We take with solemn thankfulness
Our burden up, nor ask it less.
And count it joy that even we
May suffer, serve, or wait for Thee,

Whose will be done !

Though dim as yet in tint and line.We trace Thy picture's wise design.
And thank Thee that our age supplies
Its dark relief of sacrifice.

Thy will be done !

And if, in our unworthiness,
T hy sacrificial wine we pi-ess

;
If from Thy ordeal's heated bars
Our feet are seamed with crimson

scars,

Thy will be done !

THY WILL BE DOx\E.

We see not, know not ; all our way
Is night, —with Thee alone is day :

If. for the age to come, this hour
Of trial hath vicarious power.
And. blest by Thee, our present pain,
Be Liberty's eternal gain,

Thy will be done !

Strike, Thou the Master, we Thy keys,
The arithem of the destinies !

The minor of Tliy loftier strain,
Our hearts shall breathe the old refrain,

Thy will be done !



' ^^/JV /lisr/-:

A WORD FOR THE HOUR |

The n^rmament breaks up. r„ h,acl<
\

J-ight after li,ht goes out. One evil

Und\yJ,r\u^ through the smoke of

Asinthc.lrcainoftheApocalynsc
i^.ags,.ha.s clown. Let'us noKeakly
Nor rasljly^threatcn. Give us .race ,o

|

Our faith and natienco • t^i, r '

^ should we I'ea,'^'
"''"^'•<=f'"«

!;" ""^ ^'l"^• into fratricidal %ht

confound? '"

What fear we? Safe on freedom's van-
t.ifTf-gronnd

Our A.j.^a.e planted; let us there re-

in ""revengeful caln, no means un

'^'"\K\r -"ction.no just claim

The sad .spectators of a suicide •

^hey ,^,,,eiinks of Union :shan
The fires^^of hell to weld aneu- the

On thaMecl anvil where each blow is

t)ravv we not even now a freer brentl,As fromJ shoulders nintaclV
Loathsome as that the Tuscan's victim

'''^^t;;df '
^'^^ ^'^ ^ '^-^ h-or

Why tak^e. _we up the accursed thin.

Pity, forgive, but urge them back no

^^^°'
uni^','''''^

'''^^'°"' ^'-^""^ ^'i-union s rag

"'ess''^
--eptile-blazon. Let us

The goldin cluster on our brave old
|

Brirt' 'fT\ i""^^'
i*" numbering Jess

' re,tln;'""'^''^'-^'"^^^hichSi

i6/// isi ,110., i86r.

/>rAo /sr ^/.VAAA' con.
It.J

Ui\.
'KIN- FESTK IU;kc; 1st' SKk (JUTT."»

(' I rilCKM iiv.MN )

I

Wk wait beneath the furnace-bki.
lie pangs of transformati.n,

,^'> pamlessly doth (;od rera.tAnd mould anew the nation,
ilot burns the tire
Where wroui-s expire

;^or spares tlie hand
lliat from the land

Lproots the ancient evil.

TlK.h.nd-bre.-,,|,hcluudthesaL'esfearec
Its bloody ram is drnppin.--

"'j-POjson plant the fa;/,ers'';parec/
All else jsovertoppmg

hast, Wes^t, South, North,
it curses the earth

;
All justice dies,
And fraud and lies

Live only in its shadow.

Whatgives_^,he wheat-.ield blades of

Whit""' n"''*''^'"^^^'-^' cannon?

On .h 'f°^""e •''^bble's heel

\Vhln ^'f -r "R''-''l pennon ^
V\ hat breaks the oath
Of the men o' the .South ?Uhat whets the knife
for the Union's life ?-_

Hark to the answer .- .Slavery
;

'^''J'"7?pt«"" ''lows on lesser foesIn strife unworthy freemen.God lifts to-day the veil, and shows
1 he features of the demon!O North and South

Its victims both,
Can ye not cry,
"Let slavery die! "

And union find in freedom ?

What though the cast-out spirit tearIne nation in his goine?

i I;:

ill

\\e who have shared the cuih
share "

The pang of his o'enhro^intr

'

Whate'er the loss.

Whatc'cr the cross,
Shall they complain

..Of present pain
WhojrusHn God's hereafter?

• " A strong fortress is our Oo^l'"

must

I 111
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190 Ty/£ WATCIJEKS,

For who that leans on His right arm
Was ever yet forsakt-n ?

What ritjhtcus cause tan suffer ham.
If lie its jiiirt has lai<cn ?

Though wild and loud
And .lark the cloud,
Hehind its folds

^
His hand ui)hol(I,

Tiic calm sky of Id .norimv I

Above the niaddcnint,' ny r,,r blood,
Above the niid war-diuniniing,

Lot Frcedou! , voice bu heard, with
good

The evil overcoming,
(iive prayer and purse
To stay the Curse
Whose wrong we share,
Whose shanie we bear,

Whose end shall gladtlen Heaven !

In vain the l)clls of war shall ring
( )f triumphs and revenges,

While still is spared the evil thing
That severs and estranges.
Hut blest the ear
That yet shall hear
The jubilant hell

'I'hat rings the knell
Of Slavery for ever

!

Then let the selfish lip be dumb,
And hushed the breath of sighing

;
liefore the joy of peace must come

I he pains of purifying.
God give us grace
Each in his place
To bear his lot,

And, niunnuring not,
I'ndure and wait and labour !

TO JOHN C. FREMONT.
Thy error, Fremont, simply was to actA brave man's part, without the states-

man's tact.

And, tak ing counsel but ofcommon sense.
To strike at cause as well asconsequence
O, never yet since Roland wound his

horn
At Roncesvalles, has a blast been blown
Par-heard, wirle-cchoed, startling as

thine own,
Heard from the van of freedom's hope

forlorn 1

It had iHcn safer,d()ubtlesi!, for the time,
o (latter I reason, aiul avoi,| ,,lfciice

luthat Dark I'ower whose undeilyinLr
crime ' ^

Heaves upward its perpetual turbulence.
IJut if thuie be the fate of all -/ho lueak
I Ik- gnuiiid f„r truth's seed, or lorcrun

their years
Till loit in distance, or with stout nearts

made
A lane for freedom through fnc level

spears.
Still take thou coinage ! God has

spoken througli thee.
Irrevocable, the mighty words, 15e free!
Ihe land shakes wiiii them, and the

slave's dull ear
Turns from the rice-swamp stealthily to

hear.

Who would recall them now must first
arrest

The winds that blow down from the free
Northwest,

Rufiling the Gulf; or like a scroll roll
back

The Mississij)pi to its upper sprinirs.
Such words fulfil tiieir prophecy, and

lack

But the full time to harden into things.

THE WATCHERS.
liESlOK a stricken field I stood

;On the torn turf, on grass and wood.
Hung heavily the dew of blood.

Still in their fresh mounds lay the slain,
JiiU all the air was quick with pain
And gusty sighs and tearful rain.

Two angels, each with drooping head
And folded wings and noiseless tread,
Watched by that valley of the dead.

The one, with forehead saintly bland
And hps of blessing, not command.
Leaned, weeping, on her olive wand.

The other's brows were scarred and
knit.

His restless eyes werr \^•atch-fires lit,

His hands for battle-gauntlets fit.

"How longt"_I knew the voice of
Peace,



TO Ju\(j.L/snAfEX,

arrcd and

wlf "'Y^!' \
''''''"«-•

• -"" release '- N. t ,

^^ ^
NVhcn .hall the hopeless .,n ..rcexsc?

j

^"°
'li'^'

'

" ""-' •^"•••'.. sa.I voice .e-

O brother ,fth,neey. can seeTdl how a„.| when the'end shall'be^hat hope remains for thee and n

Then Freedom sternly said :«' I sh.

When human r,ght. are staked and w.

l'iV'f."""'l^'^'^'^'^h""t«J flock

Tlil^ol'i ?' °^ ^'"'''" ''-'" '"y tread

"Butn., through weary day and

'^ave I strike one blow arii-ht

Arustlingas-r,,;, -^j
,An upward ,-lean, of KsscW white^o passed th. vision, soun.l and sigl.'t

)';';,;^"""-'.'"<.Nlikf a silver l,dl

O brother
! if ,h,ne ey. can see

^ ^ '

'" '''""' ^"''^^' '^l'-

'i'J hoj^e and trust.- it s,„,,...^,,^.

"riifii'^tr-K^^-

TO ENGLISHMEN,
>U flunp your taunt acr<.>s the wave •

.\Vel,ore.tn.si,crameus, '

r frienrf-'^''''^'-''^''''-''-^<''^I^vet triendly J,p.s no option save
I o pity or to blame us.

scoffed our plea. -Mere lack of

\\t .s wed our free-state reconls • still\oun ^^ed. confounding good and '

Slave-haters and slaveholders.
'

^^^ ^'-St:^i;^7,;,,.
I '"^^r

^' ^' '^^^y = '° ''^^ verge
. .

throne ^'''^'">^ r ,' l'^'^^''-^'" •''"J means we checked if •

" VVhv • '"^^a"'
greetings to it o'er the surjre

tnjS
"' ' '°"S'^' '"°^ked. be-

"^"'^ """'^°" ^"^ P^°tect it.
^''

% open foes.' or those afraid ^VT"'^7. >'°" ''''»^'^^" '^«"1<1 shake

---no,vclh,ful,e,ootac. *
i

'""'
•^'"''=,»P=""t'n>ean(lC'romweirs

"Still
''^'^

WhereTwitEl-M^''? '" -'^^ ^'^^ P'-epare
^'"'^ "°' ^'""^ °ur mothers,

May follow 1' .^^'^ '""«« of prayer
Where I with f. m i

'
• "^yprer

"Thicker than water," in one rillihrough centuries of story

'i I
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Our Saxon blood has flowed, and still

We share with you its good and ill,

The shadow and the glory.

Joint heirs and kinfolk, leagues of wave

Nor length of years can part us ;

Your right is ours to shrine and grave,

The common freehold of the brave,

The gift of saints and martyrs.

Our very sins and follies teach

Our kindred frail and human ;

We carp at faults with bitter speech,

The while for one unshared by each,

We have a score in common.

We bowed the heart, if not the knee.

To England's (Jueen, God bless her

!

We praised you when your slaves wtnt

free

:

We seek to unchain ours. Will ye

Join hands with the oppressor ?

And is it Christian England cheers

The bruiser, not the bruised ?

And must she run, despite the tears

And prayers of eighteen hundred years,

Amuck in Slavery's crusade ?

O black disgrace ! O shame and loss

Too deep for tongue to phrase on !

Tear from your flag its holy cross,

And in your van of battle toss

The pirate's skull-bone blazon !

ASTR^A AT THE CAPITOL.

AUOUTION OF SLAVERY IN THE DISTRICT OK
COLUMBIA, 1862.

When first I saw our banner wave
Above the nation's council-hall,

I heard beneath its marble wall

The clanking fetters of the slave !

In the foul market-place I stood.

And saw the Christian mother sold.

And childliood with its locks of gold,

lilue-eyed and fair with Saxon blood.

I shut my eyes, I held my breath,

And, smothering down the wrath
and shame

That set my Northern blood aflame.

Stood silent,—where to speak was
death.

Beside mc gloomed the prison-cell

Where wasted one in slow decline,

For uttering simple words of mine

And loving freedom all too well.

The flag that floated from the dome
Flapped menace in the morning air

I stood a perilled stranger where

The human broker made his home.

For crime was virtue : Gown and Sword

And Law their threefold sanction

gave.

And to the quarry of the slave

Went hawking with our symbol-bird.

On the oppressor's side was power ;

And yet I knew that every wrong.

However old, however strong.

But waited God's avenging hour.

I knew that truth would crush the lie,—

Somehow, some time, the end would

be

;

Yet scarcely dared I hope to see

The triumph with my mortal eye.

But now I see it ! In the sun

A free flag floats from yonder dome.

And at the nation's hearth and home
The justice long delayed is done.

Not as we hoped, in calm of prayer.

The message of deliverance comes.

But heralded by roll of drums
On waves of battle-troubled air !

—

Midst sounds that madden and appal,

The song that Bethlehem's shepherds

knew

!

The harp of David melting through

The demon-agonies of Saul !

Not as we hoped ;—but what are we
Above our broken dreams and plans

God lays, with wiser hund than

man's,

The corner-stones of liberty,

I cavil not whh Him : the voice

That Freedom's blessed gospel tells

Is sweet to me as silver bells.

Rejoicing !—yea, 1 will rejoice !

Dear friends still toiling in the sun, -

Ye dearer ones, who, gone before,



Rejoce with me ' Tv,„ i

Blossoms whh" lo^l .t'
f'"'"•'^ .'"^

Whose form is irt^e«;,;;;l^'Sl'^^^

Rejoice! Our Alarah's hitter sprinijs

Theprop,j;^;^;!3'^--j?,^'ef

][['^][^n)ATES AT cuius.
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The day and night
<^od, and one with

Rejoice in hope
Are one with

them
Who see by faith the cloudy hemJ»|-nt fringed with' M^cy's

THE BATTLE AUTUMV OF
1862.

The flags of war like storm-birds rtv

YeTrnll'^'^'ue
trumpets blow.Vet, oils no thunder in the sky^o earthquake strives beloxJ:

And calm and patient, Nature keens
Tho.fSf*''''"[P''«'"i'^^^vell,

'''

The battle's breatli of hell.

^
T'h:4uU'h;"''^'"

eolclen hours

\nd st?K ''"^'^^^r'^^PPy farms,

'l1kt^Vw\iri-S;f-d flowers,

What mean the cladness nf n.„ .
•

This I'nw ^f
*>'''""^ss ot the plam,

Th '^J°yofeveandmorn,

A
™"h,/hat shakes the be^rd of erainAnd yellow locks of corn >

^

^V^^u'"'^y^'^'-^ be full of tearsAnd hearts with hate are hot

inTK'''^ r™^ ^°""^' th 'yearAnd Nature changes not.

She meets with smiles our bitter grief\\ ith ongs our groans of pain
•'

ThT^S "eld
•'"'•°'''°^^'^"d leafine war-tield s crimson stain.

'^'Her"swelM.""?'^P^"^^' ^ h^arner sweet Hianksgiving-psalm •

Too near to God for doubtVfeal-bhe shares the eternal calm.

,

She knows the seed lies safe below

for all the tears of blood we sow
•She waits the rich return.

She seesTv-ith clearer eye than ours
i he good of suffering born,-The hearts that blossom like her flowersAnd ripen like her corn.

''' "°''^'^^'

O. give to us, in times like these,

I ,

^'^e vision of her eyes
;Anc. make her fields and fruited trees

I

Our golden piophecies !

i

O, give to us her finer ear »

Above this stormy din,
'

Uelx.o would hear the bells of cheerRing peace and freedom in !

MITHRIDATES AT CHIOS ^-^

Know^s^t thou, O slave-cursed

How, when "the Chian's cup of guiltWas full to overflow, there came

I Th,. 'J"'Vf
"n the sword of flame

Blazed ' Tr^T^ .'^'""Shter to its hilt"Blazed in the Cappadocian victor's
iiand .'

The heavens arc still and far

;

But not unheard of awful Jove,
1
he sighing of the island slave

NVas answered, when the .^gean
wave *"

4n?f.,''^^-''°^^'^^''^"'^^'es clove.And the vines shrivelled in the breath
of war.

"Robbers of Chios ! hark."
The victor cried, "to Heaven's de-

crec

;

Pluck your last cluster from the
vine,

Drain your last cup of Chian wine •

Slaves of^yourslavesfyourdoom
shall

'

^"
^^"''''Si.'P.'"''

•'y ^'''-^^i- rolling

Then rose the long lament
Worn the hoar sca-god's dusky cavesThe priestess rent her hair and

cried,
"

(|i
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nii

And, chained and scourged, the slaves
of slaves,

The lords of Chios into exile went.

"The gods at last pay well,"
So Hellas sang her taunting song,
" The fisher in his net is caught.
The Chian hath hismasterbought ;"

And isle from isle, with laughter long,

O dark, sad millions, patiently and dumb
Waiting for God, your hour, at last, has

come.
And freedom's song

Breaks the long silence of your night
of wrong

!

Arise and flee ! shake oflf the vile re-

straint
Took up and sped the mocking parable.

!
Of ages ; but, like Ballymena's saint,

The oppressor spare.Once more the slow, dumb years
Bring their avenging cycle round.
And, more than "llellas taught of

old.

Our wiser lesson shall be told.

Of slaves uprising, freedom crowned.
To break, not wield, the scourge wet

vvith their blood and tears.

THE PROCLAMATION.

SAiNT Patrick, slave to Milcho of
the herds

Of Ballymena, wakened with these
words :

"Arise, and flee

Out from the land of bondage, and be
free

!

"

Glad as a soul in pain, who hears from
heaven

The angels singing of his sins forgiven,
Anci, wondering, sees

His prison opening to their golden keys,

He rosq a man who laid him down a
slave,

Shook from his locks the ashes of the
grave.

And outward trod
Into the glorious liberty of God.

He cast the symbols of his shame away

;

And, passing where the sleeping Milcho
lay

Though back and limb
Smarted with wrong, he prayed, " God

pardon him !

"

So went he forth ; but in God's time
he cama

To light on Uilline's hills a holy flame
;

And, dying, gave
The lancl a saint that lost him as a slave.

Heap only on his head the coals of
prayer.

Go forth, like him ! like him return
again.

To bless the land whereon in bitter
pain

Ye toiled at first.

And heal with freedom what your
slavery cursed.

ANNIVERSARY POEM.

rear before the alumni op thij
friends' yearly meeting school, at the
annual meeting at newpokt, r, 1., isth
6th mo., 1863.

Once more, dear friends, you meet
beneath

A clouded sky :

Not yet the sword has found its sheath.
And on the sweet spring airs the breath

Of war floats by.

Yet trouble springs not from the ground,
Nor pain from chaaca

;

The Eternal order circles round.
And wave and storm find mete and

bound •;

In Providence.

Full long our feet the flowery ways
Of peace have trod,

Content with creed and garb and
phrase :

A harder path in earlier days
Led up to God.

Too cheaply truths, once purchased
dear, "

""*

Are made our own ;

Too long the world has smikd to hear
Our boast of full corn in the ear

By others sown

;

Hov



To see us .stir tlie n.aityr fires
Of long ago,

And wrap our satisfied desires
In the singed mantks that our .siresHave dropi^ed below.

But now the cross our worthies boreOn us IS laid
;

Profession s quiet sleep is o'er,And m the scale of truth once moreOur faith is weighed.

The cry of innocent blood at last
is calling down

Th//if'''''f
'" ^^^ whirlwind-blast,

1
he thunder and the shadow cast

i<rom Heaven's dark frown!

ANNIVERSARY POEM.
'95

Who
The land is red with judgments.

-Stands guiltless forth ^

io God and to our brother true,
1 o Heaven and Earth ?

How faint, through din of merchandiseAnd count of gain,
"'"'^

Have seemed to us the captive's cries >How far away the tears a^d s?ghs '

Ol souls in pain !

This day the fearful reckoning comesTo each and all

;

^ ^'

The summlS'^'^T P^^'^'^f"' ''^'^es

Sbu7e?cSr°"^^^^P^^™-'

Our path is plain; the war-net draws
•v.

./^"""^' "s in vain.
'

While, faithful to the Higher CauseWe keep our fealty to the laws "'

through patient pain.

The levelled gun, the battle-bra-nd,

^^f
may not take:

Hu calmly loyal, we can standAnd suffer with our suffering knd
I'or conscience' sake.

^^Vh'V°''"r^^^'-^^"i«Pain^^hall ive alone ^

VvV'^'
'°

'^l^
"" sain to gain,When over Armageddon '/plan',

ihe trump is blown?

To suffer well is well to serve •

pafe m our Lord
'

The rigid linos of law shall curve
[

10 spare us; from our heads shall
swerve

Its Miiiting sword.

And light is mingled with the gloom,.And joy with grief; **
'

IJmnest compensations come,
Ihrough thorns of judgmen't mercies

bloom
In sweet relief.

'Thanks for our privilege tobies.-.By word and deed,

Th 'V-M^ '" ^^' '^e*-'" 'Jistress,[The childless and the fatherless,
I n-j hearts that bleed;

For fields of duty, opening wide,
^^here all our powers

Are tasked the eager steps to guideOfmilhons on a path untried-
1 HE SLAVE IS OURS !

^"•^S^y.t^iitions dear and old,
Which make the race

Our ward.s to cheri.sh and upholdAnd ca,st their freedom in the mouldOJ Christian grace.

I

And we may tread the sick-bed fioors
V\ here .strong men pine,

Pour n-^r r
' S'°^":"S corridor.s,

l^our fieely from our liberal stores
I he oil and wine.

'
Who murmurs that in these dark days

,
His lot IS cast 5 •'

God's hand within the shadow lays
I
The stones whereon His gates of praiseShall rise at last.

^

"
""Hancp'"'"' ^ ""'stretched

Nor stint, nor stay
;

I
On mn?M

,''"'" "'""'' ^*^°PP«' their sand
I

yjn moital issue vast and grand
As ours to-dav.

1?'

.i|

Already, on the sablt ground
Of man's despair

Is Freedom's glorious picture found
I ^^uh ail Its dusky hands unbound

Upraised in prayer.

' O, small shall seem all sacrifice
And pain nnd loss,

K a



I9ft AT PORT ROYAL.

When God shall wipe the weeping eyes I

\:ox suttering give the victor's prize, '
'

I he crown for cross I

AT PORT ROVAL.
'^''j'i^^'^'it-l'g'it'^ glimmer on the land,

Ihe ship-Iights on the sea
;The night wind smooths with drii'tniR

sand
Our track on lone Tybce.

At last our grating keels outslide,
Our good boats forward swing •

And while we ride the land-locked tide
Our negroes row and sing.

For dear the bondman holds his gifts
Of music and of song

;

The gold that kindly Nature sifis
Among his sands of wrong

;

The power to make his toiling days

-P,^""^
Poo"" home-comforts please •

Ihe (juaint relief of mirth that plavs
With sorrow's minor keys.

Another glow than sunset's fire
Has filled the West with light,

Where field and garner, bam and byre
Are blazuig through the night.

The land is wild with fear and hate,
1 he rout runs mad and fast

;

iTom hand to hand, from gate to gate,
Ihe flammg brand is passed.

The liuid glow falls strong . cross
Dark faces broad with smiles •

Not theirs the terror, hate, and loss
1 nat hre yon blazing piles.

With oar-strokes timing to their song,
1 hey weave in simple lays

The pathos of remembered wrong
The hope of better days, —

The triumph-note that Miriam sung,
The joy of uncaged birds :

Softenmg with Afric's mellow tongue
1 heir broken Saxwn words.

SONG OF THE NEGRO BOATMAN.
O, praise an' tanks ! De Lord he come

loset de people free;
An massa tink it dav ob doom.
An we ob jubilee.

De Lord dat heap de Red Sea wavesHe JUS as 'trong as den
;He say de woid : we las' night slaves

;

1 o-day, de Lord s freemen.
De yam will grow, de cotton blow.

Nv e 11 hab de rice an' corn
;O nebber you fear, if nebber voii

hear
De driver blow his horn !

Ole massa on he trabbels gone
;He leafde land behind :

De ].ord's breff blow him furder on,
Like corn-shuck in de wind.

We own de hoe, we own de plough,W e own de hands dat hold :Ue sell de pig, we sell de cow.
But nebber chile be sold,

^^t.^^n .'""l"
S""""^' d^ Cotton V)low,

\Ve 11 hab de rice an' corn;O nebber you fear, if nebber you
hear

De driver blow his horn !

We pray de Lord : he gib us signs
Dat some day we be free

;

De norf-wind tell it to de pines,
De wild-duck to de sea •

We tink it when de church-bell ringU e dream it in de dream
;De rice-bird mean it when he sing,

De eagle when he scream.

^tAr-n',"^'!'
S'ow, de cotton blow,We 11 hab de rice an' corn

;O nebber you fear, if nebber you
hear

De driver blow his horn

!

We know de promise nebber fail,

,

An' nebber lie de word
;

So 1-ke de 'postles in de jail,
\\ awaited for de Lord:

An' now he open ebery door.
An' trow away de key

;He tink we lub him so before.
We lub him better free.
De yam will grow, de cotton blow,
He 11 gib de rice an' corn :O nebber you fear, if nebber you

hear
De driver blow his horn !

So sing our dusky gondoliers
;And with a secret pain.

And smiles that seem akin to tears.We hear the wild refrain.
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Rude seems the song; each swarthy

Flame-lighted, ruder still •

Must shape our good or ill
•

^t/C/J.-iA'.l F/U/-7C//IK,
'97

I
^y 'h^ ^'i-eet came the rebel treirl

I -Stonewall Jackson riding ahead '

Under his slouched hat left and rioVHe glanced
; the old flag met hi! s.ght

^' Halt r-thedust.brown ranks stood

"Fire: "-out blazed the rifle-blast

o.
I

" ""* "•'™ '"latched the silken scnr

J he Vala-song of Liberty,
'°"'' ^^"^^ ^ royal will.

i he Vala-song of Liberty,
Or death-rune of our doom

BARBARA FRIETCHIE.
Up from the meadows rich with cornClear m the cool September morn?'

roy;

The clus.ered spires of Fiederirt .„ j
""""'"' ''^'^'l ""<! word;

Oree„.„.,w
,.y ,he hiUs'^l^^r^fS

Di^:",",'"-'-
" ^- ^r yon ,rny head

Round al,o,„ then, orchards sue.,,
"'° """= •''»" '"

^

'*-'£"
Apple and peach irce fnwcd dee^

'

^11 day long through Frederick siree,Wr as a garden or,he Lord
""'"^'' *-™<l °f nrarSffST

To .he eyes of ,he famished rebel horde ^" *>; 'ong thn, free flag lost

p" .ha. pleasant nrorn of the earlv fali

" °"'" '""^' ''"'
When Ue nrarcHed over th^t^ Ever its torn f„,ds rose and fell

I

'"'•'' "'"* "«" loved it well •

l:l»PPed in the morning wind . theOf "oon looked .^o..^:^L'tZ.
! "»r7'

'" "" i -<' 'et a tear

,

""" '-"^"'^ y=»- »nd ten ;
Over Barbara Frietchie's grave

Srf? ,°' "" '" ''"''"'oli town
^^ °' '''"''•"° ""'' Un'on, v^ave !

•tw/,
•^' "^f^ "-- hanled Feace and order and beauty dra,v

"°" "•' °"^ ^-" - '-'^«-
1 o-CJ^TbrwixiSciirwn

W'' :

Ppi jj:

*i -

'

jl 'r
1

i
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'
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198 no II'. IRD AT .ATf.A .VTA.

HOWARD AT ATLANTA.
Right in the track where Sherman

Ploughed his red furrow,

Out of the narrow cabin,

Up from the cellar's Inirrow,

Gathered the little black people,

With freedom newly dowered,
Where, beside their Northern teacher,

Stood the soldier, Howard.

He listened and heard the children

Of the poor and lonj^ enslaved
Reading the words of jesus,

Singing the songs of David.
Behold!—the dumb lips speaking,

The blind eyes seeing !

Bones of the Prophet's vision

Warmed into being

!

Transformed he saw them passing
Their new life's portal

;

Almost it seemed the mortal
Put on the immortal.

No more with the beasts of burden.
No more with stone and clod,

But crowned with glory and honour
In the image of God !

There was the human chattel

Its manhood taking

;

There, in each dark bronze statue,

A soul was waking.

The man of many battles,

With tears his eyelids pressing.
Stretched over those dusky foreheads

His one-armed blessing.'

And he said :
" Who hears can never

Fear for or doubt you ;

What shall I tell the children

Up North about you ?
"

Then ran round a whisper, a murmur,
Some answer devising

;

And a little boy stood up :
" Massa,

Tell 'em we're rising !

"

O black boy of Atlanta !

But half was spoken :

The slave's chain and the master's
Alike are broken.

The one curse of the races
Held both in tether :

They are rising,—all are rising.

The black and white together !

O brave men and fair women !

Ill comes of hate and scorning :

Shall the dark faces only
Be turned to morning?

—

Make Time your sole avenger,
All-healing, all-redressing

;

Meet Fate half-way, and make it

A joy and blessing !



NATIONAL AND POLITICAL.
^° '^"^^.^El-'ORMERS OFENGLAND.

God bless ye, brothers !-in the fi^ht

FoT betteTg'"^
"°"' y' """"' f^'r or better is your sense of right

liian king-craft's triple mail.

Than tyrant's law, or bigot's ban

Th^r 'I'^^'y
'' y""^ shnples'"'orcI •

Thnn'
^''" "'"" honest man

'

ihan crosier or the sword.

^TrJli^""'*-^^'^'^ Church rehearseThe lesson it has learned so well

ine gates of heaven or hell.

Let the State scaffold rise again,

-

Fo?get vrh'°'"..''l^'^^"
^"^"^" died?t orget ye how the blood of VaneFrom earth's green bosom cried?

'^''tfbeL'?'"'''°u^>'°"'-°^d^»time

All holv m '"^ "^'^^ y°"' f»" ^nd strongAU holy memories and sublime
^

And glorious round ye throng

'^ArewV°'^"lf'?°^^"""y'"^de
Th» I J " ^5 '^'" '" t^mes like these •The shades of England's mighty dead

'

Your cloud of witnesses!
'

The truths ye urge are borne abroadBy every wind and every tide •

The voice of Nature and of God'
apeaks out upon your side.

^^^
Tu^nd"'

""^''^ ^°"'' ^*"^^ '^^^^

Are those which Heaven itself has
wrought,

''''"' Jounr"'^°^^^y- •^^'tle-

The free, broad field of Thought.

No partial, selfish purpose breaksThe simple beauty of your plarNor he from^ throne or altar shakes
^ our steady faith in man.

The languid pulse of England startsAnd^bo^unds beneath UwoSto,
The beating ^f her million he.irts

Is with you at this hour .'

O ye who with undoubting eyes
Through^present cloud and gathering

Behold the span of Freedom's skiesAnd sunshine soft and warm,-

Press bravely onward !-not in vainVour generous trust in human-kind •The good which bloodshed coul^no't
gain '

Your peaceful zeal shall find.

Press on !-the triumph shall be wonOf common rights and equal lawsThe goi-ious dream of Har^rington'And Sidney's good old caus?.

Blessing the cotter and the crown.
Jweetening worn Labour's bitter cUb •

And plucking not the highest down,^'
Lifting the lowest up.

^ tII? •r''"^,
"^^ '^^° ""^y "°t share

llie toil or glory of your fight

,^ f\ f '^^'*' '" ^^™est prayer,Uod s blessing on the right

!
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THE REFORMER.

Al.L grim and soiled and brown with tan
I saw a Strong One, in his wrath,

smiting the gcdiess shrines of man
Along his path.

her trembling
The Church, beneath

dome,
Essayed in vain her ghostly charm :

Wealth shook within his gilded home
With strange alarm.

Fraud from his secret chambers fkd
Before the sunlight bursting in :

Sloth drew her pillow o'er her head
To drown the din.

"Sparc," Art implored, "yon holy pile;
ihat grand, old, time-worn turret

spare ;

"

Meek Reverence, kneeling in the aisle.
Cried out, !*• Forbear !

'

Gray-bearded Use, who, deaf and blind,
Oroped for his old accustomed stone

Leaned on his staff, and wept to find
His seat o'erthrown.

Voung Romance raised his dreamv eyes,
Oerhung with paly locks of gold.

-

Why smite," he asked in sad s^irprise, I

The fair, the old ?
"

|

Yet louder rang the Strong One's stroke,

cu j'."^^'^'" ^'''''^^ ^'^ axe's gleam
;ijhuddering and sick of heart I woke

As from a dream.
'

^ 'SPj'®!^ ^^'^e the dust-cloud rolled,-
The Waster seemed the Builder too ;Up springing from the ruined Old

I saw the New,

'Twas but the ruin of the bad,—

wJ » ."^^^r"^
°'" '^^ w'"°"g and ill

;

NVhate er of good the old time had
Was living still.

Calm grew the brows of him I feared
;Ihe frown which awed me passed

away,
And left behind a smile which cheered

Like breaking day.

The grain grew green on battle-plains,u er swarded war-mounds gra?"d the
cow

:

The slave stood forging from his chains
1 he spade and plough.

\Nhere frowned the fort, pavilions gay
And cottage windows, flower-en-

twined.
Looked out upon the peaceful bay

And hills behind.

Through vine-wreathed cups with wine
once red,

The lights on brimming crystal fell,

j

I>rawn, sparkling, from the rivulet head
And mossy well.

Through prison walls, like Heaven-sent
hope,

' Fresh breezes blew, and sunbeams
strayed.

And with the idle gallows-rope
The young child played.

Where the doomed victim in his cell

!

,.,"ad counted o'er the weary hours,
I
triad school-girls, answering to the bell

I

Came crowned with flowers.

(irown wiser for tJie lesson given,
I fear no longer, for I know

That, where the share is deepest driven
The best fruits grow.

The outworn rite, the old abuse.
The pious fraud transparent grown.

The good held captive in the use
Of wrong alone,

—

These wait their doom, from that great
law

Which makes the past time serve to-
day;

And fresher life the world shall draw
From their decay.

O, backward-looking son of time '

The new is old, the old is n?w,
1 he cycle of a change sublime

Still sweeping through.

So wisely taught the Indian seer •

Destroying Seva, forming Brahm,
Who wake by turns Earth's love and

fear,

Are one, the same.

Idly as thou, in that old day
1 hou mournest, did thy sire repine

;

Still



DEMOCKALV
So, in his time, thy child grown gray

Shall sigh for thine.

IJut life shall on and upward go ;Ih eternal step of Progress heatsio that great anthem, calm and slow,
Which (Jod repeats.

Take heart! -the Waster i.mlds
again,—

A charmed life old Goodness hath •

\\i^ tares may perish,—but the grain
is not for dentn.

(;.)d works in all things; all ohcv
His hrst propulsion from the n'ight •

Uakethou and watch '—the woVld is

gray
With morning light !

201
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DEM(JCKACV.

.hontl'i!^'?^"
whatsoever ye would that men

Maltl,.^?
^°"' ''" >'^ ^^^" *° '° them. •-

i<iattne7u vii. 12.

Hearer of Freedom's holy light
Breaker of Slavery's chain and rod,

Ihe foe of all which pains the sight,
Or wounds the generous ear of (}od !

Beautiful yet thy temples rise,
Though there profaning gifts

thrown
;

And fires unkindled of the skier.
Are glaring round thy altar-stcne.

Still sacred,— though thy name be
breathed

By those whose hearts thy truth de-
ride

;

And garlands, plucked from thee, are
wreathed

Around the haughty brows of Pride.

O, ideal of my boyhood's time !

The faith in which my father stood.
Even when the sons of Lust and Crime
Had stained thy peaceful courts with

blood !

Still to those courts mv footsteps turn
i'or through the mists which darken

there,

I see the flame of Freedom burn,—
The Kebia of the patriot's prayer !

The generous feeling, pure and warm,
Which owns the rights of <;// divine —

1 he pitying heart,- -the helping arm'—
1 lie prompt self-sacrifice, -are thiiie.

Beneath thy broad, impartial eye,How fade the lines of caste and birth'How e(|ual in iheir sutVering lie
the groaning multitudes of earth !

'^'wu° ^ *''"^-"'^^'" brother true.
Whatever clime hath nurtured him :As stooped to heal the wounded Jew
1 lie worshipper of fierizini.

By miseiy unrepellcd, unawed
By pomp or power, thou seestaM/VN

In prince or pcasant,-slave or lord,-l
i ale priest, or swarthy artisan.

Through all disguise, form, place, or
name,

Beneath the flaunting robes of sin,
I hrough poverty and squalid shame,

I hou lookest on the man within.

On man, as man. retaining yet,
Howe'er debased, and soiled, and dim.

Ihe crown upon his forehead set,—
The immortal gift of God to hi'm.

Atid there is reverence in thy look •

P or that frail form which mortals wear
Ihe Spirit of the Holiest took.
And veiled his perfect brightness

there.

Not from the shallow babbling fount
Of vain philosophy thou art";

He who of old on Syria's mount
rhrilled, warmed, by turns, the lis-

tener's heart.

In holy words which cannot die,
In thought,-, which angels leaned to

know.
Proclaimed thy message from on high,—
Thy mission to a world of woe.

That voice's echo hath not died !

From the blue lake of Galilee,
And Tabor'

. lonely mountain-side,
It calls a struggling world to thee.

Thy name an.l watch word o'er this land
I hear in every breeze that stirs,

:!

mi

\\
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TO pms IX.

\i

Aiid round a tliousaud altars stand
lliy baudud party worsJiippers.

Not to thei,e altars of a day
At^aity's call, my giu I'bring;

But on thy oldcu shrine I layA freeman's dearest oirering :

The voiceless utterance of his will,—
His pledge to Freedom and to TruthThat manhood's heart remembers stdl
I he homage of his generous youth.

Election Day, 1843.

TO RONGE.*
STRlii- home, stronghearted man.'

J-'own to the roo'
Of old oppression sink t'he Saxon steelrhy work IS to hew down. In God's

name then

Phnf'T 'T '"^^ '^'^- Let other men
I'iant, as they may, that better tree

whose fruit

The wounded bosom of the Church
snail heal.

Be thou the image-breaker. Let thy
blows ^

Fall heavy as the Suabian's iron hand.On crown or crosier, which shall intei'-
pose

Between thee and the weal of Father-
land.

Leave creeds to closet idlers. First of
all,

Shake thou all German dream-land with
the fall

Of that accursed tree, whose evil trunk
Wassparedofold by Erfurt's stalwart

monk.
Fight not with ghosts and shadows.

Let us hear

^"redt?-""'^- '^^'^-^'^^

Catch the.^ge prisoner's welcome, as

follows thy axe-stroke. through his
cell- of night.

^^^'feed'"
^""'^ ^""'^^^

'
"°' ''^•"'^ '"

Earth's starving millions with the husks
or creed.

TcrlT-^^cIhlr''^' •=* '"?''"" German Re-

'"'"'Mi'irsr''^''^ "'""'"«• ^""

I hrust not his Eden promise from our
sphere,

Distant and dim beyond the blue sky's
span

;

^
Like him of Patmos, see it, now and

lure,

—

The New Jerusalem comes down ,0 man •

Be warned by Luther's error. Nor like
nmi,

When the roused Teuton dashes from
nis Imib

His hands for whom thou claiiu'st the
Irecdom of the mind !

TO PIUS LX.5.1
Thk cannon's brazen lips are cold

;No red shell blazes down the airAnd street and tower, and temple old.Are silent as despair.

The Lombard stands no more at bay, -Kome s fresh young life has bled iii
vain

J

The ravens scattered by the day
Come back with night again.

Now, while the fratricides of France
Are treading on the neck of Rome.

Hider at Gaeta, -seize thy chance JCoward and cruel, come !

Creep now from Naples' bloody skirt

;

wuJ ^"'""^er's part was acted well,
While Rome, with steel and fire begirt

Before thy crusade fell

!

'

Her death-groan; answered (o ihv
prayer

;

^
'

Thy chant the drum and bugle-call

;

Thy lights the burning villa's |lare :

1 hy beads, the shell and ball

!

Let Austria clear thy way, with hands
toul fiom Ancona's cruel sack,And Naples, with his dastard bands
Uf murderers, lead thee back !

Rome's lips are dumb; the orphans
wail,

"^

^^^hea[^"^
shriek, thou mayst not
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Above the faithless Frenchman's hail.

1 he unsexed shaveling's cheer !

Go bind on Rome her east-ofl weight,The double eurse of erouk and cnnvIhoughwoman-s scorn and manhood";

From wall and roof flash down !

^Not'?!be;'rfl''f"'^'"''""^hewan,
\VK \

'^""'' '-'''" ^^•a''h away.Where, m thy stately (juinnal. ^'
1 hy mangknl victims lay !

Let the world murmur; let its cryOf horror and disgust be heard •-
Truth stands alone Tthy cowan i^Is backed by lance and sword:

20J

The cannon of St. Angelo,
And chanting priest and clanging bellAnd beat ofdnnn and bugle blow? '

^hall greet thy coming well !

^Ht W.I
'"'"'""

'"'^
l°"S"'^^ «f slaves

Rome f "' ^"'^ '^'''' '-fo"- '>^'r P"t,

gra^v^s?'"'' ' ^'' "'^"-'"•^^^

Shall curse' thee from her heart

!

N^o wreaths of sad Campagna's flowers
Shal ch Idhood in thy^SthwayZgNo garlands from their ravaged bowcTs
Shall rerni s maidens bring

;

But hateful as that tyrant old,
ine mocking witness of his crimeIn thee shallloathing eyes behol™'
i he Nero of our time !

^'^"'^

shed'^
^°""''' ^^"""'^ "^"^ ^^"^^

Mock H;aven with impious thanks,
and call

'

Its curses on the patriot dead,
Its blessings on the Gaul

!

Or sit upon thy throne of lies

Who^T'
'" •^" ''^°'' blood-besmeared,Whom even its worshippers despise.-

Unhonoured, unrevered!
'

Yet Scandal of the World ! from theeOne needful truth mankind shall
learn,

—

That kings and priests to Liberty
And God are false in turn.

Earth wearies of them • and the lont:
MeekjuHcnngs of ih. Heavens d.„h

» ake, struggle, and prevail !

Not vainly Roman hearts have bled
o feed the Crozier and the Crown.

If, mused thereby, the world shall trea.l
tiie twui-born vampires down !

THE PEACE CONVENTION AT

Still in thy streets, O Paris ! doth the
stain

Of blood defy the cleansing autumn rain;
Still breaks the smoke Messina's ruins

through,
And Naples mourns that new Bartho-

lomew.
When squalid beggary, for a dole of

bread.
At a crowned murderer's beck of li-

cense, fed
The yawning trenches with her noble

dead
;

Still, doomed Vienna, through thy
stately halls

'^ ^

The shell goes crashing and the red
shot falls.

And, leagued to crush thee, on the
Danube s side,

The bearded Croat and Bosniak spear-
man ride

;

Still in that vale where Himalaya s snow
Melts round the cornfields and the

vitres below.
The Sikh's hot cannon, answering ball

for ball,
*"

Elr.mes in the breach of Moultan's
shattered wall

;

On Chenab's side the vulture seeks the
slain,

Ami > utiej paints with blood its banks
again.

"What folly, then," the faithless critic
cries.

With sneering lip, and wise, world-
knowing eyes,

" While fort to fort, and post to post
repeat

'

The ceaseless challenge of the war-
drum's beat.

;, r
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And round fho Rrc-t-n t,utl., t., the
church-ljcll's cliiiiic,

Ihe n,(.rnm« diu.n.n.ll ,.| li.o camn
Koeps lime, '

His cap shall .loff, and Beautys ke.'.
( liief wave :

Still slall the bard to Valour tune his
soni:.lodreamofpeaccamid.stnworldinarms

Still h"""' •
.Dfswords to ploughshares changed iV

^'^Tu-worsnip kneel before the

Of nations drunk.,, ..vj,l, ,i,e wine of )V?hK,hiV'''V^*'i'-e°^''"'^<' divine
blood. "'

I

: !
'-'^ '"^ >li"(l bottle of suggestive wine

Staggering to take il,,. Pledge of Uroth-
'""'''' ""'' ^"'«"'«1 auditors, shall

erhood,
Liko tipplers answering lather .Math

e\v s call.

The sullen Spaniaid. an,! i|„. ..nd-can
tjaul, '

The bull-dog Briton, yielding In., with
life,

The Yankee swaggering with his bouje-
Knife,

The Russ, from banquets with the vul-
ture shared,

The blood still dripping fro,n his a,rd,er
beaid.

Their trade accordant with the Law ofLove
;

A.ul Church for State, and State for
Church, shall \v^\n.

And both agree, that' Might alone is
Kighi I

l>cspitej^>^C sneers like these, O faithful

Who <lare to hold God's word and
witness true.

Whose clear-eyed faith transcends our
evil tniie,

And o'er the present wilderness of crime,Sees the ca m futnrn ...:.u ;. . ^»
Quitting theiV mad Berserker da,>ee U^ s^^^'lZ'c^X^.'^^^^^^^hear

,

'^'-^^ 'he calm future, with its robes of
1 he dull, meek d.oning of a drab-coat Its flc^reT' , ,

.
^eer; ^N ^t'' "cece-flecked mountains and soft

Leaving the sport of Presi.lents md ^ri, , '^'l'"'
between,-

„., K'ngs, '^"^' '''"" l<eep the path which duty bids ye"here men fnr ri;^„ .,„.,u.;.i , .. tread. •'
' ^

Kings,
Where men for dice each titled gambler

tread.

Though worldly wisdom shake the
cautious head

;

T,
'""gs. «- •—"^y "isuom snake theTo meet alternate on the Seine anrl V . f/""/'""''

head

;

Thames, *^"'^

j

^^ truth from Heaven descends upon
f'or tea and gossip, like old country '

VVithou°t"'thP
"''.•

cdames ! >
,

Without the greeting of the sceptic's^o! let the cravens plead the weak n •
^'"^7'

Let r u1'^'' 'r^ '

Denied and mocked at, till its blessings
Let Cobdenciplier, and let Vincent rant r '

Let Sturge preach peace to Socr ic 7hen"o" 't" '^^i'
"""'^'"^'— "•

thron.Ts. ihen oer Larth's war-field, till th^-
throngs,

And Burritt, stammering through his
hundred tongues.

^

Kepeat, in all, his ghustly lessons o'eriimed to the nnncl. ^/.^ ,.°^^'

strife shall cease,'
Like Morven's harpers, sing your songof peace

;

»

tZt^ ff^y^^ng the Thr^acian's lyre,iVIldSt howl of fipnrl-: o„,I r •' "^!

Spike guns with pointed Scripture-texts
p^"'"";;^.^"bdued the maddene.l heart

ana hojie
j

"' "^'i-

JZfTu'u""'" *'"' " "-i"'!)- trope
I

' ,°"'° '^'''"' """ ^"'y song '

X?,tlMfer''i''=''°"'''°'^'" Which' HT:fH„ ,„,,„ „r „ . ,-"'t. ineir tiain the shouting millions
I s„r,a° ^ ^ '^^ Advent

draw

;

' ti •
"*

Stdl dusty Labour to the passing Brave
I

^^.^dj^-^nthem for the Saviour's
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Glory to God, ami neacc iiiilo the earth ! Ami ^till maintnins with ,„ii 1 1

'"^^t^^df--' -"" 'h-, An.,c..:rersrtf,j7;::;r;';i7c^::;:

''

"'^'S^r'- "" ^''^ ^^"-
I J(- h-'^ '•- septic, puny hat...

Lift in Christ', name his Cross against I

'

"and'';''
' '" "" ^-''^^'-'^^-spire

Not vain'ih'eVTsiun which the prophets
' ^KW^T '^''" ''"'"''-'' '"e"l's rule,

'
'"•""•s ^^'"'^' "t-':"- iK'r church-spire stands thesaw,

schoolSkirting with green tlic ticiy waste of

'"'""^ituair''-^'^""'
'''"'""'«

i

'^"^^ I'RISOXKRS ,.,- NAPLES.
On the sky's rim, the founlain-shading

,

I "AVic been tliinking of the victims

c -11 ,P''^
'" ' liound

Still lives for Earth, which tiends so I

I" Naples, dviiit; for the lack of airlong have trod,
!
And sunshine, "in the.r clos., damp

1
he great hope resting on the truth of, cells of pain,

'

1- •. L
.."'''

"~

I

^Vhere hope is not, and iiinucence mLvi shall cease and Violence pass away. 1 van,
mcctnce m

Andthetired world bieathcfreethrough
I

Appeals against the torture and the
a long babbath day. chain !

Wth mo., 1S4S.

OUR STATE.
The South-land boasts its teeming cane
The prairied West its heavy grain,
And sunset's radiant gates unfold
On rising marts and sands ol gold I

Rough, bleak, and hard, our little State
Is scant of soil, of limits strait

;

Her yellow sands are sands alone,
Her only mines are ice and stone !

From Autumn frost to April rain.

Unfortunates
! whose crime it was to

•shaie

Our common love of freedom, and to
dare,

III Its behalf. Rome's bailot triijle-
crownetl.

And her base pander, the most hateful
thing

Who upon Christian or on Pagan
ground

Makes vile the old heroic name of kingO God most merciful ! Father just and
kind !

Whom man hath bound let thy right
hand unbind.

Too long her winter woods complain [' '^ ''^V purposes of good behind
From budding flower to falling leaf,

'

1

-^ "'^"' '"^ "^ hidden, let the suff
Her summer time is all tor. hi i<:>f find

l-rom budding flower to falling leaf.
Her summer time is all too brief,

Yet, on her rocks, and on her sands,
And wintry hills, the school-house

stands.

And what her rugged soil denies,
The harvest of the mind supplies.

The riches of the Commonwealth
Are free, strong minds, and hearts of

health ;

And more to her than gold or grain,
Ihe cunning hand and cultured brain.

For well she keeps her ancient stock,

(Tcrers

Strong consolations ; leave them not to
doubt

Thy providential care, nor vet without
The hope which a.' chy attributes in-

spire.

That not in vain the martyr's robe of
fire

Is worn, nor the sad prisoner's fretting
chain

;

Since all who suffer for thy truth send
forth.

Electrical, with every throb of pain.
Unquenchable sparks, thy own Iwp-

tismal rainThe stubborn strength of Pilgrim Rock
; \ Of fire andtpLTover all the earth.

i!

I

h '
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Maldng the dead in slavery live a^^ain
i^-'t this great hope be with them as

tiiey he '

Shut from the light, the greenness, and
the sky,

—

From the cool waters and the pleasant
breeze,

The smell of flowers, and shade ofsummer trees
;

Bound with the felon lepers, whom
oisease

And sins abhor,-ed make loathsome;
let them share

Pellico's faith, Foresti's strength to bear
V^ears of unutterable torment,''stern and

As the chained Titan victor through his
will !

*=

^"""^"sU^^™
with thy future

; let them

The d-y-dawn of Italian liberty •

'with tI"
'•* S°°^ ^^'"sVis hid

with 1 hee,
And, perfect in thy thought, awaits its

time to be !

THE PEACE OF EUROPE.

i For me the Ocean lifts its sole^i^^^^,

i

'"''j-J.'^^^^/'^'^-wo^^ls whisper; and

Von river, winding through its vales of
calm.

By greenest banks, with asters purple-
starred, ' ^

And gentian bloom and golden-rod
made gay.

Flows down in silent gladness to the seaLike a pure spirit to its great reward !

I, who have spoken for freedom at the
cost

Of some w-eak friendships, or some
paltry prize

Of name or place, and more than Inave lost

Have gained in wider reach of sym-
pathies, ^

"^"'^

'an'd
:^™'°" ^vi''^ the good

May God forbid that I should ever
boast

Such easy self-denial, or repine
Ihat the strong pulse of health no more

IS mine
;

That, overworn at noonday, I must

'^^

""Sdl'i"^'
*'^^ g'^^'^'nS of the

"^ ^''•^;J^°;^[°oker through the day's

For blest beyond deserving st.ll, andknowing
That kindly Providence Us care ,sshowing
In the withdrawal as in the bestowintr
Scarcely I dare for mor^ or Je" o >

^'

Beautiful yet for me thi; aulumnX^-
M<;ltsonitssunseihills;and.

faraw^ay.

Nor lack I friends, long-tried and nearand dear,
^Vhose love is round me like this at-

mosphere,
Warm, soft and golden. For such

gilts to me

Shee^^
"-ender, O my God, to

Let me not dwell upon my lighter share

^"bear"^
'" ''''' ^""^'" "^^ ^^^'

Save mejron. selfish pining; let my
Drawn from' itself in sympathy, forgetThe bitter ongings of a vain regretfThe anguish of ,ts own peculiar smartRemembering others, as I have t^day
1^1 heir great sorrows, let me liveaS^ot for myself alone, but have a partSuch as a frail and erring spirit m^ay

Inde'e'S'rf
°' Thi,'and"'wTich

indeed Thou art

!

THE PEACE OF EUROPE.

1852.

P
Great peace in Europe ! Order reiensFrom liber's hills to D^a^ube'spIaSf'''So say her kings and priests ; so^ay

i he lying prophets of our day.

Go lay to earth a listening ear;
1 he tramp of measured marches hear,-The rolling of the cannon's wheel,
1 e shotted musket's murderous peal,
1 lie night alarm, the sentry's call,

F,t.^,?p'h'"''''Py'"''"t^"dh;il:
rL ", ^°'" '^^ ^"^i tropic fen
he dying-groans of exiled mpp t

I he bulted cell, the galley's chains,
1 he scafifold smoking with its stains '

Order, -the hush of brooding slaves •
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''""'g7ai"es^ '^""^—vaults and

O Fisher! of the world-wide netWith meshes m all waters set

R^, I' •
^"cked m royal euise

BoyKa.serwiththylipofIie!
'

VV.th n whose web the Ireedom dies

Speak,Jnnce and Kaiser, Priest and

Ifthis be Peace, pray what is War?

^^A^Z^jT jroj^ THE 7WES.
m
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is ru>ted by her tears' soft rain
»"lose up her gates.

I

^""^ ^^nion, like a glacier stirred
I

ly voice below,
^

Or bell of kine, or wing of bird
I

A beggar s crust, a kindly wdid
i\lay overthrow

!

I'oor, whispering tremblers !-yet weboast ^ ^^
Our blood and name

;

Fach i;
"' ^^'nt"'-y-bolted frost,

Sa't
"''" °" *^^ Norihman's

Cries out for shame !

White Angel of the Lord! unmeetTha sod accursed for thy pur'" ee,Weve, m Savery's desert flows

No tmn" ?h '''f'l
^'^^^"^^d ^^Po- ;

Sf!;f:^hS;iaife--.

Gr.y. ^c^rred and ha.y-roU must

A^'a-«-£f^t'WSlr
Repent! God's kingdom dtweth near

STANZAS FOR THE TIMES.
»85o.

-ire made a prey •

Bar up the hospitable door
Put out the fire-lights, point no moreThe wanderer's way.

Which bmds our State*

O for the open firaiament,

\
he j)rairie free.

The desert hillside, cavern-rentThe Pawnee's lodge, the Arab' '.entthe Bushman's tree!

' ''''"

o's^oft';?"''''"
^"°'" --^ --.

n w V ^°" "'van, '

'SSitSVS'^^^'^^^^^^^^^
W.thsuS'ri'gmL':^""^^^^''--

I hear a voice:" Thus saith the Law
I

Let Love be dumb
;Claspmg her liberal hands in awe

'

Let s.veet..,,ppe, Charity withS";
^lom hearth and home."

I hear another voice .-"The poorAre thme to feed
;

1 urn not the outcast from thy door

vet not untrue to man's decreeThrough spurning its rewards, is he" ho bears Its pains.

''*'°'AiT;?''''*°"'-^^"™P^t-blastAnd threatening word :
I read the lesson of the Past.
I tot nrm endurance wins at lastMore than the sword.

I

^
'' SoV'Jf

''
^"'Z^'

^"^ Patience, thou
! PP calm ancl strong :



II ,

20S yy/A DREAM OF PIO NONO.

* ii f

ii 1 g

'A
i

Lend strength to weakness, teach us
how

The sleepless eyes of God look through
This night of wrong !

THE DREAM OF PIO XONO.
It chanced, that while the pious

troops of France
Fought in the crusade Pio Nono

preached,
What time the holy Bourbons stayed

his hands
(The Hur and Aaron meet for such a

Moses),
Stretched forth from Naples towards

reliellious Rome
To bless the ministry of Oudinot,
And sanctify his iron homilies
And sharp persuasions of the bayonet.
That the great pontift' fell asleep, and

dreamed.

He stood by Lake Tiberias, in the sun
Of the bright Orient ; and beheld the

lame.
The sick, and blind, kneel at the Mas-

ter's feet,

And rise up whole. And, sweetly over
all,

Dropping the ladder of their hymn of
praise

From heaven to earth, in silver rounds
of song.

He heard the blessed angels sing of
peace.

Good-will to man, and glory to the Lord.

And solemn fanes and monumental
pomp

Above the waste Campagna. On the
hills

The blaze of burning villas rose and fell.
And momently the mortar's iron throat
Roared from the trenches ; and, within

the walls.

Shout, drum beat, and the clancinc
larum-bell, ^ **

And tramp of hosts, sent up a mingled
sound.

Half wail and half defiance. As they
passed

The gate of San Pancrazio, human blood
1- lowed ankle-high about them, and

dead men
Choked the long street with gashed and

gory piles,

—

A ghastly barricade of mangled flesh,
From which, at times, quivered a living

hand.
And white lips moved and moaned. A

father tore
His gray hairs, by the body of his son,
In frenzy

; and his fair young daughter
wept

On his old bosom. Suddenly a flash
Clove the thick sulphurous air, and mai,

and maid
Sank, crushed and mangled by the

shattering shell.

andThen one, with feet unshod
leathern face

Hardened and darkened by fierce sum-
mer suns

And hot winds of the desert, closer drew
His fisher's haick, and girded up his

loins,

And spake, as one who had authority •

" Come thou with me."

Lakeside and eastern sky
And the sweet song of angels passed

away.
And, with a dream's alacrity of change,
The priest, and the swart fisher by his

side,

Beheld the Eternal City lift its domes

Then spake the Galilean; "Thou
hast seen

The blessed Master and his works of
love :

Look now on thine ! Hear'st thou the
angels sing

Above this open hell ? ^ Thou God's
high-priest

!

Thou the Vicegerent of the Prince of
Peace !

Thou the successor of his chosen ones !

I, Peter, fisherman of Galilee,
In the dear Master's name, and for the

love

Of his true Church, proclaim thee An-
tichrist,

Alien and separate from his holy faith.
Wide as the difference between dearh

and life,

The hate of man and the great love of
God!

Hence, and repent !

"
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Thereat the pontiff woke,
Trembling, and muttering o'er his fear-

ful dream.
"What means he!" cried the Bour-

bon. " Nothing; more
Than that your majesty hath all too

well

Catered for your poor guests, anrl tliat,

in sooth,

The Holy Father's supper troubleth
him,"

Said Cardinal Antonelli, with a smile.

riALY

Across the sea I heard the groans
Of nations in the intervals

Of wind and wave. Their blood anci
bones

Cried out in torture, crushed by thron'.'s,

And sucked by priestly cannibals.

I dreamed of freedom slowly gained
By martyr meekness, patience, faith,

And lo ! an athlete grimly stained,
With corded muscles battle-strained,
Shouting it from the fields of death !

I turn me, awe-struck, from the sit,'ht.

Among the clamouring thousands
mute,

I only know that God is right.
And that the children of the light

Shall tread the darkness under (oot.

I know the pent fire heaves its crust,
That sultry skies the bolt will form

To smite them clear ; that Naturi'
must

The balance of her powers adjust,
Though with the earthquake and tht-

storm.

God reigns, and let the earth rejoice !

I bow before His sterner plan.
Dumb are the organs of my choice

;

He speaks in battle's stormy voice.
His praise is in the wrath of man !

Yet, surely as He lives, the day
Of peace He promised shall be ours,

To fold the fkgs of war, and lay

Its sword and spear to rust away.
And sow its ghastly fields with flow-

ers ;

LINES,

SUGGESTED nV READING A STATE PAPBR,
WHEREIN THE HIGHER LAW IS INVOKED TO
SI'STAIN' THE LOWER ONH.

A nous magistrate ! .sound his praise
throughout

The wondering churches. Who shall

henceforth doubt
That tJie lont,' wished millennium

draweth nigh ?

Sin in high places has become devout.
Tithes mint, goes painful-faced, and

prays its lie

Straight up to Heaven, and calls it

piety I

The pirate, watching from his bloody
deck

The weltering galleon, heavy with
the gold

Of .Acapulco, holding death in check
While prayers are said, brows crossed

and beads are told,

—

The robber, kneeling where the way-
side cross

On dark Abruzzo tells of life's dread loss

From his own carbine, glancing still

abroad
For some new victim, offering thanks

to God !—
Rome, listening at her altars to the cry

Of midnight Murder, while her hounds
of hell

Scour France, from baptized cannon
and holy bell

And thousand-throated priesthood,

loud and high.

Pealing Te Deums to the shuddering
sky,

" Thanks to the Lord, who giveth
victory !"

What prove these, but that crime was
ne'er so black

As ghostly cheer and pious thanks to

lack?
Satan is modest. At Heaven's door he

His evil offsjiring, and, in Scriptural

phrase
And saintly posture, gives lo (lod the

praise

And honour of the monstrous progeny.
What marvel, then, in our own time to

see

Jil
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His old devices, smoothly acted o'er,

—

Official piety, 'locking fast the door
Of Hope against three million souls of

men,

—

Brothers, God's children, Christ's re-
deemed,—and then,

With uprolled eyeballs and on bended
knee.

Whining a prayer <"or help to hide the
key

!

THE RENDITION.
I HEARD the train's shrill whistle call,

I saw an earnest look beseech.
And rather by that look than speech

My neighbour told me all.

And, as I thought of Liberty
Marched hand-cuffed down that

sworded street.

The solid earth beneath my feet
Reeled fluid as the sea.

stifling

I felt a sense of bitter loss,

—

Shame, tearless grief, and
wrath.

And loathing fear, as if my pathA serpent stretched across.

All love of home, all pride of place.
All generous confidence and trust.
Sank smothering in that deep disgust

And anguish of disgrace.

Down on my native hills of June,
And home's green quiet, hiding all.
Fell sudden darkness like the fall

Of midnight upon noon !

And Law, an unloosed maniac, strong.
Blood-drunken, through the black-

ness trod.

Hoarse-shouting in the ear of God
The blasphemy of wrong.

" O Mother, from thy memories proud,
Thyoldrenown, dear Commonwealth,
Lend this dead air a breeze of health,

And smite with stars this cloud.

"Mother of Freedom, wise and brave,
Rise awful in thy strength," I said

;

Ah me ! I spake but to the dead

;

I siood upon her grave !

iilh mo., 1854.

TO PENNSYLVANIA.
O State prayer-founded ! never hung
Such choice upon a people's tongue.
Such power to bless or ban,

As that which makes thy whisper Fate,
For which on tliee the centuries wait
And destinies of man !

Across thy Alleghanian chain,
With groanings from a land in rain,
The west-wind finds its way :

Wild-wading from Missouri's flood
The crying of thy children's blood

Is in thy ears to-day !

And unto thee in Freedom's hour
Of sorest need God gives the power
To ruin or to save

;

To wound or heal, to blight or bless
With fertile field or wilderness,
A free home or a grave ;

Then let thy virtue match the crime.
Rise to a level with the time

;

And, if a son of thine
Betray or tempt thee, Brutus-like
For Fatherland and Freedom strike
As Justice gives the sign.

Wake, sleeper, from thy dream of ease,
The great occasion's forelock seize

;

And, let the north-wind strong,
And golden leaves of autumn, be
Thy coronal of Victory
And thy triumphal song.

loth mo., 1 8 156.

WHAT OF TI^ DAY?

-oubles all the air,

launders of a sultry

A SOUND of tumu'*^

Like the low
sky

Far-rolling ere the downright lightnings,
glare

;

The hills blaze red with warnings

;

foes draw nigh.
Treading the dark with challenge and

reply.

Behold the burden of the prophet's
vision,

—

The gathering hosts,—the Valley cf
Decision,

Dusk with the wings of eagles wheel-
ing o'er.



It breaks in thunder and the whirl-
wind's roar!

Even so, Father! Let thy will bedone,—
Turn and o'erturn, end what thou hast

oegun
[n judgment or in mercy : as for meIfbut the least and frailU let me b;Evermore numbered with the truly freeWho fin,, j,,y ^^^.^^^^ ^^^^^^ libeny .

Tari.fe'^''"''
'^^'' '''"' "'^ "^"'-

Has reached the hour (albeit throu-h
care and pain)W hen Good and Evil, as for final strife,Close dmi and vast on Armageddon'
plam

;

'^

And Michael and his angels once again

nI3u
"" ^"''^ '^'' Spirits of^ihe

O for the faith to read the signs aright

J'ee T.uth s white banner floating on
before

;

^

And the Good Cause, despite of venal
iriends,

And base expedients, move to noble
ends

;

See Peace with Freedom make to
1 ime amends,

And, through its cloud of dust, the
threshing-fioor,

ctm^
'^y »'^""^er, heaped with

cnaffless grain !

1857.

J^ £r£ OF ELECTIOA.
21 I

O'er fallen leaves
Tile west-wind grieves.

^ct comes a smi-time round again.And morn shall see
The State sown free

\Vith baleful tares or healthful grain.

Along the street

.-.p ^ The shadows meet
Of Destiny, whose hands conceal

llie moulds of fate
That shape the State,And make or mar the common weal.

Around I see
The iiowers that be ;

I stand by Empire's primal springs;
And princes meet
In cveiy street,

And hear the tread of uncrowned kings !

Hark
! through the crowd

/"e laugh runs loud,
Beneath the sad, rebuking moon.

C'od save the land
A careless hand

May shake or swerve ere morrow'snoon
!

No jest is this;
One cast amiss

May blast the hope of Freedom's year
vJ, take me where
Are hearts of prayer,

And foreheads bowed in reverent fear !

THE EVE OP ELECTION.
From gold to gray

arr J
P""" '">W sweet day

Jf Indian Summer fades too soon ;But tenderly
Above the sea

Hangs, white and calm, the hunter's
moon.

In its pale fire,

ci. 7".^^ village spire
Shows like the zodiac's spectral lance;

1 he painted walls
Whereon it falls

' ransfigured stand in marble trance :

Not lightly fall

Beyond recall
The wm ten .oils a breath can float

:

i lie crowning fact
The kingliest act

<JI i'leedom is the freeman's vote !

For pearls that gem
A diadem

The diver in the deep sea dies
;The regal right

We boast to-night
Is ours through costlier sacrifice

;

The blood of Vane,
His prison pain

^^ ho traced the path the Pilgrim trod,And hers whose faith
Drew strength from death,And prayed her Russell up to God •

II

I
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Our hearts grow cold,

We lightly hold
A right which brave men died to gain

;

The stake, the cord,

The axe, the sword,
Grim nurses at its biith of pain.

The shidow rend,
And o'er us bend,

O martyrs, with your crowns and
palm'^,

—

Breathe through these throngs
Your battle songs,

^'our scaffold prayers, and dungeon
psalms !

Look from the sky,

Like God's great eye,
Thou solemn moon, with searching

beam
;

Till in the sight

Of thy pure light
Our mean self-seekings meaner seem.

Shame from our hearts
Unworthy arts,

The fraud designed, the purpose dark
;

And smite away
The hands we lay

Profanely on the sacred ark.

To party claims
And private aims.

Reveal that august face of Truth,
Whereto are given
The age of heaven.

The beauty of immortal youth.

So shall our voice
Of sovereign choice

Swell the deep bass of duty done.
And strike the key
Of time to be.

When God and man shall speak as one

!

FROM PERUGIA.
''The thing which has the most dissevered

the people from tlie Pone,—the unforgivable
thint;,—the breaking point between him and
tnem, -h.is been the encouragement and pro-
motion he gave to the officer under whom were
executed the slaughters of Perugia. That
made the breaking point in many honest hearts
that had clung to him h^imv:."—Harriet
Heecher Stnue's " Lettersfrom Italy

Flaming out in their violet, yellow, and
red

;

And behind go the lackeys in crimson
and huff.

And the chamberlains gorgeous in vel
vet and ruff;

Next, in red-legged pomp, come the
cardhials forth,

Each a lord of the church and a prince
of the earth.

What's this squeak of the fife, and this
batter of drum }

Lo ! the Swiss of the Church from Pe-
rugia come,

—

The militant angels, whose sabres drive
home

To the hearts of the malcontents, cursed
and abhorred.

The good Father's missives, and " Thus
saith the Lord !

"

And lend to his logic the point of thp
sword !

O maids of Etruria, gazing forlorn
O'er dark Thrasymenus, dishevelled

and torn

!

O dithers, who pluck at your gray beards
for shame !

O mothers, struck dumb by a woe with-
out name

!

Well ye know how the Holy Church
hireling behaves,

And his tender compassion of prisons
and graves

!

There they stand, the hired stabbers,
the blood -stains yet fresh,

That splashed like ?ed wine from tlip

vintage of flesh,—
Grim instruments, careless as pincers

and rack

liow the joints tear apart, and the
strained sinews crack

;

But the hate that glares on them is

sharp as their swords,
And the sneer and' the scowl print the

air with fierce words !

The tall, sallow guardsmen their horse-
tails have spread,

Off with hats, down with knees, shout
your Vivas like mad !

Here's the Pope in his holiday right-
eousness clad.

From shorn crown to toe-nail, kiss-worn
to the quick.
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Of sainthood in purple the pattern and Mounts ^uard on the altar, and pilfers
P'cl';,

i
from thence,

Whothe/fPfoI the priest and the soldier And flatters St. Peter while stealing
unites.

And, praying like Aaron, like Joshua
fights !

liis pel )Le

Have mira-Who doubts Antonclli ?

clcs ceased

Is this Pio Nono the gracious, for
When robbers sny mass, and Barabbas

whom ,
is priest ?

We sang our liosannas and lighted all
W^^" the Church eats and drinks, at

Rf,me

;

"^

i
its mystical board.

With wliose advent we iheamed the '"^^ t"^"* ^t%\i and blood carved and
new era began

! ,
shed by its sword.

When the priest should be human, the
|

W^en its martyr, unsingcd, claps the

monk be a man ? crown on his head.

Ah, the wolfs with the sheep, and the -^"'' "toasts, as his proxy, his neighbour
fox with the fowl, instead !

When freedom we trust to the crozier
and cowl I

Stand aside, men of Rome ! Here's a
hangman-faced Swiss

—

lA blessing for him surely can't go
amiss)

—

vVould kneel down the sanctified slipper
to kiss.

Short shrift will suffice him,—he's blest
beyond doubt

;

But there's blood on his hands which
would scarcely wash out.

Though Peter himself held the baptis-
mal spout

!

Make way for the next ! Here's an-
other sweet son !

What's this mastiff-jawed rascal in
epaulets done ?

He did, whispers rumour, (its truth God
forbid !)

At Perugia what Herod at Bethlehem
did.

And the mothers?—Don't name them :—these humours of war
They who keep him in service must

pardon him for.

Hist
! here's the arch-knave in a car-
dinal's hat.

With the heart of a wolf, and the stealth
of a eat

(As if Judas and Herod together were
rolled).

Who keeps, all as one, the Pope's con-
science and gold,

There ! the bells jow and jangle the
same blessed way

That they did when they rang for

Bartholomew's day.
Hark ! the tallow-faced monsters, nor

women nor boys,
Vex the air with a shrill, sexless horror

of noise.

Te Deum laudatnus

!

—All round with-
out stint

The incense-pot swings with a taint of
blood in't

!

And now for the blessing I Of little

account.

You know, is the old one they heard on
the Mount.

Its giver was landless, his raiment was
poor.

No jewelled tiara his fishermen wore
;

No incense, no lackeys, no riches, no
home,

No Swiss guards !—We order things
better at Rome.

So bless us the strong hand, and curse
us the weak ;

Let Austria's vulture have food for her
beak

;

Let the wolf-whelp of Naples play
Bomba ag!i.in.

With his death cap of silence, and hal-

ter, and chain
;

Put reason, and justice, and truth under
ban ;

For the sin unforgiven is freedom for

man !

'
: U
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^^^^ ^f^^yrLE Oh ST. JOHN D2- MAJIlA.

THE MANTLE OF ST lOIIX
DE MATH A.

m;!! iii

A LEGEND OF " THE RED, WHITE, AIS D Ul I. F
"

A. O. 1154-1864.

A STRONG nnd mighty Angel,
Calm, terrible, and bri^jiit,

'

i he cross in jjlended red and blue
Uj)on his mantle white !

Two captives by him kneeling,
Each on his broken chain

bang praise to God who raiselh
ihe dead to life again.'

Dropping his cross-wrought mantle,
We*r this," the Angel said

;Take thou, O Freedom's priest, its
sign,

—

The while, the blue, and red."

1 hen rose up John «e Matha
In the strength the Lord Christ gave.And begged through all the land of

r ranee
The ransom of the slave.

The gates of tower and castle
Before hiin open flew.

The drawbridge at his coming fell.
1 he door-bolt backward drew.

For all men owned his -irrand,
-'^nd paid his righteous tax ;'

And the hearts of lord and peasant
Were m his hands as wax.

At last, outbound from Tunis,
His bark her anchor weighed

Freighted, with seven-score Christian
souls

Whose ransom he had paid.

But, torn by Paynim hatred,
Her sails m tatters hung;

A r,'^ ^'l^^iY^^^^'
^"tlderless,A shattered hulk she swung.

"God save us '"cried the captain,
i* or naught can man avail

;O, woe betide the ship that lacks
ner rudder and her sail

!

" Behind us are the Moormen :

At sea we sink or strand •

There s death upon the water,
Ihere s death upon the land '"

Then up spake John de Matha :

" God's errands never fail

!

lake thou the mantle which I wearAnd make of it a sail."
'

Thov raised the cross-wrought mantle,
1 he blue, the white the red •

And straight before the wind off-shor-
1 he ship of Freedom sped.

"God help us!" cried the seamen,
I'or vam is mortal skill ;

The good ship on a stormy sea
Is drifting at its will."

Then up si)ake John de Matha :My mariners, never fear :

Ihe Lord whose breath has filled her
sail

May well our vessel steer !"

So on through storm and darkness
1 hey drove for weary hours

;Ami lo
! the third gray morning shoneOn Ostia's friendly towers.

And on the walls the watchers
The ship of mercy knew,—

They knew far off its holy cross.
The red, the white, and blue.

And the bells in all the steeples
Rang out in glad accord.

To welcome home to Christian soil
1 iie ransomed of the Lord.

So runs the ancient legend
By bard and painfler told •

And lo
! the cycle rounds again.

1 he new is as the old !

With rudder foully broken.
And sails by traitors torn,

Our country on a midnight sea
Is waiting for the morn.

Before her, nameless terror

;

Behind, the pirate foe

;

The clouds are black above her
The sea is white below.

'

The hope of all who suffer
The dread of all who wrong,

She drifts in darkness and inttorm.How long, O Lord ! how long >
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But courage, O my mariners !

Ye shall not suiter wreck,
While up to God the freedman's prayers
Are rising from your deck.

Is not your sail the banner
Which God hath blessed anew,

The mantle that De Matha wore,
The red, the white, the blue ?

Its hues are all of heaven,

—

The red of sunset's dye,

The whiteness of the moon-lit cloud.

The blue of morning's sky.

Wait cheerily, then, O mariners,

For daylight and for land ;

The breath o( God is in your sail,

Your rudder is His hand.

Sail on, sail on, deep-freighted

With blessings and with hopes ;

The saints of old with shadowy hands
Are pulling at your ropes.

Behind ye holy martyrs

Uplift the palm and crown
;

Before ye unborn ages send
Their benedictions down.

Take heart from John de Matha !

—

God's errands never fail !

Sweep on through storm and darkness,
The thunder and the hail

!

Sail on ! The morning cometh.
The port ye yet shall win ;

And all the bells of God shall ring

The good ship bravely in !

CHICAGO.
Men said at vespers :

" All is well !

"

In one wild night the city fell

;

Fell shrines of prayer and marts of gain
Before the fiery hurricane.

On threescore spires had sunset shone,

Where ghastly sunrise looked on none.

Men clasped each other's hands, and
said :

" The City of the West is dead !

"

Brave hearts who fought, in slow retreat,

The fiends of fire from street to street.

Turned, powerless, to the blinding

glare,

The dumb defiance of despair.

A sudden impulse thrilled each wire

That signalled round that sea of fire

;

Swift w(jrds of cheer, warm heart-throbs

came

;

In tears of pity died the flame !

From E.u=t, from West, from South
and North,

Tlie messages of hoj.e shot fcnlh,

And, underneath the scvormg wave,
Tlie world, full-handed, reached to save.

Fair seemed the old ; but fairer still

The new, the dreary void shall fill

With dearer homes th:in those o'er

thrown,
For love shall lay each corner-stone.

Rise, stricken city !- from thee throw
The ashen sackcloth of thy woe

;

And build, as to Amphion's strain,

To songs of cheer thy walls again !

How shrivelled in thy hct distress

The primal sin of selfishness !

How instant rose, to take thy part,

The angel in the human heart

!

Ah ! not in vain the fiames that tossed
Above thy dreadful holocaust

;

The Christ again has preached througv,
thee

The Gospel of Humanity

!

Then lift once more thy towers on high,

And fret with spires the western sky,
To tell that God is yet with I's,

And love is still miraculous !

LEXINGTON.

1775-

No Berserk thirst of blood had they.

No battle-joy was theirs, who set

Against the alien bayonet
Their homespun breasts in that old day.

Their feet had trodden peaceful ways
;

They loved not strife, they dreaded
pain ;

They saw not, what to us is plain,

i hat God would make man's wrath his

praise.

No seers were they, but simple men

;

Its vast results the future iiid :

\ 1

I. a
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ii^'t

The meaning of the work they did
Was strange and dark and doubtful tjen.

ow'ift as their summons came they left

Tk
'

u'?^^
mi'i-fuirow standintj .still.

Ihe h-ilf-g-ound corn grist in the mill,
1 he spade m earth, the axe in cleft.

TJiey went where duty seemed to call
They scarcely asked the reason why •

A ,1^ "."'y '^"''^^ "'ej' could but lie,

'

And deatii was not the worst of all !

Of man for man the sacrifice,
All that was theirs to give, they gave. I

The flowers that blossomed from their
grave

Have sown themselves beneath all skies.

Their death-shot shook the feudal
tower,

And shattered slavery's chain as well

:

Un the sky's dome, as on a bell,
Its echo struck the world's great hour.

That fateful echo is not dumb :

w nations listc-ng to its sounrt
Wait, from a century's vantage

ground, '^

The holier triumphs yet to come,—

The negro's broken chains,
And beat them at the blacksmith's

forge

To ploughshares for our plains.

Alike henceforth our hills of snow,
And vales where cotton Aowlms •

All streams that flow, all winds' that

I

blow

j

Are Freedom's motive-powers,

Henceforth to Labour's chivalry
Be knightly honours paid

;

For nobler than the sword's shall be
1 be sickle's accolade.

Build up an alt.ir to the Lord,
O grateful hearts of ours !

And shape it of the greenest sward
That ever drank the showers.

Lay all the bloom of gardens there,

I

And there the orchard .'"ruits
;

Bring golden grain from sun and air,twm earth her goodly roots.

The bridal time of Law and Love,
The gladness of the world's release,
When war-sick, at the feet of Peace

ihe hdwk shall nestle with the dove !—

The golden age of brotherhood
Unknown to other rivalries
Than of the mild humanities,

And gracious interchange of good.

When closer strand shall lean to strand,
i m meet, beneath saluting fla<'s,

1 he eagle of our mountain-craLrs,
1 he hon of our motherland !

THE PEACE AUTUMN.
WRITTEN FOR THE ESSEX COUNTV AGR,-CULTURAL FESTIVAL, 1865.

Thank God forrest, where none molest,And none can make afraid.—
I-or Peace that sits as Plenty's mie<;t

Beneath the homestead shade !

"

B'ing pike and gun, the sword's red
scourge,

I There let our banners droop and flow,
,

I he stars uprise and fall

;

!

Our roll of martyrs, sad and slow,
Let sighing breezes call.

' ^\^"' "^"les let hands of horn and tan

,wu
" ,.''°"Sh-shod feet applaud,

Who died to make the slave a man
And link with toil reward.

I

Tliere let the common heart keep time
1 o such an anthen* sung

•^'Vjiever swelled on Poet s rhyme.
Or thrilled on singer's tongue.

Song of our burden and relief,
Of peace and long annoy

;

1 he passion of our mighty grief
And our exceeding jov !

^£?"g ofpi-aise to Him who filled
1 he harvests sown in tears,

And gave each field a double yield
lo feed our battle-years \

A song of faith tb.at trusts tlic end
lo match the good begun,

I^or doubts the power of Love to
blend

The hearts of men as one !



THE roOR VOTER OX E/.ECTIOX DA Y.

icksniith's

ii.s.

now,

iiuls that

rs,

all Ijc

ard

ere,

J air,

1 flow,

nd tan

an,

) time

e to

TO TIIK TFIIRTV-XINTir C0.\.
CHU-SS.

O TEOri E-CHOSEN ! are vc nnt
Likewise tlie cbosen of the Lord
To do his will and speak his ^vul•d ?

From the loud thunder-storm of war
Not man alone hath called ye forth
Hut he, theCorl of all the cnrtli !

'

The torch of vengeance in your hands
He quenches

; unto Ilim belongs
I lie solemn recompense of wrongs.

Jiiiough of blood the land has .,een.
And not by cell or gallows-.Mair
i5hall ye the way of God prepare.

Say to the pardon-seekers,—Keep
Vour manhood, bend no suppliant

knees.

Nor palter with unworthy pleas.

Above your voices sounds the wail
Of starving men ; we shut in vain
Our eyes to Pillow's ghastly stain.

What words can drown that bitter cry ?

What tears wash out that stain of
death ?

What oaths confirm your broken faith?
'

From you alone the guaranty
Of union, freedom, peace, we claim ;We urge no conqueror's terms of

shame.

Alas ! no victor's pride is ours
;We bend above our triumpiis won

Like David o'er his rebel son.

317

Defeat shall then be victory,
Vour loss the wealth of full amends,
And liatc be love, and foes be friends.

Tlien buried l)c the dreadful pa.-t.
Its common slain be nicurned, and let
All memories sofien to regret.

Then shall the Lnion's mother-heart
Her lost and wandeiing ones recall,
l-orgivmg and restoring all,—

And Freedom break her marble trance
Above the Capitolian dome,
Stietch hands, aiul bid ye welcome

luane ;

THL: poor VOTIiR
TION DAY

ON ELEC-

^<e men, not beggars. Cancel all
J y one brave, generous action

; trust
Your better instincts, and be just !

Make all men peers before the law,
Take hands from off the ne'^ro's

throat,
'^

Give black and white an equal vote.

Keep all your forfeit lives and lands.
But give the common law's redress
To labour's utter nakedness.

Revive the old heroic will

;

Be in the right as brave and strong
As yc have proved yourselves in

wronsr.

PliE proudest now is but my peer.
The highest not more high ;

To-day, of all the weary year,

^ ^
A king of men am I.

To-day, alike are great and small,

I

I he nameless and the known
;

I

My palace is the people's hall.
The ballot-box my throne !

Who serves to-day upon the list

Beside the served shall stand
;

Alike the brown and wrinkled fist,

The gloved and dainty hand !

The rich is level with the poor.
The weak is strong to-day

;

Ancl sleekest broadcloth counts no more
Than homespun frock of gray.

To-day let pomp and vain pretence
My stubborn right abide

;

I set a plain man's common sense
Against the pedant's pride.

To-day shall simple manhood try
The strength of gold and land

;The wide world has not wealth to buy
J he power in my right hand !

While there's a grief to seek redress.
Or balance to adjust.

Where weighs our living manhood less
Than Mammon's vilest dust,

Whde there's a right to need my vote,A wrong to sweep away.
Up ! clouted knee and ragged coat

!

A man's a man to-day !
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AFTER ELECTION.
The day's sharp strife is ended now,
Our work is <lone, God l<nowcth liow 1

As on the thronijud, unrcstful town
The patience of the moon looks clown,
I wait to hear, beside the wire,
The voices of its tongues of (ire.

Slow, doubtful, faint, they seem at first :

Be strong, my heart, to k'now the worst

!

llark !~there the Alle^'hanics spoke
;

That sound from lake and prairie broke,
That sunset-gun of triunipli rent
The silence of a continent

!

That signal from Nebraska sprung.
This, from Nevada's mountain tongue !

Is that thy answer, strong and free,
O loyal heart of Tennessee ?

What strange, glau voice is that which
calls '

From Wagner's grave and .Sumter's
walls ?

From Mississippi's fountain-head
A sound as of the bison's tread !

Thk-'re rustled freedom's Charter Oak !

In that wild burst the Ozarks spoke !

Cheer answers cheer from rise to set
Of sun. We have a country yet !

The praise, O God, be thine alone !

Thou givest not for bread a stone
;

|l,'hou hast not led us through the night
To blind us with returning light

;

Not through the furnace have we
jiassed.

To perish at its mouth at last.

O night of peace, thy flight restrain !

November's moon, be slow to wane ?

Shine on the freedm«n's cabin floor.
On brows of prayer a blessing pour

;

And give, with full assurance blest.
The weary heart of Freedom rest !

1868.

NAPLES.

i860.

INSCRIBED TO ROBERT C. WATBRSTON, OV
MOblUN.

I GIVE thee joy !— I know to thee
The dearest spot on earth must be

Where sleeps thy loved one by the
summer sea

;

Where, near her sweetest poet's
toml),

The land of Virgil gave thee room
To lay thy flower with her perpetual

bloom.

I know that vhen the sky shut
down

liehind thee on the gleaming town,
On Haitv's baths and I'osilippo's crown;

And, through thy tears, the mock
ing day

Uurned Ischia's mountain lines
away,

And Capri melted in its sunny bay,—

Through thy great farewell sorrow
shot

The sharp pang of a bitter thought
That slaves must tread around that

holy spot.

Thou knewest not the land was
blest

In giving thy beloved rest,

Holding the fond hope closer to hei
breast

That every sweet and saintly grave
Was freedom s prophecy, and gave

The pledge of Heaven to sanctify and
save.

That pledge ^ answered. To thy
ear

The unchained city sends its cheer,
And, tuned to joy, the muffled beils of

fear

Ring Victor in. The land sits

free

And happy by the summer sea.
And Bourbon Naples now is Italy !

.She smiles above her broken chain
The languid smile that follows pain,

Stretching her cramped limbs to the
sun again.

O, joy for all, who he^r her call

From gray Camaldon's convent-
wall
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And Elmo's towers to freedom's carni-
val I

A new life breathes among her vines
And olives, like thel)icath of pines

31own downward from the hrce/.y Ajjcn-
nines.

Rejoice as one who witnesseth
Heauty from ashes rise, and life from

death !

Thy sorrow shall no i.ior-i t>e

pain,

. „ , , ,
I

Its tears shall fall in sunlit rain,
l^can, U my friend, to meet that

|

>v riling tiiegrave with flowers: "Arisen
a.::am

':• I •
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SONGS O I^^ LABOUR.
DEDICATION.

I WOULD the gift I offer here
Might graces from thy favour take

And, seen tliroiijjh Friendship's at- '

mosphere,
|

On softened lines and colouring, wear !The unaccustomed light of beauty, for
thy sake.

Few leaves of Fancy's spring remain;
But what 1 have I give to thee,-

Ihe oer-sunned bloom of summer's
plam.

And paler flowers, the latter rain
<-alIs Irom the westering slope of life's

autumnal lea.

^\'i7u
*^^ ^''"^" gloves of green.

Where youth's enchanted forest
stood,

Dry root and mossed trunk betweenA sober after-growth is seen.
As spnngs the pine where falls the gay-

leafed maple wood !

Yet birds wdl smg. and breezes play
Their leaf-harps in the sombre tree;And through the bleak and wintrj^

It keeps its steady green alway.—
So, even my after-thoughts may have

a charm for thee.

Art's perfect forms no moral need.
And beauty is its own excuse ; 55

But for the dull and flowerless weed
borne healing virtue still must plead,And the rough ore must find its honours

in Us use.

I

So haply these, my simple lays

Tu '^''T'''y
^°''' "^^y ^^'"^e to show

Ihe orchard bloom and tasselled
maize

That skirt and gladden duty's ways,
1 he unsung beauty hid life's common

things below.

Haply from them the toiler, bent
Above his forge or plough, may

gain '

A manlier spiri^^ of content,
And feel that life is wisest spent

Where the strong working hand makes
strong the working brain.

The doom which to the guilty pair
Without the walls of Eden came,

Iransformmg sinless ease to care
And rugged toil, no more shall bear

The burden of old crime, or mark of
primal shame.

A blessing now,—a curse no more
;

Since He, whose name we breathe
with awe.

The coarse mechanic vesture wore,—A poor man toiling with the poor,m labour, as in prayer, .'ulfilling the
same law.

THE SHIP-BUILDERS.

Thf sky is ruddy in the east,
Ihe earth is gr.iy below,

And, spectral in the river-mist
The ship's white timbers show.

1 hen let the sounds of measured strokeAnd grating saw becin
;
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The broad axe to the gnarled oak,
The mallet to the pin !

Hark!—roars the bellows, blast on
blast,

The sooty smithy jars,

And fire-sparks, rising far and fast,

Are fading with the stars.

All day for us the smith shall stand
Beside that flashing forge

;

All day for us his heavy hand
The groaning anvil scourge.

From far-off hills, the panting team
^
For us is toiling near

;

Yox us the raftsmen down the stream
Their island barges steer.

Rings out for us the axe-man's stroke
In forests old and still,—

For us the century-circled oak
Falls crashing down his hill.

Up !—up !—in nobler toil than ours
i\o craftsman bear a part

:

We make of Nature's giant powers
The slaves ofhuman Art.

Lay rib to rib and beam to beam,
And drive the treenails free ;

Nor faithless joint nor yawning seam
Shall tempt the searching sea !

Where'er the keel of our good ship
The sea's rough field shall plougli,—

Where'er her tossing spars shall drip
With salt-spray caught below,

—

That ship must heed her master's beck,
Her helm obey his hand.

And seamen tread her reeling deck
As if they trod the land.

Her oaken ribs the vulture-beak
Of Northern ice may peti

;

The sunken rock and coral peak
May grate along her keel

;

And know we well the painted slicll

We give to wind and wave.
Must float, the sailor s citadel.

Or sink, the sailor's grave !

Ho !—strike away the bars and blocks,
And set the good ship free !

Why lingers on these dusty rocks
The young bride of the sea ?

Look ! how she mores adown the
grooves,

In graceful beauty now !

How lowly on the breast she loves
.Sinks down her virgin prow !

God bless her ! wheresoe'er the breeze '

Her snowy wing shall fan.
Aside the frozen Hebrides,
Or sultry Hindustan,

Where'er, in mart or on the main.
With peaceful flag unfurled.

She helps to wind the silken chain
Of commerce round the world !

Speed on the ship ! -But let her bear
No merchandise of sin.

No groaning car_<;o of despair

^
Her roomy hold within ;

No Lethean drug for Eastern lands,
Nor poison-draught for ours :

But honest fruits of toiling hands
And Nature's sun and showers.

Be hers the Prairie's golden grain.
The desert's golden sand.

The clustered fruits of sunny Spain,
The spice of Morning-land !

Her pathway on the open main
May blessings follow free.

And glad hearts welcome back again
Her white sails from the sea !

THE SHOEMAKERS.

Ho ! workers of the old time styled
The Gentle Craft of Leather

;

Young brothers of the ancient guild.
Stand forth once more together !

Call out .igain your long array.

In thr olden merry manner !

Once more, on gay St. Crispin's day,
Fling out your blazoned banner !

Rap, rap ! upon the well-worn stone
How falls the polished hammer !

Rap, rap ! the measured sound has
grown

A quick and merry clamour.
Now shape the sole ! now deftly curl
The glossy vamp around it,

And bless the while the bright-eyed girl

Whose fentle fino'ers bound it !

For you, along the Spanish main
A hundred keels are ploughing

;

For you, the Indian on the plain
His ]ass3-coil is throwing ;
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222 THE DROVERS.

For you, deep glens with hemlock dark
Ihe woodman's fire is lightiufr •

For you, upon the oak's gray ba^'rk,
Ihe woodmnn's axe is smiting.

For you, from Carolina's pine
The rosin-gum is stealin"-

;

For you, the dark-eyed Florentinn
Her silken skein is reeling

;

for you, the dizzy goatherd roams
His rugged Alpine ledges

;
1-or you, round all her shepherd homes.

iJIoom England's thorny hedges.

The foremost still, bv day or nio-],t
On moated mound or heathert '

\\ lere'er the need of trampled right
(

Brought toiling men together

;

nhere the free burghers from the wall
Dehed the mail-clad master,

ihan yours, at Freedom's trumpet-call
i\o craftsman rallied faster.

Or twinkle down the summer dance
Beneath the Crystal Mountains !

The red brick to the mason's hand,
Ihe brown earth to the tiller's,

1 he shoe in yours shall wealth command.
Like fairy Cinderella's !

As theywho shunned the household maid
I

iidield the crown upon her,

I

'jo all shall see your toil rei:.aid

I

With liealth and home and honour.

'I'hen let the toast be freely quaffed.

^^
In water cool and brimming,—
All honour to the good old Craft,

^
Its merry men and women !

"

Call out again your long array,
In the old time's pJeasant manner :Once more, on gay St. Crispin's day
f 1' g out his blazoned banner '

/^et foplings sneer, let fools deride,—
V e heed no idle scorner

;

Freehandsandhearts are sti'll yourprideAnd duty done, your honour.
Ve

( are to trust, for honest fame,
riie jury Time empanels,

A?J- ""u^ f°
^'"'^ ^^'^h noble nameW hich glorifies your annals.

Thy songs, Han Sachs, are living yet
In strong and hearty German :

'

And Bloomfield's lay, and Gifford's wit.And patriot fame of Sherman ;

StiK from his book a mystic sneer,
1 he soul of Behmen teaches

•'^"i^i'glf"d's priestcraft shakes to hear
Ot fox s leathern breeches.

The foot is yours ! where'er it fal'
It treads your well-wrought leather.On earthen floor, in marble halls,
On carpet, or on heather.

Still there the sweetest charm is found

A H^ "?''^\''°" S'-ace or vestal's.
As Hebe s foot bore nectar round
Among the old celestials J

^\^V'yfP;~^'°"'" ^'""^'-1"^ bluff brogan,
Witii footsteps slow and wean-May wander where the sky's blue span
Shuts down upon the prairie.Gn Beauty's foot, your slippers glance
J3y Saratoga's fountains;

^

THE DROVERS.
Through heat and cold, and shower

and sun,
Still onward cheerly driving .'

There's life alone in duty done,'
And rest alone in striving

But see ! the day is closing cool,
rne woods are dim before us ;The white fog of the wayside pool
Is creeping slowly o'er us.

The night is falling, comrades mine.
Our toot-sore beasts are weary

And through yon elms the tavern sign
Ivooks out upon us cheery

The landlord beckons from his door.
His beechen fire is glowing

;Ihese ample barns, with feed in store.
Are hlled to overflowing.

From many a valley frowned across
By brows of rugged mountains

;i^rom hillsides where, through spongy

Gush out the river fountains

;

From quiet farm-fields, green and low.And bright with blooming clover •
'

I om vales of corn the wandering crow
iNo richer hovers over

;

Day after day our way has been,O er many a hill and hollow
;By lake and stream, by wood and glen,Our stately drove we follow.

We'\
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Through dust-clouds rising thick and
dun.

As smoke of battle o'er us,

Their white horns glisten in the sun,
Like plumes and crests before us.

We sec them slowly climb the hill,
As slow behind it sinkin.c:

;

Or, thronging close, from roadside rill,

Or sunny lakelet, drinking.
Now crowding in the narrow road.

In thick and struggling masses.
They glare upon the teamster's load.
Or rattling coach that passes.

Anon, with toss of horn and tail.

And paw of hoof, and bellow,
They leap some farmer's broken pale,O er meadow-close or fallow.
^\'^'h comes the startled goodman; forth

Wife, children, house-dog, sally,
filj^ once more on their dusty path
The baffled truants rally.

We drive no starvelings, scraggy grown
Loose-legged, and ribbed and bony,'

Like those who grind their noses down
On pastures bare and stony,—

I-ank oxen, rough as Indian dogs.
And cows too lean for shadows,

Disputing feebly with the frogs
The crop of saw-grass meadows !

In our good drove, so sleek and fair.
No bones of leanness rattle

;No tottering hide-boundghostsare there,

^
Or Pharaoh's evil cattle.

Each stately beeve bespeaks the hand
That fed him unrepining

;

The fatness of a goodly land
In each dun hide is shining.

223

The cricket to tlie frog's bassoon
His shrillest time is keeping

;

The sickle of yon setting moon
The meadow-mist is reaping.

The night is falling, comrades mine,
Our footsore beasts are weary.

And through yon elm.; the tavern sign
Looks out upon us cheery.

To-morrow castwa.-d with our charge
We'll go to meet tiie dawning,

Lre yet the pines of Kearsar'^e
Have seen the sun c f morning.

When snow-flakes o'er the frozen earth.
Instead of bird.-,, are flitting

;

When children throng th6 glowinc-
hearth,

*"

ixr^"'^
"^"'^^ "' '^^^ ^""^ knitting

;
While in the fire-light strong and clear

Voting eyes of pleasure gfisten,
lo tales of all we see and hear
The ears of home shall listen.

By many a Northern lake and hill,
From many a mountain pasture,

bliall Fancy play the Drover still
And speed the long night faster.

1 hen et us on through shower and sun.And heat and cold be driving
;

There's life alone in duty done,
And rest alone in striving.

THE FISHERMEN.

We've sought them where, in warmest
nooks.

The freshest feed is growing.
By sweetest springs and clearest brooks

1 hrough honeysuckle flowing
;

Wherever hillsides, sloping south.
Are bright with early grasses

Or, trackinggreenthelowlands's' drouth,
the mountain streamlet passes.

But now the day is closing cool,
I he woods are dim before us,

The white fog of the w.-yside pool
Is creeping slowly o'er us.

Hurrah ! the seaward breezes
Sweep down the bay amain

;

Heave up, my lads, the anchor !

Run up the sail again !

Leave to the lubber landsmen
The rail-car and the steed

;The stars of heaven shall guide us,
The breath of heaven shall speed.

From the hill-top looks the steeple.
And the lighthouse from the sand

;And the scattered pines are waving
Their farewell from the land.

One glance, my lads, behind us,
Tor the homes we leave one sigh.

Ere we take the change and changes
Of the ocean and the sky.

Now, brothers, for the icebergs
Of frozen Labrador,
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Floating spectral in the moonshine,
Along the low, black shore !

Where like snow the gannet's featlicrs
On Brndor's rocks are shed.

And the noisy murr are flying,
Like black scuds, overhead

;

Where in mist the rock is hiding,
And the sharp reef lurks belo-y,

And the white squall smites in sum-
mer,

And the autumn tempests blow
;

Where, through gray and rolling vapour,
From evening unto morn,

A thousand boats are hailing,
Horn answering unto horn.

Hurrah ! for the Red Island,
With the white cross on its crown '

Hurrah ! for Mecca^ina,
And its mountains bare and brown '

Where the Caribou's tall antlers
O'er the dwarf-wood ^recly toss

And the footstep of the Mickmack
Has no sound upon the moss.

^
'!^!"!

^'^^
^I'^l'

^^'^ ^'"^s, and gather
Old Ocean's treasures in.

Where'er the mottkd mackerel
Turns up a steel-dark fin.

The sea's our field of harvest,
Its scaly tribes our grain

;

We'll reap the teeming waters
As at home they reap the plain :

Our v/et hands spread the carpet
And light the hearth of home ;

l-rom our fish, as in the old time,
1 lie silver coin shall come.

As the demon fled the chamber
Where the fish of Tobit lay,

So ours from all our dwellings
Shall frighten Want away.

Though the mist upon our jackets
In the bitter air congeals,

-Vnd our lines wind stiff and slowly
From off the frozen reels

;

Though the fog be dark around us,

IV "-n ''™™ "^'"^^ ^'Sh and loud,We will whistle down the wild wind,
And laugh beneath the cloud !

In the darkness as in daylight,
On the water as on land,

God's eye is looking on us,
And beneath us is his hand !

Death will find us soon or later.
On the deck or in the cot

;

And we cannot meet him better
Than in working out our lot.

Hurrah .'—hurrah !—the west-wind
Comes freshening down the bay,

The rising sails are filling,—
Give way, my lads, give way !

Leave the coward landsman clinging
To the dull earth, like a weed,—

The str.rs of heaven shall guide us.
The breath of heaven shall speed !

THE HUSKERS.

Had lefMl'"
'"'''^

^^u'°^"' S"'^
'^^ '""S autumnal rain

Tu i ^^ summer harvest-fields all green with crass acr-un

WiJh tt Wf '?''' J-^/allen leavinl all the 'Sanrga;-With the hues of summer's rainbow, or the meadow-flowers of May.

A^fiTia r'!S;'^r^,"'V'V
'^'"/ T''"'"S. the sun rose broad and red,At hr,t a

1 ay less disk of fire, he brightened as he sped •

On the cornfields and the orchards, and softly pictured wood.

And ail that quiet afternoon, slow sloping to the night.He wove with golden shuttle the haze with, yellow& •

Slanting throngh the painted beeches, he glorified the hill •

And, beneath ,t, pond and meadow lay brighter, greener st'ilL

And shouting boys in woodland haunts caught glimpses of that .UvI-lecked by the many-tinted leaves, and Iau^he|'™eTLew nott^y

,
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And school.girls, gay vv.th aster-flowers, beside the meadow brooksMingled the glow of autumn with the sunshine of sweet looks
'

From spire and barn, looked westerly the patient weathercocks •

But even the birches on the hill stood motionless as rocks
'

Anrul! Tf ' ") ^^^ woodlands, save the squirrel's dropping shell.And the yellow leaves among the boughs, low rustling is thfy fell.

The summer grains were harvested
; the stubble-fields lay dry,2 <= n/""^ ^'"t •;:^ "I-

'" ^'S''' =^"^1 shade, the pale green waves of vve

Unrrali;
°? Sentle h.ll-slopes, in valleys fringed with wood, ^ "

Ungathered, bleaching in the sun, the heavy corn crop stood.

1 Jn'fo/r^f''^
autumn's wind and rain, through Jiusks that, dry a. sere

HenSh th°'?
'he>r ripened charge, shone out the yellow ear^

'

Henea h, the turnip lay concealed, in many a verdant foldAnd glistened m the slanting light the pumpkin's sphere of gold.

There wrought the busy harvesters
; and many a creaking wainMo e slowly to the long barn-floor its load of husk and grain •

Mow y o er the eastern sea-bluff's a milder glory shoneAnd the sunset and the moonrise were mingled into one !

And thus into the quiet night the twilight lapsed away,And deeper in the brightening moon the tranquil shadows lav •

tS m£t '/n7,r"/'™'^"f^'/-^"^ '^-"'^^ wi?^oTnaL,
J heir milking and their home-tasks done, the merry huskers camt

5r5^°'^f "^A
h^^P,^d;»P harvest, from pitchforks in the mowShone dimly down the lanterns on the pleasant scene below

°

The growing pile of husks behind, the golden ears before '

And laughing eyes and busy hands and'brown cheeks gUmmering o'er.

KfS?.^" '"f.^l^'^t "°°k. serene of look and heart,Talking their old times over, the old men sat apart :While, up and down the unhusked pile, or nestling in its shadeAt hide-and-seek, with laugh and siout. the happy^ Children played.

^\w.t^l !-'^T,?T^
''°'^''

^f
"Shter, a maiden young and fairLifting to light her sweet blue eyes and pride of soft brown Mi.The master of the village schoolf sleek of hair and smooroftomn..To the quaint tune of some old psalm, a huskinTbSsung **

''

THE CORN-SONG.
Heap high the farmer's wintry hoard !

Heap high the golden corn !

JJo richer gift has autumn poured
From out her lavish horn I

Let other lands, exulting, glean
The apple from the pir.c.

The orange from its glossy green,
The cluster from the vine

;

We bet r love the hardy gift

Our rugged vales bestow,
To cheer us when the storm

drift

Our harvest fields with snow.

P

i'li

I' «l

Sll !
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Our ploughs their furrows made

Of chn' '^'r^^l'
'^' ^"" and shower=Of changeful April played.

All throuirh thf ir.«,r i • i

June ^' ''^''^ ""^ys of

Its leaves grew green and fairAnd waved in hot midsumn' ei's'noonIts sou and yellow hair.

Through the tall and naked timber
Column-like and old,

'

Ueam the sunsets of November.
I

^"^"m their skies of gold.

I

O'er us, to the southland heading
I

Screan. .^hegraywild.goose>'On the mght-frost sounds the treadineOf the brmdled moose.
"'^^'^"'g

"•^'^'^tng.""^^''"^'
,vhile we're sleep.

Frost his task-work plies •

hoon his icy bridges heaping,
•^hall our log piles rise.

And now, w.th autumn's moonlit ev.sIts harvest-t.me has come,
'

We pluck away the frosted leavesAnd bear the treasure home '

^
Annll""'!!''

'^'^" '^' '^bled giftApollo showered of old.
Fair hands the broken grain shall s!ff
Andki.eaditsmealofg^d ' '

Let v.-pid idlers loll in silk
Aroind their costly board •W us the bowl ofsamp and milk% homespun beauty poured!

Where'er the wide old kitchen hearth

vv^f^^, "P'^^s-^oky curls, '""'

aJU "°' '^"""^ '^'^ '<indly earthAnd bless our farmer girls !

'

^WhSfonr.'"/'"'^^°"^-^dvain,
ThI Ki„ • ^ r

"8''^ fo scornThe blessing of our hardy grainOur wealth of golden com?

^'^^f^'^,y^ithhold her goodly rootLet mildew blight the rye,
^

'

Give to the wormV orch^ard's fruitThe wheat-field to the fly :

'

^Th'^'uMf^^^^^'d crop adornThe hills our fathers t?od
Stdl let us, for his golden co'rn.Stnd up our thanks to God I

THE LUMBERMEN.

.'^^fiS^SiSrsi^^---

When, with sounds of smothered thtm.

On some night of rain.
Lake and river brake asunder

Winter's v/eak..ned chain.Down the w,:.: March flood shall bear

To the saw-mill's wheel,

"
the'm

''""' '^^ ^'^^^' ^''''^" tear

With his teeth of steel.

l^e it starlight, be it moonlight.
In these vales below, *• '

fttieak the mountain's snow
Lrisps the hoar-frost, keen ami errlvfo our hurrying feet

" e..ny,

AU^^ \T^ ^'^'^^^s clearly
Ail our blows repeat.

Where the crystal Ambijejis
.
^tretches broad and c ear

An^Millnoket'spine.blacf'ndges

VVh ^^.^ l^rowsing deer :
*"

'''^'\Ser^
lakes and wide mo.

hwift and strong, Penobscot passesWhite with foamy falls ;^
Where, .through clouds, are glimpses

Of Katahdin's sides,—
Kock and forest piled to heavenTorn and ploughed by slides"'
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Where are mossy carpets better
Than the Persian vcaves,

And than Eastern ]ierfumes sweeter
seem the fading leaves;

And a music wild and solemn,
From the pine-tree's height,'

Kolls Its vast and sea-like volume
On the wind of night

;

Make we here our camp of winter •

And, through sleet and snow.
1 Itchy knot and beechen splinter
On our hearth shall glow.

Here, with mirth to lighten dutv,We shall lack alone

^^^K-^u' '*",V'^
^"^^ girlhood's beauty

Childhood's lisping tone.

But their heanh is brighter burning
tor our toil to-day;

^

And the welcome of returning
^^Jiall our loss repay,

v\hen, like seamen from the waters
l<rom the woods we come,

'

Greeting sisters, wives, and daughters,
Angels of our home !

Not for us the measured ringing
From the village spire,

Not for us the Sabbath singing
Of the sweet-voiced choir

:

^"^f
the old, majestic temple.

Where God's brightness shines
i>own the dome so grand and ample.
Propped by lofty pines !

Through each branch-en woven skyliaht.
Speaks He in the breeze,

As of old beneath the twilinht
Oflost Eden's trees! '^

For his ear, the inward feeling
Ivieeds no outward tongue;

"f
can see the spirit knet'ling

While the axe is swung.

traffic links these high-

iping

Heeding truth alone, and turning
From the false and dim,

Lamp of toil or altar burrirfr
Arealike to Him.

"

Strike, then, comrades !— Trade
waiting

On our rugged toil

;

Far ships waiting fb.; the freighting
Of our woodland spoil

!

IS

Ships, whose
lands,

Bleak and cold, of ours,
\\ ith the citron-planted islands
Of a dime of flowers

;

1 o our frosts the tribute bringinc
Of eternal heats;

^

In our lap of winter flinging
Tropic fruits and sweets,

"^

Cheerily, on the axe of labour,
Let the sunbeams dance,

ik'tter than the Hash of sabre
Or the gleam of lance !

Strike
! -With every blow is given

Freer sun and sky,
Ami the long-hid earth to heaven

Looks, with w ondering eye !

Loud behind us grow the murmurs
Ot the age to come

;

Clang of smiths, and tread of farmers
liearing harvest home !

Here her virgin lap with treasures
fenall the green earth fill

•

Waving wheat and golden niaize-ears
Crown each beechen hill.

Keep who will the city's alleys,
Take the smooih-shorn plain —

Give to us the cedar valleys, '

Rocks
, id hills of Maine'

In our Morth-land, wild and woody
Let us still have part

;

I

Rugged nu se and mother sturdy
Hold us .0 thy heart!

O, our free hearts beat the warmer
ror thy breath of snow;

And our tread is all the firmer
For thy rocks below.

I

^'^f,^,""!'
hand in hand with labour

Walketh strong and brave
;On the forehead of his neighbour

No man writeth Slave !

Lo ! the day breaks ! old Katahdin's
Pine-trees show its fires.

While from these dim forest gardens
^
Rise their blackened spires.

Up, my comrades ! up and doing !

Manhood's rugged play
Still renewing, bravely hewing
Through the world our way !

# '%

VX\
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« SNOW-ROUND:
A WINTER IDVL, 1S65.

TO THB MEMOKV OK THE HOUSEHO.B ,T .KSCR^BKS. TH,S POEM
.

IS DEDICATED BY THE AUTHOR.
^'^

Ceiesfal F.re dnvesaway dark spirits, -"aisSrhit'^urtof^d^lK
Cor. Agr,..^, OccuU Philosophy, Book I. chap, v.

" Announced by all the tri«npets of the <.tv

Around Ihe raS%t"p a°ce" Sclotr"''^*
^"

In a tumultuous privacy of sJorm"'^

Emersom.
The sun that brief December day
Kose cheerless over hills ol crav

^"'^',^^'-^J.'y
circled, gave at noonA sadder hght than waning moon.Slow racing down the thickening sky

Its mute and ominous prophecyA portent seeming less than threat,
It sank from sight before it set.A chill no coat, however stout,

A h^^^T'iM
•*"'' '°"^^ '^"i'e shut out,A hard dull bitterness of cold,

That^checked, mid-vein, the circling

Oflife-blood in the sharpened face

otZ^l
blew east

: we heard the roarOf Ocean on his wintry shore,And felt^^the strong^e throbbing

'I^eat with low rhythm our inland air.

Meanwhile we did our nightly chores -,

Litte.ed the stalls, and from the mows

cotvl"
'^^ herd's-grass f^The

Heard the horse whinnying for his
corn

;

And, sharply dashing horn on horn
Impatient down the stanchion rows

'

The cattle shake their walnut bows
;While, peering from his early perchUpon the scaffold's pole of birfh.

An^^°''''^f."^''^'^ helmet bentAnd down his querulous challenge sent.

Unwarmed by any sunset lieht
The gray day darkened into nightA n.ght made hoary with the swaAnAnd whirl-dance of the blinding storm.As Zigzag wavering to and fro
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winged
Crossed and recrossed the

snow

;

And ere the early bedtime came
The white drilt piled the window-frame
And through the glass the clothes-line

posts

Looked in like tall and sheeted ghosts.

So all night long the storm roared on •

1 he morning broke without a sun
;

In tiny spherule traced with lines
Ut Nature s geometric signs,

\" starry flake, and pellicle,
All day the hoary meteor fell •

W.^'i^t"?
""^ '"'""^ "^°^""i shone,We looked upon a world unknown.

Un nothing we could call our own
Around the glistening wonder bent
The blue walls of the firmament,
IVo cloud above, no earth below, ~
A universe of sky and snow !

The old familiar sights of ours
Took marvellous shapes ; strange domes

and towers
Rose up where sty or corn-crib stood.
Or garden wall, or belt of wood •

A smooth white mound the brush-pile
showed, ^

A fenceless drift what once was road :The bridle-post an old man sat
With loose flung coat and high cocked

hat
;

The well-curb had a Chinese roof •

And even the long sweep, high aloof,
in us slant splendour, seemed to tellui i'lsa s leaning miracle.

229

A prompt, decisive man, no breathOur father wasted :
" Boys, a path !

"
Well pleased, (for when did farmer boy
t^ount such a summons less than joy?)

w- u "* on our feet we drew ;With mittened hands, and caps drawn
low.

To guard our necks and ears from
snow

We cut the solid whiteness throunh.
And, where the drift was deepest, madeA tunnel walled and overlaid
With dazzling crystal : we had read
Uf rare Aladdin's wondrous cave
And to our own his name we gave.
With many a wish the luck wire ours
i o test his lamp's supernal powers.
>Ve reached the barn with merry din

And roused the pnsoned brutes ^,i,hin.The old horse thrust his long head outAnd grave with wonder gazed about •

I^,f,
7"^,';':'^ '"Sty greeting said. ' ^ ,And forth his speckled harem led ; tcJU

I he oxen lashed their taies,rand hooked.And mild reproach of KTHTger looked;Ihe horned patriarch of the sheep.
l;.'ke Eppt s Amun roused from sleen.Shook Ins sage head with gesture muc,And emphasized with stamp of foot.

All day the gusty north-wind bore
I he loosening drift its breath before •

J.OW circling round its southern zone,'
Ihe sun through dazzling snow-mist

shone.
No church-bell lent its Christian tone
1 o he savage air, no social smoke
Uirlea over woods of snowhung oak.
-\ solitude made more intense
By dreary-voiced elements,
i he shrieking of the mindless wind,

bHnd'"^
tree-boughs swaying

And on the glass the unmeaning beat
Ul ghostly finger-tips of sleet.
beyond the circle of our hearth
No welcome sound of toil or mirth
Unbound the spell, and testified
Of human life and thought outside
vVe minded that the sharpest ear
he buried brooklet could not hear

1 he music of whose liquid lip
Had been to us companionship,
And m our lonely life, had grown
1 o have an almost human tone.

As night drew on, and, from the crest
Of wooded knolls that ridged the west,
1 he sun, a snow-blown traveller, sank
From sight beneath the smotherirc

bank. **

We piled, with care, our nightly stack
Of wood against the chimney-back,—
The oaken log, green, huge, and thick.
And on its top the stout back-stick •

The knotty forestick laid apart,
And filled between with curious art
The ragi^ed brush ; then, hovering nearWe watched the first red blaze appear,
Heard the sharp crackle, caught the

gleam

,

On whitewashed wall and saggingbrani.
; Until the old, rude-furnished room

( (1

1
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Burst, flowei-liko, into rosy bloom :

V\ liilc radiant wiili a mimic flame
Outside the spaikling drift jjecame,
And through the bare-boiighed lilac-

tree

Our own warm hearth seemed blazing
free.

The crane p.nd pendent trammels
showed,

The Turks' h, :ids on the andirons
glowed

;

While childish fancy, i>rompt to tell
1 he meaning of the miracle,
Whispered the old rhyme: '' Umicr

the t'-ee,

IVhenJiie outdoors Imrm; merrily, I

There the wUckcs are making tea.
''

(

The moon above the eastern wood
jhhone at its full ; tHe hill-range stood
I

1 ranshgured in the silver flood I

Its blown snows flashing cold and keen, I

JJead white, save where some sharp '

ravine '•

fook shadow, or the soml)re green
Of hemlocks turned to pitchy black
Agamst the whiteness at their back,
i'or such a world and such a night

^xn^' ^'"'"S ihat unwarming light,
Which only seemed where'er it fell
io make the coldness visible.

Blow high, blow low, not all its snow
Could quench uur hearlh-Hre's ruddy

glow.
O Time and Change !—with hair as

i ,
gi'-'iy

As was my sire's that winter day,
i
How strange it seems, with so much

ginie
Of life and love, to still live on !

Ah, brother ! only I aiul thou
Are left of all that circle now,—
rile dear home (aces whi- .'upon
That litful iirelight pal ..ul shone.
MencefdrwanI, listen as wo will,
The voices of that hearth ..,e sti'll

;

Look where we may, the wide earth
o'er.

Shut in from all the world without.
We sat the clean-winged hearth about.
Content to let the north-wind roar
In baffled rage at pane and door.
While the red logs before us beat
Ihe frost-line back with tropic heat •

And ever, when a louder blast
Shook beam and rafter as it passed,
1 he merrier up its roaring draught
The great throat ofthe chimney laughed,
Ihe house-dog on his paws outspread
JLaid to the fire his drowsy head,
The cat's dark silhouette on the .vailA couchant tiger's seemed to fall

;And, for the winter fireside meet.
Between the andirons' straddling 'feet,
I he mug of cider simmeied slow,
The apples sputtered in a row,
And, close at hand, the basket stood
With nuts from brown October's wood.

Avu^'
niatter how the night behaved ?

What matter how the north-wind
raved ?

j

Those lighted faces smile no more

I

^\^„^'^'-^^'^ t'lc paths their feet have worn,
j

We sit beneath their orchard-trees,
\\q hear, like them, the hum of bees

And rustle of the bladed corn
;We turn the pages that they read,

Their written words we linger o'er,
But in the sun they cast no shade,
No voice is heard, no sign is made,
No step IS on the conscious floor '

Yet Love will dream, and Faith will
trust,

(Since He who knows our need is just.'
That somehow, somewhere, meet w-

must.
Alas for him who never sees
The stars shine through his cvpress.

trees !
'
^

Who, hopeless, lays his dead away.
Nor looks to see the breaking day
Across the mournful marbles play !Who hath not learned, in hours of faith,

I he truth to flesh and sense unknown,
Ihat Life is ever Lord of Death,
And Love can never lose its own !

We sped the time with stories old,
V\ lought puzzles out, and riddles told.
Or stammered from our school-book

lore

''The Chief of Gambia's golden shore.'How often since, when all the land
Was clay in Slavery's shaping hand,
'Vs u a trumpet called, I've heard
f)ame xMercy Warren's rousing word :

Ooes not the voice of reason cry,
Claim the first rirht which Aaturt

gave.
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Mature

I'lom the red scoicrge of bondai^efly,Aor deign to live a burdened slave !
"

Our father rode again his ride
On MenipJuemagogs wooded side

;

Sat down again to moose anu samp
in trapper's hut and Indian camp

;

Lived o'er the old idyllic ease
Beneath St. Francois' hemlock-trees;
Again for him the moonlight shone
On .Norman cap and bodiccd /one

;

At;ain he heard the violin play
VN liich led the village dance away,
And mingled in its merry whirl
The grandam and the laughing girl.
Or, nearer home, our steps he led
Where Salisbury's level marshes spread

Mile- wide as flics the laden bee ;Where merry mo-,vers, hale and strong,
Swept, scythe on scythe, their swaths

along
..The low g.een prairies of the sea.We sJiared the fishing off Boar's Head
And round the rocky IsLs of Shoals'
The hake-broil on the drift-wood

coals

;

The chowder on the sand-beach made,
Dipped by the hungry, steaming hot,

'

With spoons of clam-shell from the pot.
VVe heard the tales of witchcraft old,
And dream and sign and marvel told
To sleepy listeners as they lay
Stretched idly on the salted hay.
Adrift along the winding shores.
When favouring breezes deigned to

blow
The square sail of the gundelow
And idle lay the useless oars.

231

Our mother, while .she turned her wheel
Or run the new-knit stocking-heel.
Told how the Indian hor ?2s came down
At midnight on Cochecho town,
And how her own great-uncle bore
His cruel scalp-mark to fourscore
Recalling, in her fitting phrase,
So rich and picturesque and free,
(The common unrhymcd poetry

Of simple life and country ways,)
ihe story of her early days,—
She made us welcme to her home

;UId nearths grew wide 10 give us room;We stole with her a frightened look
At the gray wizard's conjuring book,
1 he fame whereof went far and wifle
1 hroiigh all the simple country side

;

We heard the hawks at twilight play,
1 he boat-horn on Piscataqua,
The loon's weird laughter far away;

}'^,f
fi^^ed her little trout-brook, knewW hat flowers in wood andmeadowgrew.

What sunny hillsides autumn-biown
She climbed to shake the ripe nuts down,
Saw where in sheltered cove and hay

I
The duck's black squadron anchored

I
lay.

,

And heard the wild-geese calling loud

I

Beneath the gray November cloud.

Then, haply, with a look more grave,
I

And soberer tone, some tale she gave
I'lom painful Sewell's ancient tome,

!
Beloved in evei y Quaker home.
Of faith fire-winged by martyrdom.
Or Chalkley's Journal, old and quaint,—
Gentlest of skippers, rare sea-saint !—
Who, when the dreary calms prevailed,
And water-butt and bread-cask failed,
And cruel, hungry 'yes pursued
His portly presence mad for food,
With dark hints muttered under breath
Of casting lots for life or death,
Offered, if Heaven withheld supplies,
To be himself the sacrifice.

Then, suddenly, as if to save
The good man from his living grave,
A ripple on the water grew,
A school of porpoise flashed in view.
"^ Take, eat,^' he said, "and be content

;

These fishes in my stead are sent
By Him who gave the tangled ram
To spare the child of Abraham.

"

Our uncle, innocent of books.
Was rich in lore of fields and brooks,
The ancient teachers never dumb
Of Nature's unhoused lyceum.
In moons and tides and weather wise.
He read the clouds as prophecies,
And foul or fair could well divine,
By many an occult hint and sign,
Holding the cunning-warded keys
To all the woodcraft mysteries

;

Himself to Nature's heart so near
That all her voice; in his ear
Of beast or bird h: d meanings clear,
Like Appollonius of old.
Who knew the tales the sparrows told,
Or Hermes, who interpreted
What the sage cranes of Nilus said

;A simple, guileless, childlike man,

li'i

;i

:!

1!
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Content to live where life began
;

Stronp only on his native grounds,
I he little world of sights and sound.
Whose girdlo was the parish bounds,
Whereof hte fondly partial prid,.-
The common features magnilied,

^^^i^^cy hills to mountains grew
In W hue of Selborne's loving view -He told how teal and loon he shot

'

Ami how the ea-le's eg-s he got,
'

J he feats on pond and river done,
I he prodigies of rod and pun

;

I ill, warming with the talcs he told
forgotten was the outside cold,
The bitter wind unheeded blew,
from ripening corn the pigeons' fltnv
1 he partridge drummed i' the wood, the

mink
Went fishinrj down the river-brink
In fields with bean or, clover gay
The woodchuck, like i hermit grav
Peered from the doorway of his cell •

he nuiskrat plied the mason's trade
'

A 'i V^' ^^ ''' f^'s mud-walls laid •

'

And from the shagbark overhead
The grizzled squirrel dropped his

shell.

The virgin A^ncies of the heart.

xxu
' ."'f '° '''» o' wo"ian hornWho h.-vth for such but thought of scorn.

I There, too, our elder sister plied

j

Her evening task the stand beside •

A fu 1, rich nature, free to trust,
'

j

I rutlifu.1 and almost sternly just

I

IininiUive, earnest, prompt to act.And make her generous thought a fact

I

Keeping with many a light disguise '

Ihe secret of self-sacrifice

Ohcnrtsore.tried!th( 'n'ri.^.hebest
lliat Heaven itself c uld M,vt .hce —

j

rest,
'

j

Rest from all bitter th ntj

^VIth thee beneath the •- -eentem
VV hose curtain never i)utw.>rcrswin:.s

!

iHisnnd things:

-N'ext, the dear aunt, whose smile of
cheer

And voice in dreams I see and hear -
1 he sweetest woman ever Fate
Perverse denied a household mate.
Who, lonely, homeless, not the less
^ound peace in love's unselfishness.
And welcome wheresoe'er she wentA calm and gracious element,
U hose presence seemed the sweet in-

come
And womanly atmosphere at homc,~
Called up her girlhood memories.
The huskmgs and the apple-bees,
rhe sleigh-rides and the summer sails.
Weaving through all the poor detailsAnd homespun warp of circumstanceA golden woof-thread of romance,
for well she kept her genial mood IAnd simple faith of maidenhood

;

'

Hefore her still a cloud-land lay,
1 he mirage loomed across her way •

With others, glistened at her noon
;Through years of toil and soil and care,

(P om glossy tress to thin gray hair, !

All unprofaned she held apart
i

j

.As one who held herself a part
Of all she saw, and let her heart

Against the household bosom leanupon the motlev-braided mat
Our youngest and our dearest sat,
Lifting her large, sweet, asking eyes^ow bathed within the fadeless grcc.And holy peace of Par.adise.
O, looking from some heavenly hill
Or from the shade of saintly palm'sOr silver reach of river calmsf "

*

Uo those large eyes behold me stilP
Uith me one little year ago :—
The chill weight of the winter snow

I- or months upon her grave has lain :And now, when summer south-wimls
I blow

And brier and harebell bloom acain
I
I tread the pleasant paths we trod. '

1 see the violet -sprinkled sod

,

' he h IlsKle flowers she loved to seek,

i w-.u ''?''"S me wh
,
re'er I went

I With dark eyes full of love's content.
I he birds are glad ; the brier-rose fills
1 he air with sweetness ; all the hills

rw '^Mi^/^""
^''^.'"'^''^ unclouded sky

;liut still I wait with ear and eye
For something gone which should be

nigh,

A loss in all familiar things,
In flower that blooms, and bird that

sings.

And yet, dear heart
! remembering theeAm r not richer than of old?
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Safe in thy iminortalitv

,

What ch;i -e can reach the wealth I
hold 1

What chance can mar the pearl and
gold

Thy love hath left in trust with me

'

And while in life's late nfternoun,
N.herc cool and long the shadows

grow,

"cm'H/'V"^^'
''''^' "'e''^ 'hat soon

Miall shape and shadow overflow
I cannot feel that thou art far,
Since near at need the angels are

;And when the sunset gates unhar, 1

Shall I ncit see thee waiting stand,
'

And, white against the evening star '

I he welcome of thy beckoning hand >

2J3

Wherein the scenes of Greece and RomeHad all the commonplace of home,
And little seemed at best the odds
I wixt V ankee pedlers and old gods :

VVherc Pindus-born Arnxes took
Ihe guise of any grist mill brook,
And dread Olympus at his will
Became a hucklelierry hill

I

'

ap.

Brisk WK-lder of the birch and rule,
ihe master of the district school
Held at the fire his favoured lilace.
Its warm glow lit a laughing face
tresh-luied and fair, where scarce

peared
The uncertain prophecy of beard.
He teased the mitten-blinded cat,
i layed cross-pins on my uncle's hat
Sang songs, and told us what befalls
In classic Dartmouth's college halls
Morn the wild Northern hills among
I'rom whence his yeoman father wruncHy patient toil subsistence scant.
Not competence and yet not want,He early gained the power to pay
His cheerful, self-reliant way

;

Could doff at ease his scholar's gown
1 o peddle warts from town to to\s n •

Or through the long vacation's reach'
In lonely lowland districts teach,
Where all the droll experience found
At stranger hen.ths in boarding rounri i

he moonlit .^i^ater's keen delight
Ihe sleigh-drive through the frosty

.. "!ght, ^

1 he i-ustic party, with its rough
Accompaniment of blind-man's-bufi"
And vvhirling plate, and forfeits paid.
His winter task a i)astime made
Happy the snow-locked homes whereinHe tuned his merry violin.
Or played the athletic in the barn
Or held the good dame's windin".

Or rnirth-provoking versions tol 1

Of classic legends rare and old,

A careless boy that night he .seemed
;

I

Hut at his desk he had the look

I A
''*," °'"""^ ^^'^° ^^'^'''y schemed,

And hostage from the future took
I

In trained thought and lore of book.
r.arge-brained, clear-eycd,-of such as

he
Shall Freedom's young apostles be,
NVho following in War's bloody trail
Shall every lingering wrong assail ;

'

All chains from limb and spirit strike,
Lphft the black and white alike •

Scatter before their swift advance
The darkness and the ignorance
rhe pride, the lust, the squalid sloth.
Which nurtured Treason's monstrous

growth.
Made murder pastime, and the hell
Of prison-torture possible

;

The cruel lie of caste refute.
Old forms remould, and substitute
For Slavery's lash the freeman's will,
hor blind routine, wise-handed skill

;A school-house plant on every hill
Stretching in radiate nerve-lines thence

-r-Jf ^^
^^'"'^•'' *^'" ""elligcnce

;

Till North and South together brought
Shall own the same electric thought;
In peace a common flag salute.
And, side by side in labour's free
And unresenfful rivalry.
Harvest the fields wherein they fought.

Another guest that winter night
riasherl back from lustrous eves the

IT
"S''^-

Unmarked by time, and yet not young,
1 he honeyed music of her tongue
And words of meekness scarcely toldA nature passionate and bold,
Strong, self-concentred, spurning guide,
Its milder features dwar.'^ed beside
Her unbent will's majestic pride.
She sat among us, at the best,
A not-unfeared, half-welcome guest
Rebuking with her cultured phrase

'

't|

'•1*1
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Our homeliness of words and uaysA certain pard-like, treacherous graceSwayed the^,.HeIi.,s and dfoTed

^^'\^^J."'f^'^^^°eth their dazzling

And^jnjder low brows, black with

Rayed out at times a dangerous iidifThe sharp heat-lightnings of her faie
'

i:>esaging ill to hL whom FateCondemned to share her love or luteA woman tropical, intense

iL"j°"Sht and act, in soul and senseShe blended in a like degreeThe vixen and the devotee,
Kevealmg with each freak or feintThe temper of Petruchio's Kate,The raptures of Siena's saint
ller tapering hand ahd rounded wristHad facile power to form a fist •

1
he warm, dark languish of her' evesWas never safe froin wrath's u prise

Jiows saintly calm and lips devo^u

AndThr*"^ ''^'''"Se of sdwl and pout •

And s riU '"''Vf^
"°^^^ "^^^e^J^ighAna shrill for social battle-crv

Since then what old cathedral "townHas missed her pilgrim staff and gownVVliat convent-gate has held its lock

fcV'?''''^"f"SeofherknSIhrough Smyrna's plague-hushed tho-
roughfares,

Up sea-set Malta's rocky stairsW ohve slopes of hills that hem
Sya°rm^""'-.^'^""^^'J^^"^-'e'i^Or startling on her desert throne

Bf"fy Queen of Lebanon*
With claims fantastic as her own

An •; n'''
^''' ^^^^ held their ;ay •

And sti
1 unrestful, bowed, and grJy'She watches under Eastern'skies,^^'

f.-eshf'
"" '^'"^ ''"'^^^ '''"^^

Wh?reo^f°sld''H''"'''' '°™,'"S '" 'he flesh,vv Hereof she dreams and prophesies !

Through what ancestral years has ruiiI he sorrow with the woiJn born
"'

Wha forged her cruel chain of moods^^hat set her feet in solitudes,
'

And held the love within her muteWhat mingled niadness in the blood!'A hfe-long discord and annoy,

An!Ji-T°^l.''.^'"'^''hoilofjoy;And hid withm the folded bud
1 erversities ol flower and fruit,

it IS not ours to separate
1 he tangled skein of will and fate,To show what metes and bounds should

stand
Upon the soul's debatable land.And between choice and Providence
Divide the circle of events

;

Me cifi^'.rT^
knows our frame is just.Aiercih and compassionate.

And full of sweet assurances
And hope for all the language is,

Ihat He rememberetli we arc dust '

^^Tr'r^'''*'°"'''^dP^'hmaybe,

TK\::^Lj;rj;^t^s^°'

^^ h^ Uirews the fatal sisters spun,

* r.ady Hester Stanhope.

I At last the great logs, crumbling low
?r^"'°"t,^ dull and duller glowf '

The bull s-eye watch that hung in viewTicking Its weary circuit through,
1 oin ed with mutely-warning sfg^
It. black hand to the hour of nine.
^ hat sign the pleasant circle broke •My uncle ceased his pipe to smoke,'K ocked from its bowl the refuse grayAnd laid It tenderly away, ^ '

ItVT^^, h^^^lfto safely coverrhe dul red brands with ashes over.And while, with care, our mother 11 dThe work aside, her steps she stayedOne moment, seeking to^xpresr
Her grateful sense of happiness
for food and shelter, warmth

health,
i^nd love's contentment m-

wealth.
With simple wishes (not the weak.
Vain prayers which no fulfilment seekHut such as warm the generous heart,

'

er-prompt to do with Heaven its pa t)
1 hat none might lack, that bitternS

n^/ "^°'^"'^' ^^™'h and

Within our beds awhile we heardThe wind that round the gables roared

^^;S
"ow and then a ruder shock '

Which mnde our very bedsteads r^k.

and

than
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SNO IV.BOUND.
We heard the oosened clapboards tost,Ihe board-nails snapping in the frost;

Fel th?r' V^''"">''\''^'-'
""l^lastcred wall,

i^elt the light sifted snow-flakes fall.
JJut sleep stoic on, as sleep will doWhen hearts are light and life is new;Kimt and more faint the murmui's

grew.
Till in the summer-land of dreams
J hey softened to the sound of streamsLow stir ofkaves, and dip of oars

'

And lapsmg M'aves on quiet shores!

I^ext mom we wakened with the shoutOf merry voices high and clear;And saw the teamsters drawing nearTo break the drifted highways out.Down the long hillside treading slowWe saw the half-buried oxen go.Shaking the snow from heads uptostTheir strainuig nostrils white wiih frostBefore our door the straggling train

S^^\"P. '-in added team to gain.
T he elders threshed their hands a-coldPass«l.^ with the cider-mug. thet

From lip to lip ; the younger folksDown the loose snow-banks,%vrestl.ng,
rolled, ^

Then toiled again the cavalcade
Oer windy hill, through clogged

ravine, °^

And woodland paths that wound be-
tween

Low drooping pine-boughs winter-
weighed.

From every barn a team afoot.
At every house a new recruit.
Where drawn by Nature's subtlest lawHaply he watchful young men saw
Sweet doorway pictures of the curlsAnd curious eyes of merry girls,
Liftmg their hands in mock defence
Against the snow-ball's compliinemsAnd reading m each missive tost
Ihe charm with Eden never lost.

Was free to urge her claim on all.

At n^li'hf
™'

''""u
"'^ig'^hour sick abedAt night our mother s aid would need

i'or, one in gejierous thought »ml
deed, '^

What mattered in the sufferer's si^htIhe Quaker matron's inward liphi,The Doctors mail of Calvin's cree-d?
All hearts confess the saints elect

\Vho, twcMi in faith, in love acreeAnd melt not in an acid sect
Ihe Christian pearl of charity !

We heard once more the sleigh-bells-
sound

;

And, following where the teamsters

The wise dd Doctor went his round.
Just pausing at our door to say,
in the brief autocratic way
Uf one who, prompt at I3uty's call

So days went on : a week had passed
Since the great world was heard from

last.

The Almanac we studied o'er,
Kead and reread our little store
Oi books and pamphlets, scarce a

score

;

One harndess novel, mostly hid
i^rom younger eyes, a book forbid.
And poetry, (or good or bad,A single book was all we had,)
Where Elhvood's meek, drab-skirted

Muse,
A stranger to the heathen Nine
Sang, with a somewhat nasal whine.The wars of David and the Jews.

At last the floundering carrier borp
1 he village paper to our door.
i^o

! broadening outward as we read,
lo warmer zones the horizon spread •

In panoramic length unrolled
vVe saw the marvels that it told
Before us passe<l the painted Creeks,
And daft MacGregoron his raids
In Costa Rica's everglades.

And up Taygetos wind'ing slow
Kode \ psilanti's Mainote GreeksA I urk s head at each saddle-bovv •

Welcome to us its week-old news
Its corner for the rustic Muse,

Its monthly gauge of snow and rain.
Its record, mingling in a breath
The wedding knell and dirge of death •

Jest, anecdote, and love-lorn tale,
Ihelatestculprit sent to jail;
Its hue and cry ofstolen and lost.
Its vendue sales and goods at cost.
And traffic calling loud for gain.We Alt the stir ofhall and street,

Ihe pulse of life that round us beat •

1 he chill embargo of the snow
Was melted in the genial glow •

n

'< 4
'J'

m11%'
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STtff '^r °"'' ''^^'"'^kecl door,And all the world was ours once more !

^
a'^". ^?f 1

°^*'>" 'backward lookAm folded wings of ashen grayAnd voice of echoes far away,
i he brazen covers of tliy book •

The weird palimpsest old and vastWherein thou h.d'st the spectral past •

^ne characters of joy and woe
;

Or c^r-^'^P'^' of outlived yearsOr smile-Illumed or dim with tea s

neSh
' ^'"^••anths under-

Even while I look, I can but heedThe restless sands' ;ince3sant S\
Each clamorous with its own sharp

Shut"dowy^^''';"S P^'^^ "''th all.snut down and clasp the heavy lids •

I hear again the voice that bids '

The dreamer leave his dream midway

Jor larger hopes and graver fears •

Life greatensmthce later yeaJsThe century's aloe flowers to day!

Vet, haply, in some lull of lifeSomeW of Cod which b'reaks its

The worldling's eyes shall gather dewDreaming in throngful ci^y wavf '

Of winter joys his boyhoo^llnew'And dear and early friends-the f^w

I nese l<lemish pictures of old dav<; \

To warm them at the wood fire's

And thanks untraced to lips unknownSliall greet me ^ike the odours blown

w r
.^o^""g 'n some pond.

Wood-fnnged, the wayside gaze bevond

.

The traveller owns the grafeTul sense
'

Ofsweetness near, he knSws no whence

ThlbSafofthtSi.:^^^''-^^^

' ( • H

f J ;

f!
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THE TENT ON THE BEACH.
I WOULD not sin, in this half-playful strain ~
oa^^^&!^^^-^. though bo.

A simple plot IS mine : legends and runes

Silent frnm"h ''7'' j'''*.'"?"='«^ "'^f ^ave lainbllent from boyhood taking voice again,Warmed into i.fe once more, even L he tunesThat, frozen in the fabled hunting-horn.Thawed into sound :-a winter fireside dreamOf dawns and sunsets by the summer sea.

oK^^^^r'^Y'^ "?^^"^'' ^y ^ «i'«"t throng

Of whicR It IS an emblem ;-and the dearMemory of one who mighi have tuned mv sonelo sweeter music by her delicate eai ^ ^
ISt 1110., 1S67.

N\'HEN heats as of a tropic clime
liurned all our inland valleys

through, ^

Three friends, the guests of summer
time,

Pitched their white tent where sea-
wmds blew.

Behind them, marshes, seamed and
crossed

With narrow creeks, and flower-em-
bossed,

Stretched to the dark oak wood, whose
leafy arms

Screened from the stormy East, the
pleasant inland farms.

At full of tide their bolder shore
Of sun-bleached sand the waters

beat;
At ebb, a smooth and glistening floor

Ihey touched, with light, receding

Northward a green bluff broke the
chain

Of sand-hills; southward stretched
a plain

Of salt grass with a river winding down.
Sail-whiten.

1 beyond the steeples
of the

^

Whence sometimes, when the wind
was light

And dull the thunder of the beach.
They heard the bells of mor.. aiKi

night

Swing miles away, their silver speech.
Above low scarp and turf-grown wall
They saw the fort-flag rise and fall

;

And, the first star to signal twilight's
hour.

The lamp-fire glimmer down from the
tall light-house tower.

They rested there, escaped awhile
t rom cares that wear the life away.

To eat the lotus of the Nile
And drink the poppies of Cathay,—

1 o tting their loads of custom down,

!
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Like diifi-werd, on thT"^ J
brown saM-.slojjes

And i„„,e_sca waves drown,,,, „,„,,,

One,. Witt his beard scarce ,i,v„ed.

nEjENT ON rm mucn.

Ai..ere;i:„aSrCdS;oo^

And one there u-ic ^ 7

Ma.in;Ss';„°3[irre°e7„'fr,l"'

'nuh to spring^^_ '^^

Somewha!"of ^eve'S;!:
'^^'hind,

blind,
'^''^'^'^"« vague and

finding the actors human It tl.„ 1,
•^° -d.er hp. u,a."r ?h ^o" hei-aw confessed. ^ ^

Tenderly, ,.','|;-'4;'|,-Ser-sar.;

room '^'^'°' '^'™" l'i>

'

°'£=pS." '^-' -- and

Too quiet seemed the man'to ride

T^oiS:l;:i!:ix/;r'^7v

mob's hounding doli!"^'^'^"
For while ].e wrought with strenuous

Of wjncis that out of drein.iand

^ne stran^je voices whispered

•^-. his^t.s.:field weird processions

"^^''°s;^r"'--^^y phantoms

^
The' iL? ^^^ '° ^"^'^ ^bout

Their sinpin„°u'°"^ without

on
^'"^ robes and garlands

beef
^'''°"s homebrewed

A. wUhtW ears of Rogers, at four

'''''
""
Walnol

-'"^'^'"^d '^-^ and
-, !^alpole s wit once more.

•Wr.J T. Field.

s-S^i*t"u°w*:,•^td-^''=
Sang in his ear he sanrr ^i Z^""""

, ,
shapes, ^" "^ l^eckoning

A".I,asthe^grayoldshadowsprompted

To liomely moulds of rhvme h.
their legends grim.

''''P'^

He rested now his weary hand.And
l,ghUymcralized^and

laughed

A h "^ °" *^« -shifting sandf

away,
^'ng clean

T'le author.



f' reamer born *

'" to fulfij,

^unts to turn
nion-miJJ,

of song
with wrong,
•eakiiig.piough
t"e soil /or

iii'I grow.

nan to ride
ifif Reform

;
'it; to sitle

.of tlie storm ?

'."g man,
isan

public frowr
|te, the fierce
iown.

ith strenuous

found to do.
still

tlream-land

not drown
wJiispered

processions

' phantoms

hick with

ng crowd;
iti streanjs

loud
;

y capes

reckoning

prompted

le shaped

ids,

laughed,

nds
raft,

errun
i done,

Z clean

Likelettersfrom the sand, the work of
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TJ/E T^NT O.V TWi BEACH.
2J9

And one, >hoseArabface was tannedBy tropic sun and boreal frostSo travelled there was scarce a LdOr people leftr him to exhaustIn idhng mood had from him hurled

^^n>oked,^cr„ss.leggedlikeaTurk,
in

Oriental calm.

The very waves that washed the sand

VV^jf
°^

^"'V'
'^'^ '^^d ^^en beIo>e

A d"sl;f^

''^^ ^""dinavian strandAnd sultry Mauntanian shoreiMom ice nmmed isles, from summer

I'alm-fnnged, they bore him mes-

He heard the plaintive Nubian son^s

And mule-bells tinkling down the
mountam-paths of Spain,

"''
""e^h^

'°""^' "^^ '-^"^^^^ked

On Ariel's girdle slid at ease:And mstant, to the valley's girthOf mountams, spice isles of the
seas,

"^
Faith flowered in minster stones, Art's

guess . -^i I h

At truth and beauty found access •

Vet loved,the while, that free cosmopo-

"^^^

'""boVoli'"F' ^"^ ^^P^ hisDoyhood s dreams in sight.

Untouched as yet by wealth andpride

No shinl!'^'"
'""°'^^"'=^ °f beach ;'No shmgly monster, hundred-eyed

reach
;''"^ ^-"d-birds o'ut 'of

Unhoused, save where, at intervalsThe wht^^tents showed ^^..S;'^:^;,

Where brief Sojourners, in the cool.

Forgot their inland heats, hard toil, and
year-long care.

Sometimesalongthe wheel-deep sand

* Bayard Taylor.

I n^"^ °',"-"''°'''^'-^^'^gg<Jn,.loulycrawled

I

^\^P '•^^''^" ^v^th a youthful band '

r^K;'"'""''"'"'-'''^^^^
Brother perchance, and sisters twain

"
pinh?*''

''^"' '^'^ ''^^^' "'-'^

Of'?L"rn'?'^^"^'""S^ "^I^-^r •o'-y lipOf the st.ll dearer claim ofloves^ra-
tionship.

With cheeks of russet-orchard tint.Ihe light laugh of their native rillsIhe perfume of their garden's mint

Thlvh^'''^'^''''^"'"°ft'^e hills,
1 hey bore, in unrestrained deligh
J he motto of the Garter's knight '

"Kl by their mnocence, as Gyges by
his ring. ** -^

The clanging sea-fowl came and v, entIhe hunter's gun in the marshes

At nightfall from a neighbouring tentA flute-voiced woman sweetlyfan"

hand
' ^^^^'°^'^d' hand-iS:

Vounggirls'M-ent tripping down the
sand

;

And youths and maidens, sitting in themoon, ^ ^

Dreamed o'er the old fond dream from
which we wake too soon.

At times their fishing-lines they pliedWith an old Triton at the o!.r^
'

Salt as the sea-wind, tough and driedAs a lean cusk from Labrador,

"""^stoi'mL ^°^'' °^" ^'^^'^'^ ^»d

\lfi '^^" '
'

''^^^"^I^e's awful form,And heard .hosts on Haley's Isle
complain, ^

Speak him offshore, and beg a passage
to old Spain !

^

And uie:;e, on breezy morns, they saw
. . asrting-schooners outward runThen.ow-bent sails in tack nid flawTurned white or dark to shade and

sun.

Sometimes, in calms of dosing dayThey watched the.spectral mirafeplavSaw low. far islands looming tKnd

1 1 -I

'ill



Ill:

2^.6 TJIE TEXT O.V THE liEAC/r.
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And sliips, with uptui >;;ii keels, sail like

a sea the sky.

Sonieti»Tic5 r, cloii'I with thunder
black

Stooped low upon the darkening
main,

Pierciiig the waves along its track
With the slant javelins of rain.

And when west wind and sunshine
wariu

( hased out. loseii Us wrecks ofstorm,
They saw the prisiny hues in thin spray

showers
Where ihe green buds of waves burst

into white froth flowers.

And when along the line of shore
The mists crept upward chill and

damp,
Stretched, careless on their sandy

floor

Beneath the flaring lantern lamp,
They talked of all things old and new.
Read, .slept, and dreamed as idlers do;

And in the unquestioned freedom of the
tent.

Body and o'er-taxed mind to healthful
east unbent.

Once, when the sunset splendours died.
And, trampling upthe sloping sand,

In lines outreaching far and wide,
The white-maned billows swept to

land.

Dim seen across the gathering shade,
A vast and ghostly cavalcade.

They sat around their lighted kerosene,
Hearing the deep bass roar their every

pause between.

Then, urged thereto, the Editor
Within his full portfolio dipped,

Feigning excu- while searching for

(With secret pride) his manuscript.
His pale face flushed from eye to beard,
With nervous cough his throat he

cleared,

A:.; a a voice so tremulous it betrayed
'Avt unxious fondness of an author's

heart, he read :

THE WRECK OF RIVER-
MOUTH.

Klv:^iiMOUTH Rocks are fair lo see,

liy dawn or sunset shone across,

When the ebb of the sea has left them
free.

To dry their fringes of gold -green
moss

;

For there the river comes winding down
From salt-sea meadows and uplands

brown.
And waves on the outer rocks afoam
Shout to its waters, " Welcome home !"

And fair are the sunny isles in view
East of the grisly Head of the Boar,

And Agamenticus lifts its blue
Disk of a cloud the woodlands o'er ;

And southerly, when the tide is down,
'Twixt white sea-waves and sand-hills

^ brown,
The beach-birds dance and the gray

gulls wheel
Over a floor of burnished steel.

Once, in the old Colonial days.

Two hundred years ago and more,
A boat sailed down through the wind-

ing ways
Of Hampton River to that low shore.

Full of a goodly company
Sailing out on the summer sea,

Veering to catch the land-breeze light,

With the Boar to left and the Rocks to

right.

In Hampton meadows, where mowers
laid

Their scythes to the swaths of salted
grass,

"Ah, well-a-day ! our hay must be
made !

"

A young man sighed, who saw them
pass.

Loud laughed his fellows to see him
stand

Whetting his scythe with a listless hand.
Hearing a voice in a far-off song.
Watching a white hand beckoning long.

" Fie on the witch !" cried a merry girl.

As they rounded the pomt where Goody
Cole

Sat by her door with her wheel atwirl,

A bent and blear-eyed poor old soul.

"Oho!" she muttered, "ye're brave
to-day !

But I hear the little waves laugh and
say,



THE WRECK OF RIVERMOUTII.
24

1

•The K„,h^„i„ b, eoM ,h„ „™,., „
|

Da,,. ^«,„« „r Tain-Co., 1;^^^
'"

"come'i"'"
="• *"' »"«'" -«'" T^'ii" ..P l.y ,l„ ,ig|„„i„g.,

i

Klnic,

" She's cursed," said the skipper •

i

""'^^ ^"'^ torment of sea and air.

"speai< her fair:
^'

' : ,, , ^ , , ,.oody Cole looked out from her do.jr
I np I cot /^f t;i I

I'm scary always to see her shake
Iler wicked head, uith its wild j^rav

hair, "^ ^

And nose like a hawk, and eyes like
a snake."

Hut merrily still, with laugh and shout
iTom Hampton River the boat sailed

out,

Till the huts and the flakes on Star
seemed nigh,

And they lost the scent of the pines of
Rye.

They dropped their lines in the lazy
tide, ^

^ „^
Drawing up haddock and mottled Tl,f> Sho.lc '. a ^ • ,

cod
;

^ "'^ Shoals stood clear m the light, and
They saw not the Shadow that \\alked ti

?'^
j r ,

beside,
"^

'
riie trend of the coast lay hard anc/

the Isles of Shoals were drowned
and gone,

Scarcely she saw the Head of the Boar
loss the foam from tusks of stone.

She clas]ied her hands with a trrip of
pain, ^

The tear on her cheek was not of rain ;

• 1 hey are lost," she muttered, "boat
and crew !

Lord, forgive me! my words were
true !

"

Suddenly seaward swept the squall •

i he lovv iun smote through cloudy
rack

^

beside.

They heard not tlie feet with silence
shod.

Hut thicker and thicker a hot mist grew.
Shot by the lightnings through and

through
;

fVnd muffled growls, like the growl of a
beast.

Ran along the sky from west to east.

Then the skipper looked from the dark-
emng sea

Up to the dimmed and wading sun
;

,

'"'t^ he spake like a brave man cheerily,
• V et there is time for our homeward

run.

''eering and tacking, they backward
wore ;

And just as a breath from the woods
ashore

Blew out to whisper of danger past,
The wrath of the storm came clown at

last

!

The skipper hauled at the heavy sail •

'Cod be our help !
" he only cried,

As the ro.uing gale, like the stroke of a
nad,

Smote the boat on its starboard side.
I he Shoalsmen looked, but saw alone

black.
But far and wide as eye -ould reach,
JNo life was seen upon wave or beach :

ihe boat that went out at mornine
, never **

Sailed back again into Hampton River.

O mower, lean on thy bended snath.
Look from the meadows green and

low :

The wind of the sea is a waft of death,
1 he waves are singing a song of woe

'

By silent river, by moaning sea,
Long and vain shall thy watching be •

>.ever again shall the sweet voice call'
-Never the white hand rise and fall !

'

O Rivermouth Rocks, how sad a sight
\ e saw in the light of breaking day

'

Dead faces looking up cold and white
I-rom sand and sea-weed where they

lay. ^

The mad old witch-wife wailed and
wept.

And cursed the tide as it backward
crept

:

"Crawl back, crawl back, blue water-
snake !

Ler.ve your dead for the hearts that
l-reak!"

11
lien

Itl

I si

1 \\

.'il!
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Solemn it was in th;;it old clay

'In Hampton town and its log-built

church,

Where side by side the coffins lay

And the mourners stood in aisle and
fKjrch.

In the singing-seats young eyes were
dim,

Th« voices faltered that raised the
hymn.

And Father Dalton, grave and stern,

Sobbed through his prayer and wept in

turn.

But his ancient colleague did not pray,
Because of his sin at fourscore years :

he stood apart, with the iron-gray
Of his strong brows knitted to hide

his tears.

And a wretched woman, holding her
breath

In the awful presence of sin and death.
Cowered and shrank, while her neigh-

bours thronged
To look on the dead her shame had

wronged.

Apart with them, like them forbid.
Old Goody Cole looked drearily

round,

As, two by two, with their faces hid,
The mourners walked to the burying-

ground.
She let the stafif from her clasped hands

fall

:

"Loid. forgive us ! we're sinners all 1"

And the voice of the old man answered
her :

"Amen !" said Father Bachiler.

So, as I sat upon Appledore
In the calm of a closing summer day,

And the broken lines of Hampton shore
In purple mist of cloudland lay.

The Rivermouth Rocks their story
told

;

^

And waves aglow with sunset gold,
Rising and breakmg in steady cliime,
Beat the rhythm and kept tiie time.

And the sunset paled, and warmed
once more

With a softer, tenderer after-glow ;

In the east was moon-rise, with boats
off-shore

And sails in the distance drifting
slow.

The beacon glimmered from Ports-
mouth bar.

The White Isle kindled its great red
star

;

And life and death in my old-time lay
Mingled in peace like tiie night and

day

!

"Well;" said the Man of Books,
"your story

Is really not ill told in verse.
As the Celt said of purgatory.
One might go farther and (are

worse.

"

The Reader smiled ; and once again
With steadier voice took up his

strain,

While the fair singer from the neigh-
bouring tent

Drew near, and at his side a graceful
lijtener bent.

THE (iRAVE BV THE LAKE.

Where the Great Lake's sunny i-siles
Dimple round its hundred isles,

And the mountain's granite ledge
Cleaves the water like a wedge,
Ringed about with smooth, gray stones,
Rest the giant's mighty bones.

Close beside, in shade and gleam.
Laughs and ripples Melvin stream

;

Melvin water, mountain-born.
All fair flowers its banks adorn ;

All the woDdland's voices meet.
Mingling with its murmurs sweet.

Over lowlands forest grown,
Over waters island-strown,
Over silver-sanded beach.
Leaf-locked bay and misty reach,
Melvin stream and burial-heap.
Watch aod ward the mountains \ceep.

Who -l.^L Titan cromlech fills.''

Forest-kaiser, lord o' the hills ?

Knight who on the birchen tret

Carved his savage heraldry ?

Priest o' the pine-wood temples dim
Propjiet, sage, or wizard grim ?
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Kugged type of primal man,
Grim utilitarian,

Loving woods for hunt and prowl,
Lake and hill for fish and fowl,
As the brown bear blind and dull
To the grand and beautiful :

-Vor for him the lesson drawn
From the mountains smii with daun.
Star-rise, moon-rise, flowers of Mav,
Sunset's purple bloom of day, - -

Took his life no hue from thcnct,
Poor amid such afthience ?

Haply unto hill and tree
All too near akin was he :

Unto hiiu who stands afar
N.iture's marvels greatest are

,Who the mountain purple seeks
Must not climb the higher peaks.

Yet who knows in winter tramp,
Or the midnight of the camp.
What reveal. -gs faint and far.

Stealing dov\ w from moon and star.
Kindled in that hunr n clod
Thought of destiny .i/.u. God?

Stateliest forest patriarch,
Grand in robes of skin and bark,
What sepulchral mysteries.
What weird funeral-rites, were his ?
What sharp wail, what drear lament.
Back scared wolf and eagle sent ?

Now, whate'er he may have been.
Low he lies as other men

;

On his mound the partridge drums.
There the n'v-n- bine-jay comes

;

Rank nor na - r,o; pomp has he
In the grave's democracy.

Part thy blue-lips. Northern lake !

Moss-grown rocks, your silence break
1 ell the tale, thou ancient tree !

Thou too, slide-worn Ossipee !

Speak, and tell us how and when
Lived and died this king of men !

Wordless moans the ancient pine
;

Lake and mountain give no sign
;

Vain to trace this ring of stones

;

Vain the search of crumbling bones :

Deepest of all mysteries,
And the saddest, silence is.
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Nameless, noteless, clay with clay
Mingles slowly dav by day

;

Rut somewhere, fur good or ill.

That dark soul is living still
;

Somewhere yet that atom's force
I Moves the light-poised universe.

Strange that on his burial sod
„\f.':''^'''s •''«"•". --^ncl golden-rod,
\Vhde the soul's dark horoscope
Holdi; no starry sign of hope !

Is the Unseen with sight at odds ?
JXatures pity more than God's?

!!«'

Thus I mused by Melvin's side,W hile the summer eventide
Made the woods and inland sea
-Vnd the mountains mystery

;And the hush of earth and air
Seemed the pause before a prayer, —

Prayer for him, for all who rest,
Mother Earth, upon thy breast,—
Lapped on Ciiristian turf, or hid
In rock-cave or pyramid :

All who sleep, as all who live.
Well may need the prayer, "Forgive!"

Desert-smothered caravan.
Knee-deep dust that once was man
Battle-trenche. iiastly piled,

*

Ocean-floors w. '
• hite bones tiled,

Crowded tomb ai. i mounded sod,
Dumbly crave that prayer to God.

i

j

O the generations old

j

Over whom no church -bells tolled,
Christless, lifting up blind eyes
To the silence of the skies !

For the innumerable dead
Is my soul disquieted.

Where be now these silent hosts?
Where the camping-ground of ghosts?
Where the spectral conscripts led
To the white tents of the dead ?

What strange shore or chartless sea
Holds the awful mystery ?

Then the warm sky stooped to make
Double sunset in the lake

;

Wliile above I saw with it,

Range on range, the mountains lit

;

And the calm and splendour stole
Liki an answer to my soul.

n

«'
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IltMi'st thou, O fif little faith,

What to thee the mountain sailli,

What is whispered Ijy I' trees?

—

"Cast on God thy care lor these ;

Trust him, if thy ;.ight lie dim :

Doubt fur them is doubt of Him.

" Blind must bo their close-shut eyes
Where like night the sunshine lie^

Fiery-linked the self-forged chain
Binding ever sin to pain,

Strong their ])rison-house of will,

But without lie waiteth still.

" Not with hatred's undertow
Doth the Love Eternal flow

;

Every chain that spirits wear
Crumbles in the breath of prayer
And the penitent's desire

Opens every gate of fire.

"Still Thy love, O Christ arisen,

Yearns t > reach these souls in prison \

Througl. u! depths of sin an : loss

Drops the plummet of Thy or !

Never yet abyss was found
Deepjr than tha; rross could sound \

"

Therefore well may Nature keep
l-lqual faith with all who slce|>.

Set her watcJi of hills around
Christian grave and heathen mound.
And o cairn and kirkyard send
Summer's flowery dividend.

Keep, O pleasant Melvin stream,
Thy sweet laugh ni shade and gleam :

On the Indian's grassy tomb
Swing, O flowers, your bells of bloom !

Deep below, as high above,
Sweeps tht circle of God's love.

He paused and questioned with his

eye
The hearer's verdict on his song,

A low voice asked : " Is'l well to pry
Into til secrets which belong

''^aly to God?—The life to be
Is still the unguessed mysteiy :

Unsealed, unpierced the cloudy walls
remain.

We beat with dre.om ami -AAx th?
soundless doors in vain.

I

" But fiiith beyond our sight may go.

"

Hesaid: "ThegraciousFptherhuod

Can only know above, below,

Eternal purposes of good.
From our free heritage of will,

The bitter springs ol pain and ill

i Flow only in all worlds. The jierfecf
' day

!

Of God is shadowless, and love is love
alway.

'

" T know," she said, "the letter kills;

That on our arid fields of strife

!
And heat of clashing texts distils

The <ii w of spirit and of life.

ISut, searcliing still the written Won'.
I fain would lind. Thus s; i the Lord,

.\ voucher for the hope I ai.-,o feel

That sin can give no wound beyond
love's power to heal."

"Pray," said the Man of Books, "give
o'er

A theme too vast for time and place.

Go on. Sir Poet, ride once more
Your hobby at his old free pace.

But let him keep, with step discreet.

The solid earth beneath his feet.

In the great mystery which around us
lies.

The wisest is a fool, the fool Heaven
helped is wise."

1 le Traveller said :
" Tf songs have

(reeds.

Their choice of them let singers

make

;

But Art no other sanction needs
Than beauty for its own fair sake.

It grinds not in the mill of use,

Nor asks for leave, nor begs excuse ;

It makes the flexile laws it deigns to

own,
And gives its atmosphere its colour and

its tone.

"Confess, old friend, your austei^

school

Has left your fancy little chance
;

^'ou square to reason's rigid rule

The flowing outlines of romance.
With conscience keer in n exer ise,

^
And chronic fen; <" • - ;-romise,

^'ou check the free i-lay ut your rhymes,
to clap

A moral underneath, and spring it like

a trap."
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The sweet voice answered : " Hetter so
'

Ihan holder flights that know no I

cncck
;

Hetter to u.-,eth, Lit, than throw I

S' '^'^'f
/'-i^'e of Art should be

\The hreadlh of Christian 11 IxTtv

>> here us charmed footsteps tread the
border land of hann.

" lleyond the poet's sweet dream lives \The eternal epic of the man.
lie wisest IS who only cives

,VK"'V"^'"^-'"''"'«besthecan; '

^^J°'
^'-'ft'ng m the winds of praiJeThe inward monitor obeys;

•

And, with the boldness 'hat confesses I

I car.

Takes in the crow.led sail, and lets his
conscience steer.

"Thanksfor the fitting word hesi,eaks

'ken-
''°"^'''"' ''"''^

""^P"-

For the false model that he breaks.

ken
"'°"'''"' ^"'''^ ""'''°-

For what is missed and what remains,
\For losses which are truest gains

1-or reverence conscious of the Ett'rnal

Laughing, the Critic bowed "i
yield

The point without another word •

Who vver yet a case appealed
vv here beauty's judgment had been

heard ?

And you, my good friend, owe to meYour warmest thanks for such a phaAs true withal as sweet. For m? offence
iOf cavil, let her words be ample rccom

pense. '

''^wffh'''''''°"'''i'''^^-''°"''--'tar.^Vith crimson ray that came and
went,

Kevylving on its lower afar.
Looked through the doorway ofthe

tent.

While outward, oversand-slopes wet,The lamp flashed down its yellow jel

_24S
Ua the long wash of waves, with red

and green

I

'^"K''-'^ of weltering weed thn.tigh the
j

.
white foam-wreaths seen.

;
•' 'Sing while we may, -another day

I May bring enough of sorrow ' ;-.
thus '

Our Traveller m his own sweet lay,
'"^ f^nmean camp-song, hints to

The lady'sai 1. " So Id it be •

Mn^' us a song," exclaimed ail'threeShe smiled:;'! can Init marvel at you
choice

To hear our poet's words through my
poor borrowed voice."

Her window opens to the bay.
On glistening light or misty gray.And there at dawn and set of day

In prayer she kneel.

:

Dear Lord!" she .aith, " to many .
\ home
I

From wind and wave the wanderers
come :

^

I only see the tossing foam
;

Of stranger keels.

i;
Blown out and in by summer gales,

I

The stately ships, with crowded sails

^

And sailors leaning o'er their rails,
I Kelore me glide

;

I
They come, they go. but nevermore,
Spice-laden from the Indian shore
see his swift-winged Isidore

The waves divide.

And one the near and far away,
^

Look out on yon gray waste, and say
Where lingers he.

i

Alive, perchance, on some lone beach
I

Or thirsty isle beyond the reach
Of man, he hears the mocking speechOf wind and sea.

•; O dread and cruel deep, reveal
Ihesecret which thy waves conceal,
And, ve wild Kea^birds,hilhcr wheel

And tell your tale.
Let winds that tossed his raven hairA message from my lost one bear,—
Some thought of mc, a last fond prayer

or dyin^ wail !

ii

m
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TlS'S^7;'ll!rr''T'''''''''"'^f'"'""'l''^'"'^'"«
''•-^^•^ ^'^'-'^^y ^vHh a moan ,.fllic leais th.il iKiiint me rou/id alxnit •

'

O Cod ! I cannot hear this doubt
That stifles l)reath.

The worst IS better than the dread ;

(live me but leave to mourn my dead
Asleep in trust and hope, instead

Of life in death !

"

It might have been the evening breeze
That whispered in the garden trees,
It might have been the sound of seas

That rose and leli ;

Hut, with her heart, if not her ear,
The old loved voice she seemed to hear

;

" 1 wait to meet thee : be of cheer
For all IS well!"

The sweet voice into silence went,
A silence which wasi almost jiain

pain,

j

And the monk said, " 'Tis but the
brotherhood

Oi Mercy going on some errand good ;

1 heir black masks by the palace-wall I

I

'^''-*-
'

Piero answered faintly, " Woe is me !

This flay for the first time in forty years
In vain the bell hath sounded in m\

ears,

Calling me with my brethren of the
mask.

Beggar and prince alike, to some new
task

Of love or pity, -haply from the street
To bear a wretch plague-stricken, or,

with feet

Hushed to the quickened ear and fever-
ish brain,

''Vt:""!:!! '^::ll^i':::J^:5.'f"!':"*' ^ i» '--^
'i-^

---'-i >n-rettos noor.The cadence of the mournful main!
Glancing his written pages o'er.

The Reader tried his part once more ;

Leaving the land of hackmatack and
pine

For Tuscan valleys glad with olive and
witli vine.

it was its own re-

THE BROTIIKR OF MERCV.

Pif.ro Luca, known of all the town
As the gray porter i)y the Pitti wall
Where the no in shadows of the cardcns

fall,
^

Sick and in dolour, waited to lay down
His last sad burden, and besiile his mat
The barefoot monk of La Certosa sat.

Unseen, in square and blossoming
garden drifted,

.Soft sunset lights through green Val
d'Arno sifted :

Unheard below the living shuttlesshifted
Backward and forth, and wove, in love

or strife,

In mirth or pain, the mottled web of
life:

But when at last came upward from the
street

Tinkle of bell and tread of measured
feet,

The sick man started, strove to rise in
vain,

own the longtwiligiu of the corridors
Mid.st tossing arms and faces full of

pain.

I loved the work
ward.

I never counted on it to offset
My sins, which are many, or make less

my debt
To the free grace and mercy of our

Lord ;

Hut somehow, father, it has come to be
In these long years so much a part ofme,
I should not know myself, if lacking it,'

But with the work the worker too would
die,

And in my place some other self would
sit

Joyful or sad.— what matters, if not I
.'

.\nd now all's over. Woe is me '"--

"My son,"
The monk said soothingly, "thy work

is done
;

.\nd no more as a servant, i)ut the guest
Of God thou enterest thy etern.u rest.
No toil, no tears, no sorrow for the lost
Shall mar the perfect bliss. Thou

shalt sit down
Clad in white robes, and wear a golden

crown
For ever and for ever. "—Piero tossed
On his sick-pillow ;

" Miserable me .'

I am too poor for such grand company;
The ' nvn would be too heavy for this

Siay
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its own re-

W.lh these hard Iianrl«, that all my lifehave wrought, ^ ""^

rm f'!:

'"^•'»'' ""ly. but for pity's sake

Connting my Ijcads.
crazy head,

Scarce worth the saving, if .,11 else he

He saw the shininRofan angel', face

The Ti-aveller broke the pause. ••
I've

Mine's but a nin^i ,

'

Hlack. s.lent. masked, the crowd U-•/ ... I tween. '

"

part.
\V'..'ii .

•-"- <'i mine.

stead of foreign wine."

Left a poor dog in Xh^^\raTa'Xl\'''^)?-^^yo^r.^\r.r,^Y^^^^

O,, ''f^7'
Come walking into church,-

Than d^ o^att^-n t!y^S:h";;ss'rTA^ ^^'^ --^'""SMethmks Lord, pardon if thn hf \. ti /^^ "'^ harvest-day,

.,„
be sin !)

^ *"•
"^ '^'^ ^''""gJit The frol.c of the blackbirds,

I he world of pain were better if t},« •

sweetness of the hay.

Of naturni n.-t,. ,!..„„ .. . . . .
^"e saddest two-v^rc k..m„

desires

2!" "^'"'^l pity d'op upon its -firessome coohng tears."

The saddest two-years brideShe scowls ,n the face of her husbandAnd spurns her child aside.
'

His brow^'^'n?'
"'" ''"'" '"""'^ ^"-o^sed

Tou'Sl'^r-'"^'''^''-^^'---'
Took up his pyx and fled; and. left alonPIhe s.ck man closed his eye 'viUi

'^

great groan ^ ''^"" ""

Ihatsan^k into a prayer, "Thy will be

Then was he made aw.are, by soul or

Of som^hat^p^re and holy bend.ng

^'"'"LVhlr^'^^'^^^^^'^-who,
Tender anrl . \

'
"" •' -""""'g, an.l old.

, ^ "Never Si -"P-^-'e
^ I

" I ha,e ,he ,„„ch „f h,, fi„^„,_

I J^«t my biood that She sucksTn,

"Rake out the red coals, roodman

Til^Un'^'^^^^"^'«^•'^^"ie
'~

A 5\ 'f^
"''"^^ comes to feich herAnd both up chimney fly.

^"'

"It's never my own little daughter

The witches have stolen mv AnnaAnd left me an imp instead.
'

"O fair and sweet M-as my bnbv
Hlue eyes, and hair of gold;-'

I.i^ this IS ugty and wrinkled.
Cross, and cunning, and old.

H.

V
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My face grows sharp with tlie torment;
Look

! my arms are skin and bone !—
hake open the red coals, goodman.
And the witcli shall have her own.

"Shell come when she hears it crying,
In the shape of an owl or bat,

And she'll bring us our darling Anna
In place of her screeching brat."

'^'h.^". the goodman, Ezra Dalton,

.,

^aia nis hand upon her head :

Ihy sorrow is great, O woman !

Isorrow with thee," he said.
\

"The paths to trouble are many,
And never but one sure way

Leads out to the light beyond it
•

My poor wife, let us pray."

Then he said to the great All-Father
I hy daughter is weak and blind ;

Let her sight come back, and clothe her
Unce more in her right mind.

" Lead her out of this evil shadow,
Out of these fancies wild :

Let the holy love of the mother
Turn again to her child.

"Make her lips like the lips of Mary
Kissing her blessed Son ;

Let her hands, like the hands of Jesus,
Rest on her little one.

"Comfort the soul of thy handmaid,
Open her prison-door,

And thine shall be all the gloiy
And praise for evermore."

Then into the face of its mother
The baby looked up and smiled

;And the cloud of her soul was lifted,
And she knew her little child.

A beam of the slant west sunshine
Made the wan face almost fair,

K t '^'"^ ^^^^' P=itient wonder,
And the rings of pale gold hair.

^'^^^'^'f
ed it on lip and forehead.

She kissed it on cheek and chin.
And she bared her snow-white bosom

I o the lips so pale and thin.

O, fair on her bridal morning
Was the maid who blushed and

smiled,

But fairer to Ezra Daltun
Looked the mother of his child.

With more than a lover's fondness
lie stooped to her worn young face

And the nursing child and the mother
He folded in one embrace.

" Blessed be God !
" he murmured.

^^
'' Blessed be God !" she said

;" Por I see, who once was blinded,—
I live, who once was dead.

I

" Now mount and ride, my goodman,
I

As thou lovest thy own soul

!

,
Woe's me, if my wicked fancies

I

Be the death of Goody Cole !

"

Mis horse he saddled and bridled.
And into the night rode he,—

Now through the great black wood-
land.

Now by the white-beached sea.

He rode through the silent clearings,
He came to the ferry wide,

And thrice he called to the boatman
Asleep on the other side.

He set his horse to the river.
He swam to Newbury town.

And he called up Justice Sewall
In his nightcap and his gown.

And the grave and worshipful justice
(Upon whose soul be peace !)

Set his name to the jailer's warrant
For Goodwife Cole's release.

Then through the night the hoof-beats
Went sounding like a flail

;

And Goody Cole at cockcrow
Came forth from Ipswich jail.

" Here is a rhyme :-I hardly dare
lo venture on its theme worn out

;

What seems so sweet by Doon and
Ayr

Sounds simply silly hereabout

:

And pipes by lips Arcadian blown
Are only tin horns at our own.

Vet still the muse of pastoral wal-

3

with us.

While Hosea Biglow sings, our new
Theocritus."



our new

THE MAIDS OF ATTITASH

When in the shadow of the ashThat d,eams Its dream in Attitash,Jn the warm summer weathci-Two maidens sat together. '

They sat and watched in idle moo,

I

The g,eam^a,.d shade of ,aUe"'a„d

The beach the keen light smoteThe white sail of a boat,-

Swan flocks of lilies shoreward lyin.r

u'^'T'f'
"°' '" """^'c. dying -

Hardhack, and virgin's-boue"f'And white-spiked clethra-flower

^_^AIDS OF ATTITASH.
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y^J'V''^'^''
ears they heard the niash

'

And breezy wash of Auitash, ' ^ '

The wood-bird's plaintive cry,
|The locust's sharp reply. ^

And teased the while, with playful hin<The shaggy dog of Newfound amiWhose uncouth frolic spilled
Their baskets beiry-fiHed.

-^line be the cottage small,
And thine the rich man's hall.

"n<now, indeed, that wea'ih is poo,'But l,nvyr,.ofa«d simple food-^""''\Vuh love that hath no doubt,Are more than gold without. •'

Hard by a farmer hale and young

rrack.ng the yellow plain ^'
Hith windrows of ripe gran.

I Of lari^V. I
"'"'-'^""g gi^"ce he metV^Marge f.ark eyes, where strove

I-alse pride and secret love.

TK V'l""^' y°""S mower of the erain •

l' "r''"°^^™^'^hdi?daC '

i^s instincts soon or late
i he heart shall vindicate.

\\

rhen one, the beauty of whose eyes

rossed back her queenly headAnd, lightly laughing, said,-'

"No bridegroom's hand be mine to

I tread no cottage-floor
;

i own no lover poor.

The other, on whose modest head

Av- ff "^""'^ o'" beauty shedWith look f«r home-hearti m'eetAnd voice exceeding sweet,

Answered,-- We will not rivals be •

Uk'- thou the gold, leave Wet me';

In blouse of gray, with fishing-rodHalf screened by leaves, a strfnger trodThe margin of the pond, ^ ''

Watching the group beyond.

L'l!?el!'ir.'V'
''^"'^ """°'^'^' ^^-^e

;

And so the maids laughed on,-or dreamed what Fate had done -

I

^."'' '^'"^^y the step was Destiny's
I

That rustled in the birchen treesAs wuh their lives forecast.
"'

Wisher and mower passed.

Erelong by lake and rivulet sideThe summer roses paled and diedAnd Autumn s fingers shed
1 he maple's leaves of red.

Through the long gold-hazed afternoonAlone, but for the diving loon.
'

The partridge in the brake.
The black riuck on the lake.

Beneath the shadow of the ash
batmanandmaidbyAttitash;
And earth and air made room
i-or human hearts to bloom.

Soft spread the carpets of the sod

Witr['^'-"''^^"^8oIdcn-rod''With blusties and with smiles
L«t up the forest aisles.
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The mellow light the lake aslant,
Ihe pebbled margiiVs ripple-char.t
Attempered and low-foned,
The tender mystery owned.'

^^^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^ BEACH.

lovers

lights

And through the dream the
dreamed

Sweet sounds stole in and soft
streamed

;

The sunshine seemed to bless,
1 he air was a caress.

Not she who lightly laughed is there.With scornful tos. of mi<lnight hair,Her dark, disdainful eyes?
And proud lip worldly-wise.

Her haughty vow is still unsaid,
iiut all she dreamed and coveted

VV ears, half to her surprise,
1 he youthful farmer's' guise I

With more than all her old-time pridehhe wa ks the rye-field at his side^,
Careless of cot or hall.
Since love transfigures all.

I^ich beyond dreams, the vantat^e-
ground ^

Of life is gained
; her hands have foundThe talisman of old

''^^^ lound

That changes all to gold.

Wiu'afHts"?;-u''"'^'^
'"^ '°^^ ^"«P^"^e

TJl S'^"?""g accidents.And trust her heart alone,
l-inds love and gold her own.

What wealth can buy or art can b„;i.lAwaits her
; but hei'cup is fiS '

i^ven now unto the brim :

Her world is love and him !

The^v^de he hear!, the Book-man

A length of make-believing face

'"'' thr;\;t^^'
"^^^^^'^^ '-sS'ng

And with'his Gentle Shepherd, keeo

wS^.^n r '"''' ""'""«^1 sheep.
'

r""^sSt;:;,r--^^-^^-'-
Hold dreamV trv>;t arn-ind ,--, r, ^

I L ' ' "^'-'iina \ uur hurl
leberry-pond,

"

^

The Traveller laughed ;
" Sir Gala-

had
Singing of love the Trouvere's lay !How should he know the blindfold Ind

I

i* rom one of Vulcan 's forge-boys ' '

'

— "Nay, '
He better sees who stands outside
i han they who in procession ride,"

ilie Reader answered: "Selectmen
and squire

Miss, while they make, the show that
wayside folks admire.

" Here is a wild tale of the North
Our travelled friend will own as oneF.t for a Norland Christmas hearthAnd lips of Christian Andersen.

They tell itin the valleys greenOf the fair island he has seen.
I-ow Ijing off the pleasant Swedish

shore.

Washed by the Baltic Sea, and watched
l>y r-ismore.

KALLUNDBORG CHURCH.
"Tiestille, barn inin !

Imorgen kommer Fii),

Zealand RkytKe.

"BuiLDatKallundborgbythesea

And there shalt thou wed my daught;r

Said the Lord of Nesvek to Esbern
Snare.

^"^
^''said

''''"" ^^"Shed. But Esbern

"Though I lose my soul. I will Helva

io the Troll who dwelt in Ulshoi hill.

i

At Kallundborg by the might v sea •

I

u, Id it stately, and build it fair '

Build It quickly," said Esbern Snare.

But the sly Dwarf said, " No work iswroueht
By Tresis of Che Hills, () „an. for

naught. .

'



IWll
made

strong,

She hid her face in his flame-red bear

price,"' quoth Esbern
onarc.

" VVhen Kallundborg churoii is builded
vvclj, I

TIlou must the name of its builder tell I Tn?^^''
'

'

''"' *"'^''' '^' "'^^^'^^ to-day
Or thy heart and thy eyes „u,.st 1 e mv Le r^. ,'^'1T"''?'^"''"P'"^'<«1W;
,

boon.
'• '"y Let me hmd thee close, let me feel thy

'Buid," said FsIiPm '<„„i i -i , •
"^-''^''^

soon '-
''''''^"' ^"^ '^"^'^1 ^' E-e mine by the Troll .s torn apart I

By night and by day the Troll wrought
on

;
•

He he\yed the timbers, he piled the
stone

;

But day by day, as th. walls rose fair,JJa.ker and sadder grew Esbern Snare

I smned O Helva, for love of thee

'

I ray th.n the Lonl Christ pardon S""t>in fast as slie prayed, and faster stillHammered the Troll in Uishoi hill

He knew, as he wrought, that a lovinu
aeart ^

He "oSf ''^?'^t''
f^? ^'-Itched by day, Was som'eh^w baffling his evil art •

.
not pray

;

Anm T"f''°"/^" Elle-maids shy,And the^^jveck and the Nis gave no

• "f-^" ui j^ii (jr } roll
'

a maiden s prayer for her lover's souL

And Esbern listened, and caught thesound *^

Of his evil bargain far and wide i "To n,^ "-'' -s'uu„<A rumour ran through the com uv sul.- r

.^""""^'ow comes Fme, father thi
And Helva of Nesv.'k, young and ^r' "

'"'^ '''"' '^"^^ '^ee, baby mine
I'rayed for the soul of Esbern Snare

'

Of a Troll-wife singing underground
:

l2°;r^r;^"-^E„.e,,^,?er thine:

And now the church was well-nighdone •

One p.iar it lacked, and one alonT'And the gnm Troll muttered, "Fool
thou art !

By Kallundborg in black despair
through wood and meadoi, walked

Esl)ern Snare,

Under the birches on Ulslioi bank.

At his last day's work he heard the TrollHammer and delve in thequa rv'sl oleiJefore h,m the church stocidjge and

TlI;'^f''',"'^'''^^''"S'"^--^'s""riseThoul play with Esbern Snare's
iieart and eyes '

"

" Ho
!

ho !•' quoth Esbern, " is that
} our game.?

nami ! ''

''"""''^'
' ^^^ ^^-

lo Kallundborg church with the lack-mg stone.
" Too late, Gafifer Fine ! " cried Esbern

Snare

;

And Troll and pillar vanished in air !

Tiiat night the harvesters heard the
sound

Of a woman sobbing underground,
An.l the vou:e of the HiU-TroUIoud

with blame
,, r 1

, •<! 1, ^iJu-iioil loud
I have builded my tomb," said Es- I Of th

"^^^ '' '™"
•

hern Snare. ^ ^' *^^' ^he careless singer who told his

I

name.

'•Would I might Jieno^Tthv'S^^^^^ '"mo"nf '"' '" '^' ^'^''^'^^^
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And the fishers of Zealand liear him
still

Scolding his wife in Ulshoi hill.

c»"n f^y^i'd over its groves of birch
Still looks the tower of Kallundbon'

church, =•

Where first at its altar, a wedded pair.
Stood Helva of Nesvek and Esbern

Snare !

o'er Afric's

" What, 'asl-.ed the Traveller, "would
our sires,

The old N rse story-telkrs, say
Of sun-graved pictures, ocean wires.
And smoking steam-boats of to-day^

And this, O lady, by your leave,
Kecalls your song of vester eve •

Pray, let us have that Cable-hymn once
more.

"Hear hear!" the Book-man cried,
the lady has the floor.

"Through Orient seas,
plain

And Asian mountains borne.
1 he vigour of the Northern brain
Shall nerve the world outworn.

"From clime to clime, from shore to
shore.

Shall thrill the magic thread
;

1 he new Prometheus steals once more
I

1
he fire that wakes ihe dead."

Throb on, strong pulse of thunder-
beat

From answering beach to beac.> •

I'use nations in thy kindly heat, '

And melt the chains of each !

Wild terror of the sky above,
Glide tamed and dumb below '

liear gently. Ocean's carrier dove,
Thy errands to and fro.

1 hese noisy waves below perhaps
1 o such a strain will lend their ear.With softer voice and lighter lapse
Come stealing up the sands to hear,And what they once refused to do

i^or old king Knut accord to you.
Nay, even the fishes shall your listeners

be.

As once the legend runs, they heard
St. Anthony."

lonely bay of Trinity,
dreary shores, give ear

!

Lean down unto the white-lipped sea
1 he voice of God to hear !

From world to world his couriers fly,
fhought-winged and shod with fire :

1 he angel of His stormy sky
Kides down the sunken wire.

NVhat saith the herald of the Lord.?
The wor d's long striie is done

;

Close wedded by that mystic cord,
Its continents are one.

"
Klt^''^^ !" ''^''"' ^' °"« '"^ blood.

\Shall all her peoples be ; i

i.iie hands of hGman brotherhood
Are Clasped beneath the sea

Weave on, swift shutrie of the Lord
Beneath the deep so far.

The bridnl robe of earths accord,
i he funeral shroud of war !

For lo .' the fall of Ocean's wall
Space mocked and time outrun •

And round the world the thought of a"
Is as the thought of one !

The poles unite, the zones agree,
Ihe tongues of striving cease •

As on the sea of Galilee
The Christ is whispering, Peace !

"Glad prophecy ! to this at last,"
The Reader said, " ihall all things

come. **

Forgotten be the bugle's blast.
And battle-mu.Mc of the dri;m.A httlo while the world may run

Its old mad vv.^v, wi!b needle-gun
And iron-clau, but '.rath, at last, shall

ieif,ii

:

The cradle-s,>r.:g of Christ was never
sung ii! vain !"

Shiftii-jhisscatteredpaper.s. "Here "

He said as died the faint'applause,
s something that I found last yearUown on the island kr.own as (Su\

I hud It trom a fair-haired girl
Who. oddly, bore the name of Pearl



I o'er Afric's

from shore to

THE DEAD S//f/' cy IIARPSIVELL.

(As if Ijy some droll freak of circum-
stance,)

Classic, or wellnigh so, in Harriet
btowe s romance. "'

THE DEAD SHIP OF HARPS-
WELL.

What flecks the outer gray beyond
1 he sundown's golden trail '

1 ne w:,ue flash of a sea-bird's win-r
Or gleam of slanting sail?

"

Let young eyes watch from Neck and
i oint,

„,,-^"'[ sea-worn elders pray,—
'

I he gho,t of what was once a ship i

Is sailmg up the bay !

Erom gray sea-fog, from icy drift Ifrom peril and from pain,
'

The home-bound fisher greets thy lightsO hundred-harboured Mame '

'

Hut many a keel shall seaward UirnAnd many a sail outstand.
When, tall and white, the Dead Shin

looms
Against (he dusk of land.

She rounds the headland's bristliii-
pmes;

She threads the isle-set bay •

^o spur of breeze can speed her on,Nor ebb of tide delay
Old men still walk the Isle of Orr

\\ ho tell her date and name,
Old shipwrights sit in Freeport yardsWho hewed her oaken frame.

What weary doom of baffled quest, I

1 hou sad sea-ghost, is thine ?
^V hat makes thee in the haunts of home

'

A wonder and a sign ?
'

No foot is on thy silent deck, I

Upon thy helm no hand
;

'

IVo npple hath the soundless wind
I hat smites thee from the land !

Fornever comes the ship to port,
Howe'er the breeze may be;

Just when she nears the waiting shore
She drifts again to sea.

.\o lack ot Mil. nor turn of helm,
^ iVor sheer of veering side

;

-^tein-fore she drives lo sea and nii^hl
Against the wind and fide

In vam o er Harpswell Neck the starOf evening guides her in :

In va,„ for her the lamps are lit
VVithin thy tower. Sepuin '

In vain the harbou-boat shall hail
In vain tlie pilot call •

'

j

No hand shall reef her spectral sail.Or let her anchor fall.

Shake, brown old wives, with dreary jov

I

. V"'' C'-'y-head hints of ill • ^^
"

'

And, over sick-beds whispering low,
[

i our prophecies fulfil

,

•'^»"}e Jjome amid yon birchen trees
'rape its door with woe •

i

'^ T ^
^ rl'''''-' "-Y

^^^^^ Ship sails,
i

'
^rial boat shall row !

From WolfNeck and from Flying PointI-rom Lsiandand from main,.^
'

Horn sheltered cove and tided creek,

Tu f §'!''^ '^^ ^™^'^^ train.
The dead-boat with the bearers four,

iJiQ mourners at her stern,—

^"J
0"e^shall go the silent way

^^ ho s.;all no more return !

''^wK f^" ''^^' ^"^^ ^^'"^" ^veep,Whose dear ones pale and pine,
!

And sadly over sunset seas
I Await the ghostly sign.

I hey know not that its sails are filled.-
I By pity's tender breath,
Nor see the Angel at the helmWho steers the Ship of Death •

" <^f^'" as a down-east breeze should
be,

The Book-man said. "A ghostly
touch ^

The legend has. I'm glad to see
V ourflying Yankee i>eat the Dutch »
u ell, here is something of the sortU hich one midsummer day I cauchiIn Narragansett Bay. for l..ck of fish^'

N\ '• wait,' the Traveller said; " .eive
hot or cold your di?h.

"

THE PALATINE.
Lkaguis north, as fly the gull and

I

auk,
Point Judith watches with eye of hawl •

Leagues south, thy beacon flames,'
Moinauk !

'

Uh

W'
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Lonely and wind-shorn, wood-forsaken,
With never a tree for Spring to waken,
Fur tryst of lovers or farewells taken,

Circled by waters that never freeze,
Beaten l)y billow and swept by breeze
Lieth the island of Manisees,

Set at the mouth of the Sounil to iiold
The coast lights up on its turret old,
Yellow with moss and sea-fog mould.

Dreary t!ie land when gust and sleet
At its doors and windows howl and beat.
And Winter laughs at its fires of peat

!

But in summer tin7e, when pool and
pond,

Held in the laps of valleys fond.
Are blue as the glimpses of sea beyond;

When the hills are sweet with the
brier-rose.

And, hid in the warm, soft dells, unclose
Flowers the main-land rarely knows

;

When boats to their morning fishing go.
And, held to the wind ami slanting^low,'
Whitening and darkening the small

sails show,

—

Then is that lonely island fair
;

And the pale healtli-hceker tindeth there
The wine of life in its pleasant air.

No greener valleys the Kun invite.
On smoother beaches no sea-birds liglit.
No blue waves shatter to foam

white I

more

laa

There, circling ever their narrow rann-e,
Quaint tradition and legend strange

° '

Live on uncliailenued, and know no
change.

Old w ives spinning their webs of tow,
Or rocking weirdly to and fro
In and out of the peat's dull glow,

Andold men mending their netsof twine,
i a k together of dream and sign.
Talk of the lost ship Palatine,—

The ship that, a hundred years before,
j^reighted deep with its goodly store,
In the gales of the equinox went ashore, i

The eager islanders one by one
Counted the shots of her signal gun,
And heard the crash when she drove

right on !

Into the teeth of death she sped :

(May God forgive the hands that fed
The false lights over the rocky Head !)

O men and brothers ! what sights were
there !

Wliite up-turned faces, hands stretched
in prayer

!

Where waves had pity, could ye not
spare ?

Down swooped the wreckers, like birds

.

of prey
Te."rm.^' the heart of the ship away,
And the dead had never a word to say.

And then, with ghastly shimmer and
shine

Over the rocks and the seething brine.
They burnetl the \\ reck of the Palatine.

[

In their cruel hearts, as they homeward
sped,

"The sea and the rocks are dumb,"
they said :

"There'll be no reckoning with the
dead.

"

But the year went round, and when
once more

Along their foam-white curves of shore
They heard the line-storm rave and roar,

Behold ! again, with shimmer and shine,
Over the rocks and the seething brine.
The flaming wreck of the Palatine !

So, haply in fitter words than these,
Mending their nets on their patient

knees
They tell the legend of Maniseea.

Nor looks nor tones a doubt betray
;

"It is known to us all," thev quietb

^^ ^
say;

" We too have seen it in our day."

Is there, then, p.o death fcr a word
once spoken ?

Was never a deed but left its token
Written on tables never broken >
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liinmer and

Do the elements subtle reflections give ?

I)o pictures of all the ages live

Ou Nature's infinite negative,

Which, half in sport, in malice half.

She shows at times, with shudder or
laugh,

Phantom and shadow in photograph?

For still, on many a moonless night,
From Kingston Head and from Mon-

tauk light

The spectre kindles and burns in sight.

Now low and dim, now clear and higher.
Leaps up the terrible Ghost of Fire,
Then, slowly sinking, the flames expire.

An. the wise Sound skippers, though
skies be fine,

Ueef their sails when they see the sign
Of the blazing wreck of the Palatine !

' • A fitter tale to scream than sing,

"

The Book-man said. " Well, fan-
cy, then,"

The Reader answered, "on the wing
The sea-birds shriek it, not fo'r

men.
But in the ear of wave and breeze !

"

The Traveller mused : " Your Mani-
sees

Is fairy-land : off Narragansett shore
Who ever saw the isle or heard its

name before ?

" 'Tis some strange land of Fly-away,
Whose dreamy shore the ship be-

guiles,

St. Brandan's in its sea-mist gray.
Or sunset loom of Fortunate Isles :

"

"No ghost, but solid turf and rock
Is the gr>od island known as Block,"

The Reader said. "For beauty and
for ease

I chose its Indian name, soft-flowing
Manisees !

" But let it pass ; here is a bit

Of unrhymed story, with a hint
I

Ofjhe old preaching mood in it. I

i iie sort of sidelong moral squint
,

Our friend objects to, which has
'

grown,
I

I fear, a habit of my own.
)

'Twas written when the Asian plague
drew near.

And tile land held its breath and paled
with sudden fear."

ABRAHAM DAVEX Vo RT.

In the old days (a custom laid aside
With breeches and cocked hats) the

people .sent

Their wisest men to make the public
laws.

And so, from a brown homestead, w here
the Sound

Drinks the small tribute of the Mianas,
Waved over by the woods of Rippo-

wains.
And hallowed by pure lives and tran-

quil deaths,

Stamford sent up to the councils of the
State

Wisdom and grace in Abraham Daven-
port.

'Twas oi> a May-day of the far old
year

Seventeen hundred eighty, that there
fell

Over the bloom and sweet life of the
Spring,

Over the fresh earth and the heaven of
noon,

A horror of great darkness, like the
night

In day of which the Norland sagas tell,

—

The Twilight of the Gods. The low-
hung sky

Was black with ominous clouils, save
where its rim

Was fringed with a dull glow, like that
which climbs

The crater's sides from the red hell
below.

Birds ceased to sing, and all the barn-
yard fowls

Roosted ; the cattle at the pasture bars
Lowed, and looked homeward ; bats

on leathern wings
Flitted abroad ; the sounds of labour

died
;

Men prayed, and women wept ; all

cars grew sharp
To hear the doom-blast of the trumpet

shatter
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The black sky, that the dreadful face
of Christ

Might look from the rent clouds, not
as he looked

A loving guest at Hethany, hut stern
As Justice and inexorable Law.

Save the ten Arab signs, yet not with-
out

The shrewd dry humour natural to the
man :

His awe-struck colleagues listening ail
the while,

Meanwhile in the old State-House ! ^\^\ZT^lu\l''''T "C'^'"'
'^'•g^""ent.

<iim as ghosts, '

,V' V'T
^^"^ ^^'"^''- of the wrath of God

Sat the lawgivers of Connecticut.
'''''

o"!"/
' ^'"""''

^"""l'^^' °'" ^l^^

trembling beneath their legislative'
robes.

" It is the Lord's Great Day ! Let us
adjourn,

"

Some said
; and then, as if with one

accord.
All eyes were turned to Abraham Dav-

enport.
He rose, slow cleaving with his steady

voice

The intolerable hush. "This well may
be

The Day of Judgment which the world
awaits ;

But be it so or not, T only knowMy present duty, and my Lord's com-
mand

To occupy till he come. So .it the
post

Where he hath set me in his provi-
dence,

r choose, for one, to meet him face to
face,

—

No faithless servant frightened from
my task,

But ready when the Lord of the harvest
calls

;

And therefore, with all reverence I
would say,

'

Let God do his work, we will see to
ours

Bring in the candles." And they
brought them in.

Then by the flarmg lights the Speaker
read,

Albeit with husky voice and shaking
hands, ^

An act to amend an act to regulate
The shad and alewive fisheries. Where-

upon
Wisely and well spake Abraham D.-x,

venport.
Straight to the question, with no figures

of speech

And there he stands in memory to
this day.

Erect, self-poised, a rugged face, half
seen

Against the background of unnatural
dark,

A witness to the ages as they pass,
That simple duty hath noplace for fear.

He ceased; just then the ocean
seemed

To lift a half-faced moon in sight •

And, shoreward, o'er the waterJ
gleamed.

From crest to crest, a line of light.
Such as of old, with solemn awe.
The fishers by Gennesaret saw

,

\V hen dry-shod o'er it walked the Son
of God,

Tracking the waves with light where'er
his sandals trod.

Silently for a space each eye
Upon that sudden glory turned •

Cool from the land the bieeze blew

The tent-ropes flapped, the long
beach churned

Its waves to foam ; on eitlier hand
Stretched, far as sight, the hills of

sand
;

With bays of marsh, and capes of bush
and tree.

The woods black shore-line loomed
beyond the meadowy sea.

The lady rose to leave. "One
song,

.

O'- hymn, "they urged, "before we
part."

And she, with lips to which belong
Svreet ;Htuitions of ail art,

Gave to the winds of night a strain
Which they who heard would lie..r

again •



companiment. '
'^'-

Thc l.arp at x\ature's advent strunc
1 las never ceased to play •

The song the stars of morning sungHas never died away.
^

And prayer is made, and praise is given% all thmgs near and far ;
^ '

The ocean looketh up to heaven.And mirrors every star.

As kneels the human knee,
Their white locks bowing to the .mdThe priesthood of thefea •

'

AnRAHAM DAVENPORT.
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With di^oping head and branches

The twilight forest grievt:,

Vi-^r m'-''"'
'°"Sues oi Pentecost

i^rom all its sunlit leaves.

The blue sky is the temple's arch,
Its transept earth and air,

1 he music of its starry march
i ne chorus of a prayer.

^°\vif/"'''J'ff ^'^'^ '"^^•^"' frame
. 7' r'^^'c^ her years began,And all her signs and voices shame
Iheprayerlessheartofman

treasures
They pour their glittering

forth, ^

AiK,^h^'r*'^P?"''''^y bring,

T.L^l''''"'"S hills of earthlake up the song they sing.

"^

fI'^"
'^''^ '^"^' h^r ^"cense upP rom many a mountain shrine •

From folded leaf and dewy cup
She pours her sacred wine.

The mists above the morning rills
Rise white as wings of prayer;

Ihealtar-curtainsofthehills
Are sunset's purple air.

Orlowv/ithsobsofpain,-
'}5,'hunder-organ of the cloud,
1 he dropping tears of rain.

The moon's whilej

'I'he singer ceased,
rays

u5»'""/''^'"^P'' ^tillfaceofher
' Allah d Allah! He hath praiseFrom all things."said the Traveller.
Oft from the desert's silent nightsAnd mountain hymns ofsunset lights

The Moslem's prayer has shamed my
Christian knee unbent."

He paused, and lo ! far, faint, and
slow

ThebellsinNewbury'ssteeplestolled
The twelve dead hours; the lamp

burned low
;

^

The singer sought her canvas fold.One sadly said. "At break of day\\e strike our tent and go our way."«ut one made answer cheerily, "Never
fear,

We'll pitch this tent of ours in type
another year.

"

^

I

J;

Is Mh



THE PENNSYLVANIA PILGRIM.

!i"i

FRANCIS DAXIEL I'ASTOKIUS.

The beginning of German eniinraliun to
America ni he traced t« the ptTsonal influ-
ence o( VVu.iam Pen n, who ill 1,77 visited the
Continent, and made the acquaintance of an
intelligein and hi;;hly cultivated circle of
Pietisis, or Mystics, who, reviving in the seven-
teenth century the spiritual faith and worship
of I'aiiler and the "' F'rieiids of God " in the
fourteenth, , ithered about the pastor Spener,
and the young and beautiful Eleoiiora Johanna
Von Merlau. In this circle originatei) the
Fraiikfort Land Company, which boii it of
William Fenn, the Governor of Pennsyi ania,
a tract of land near the new city of Philadel-
phia.
The company's agent in the New World was

a rising young lawyer, Francis Daniel Pas-
torius, son of Judge Pastorius, of Windsheun,
who, at the age of seventeen, entered the Uni-
versity of Altorf He studied law at Strasburg,
Basle, and Jena, and at Ratisbon, tne seat of
the Imperial Governm«nt, obtained a practical
kn^ ledge of international polity. Successful
mail his examinations and disputations, he re- I

ceived the degree of Doctor of Laws at Nurem-
j

berg in 1676. In 1670 he was a law-lecturer at
|

Frankfort, where he became deeoly interested
'

in the teachings of Dr. Spener. In 1680-81 he i

travelled in France, England, Ireland, and !

Italy with his friend Herr Von Rodeck. " I i

was," he says, "glad to enjoy again the com-
|pany of my Christian friends, rather than be
i

with Von Rodeck feasting and dancing." In ;

1683, in company with a small nnmber of Ger- '

man Friends, he emigrated to America, settling
upon the Frankfort Company's tract between
the bchuylkill and the Delaware Rivers. The
township was divided into four hamlets,
namely, Germantown, Krisheim, Crefield, and
bommerhausen. Soon after his amval he
united himself with the Society of Friends, and
became one of its most able and devoted mem-
bers, as well as the reco-nised head and law-
giver of the settlement. He married, two years
after his amval, Anneke (Anna), daughter of
Ur. Klosterman, of Muhlheim.
In the year i683 he drew up a memorial

against slaveholding, which was adopted by

t the (icrmaiitown Friends .intl sent up to the
MonrMy Meeting, ainl thence to the Yearly
Meet >,' at Philadelphia. It is noteworthy as
the hrst protest made 1)\- a religious body
.1 gainst Negro Slavery. The original docu-
ment was discovered in 1844 by the Phila-
delphia antiquarian, Nathan Kile, and pub-
lished in "Ihe Friend " (Vol. XVIII. No. :6).
It is a bold and direct appeal to the best
instincts of the heart. " Have not," he asks,
'' thi'se n.--groes as much right to tight for their
freedom as you l.ave to keep them slaves?"

_
Under the wit directioi of Pastorius, the

Germantown setthment grew and prospered.
The inhabitants plantud orchards and vineyards,
and surrounded themselves with suuvenirs of
their old home. A large number of them were

I

linen-weavtMS, as well as small larmers. The
Quakers were the principal sect, hut men of all

I

religions wen- i ilerated, and !i\fd together in
harmony. I ; 1092 Richard Frame published,
in what he called verse, a " Description of
Pennsylvania, " in which he alludes to the
settlement :

—

" The German town of which I spoke before,
Which is at least in length one mile or more.
Where lives High German people and Low

Dutch,
Whose trade in weaving linen cloth is much.
There grows the fla.\, as also you may know
That from the same they do livide the tow.
Their trade suits well their haliitation,—
We find convenience for their occupation."

Pastorius seems to have been on intimate
terms with William Penn, Thomas Llnyd,
Chief Justice Logan, Thomas Story, and other
leading nien in the Province belonging to his
own religious society, as also with Kelpius, the
learned Mystic of the Wissahickon, with the
pastor of the Swedes' church, and the leaders
of the Mennonites. He wrote a description of
Pennsylvania, which was published at Frank-
fort and Leipsic in 1700 and 170T. His "L'ves
ol the Saints." &c.. written in German nd
dedicated to Prof. Schurmberg, his old teacner,
was published in 1690. He left behind him
many unpublished manuscripts covering a very
wide range ot subjects, most of which are now
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"Hive ^IL'st'oT ,T-'"'"""iP' folio, entitle.llive neestoLk, M,- otropheuni A near ,,rRusc.i .^puu„," Mill , „Mins. contairn '

^a"pa'e'Tt^""^ '"'T'
''"= ''"""-'Ni- slo a pat,e. It Is a niLiiley ui kiiuwleil -c ,i, >

,^e description of rtowerf. ami t^etVorb ?s"
AA

'°"'7"'« sP«'-""en of his punniiv 1 uin ^^addressed to an orchard-pilferer :---
""

"

»iy

'^Quisquis^^^in haec furtin. reptas viridaria

Tangere l.illaci poina cavelo nianu,

op"o,
'"'""'"• '*"" ^'"^^ °"""^ q"od

Cum mails nostri.s ut mala cuncta feras."

Professor Oswald Seidenstickcr fr, ,^\

Phm. I am indebted for n>.iny of the n^rei^ „
.'

though the fact is nrff ,,? . J ,
^'^™a>itown,

sourc'e of informat^ioT 'Kl„'^':,f:">' tf"-^tion of the last trace of his earThi
''"^obIaera-

'jut typical of what LJ earthly existence is

whichX represents . /^L'p"''"''"" "'^ ''""'^

he founded.'^hTch sAwtim^iv^^'L'""" ^.'''^'h

present but'a qt^ain^dy of he"'n"^'"°r•'^
^'

myth, barely remembered U^iP'T^' "'''"'"''' *
by the keener rarfclsrul-'ided ' "'' ^°^

hilar&p^oef^>;re'\a\^f"-

establisi, Lrerusnesf on "the'tX^^h'"

equally iortun'^te. "f e pow^; ^o?Th"°'
^^"'

mony for truth and f,r;i;,;
^ °' '^eir testi-

'Ut c.„„mo„place oniccs *.f ivil tv r^m. .

"'''

b..vv.en them and the Ii ian^-^indT*.'''.?"^"ene,,,,.., ,,,un„..l them «u/, ?he
"

t u'at theravag- s did not regard then, . Chr ,ii ,. ijust MK h men as tlu n,sel vj^ V eVit muf hi ^n'parent t . every cardul obM-rvpr r, "P"
of .An.er.can civilla „ ,ha,

" ^'''^^^'1

cun iits liad ihX • ,

'*° pnncip.i

" ru 1 • ' ' ^'-ircls ot a ite wr t»r ••

be tempted by no external so en li .r 'm

pari, whithtr n '*' -'""^ '*"= ^llla^y

Th colourVo°/',:'°"L''^T^"
"""^ h>. loc^iK'

"1 the glare and tumult of the nreslnf ,;„^uch a nicture will «;„5 r
present time,

Amesbl-rv, Fifth Month, 1872.
^' *"" ^^'•

iboliti
f;fo?!„;7:h'e'':?;in'J%h^r;"|-°? °/u^'"^^-->'>

^^e

suffering.-felt n^nVf ,•

^^'^"'^''^
P"""" ''"d

progress Bi 'of ,h '
^'^"^ '^'^P "f bumnn

& th?r "• <^^''--??r"om^i:e" ^ufs^r

Englan'd! '^he;"' h^;f^.r^t^r^""^
°!,

^'-

:^s*u-irs:te-|v^^^
^oldiers, Jike Miles Standish • thev"hIVfigut-e so picturesque as Van; n.^l A

"°
rash V hnv* -.„j 1 C

*^"e, no leader so

Hail to posterity!
Hajl future men of Germanopolis '

et the young generations yet to be
.ook kindly upon this.

Ihmk how your fathers lelt theirnatire land -

Sr" 0-"-d'--thsand
And, where the wild beast roams

In patience planned
iVew lorest homes beyond the mighty sea,

,.' here undisturbed and free * '

lo live as brothers of one family.W hat pains and cares befell,
vV hat trials and whaf fears

Remeniuer, and wherein we have done wellFollow our footsteps, men of coming yea" '

Where we have f.uled to do
'

Aright, or wisely live,

Mulford's Nation, up. 2677»<S8.

fl
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.;li

Ke warned by us, the hett'er way pursue,
And, knowing we were human, even as you,

Pity us and forgive !

Farewell, Posterity !

Farewell, dear Germany I

Forevermore, farewell

!

From the Latin of Francis Damei, Pas-
TORi'-s in tlu- Guiinantmvn Records. 1688.

PRELUDE.

I SING the Pilgrim of a softer clime
And milder speech ihan those brave

men's who brought
To the ice and iron of our winter time
A will as firm, a creed as stern, and

wrought
With one mailed hand and with the

other fought.
Simply, as fits my theme, in homely

rhyme
I sing the blue-eyed German Spener

taught.

Through whose veiled, mystic faith the
Inward Light,

Steady and still, an easy brightness
shone,

Transfiguring all things in its radiance
white.

The garland which his meekness never
sought

I bring him ; over fields of harvest
sown

With seeds of blessing, now to ripe-
ness grown,

1 bid the sower pass before the reapers'
sight.

THE PENNSYLVANIA
PILGRIM.

Never in tenderer quiet lapsed the
day

From Pennsylvania's vales of spring
away.

Where, forest-walled, the scattered
hamlets lay

Along the wedded rivers. One long
bar

Of purple cloud, on which the evening
star

Shone like a jewel on a scimitar,

Held the sky's golden gateway.
Through the deep

Hush of the woods a murmur seemed to
creep.

The Schuylkill whispering in a voice of
sleep.

All else was still. The oxen from their
ploughs

Rested at last, and from their long day's
browse

Came the dun files of Krisheim's home-
bound cows.

And the young city, round whose virgin
zone

The rivers like two mighty arms were
thrown,

Marked by the smoke of evening fires

alone.

Lay in the distance, lovely even then
With its fair women and its stately

men
Gracing the forest court of William

Penn,

Urban yet sylvan : in its rough-hewn
frames

Of oak and pine the dryads held theit
claims.

And lent its streets their pleasant wood
land names.

Anna Pastorius down the leafy lane
Looked city-ward, then stooped to prun

again
Her vines and simples, with a sigh of

pain.

For fast the streaks of ruddy sunset
paled

In the oak clearing, and, as daylight
failed,

Slow, overhead, the dusky hight-birds
sailed.

Again she looked : between green walls
of shade.

With low bent head ss if with sorrow
weighed,

Daniel Pastorius slowly came and said,

" God's peace be with thee, Anna !

"

Then he stood
Silent before her, wrestling with the

mood
Of one who sees, the evil and not good.
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"
'"""sVo.':;

"" '•"'"'-'••
^» *=

I
""rfp., for*7go„d „,a„rai,a,. ; Who

Sadder than tears. " Dear heart " he J( i\.

""^ "'•°"g.

said. " our folk
'' ^^ ^^ '^'^-^'j

^'^"J'^'^t ?
,
How long, O J,ord •

now long! '

"^"r^Sfr^- ^"."-eoocll. He „a..; ,„.,, ,„„„, „ ,^,,, ^.,^
Are «,,„„, .„„ ,„, .,„„. ^,„,^ ,,,,„

^ fj«.»^ ^^^ ^^^^ _^^^_ ^^^^_^^_

round. '^

"For duty's loss. So even our feeble About hin, beaded with the falling

'"''1.;^';;:!^;;^^^'^-^-''^^ --t. Rare fu of power and herbs of
As .f . stone its quiet waters stirred ;

Sue!. as'V;.? ^^ont and Agrippa
41 A_j ., . . I knew. ^ ^^
" And as the clerk ceased reading, there

"''''"

inwiaening circles, as from man to man. !
-= 'ead the herbal signs of natujfs

uc , ... I
page.

" Somewhat was said of running before
sent. "^

Of tender fear that some their guide
outwent. ^

page.

As once he heard in sweet Vcn Mer-
lau's56 bowers

,,, ,,----".
^''''

^l
h*^'-^'^"". i" boyhood's happy

Iroublers of Israel. I was scarce intent Th. "'''L-

.._ .
. ^

e.ntent The p.ous Spener read his creed i,,On hearing, for behind the reverend I

"'^''•

Of gall^Friends. in dumb and piteous
|

" '"''^

s'ald hLstfe'"'^ " ^^^'^"'^^ '

"

Touching with fing-^r-tip an aloe, rifeWith leaves sharp.pointed like an A/-
tec kniJe

show,
I !.aw, methought, dark faces full of woe.

'"^""^wlrere"''
"^'''''

^ ''''' '""^'^

They toHjJ^nd su«ered
; I .. made P^^P^^^:^!:^^;;:

r.c ..
"""^^'^

.
Brought from the SnnniJ, mJJ^I:.aware

"And while the meeting smothered our
poor plea

With cautious phrase, a Voice there
seemed to be,

Brought from the Spanish Main^by
merchantmen. ^

"See this strange plant its steady pur-
pose hold, ' ^

And. year by year, its patient leaves
unfold,

' As ye have done to these ye do to me !

'

"So it all passed; and the old tithe
went on

anise, mint, and cumin, till the sun
saving still the weightier work
undone.

Of
Set

are old.

"But some time, thou hast told me
there shall come

A. sudden
fu

beauty, brighti less, and per-

The century-moulded bud shall burst

me.

nV

.ffe
I

I unfold.
^-^

Jrdl the young eyes that watched it first f <

bloom
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"So may the seed which hath been
sown to-day

Grow with the years, and, after lung
delay,

Break into bloom, and God's eternal
Yea

"Answer at last the patient prayers of
them

Who now, by faith alone, behold its
stem

Crowned with the flowers of Freedom's
diadem.

Set the low walls a-glimmer, showed
the cock

Rebuking I'clcr on the Van Wyck
clock,

Shone on old tomes of law and physic,
side

Hy side wuh Fox and Behmen, played
at hide

And seek with Anna, midst her house-
Jiold pride

Of flaxen webs, and on the table, liare
Of costly cloth or silver cup, but where

'Meanwhile, to feel and suffer, work! ^'^'^""y tlie fat shads of the Delaware,
and wait.and wait,

Remam, for us. The wrong indeed is

great,

But love and patience conquer .soon or
late."

"Well jiast thou .said, my Anna!"
Tenderer

Than youth's caress upon tJie head of
her

Pastorius laid his hand. "Shall we
demur

"Because the vision tarrieth? In an
hour

We dream not of the slow-grown bud
may flower,

And what was sown in weakness rise in
power !

"

Then through the vine-draped door
wliose legend read,

"Procul estk puophani:" Anna
led

To where their child upon his little bed

Looked up and smiled. " Dear heart,

"

she said, " If we
Must bearers of a heavy burden be,
Our boy, God willing, yet the day shall

see

"When, from the gallery to the far-
thest seat.

Slave and slave-owner skall no longer
meet,

"''

But all sit equal at the Master's feet."

The courtly Penn had praised the
goodwife's cheer,

And quoted liorace o'er her home-
brewed beer,

Till even grave Pastorius smiled to hear.

In such a home, beside the Schuylkill's
wave.

He dwelt in peace with God and man,
and gave

Food to the [loor and shelter to the
slave.

For all too soon the N-w World's scan-
dal shamed

The righteous code enn and Sid-
ney framed.

And men withheld the human rights
they claimed.

And slowly wealth and station sanction
lent.

And hardened avarice, on its gains in-
tent.

Stifled the inward whisper of dissent.

Vet all the while the burden rested sore
On tender hearts. At last Pastorius

bore
Their warning message to the Church's

door

In God's name ; and the leaven of the
word

Wrou{;''t ever after in the souls who
heard.

And a dead conscience in its grave-
clothes .stirred

On the stone hearth the blazing walnut
j

To troubled life, and urged the vain
I excuse
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Of Hebrew custom, patriarchal use,
Good i.i itself if evil in abuse.

Gravely Pa torius listened, not the less
Discerning,' through the decent fig-leaf

dress

Of the poor plea its shame of selfish-
ness.

One Scripture rule, at least, was un-
forgot :

He hid the outcast, and bewrayed him
not:

And, when his prey the human hunter
sought.

He scrupled not, while Anna's wise
delay

And proffered cheer prolonged the
master's stay.

To speed the black guest safelv on his
way.

Vet, who shall guess his bitter grief who
lends

His life to some great cause, and finds
his friends

Shame or betray it for their private
ends ?

How felt the Master when his chosen
strove

In childish folly for their seats above • ^"^ P'^i"'""' Kelpius57 from his hermit
And that fond mother, blinded liy her

'^^"^

And held armed truce upon its neutral
ground.

There Indian chiefs with battle-bows
unstrung.

Strong, hero-limbed, like those whom
Homer sung,

Pastorius fancied, when the world was
young,

Came with their tawny women, lithe and
tall.

Like bronzes in his friend Von Rodeck's
hall.

Comely, if black, and not uiipleasine
all.

' ^

There hungry folk in homespun drab
and gray

Drew round his board o!i Monthly
Meet.ng day,

G^-nial, half merry in their friendly
way.

Or, haply, pilgrims from the Father-
land,

^^'eak, timid, homesick, slow to under-
stand

I he New World's promise, sought his
helping hand.

iove,

Besought him that her sons, beside his
throne,

Might sit on either hand ? Amidst his
own

A stranger oft, companionless and lone

God's priest and prophet stands. Tne
martyr's pain

Is not alone from scourge and cell and
chain

;

Sharper the pang when, shouting in his
train,

By Wissahickon, maddest of good men,
Dreamed o'er the Chiliast dreams of

-Petersen.

Deep in the woods where the small
river .slid

Snake-like in shade, the Helmstadt
Mystic hid.

Weird as a wizard over arts forbid,

Reading the books of Daniel and of
John,

And Behmen's Morning-Redness,
through the Stone

Of Wisdom, vouchsafed to his eyes
alone,

His weak disciples by their lives deny
1 he loud hosanna;, of their daily cry 1

And make their echo of his truth a lie. Whereby^he read what man ne'er read

His forest^j.ome no hermit's cell he
;

And saw'^t^he' visions man shall see no

^'''\run7""'"''''''^''"'"^"'^''"'^''^^'' ^^^"s^'^'^t ^"g^l- "^"ding sea and
'

I

shore,

p;

'\t

.1!l;|m||
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eclipse.
'"'"'''^ '^"d oft Pastorius and the meek old

I

nmn

Leaned o'e. ,he ga.e , o, R»„,e, p„,
'eg^n. ™""" '" " » "'"'

Aired his perfection in a world of sin.
""^''^

^f^'^^^^
Lloyd on pleasant morns

Or. talking of old home scenes, Op den ^^''^"'^^«hausen over vales ofvjraai shade

Till the red embers broke into a lauQh L
And dance of flame, as if they fL ^""on^/

''^^^•' ^™ ^^ ^-' with

-e rSr^: ,, tender
!:r"'r'---'-ethis memory

Wh^'SW pathos Of a homesick
"^" '' ^''^ " '^^""^' ^"" ^° ^^

"i'rr-^'i^'o'^ wise philosophies

Or Sl^ej. .,,, ,^,^^^ .hose Wh^^rtS
As law the Brethren of the Manor L ,

7'^'

Announced;'the speedy terrors of theL ""tki; s^o^^^
'' ''-^'^' "^

' ^'"^
^°;;!;^

°^ ^"-"th, but let the buckets

^"'
tsfa'ce"''

"^^^ ^^ ^°^°-' ^'•o-r'^^P^°"^"d bring the hidden waters

Manly ^,^^,h'o,„„, „ ,„„,„^ ^^^^
J^e varying „,, ,„„,, „_ ^^^ ^^^^^^

Hh „hUe hai, fl„a,i„s; „„„„ ^i, ,.^,„^ On lip, unlike was laid ,he alia,', coal

coloured, stoleThe Swe^dish pastor sought theQuaker's

Pleased from las neighbour's lips tohear once more ^

Through the stained oriel ofeach human

His lor^^isTuTsed^and
half-forgotten

I ''"''"broll^h";
"'"^ "'^'^' ^^<^ Q^-^er

^°^ -r----. hngual -S^- speak in B.on...ie. and rejone..^^^^^^
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The SpiHm™. ,„e ,„,„,,, „„ „„„
I

°'*'™!r.re*'"^
—

'» ^-.
SchoW^anJ ,«»„,, ,„,, ,„, „,,,

I

''"'-'. -consumed, a voice wi,„o„.

.-.a.,„do.co„„.a,„,_„„,„,,,„^.,_,^ |He «=.-««!, as kU.s „igh. say.

B^ *i" ors„. a„u p„i„, ,„ .„„ , I orc„„'t;;£ s i„

f'" Ir '•'"='• "°- -I" Hse|°f wit a„;l , c„„cei,_„e ™„d'"""^ l«.ow ,ta ,.ve,„,a„d.s,„ve. '
"r ,»i.?rce^„,,. .o „ne

Th.ho„,esj.„„r,o*besi„.,h,3cho,„-»!-^'
--;;., »l„lo his „,,• p,., „„ j„,

f-.o™s ,„ „„ ,„,„_ „, ,^^ ,^^^_
Of .ovcV,^e.„„.a„e.. ,c ,s niche he

'''"''strtr''™
°' ""^ ""*. -..I

^''= '""'™ P"Sesof hispo ,o„,t„,k

^'^
Tat'ht

"""°™ '"- -l»"e„ce|-^"" -^; '" half .he ,a„,„,^,3 „,

'S«:'w'hi,e''S
''" -"-ro-..|'*

'ti,^^'™' «** >vi,h bees

'•ofgelful of ,he old • ,h,
'*'"' ""°°^'' ""= S""""' "^ "™>ion ran

-^-™nds,a:d^L:tlr^|;L;SO.„o.a^^^

°"""o„rn,.
"'"' »"" '—eiess

'" S^^.^^ljorf or s.oricd N,„„be,s

«»a eve,, .o .ears, he heard .he r„hi„ "'"'"'p^i
"^°" ^^'" '^^= » ^"- '"

""
'°K'

"'""™ "> "» "--ern
|

"'= "'£/•™«'h his roof.ree. Mvs-

rfj,o,r„.,,
,„,„ .„^ s.,|i5rS"sSS?^';tar„r'"^'"'

And

!

If

I
•

! I

il .:

WlIthal yet
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Where Paul and Grotius, Scripture text
and saw,

Assured the good, and held the rest in
awe.

Human and sweet, as if each far, low
tone.

Over the loses of her L'ardens hlown,
iirouglu the warm sense of lieauiy all

her own.

Wise Spener questioned what his friend
'

^^'''''"hnnl^^h"
""''" '^^ ^'"'''''•^''

coidd trace I t. ,. , ,

"-\"'

Of spiritual influx or of savini: crace i

' "'""" °" ^^^ ^"^^"""^ '"
In the wild natures of the In.lian'race ' And i.,=.'f.»' iiiHuar. i.icc. And justice always into mercy grew.
And learned Schurmberg, fain, at times,

to look
Xo whipping-post he needed, stocks

nor jail,
'

From Talmud, Koran. Veds ind P,>n U- "'"J-ii'.

tateueh,
'

' ^ ^'""
I

^"'" '•'"•l<'"S-stool
; the orchard-thief

Sought out his pupil in his far-off nook, '

\t his fjhuke fL vi'
:

'"^ 'cDUKe, tHe vixen ceased to rail.
To query with him of climatic cliange.
Of bird, be.ast, reptile, in his forest

range.
Of flowers and fruits arid simples new

and strange.

The usurer's grasp release.l the forfeit
land

;

The slanderer faltered at the witness-
stand,

And all men took his counsel for com-
mand.

Green cairn below, blue quietness above.

And thus the Old and New World
reached their hands iw-.-jf

Across the \vater. and the friendly lands
' nf t

caressing a.r, the brooding love
Talked with each other from tl^i^J^ se I

"?"" "}'''' '^''^^ ^^'^™''^'' I'-^'hI

vered strands.
' - '^"^^^' "''

Pastorius answered all
: while seed and still flow nf ..n. iroot ^'"'^ "o^y of \valer, deep repose of wood.

Sen. r,o. ,,.„.» t„„,. ,,,.„ ,„ „„„,, SchiiSiLv;™:,i'r"iS^S"S

•"°°'£:.f
'-"""'cs,„,<„rs sof.c„„,„„ h.„,„ „,„, j„,„j,i,;

edge of hate,

And, in return, the flowers his bov-
^"^"^^^"^

'V"'^'''
^"*^ *''^"ght impatient

hood knew ^
\

^eal to \\ait

Smiled at his door, the same in form!
-^"^ ^'^"^ ''^^^"'''^"ce of the better state?

and hue, .

And on his vines the Khenish clusters
""^^ '''^'^' goadings in their

grew. ,
sterner way

VT„ • „ , , I

^'^'^ jagged ice, relieved by graniteNo Idler he; whoever else might I

gray,
/granite

^'"'''' ^^'-'^^ '""If! tlie men of MassachusettsHe set his hand to every honest ^^ork —
I'armer and teacher, court and meeting

clerk.
"

Still on the town seal his device is found
Grapes, flax, and thread-spool on a

trefod ground.
With " Vr.NiTM, LixuM ET Textki-

NUM " wound.

Bay:

What hate of heresy the east-wind
woke ?

What hints of pitiless power and terror
spoke

In waves that on their iron coast-line
broke.

^

0^e house sufficed for gospel and for
^' ''

Penn
""^' '' ''"'''" '^' ^^"^ "'"

1

I he sectary yielded to the citizen.
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. , . 267And peaceful dwelt tlie many-creeded

I \nd IhTTTT- -—
men. y reeled And 'hc^first-fru.ts of pear and apple.

Peace brooded over all. No trumpet
'^"''"

^T^' fri^'''V'"^^"'
">^-i'- gold and

stung
\r

"i^^i-Mjlendnig,
The air to madness, and no steeple flune" tfv

'''' '"-''^"' ^^'"'lia«- o'ioursAlarums down from bells at n,idni"h?{
''"^'^

"";• "

i

"^^

^'^'^.J;-'^
'^''S-'-e of the bird, and

The land slept well. The Indian fn.n, Life-ev ^tin. Iny an 1 >nis lace
i \ i n , »' '')i fnd t'FlaiUnii-

"lac'.""
""•''"'"""^- """»"- "'".S,,:.:"'"'-'

"•"* ''^- ""'"I*

Of ba,,,e.i,a,chc., »„o.l ,„. peacfu, >- Fir,,,,,,, ,„„„„^„_ ,^. .,,
'

;

summer calm,
'

^ "'•"'oiiSns;:;"' "- »"

-ing^w^Ui„<|„e,, „ha. Ms „„ive I

"
l-vJi'-jlsalL^-

""" "'°""'""

A,.d la»y freedom ,„ all eUe denied.
'^'^

,'
^ "'"I fir",der a. ,l,e „oi-y ,vl,«l

And wcU ,he c.,H„„. scholar loved ,l,e '"I'i
"'""»« "^ '""" '--".-y.

Tradl,,^ ,Ha. ,. s.,a„,, „el«,.„„. ;;;*"
""™" "^"""=- "^- "° -'

growing cold. The scattered settlers tlucu^l. ..eeu
n- , . L. forest-wavs ' ^^

discerned the fact round which their P^ '^"^^^ '"ceting-ward. 1„ reverentlancy drew amaze
Its dream.s, and held their childi.sh faith Th 1 r

To rnT°'^'''"'-" "" ''"PP"'' '^^^^ 'hen, f,om the10 LiOfl nnrl rm« .U_„ i. i^ , dim ,

r^, . , ;

\^:^iin, tender,Or wrought for wages at the white woodhuul
.

mans side,— Tanie lu him. lii(living to kindness what his native I

I'^^V'--'! j'sal

To God and man than half the creeds
ne knew.^'

^""andy;r^^^"'^^'^^^^°^^--
The Pl-^n^edear returned its hundred-

Great clusters ripened in a warmer sunThan that which by the Rhine stream
shines upon

ihe purpling hillsides with low vineso errun.

"^^""S'Sf
'"'''" PO'-ch the humming.

'Iried with light bill, that
stirred,

The Old World fl

scarce a

Seek'ih'"r'''^'''-'°"''^^"^"''^'"^n'".

whh fr '
''^P"'''^ h°"^^' '^ talk

witn film.

T'^are, through the gathered stillness
multiplied

^""^
"llje

'"'''"''' ^^ sympathy, out-

The sparrows sang, and the golcI-roI,in
cried,

A-swing upon his elm. A faint per-
fume '

Breathed through the open windows of
tlie roo.n

From locust-trees, heavy with clustered
bloom.

sore-tried confer

transferred
lowers to virgin

nor pillory could

m

:i :h
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Proud of the cropped ears meant to be
their shame,

Men who had eaten slavery's bitter

l)read

In Indian isles ; pale women who had
bled

Under the hangman's lash, and bravely
said

God's message through their jirison's

iron i)ars ;

And gray old soldier-converts, seamed
with scars

Krorn every stricken field of England's
wars.

Lowly before the Unseen Presence knelt
Each waiting heart, till liaply some one

felt

On his moved lips the seal of silence
melt.

Or, without spoken words, low breath-
ings stole

Of a diviner life from soul to soul.
Baptizing in one tender thought the

whole.

When shaken hands announced the
meeting o'er,

The friendly group still lingered at the
door,

Greeting, inquiring, sharing all the
store

Of weekly tidings. Meanwhile youth
and maid

Down the green vistas of the woodland
strayed,

Whispered and smiled and oft their
feet delayed.

And solemn meeting, summer sky and
wood,

Old kindly faces, youth and maiden-
hood,

Seemeii, like God's new creation, very
good !

And, greeting all with quiet smile and
word,

Pastorius went his way. The unscared
bird

Sang at his side ; scarcely the squirrel
stirred

At his hushed footstep on the mossy
sod

;

'

And, wheresoe'er the good man looked
or 1 1(1(1,

He felt the peace of nature and of
God.

His social life wore no ascetic form.
He loved all beauty, without fear of

harm,
And in his veins his Teuton blood ran

warm.

Strict to himself, of other men no spy,
He made his own no circuit-judge to

try

The freer conscience of his nei>dibours
by.

With love rebuking, by his life alone,
Gracious and sweet, ;he better way was

shown,
The joy of one, who, seeking not his

own.

Did the boy's whistle answer back the
thrushes?

Did light gill laughter ripple through
the bushes.

As brooks make merry over roots and
rushes ?

Unvexed the sweet air seemed. With-
out a wound

The ear of silence heard, and every
sound

Its place in nature's fine accordance
found.

And faithful to all scruples, finds at
last

The thorns and shards of duty over-
past,

And daily life, beyond his hope's fore-
cast,

Pleasant and beautiful with sight and
sound.

And flowers upspringing in its narrow
round,

And all his days with quiet gladness
crowned.

He sang not ; but, if sometimes tempted
hllOIlg,

He hummed what seemed like Altorf's
Burschen-song,

And
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ton l)Ioocl ran

lis nciijhbouis

;king not his

209
His B"»<i;ifc ™ned, a„., ji. „„. counTu;::;:^;;::;;;;:;^^

*• • Ins ear,

Kor well he loved his boyhood's brother Di!vl 'n"f \f\
'*''^" ''°'"' ^'^' ^"•' "«^-'''-

band
;

"'^'^^ 'I'/l'-'^t whisper, full of meanings
His Memory-, while he trod the New '

•

World's strand,
\ ti,„ t ;„i,f r , -r ,'lilt. Light of Life shone round him •

one by one
The wandering lights, that all-mislead-

ingrun.
Went out like candles paling in the

sun.

A double-ganger wal'ked the Father-
land !

If, when on frosty Christinas eves the
light

Shone on his quiet hearth, he missed
the sight

Of Yule-log, Tree, and Christ-child ail
in white

;

And closed his eyes, and h'stened to the
sweet

Old wait-songs sounding down his na-
tive street.

And watched again the dancers' min-
gling feet

;

Yet not the less, when once the vision
passed.

He held the plain and sober maxims
fast

Of the dear Friends with whom his lot
was cast.

Still all attuned to nature's melodies,He loved the bird's song in his dooryird
trees,

^

And the low hum of home-retur-i-T
bees

;

''

The blossom flax, the tulip-trees in
bloom

Down the long street, the beauty and
perfume

Of apple-boughs, the mingling light and
gloom

Of Sommerhausen's woodlands, woven
through

With sun-threads
; and the music the

wind drew.
Mournful and sweet, from leaves it over-

blew.

^nd evermore, beneath this outward
Sense,

And through the common sequence of
events,

He felt the guiding hand of Providence

That Light he followed, step b" step.
where er '

It led, as in the vision of the seer
Ihe wheels moved as the spirit in the

I

clear

And terrible crystal moved, with ali
their eyes

Watching the living splendour sink or
rise.

Its will their will, knowing no other-
wise.

Within himself he found the law ol
right.

He walked by faith and not the letter's
sight.

And read his Bible by the Inward Light.

And if sometimes the slaves of form and
rule,

Frozen in tl;eir creeds like fish in win-
ter's pool,

Tried the large tolerance of his liberal
school,

I

I lis door was free to men of every name.He welcomed all the seeking souls who
came,

And no man's faith he made a cause of
blame.

But best he loved in leisure hours to see
His own dear Friends sit by him knee

to knee.
In social converse, genial, frank, and

free.

^

There sometimes silence (it were hard
to tell

Who owned it first) upon the circle
fell.

Hushed Anna's busy wheel, and laid
Its spell

i
^ i:

!!

'A

m
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On Or. l.lncU,.,y « l,u grimaced by iho l..:n,l l.uj.c, .ticnyth, patience? Itn..irm, . were vain to nuess.
10 solemnize Ins shinini,' fncf of mirtli ;

'

Only the old cloci< ticked amid-t ilir v .l 1 .^,

(Icartli
'"11 line Nay. were the plant ilselfl-ut mytliical,

Si't in the froco of tradition's wall
Of soiitiii

; nor tyc was raided nor hand ^'^^*^ Jolham's Ijrambic, mattcrctli not
w;i> stirred

j

at all.

In that .soul-sahhath, till at last M.nio
'

«"rd .Enough to know that, through the
01 tender counsel or low ])rayfr was winter's frost

hcaid.
j

And summer's heat, no seed of truth is

rp, lost,

1 ften guests, who Inigered but farewell And every duty pays at last its cost
to say I

' J I i ....

'^"''

'tm,l;^.-d ;'w
'^'' "'"' '^'''

1

1^'\ ''' ^"^'"'-'"^ '^^^ '^' ''"" -n^l --'

cjn , """f".^"'
"-ly;

, K'"f' ««-•"' 11'^- 'I'l^wer to his lilelonL'
P.i^'^tiil in peace the guileless prayer;

m^ mtiont.

Quaker's day. The child was born beside the Dela-
ware,His was the Christian's unsung Age

ofdold.
A truer idyl tli.in the hards have told '

^^'^'^'' '" '''*^ power a holv |)urpose
Of Arno's banks or Arcady of old. .

''^"'''^

.
.

'

Guided his people unto nobler end.s
NV here stdl the Friends their place of And left them worthier of the name of

burial keep, I Friends.
And century-rooted mosses o'er it creep,
The Nvirni)erg scholar and his helpmeet '^"'1 '" ' t'le fulness of the time has

^leep.
I come,

\nil over all the exile's Western home,
From sea to sea the flowers of freedom

bloom !

And Anna's aloe ? I f it flowered at last
In Bartram's garden, did John Wool-

man cast

A glance upon it as he meekly passed? And joy-bells ring, and silver trumpets

know.
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wise angels

AMONG THE H I L ls.

PRELUDE.
I
Comes faintly in. .and silent chorus

Akong the rnruiside. like the flowers of To thJn'
'

r
k'old

^
" "^'- Pt-' vadmg symphony of peace.

I liat tawnv Incas for their I'ardpn^ v . • ,

wro«t,du.
J^'-^rdens No umc .s this for hands I.u.jr over-

J leavy with sunshine droops the irolden- 'V.. ,. i^\'.""
,„,,^

1 .-,''"1^" lo task their strength
: and (unto Ilin,

And the red pennons of the cardinal-
I Wl,^ K^^^"""-

Howers
^^ '^" g'veth quietness I) the stress ami

Hang motionless upon their unrirhf or
^Iram

staves.
' '"^^' yyears (hat did the work ot centuries

The sky is hot .and hazy, .and the ,

*"

.'"''''m
'

''""' ''^" "" '''''"' 'nn-
wind, '

.
l're.ath once more

Wing-weary with its long flight from ' M^^e i!'/'!/?!'--
''^"' "'.>"" '^''^''vesters

thes,,uth,
'.Make glad their noonu.g underneath

Unfelt
;
yet. clo>ely scanned, yon m.a-

| Wi.h tnt. f- - n
pie leaf

. :>
ma W ith t.ale^and riddle and old snatch of

With faintest motion, as one stirs in
'

l InvnTr'^'"
dreams, '

.1,
'"> ."^"'^' M'-'vc themes, and i.llv turn

Confesses it. The locust bv the wall
I

"

'f
''" ' -^Ivmo'T's sketch-book,

Stabs the noon-silence with his sS.a -n Old ,
''''^•''^'"'"S " ^•'•

alarm. ^
'

Old summer pictures of the quiet hilK-
A single hay-cart down the dus.y ^

f""''''"
'"''' ''^ ^"'^1, at their

road "'

j

'^^''^-

lI».WIc,l along th; Stonewall's shady
, Ad Jc'tn'rjr"'''"''''''

'"'"' ''"''

Mde, "
i,'"'

rc>l[ul even poverty iind toil

The shce^^show while, as if a snow. "'"'";!„" "" '"''"">• ''»'"»"/, and

Defied thp^ita. Th.„.,„h the open
I
:?; :;:^™ !™r;^;-^^^

Ad„„,y.„e,,„r«o..e.-,„yhe,i„.M„l,es;;X..
„„,de, a.d hi, Ta^e,.

And w,,neswee..cW, and .hy n,igno. The syS of a Christian ehivahy
I ender and ju=( and generous to her

i
'

p. A'

ir

nette—

-



Ill

m- i

272 AMONG THE IIILLS.

Who clothes with grace all duty ; still,
I know

Too wel! the picture has another side —
Jlow wearily the grind of toil goes on
VMiere love is wanting, how the eye

and ear
And heart are starved amidst the pleni-

tude '

Of nature, and how hard and colourless
is life without an atmosphere. I look
Across the lapse of half a ccnturv

Or the poor scandal of the neighbour-
hood

;

Blind to the beauty everywhere re-
vealed,

Treading the Mav-flowers with recard-
less feet

;

fcr them the song-sparrow and the
bobolink

Sang not, nor winds made music in the
leaves

;

For ihem in vain October's holocaustAnd call to nlind ol.l'homestea K;vhere ^^ZrZ?"^''' '^^''"^^"^'

no flower I

J'"' ""(gold and cnmson, over all the
Told that the si)ring had come buf pvll Tl,„ '

. ,

weeds,
"

' "^ ^'
'' ,T^^ sacramental mystery of the woods.

Nightshade and rough-leaved burdock Ker; '^ °^ ''^' ""^^'^"
in the place n„. , .f^-^'

Of the sweet doorway greeting of the ^""i"
;''"^' overpulpit-tax and pew

rose « •

'•'

Ana .one^je.,. .„.e „..„„„.„.,. i^l-SnT^tS'lSTS'^S,':

leaves
1 Ar A"^ .^^ ''V^

'^^'"''^' comprehension
Across the curtainless windows from ' As if S^'J!

'''"'^ '''"'' ^^"^ ^"^ ^"'y*
whose panes

I'om As if the Sermon on the iVIount had"',.'.'
I beenPhittered the signal rags cc shiftless

ness
;

Within, the cluttered kitchen-floor
imwashed

(Broom-clean I think they called it) •

the best room
'

Stifling with cellar damp, shut from the

Outdated like a last year's almanac :

Kich m broad woodlands and in half.
tilled fields,

And yet so pinched and bare and com-
lortless,

The veriest straggler limning on hi^
rounds,air

j
ry, ->

Save the inevitable samnler huntr \,„i J^^^^\ .

Over the fire-place, or a n'JoJrnin'Ipiece,,"'"' 'Sf. '" "^^ - self-compla-

.

A green-haired woman, peony-cheeked '
^ '

beneath
Impossible willows

; the wide-throated
hearth

Bristling with faded pine-boughs half
concealing

The piled-up rubbish at the chimney's

And, in sad keeping with a'l things
about them,

*'

Shrill, quenilous women, sour and sullen
men.

Untidy, loveless, old before their time,
With scarce a human interest save their

own

Not such should be the homesteads ofa
land

Where whoso wisely wills and acts may

As king and lawgiver, in broad-acred
state,

With beauty, art, taste, culture, books,
to make

His hour of leisure richer than a lifeOf fourscore to the barons of old timeOur yeoman should be equal to his
home

.....
Set to ,he fair, g,ee„ valfcys, purple

Monotonous round of s„,all econo^i.,, A man to „,.,d, hi. „„i„, „„, „
I creep

!;i!



'"
":,uls"„'„.r '"' "'*'

'
"-*

Invite ll,c eye to see and I,c.,„ ,„ f„.The .beauty „J ,,,, j„j. „,,,„., ^.^

Home,_^ajK| hotne '<--• ""<! >!•= l-eati-

Of nature free (n nil tt i •

Tha...t^.o!.l^'-,,JXs"o7'%

""'''*r.r""'>=-o„„tai„,rai,
In the „u „,4^„.

Sly se;;r!''''/""lt '">''">!"
1 y Stem the burden of a pronhecv

hoodu,>'^^''-°^'^'^^^-Snfan.

^'""trj^?;:^^
^"''-^' «-• -n-

And revereme, fo the level ofthe hills

O Golden Age. whose light is of the

&^h:;J:s-;,rif™^

Between the right and wrong butgive the heart ^ '
^"'

S' [|'?'°'"*'°'"*^^'"^i'- inheritance-

At Nature's table feasl his ear and eve

The pnncely g„e.st. whetl^TiT;;;,^

Of Ieisu,.e clad, or the coarse frock of

And, lending life to the dead form of

Give human nature reverence for the

'"^7;;-^-''^'-S?erL^o?^f
The heirship of an unknown destinvThe unsolved mystery round aCT;,,
A man^nore precious than the gold of

The sole necessity ofE^nh and Heaven !

AMONG THE HILLS.
For weeks the clouds had raked the

Antl'alr'Z"^ '''r^^'^
^'"^ ^^i"i"ff.

And all the brooks complaining.

At last, a sudden night-storm torehe mountam veils asunder,And swept the valleys clean beforeIhe besom of the thunder.

Through ^'v.ndwich notch the west-wind

Good morrow to the cotter •

Ami once again Chocorua -shorn
<Jt shadow pierced the water.

Above his broad lake Ossipee
Once more the sunshine wcirin-

^Stooped. tracing on that silver shieldHis grim armorial bearing.

Clear drawn against the hard blue skrThe peaks had winter's keennels •

'

And, close on autumn's frost, thet^'le.

ill

id
lI'C

•I
\

'yii
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'•t
i.

Again the sodden forest floors
With yolden lights were checkered,

Once more rejoicing leaves in wind
And sunshine danced and flickered.

It was as if the .siinuuer\ late

Atoning for its sadness
Had borrowed every season's charm
To end its days in gladness.

[ call to mind those banded vales
Of shadow and of shining,

Through which, my hostess" at my side,
I drove in day's declining.

We held our sideling way above

_

The river's whitening sliallows,
ISy homesteads old, with wide-flun'^

barns
Swept through and through by swal-

lows, —
By maple orchards, belts of pine
And larches climbing darkly

The mountain slopes, and. over all.
The great peaks rising starkly.

V'ou should have seen that long hill-
range

With gaps of brightness riven,—
How through each pass and hollow

streamed
The purpling lights of heaven,—

Rivers of gold-mist flowing down
From far celestial fountains,—

The great sun flaming through the rifts
Beyond the wall of mountains

night-hawk's sullen

W I

We paused al last where home-bound
cows

Brought tlown the pasture's treasure,
And m the barn tlie rhythmic flails

Beat oul a harvest measure.

We heard the

plunge,
The crow his tree-mates callino-

;

The shadows lengthening down' the
slopes

About our feet were falling.

And through them smote the level su;i
In broken lines of splendour,

Touched the gray rocks and made the
green

Of the shorn grass morp tender.

The maples bending o'er the gate.
Their arch of leaves just tinted'

With yellow warmth, the golden glow
Of Cuming autumn hinted.

Keen white between the farm-house
showed,

And smiled on porch and trellis,
The fair democracy of flowers
That equals cot and palace.

Ami weaving garlands for her dog,
'Twixt chidings and caresses,

A human flowcr'of childhood shook
The simshine fiom her tresses.

of

Op. either hantl we saw the signs
Of fancy and of shrewdness,

Where taste had wound its arms
vines

Rounil thrift's uncomely rudeness.

The sun-brown farmer in his frock
Shook hands, and called to Mary :

Bare-armed, as Juno might, she came,
White-aproned from her dairy.

Her hair, her smile, her motions, told
Of womanly completeness

;

A music as of household songs
Was in her voice of sweetness.

Not beautiful in curve and line.
But something more and better,

The secret charm eluding art.
Its spirit, not its letter ;—

An inborn grace that nothing lacked
Of culture or appliance,

—

The warmth of genial courtesy.
The calm of self-reliance.

Before her queenly womanhood
How dared our hostess utter

The paltry errand of her need
lo buy her fresh-churned butter.'

She led the way with housewife pride
Her goodly store disclosing.

Full tenderly the golden balls
With practised hands disposing.

Then, while along the western hills
We watched the changeful glory

Of sunset, on our homeward way,
I heard her simple story.



'. farm-hoube

tfon
'°"^ my friend's narra-

Her rustic patois of the hUls
-Lost in my free translation.

AMONG THE HILLS.

Our hills in middle summer,
f'he came, when June's first roses blowTo greet the early comer.

'*'' "'"'^'

"From^^sehool and ball and rout she

The city's'fair, pale daughterTo dnnk the wine ofmounta n airBeside the Bearcamp Water?
"Her step grew firmer on the hills

On h r'"'!
°"'" homesteads over •

Sh5''^ 'r^ > ^'"°*" summer ficlc'isShe caught the bloom of clover

"For health comes sparkling in thestreams "^ "'^

From cool Chocorua stealing
Ihere s iron in our Northern winds •

Our pmes are trees of healing '

"
?!' tlfrtS^

'^' broad-armed el.ns
1 n^t skirt the mowmg-meadowAnd watched the geSle wtj^Vind

The grass with shine and shadow.
"Beside her from the summer heat

VVi h fi f ^f y'-^'^ful screeningWith forehead bared, the farmer soodUpon his pitchfork leaning
'

^^<!;° never played with ivo^y keysOr danced the polka's measured
'

'He bent his black brows to a frownHe set Ins white teeth tightiv
'

,'^Yll,'hesaid. 'foroneli'eyoulo choose for me so lightly. ^

"
'You think, because my life is rude

W r" •''"'' ^'^"^"-ht to do
With meetness or unmeetncss.

'Itselfits best excuse, it asks

When T''°^P"^^°^'"'^^hionWhen ,,]ken zone or homespun frockIt ^tns with throbs of pasiion.

""^'"brS^'
"i'^ deaf and bJind

\!^"/.'''"r";"'^S''^^^« hither
' nee as if fmm o..„,ii., .

you

As f,ee as If from cradle-timeHe two had played together.

'"Vou^^tempt me with your laugiiing

Your cheek of sundown's blushes
^ motion as of waving grain ' •A music as of thrushes.

"^^.^^^''^'"S^o^your summer sportJ he spells yeu weave around meYou cannot at your will undo^or leave me as you found me.

"Fram^ed^in its damp, dark locks, his

Had nothing mean or common -
Strong, manly, true, the tendeniessAnd pride beloved of woman.

'She boked up. glowing with the

A„?^ ''''
u"*'^ ^''' had brought herAnd, laaghmg, said :

' You lack a wifeYour mother lacks a daugluer.
'

-To mend your frock and bake your

You do not need a lady :

IsTnlf'"°"S ^^^'^ ^'•°w" °ld homesis some one waiting ready -

You fl
^'^

n''y."^
y°" "'"e,

Whn?. '' "^f'^
'"'hout me,What care you that these hills will closeLike prison-walls about me ?

" ;^'° mood is mine to seek a wifeOr daughter for my mother; '

\\ ho loves you loses in that love
All power to love another !

r dare your pity or your scorn.With pnde your own exceeding •

I flmg my heart into your lap ^'
Without a word of pleading- >

"She looked up in his face of pain
^

So archly, yet so tender : ^

•Wmv "?y°""""^''^hesaid.
Will you forgive the lender?

HI

'I

If.

'
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" ' Nor frock nor tan can hide the man;
And see you not, my farmer,

How weak and lond a woman waits
Behind this silken armour?

•'
• I love you : on that love alone,
And not my worth, jiresuming,

Will you not trust for summer fruit

The tree in May-day blooming ?

'

•'Alone the hangbird overhead.
His hair-s'vung cradle straining,

Looked down to see love's miracle, —
The giving that is gaining.

" And so the farm'jr found a wife.
His nioiher found a daughter

;

Tliere looks no happier home tha hers
On pleasant Bearcanap Water.

"Flowers spring to blossom where she
walks

The careful ways of duty
;

Our hard, stiff lines of life with her
Are flowing curves of beauty.

"The coarseness of a ruder time
Her finer mirth displaces,

A subtler sense of pleasure fills

Each rustic sport she graces.

" Her presence lends its warmth and
health

To all who come before it.

If woman lost us Eden, such
As she alone restore it.

" For larger life and wiser aims
The farmer is her debtor :

Who holds to his another's heart
Must needs be worse or better.

"Through her his civic service shows
A purer-toned ambition

;

No double consciousness divides
The man and politician.

" Our homes are cheerier for her sake,
Our door-yards brighter blooming,

And all about the social air
Is sweeter for her coming.

" Unspoken homilies of peace
Her daily life is preaching

;

The still refreshment of the dew
Is her unconscious teaching.

" And never tenderer hand than hers
Unknits the brow of ailing

;

I lor garments to the sick man's ear
Have music in their trailing.

" And when, in pleasant harvest moons,
The youthful buskers gather,

Or sleigh-drives on the mountain ways
Defy the winter weather,

—

"In sugar-camps, when south and
warm

The winds of March are blowing.
And sweetly from its thawing veins
The maple's blcod is flowing,—

" In summer, where some lilied pond
Its virgin zone is bearing

Or whe.e the ruddy autumn fire

Lights up the apple-paring,-

I " In party's doubtful ways he trusts
Her instincts to determine

;

At the loud polls, the thought of her
Recalls Christ's Mountain Sermon.

"He owns her logic of the heart,
And wisdom of unreason,

Supplying, while he doubts and weighs,
The needed word in season.

"He sees with pride her richer thought)
Her fancy's freer ranges

;

And love thus deepened to respect
Is proof against all changes.

" And if she walks at ease in ways
His feet are slow to travel,

And^ if she reads with cultured eyes
What his may scarce unravel,

" Still clearer, for her keener sight
Of beauty and of wonder,

He learns the meaning of the hills
He dwelt from childhood under.

"And higher, warmed with summer
lights.

Or winier-crovmed and hoary,
The ridged horizon lifts for him

Its inner veils of glory.

"
^If ^^^ ^'^ °^^" free, bookless lore,

^
The lessons nature taught him,

The wisdom which the woods and
hills

And toiling men have brought him :
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warmth and

th summer

I'^.f^^yf^rce of will whereby

The sturdy counterpoise which makesHer woman's life completer

;

"A latent fir. ofsoul which lacksNo i),oatn oi love to fan it
•

Andwit, that, like his nati.e brooksPlays over solid granite.
'

''?h?sl?.f'-'^Sainst his manliness

Th f ,

'-' P"""" P'-fitension,

^'r^SMhe aims, the follies born^f fashion and convention
!

"
I;!"^^"'"'^

'behind its acciderjs

Th.T ''?"2^ ^"'^ self-sustainineThe human fact transcending al^'The losmg and the gaining.

Of teacher and of hearer.

Wh/r? -f''^
'™^ clistinctness keepWhile daily drawing nearer.

'

'And if the husband or the wife

^uch sS',''/""?^ "g^' ^''^'^^vers
I

rh!^^'J^l^''''^^^ ""^ failed to meetThe blinded eyes of lovers

Rides through
weather."

the sweet June

care to ask ?—who
"Why need wc

dreams
Without their thorns of rosesOr wonders that the truest steel
J he readiest spark discloses?

" For still in mutual sufferance lies
^ lie secret of true livine-

I-ve scarce is love that nev'er knows
T- he sweetness of forgiving

Sq ui"e to General

' We send the
Court,

He takes his young wife thither •No prouder man election day
'

"He sees with eyes of manly trust
All hearts to her inclining

;

I '^V,V"' ^'^' '^''n his houseliuid light
1 hat others share its shining."

Thus, while my hostess spake, theregrew '

I

,
before me, warmer tinted

I
And outhned with a tenderer graceIhe picture that she hinted

The sunset smouldere.l as we drove
Beneath the deep hill-shadows,

Below us wreaths of white (og w;ike.Like ghosts the haunted meadovi

^''LTJZf'V''"''^ ""^Sht, the surs

mets; '" '
^°^''''" l^'""^'

I

'^^,^ P^le "e of the Northern lights

I

Kose o er the mountain summits,-
' Until, at last beneath its l)ridgc,We heard the Bearcamp flowing,And saw across the mapled lawn

the welcome home-lights glow-

And, musing on the tale I heard.
Twerewell, thought I. if often

1 o ruggect farm-life came the gift
1 o harmonise and soften :—

I

If more and more we found the trothOt fact and fancy plighted,
I
And culture's charm and labour's

strength
In rural homes united,—

The simple life the homely hearth.
With beauty s sphere surrounding.

And blessing toil where toil abounds
With graces more abounding.

1 1:111

m



I

If is

M I

?
!

i i'

THE CHAPEL OF THE HERMITS.
•'I no believe, and yet, in -rief,
1 pray for help to iinl)eli4f-
For needful strength aside to lay
ihe daily cumberings of my way.

Sick of the crazed enthusiast's rant,
1 rofe=.sion s smooth hyprocrisies,Anu creeds of iron, and lives of ease.

'• I ponder o'er the sacred word,
J read the record of our Lord-
And, weak and troubled, envy themWho touched his seamless 'gi^'nt'shem ;

—

"Who saw the tears of love he weptAbove the grave where Lazarus Tie?
;

Ot Olivet, his evening hymn.

"How blessed the swineherd's lo^
estate,

The beggar crouching at the gate,The leper loathly and abhorred.
Whose eyes of flesh beheld the Lord '

Vv'''.,'m',1''^,"^'''"°"''
^^^"' '-^"d rain,My childhood's faith revive again !

"

So spake my friend, one autnmn day,
^\ here the still river sli I away
Beneath us. and above the brown
Ked curtains of the woods shut down.

Then said I, -for I could not brook

I

i he mute appealing of his look,—
I, too, am weak, and faith is small,

j

And blindness happeneth unto all.

,

"Vet, sometimes glimpses on my sight,

i

^'^'"°"g'? present wrong, the eternal
! right;

j

And, step by step, since time began,
I I see the steady gain of man

;

" That all of good the past hath hadKemains to make our own time glad.

-

Our comuion daily li'e divine
And every land a Palestine.

'

O .sacred soil his sandals pressed '

nT'L^°"">'"' of his noonday rest'-plight and air of Palestine, ^

Impregnate with his life divine !

" O bear me thither ! Let me look

Knee! ^^re^'""^^^^'-""'^ brook.-

-

Kneel at Gethsemane. and by
Crenesaret walk, before I die !

"Methinksthis cold and northern nightWould melt before that Orient lightf

I WW '^'^"''l*
°^ *^y P'-^^^"' state

;\Vhat gain to thee time's holiest date?

1= R K l^ •
""^ perchance had been

I

As High Priest or as Pilate then !

i

"
^^'"''m^^'J^?'!.

Chorazin's scribes?
I

What faith
I
In Him had Nain and Nazareth ?Of the few followers whom He ledOne sold h.m.-all forsook and fled.

"O friend! we need nor rock nor
sand,

Nor L.oried stream of Morning-Land
;



TnE CHAPEL^ THE HERMITS.

What more could Jordan render Lack ? !

'rJ^V*t ':"'."P'^" ^ye and ear
'

1
o hnd the Orient's marvels h^e •

rhe .stdl small voice in a„t!„•sh;;;h
^
on maple wood the burning bush '

279

For still the new transcends the oldIn signs and tokens manifold ;-!!
"''^'

Wth l"f ? "'""
:

"^'-^ olive wave.With roots deep set in battle grave?:-

'' Through the harsh noises of our davA low, sweet prelude finds its way ^^Through ^clouds of doubt. and'Yr^eds

A light is breaking, calm and dear

Then, whe^n my good friend shook nis

And sighing sadly smiled, I said •

Thoummd'stmeofastorytol
In rare Bernardin's leaves o/goil."'^^

Th.^ fi'^
'^'^ slanted sunbeams wove

O er cloud and wood, I thus began:

In Mount Valerien's chestnut wood

And thuher, at the close of dayCame two old pilgrims, worn a^nd gray.
One, whose impetuous youth defied
1 he storms of Baikal's wintn. sideAnd mused and dreamed wK;opic
Flamrd o^er his lost Virginia's bay.

His simple tale of love and woe

a" feuT „^^.' "^'^^^' high or low

Lnmnrf /
P''?"' "^ '^^^et 'I'stress,

Immortal m its tenderness.

Vet while above his charmed nar «•Beat quick the youn,. h-a^ofK„He walked amiJlst the c'owd unknownA sorrowing old man, strange LndTone.'

A homeless, troubled age,-, he gray
i ale setting of a weary day; ^ ^
loo du his ear for voice of praise
i 00 sadly worn his brow for bays

Pride, lust of power and glory, slept •

Vet still h,s heart its young dream fentAnd. wandering likelhe dduge-do\?
'

•'-tdl sought the resting-place of love.

And, mateless, childless, envied more
1 he peasant's welcome from his d^oJ^y smdmg eyes at eventide,

'

1 han kmgly gifts or lettered pride.

Until in place of wife and child,
All-puy.ng Mature on him smiledAnd gave to him th. golden keysio all her inmost sanctities.

Mild Druid of her wood-paths dim-

i^,^"'''"^
'^'^•'^•eat heart bare to himIts loves and sweet accords j-he sa^liie beauty of her perfect law.

The language of her signs he knew

iShuL^^ '7 ^J"-ly clarion blew
;

tH ''^ythm of autumn's forest dyesThe hymn of sunset's painted skLt'

\\^ih
"' ^' ^^^T^ *° he^"- the song\\iiich swept, of old, the stars along^-And to lus eyes the earth once iS'Its fresh and primal beauty wore.

llr^f f""'
'""^' ^™™ ^""^nier air

And ll L T^ Y°°'''
"" ^'^J'" fcr care .

His fir. ''V"^'^'^'«^s""«et skies '
His tortured nerves and weary eyes?

mJT\ ? .^" "^^ ^"'is had flown •

' Ske fire on ^ '''^"^'"
V^' ^"'^ ^J^^^"*

J

ThPv^ ' ^"^^'^"'P and court and cellThey dropped, and kindled as they fell.

Beneath the pomps of state, below

A nrS'" J"^^'""'' "^^'q"^ a"d showA prophecy-a v igue hope-ran
'

His burning thought from man toman.
For peace or rest too well he sawThe fraud of priests, the wron- of hwAnd ,eit how hard, between the twoTheir breath of pain the millions drew.

A prophet-utterance, strong and A,.ildThe we.akness of an unweaned child,'

I' I.

t!*
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A sun-bright hope for human-kind,
And self-despair, in him combined.

He loathed the false, yet lived not true
1 o half the glorious truths he kn^^vv

;The doubt, the discord, and the sin,
He mourned without, he felt within.

Untrod by him the path he showed,
Sweet pictures on his easel glowed
Of smiple faith, and love of lu.nie,
And virtue's golden days to come.

But weakness, shame, and folly made
The foil to all his pen portrayed

;

StUl, where his dreamy splendours
shone.

The shadow of himself was thrown.

Lord, what is man, whose thought, at
times.

Up to thy sevenfold brightness climbs,
While still his grosser instinct clings
To earth, like other creeping thing's :

So rich in words, in acts so mean •

bo high, so low
; chance-swung between

I lie foulness of the penal pit
And Truth's clear sky, millennium-lit

!

Vain pride of star-lent genius !-vain
^uick fancy and creative brain,
Unblest by prayerful sacrifice,
Absurdly great, or weakly wise !

Midst yearnings for a truer life,
Without were fears, within was strife

;Ana still his wayward act denied
The perfect good for which he sighed.

The love he sent forth void returned
;The fame that crowned him scorched

and burned,
Burning, yet cold and drear and lone.—A hre-mount in a frozen zone !

Like that the gray-haired sea-kinji
passed,^3

*>

Seen southward from his sleety mast.
About whose brows of changeless frostA wreath of flame the wild winds tossed.

Far round the mournful beauty playedOf lambent light and purple shade,
L-ost on the fixed and dumb despair
Ol Irozen earth and sea and air !

A man apart, unknown, unloved
l!y those whose wrongs his soul had

moved.
He bore the ban of Church and St;ite,
Ihe good man's fear, the l)igot s j,,,,,

:

Forth from the ci;y'.s noise and throng,
Its pom|> and shame, its sin and wrouLr,
Ihe twain that summer dav had strayed
lo Mount Xalerien's chestinit shade.

To them the green fields and the wood
Lent something of their quietude,
And golden-tinted sunset see.ned
Prophetical of all they dreamed.

The hermits from their simple cares
Ihe bell was calling home to prayers
And, listening to its sound, the twain'
Seemed lapped in childhood's trust

again.

Wide open stood the chapel door

;

A sweet old music, swelling o'er
Low prayerful murmurs, issued thence,—
1 he Litanies of Providence !

Then Rousseau spake :
' Where two or

lliree

In Hi-, name meet. He there will be •
"

And then, m silence, on their knees
1 hey sank beneath the chestnut-trees.

As to the blind returning light
As daybreak to the Arctic night.
Old faith revived : the doubts of years
Dissolved in reverential tears.

That gush of feeling overpast,

" Ah me ! '' Bernardin sighed at last,
I would thy bitterest foes could see

1 hy heart as it is seen of me !

"No church of God hast thou denied,
Ihou hast but spurned in scorn asidea base and hollow counterfeit.
Profaning the pure name of it

!

"With dry dead moss and marish weedsHis fire the western herdsman feeds.And greener from the ashen plain
Ihe sweet spring grasses rise again.

"Nor thunder-peal nor mighty wind
Disturb the solid skv behind ;

And through the cloud the red bolt rends
Ihe calm, still smile of Heaven de-

scends!
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" Thus through the worlJ, like bolt and
blast,

And scourging fire, thy words have
passed.

Clouds l,ieak,— the steadfast heavens
remain

;

Weeds ljurn,-the ashes feed the grain !

'' Hut whoso strives with wrong may find
Its touch pollute, its darkness blind ;And learn, as latent fraud is shown
in others faith, to doul)t his own.

''VVithdreamand falsehood, simple trustAnd pious h.ope we tread in dust
;

J.ost the calm faith in goodness, -lost
1 he baptism of the Pentecost !

" Alas .'—the blows for error meant
loo oft on truth itself are spent,
As through the false and vile and base
Looks forth her sad, rebuking face.

more
• O, more than thrice-hK',i r. lie,

1 han solemn rite or sacred lure,
The holy life of one who trod
1 he foot-marks of the Christ of God !

"Amidst a blinded world h^.' .saw
llie oneness of the Inial i.iw

;That Heaven's sweet peace 'on Earth
began,

And Ciod was loved through love of
man.

; He lived the Truth which reconciled
U\Q strong man Reason, Faith the

child :

In him belief and act were one,

Not ours the Theban's charmed life ;\\e come not scathless from the strife !

1 he Python's coil ^bout us clings,
The trampled hydra bites and stints '

The homilies of duty dojie

So speaking, through the twilight grayThe two old pilgrims went their way.
\V hat seeds of life that day were sown,
1 he heavenly watchers knew alone.

sport of seemino-
"Meanwhile, the

chance.
The plastic shapes of circumstance.
What might have been we fondly guess,
It ear.ier born, or tempted le?s.

"And thou, in these wild, troubled
days.

Misjudged alike in blame and praise.
Unsought and undeserved tiie same,
Thesceptic spraise, the bigot's blame;

-

" I cannot doubt, if thou hadst beenAmong the highly favoured men
Who walked on eaith with Fenelon,
He would have owned thee as his son

;

"And, bright with wings of cherubim
Visibly waving over him,
.Seen through his life, the Church had

seemed
All that its old confessors d .earned."

"I would have been," Jean Jaques re-
plied,

"The humblest servant at his side.
Obscure, unknown, content to see ,How beautiful man's life may be •

Time passed, and Autumn came to fold
Careen Summer in her lirown and gold •

Time passed, and Winter's tears of
snow

Dropped on the grave-mound of Rous-
seau.

"The tree remaineth where it fell.
The pained on earth is pained in hdi
o priestcraft from its altars

The" mournful
nursetl.

doubts it.'

curse '

false;..

on me b.

wee I

Ah ! well of old the Psalmist jiraycd
'•Thy hand, not man'

laid!"
Earth frowns below, Heaven

above.
And man is hate, but God is love

!

No Hermits now the wanderer sees.
Nor Chapel with its chestnut-trees ;'

A morning dream, a tale that's told.
The wave of change o'er all has rolled.

Yet lives the lesson of that day
;

And from its twilight cool and gray
Comes up a low, sad whisper. • Afake
The truth thine own, for truth's own

sake.

VVhy wait to see u. thy brief span
Its perfect flower and fruit in man ?
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Awaits thy naith, thy love, thy prayers !"

Of sp.ritua pnde and pampered sense-A voice saith, ' What ii that to thee-

'

iio true thyself, and ioII.,w Me ! ' ' a i.„„„ ,
•

, . „
<. T , , 4

'^^^"" which 1 well may heedin days when throne and altar heard '^ '"'''"^'^ "<" ^''"'-'^^ to my ne-d •
'

Vnd nn,?'°" r
""'''' "'" '^'S"^'-^ ^^"^'l.

I l^r/r'" Z*^^'
'^''''''e''t c"ol and gray

W.'^? P.r'^
;•'•"'? '^"'' '''"•''' ^''"w '^"" ^•'^'"' --i voice, or seems to ?ayScarce hid the loathsome .ieath below -

"

"Midst fawning priests and courtiers
foul,

The lose! swarm of crown and cowl,
Wh.te-rohed walked Francois Fenc ion
Stainless as Uriel in the, sun !

"Vet in his time the stake blazed red
I he poor were eaten up like bread ;

'

No\e!^r
'"•'" "1 '

hi-^ garment's hemiNo healing virtue had for them.

; Alas
! no present saint we find :

RevJim • '^'"'Y"
e''^-'^"^^ f^r behi^nd,

Throull /'}
""'''"'^ ^"S"'^' •''"blime,

i iHough telescope mists of time !

lJ,I''"".u"V" '"^" '^'^'i passing breath
I^ut in the Lord, old Scripture saith '

'blend '
'"''' '^°'' '""y^' "°'

With false professor, faithless friend.

" Search thine own heart. What pain-
etn thee

\" oj'^ers in thyself may be ;

n!\^''.'^^''"-''^"^^^hisweak;
iie thou the true man thou dost seek !

"
^''^f

"°"- wit'i pain thou tieadest,
trod

The whitest of the saints of God'
i o show thee where their feet were setThe light which led them shineth yet

'

We rose and slowly homeward turned,While down the west the sunse
Iniincd

;

An.nJnni'' ^f^''
^'"' ^^^'I' ^"'l tide.And human forms seemed glorified.

The village homes transfigured stood.And purple bluffs, whose l,elting woodAcross the waters leaned to hohl
Ihe yellow leaves like lamps of gold.

Then spake my friend : "Thy words are
true

;

For ever old, for ever new,
Inese home-seen splendours are the

same
Which over Eden's sunsets came.

" "^^
'

hl'r
^°'''^^ heavens let wood and

Lift voiceless praise and anthem still

:

lfJhf''J!? t'^ H''''"'^'
°^-«'- them

Light of the New Jerusalem !

sca^r?'
^'"'"^'^ light tr^i^^^^^^^iT^^^—Z^

'

Of^rohn's"\''''','
"^.e"-. like the stream

,

^1 John s Apocalyptic dream !

lliis mapled ridge shall Mc-eb beVon green-banked lake our Galilee !

" Henceforth my heart shall siah nomore ^

For olden time and holier shore :

thTe
^""^ '''''''"^' "'"" ^"^^

Are now and here and everywhere."
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M I S C E L L A N E O U S P O E U S .

I'KOKM TO POEMS I'UlJLlSifKlj is kS \7'

\Vh
I I.OVK the old melodious lays

ch softly melt the ages through,
Mie songs of Spenser's golden days

., . ,

/^'cadian Sidney's silvery phrase
.^pnnklmg our noon of time with fresheLt niorning dew.

^Vt, vainly in my quiet hours
lo breathe their marvellous notes I try •

I feel them as the leaves and flowers
.
jn sdence feel the rjewy showers,And armk with glad still Jips the blessing of the sky.

1'lie rigour of a frozen clime,
1 he harshness of an untaught ear

The jarring words of one whose rhyme

Hr T^ :^ °'^'''", ^^'^ou'-'s hurried time,Or Duty s rugged march through storm and strife, are here.

Of mystic beauty, dreamy grace.No rounded art the lack supplies •

Unskilled the subtle lines to trace
.

Or softer shades of Nature's face
'

I view her common forms with unanointed eyes.

Nor mine the seer-like power to showThe secrets of the heart and mind ;To drop the plummet-line below
Our common world of joy and woe,A more intense despair or brighter hope to find.

r\c 1
^'^^ ^}'^^'^ ^^ '^^^^ '1" earnest senseOf h nan right and weal is shown ;A hate of tyranny intense.
And hearty in its vehemence.

As .f my brother's pain and sorrow were my own.

m

[la?
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O Frccflom
! if "> me hclone

.Nor init;lity Milton's tj.u livinc,
Nor Marvcll's wit an<l grnccfi,! song.

As theu.. I lay. l.kc thcm. „,y l.e.t ^.iu on thy shrine •

A.MF.snURY, 11/// w,;,, 1S47.

TIIK KM(;nT OF ST. JOHX.
Ere down you l.lue Carpathiim hills

Ihc sun shall snik ai'ain
J-arewell to life and all its ills

l-arcwell to cell and chain.

These prison sha.les aredark and coid,-
liut, darker far than tlicy,

i he shadow of a sorrow old
Is on my heart aiway.

For since the day when Wark worth wood
t-Iused (J er my steed and I,An alien Irom my name and blood,A weed cast out to die,—

When, looking back in sunset liyht
I saw her luiret gleam,

And from its casement. Tir and whit.-.Her sign of farewell stream,

Like one who from some desert shore
D>.th home's gree« isles descry,

'

'"'• v^'»ly 'onging, gazes o'er
I ne waste of wave and sky

;

So from the desert of my fate
J gaze across the past •

I<or ever on hle's dial-plate
J lie shade is backward cast

'

ive knelt at many a shrme :And Mowol me to the rocky floor
Wh-.

. Bethlehem's tapers shine
;

And b ' ti;

I've'p.':.x-

To Chri ;, jji.

The Ai:,,t.ir-i

j

In vain the penance stran-c and long,
t

And hard for llesh to bJlir •

^

Iheprayer, the lasting, and the thongAnd sackcloth shirt of hair.

'
Tlie eyes of memory will „ot sleep,-

its ears are oj)en still
;And vigils with the past ihcy keep

Agamst my foeble will.
^

And still the loves and joys of old
,

J>o evermore uprise:

j

I see the flow of locks of gold,
I

I lio shine of loving eyes!

Ah me
! upon another's breast

,
'
hose golden locks recline

;
• sec upon another rest
The glance that once was mine.

'O faithless Driest' n „„ • ,

I hear the Master cry •

••Shut out the vision from thy sight.
I-t^t Larth and Nature die.

I

"The Church of God is now thi
I spouse, J

And thou the bridegiuoiu art
I hen let the burden or >hy'
Crush down thy h.iman heart;"

In
heart its grief must

J Sep-!;jhre
^f'} 'rwglnly sword
'fes'jcd Church, -y' her
. Oijf Lord.

'

O, vam the vow, and vain the strife 1How yam do all things scein '

My soul IS ill the past, and life
'

lo-dayis but a dream 1

vain ! This
know,

Till life itself hath ceased.
And fa Is beneath the selfsame blowThe lover and the priest

!

pitying Mother! souls of lightAnd saints, and martyrs old '

'

1
ray for a weak and sinful knight,A sufifering man uphold.

Then let the Paynim work his willAnd death unbind my chain. '

Ere down you blue Carpathian hillIhe sun shflU fall again
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THE nOLV LAND.
KKOM LAMARTINK.

iHAvr not felt, o'er seas of sand,
llje rocking of the desert bark;

Xor laved at Tlebron's founHny hand,By Ilel.rons i-alnitrees cool and
dark

;

Nor pitched my tent at even-fall.
On dust where Job of„ld has Iain,Nor dreamed beneath its canvas wall,
I he dream of Jacob o'er .again.

One vast world.page remains unread
;liow shine the stars in Chaldea's sky,

tTJid
•''"""' i'''e"'"s

How beats the heart with Goc
ni};h I

—
How roumi gray arch and chimn lone

And sighs in all tiic wind., that moan
Along the sandy solitudes !

28.S

r have not krssed the rock-hewn jjrot
NN here m his Mother's ai„, he Jay.xNor knelt upon the sacred spot ^

eh
"'' ^'' '°o""eps pressed the

Nor looked on tliat s.id mountain he.id

wSr "'^ "''^"' ''"•'"• '^^'^"'

His .arms to fold the world he spread.And bowed his head to blel.-.and
died !

so

In thy tall cedars, I.,.ban..n,
I have not heard the nations' cries,Nor seen thy eagles stooping down
Where buned Tyre in ruin lies.

The Christian s prayer I have not said
in Tadmor s temples of decay.

Nor startled, with my dreary tread,
The^waste where Memnon's empire

Nor have I, from thy hallowed tide.
pjordanlh.ud the low lament,

l^ike that sad wail along thy side
>Vhich Israel's mournful prophet

sent :
'

Nor thrilled within that grotto lone
>Vhere. deep in night, the JJard ofi

is.ings

Kelt hands of (ire direc! his own,
And sweep for God the conscious

strmgs.

I have not climbed to Olivet
Nor laid me where my Saviour lavAnd left his trace of teafs as yetBy angel eyes unwept awav •

Nor watched, at midnight's solemn tim.ihe garden where his prayer ami
groan, ^ ^

Wrung by his sorrow and our crime
Kose to One listening ear alone.

'

PALESTINE.

Blest land of Judaea ! thrice hallowed
of song.

Where the holiest of memories pilgrim-
like ihiong

;

In the shadooftl.ypalms, by the shores
<j| Ihy sea.

On the hills of thy beauty, my heart i.s

with thee.

With the eye of a spirit I !,K,k on that
shore,

Where pilgrim and prophet have iin-
.... ,

gere(j before
;

With the glide of a spirit I traverse he
sod

Made bright by the steps of th- angeis
of God. ''

Blue sea of the hills !-in my spirit
hear

Thy waters, Genesaret, chime on i u
ear

;

Where the Lowly anrl Just with the
people sat down.

And thy spray on the dust of his san-
dals was thrown.

Beyond are Bethulia's mountains of
green,

And the desolate hills of the wild Gad-
aieiie

;

And I pause on the goat-crags of Taboj
to see

The gleam of thy waters, O dark Ga-
lilee !

Hark, a sound in the valley! where
swollen and strong,

'

'^H

i \\
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Where the Canuanite strove with Je-
hovah in vain,

And thy torrent grew dark with tliu

blood of the slain.

There down from his mountains stern
Zol)ulon came,

And Naphlali's stac;, with his eyel)alls
of flame,

And the cliariots of Jabin rolled harm-
lessly on,

For the arm of the Lord was Abino
am's son !

And the same airs are blowing which
breathed on his brow !

And throned on her hill sits Jerusa-
lem yet,

But with dust on her forehead, and
chains on her feet

;

For the crown of her pride to the
mocker hath gone,

And the holy Shechinah is dark where
it shone.

13ut wherefore this dream of the earthly

'''''''

t^ "^^^^^ '-' '- - ^^^ HunJI^ Clothed in the brightness

'""

'%Ksstn? ''^ '^""'"' •^''^-

I

^^'"^ -y ^-" '-t turned from the

When tlie princes of Issachar stood hv T^ .

,''}'^''-^'^ ^"'^ ^im,

her side
^^^^'^n" ^tood by It could gaze, even now, on the pre-

And the shout of a host in its triumph
'""'' °^^^"" '

''^l^'"-'^- Not in clouds and in terrors, but gentle

Lo. BetMehen,', hill-si.e before me iJ ,„ I„,e".S'-S n-ceUne.,, He .oved

"""
«Ue'rK"»:r„°""°''

-"^ '^4^«'.!.po;S.X;hWea,,,ed peace .o•'•--'
I the waves of the seaThere rested the shepherds of Judah

and there
'

The song of the angels rose sweet on
the air.

And Bethany's palm-trees in beauty
still throw

In the hush of my spirit would whisper
to me !

And what if my feet may not tread
where lie stood,

Nor my ears hear the dashing of Ga-
''"'Sr " "°°° "" '"^

'"-l-^-"-
4'Ss":°e''',he e,o.s whieh He

«... where „e .he ..e„ who hastened No,- nailer ^'re's^-'Ge.hse.ane.to greet
The lowly Redeemer, and sit at his

feet ?

garden of prayer.

Vet, Loved of the Father, thy Spirit u
near

'
""t^Sgtd?'""'"'- '» *='' To.he,„ee|.,a„d.helo„,y,a„dpe„i-

'
""cHo'^TofSi;,*""

""" '"' A,.d,hev„ice"ohhylo,e,s,hesa.eCHOSEN OF GOU,-
Where his blessing was heard and his

lessons were taught.
Where the blind were restored and the

healing was wrought.

O, here with his flock the sad Wan-
derer came,

—

These hills he toiled over in grief are
the same.

The founts where he drank by the
wayside still flow,

|

even now
As at Bethany's tomb or on Olivet's

brow.

O, the outward hath gone !—but in
glory and power.

The SPIRIT surviveth the things of an
hour

;

Unchanged, undecaying, its Pentecost
flame

On the heart's secret altar is burning
the same

!
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EZEKIEL.

EZEKIEL.

CIIAl'TEK XXXIII. 30-33.

Thev hear thee not, O God ! nor see •

^eneath thy rud they mock at thee '

1 lie prmces of our ancient line
Lie drunken with Assyrian wine •

1 he priests around thy altar speak
1 he false words which their heareis seek •

And hymns which Chaldea's wanton
mauls

Have sung in Dura's idol-shades

Whh 7;
' '', ^f''""^

^^^"^ ascending,
V\ .th Zion s holiest anthems blending^'!

On Israel's bleeding bosom set.The heathen heel is crushi,,,; y^.^ .

The towers upon our holy hilltcho Chaldean footsteps stillOur ^vasted__shrines,-who weeps for

Who niourneth for Jerusalem?Who turneth from his gains away?Whose knee with mine is bowed Xo pn v ^Who, leaving feast ami purpling cup?-Takes Zion's lamentation up ?
'

A sad and thoughtful youth, I wentWith Israel's^early banishment;
And where the sullen Chehar e eptThe ritual of my fathers kept ^'
The water for tiie trench I drew,
Iheflistlnigoftheflocklsleu-
And, standing at the altar's side

That stil, amidst her mocking foes
I he smoke of Zion's offering rose

In sudden whirlwind, cloud and flame.The Spirit ofthe Highest came!
'

Jefore mine eyes a vision passedA glory terrible and vast;
'

With dreadful eyes of living thingsAnd soundmg sweep of an^'el WmlWith circhng light and sapphire Im.neAnd flame-l,ke form of One thereonnd voice of that dread Likeness sem'wn from the crystal firmament !

The burden ofa prophet's power
J,eli on mem that fearful hour;
I mm off unutterable woes
I he curtain of the future rose-
1 saw far down the coming time

-^•^7

The fiery chastisement of crime •

n/r ,r°"''
"''"'"Jj'i'ig h..sts, and jarOf falling towers and shouts of war

1 saw the nations rise and fall,
Like hi-tt-gleams on my tent's white wall.

In dream and trance, I saw the slain
Ul Lgypt heaped like harvest triain
I saw the walls of sea-born Tyre
Swept over by the spoiler's fire

;And heard the low. expirinc moan
Ul hdoin on his rocky throne

;Aiul, woe IS me ! the wild lamenc
^rom /ions desolation sent;Am idt ^^•ithin my heart each blow
\\hich laid her holy places low.

In bonds and sorrow, day by day,
before the pictured tile I lay •

And there, as in a mirror, saw
i iie coming of Assyria's war,—
er swarthy lines of spearmen passLike locusts through l5ethhoron'sgras.

I saw them draw their stormy hem '

yt l)attle round Jerusalem
;And, listening, heard the Hebrew wail

Jiiencl with the victor-trump of Baal !

Who trembled at my warning word ?\Vho owned the prophet of the Lord 'How mocked the rude.-how scoffed
the vile,

—

How stung the Levites' scornful smileAs o er iny spirit, dark and slow,
he shadow crept of Israel's woe.As If the angel's mournful roll

Had left Its record on my soul.
And traced in lines of darkness there
llie picture of its great despair ;

Vet ever at the hour I feel
-My lips in prophecy unseal.

An'l'Q'
l''''t^'','^"^l Levite gather near,And Salem s daughters haste to hear,On Chebars waste and alien shore,

Ihe harp of Judah swept once more.
hey listen, as in Babel's thron-

I he Chaldeans to the dancer's song.Or wild sabbeka's nightly play
As careless and as vain as they.

And thus, O Prophet-bard of old,
Hast thou thy tale of sorrow told •

The same which earth's unwelcome
' seers

:ii

%i
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THE IVIFE OF MANOAH TO HER HUSBAND.
Have felt in all succeeding years.
Sport of the changeful multitude,
Nor calmly heard'nor understood,
Their song has seemed a trick of art,
rheir warnings but the actor's part.
With bonds, and scorn, and evil will.
The world requites its prophets still.

So was it when the Holy One
The garments of the flesh put on !

Men followed where the Highest led
For common gifts of daily bread,
And gross of ear, of vision dim,

'

Owned not the godlike power of him.
Vain as a dreamer's words to them
His wail above Jerusalem,
And meaningless the watch he kept
Through which his weak disciples slept.

Yet shrink not thou, whoe'er thou art.
For God's creat purpose set apart,
Before whose far-discerning eyes.
The Future as the Present lies !

'

Beyond a narrow-bounded age
Stretches thy prophet-heritage.
Through Heaven's dim spaces ansrel-

trxl,
^

Through arches round the throne of
God !

Thy audience, worlds !-all Time to be
Ihe witness of the Truth in thee '

THE WIFE OF MANOAH
HER HUSbAND.

TO

Against the sunset's glowing wall
The city towers rise black and tall,
v\ here Zorah on its rocky height,
Stands like an armed man in the'light.

pow„ Eshtaol's vales of ripened grain
1-alIs like a cloud the night amaiii
And up the hillsides climbing slow
The barley reapers homeward go.

Look, dearest
! how our fair child's head

Ihe sunset light hath hallowed,
Where at this olive's foot he lies
Uplooking to the tranquil skies.

'

O, while beneath the fervent heat
Thy sickle swept the bearded wheat
I ve watched, with mingled joy and

dread.
Our child upon h's grassy bed.

Joy, which the mother feels ahiiie
Whose morning hope like mine had

flown,

I
When to her bosom, over blest,

I

A dearer life than hers is pressed.

'

w'if-'^u' 'f
'' ^'^^ ''"'"''^ ''^''^ a"f' still,

Wtiich shapes our dear one to its will

;

i^ox ever m his large calm eyes,
I read a tale of sacrifice.—

The same foreboding awe I felt
When at the altar's side we knelt.
And he, who as a pilgrim came,
Kose, wmged and glorious, through the

name.

I slept not, though the wild bees madeA dreamlike murmuring in tlie shade
And on me the warm-fingered hours
Iressed with the drowsy smell of

flowers.

Before me, in a vision, rose
The hosts of Israel's scornful foes,—
Kank over rank, helm, shield, and

spear,

Glittered in noon's hot atmosphere.

I heard their boast, and bitter word,
Iheir mockery of the Hebrew's Lord
I saw their hands his ark assail,
i heir feet profaue his holy veil.

No angel down the blue space spoke.
No thundei- from the still sky broke ';

But in their midst, in power and awe'.
Like God's waked wrath, our child I

saw!

A child no more !—harsh-browed and
strong.

He towered a giant in the throng,
And down his shoulders broad and

bare.

Swept the black terror of his hair.

He raised his arm ; he smote amain
;As round the reaper falls the grain,

So the dark host around him fell.

So sank the foes of Israel

!

Again I looked. In sunlieht shone
The towers and domes of Askelon,
Priest, warrior, slave, a mighty crowd,
vV hin her idol temple bowed.



"^ ..K. .„ ev.i Kate.
of criie -

" '
^^'^"'" '^'^ '^'^^vest

Ihe red shrines smoked,-thc trumueK '

-npealed :

tiumpets
I he warning was six.ken • tl,

• uHe stooped, -the trianf ., hud yone ^ ^" "
^'''^ ''Shteous

ree,..l'
^'ant cohimns And the .," f'

The voice or hi,„. „.,o a. „„ ,„,„

""=
™^e"i;5 ,"lr""''^'- ">= "-

^at through the golden eventide ^^"'1 softly the delirn?
'

•
,Of him who, on Thy altarlS'~ ^''^'^ ^^e murmuroff

'''°'

T^' '^«"d,
Kose fire-winged/ with hU Ton. of ^S °'^^"'*^ ^'^ ^^^^ "«'« of

praise. » "'
(

"Rejoice „W Israel'. W„ke„ chain !

'^'"'

1he"Ia'„c?'*"=
'"'""I *»" '"

^^ii^l^^^'y^r r""":;?r^'"°'-"™-i»nshi„e
The <:>rr.r.„ • i> .

"<- vanquisheth ' L ,
of glance: "•i!>iune

The strong inhfe
., strong in^eath! • "^"^ -J^^e arms 'wreathed lightly and

^«S!-^S--^:e JA^heKS'^ti..,,_ .,0.

Andgrayoldmenatevenin,
ut all he wrought for Israel.'

Kej6ice I " cVie h . ^ ''"'P
•

"f J

'^^ °^ '"°''°" ^nd sunshine

^'.es.o„,i„,/;^Ll;,TS:SV •^--1?'=\.,ea,he. „,., Z
ThTo4rcr„f'

"-'^ r«h.e„ „i.e A. .he'S^^a^'
"''

or1,i«5,\«
Sll-^ "" ^'""^fc'rhU'

^™' '^* -«

A.rs&a fc"" ^'^7'-» hear
;'"' ™T"- -fW •'-!« oHhe

•'ceased
,
and .hongh a sound I heard

'"'""' °'

•z:°,;i;v™'*i>.->iwoe,o

T r.r,\^
"-'"ps tne Still air

;

S^^l^ll^'^-S'nea. ^^ '^^1-.-—

.

jThered^ann of vengeance is lifted and

"With m7 oc • u ° slum!)ered n

^ *^oai I said, "thy vviJt

Then the shriek of tli^ -i
•

THE CITIES OF THF PX .ryr U . u""^'"''
''^"^"^o4 ^'"^ '"'" ""'^'^

^ uf
1 HE PLAIN. And the low tone oflovo hniu

" Get ye up from the wrath of GoJ p .
P^^^ ^'""V

' '''" *^^-

terrible day !

°^ ^od s For the fierce fla^^s went lightly o'er
I palace and hower. ^ '

T

1.:!l
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Like the red tongues of demons, to bJast
and devour

!

Down,—down on the fallen the red ruin
rained,

And the reveller sanlc with his wine-cup
undrained ;

The foot of the dancer, the music's loved
thrill,

And the shout and the laughter grew
suddenly still.

The last throb of anguish was fearfully
given

;

The last eye glared forth in its madness
on Heaven !

The last groan of horror rose wildly and
vain,

And death brooded over the pride of
the Plain !

hours,~a change hath

THE CRUCIFIXION.

Sunlight upon Judrea's hills !

And on the waves of Galilee,—
On Jordan's stream, and on the rills

That feed the dead and sleeping sea !

Most freshly from the greenwood springs
The light breeze on its scented wings

;And gaily quiver in the sun
The cedar tops of Lebanon .'

A fevy more
come !

The sky is dark without a cloud !

The shouts of wrath and joy are dumb,
And proud knees unto earth are

bowed.
A change is on the hill of Death,
The helmed watchers pant for breath,
And turn with wild and maniac eyes
From the dark scene of sacrifice !

That Sacrifice !— the death of Him,—
The High and ever Holy One !

Well may the conscious Heaven grow
dim,

And blacken the beholding Sun.
The wonted light hath fled away,
Night settles on the middle day.
And earthquake Trom his caverned bed
Is waking with a thrill of dread !

The dead are waking underneath !

Their prison door is rent away !

And, ghastly with the seal of death,
They wander in the eye of day !

The temple of the Cherubim,
The House of God is cold and dim

;A curse is on its trembling walls,
Its mighty veil asunder falls !

Well may the cavern-depths of Earth
Be shaken, and her mountains nod

;

Well may the sheeted dead come forth
To gaze upon a sutfering God !

Well may the temple-shrine grow dim
And shadows veil the Cheruijim,
When He, the chosen one of Heaven,A sacrifice for guilt is given !

And shall the sinful heart, alone.
Behold unmoved the atoning hour.

When Nature trembles on her tiirone.
And Death resigns her iron power ?'

O, shall the heart,—whose sinfulness
Gave keenness to his sore distress.
And added to his tears of blood,—
Refuse its trembling gratitude !

THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.
Where Time the measure of his hours
By changeful bud and blossom keeps.

And, like a young bride crowned with
flowers.

Fair Shiraz in her garden sleeps
;

Where, to her poet's turban stone,
The Spring her gift of flowers imparts,

Less sweet than those his thoughts have
sown

In the warm soil of Persian hearts :

There sat the stranger, where the shade
Of scattered date-trees thinly lay.

While in the hot clear heaven delayed
The long and still and weary day.

Strange trees and fruits above him hung,
Strange odours filled the sultry air.

Strange birds upon the branches swung.
Strange insect voices murmured there.

And strange bright blossoms shon
around,

Turnerl sunward from the shadowy
bowers,

As if the Gheber's soul had found
A fitting home in Iran's flowers.
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ersian hearts
:

[o96oms shoii

a the shadowy

Whateer he saw, uhate'er he heard,
AwrvKened feeh-ngs new and sad,-Ao Christian garb, nor Christian wor.l

^^'•^l;^"^
with Sabbath-bell chimes

^
And° nf'"

^'''''' ''''^ '"'•'^^" ^'o"'-'S

i.rSr"'^''''''
^''"'""'"^ ''^''^

And graybeani Mollahs in low tones
Chanting their Koran service through.

The flmv^jj. ,,hich smiled on either

^'""^lle/''^'""
«ends, were such as

As gifts on demon altars lay.

As if the burning eye of Baal
The servant cf his Conqueror knewiM-om sk.es which l<new n!> cloudy vdl,The Sun's hot glances smote l,i.

201

through.

"Ah me ."the lonely stranger said,

And light from heaven around then
shed,

O'er \;eary wave and waste, is gone!

"
Far'r ^'f

'^^ /''''^"^* ^^^'^' ^" white,

vVhfl"''^°,"'''"'^h^'- sickle in?
VN here flock the souls, like doves in

from the dark hiding-place of sin?

" ^silent horror ',roods o'er all,-
Ihe burden of a hateful spell,—

1
he very flowers around recall
liie hoary magi's rites of hell

'

And told to Paynim sun and dew
i

^'^'^ story of the Saviour's birth.

iMoiii scorching beams, in kindly mood,

An 1 o r'""P'^"'r'f« l>eauty screenedAnd on its pagan sisterhood,
In love, the Christian floweret leaned.

With tears ofjoy the wanderer felt

iJ fu'^^^f ""^^'^ ^""S despair
Before that hallowed symbol melt

I

'^hich Cod's dear love had nur'tured
I

tnere.

'
^^

The W"'')
^'''' '}"'' ^™PJ^ ««wer

An 1 AT •
' "^"" ""d sadness swept •

And Magian pile and Paynim bowei
In peace hke that of Eden slept.

I ^'"V"'' l^°^'f'"
toml^. and cypress old,

I
.Looked ho y through the sunset a r.And, angel-hke, the Muezzin told
J^rom tower and mosque the hour of

prayer.

With cheerful steps, the morrow's dawnProm .Shiraz saw the stranger part •

TheStar.floweroftheVirgin^Bofn''''
Still blooming in his hopeful heart

!

HYMN.S.

FROM THE FRENCH OF LAMARTINE.

0.\E hymn more, O my lyre '

Praise to the God above
Ol joy and life and love,'

Sweeping its strings of fire '

And what am I, o'er such a land
Ihe banner of the Cross to bear '

J->ear Lord, uphold me with thy hand

'share?'''
"'' ''"""^ ^'-'^"-«

He ceased
; for at his very feet

How'Th M,'?!!''^ ^ ^^^^--^^ smiled,-How thnlled his sinking heart to greetThe Siar-flower of the Virgin's child

!

'iown by some Meandering Frank, itdrew
Its life from alien air and earth,

O, who the speed of bird and windAnd sunbeam's glance will lend tome, ^"

That, soaring upward, I may findMy resting-place and home in
1 hee .-•

—

Thou, whom my soul, midst doubt and
gloom, ^

Adoreth with a fervent flame,-
Mysterious spirit ! unto whom

1 ertain nor sign nor name !

'

Swiftly my lyre's soft murmurs go,Up from the cold and jovless earth,Back to the God who bade them flow
^^ hose moving spirit s'^nt them forth.

Hi

>'} •>
I
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lint as for me, O God ! for me,
i-hQ lowly cieature of thy will

i-i'igermg and sad. I sigh to thcc,An earth-jjound iiilgrim still';

Was not my spirit boin to shine
Where yonder stars and suns are

glowmg ?

To breathe with them the light divine70m Gods own holy altar flowing^
1 o be, mdeed, whate'er the soul
In dreams hath thirsted for so Ion- __A portion of Heaven's glorious whole
Ut lovehness and song ?

O watchers of the stars at night,

J5un,, thunders, stars, and rays of li-rht

lv?i!f'""'''^'^E'^'-"^''»here1
'

i>end there around his awful throne

Or oi^ '.T^^ 'S'^"'"^' ^'^^ ^"gel's knee?Or are thy inmost depths his own.O wild and mighty sea ?

Thoughts of my soul, how swift ye to '

Swift as the eagle's glance of hre "

Or arrows from the archer's bow, '

1 o the far aim of your desire !

1 hought after thought, ye thronging rise

li'-'aringlike'them your sacrifice
Gt music unto God !

Ceaseless, by night and mornings beai.K
,

%eya,ing's star and aoontille's sun
Until at last it sinks to rest

I .
O'erwearied, in the waiting seaAnd moans upon its mothers breast ^
So turns my soul to Thee !

'

!

Who lendest wings unto the win. ,_Mover ofall things! where ait thou^
I

O, whither shall I go to find
1 he secret of thy resting- place

'

<

Is there no holy wing for inc,

I

^'^^'..^"''^.''"g.
\
may search the space

I

Of highest heaven for Thee ?

O, would I were as free to rise

bSrne -"
^"'»™"'s whirlwind

Tlie arrowy light of sunset skies.

cbst '" '''" "^ ^^'^'e''''^

Or aught which soars unchecked an<l

Through Earth and Heaven; that Imight lose

Myself in finding thee !

And shal^ these thoughts of joy and

Come back again no more to me?—Returning like the Patriarch's doie"
Wing-weary from the eternal sea,To bear within my longing arms
ihe promise-bough of kindlier skiesPlucked from the green, immortal iSlSWhich shadow Paradise?

All-moving spirit .'-freely forth
At thycommand the strong wind troes-Its errand to the passive ea«h, ^ '

II .•V'^'/
J=^"st^y' nor strength opposeUntil ,t folds its weary wing ^^ '

Once more within the hand divine •

SO, weary from its wandering
'

.

My spirit turns to thine!

Childof the sea, the mountain streamFrom us dark caverns, hurries on

7 u M^
^^,^a™ divine is P'>wincZephyr-hke o'er all things going ^'

And as the touch of vietlels fibers
Soltly on my soul it lingers, ^ '

Open to a breath the lightest
Conscious of a touch the slightest —
^.tf°";^'*^'''''"-s^ill lake, whereon

An f.i,
f."o\^'y-bosomed swan,And the glistening water-rings

Circle round her moving wings :When my upward gaze is turning
Where the stars of heaven are burning
Jhrough the deep and dark abyss.!!^
P owers of midnight's wilderness.
Blowing with the evening's breath
Sweetly in their Maker's path :

When the breaking day is flushing
All the east, and light is gushing

S'^'rv
^'"""^'^ ^^^ horizon's haze,

Sheaf-like, with its thousand rays,
Spreading, until all above
^^^^Jflows with joy and love.
And below, on earth's green bosom
All IS changed to light and blossom-



^^^''^'""y^vakins fancies overForms of brightness flit and hoverHoly as the seraphs are,
'''

On I'h

^^ Z.on's fountain; wearOn he.r foreheads, wlnte and broadHOUNKSS UNTO TMF. Lor,.'.
'

When, mspned with rapture hiohh would seem a single , i-^h " '

Cou cl a world of lo^^ create

-

That my l.fe could know no dateAnd my eager thoughts could fill'Heaven and Earth.^o'erflowing
itill !-

Then o Father! thou aloneFrom the shadow of thy thro'ne,
Jothesighmgofmybfeast
Ami Its rapture answerest.
All my_thoughts, which, upward wing-

Bathe where thy own light is spring.

AlImyye;rni„gstobefree
Are as echoes answering thee !

Seldom upon lips of mine,
Father rests that name of thine-Deep wuhin my inmost breas^In the secret place of mind,

nntwl^",'''^'i'^ P'^se"" shrinedOoth the dread idea rest

'

'

Hushed and holy dwells it therePrompter of the silent prayer
'~

Lifting up my spirit's eye^'And Its faint, but earned cryFrom us dark and cold aboj;,Unto thee, my Guide and God !

How sunk the inmost heTi^iT^i^

fall

!

^ "^'"^h hoof-

I

The dying turned him to the wall^
"
hear ,t and to die!- '

|Onward^^.^rol,ed; while oft its driver

l^"''^:r^s':s^^''"«°'-^Hng

rt paused beside the burial-place;
Io-.n^ot.rload!'J;„,/tw

^l'?t';£^----^ce.
s,™ '''''"."'"="'»"<! I'y one

-

as

THE FEMALE MARTVR.
[MaRv G- atrp^ .0 <, , *

Cn..\RITV,"died in nn r ' ^ ^'STER OF

"Bring out your dead !
' The midnight street

"'"'

Heard^and gave back the hoarse, low

Harsh felljhe tread of hasty feetf'lanced through the dark\he hoarsewhite sheet — coarse

Her coffin and her pall.

manTaid'°"'^'"^^^»^-talhack-

""''

thfdeTd
"^'' '^ ^P"-«' -vay

And thou.^young martyr !-thou wast

No w^hite-robed sisters round thee

wSotjrVe%:;;ra'nS^^^^-^
^.^^

fa "le aamp and noisome

Giving 'thee to thy God-
Norflowe,norcross,norh;ilowed,aper

^''"^^°,;^1^-^. and beauty to the

Vet gentle suftlrer! there shall beIn every heart of kindly fed ni'A rue as ho y paid to thee ^'
As If beneath the convent-treeThy sisterhood were kneeW

^^^Xjr'^^^--™^ angels

"'^"SSJinr^'^-^'^y place of

For thou wast one in whom the lightOf Heaven's own love was kiSld
Enduring «'ith a martyr's minhtThrough weary day and w.kd, ! ninhtFar more than v4rds may t

•

'^''^

Gent.e,^and „ie_ek, and lov^^^L'^, un-

> 'Vh
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294 7'//^- FROST SPIRIT.

Where manly hearts were failing,

—

where
The throngful street grew foul with

death,

O high-souled martyr ! — thou wast
there,

Inhaling, from the loathsome air.

Poison with every breath.

Yet shrinkintf not from offices of dread
P'or the wrung dying, and the uncon-

scious dead.

And, where the sickly taper shed
Its light through vapours, damp, con-

tined.

Hushed as a seraph's fell thy tread,

—

A new Electra by the Iped

Of suffering human-kind I

Pointing the spirit, in its dark dismay,
To that pure hope which fadeth not

away.

Innocent teacher of the high
And holy mysteries of Heaven !

How turned to thee each glazing eye,

In mute and awful sympathy,
As thy low prayers were given ;

And the o'er-hovering Spoiler wore, the
while,

An angel's features,— a deliverer's

smile !

A blessed task !—and worthy one
Who, turning from the world, as thou,

iJefore life's pathway had begun
To leave its spring-time flower and sun,

Had sealed her early vow ;

!
Giving to tiod her beauty and her youth,

and her guilelessI
Her pure affections

truth.

Earth may not claim thee. Nothing here
Could be frr thee a meet reward

;

Thine is a treasure liir more dear,

—

Eye hath not seen it, nor the ear
Of living mortal heard,

—

The joys prepared,— the promised bliss

above,

—

The holy presence of Eternal Love !

Sleep on in peace. The earth has not

A nobler name than thine shall be.

The deeds by martial ni.anhood wrought,
The lofty energies of thought,

The fire of poesy,

—

These have but frail and fading hon-
ours ;—thine

Shall Time unto Eternity consign.

Yea, and when thrones shall crumble
down,

And human pride and grandeur fall,—

The herald's line of long renown,

—

The mitre and the kingly crown,

—

Perishing glories all !

The pure devotion of thy generous hean
Shall live in Heaven, of which it was -i

part.

THE FROST SPIRIT.

He comes,—he comes,—the Frost Spirit comes ! You may trace his footsteps
now

On the naked woods and the blasted fields and the brown hill's withered brow.
He has smitten the leaves of the gray old trees where their pleasant green came

forth.

And the winds, which follow wherever he goes, have shaken them down to earth.

He comes,—he comes, --the Frost Spirit comes !—from the frozen Labrador,-

-

From the icy bridge of the Northern seas, which the white bear wanders o'er,

—

Where the fisherman's sail is stiff with ice, and the luckless forms below
In the sunless cold of the lingering night into marble statues grow !

He comes.—he comes,—tlie Frost Spirit comes !—on the rushing Northern blast,
And the dark Norwegian pines have bowed as his fearful breath went past.
With an unscorched wing he has hurried on, where the fires of Hecla glow
On the darkly beautiful sky ab'-'^e and the ancient ice below.



THE CALL OF THE CHRISTIAI^.
2ys

Dwn to earth.

THE VAUDOIS TEACHER/"*

T)?
^'^J'Y/^''-'/hese silks of mine are beautiful and rare. -The richest web of the Indian loom, which beauty's queen miclit w...- •

'^Z]^t^ ^r'"'
^ '^fl^yft '-i St-n which a purer lustre flings,Than the diamond flash of the jewelled crown on the lofTv brow nf Hn.cA wonderful pearl of exceeding price, whose vim.e 'hall notXav ^ '~

Whose hght shall be as a spell to thee and a blessing on "hy t'ayY"

WW'^L?''""'^ i!*

"^^ mirroring steel where her form of grace was seen

An^d nL^^'tJ!
thy'pearl of exceeding worth, thou traveller gray and old -And name the pnce of thy precous gem, and my page shall count thy gold."

Un^.h^"? ^'-^^
°m'"''°*"

*^' P^'S""^'^ brow, as a small and meagre book
- H^f I T\ ^"^-^ °,'' ^"" °^ '"^'' f^°'" his folding robe he tool-

'

Na^-k'e o ihv '^'old
"\' ^f- °'f^' 1"^^ ^' P^°^'^ ^^ ^"^^ ^o thee !J.>iay keep thy gold— I ask U not, for the word of God is free !

"

S^fJ w^!'''''^"^' "^f
"* ^}^ '^'^>'' ^""^ the gift he left behindHath had Its pure and perfect work on that high-born maiden's mindAnd she hath turned from the pride of sin to the lowliness oHrutT'And given her human heart to CJod in its beautiful hour of youth !

And she hath left the gray old halls, where an evil faith had power.The courtly knights of her father's train, and the maidens of her bower •

And she hath gone to the Vaudois vales by lordly feet untrod
'

Where the poor and needy of earth are rich in the perfect love of God '

I,,

THE CALL OF THE CHRLS-
TIAN.

XoT always as the whirlwind's rush
On Horeb's mount of fear,

Not always as the burning bush
To Midian's shepherd seer,

Nor as the awful voice which came
^
To Israel's prophet bards,

Nor as the tongues of cloven fl.inic

Nor gift of fearful words,—

Not always thus, with outward sign
Of fire or voice from Heaven,



U()C) MV SOL^L AND /.

1 1 i

/

i

The messago of a truth divine,
1 he call of (iod is given !

Awakening in the human heart
Love for the true and right,

—

Zeal for the Christian's hetter part,
Strength for the Christian's tight.

Nor unto manhood's heart alone
The holy influence steals :

Warm with a rapture not its own,
1 he he.'.rt of woman feels !

As she who hy Samaria's wall
The Saviour's errand sought,—

As those who with the fervent Paul
And meek Aquila wrought

;

Or those meek ones whose martyrdom
Kome s gathered grandeur saw :

Or those who in their Alpine home
Mraved the Crusader's war,

When the green Vaudois, trembling
heard, ^

Through all its vales of death,
i\\t martyr's song of triumph poured
rrom woman's failing breath.

And gently by a thousand things
Which o er our spirits pass,

Like breezes o'er the harp's fine strings.
Or vapours o'er a glass.

Leaving their token strange and new
Of music or of shade.

The summons to the right and true
And merciful is made.

O, then, if gleams of truth and liyht
Flash o er thy waiting mind,

Unfolding to thy mental sight
I he wants of human-kind

;
It, brooding over human grief,

the earnest wish is known
jlo soothe and gladden with relief
IAn anguish not thine own

; |

Though heralded with naught of fear
IOr outward sign or shoW

;

'
!

i hough only to the inward ear
It whispers soft and low

;

1 hough dropping, as the manna fell,
Unseen, yet from above.

Noiseless as dew-fall, heed it well,-
Thy Father's call of love •

MY SOUL AND I.

Stanu still my soul, in the silent dark
1 would question thee,

Alone in the shadow drear and stark
With God and me !

What, my soul, was thy errand here ?
Was it mirth or ease.

Or heaping up dust from year to year?
"Nay, none of these!"

Speak, soul, aright in His holy sight
Whose eye looks still

And steadily on thee through the nieht •

,

"Todoiiis will !"

What hast thou done, O sou! of mine,
Inat thou tremblest so?—

IList thou wrought his task, and kept
tlie line

^

H^ bade thee go ?

What, silent all ! -art sad of cheer?
Art fearful now ?

When God seemed far and men were
near.

How brav . wert thou !

Aha ! thou tremblest ;—well I see
Thou'rt craven grown.

Is it so hard with God and me
To stand alone?—

Summon thy sunshine bravery back.O wretched sprite

!

Let me hear thy voice through this deep
and black

Abysmal night.

What hast thou wrought for Right and
Truth,

For God and man,

I

From the golden hours of bright-eved
youth ^

I

To life's mid span !

i

Ah, soul of mine, thy tones I hear,
! But weak and low.
Like far sad murmurs on my ear

They come and go.

" I have wrestled

Wrong,
And borne the Right

From^beneath the footfall of the throne
1 o life and light.

*

" Wherever Freedom shivered a chain,
God speed, quoth I,

stoutly with the



ir and stark
io Error amidst her shouting train

I gave the lie."

Ah, soul ofmine! ah, soul of mine!
II y deeds are well;

Here they wn.ught for Truths sake or
lor thine?

My soul, pray tell.

''''BtttMhes'I^y'^-^"'''^^'''
--«'''

Goto goto !-.for thy very self
1 hy deeds were done :ihou fur fame, the miser for pelf,
V our end is one!

And where art thou going, soul of mine ?^anst see the end >

And whither this troubled life of thinetverinore doth tend ?

•VK SO&'Z ^A'/) f

"And at times mclhinks theiT^^KTiiTs
move '

I
As .f sornewhat of awe.' but more of

And hope were there.

"^""'^,y^^^'^^""'^ who have left th.

r k "^i^
^^^''''*' ''i^''' lot

;

I bend mme ear to that wall of night,And they answer not.
^

"^"Ancte"""";l'"^-'=^'ehsofpai„And the cry of fear,And a sound like the slow sad drop-
ping of rain, '

t-ach drop a tear !

What daunts^ thee now?-what shakes

^
My sad soul, say.

I see a cloud like a curtain lowHang o er my way.

'Whither I go I cannot tell;

iligh as the heaven and deep as hellAcross my track.

"I see its shadow coldly enwrap
1 he souls before.

Sadly they enter it, step by step,
To return no more.

"Ah, the^ cloud is dark, and day by

I am moving thither •

I must pass beneath it on my way-God p.ty me .'-Whither ?»

^'''ln"the'"l?<^'"'-'°^'^^«^"dwise
Pr«J" *" ^''^^.orm loud,
Fronting so calmly all human eyesin the sunht crowd !

Now, standing apart with God and

.Thou art weakness all.
Gazmffvamly after the things to beThrough Death's dread waU.
But never for this, never for thisWas thy being lent

;

Lfke'hrs'"''
'"'"'

'^ ^"^ ^^Ifi^hness.
i-iKe his merriment.

Folly and Fear are sisters twain
«-'ne closing her eyes.

"They shrink, they shudder, dear God!
they kneel

n, . ^? ^\^l
'" P'-ayer. i ^ - - -. ".c sixers twain :

J I'cy shut their eyes on the cloud, but Th. ^k*"
''°""? ''^'' ^y^"'

Tl,
/''•

•„ • wl'h
P'="P""g/'»<= Clark inane

That It still is there. ^^ '^^^ spectral lies.

"^"^^'" 'hey turn from the dead Before
1"°''

""^iok™^
'""^' ^°^'^ '^^"^ con-

i o the Known and Gone •
! ivu / . .For while gazing behind them Evermore
! Round H n,'' ^^T

^^""'^^^ =

Their feet glide on.
^

wu "? '" *'^^'"^st music rolls

..y. ,, ,. ,
Whate er thou hearest.

i^et, at times, I see upon sweet mle wu.. , ,

,
'^^ces

pale What to thee is shadow, to Him isA light begin I ^
flay.

To tremble as if from holy places I AnH .
^^^ ^^^ ^^ knoweth,

And shrines within. ^ ^
!

^"^ "«' on a blind and aimless way
I 1 he spirit goeth.

. j.il
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Man sees no future.—a phantom show
Is alone before him :

Past Time is dead, and the grasses

l^row,

And tlower.N l)Ioom o'er him.

Nothing before, nothing behind ;

The stejis of Faith
P'all on the seeming void, and find

The rock beneath.

The Present, the Present is all thou
hast

Ti"or thy sufe possessiii
, ;

Like the patriarch's angel liold it fast

Till it gives its blessing.

Why fear the night ! why shrink from
Death,

That phantom wan ?

There is nthing in heaven or eartli

beneath
Save God and man.

Peopling the shadows we turn from
Him

And from one another
;

All is spectral and vague and dim
Save God and our brother !

Like warp and woof all destinies
Are woven fast,

Linked in sympathy like the keys
Of an organ vast.

Pluck one thread, and the web ye
mar;

Break but one
Of a thousand keys, and the paining jar

Through all will run.

1O restless spirit ! wherefore strain
Beyond thy sphere ?

Heaven and hell, with their joy and
pain,

Are now and here.

Back to thyself is measured well
All thou hast given

;

Thy neighbour's wrong is thy present
hell.

Mis bliss, thy heaven.

An,d in life, in death, in dark and light,

All are in (lod's c.ire
;

Sound the black abyss, pierce *!

deep of night,

And He is there !

!ie

All which IS r^al now rcmainefh,
And fadoin never

;

The hand which upholds it now sus-
taiiicth

The soul for ever.

Leaning on Him, make with reverent
meekness

His own thy will,

And with stient,'tli from Him 8h.all thy
utter weakness

Life's task fulfil
;

And that cloud itself, which now before
thee

Lies dark in view.
Shall with beams of light from the inner

glory

Be stricken through.

And like meadow mist through autumn's
dawn

Uprolling thin,

Its thickest folds when about thee drawn
Let sunlight in.

Then of what is to be, and of what is

done,

Why queriest thou ?

—

The past and the time to be are one,
And both are now I

TO A FRIEND,

ON HER RETURN FROM EUROPE.

How smiled the land of France
Underthy blue eye's glance.

Light-hearted rover !

Old walls of chateaux gray,
Towers of an early day,
Which the Three Colours play

Flaunlingly over.

Now midst the brilliant train

'III longing the banks of Seine :

Now midst the splendour
Of the wild Alpine range,
Waking with change on change
Thoughts in thy young heart strange,

Lovely, and tender.

Vales, soft Elysian,
Like those in the vision

t^f Mirza, when, dreaming,



Ho saw (he. lonj; hollcnv fldl.
lo..chc,II,y the prophet's spell.
Inlo an ocean swell

Wilh its isles teeming.

Cliffs wrapped in snows of yenr^
.Splintcr.ng with >cv spears

Autumn's l.lue'heaven •

Loose rock an.l fn./en slirlj.
ilunK on the mountain-^i<le,
Halting their hour to glide

Downward, storm-driven!

Rliine stream, by castle old,
IJaron s and robber's hold

Teacefully llowiim •
'

J'weepinK through vine;ar<ls greenOr where the cliffs are seen ^ '

Oer the broad wave between^nm shadows throwing.

Or, where St. Peter's dome
bwells oer eternal Rome,

Vast, dim, and soknin,—
Hymns ever chanting low —
Censers swung to ami fro,'—
Sable stoles sweeping slow

Cornice and column !

O, as from each and all
vV ill there not voices call

Evermore back again ?

in the mind's gallery
Wilt thou not always see
Oim phantoms beckon theeO er that old track again ?

New forms thy presence haunt,-Ncw voices softly chant,-
New faces greet thee !—

Pilgrims from many a shrine
Hallowed by poet's line,
At memory's magic sign,

Rising to meet thee.

And when such visions come
Unto thy olden home.

Will they not waken

i^ed thee o er sea and land
iiack^to the household band

whence tiiou wast taken.?

While, at the sunset time,
Swells the cathedral's chime,

» et, m thy dreaming,

r///i ANGf-L OF PATIENCE.
399

J\hde to thy spirit's eye
;,';' !'!'•' '^' ""'iiniains lie
» 'led in the .Swiuer's .sky,

icy and gleaming :

I'rompter of silent prayer,
J<e the wild picture' there.'""" ","'"<l's chamber,
And, tin,,ugh each coming d.ivH.n, uhn, as staff and stay,

^
NVatchcd oer thy wandering «..y.iTeshly remeiuber.

^

J",
when the call shall be

''iH)n or late unto thee,
As to all given,

Sl.Ilm.ay that pictMre live,
All Us fair forms survive.
And to thy spirit give

(Wadness in Heaven .'

THK ANGEL OF rATIENCE.
A F«HK ..AKAI.MKASK nV TMK OKKMAN.

To weary hearts, to mourmng homesCods meekest Angel gently a.ine^V'
J^o power has he to banish p.iin,Or give us back our lost agim;And yet m tenderest love, our dearAnd Heavenly Father semis him here.

There ;s quiet in that Angel's glanceThere s rest m his still countenance-He mocks no grief with idle cheer,

''Zr
'"'^ ^'''''^' ^''^ mourner's

But ills and woes he may not cureHe kindly trains us to endure.

Angel of Patience ! sent to calmOur feverish brows with cooling palm •

To ay the storms of hope and fear, '

Ami reconcile life's smile .and tearThe throbs of woun.led pride to still.And rnnke our own our Father's

O thou who mournest on thy wnvWith longings fcr the close of day;He walks with thee, that Angel kindAnd gent y whispers, "Be resignJ"Bear up, bear on, the end shall tellThe dear Lord ordereth all things

' 'I

n¥'
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FOLLEN.*
ON READING HIS ESSAY ON THE

STATE."

Friend of my soul !—as with moist
eye

I look up from this page of thine,
Is It a dream that thou art nigh,
Thy mild face gazing into mine ?

That presence seems before me now,A placid heaven of sweet moonrise,
When, dew-hke, on the earth below

Descends the quiet of the skies

through the parted
The calm brow

hair.

The gentle lips which knew no guile

wTfh^^hl'''"/,'^'''*''""Shtfulcar:.With the bland beauty of their smile.

'^nff'""^' *T'f-'
^^^^ '^^' d^ea^ scene

y\r1
^"."^ ^"'^ ^"d moaning Sea,

'^L'^'^r
•,•*' shade of doubt between

Ihe failing eyes of Faith and thee.

Yet, lingering o'er thy charmed page,Where through the twilight air of
earth,

Alike enthusiast and sage,
Prophet and bard, thou gazest forth

;

Lifting the Future's solemn veil

;

1 he reaching of a mortal hand
I o put aside the cold and pale
Cloud-curtains of the Unseen Lana

,

In thoughts which answer to my own
In words which reach my inward ear,

I feeM^r
^'"°"' '^^ ^°'^' Unknown

1 feel thy living presence here.

The waves which lull thy body's rest,

Ilnilf , f V'y P'!S""^ 'ootsteps trod,
Unwasted, through each change, attestThe hxed economy of God.
Shall these poor elements outlive

Ihe mmd whose kingly will
wrought ?

Their g.o.ss unconsciousness survive^l hy godlike energy of thought ?

* Charles Theodore Christian F^iu.,
one time Professor of tho <S "^" "^^^ ^'
a,u\ literature and ftcrL??™''" T?='-^"''Se

Thou I.I VEST, Follen !_not in vain
' FUTUKE Tu u *^y ^"5 spirit meekly borne

The burthen of Life's cross of pain.
And the thorned crowu of sufferinc

worn. ^

O, while Life's solemn mystery glooms
Around us like a dungeon's wall.—

Silent earth's pale and crowded tombs,
bilent the heaven which bends o'er

all !

—

While day by day our loved ones glide
In spectml silence, hushed and lone,

' ° '"^,?o''' shadows which divide
The living from the dread Unknown;

While even on the closing eye,
And on the lip which moves in vain,

i he seals of that stern mystery
Their undiscovered trust retain ;—

And only midst the gloom of death.
Its mournful doubts and haunting

leais, "^

Two pale sweet angels, Hopeand Faith,
Smile dimly on us through their tears;

'Tis something to a heart like mine
To think ot thee as living yet

;

To fee that such a light is thine
Could not in utter darkness set.

Less dreary seems the untried way

the?e°"
''^'^ ^^'"' ^''^ footprints

And beams of mournful beauty play
Round the sad Angel's sable hair.

Oh !-at this hour when half the sky
Is glorious with its evening light.And fair broad fields of summer lie
ilung o er with greenness in n.y sight;

While through these elm-boughs wet
with rain

The sunset's golden walls are seen,With clover-bioom and yellow grainAnd wood-draped hill and stream
between

;

I long to know if scenes like this
Are hidden from an angel's eye.s,

Ifearth's familiar loveliness
Haunts not thy heaven's serener skies.

For sweetly here upon thee grew
' "f lesson which thy beauty cave.

they



The ideal of the Pure and TrueIn earth and sky and gliding wave.
And,

t

may be that all which lends

And greets us in a holier sphere.

Through groves where blighting never

The ^humbler flowers of earth may
And simple draughts from childhood s

Blend with the angel-tasted wine.

^
A,^' IJf

P^>''"g vision veiled,

«^^iin:;tS^Sst^S^„,.

?'//A PRISONER FOj^ ^j,j.y.

No grateful fire befoiThhJJTZT

^^n^'erii's^^-'^^-fi^rchii,,
,3_.^^efre!;ulJ?!:Sth^-7.oes
JiJent, save ever and anon

I

Onhe old sufterers bearded Im .Osa a„^, .^^
Jcd hp,

I Wold age chained and desolate!

^"AS^ileSS^t^'^-V^^-^
Whose evebalir ?, ' I'u"'"" '^"''

Gleam on him, fierce and red •

And, ormwake|-i,l„e,,s,,rs™

"V'l ','''" '""tea, we shall look,

And forest leaf, looked outSee

THE PRISONER FOR DEBT

As ifit loathed the SightReclmmg on his strawy bedHis hand unholds hi- X ' ,

His bloodless cheek :
'''^"P'ny head,-

H.-3,o„„tSiSr:7s„„;.

^Gon'vJ''''""^^'^^'"»"lerone.UOI) MADE THE O! n iwa^
'

Hi. blood.gamed liberty is lost?

And so, for such a place of restOld prisoner, dropped thy Lod as

^And"so°'''I'' ^f^' '-^"^I Bunker's crestAnd Saratoga's plain ?
"^^^'

Yon monument uprearel to theeI ed granite and a pri.son cJlT.-""The land repays thy service wdl!

^
An7fl'^'

';^"s »nci fire the guns

^^^
acdom - tm your lisping

Give back their cradle-shoufLet boastfu eloquence declaTn'

St IMeTrt'
^''^^«y' ^"d fame"

^tiJl let the poet's strain be heard

hf
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\ '

Witli glory for each second word,
And everything with breath agree
To praise " our glorious liberty !

"

But when the patron cannon jars,

That prison s cold and gloomy wall,
And through its grates the stripes and

stars

Rise on the wind and fall,

—

Think ye that prisoner's aged ear
Rejoices in the general cheer !

Think ye his dim and failing eye
Is kindled at your pageantry ?

Sorrowing of soul, and chained of limb,
What IS your carnival to him?

From lipK whicli press the temple's
marble floor,

Or kiss tlie gilded sign of the dread
Cross He bore.

II.

Yet as of old, when, meekly "doing
good,"

lie fed a blind and selfish multitude,
And even the poor companions of his

lot

With their dim earthly vision knew him
not,

How ill are his high teachings under-
_, .

, , ,
!

Stood I

Down vvith the law that binds him Where He hath spoken Liberty, the
thus I

'

^
Unworthy freemen, let it find

No refuge from the withering curse
Of God and human kind !

Open the prison's living tomb,
And usher from its brooding glocnr
The victims of ymr savage couc
To the free sun and air of God

;

No longer dare as crime to brand
The chastening of the Almiglity'shand

W I !l

LINES,
WRITTEN ON READING I'AMPHI.ETS PUBLISHED
BY CLERtiVMEN AGAINST THE ABOLITION
OF THE GALLOWS.

I.

The suns of eighteen centuries have
shone

Since the Redeemer walked with
man, and made

The fisher's boat, the cavern's floor of
stone.

And mountain moss, a pillow for his
head

;

And He, who wandered with the pea-
sant Jew,

And broke with i:ubiicans the bread
of shame.

And drank, with blessings in his
Father's name.

The water which Samaria's outcast
drew.

Hath now his temples ujion every shore,
Altar and shrine and priest,—and in-

cense dim
Evermore risinij, with low prayer

and hymn,

priest

At his own altar binds the chain
anew

;

W^here He hath bidden to Life's equal
feast,

The starving many wait upon the few

;

I Where He hath spoken Peace, his
' name hath been
The loudest war-cry of contending

men ;

Priests, pale with vigils, in his name
have blessed

The unsheathed sword, and laid the
spear in rest.

Wet the war-banner with their sacred
wine.

And crossed its blazon with the holy
sign

;

Yea, in his name who bade the erring
live.

And daily taught his lesson, --to for-

give !

—

Twisted the cord and edged the mur-
derous steel

;

And, with his words of mercy on their
lips.

Hung gloating o'er the pincers' burning
gripst,

And the grim horror of the straining
wheel

;

Fed the slow flame which gnawed the;

victim's limb.
Who saw before his searing eyeballs

swim
The image of their Chirist in cruel

zeal,

Through the black torment-smoke, held
mockingly to him !

ib>
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III. The beautiful lesson which our Saviour
taught

Through long, dark centuries its way
hath wrought

Into the common mind and popular
thought

;

And words, to which by Galilee's lake
snore

The humble fishers listened with hushed
oar,

Have found an echo in the general
heart,

*"

And of the public faith become a livin-
part. ^

The blood which mingled with the
desert sand.

And beaded with its red and ghastly
dew ^

The vines andolivesof the Holv Land —
ihe shrieking curses of the hunted

Jew,—
The white-sown bones of heretics

where'er
"'

They sank beneath the Crusade's holy
spear,—

Goa's dark dungeons,- Malta's sea-
washed cell,

Where with the hymns the ghostly
fathers sung '

Mingled the groans by subtle torture
wrung.

Heaven's aiithem blending with the
shriek of hell !

The midnight of Bartholomew,-the
stake

Of Smithfield, and that thrice-ac- t ,? --

cursed flame ^" ^'^^^ indifTerence to a brother's
Wliich Calvin kindled by Cieneva's ^r

^''''"•

lake,— ^e most unhappy men .'-who, turned
New England's scaffold, and the priest- From ^^^^

-^ , u-ly sneer
' "^"^o"^ the mdd sunshme of the Gosp-]

Which mocked its victims in that hour - ^^>''

Who shall arrest this tendency ?~Brin<T
back '^

The cells of Venice and the bigot's
rack ?

''

Harden the softening human heart
agam

of fear.

When guilt itself a human tearmieht
claim,— *"

Grope in the shadows of Man's twi-
light time,

What mean ye, that with ghoul-like
zest ye brood,

IV.

Thank God ! that I have lived to see
the time

When the great truth begins at last
to find

An utterance from the deep heart of
mankind.

Earnest and clear, that all Revenge
IS Crime !

That man is holier than a creed —
that all

'

Restraint upon him must consult his

„ ,

good,
Hopes sunshine linger on his prisoo

Bear witness, O thou wronged and n'
1^''^

^r H'
°°'''

merciful One ! P-*
^"^ ^"ose foul altars streaming with

That Earth's most hateful crimes have p ^''"'"T
•''""'''

m thy name been done '

ii7u
''^"?'"^" ^" another age and clime >

I
Why cite that law with which the bigot

Jew
Rebuked the Pagan's mercy, when he

knew
No evil in the Just One?-\Vherefore

turn
To the dark cruel past?-Canyc not

learn
From the pure Teacher's life, how

mildly free

Is the great Gospel of Humanity?
The Flamen's knife is bloodless, and

no more
Mexitli's altars soak with human gore,No more the ghastly sacrifices smoke
Ihrough the green arches of the

Druid's oak
;

I'i

I

And love look in upon his solitude. |

^"^ ^ dl?"'"
^^''^' ^''^ '''''' ^'^
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I !

Of prophet-utterance in the Holiest
name,

Will ye become the Druids of our
time!

Set up your scaffold-altars in otir
land,

And, consecrators of Law's darkest
crime.

Urge to its loathsome work the hanc-
man's hand ?

^

Beware, -lest human nature, roused
at last,

I' rom its peeled shoulder your encum-
brance cast,

And sick to loathing of your cry for
blood.

Rank ye with those who led their vic-
tims round

The Celts red altar and the Indian's
mound,

Abhorred of Earth and Heaven,—

a

pagan brotherhood !

II.

THE HUMAN SACRIFICE.

Far from his close and noisome cell
By grassy lane and sunny stream,

'

Blown clover field and strawberry
dell, ^

A:id green and meadow freshness, fell
The footsteps of his dream.

Again from careless feet the dew
Of summer's misty morn he shook •

Again \yith merry heart he threw '

His light line in the rippling brook.
Back crowded all his school-day jovs —
A ^l"'^5''u''^^^'' ^"'^ q"oit again.And heard the shout of laughinjT boys
Co ae ringing down the walnut glen.

Again he felt the western breeze
With scent of flowers and crisping

And down 'again through wind-stirred
trees

He saw the quivering sunlight play.An angel m home's vine-hung door,He saw his sister smile once more •
iOnce more the truant's brown-locked

head '

Upon his mother's knees was laid.And sweetly lulled to slumber there,
With evemn-'s holy hymn and prayer '

He woke. At once on heart and brain
I he present Terror rushed again,-
Clanked on h,s limbs the felon's chain '

He wcke, to hear the church-tower tell

I'"f
\^o<?tf^l.l o.. the conscious bellAnd shuddering, feel that clanging dinHis life's LAST HOUR had ushered in •

To see within his prison-yard.
Through the small window, iron barred
1 he gallows' shadow rising dim

'

Between the sunrise heaven andhim,-A horror m God's blessed air,—A blackness in his morning licht —
Like some foul devil-altar thire

Built up by demon hands at night.And maddened by that evil sight,Dark horrible confused, and sti^nge,A chaos of wild, weltering change.
All px)wer of check and guidance gone,Dizzy and blind, his mind swept onIn vain he strove to breathe a prayer.
In vain he turned the Holy Book,He only heard the gallows-stair
Creak as the wind its timbers shook.

wu^,^"" ^?/ ^" °f «•» forgiven,
While still that baleful spectre 'stood,
With IS hoarse murmur, '' Blood fo,

Blood!
Between him and the pitying Heaven J

HI.

Low on his dungeon floor he knelt.And smote his breast, and on hi«
chain.

Whose iron clasp he always felt.
His hot tears fell like rain

;And near him, with the cold, calm look,And tone of one whose formal part.
Unwarmed, unsoftened of the heart.

Is measured out by rule and book.
With placid lip and tranquil bloo<l.
1 he hangman's ghostly ally stood.
Blessing with solemn text and word
1 he gallows-drop and trangling cord :Lending the sacred Gospel's a' veAnd sanction to the crime of Law.

IV.

He saw the victim's tortured brow,—
1 he sweat ofanguish starting there —

1 he record of a nameless woe



TIJE J/{;a/AjV SACRIFlCt:.
in the dim eyes implorinfr stare
been^h.deous through the'^lonsfdamp

^^orkmg and writhing on the stone'A'Kl lieard, by mortal terror ^^?2 """

i.om^he^., ,,,,,, ,„, Sned

'^'''praj'S-?
'°'' '"^"'^ '•'^^ ''"^'-^e

As o'er his half-crazed fancy cameA vision of the eternal flamV-
s smoking cloud of agonies-

Its demon-worm that never dies -The everlasting rise and fall '

Of hre-waves round the infernal will •

While high above that dark led flood

Tw?bu!v fi^-'^'
*'^ gallows^Jo'r

''

1 wo busy fiends attending there •

One with cold mocking rite ancTn'rav.rThe oth.r with impatient grasp
^ ^'''

Tighteung^thedeath-ropf'slftangling

305

The unfelt rite at length was done,-The grayer unheard at length'^as
The praypr

said,

—

"^
sJin".! ^^^.r^l^d

:-the noonday sunSmote on the features of the dead '

And Jie who stood the doomed besideCalm gauger of the swelling tide
'

Ofniortal agony and fear.
Heeding with curious eye and earWhate'er revealed the keen e'Of man s extreme.t wretchedness

:And who in that dark anguish sawAn earnest of the victim's fateThe vengeul terrors of God's la^,

Thl«
^:'"'^''"g« of Eternal hate,-

\\hich beats the dark led realm

Did he uplift his earnest cries
^gainst^the crime of Law. which

.V?'' ^""'i'^'
*° ^''-'^t fearful graveA\ hereon Hope's moonlight never liesAndJaith's white b^ssomr'neSr

To the soft breath of Memory's sighs—
% endrof'

-'P'"' "^"'^'^ '"'> ^Slned,

In ,n I

"", possessed, profaned,In inr.dness and m blindness stark.

Imo the silent, unknown dark?

And Nature's solemn secret hides
1 he man of prayer can only draw
Jjew reasons for his bloody law'W faith m staying Murder's luind% murder at that Law's command

'

>.ew reverence for the gallow™!'As human Nature's latest hope '
'

^v'£:f,'^°f''^'^g-^toldtim^e,'

Anrf^
?'"" '^"""^' '''^^"'^e for is crime

nythaSelir',''r^"°'^'^'"'^'-""

rlf^ .-^edition's rising shoutChoked ^the young brlth^ot' Freedom

^^"''

'sprllg^'"''^
'^'' "°'-^'^ ^'»'^^'

Froiii heresy's forbidden tongue •

^^'"'^^""f; noose of terror bSd
1 he Church Its cherished union foundConforming, on the Moslem plan

Nn? r°\'^>';'^,«lo"red mind of „ an

Ltbt/^i\r"^"^^»'eSwoid'i^ut by the Bible and the Cord !

vr.

O, Thou
! at whose rebuke the eraveBack to warm life its sleeper ga?eBeneath whose sad and tearfufglance

lol-e^;^^
^nd changed countenance

A hr'or '"^' «^^^/^'i'h joy aboveA brother s face of tenderest love •

1 hou, unto whom the blind and lame
1 e sorrowing and the sin-sick came

'

I^ren life and heahng unto them,Ihe burden ofthy holy faithMas love and life, not hate and death,Man. demon mmisters of pain.

To theTr \^?T ^°'P'^'^ '^'e'n'^nt
J <> their dark home agai.i.

teint'hir'- \^'^^^ then, is he.

An awful. U l^T *he gallows rearsAn awful altar built to thee,
\N Uh sacrifice of blood and tc-rs >

'-'' °"ce again thy healing layOn the blin.l eyes which knew thee

!;

' '1

J It

,H
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%
I'l

Mil!

y I

And let the light of thy pure day
Melt in upon his darkened thought.

Soften his hard, cold heart, and show
The power which in forbearance lies,

And let him feel that mercy now
Is better than old sacrifice !

VII.

As on the White Sea's charmed shore.
The Parsee sees his holy hill

With dunnest smoke-clouds curtained
o'er,

Yet knows beneath them, evermore,
The low, pale fire is quivering still

j
So, underneath its clouds of sin,

The heart of man relaineth yet
Gleams of its holy origin

;

And half-quenched stars that never
set,

Dim colours of its faded how.
And early beauty, linger there,

And o'er its wasted desert blow
Faint breathings of its morning air,

O, never yet upon the scroll I

Of the sin-stained, but priceless soul. I

Hath Heaven inscribed "Despair !"
i

Cast not the clouded gem away, I

Quench not the dim but living ray,—
My brother man. Beware !

With that deep voice which from the
skies

Forbade the Patriarch's sacrifice,
God's angel cries, Forbear !

Breathe over him forgetfulness
Of all save deeds of kindness,

And, save to smiles of grateful eyes,
Press down his lids in blindness.

There, w here with living ear and eye
He heard Potomac's Howing,

And, through his tall ancestral trees,
Saw autumn's sunset glowing,

He sleeps,—still looking to the west,
Beneath the dark wood shadow.

As if he still would see the sun
Sink down on wave and meadow.

Bard, Sage, and Tribune !--in himself
AH' moods of mind contrasting,

—

The tenderest wail of human woe,

^
The scorn-like lightning blasting

;

The pathos which from rival eyes

^^
Unwilling tears could summon,

The stinging taunt, the fiery burst
Of hatred scarcely human !

Mirth, sparkling like a diamond shower
From lips of life-long sadness

;

Clear picturings of majestic thought
Upon a ground of madness ;

And over all Romance and Song
A classic beauty throwing,

And laurelled Clio at his side
Her storied pages showing.

RANDOLPH OF ROANOKE.*

O Mother Earth ! upon thy lap
Thy weary ones receiving.

And o'er them, silent as a aream.
Thy grassy mantle weaving.

Fold softly in thy long embrace
That heart so worn and broken,

And cool its pulse of fire beneath
Thy shadows old and oaken.

Shut out from him the bitter word
And serpent hiss of .scorning

;

Nor let the storms of yesterday
Disturb his quiet morning.

*P"*°/''>e famous and we ilthy R.-indolphs
ot Virgim.n, who claimed to be lineal desct-nd-
ants of th» Princ-ss Pociiahontas.

All parties feared him : each in turn
Beheld its scheme.; disjointed,

As right or left his fatal glance
And spectral finger pointed.

Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down
With trenchant wit unsparing.

And, mocking, rent with ruthless hand
The robe Pretence was wearing.

Too honest or too proud to feign
A love he never cherished,

Beyond Virginia's border line
His patriotism perished.

While others hailed in distant skies
Our eagle's dusky pinion.

He only saw the mountain bird
Stoop o'er his Old Dominion !

Still through each change of fortune
strange,

Racked nerve, and brain all burning,
His loving faith in Mother-land
Knew never shade of turning

;
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H«,. 1

.

,^'^ rush ma; soundHer b.ue peaks rose before h
',"

3^srs,-™-
T.^^^0

'
'^ ^y'"^ P'-iest to seek

ir;!?
^"'P'"'-al defences.

Th^^ h«nf * V" r"""ern jjiowilatbenttohmi in fawning.

Nohu„.e,„fG„.?.::»:;?4™'
His Roanoke valley e„reieif •No trade, mihesoulJorma,
Across h.s threshoUl ventured

tT- 1
="ue, a slave no mr>r«.

-.Strt-rHTr't-T^"'"--
Tr, tr

"'""S^t, his latest breath
IV L

™dom's dut" trivin^
'

cv/./ZA7,Ary/.//./..

•'-'7

"oKsro°-s£

NonehLrKors?„'he"erofD"»'
Along her f„,„,e „eadi, g!"^'

'''''°<»"

"^"^l^^ff" himself he smke

So from the le -strewn burial-stone

I

Of Randolph's lowly dwellimr^ '.^..na! o'er thy lanLf stvefA u a. nmg voice is swelling !

'' Are :adi!;°"
^''-^ ^'^--'-^ ^elds

From 'r ,'"''!''"'"8 ^P^ken.

r st;L '•"'" »'-« ••>

'Thi''c';;;,e™'t';',':.f*"i«V'^»-

I

\\
ere now one hero Jiving

!

CHALlvLK^' HALL. 65

"°"
"'-Thlsr^s- "' »"-""« of

To him who flies

""!"'™e„'trlt"™""""^"=
„, ./ns marljle floor

'"""Tn
"""•'''"""=""* and

Like sere grass wet with rainl"

"""'""iSSr^-'^S'—'-n,l

Old feelings waken
;

lhro„gh^„.earyyear,„f,„i,,„,,,,,^

"''HathSjhSffaker^""
And welUo ,,„„ and pUce heft „y

Beneath il,e arms
Of thrs embi-acing wood, a good man
His home.^n,e Abraham resting in the

Of Mamie's lonely pah, .

11
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TO J. 1\

, I

Here, rich with autumn gifts of count-
less years

The virgin soil

Turned from the share he guided, ami
in rain

And summer sunshine throve the fruits

and grain

Which blessed his honest toil.

Here, from his voyages on the stormv
seas,

Weary and worn,
He came to meet his children and to

bless

The Giver of all good in thankfulness
And praise for his return.

And here his neighbours gathered in to
greet

Their friend again.
Safe from the wave and the destroying

gales.

Which reap untimely green Bermuda's
\ lies.

And vex the Carib main.

To hearthegood man tellofsimple truth,
Sown in an hour

Of weakness in some far-oft Indian isle,

From the parched bosom ofa barren soil,

Raised up in life and power
;

How at those gatherings in Barbadian
vales,

A tendering love
Came o'er him, like the gentle rain from

heaven.
And words of fitness to his lips were

given.

And strength as from above :

How the sad captive listened to the
Word,

Until his chain
Grew lighter, and his wounded spirit

felt
^

The healing balm of consolation melt
Upon its life long pain

;

How the armed warrior sat him down
to hear

' Of Peace and Truth,
And the proud ruler and his Creole

dame.
Jewelled and gorgeous in her beauty

came,
And fair and bright-eyed youth.

O, far away 1-jneath New England'ssky,
Even when a boy,

I'^ollowing my plough by Merrimack's
green siioie,

His siinple record 1 have pondered o'er
With ileep and cjuicl joy.

And hence this scene, in sunset i;lory
warm,

—

Its woods around,
Its still stream winding on in light and

sh.ade,

Its soft, green meadows and its upland
glade,—

To me is holy ground.

And dearer far than haunts where
Genius keeps

His vigils still

;

Than that where Avon's son of song is
laid,

Or Vaucluse hallowed by its Petrarch's
shade,

Or Virgil's laurelled hill.

To the gray walls of fallen Paraclete,
To Juliet's urn,

F.iir Arno and Sorrento's orange-grove,
Where Tasso sang, let young Romance

and Love
Like brother pilgrims turn.

But here a deeper and serenei charn?
To all is given

;

And blessed memories of the faithfiA
dead

O'er wood and vale and meadow-stream
have shed

The holy hues of Heaven !

TO J. P.*

Not as a poor requital of the joy
With which my childhood heard that

lay of thine.

Jo.hn Pierpont, the author of " Airs of
I'alestine, froems remarkable for richness of
diction and splendour of imagery, was for
nineteen years pastor or the Hollis Street
Church, Boston. He was afterwards a Uni-
tarian minister at Troy, New York, and Med-
ford, Massachusetts. When the war broke
out, although 76 years of age, he served as
chaplain in a M.^ssacluIsetts' reaiment, and
a.terwards acted as clerk in the Treasury de-
partment at Washington, He died in August,
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Which, like an echo of the sontr
divine "

At Bethlehem breathed above the Holy
Boy, >

Bore to my ear the Airs of Pales-
tme,

—

jVot to the poet, but the man I b^ntr
in friendship's fearless trust my offer-

ing :

How much it lacks I feel, and thou wilt
see.

Yet well I know that thou hast deemed
with me

Life all too earnest, and its time too
short

For dreamy ease and Fancy's graceful
sport

;

And girded for thy constant strife with
wrong,

Like Nehemiah fighting while he
wrought

The broken walls of Zion, even thy
song '

Hath a rude martial tone, a blow in
every thought

!

^Th!.''T "^f "•«Pi^"ifjht.storm swept,

hiu""''^'
"'"'^'''^ o" ^"ck and

The cloud-tire on their eye-balls blamed.
V et there they waited still !

What was the world without to them?

Of ( Vvl '

:S sunset-call-the dance

m? .
-^ '"•'^<'s-the passing gleam

Olbattle-flag and lance?

They waited for that falling leaf

V\hich lends once more to wintry aireihe greenness of its spring.

O, if these poor and blinded ones
In trustful patience wait to feelU er torpid pulse and failing limbA youthful freshness steal

;

Shall we, who sit beneath that TreeW hose healing leaves of life are shed.In answer to the breath of p. aver
Upon the waiting head

;

THE CYPRESS-TREE
CEYLON.

OF

triveli;r^;7.'h^1-'
'^' "''^brnted Mussulma,,traveller of the fourteenth century, speaks of-icypress-tree ,n Ceylon, universally held sacred

\lt\\ onr'n-
^^^ '^^^^-^^ "f" "hich were sLid

h=^ .k "k'^ ^' "'•^'" '"tervals, and he who
was restored, at once, to youth and vigourThe travel er saw several venerable Jogefs o^saints, s.tt.np silent and motionless under thetree, patiently awaiting the falling of a leaf.]

They sat in silent watchfulness
The sacred cypress-tree about,

And, from beneath old wrinkled brows
Iheir failing eyes looked out.

Gmy Age and Sickness waiting there '

Ihrough weary night and lingering
day,

—

" '^

Grim as the idols at their side,
And motionless as they.

Unheeded in the boughs above
The song of Ceylon's birds was

sweet

;

i

Unseen of them the island flowers
Bloomed brightly at their feet.

Not to restore our failing foi ms

Bu^"n.w?'V''''P'''''''''^''°'^^" shrine,
But, on the fainting soui. to ^hedA light and life divine

;

Shall we grow weary in our watch.
And murmur at tlie long delay '

Impatient of our f\ather's time
And his appointed way?

Or shall the stir of outward things
Allure and claim the Christian's eye.

^^Jtt""" "'^ ''^'''^^" watcher's ear
1 heir powerless murmurs die ?

Alas
! a deeper test of faith

Than prison cell or martyr's stake
I ne sell-abas:ng watchfulness
Of silent prayer may make.

We gird us bravely to rebuke
Our erring brother in the wronp —

And in the ear of Pride and Po\^ er
Our warning voice is strong.

Easier to smite with Peter's sword
Than "watch one hour " in humblinc

prayer. **

Life's ''great things," like the Syrian
lord,

^

Our hearts can do and dare.
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But oh ! wo shrink from Jordan's side,
From waters wliich alone cm save ;'

And murmur lor Aliana's hanks
And I'harpar's brigliter wave.

O Thou, who in the garden's shade
P"lst wake thy wearv ones again,

Who shimhered at that fearful hour
Forgetful of thy i)ain ;

Bend o'er ua now, as over them,
And set our sleei)-l)ound spirits free,

Nor leave us slumbering in the watch
Our souls should keep with Thee !

A DREAM OF SUMMER.

Bi.AND as the morning breath of June
The southwest breezes ])lay ;

And, through its haze, the winter noon
^
Seems warm as summer's day.

The snow-plumed Angel of the North
Has dropped his icy spear

;

Again the mossy earth looks forth.
Again the streams gush clear.

The fox his hillside cell forsakes,
fhe muskrat leaves his nook.

The bluebird in the meadow brakes
Is smging with the brook.

"Bear up, O Mother Nature !
" cry

tiJ^"^'
^'^^^'^' ^"d streamlet free ;'

Our winter voices prophesy
Of summer days t« thee !

"

So, in those winters of the soul,
By bitter blasts and drear

O'erswept from Memory's frozen pole.
Will sunny days appear.

Reviving Hope and Faith, they show
Ihe soul its living powers.

And how ber.eath the winter's snow
Lie germs of summer flowers !

TO

The Night is mother of the Day,
The Winter of the Spring,

And ever upon old Decay
The greenest mosses cling.

Behind the cloud the starlight lurks,
Through showers the sunbeams fall

;

ror Goa, who lovcth all his works,
Has left his Hope with all !

4'// i,f/ wonr^^ ICS47,

WITH A (OPV OK WOOLMAN-'M JOURNAL."

hear?"' /^^ wridnes Of John \Voolm.-in byheart. —Essays 0/ Elin. '

M.\ii)K\
! with the fair brown tresses

Shading oer thy dreamy eye,
Moating on thy thoughtful foreliead
Cloud wreaths of its sky.

\'outhful y»ars and maiden beauty,
Joy wuh them should still abide,—

Instinct take the ])lace of Duty,
Love, .lot Reason, guide.

Ever ill the New rejoicing,
Kindly beck-nin« back the Old,

Turning, with the gift of Midas,
A' I things into gold.

And^ the passing shades of sadness
\\ earing e /en a welc(jme guise

As^ when sone bright lake I'ies open
lo the sunny skies,

Every wi. r of bird above it,

Every light cloud floating on,
(/litters like that flashing mirror

In the selfsame sun.

But upon thy youthful forehead
Something like a shadow lies

;And a serious soul is looking
From thy earnest eyes

With an early introversion.
Through the forms of outward things

Seeking for the subtle essence.
And the hidden springs.

I^eeper than the gilded surface
Hath thy wakeful vision seen.

Farther than the narrow present
Have thy journeyings been.

Thou hast midst Life's empty noises
Heard the solemn steps of Time,And the low mysterious voices
Of another clime.

John }Voolman, an eminent preacher of theSociety of 1- nends, was born in^y^o, in WestJersey and for souie years worked asajournev
1!^;^" ^I'i?:: ,

"« travelled on religious'vi^iti t'^.-nan> p„, ,

, of nmcrica, and taught the Indians,In 1772 he came to England to atter." thequarterly meeting. „f ,he Friends, andd ed ofstna 1-pox at York. -His religion was loveThtwhole existence and all his passions were love
'



70 .

« JOIRNAL. '

Woolman b>

nvn tresses

eye,

forehead

beauty,

11 abide,

—

)uty,

he Old,
idas,

adness

lies open

on,

rror

cad

lies
;

vard things
:e.

CO

;en.

lent

' noises

Time,
)S

acher of the
20, in West
sajourney-
3US visits to
he Indians,
atter.v' the
md died of
as love; his
were love,"

Ail the mystery of Heirig
I lath upon thy spirit pressed,—

llioughts which, like the Deluge wan-
durcr,

Find no place of rest

:

That which mystic Plato pondered
That which Zeno heard with awe

And the star-rapt Zoroaster
In ills night-watch saw.

^''"'" ^y 'I""'''
and darkness sprinijinc

Of the dnn, uncertain Past,
Moving to the dark still shadows
O er the Future cast,

^^^l M?"^
^'"^'•'^ "^'«'"y n»<-'stion

w u' f' ' ^"''" ^^y ^^""^^ of youth,
With a deep and strong i)eseeching
What and wherk is Truth?

Hollow creed and ceremonial,
Whence the ancient life hath fled,

Idle faith unknown to action.
Dull and cold and dead.

Oracles, whose wire-worked meanings.
Only wake a quiet scorn,-

Not frorn these thy seeking spirit
Hath its answer drawn.

311

But, like some tired child at even.
On thy mother Nature's breast,'

Thou, methinks, art vainly seeking
Truth, and peace, and rest.

O'er that mother's rugged features
Thou art throwing Fancy's veil.

Light and soft as woven moonbeams
Beautiful and frail

!

'

fc-ven as the great Augustine
(Questioned earth and sea and sky '*'

And the dusty tomes of learning
And old poesy.

But his earnest spirit needed
More than outward Nature taught -

More than blest the jmet's vision
Or the sage's thought.

Only in the gathered silence
Of a calm and waiting frame

Light and wisdom as /rom Heaven
'J'o the seeker came.

Not to ease and aimless quiet

I

Doth that inward answer tend,
1

But to works of love and duty
As our being's end,—

Not to idle dreams and trances,
Length ot face, and solemn tone.

But toPaith, in daily striving
And performance shown.

Earnest toil and strong endeavour
Of a spirit which within

Wrestles with familiar evil
And besetting sin

;

And without, with tireless vigour,
Steady heart, and weapon strong,

In the power of truth assailing
Every form of wrong.

Guided thus, how passing lovely
Is the track of Woolman 's feet .'

And his brief and simple record
How serenely sweet

!

O'er life's humblest duties throwing
Light the earthling never knew

Freshening all its dark waste places.
As with Herrnon's dew.

O'er the rough chart of Existence,
Rocks of sin and wastes of woe, 1

Soft airs breathe, and green leaves -^^ f^Vxch. glows in Pascal's paees
tremble,

And cold fountains flow.

And to thee an answer cometh
From the earth and from the sky,

And to thee the hills and waters
And the stars reply.

But a soul-sufficing answer
Hath no outward origin

;

More than Nature's many voices
May be heard within.

All which sainted Guion sought.
Or the blue-eyed German Rahel

Half-unconscious taught :—

Beauty, such as Goethe pictured,
Such as Shelley dreamed of, shed

Living warmth and starry brightness
Round that poor man's head.

Not a vain and cold ideal.
Not a poet's dream alone,

But a presence warm and real,
Seen and felt and known.

bll
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^^ hen the red right-hand of slaughter
Moulders with the steel it swung,

When tlie name of seer and poet
Dies on Memory's tounguc,

All bright thoughts and jiure shall
gather

^
Round that meek and suffering one,—

Glorious, like the seer-seen angel
Standing in the sun !

Take the good man's hook and ponder
»\ Iiat Its pnge^ say to thee,—

Hlessed as the liand of healing
May its lesson be.

If it only serves to strengthen
Yearnings for a higher g(jod,

i*or the fount of living waters
And diviner food

;

If the pride of human rea>()n
Feels its meek and still rebuke,

Quailing like the eye of Peter
From the Just One's look !—

%

If with readier car thou heedest
What the Inward Teacher saith,

Listening with a willing spirit
And a childlike faith,—

Thou mayest live to bless the giver.
Who, himself but frail and weak,'

Would at least the highest \\ elfare
Of another seek

;

And his gift, though poor and lowly
^
It may seem to other eyes.

Yet may prove an angel holy
In a pilgrim's guise.

LEGGETT'S MOx\UME\T.*
"Ye build the tombs of the prophets."

Moly Writ
Yes,—pile the marble o'er him ! It is

well

That ye who mocked him in his lone
stern strife

* William Leegett, a political and misrel-

if New York" "W"^'
^nnna^^on, was a na, v'eoi i\ew York. Havinir <!.»i-«»£iforf„„

a midshipman inthe United States NaTy.'he

seve'iifJ'""'°'''''f^^^'
pr ression, and wa^s fo?several year? associated wi. , W, 6. Bryant in

And planted in the pathway of his
life

The ploughshares of your hatred hot
from hell.

Who clamoured down the bold re-
former when

He pleaded for his captive fellow-
men,

Who spurned him in the market-place,
and sought

Within thy walls, St. Tammany, to
bind

In party chains, the free and honest
thought.

The angel utterance of an unrii-ht
mind, ' "

Well is it now that o'er his grave ye
raise

The stony tribute of your tardy praise,
I'or not alone that pile shall tell to

rame
Of the brave heart beneath, but of th»

builders' shame !

FOR(;iVENE.S.S.

My heart was heavy, for its trust had
been

Abused, its kindness answered with
foul wrong

;

So, turning gloomily from my fellow-
men

One summer Sabbath day I strolled
among

'J'he green mounds of the village burial-
place

;

Where, pondering how all human
love and hate

Find one sad level ; and how, soon
or late,

W^ronged and wrongdoer, each with
meekened face.

And cold hands folded over a still
heart,

Pass the green threshold of our com-
mon grave,

He ll'T"'^ °! the A^«« yari Evening Post

worK'd f'''°;°f™^ny literary and political

r^ent tn hi w
'840 was appointed diplomaticagent to the Republic of Guatamela, b"f Hj.,)

wniie ,„.,K,„g preparations for his departure

R^rfm''
^'^'"- P™""'"' "'* '"•'"'ant career; andnyrants commemorative poem, "The earthmay nng from shove to sho!<' i^ weU known
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WHAT THE VOICE SAH,

Shake the bolted fire !

Am the dropping blood of labourHardens into gold.

•• Here the dying wail of '

„eThere the battle's groau o, pahl

.

Aid. in silence, smooth face,! Ma, „,on'reaping men like grain.
''""»'0"

•f'3!Il"'T.t^^'"''^''"''"
Titans say:

Thus Ih
°" T'

''^'"^'' '^™'- "^
:

•

inus the veak ones pray."

"Thou the patient Heaven upbraid-

^

Spake a solemn voice within
;

Alt thou free from sin?

"Fearless brow to Him uplifting

Knn""' '^°" ^""^ '^'•'^ thunders S.Knowing that to guilt's attraction
i-vermore they fall ?

"^'^"°"''^yhou not all germs of evil

Ni\^'?r^u'^^^" 'heir time?

Sff'^?5''"'*^''^'^'-'^«training
Stays their growth of crime.

" ^°"'^«t thou boast, O child of weak-
ness ;

^
^

wSe Ihe^ 'r' °^ '^'°"S ^"d strife,

In M lu'^^S temptations planted^n thy path of life? p imea

lyJUT JHE VOICE SAID.
l^l

" Thouji^ast seen two streamlets gush-

From (.ne fountain, clear and freeJ5ut by widely varying channe

K

Searching for tlie .sea.

" f'Hdeth one through greenest vallevs
Iv,ssmgthemwitlHips.s,iirsl,^,'>^'

One. n^.,
^

soaring down the molin.

[

-St.ngnatosat their feet.

In his black tent (li.i , he Tartar
<-hoose his wandering sii e ?

" "e alone, whose hand is boundingHuman power and hunun will
^

I

^-°°'<'"Kj;-ugh each soul's s;.r;.,„nd.

Knows its good or ilj.

"
MakeYofh' ^,'{"' ^^°"e an,, sorrowMake to thee their strong anneal

win r'l"'"" ""' '" "''
'•What the heart must feel,

"Earnest vvonis must needs be spokonWhen^^the warm heart bleSf or

With its scorn of wrong, or pit

V

For the wronged, I,; turni^

"£".;,'> f,% nature's weakneHidden faults and follies known
i>e thou, m rebuking evil,

'

Consc-ous of thine own.

"Not the less shall stern-eyed Duty
pyo^^iy^'Ps her trumpet it, ^
But with harsher blasts'shall mingle

vVailings of regret."
^

^'t^.T'
^°'" ^l.'^oly i'Peaking.

leachersentofGod, benear,^
Whispering through the day's coo\

silence, ' ""'

Let my spirit hear !

So when thoughts of evil-doers
Waken scorn, or hatred move,

Shall a mournful fellow-feeling
lempcr all with love

i ^

1

1"

i; ;I1
t'l

H

m
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')

WORSHIP.
I

As if his ear could bend, with childish
"Pure religion, and undefiled, before God I T^.K "'.,

and the Father is this : To visit the widows i
^° ^^"^ P°°'- fl^^^'-y of the Organ kevs .'

and the fatherless in their affliction nnH fr, i t- , ,
i...n hi,.=„.r „..„„..„. ._-_'"'.<;"°". "."d.to Feetrcl from war-fields trod the church

aisles holy,

....^ .,.>. ,ai .c.icss in cneir atfliction, and tokeep himself unspotted from the world "_
James \. 27.

The Pagan's myths through marble
lips are spoken.

And ghosts of old Beliefs still flit and
moan

Round fane and altar overthrown and
broken.

O'er tr.-e-grown barrow and grayrinr
of stone. ^ J i.

Blind Faith had martyrs in those old
j

high ]5laces.

The Syrian hill grove and the Druid's
\\'ood,

With mothers offering to the Fiend's
embraces

Bone of their bone, and blood of their
own blood.

Red altars, kindling through that night
of error,

Smoked with warm blood beneath the
cruel eye

Of lawless Power and sanguinary Ter-
ror.

Thronged on the circle of a pitiless
sky;

With trembling reverence : and the
oppressor there,

Kneeling before his priest, abased and
iovvly,

Crushed human hearts beneath his
knee of prayer.

Not such the service the benignant
Father

Requireth at his earthly children's
hands

:

Not the poor offering of vain rites, but
rather

The simple duty man from man de-
mands.

For Earth he asks it : the full joy of
Heaven

Knoweth no change of waning or Ik
crease

;

The great heart of the Infinite beats
even,

Untroubled flows the river of his
peace.

He asks no taper lights, on high sur
rounding

I

"T^e priestly altar and the saintlv
Beneath whose baleful shadow, over-

I ^t j
^''^^'^'

casting I

No dolorous chantcasting

All heaven above, and blighting earth
below.

The scourge grew red, the lip gre^^
pale with fasting.

And man's oblation was his fear ami
woe !

Then through great temples swelled the
dismal moaning

Of dirge-like music and sepulchral
prayer

;

Pale wizard priests, o'er occult symbols
droning.

Swung their white censers in the bur-
' dened air :

As if the pomp of rituals, and the
savour

Of gums and spices could the Unseen
One please

;

-- niir organ music
sounding.

Nor incense clouding up the twilight
nave. ^

For he whom Jesus loved hath truly
spoken :

^

The holier worship which he deisms
to bless

*'

Restores the lost, and binds the spirit
broken.

And feeds the widow and the father-
less !

Types of our human weakness and our
sorrow

!

Who lives unhaunted by his loved ones
dead?

Who, with vain longing, seeketh not to
borrow

From stranger eyes the home lights
which have fled ?
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THE DEMON OF THE STUDY.
O brother man ! foil to thv heart thy

brotlicr

;

' ^

Where pity duTlls, the peace of God
IS tliere

;

To worship rightly is to love each othertach smile a hymn, each kindly deed
a prayer.

Follow with reverent steps the ereat
example *"

Of Him whose holy work was ' 'doin-
good ;

" '^^

So shall the wide earth seem our Fa-
tlier s temple,

Each loving life a psalm of gratitude.

Then shall all shackles fall ; the stormy
clangour '

Of wild war music o'er the earth shall
cease

;

Love shall tread out the baleful fire of
anger,

And in its ashes plant the tree ofpeace

THE DEMON OF THE STUDY.
The Brownie sits in the Scotchman's

room.
And eats his meat and drinks his aleAnd beats the maid with her unused

broom,
And the lazy lout with his idle flail

But he sweeps the floor and threshes
tiie corn,

And hies him away ere the break of
dawn.

315

;
^\ "-^^ ^emon that cometh day by day

1 o my quiet room and iireside nook,Where the casement light falls dim and
gray

On faded painting and ancient book,
is a sorrier one than any whose namesAre chronicled well bygood kingjames.

No bearer of burdens like Caliban,
r^o runner of errands like ArielHe comes in the shape of a fat old 'man.

And when' he comes, or whither he
goes,

1 Know as I do of the wintl «-hich blows.

A stout old man with a greasy hat
Slouched heavily down to his dark,

red nose.
And two gray eyes enveloped in fat.
Looking through glasses with iron

bows.
Read ye, and heed ye, and ye who can,Ouaul uell your doors from that old

man !

The shade of Denmark fled from the
sun,

And the Cocklane ghost from the
l)arnloft cheer,

The fiend of Faust was a faithful one,
Agrippas demon wrought in fear.

And the devil of Martin Luther satBy the stout monk's side in social chat.

The Old Man of the Sea, on the neck
of him

Who seven times crossed the deep.
I wined closely each lean and withered

hmb,
Like the nightmare in one's sleep.

But he drank of the wine, and Sinbad
cast

Thf ^evil weight from his back at '•-'..

He comes with a careless " How d' yedo?" •'

And seats himself in my elbow-chair:And my morning paper and pamphlet
new "^

Fall forthwith under his special care.And he wipes his glasses and clears his
throat.

And, button by button, unfolds his coat.

And then he reads from paper and book
In a low and husky asthmatic tone,

\\ ith the stolid sameness ofposture and
look

C)f one who reads to himself alone •

And hour after hour on my senses come
liiat iuisky wheeze and that dolorous

hum.

The pnce of stocks, the auction sales,
1 he poet s song and the lover's glee

Ihe horrible murders, the seaboard
gales,

The marriage list, and the jeu cTe-
sprit.

All reach myear in the selfsame tone,—
1 shudder at each, but the fiend reads

on !



3i6 THE PUMPKhV.

t t

O, sweet as the lapse of water at noon
O'er the mossy roots of some forest

tree,

The sigh of the wind in the woods of

June,
Or sound of flutes o'er a moonlight

sea,

Or the low soft music, perchance, which
seems

To float through the slumbering singer's

dreams,

So sweet, so dear is the silvery tone.

Of her in whose features I sometimes
look,

As I sit at eve by her side alone.
And we read liy turns from the self-

same book,

—

Some tale perhaps of the olden time.
Some lover's romance or quaint old

rhyme.

Then when the story is one of woe,

—

Some prisoner's plaint through his

dungeon-bar.
Her blue eye glistens with tears, and low
Her voice sinks down like a moan

afar

;

And I seem to hear that prisoner's wail.

And his face looks on me worn and pale.

And when she reads some merrier song,
Her voice is glad as an April bird's,

And when the tale is of war and wrong,
A trumpet's summons is in her words,

And the rush of the hosts I seem to hear.

And see the tossing of plume and
spear !

—

O, pity me then, when, day by day,
The stout fiend darkens my parlour

door

;

And reads me perchance the selfsame
lay

Which melted in music, the night
before,

From lips as the lips of Hylas sweet.
And moved like twin roses which

zephyrs meet

!

t cross my floor with a nervous tread,
I whistle and laugh and sing and

shout,

I flourish my cane above his head,
And stir up the fire to roast him

out;

I topple the chairs, and drum on the

pane,
I And press my hands on my cars, in vain I

I've studied Glanville and James the

wise,

And wizard black-letter tomes which
treat

Of demons of every name and size,

Which a Christian man is presumed
to meet,

But never a hint and never a line

Can I find of a reading fiend like mine.

I've crossed the Psalter with Brady and
Tate,

And laid the Primer above thgni all,

I've nailed a horseshoe over the grate,

And hung a wig to my parlour wall

Once worn by a learned Judge, they say,

At Salem court in the witchcraft day I

" Conjtiro te, scderatisshne,

A bire ad tutim locum !
"— still

Like a visible nightmare he sits by me, —
The exorcism has lost its skill

;

And I hear again in my haunted room
The husky wheeze and the dolorous

hum

!

Ah I—commend me to Mary Magdalen
With lier sevenfold plagues,— to tiie

wandering Jew,
To the terrors which haunted Orestes

when
The furies his midnight curtains drew,

But charm him off, ye who charm him
can,

That reading demon, that fat old

man !

THE PUMPKIN.

O GREENLY and fair in the lands o.

the sun.

The vines of the gourd and the rich

melon run.

And the rock and the tree and the cot-

tage enfold,

With broad leaves all greenness and
blossoms all gold,

Like that which o'er Nineveh's prophet
once grew.

While he waited to know that his warn-
ing was true,
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ATEIV ENGLAND LEGEND.

And longed for the storm-cloud, and
hstened in vain

For the rush of the whirlwind and red
fire-rain.

On the banks of the Xenil the dark
Spanish maiden

Comes up with the fruit of the tangled
vine laden

;

And the Creole of Cuba laughs out to
behold

Through orange-Ieavesshining the broad
spheres of gold;

Vet with dearn- delight from his homem the Is rth,

On the f,.:r.. r,f his harvest the Yankee
'.•i-k^ forth,

I

Whert
^ ..^^-necks are coiling and yel-
low fruit shines,

And the sun of September melts down
on his vines.

jT

Ah
! on Thanksgiving day, when from

tast and from West,
From North and from South come the

pilgrim and guest.
When the gray-haired New-Englander

sees round his board
The old broken links of affection re-

stored.

When the care-wearied man seeks his
mother once more,

And the worn matron smiles where the
girl smiled before.

What moistens the lip and what bright-
ens the eye ?

VViiat calls back the past, like the rich
Pumpkin pie ?

Then thanks for thy present .'-none
sweeter or better

E'er smoked from an oven or circled a
platter!

Fairer hands never wrought at a pastry
more fine.

Brighter eyes never watched o'er its
baking, than thine

!

-\nd the prayer, which my mouth is too
full to express.

Swells my heart that thy shadow may
never be less,

'I'hat the days of thy lot may be length-
ened below,

And the fame of thy worth like a pump-
kin-vine grow.

And thy life be as sweet, and its last
sunset sky

Golden-tinted and fair as thy own
Pumpkin pic

!

p:xtract from "a new
england lege.vd."

O,—fruit loved of boyhood !—the old
days recalling.

When wood-grapes were purpling and
brown nuts were falling!

When wild, ugly faces we carved in its
skin.

Glaring out through the dark with a
candle within !

When we laughed round the corn-heap,
with hearts all in tune,

Our chair a broad pumpkin,—our lan-
tern the moon, i

Telling tales of the fairy who travelled I

like steam,
In a pumpkin-shell coach, with two rats I

for her team ! i

How has New England's romance fled,
Even as a vision of the morning !

Its rites foredone,— its guardians
dead,

—

Its i)riestesses, bereft of dread.
Walking the veriest urchin's scorning!

Gone like the Indian wizard's yell
And fire-dance round the magic rock,

forgotten like the Druid's speU
At moonrise by his holy oak !

No more along the shadowy glen.
Glide the dim ghosts of murdered men

;No more the unquiet churchyard dead
Glimpse upward from their turfy bed.

Startling the traveller, late and lone
;

As, on some night of starless weather.
They silently commune together.
Each sitting on his own head-stone !

The roofless house, decayed, deserted,
Its living tenants all departed.
No longer rings with midnight revel
Of witch, or ghost, or goblin evil

;

No pale blue flame sends out its flashes
Through creviced roof and shattered

sashes !

The wilch-grass round the hazel spring
May shaiply to the night-air sing,
But there no more shall withered hags
Refresh at ease their broomstick nags,
Or tasf those hazel-shadowed water:i

I
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As beveraj. meet for Satan's daugliters

;

No mere their mimic tones be heard,
The mew of cat,— tiie chirp of bird,—
Shrill blending with the hoarser laugh-

ter

Of the fell demon following after !

The cautious goodman nails no more
A horseshoe on his outer door,
Lest some unseemly hag should fit

To his own mouth her bridle-bit,
The goodwife's churn no more refuses
Its wonted culinary uses
Until, with heated needle burned,
The witch h-s to her place returned !

Our witches are no longer old
And wrinkled behlames, Satan-sold,
But young and gay and. laughing crea-

tures,
'

With the heart's sunshine on their fea-
tures,

—

Their sorcery—the light which dances
Where the raised lid unveils its glances

;Or that low-breathed and gentle tone.
The music of Love's twi'light hours.

Soft, dreamlike, as a fairy's moan
Above her nightly closing flowers.

Sweeter than that which sighed ofyore,
Along the charmed Ausonian shore !

Even she, our own weird heroine,
Sole l-'ythoness of ancient Lynn,

Sleepscalmly wherethe livinglaidher;
And the wide realm of sorcery.
Left by its latest mistress free.
Hath found no gray and skilled in-

vader :

So perished Albion's "glammarye,"
With him in Melrose Abbey sleeping.

His charmed torch beside his knee,
That even the dead himself might see
The magic scroll within his keeping.

And now our modern Yankee sees
Nor omens, spells, nor mysteries

;

And naught above, below', aroimd.
Of life or death, of sight or sound.

^ Whate'er its nature, form, or look,
Excites his terror or surprise,

—

All .seeming to his knowing eyes
Familiar as his "catechise,"
Or "Webster's Spelling-Book."

A luminous belt, a misty light.
Beyond the dark pine bluffs and wastes

of sandy gray.

The tremulous shadow of the Sea !

Against its ground
Of silvery light, rock, hill, and tree,
Still as a picture, clear and free,

;
^^'ilIl varying outline mark the coast

for miles around.

On—on—we tread with loose-flung
rein

Our seaward way.
Through dark -green fields and blos-

soming grain.

Where the wild brier-rose skirts the
lane.

And bends above our heads the flower-
ing locust spray.

Ha ! like a kind hand on my brow
Comes his fresh breeze.

Cooling its dull and feverish glow,
While through my being seems to

flow

The breath of a new life,—the healing
of the seas

!

HAMPTON BEACH.
The sunlight glitters keen and bright,

Where, miles awav.
Lies stretching to my dazzled sight

Now lest we, where this grassy mound
His feet hath set

^n the great waters, which have bound
His granite ankles greenly round

With long and tangled moss, and weeds
with cool spra) wet.

Good-by to pain and care ! I take
Mine ease to-day :

Here where these sunny waters break,
And ripples this keen breeze, I shake

All burdens from the heart, all weary
thoughts away.

I draw a freer breath—I seem
Like all 1 see

—

Waves in the sun- the white-winged
gleam

Of sea-birds in the slanting beam —
And far-off" sails which flit before the

south-wind free.

So when TiiiK-'s \eil shall fall asunder.
The soul may know

No fearful change, nor sudden wonder.
Nor sink the weight ofmystery under,
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Z/JVES.

But with the upward rise, and with the
vastness grow.

And all we shrink from now may seem
ISO new revealing;

/familiar as our childhood's stream,Or pleasant memory of a dream
1 he loved and cherished Past upon the

new life stealing.

Serene and mild the untried li-ht
May have its dawning

;And, as in summer's northern night
Ihe evenmg and the dawn unite

ihe sunset hues of Time blend With
the soul's new morning.

I sit alone
; in foam and spray

Wave after w.ive
Breaks on the rocks which, stern and

gi'av,

Shoulder the broken tide away
Or murmurs Jioarse and strong through

mossy cleft and cave.

LINES,

ACCO.M,.A.NV,.NG MANUSCK.PTS PRESENTED TOA KKIENU.

'Tis said that in the Holy Land
1 he angels of the place have blessedThe p.lgnm\s bed of desert sand,
Like Jacob's stone of rest.

That down the hush of Syrian skiesSome sweet-voiced saint at twilight
smgs *>

The song whose holy symphonies
Are bmt by unseen wings;

Till starting from his sandy bed,
The wayworn wanderer looks to seeThe halo of an angel's head
Shme througji tiie tamarisk-tree.

What heed I of the dusty land
And noisy town ?

I see the mighty deep expand
From itswhiteline ofglimmering sandTo where the blue of heaven cnSS

r

waves shuts down !

In listless quietude of mind
I yield to all

'

The change of cloud and wave .^ndwmd,
And passive on the flood reclined

1 wander with the waves, and with them
rise and fall

But look, thou dreamer I-wave and
shore

In shadow lie •

The night-wind warns me back once
more

uJa "^v,^""'
"'y "^^^^^ liill-tops o'erBends hkeanarch of fire the gloS,<r

sunset sky. *

So then, beach, bluff, and wave, fare-
well !

I bear with me
No token stone nor glittering shell

Of th h"^f ."k"^
°\'11''" ^^'"^ry tellOf thi. brief thoughtful hour of musing

by the Sea. *

So through the shadows of mv wayIhy smile hath fallen soft iind clearSo at the weary close of day
'

Hath seemed thy voice of cheer.

i

'Hiat pilgrim pressing to his goal

detail an- things within his soul '

Ihe ihoughtofitslull wake:

I
The graceful palm-tree by the well
Seen on the far horizon's rim ;

'

llie dark eyes of tlie fleet gazelle
Bent timidly on him

;

'

Kach pictured saint, whose golden hair
^Streams sunlike through the couveml

gloom
;

Pale sjuines of martyrs young and fairAnd loving Mary's tomb;
'

'"^

"Frnl^"'
^''''' ^'^^ °' '^""^^ which fallsFrom sunset cloud or waving tree.Along my pflgrim path, recalls

i-na pleasant thought of thee.

Of one in sun and shade the same,

wv,".'^''-"''*'^"'^
^''""^ '"y steady friendWhatever by that holv name

'

i- he angels comprehend.

Not blind to faults and follies, thou
Hast never failed the good to see,Nor judged by one unseemly bough
i- he upward-stri'7gling tree.
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RAPHAEL.

I hi

W\

These light leaves at thy feet I lay,—
Poor common thoughts on common

things,

Which time is shaking, clay by day,
Like feathers from his wings,—

Chance shootings from a frail life-tree,
To nurturing care but .ittle known,'
"e'r good was partly learned of thee,
Their folly is my own.

At times, a sad and half-reluctant look
Regretful of the Past ?

'

Alas !—the evil which we fain would
^hun

We do, and leave the wished-for good
undone :

Our strength to-day
Is but to-morrow's weakness, prone to

Poor, ])lind, unprofitable servants all
Are we alway.

A'et who, thus looking backward o'er
his years,

There still the morning zephyrs play I

"^'"^^^ ""' '^'^ ^^^^'''^ "'^t ^^''^'^ grateful
And there at times' the spring bird I Tfl'''"i'\, ,

smys, ,

It he hath been
And mossy trunk and fading spray !

jfermitted, weak and sinful as he was.
Are flowered with glossy wings. ^ ''^"'^ •'^'^' '" ^""^^ ennobling

CtlUSC,

Yet, even in genial sun and rain,
|

^^'^ ^<^1' w-men ?

Root, branch, and le£.flet fail and fade- rr u u .u i
•

,

,

The wanderer on its lonely plain
'

I I „„ c
1"!'^-" ^he outcast, o- let in

Erelong shall miss its shade.

1 hat tree still clasps the kindly mould.
Its leaves still drink the twilight dew,

And weavmg its pale green with gold,
btiU shines the sunlight throuf^h.

O friend beloved, whose curious skill
Keeps bright the last year's leaves

and flowers.
With warm, glad summer thoughts to

All

The cold, dark, winter hours !

Pressed on thy heart, the leaves I bring
May well defy the wintry cold,

b mil, in Heaven's eternal spring,
Life s fairer ones unfold.

THE REWARD.
Who, looking backward from his man-

hood's prime,
Sees not the spectre of his misspent time?

And, through the shade
Of funeral cypress planted thick behind,
Hears no reproachful whisper on tiie

wind
From his loved dead ?

Who bears no trace of passion's evil
force ?

^yho shuns thy sting, O terrible Re-
morse?

—

Who does not cast
On the thronged pages of his memory's

book.

- „„_.. ....V. v^iiiv-rtSL, u' ICC inA ray of sunshme to the cell of sin,—
If he hath lent

Strength to the weak, and, in an hour
of need.

Over the suffering, mindless of his creed
Or home, hath bent.

He hath not lived in vain, and while he
gives

The praise tc Him, in whom he moves
and lives.

With thankful heart

;

He gazes backward, and with hope be-
fore.

Knowing that from his works he nevei-
more

Can henceforth part.

RAPHAEL.

I SHALL not soon forget that sight :

I he glow of autumn's westering diy.A hazy warmth, a dreamy light.
On Raphael's picture lay.

It v\,. a simple print I saw,
The fair face of a musing boy

;

V et, while I gazed, a sense of awe
Seemed blending with iny joy.

^ ^™P'^ P""t :—the graceful flow
1

Of boyhood's soft and wavy hair,
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And fresh^young lip and cheek, and

Unmarked and clear, were there.

^'l saw df-'''^?"'^"'"'^^!'" repose
1 saw the inward spirit shine •

It was as ,f before me rose
'

Ihewnite veil of a shrine.

As if, as Gothland's sage hn- toldThe hidden life, the man wiSDissevered from its frame and ;"
'idBy mortal eye were seen.

'

Was it the lifting of that eye,
1 he waving of that ])ic:urer? hmd >

I saw the walls expand.

The narrow room had vanished,-space

Th^n J'
^""^'»""S remained klone

'

Through^which all hues and chap"es of

And beauty looked or shone.

Amund the mighty master came

Is wide as human thought

There drooped thy more than mortal

Fn?nu°'^^''"'
'^^^"t'ful and mild •

Enfolding in one dear embrace
ihybaviour and thy Child!

Tile truth, that painter, bard, and siceLveniii Earth's COM and' c£lS
Plant for their deathless herita-e

,

The fruits and flowers of time!

wS ''"'/'."'"'•'-' ^'-it'^ospiiere '

\Vith sunshine or with shade.

The tissue of the Life to be

An i^ '''f'^
""'""^ 'colours all our ownAnd,

n the field of Destiny
'
°"' °"'"'

VVe reap as we have sown.

Still shall the soul around it call

The Past shall reappear.

Think ye the notes of holy son..

TM I ^'^'u" ' '""^'"1 ear have'died >Think ye that Raphael's angel thiolHas vanished from hissS^
O no !-We live our life aga-n-Or warmly touched, or foldi; dimIhe pictures of the Past remaii'^^"^'Man s works shall follow him !

LUCY HOOPER. ^7

The rapt brow of the Desert John •

The awful glory of that day 'When all the Father's brighSess shoneThrough manhood's veil of clay! '

^
n.rT'''''-^''^y

P/ophet forms, and wildDark visions of the days of oldHow sweetly woman's beauty smiledThrough locks of brown and gowl
There Fornarina's fair young face

He borrowed from her own.

^'StS 'Y "^^•' '^"'" n>y view

1 hat^alUt thee we loved and 'ch...

Has^with thy summer roses p.

Anlif^' ""' "' ^"""g beauty fledAn ashen memory in its stead
ThetwrlightofapJrtedday '~

Cleave to the pure, the true, n„d ^oodAna sympathies which fo md nfrS'
ofth:riro'f^^°^^^'^^'^-''-t"^^'<Jt them-ofthee-remains there nauHuBut sorrow in the mourner's brea'?A shadow m the land of thought?

•""

I
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No!—Even my weak and treniblinfr
faith

*="

Can lift for thee the veil which doubt
And human tear have drawn about

The all-awaiting scene of death.

Even as thou wast I see thee still

;

And, save die absence of all ill

Antl pain and weariness, which here
Summoned the sigh or wrun<-- the

tear,
'^

The same as when, two sununers
back.

Beside our childhood's Merrimack,
I saw thy dark eye wander o'er

''^^''IT'
'''"""y upland, rocky shore,

Aiid heard thy low, soft voice alone
Mid-st lapse of waters,* and the tone
Uf puie-leaves by the west-wind blown,
Ihere s not a charm of soul or brow,—
Ut all we knew and loved in thee,—

But lives in holier beauty now,
Baptized in immortality !

Not mine the sad and freezing dream
Of souls that, with their earthly

mould, '

Cast otf the loves and joys of old,—
Unbodied,—like a pale moonbeam,
As pure, as passionless, and cold

:

Nor niine the hope of Indra's son,
Ot slumbering in oblivion'.- rest,

Life s myriads blending into one,—
In blank annihilation blest

;

Dust-atoms of the infinite, —
Sparks scattered from Mic central light
And winning back through iuortal

pani
Their old unconsciousness again.

^T° 'T^ \'^^^ FRIENDS in Spirit Land,—
JNot shadows in a shadowy band,
Not others, but themselves are they

And still I think of them the same
As when the ALister's summons came;
Iheir change,—the holy morn-light

breaking
Upon the dream-worn sleeper, waking —A change from twilight into day.

They've laid thee midst the household
graves.

Where father, brother, sister lie;
Below thee sweep the dark blue waves,
Above thee bends the summer sky

1 hy own loved church in sadness read
Her solemn ritual o'er thy head,

And blessed and hallowed with her
prayer

The turf laid lightly o'er thee there.
Ihat church, whose rites and liturgy
Sublime and old, were truth to thee
Undoubted to thy bosom taken.
As symbols of a faith unshaken.
Lven I, o( simpler views, could feel
1 he beauty of thy trust and zeal

;

.ad, owning not thy creed, could secHow deep a truth it seemed to thee,
And h,.w thy ferv nt heart had thrown
<J er all, a colouring of its own.
And kindled up, inieiise and w.irm,
-V life in every rite and form.
As, when on Chebar's banks of old,
I he Hebrew's gorgeous vision rolled,A spirit hlled the vast machine,—
A hfe "within the wheels" was seen.

Farewell ! A little time, and we
Who knew thee well, and loved thee

here.

One after one shall follow thee
As pilgrims through the gate of

fear

\yhich opens on eternity.
Yet shall we cherish not the less
AH that is left our hearts meanwhile;

1 he memory of thy loveliness
Shall round our weary pathway smile

Like moonlight when the sun has set,—A sweet and tender radiance yet
Thoughts of thy clear-eyed sense of

duty.

Thy generous scorn of all things
wrong.—

The ti;uth, the strength, the graceful
beauty

Which blended in thy song.

All lovely things, by thee beloved.
Shall whisper to our hearts of thee

;

These green hills, where thy childhood
roved,—

Yon river %vinding to the sea,
The sunset light of autumn eves

Reilecting on the deep, still floods.
Cloud, crimson sky, and trembling

leaves

Of rninbow-tinted woods,

—

These, in our view, shall henceforth take
A tenderer meaning for thy sake

;

And all thou lovedst of earth and sky,
Seem sacred to thy memory.
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Murmured low in our ears \^~^^
Angel of dreams!

.,,,, ,
. .

I

''"'
^;:;',

'"'' ^'^"^'- °"'- memories

Jorsakcn.- ^^'^'
'''

j

"^"'^'^^'rcs of feeling, more preciousOne bud hum the tree of our friendshin
' Th. i

'" ^T'^''-

^
's shaken,-

"-endsh.p The love and the kindness and pityOne heart from amonp .„ nr. i N- ^^'"^~'' g-i^e ^ ^

^^^.,
shall thrill

'^"'""^ "^ no longer Fresh .lowers for the bridal, green

om- il'

""' S'^^'"'^^^^' o'- S'ief in
'""'""'' ^"'' '^^ ^'""^^ '

Weep
! lonely and lowly are slumber- I

^''^'^'^^^ ^"^V'^^oL"'^
ing now

I

and blame,
The light of her glances, the pride of ^

^'^'''"'^ '''^'"'3' alike on her eye and her
i)er brow,

Weep --.sadly and long shall we listenm vain
"^'^

^''ajain'"'"'
'°"'' °^ ''"" '^'^^^"'"'^

I'ell ti,e scorn of the heartless, the
jestuig and jeer.

How true to our hearts was that beauti-
ful sleeper

!

With smiles for the joyful, with tear,
lor the weeper !—

Vet, ev-ermore prompt", whether mourn-
iiu or i^ay,

^^'"'

ast'Jay^'
'" '""^ '° '''^ P^^^'"fi

Give our teais to the dead .' For lui-
inanity's claim

From ats silence and darkness is ever
the same

;

The hope of that world whose exist-

May not st.fle the tears of the mourners ,,
"^ '^''- *°''' ^^°"gl^ spotless herself, she could

'"
^^in'^i;;^.^^--

^^^ ^-^ ^piritj Who sXr^ih"::^;; thespirifspu.
On the^^ce-ie of its troubled probation And a ^igh or a tear could the erring
Til u reprove

To that glance will be dearer the tears
^

^
/'-^--^l^ed. As a cloud of the sunset, slow meltin.

O, who can forget the mild light of her As -i sf n?- k'Y^"',smile, ^ "^'^ -'^s a star that is lost when the daylight
Over lips moved with music and feelin- A, n 'f TT'the while- *'""S As a ^lad dream of slumber, which
Ihe eye's deep enchantment dark Uu ,

^^"^e^s in bliss,

^ ^
dream-like, and clear, ' ' ^^^ ^^'\ P^^^ to the world of the

In the glow of its gladness, the shade
^ ^' '^'""' ^^'^-

ol Its tear.

'''''stmsli^^/iit'"'' "' ^'^^ ^r"- '-"^ '^ beckoning us.
And the tones of her voice, like the .

f"°f''«'-
^^'1 i« given

;

music which seems ^"n ^"''^ °"?^ '"°'^^ ^"^^ Angel-sters

^
i In- path which reaches Heaven. '



Il i

}ii|

\i: I

'i
!

il'S' I'

l&^!

324 T//£ LAKE-i^WE.

GuryoungandBentleVrieiul, wlioaesmilc
| Fold lu-r o Fui, .• ,•

^
Made brighter summer l.ours, \„ Jt h.-r h r'" u'r*^

''''^''^

Amid the fiosts of aiUuinn time a
'lenceforth be

Has left us with he dowers
^
o^u^T

"^'"
"k

''"'" ^''''''^'^
' ^"r liuman hearts and thee.

No paling of the cheek of bloom
Forewarned u^ of decay

;No shadow from the Silent Lanrl
Fell round our sister's way.

The light of her young life went down,
As smks behind the hill

The glory of a setting star, -
Clear, suddenly, and still.

As pure and sweet, her fair brow seemed
Lternal as the sky

;

And like the brook's low song, her
voice,

—

A sound which could not die.

And half we deemed she needed not
Ihe changin- of her sphere,
«'?,"'''' ''^ J^^aven a Shining One,
Who walked an Angel here.

The blessing of her quiet life
Fell on us like the dew

;And good thoughts, where her footsteps
pressed ^

Like fairy blossoms grew.

Still let her mild rebuking stand
between us and the wrdig

And her d..'ar memory serve to makeUur laith in (Joodness strong.

And grant that she who, tremblin-
here

Dis; rusted all her jiowers,
.Ma>' welcome to her holier home
The well-beloved of ours.

li

Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds
Were in her very look

;We read her face, as one who readsA true and holy book :

The measure of a blessed hymn,
lo which our hearts could move ;ine breathing of an inward psalm •

A canticle of love.

We miss her in the place of prayer,
And by the hearth-fire's light

;

We pause beside her door to hear
Once more her sweet "Good-night !

"

'Dii re seems a shadow on the day,
I lir smile no longer cheers

;A dimness on the stars of night.
Like eyes that look through tears.

Alone unto our Father's will
One thought hath reconciled

;
i hat He whose love exceedeth ours
Hath taken home his child

' THE LAKE- SIDE.

TliK shadows round the inland sea
-Vie deei)eniiig into night

;

Slow up thy slopes of oJ^Mpee
'i Iiey chase the lessening light.

Tired of the long day's binding heat,
I rest my languid eye.

Lake of the Hills! where, cool, an<)
sweet.

Thy sunset vvaters lie !

Along the sky, in wavy lines.
O'er isle antl reach and bay.

Green-belted with eternal pines,
The mountains stretch away.

Below, the maple masses sleep
Where shore with water blends,

While midway on the tranquil deep
The evening light descends.

So seemed it when yon hill's red crown,
Of eld, the Indian trod.

And, through the sunset air, looked
down

Upon the Smile of God.*^
To him of light and shade the laws
No forest sceptic taught

;

Their living and eternal Cause
His truer instinct sought.

He saw these mountains in the li(_dn

Which now across them shines';
This lake, in summer sunset bright.

Walled round with somberiiig pii -

Cod near him seemed ; from eartii hhu
skies

"is loving voice he heard,



Tf/E II/LL-TOr.

treml)Iin;,

As face to face, in iwradisc,
Man stood l,eforc the Lord.

Thanks. O our Father
him,

Thy tender lovo I see,
In radiant lull .a„d woodland dim,And tinted sunset sea
I'or not in mockery dost thou (illOur earth with liuju and f,^race :Thou du St no, lark and cruel wii-
ijehmd thv smiling face !

THE IIILL-TOP.

The burly driver a my side.We slowly climbed the hill,Whose summit, in the hot noon-tide
Seemed rism.i,r, rising still.

At last, our short noon-siiadows hi<lhe top-stone, bare .and brown,iTom whence, like (ii.eh-s,.yramd,
Ihe rough mass slanted down.

t felt the cool breath of the North-
iSetween me and the sun,

Oerdeep still lake, and ridgy earth
I saw the cloud-shades run

'

Lay mountain-girdle.i Squam
;Like green-wmged birds, the lea y islesUpon Its bosom swam.
^

^^.'".^f/'^e'eye could roam,
Dark b.l ows of an earthquake storm

Leflecked with clouds like foam.The r vales m misty shadow deep
I heir rugged peaks in shine

tL'S'' '.^^""r^'-iin ranges sweep
Ihe horizon's northern line.

There powered Chocorua's peak ; and

Moosehiliock's woods were seen,
'"^ many a nameless slide-scarred

And pine-dark gorge between.
i^cyonu them like a sun-rim.ned cloud,

wSeT^' ^r^'H
mountain, shone. '

And n„fM r^^ ^'i?
solemn-browedAnd awful face of stone !

" A Rood look-ofif!" the driver spake
About this lime, last year,

that, like K? '"^ l''^'''y '° '•"-" I-'^ke,

^
An.l Slopped, at evening, here.

lu;asdusk,sh down below; but all
he.e hills stood in the sun,

Ti I, .lipped l.ehind yon pm-pJe wall,He left them, one by one.

rt,'f>''
"'?"' f'?ni Thornton hill,

I I a<l held her pl.ace outside.
And, .as a pleasant woman will,

Ha.l cheered the long, dull ride.
I'esought me, with so sweet a smile

"lat-though I hate delays- '

I '--.iM not choose but rest awhile.

-

(
1
liese women have such ways !)

"On yonder mossy ledge she sat,
1 er sketch upon her knees,A s ray brown lock beneath her hatUnrollm- in the bree/o

llersweet face in the sunset light
Upraised and glorified — ^

1 never saw a prettier sight
in all my mountain ride.

"As good as fair; it seemed her joy
i o comfort and to give •

VV 11 bless her while they live '
"

1
he tremour in the driver's tone'^H.s manl, ,od did not shame :

1 daresay, sir, you mayhave known-"He named a well-known name.

"^'-n 'm
"" \''? Py-'-^midal mounds,

Ihe blue lake fled away •

Pormountain-scopeaparlo'ur's boundsA lightec. hearth for day '

From lonely years and weary milesThe shadows fell apart •

kind voices cheered, s'weet human
smiles

Shone warm into my heart.

We journeyed on ; but earth and sky
f ad power to charm no more

;Still_ creamed my inward-turning eve
1 ne clieam of memory o'er

'

Ah
! human kindness, human love,—lofew who seek denied,

—

loo late we learn to pri/c;i',ove
1 lie whole round world beside '

-1.

I'd'

m
mil

I
i

ii,i

i ii

ii



326
MEA/OA'//:s.

i^„i

ft t

AN EAGLK'S
LAKE SUl'E-

ON RECEIVING
QUriX FROM
JtluR.

Ai I (lay the .larkncss and the coM
lJj)on my heart liave lain,

Ivike shadows on the winter Nl<y,
like frost upon the jiaue ;

Hut now my t.irpid fancv wakes,
^Anci on thy Eagle's plume.
Kides forth, like Sinl.ad on hi, bird,
Ur witch upon her broom !

Iklow me roar the rockinp pines,
before me spreads the lake

TV hose long and solemn-funding waves
Agamst the sunset i)reak.

I hear the wild Rice-Eater thresh
1 he gram he has not sown •

I see with flashing scythe of f.re,
i he prairie harvest mown !

I hear the far-off voyager's horn
;

i see his Yankee's trail,—
His foot on every mou,itain-i)ass,
On every stream his sail.

By forest, lake, and waterfall,
I see the ]wller show •

'^^'iH.'^'.Shty mingling with the mean,
1 he lofty with the low.

He's whittling by .St. Mary's Falls,
Upon his loaded wain

;

He's measuring o'er 'the Pictured
Kocks,

With eager eyes of gain.

I hear the mattock in the mine,
The axe-stroke in the dell.

The clamour from the Indian lodge.
i he Jesuit chapel bell

!

I see the swarthy trappers come
From Mississippi's springs

;And war-chiefs with their painted
brows.

And crests of eagle wings.

Behind the scared squaw's birch canoe,
1 he steamer smokes and raves •

And city lots are stalked for sale
Above old Indian graves.

Ihc-ir the tread of pioneers
Of nations yet to be

;

^V,''n
'
''.T'

'\"''' "^ ^'•'^^^•'*' «hcie soor
^hail roll a human sea.

'lie rudiments of empire here
.\r..' pla>tic yet and warm;

III'-' chaos (.( a mighty world
Is rounding mto form !

^'Yi' ' rn
-"^ """,' J'""'"^' fragment soon

It- htlmg place shili fjnd,-
ihe raw material ol , State,

Its muscle and its mind !

'

And, westering still, the star whi.',
leads

The New World in its train
J las tipped with fnc the icy spears
Ul many a mountain chain.

The snowy cones of Oregon
^

Are kindling on its way
;

-uid California's golden sands
Gleam brighter in its ray!

Then blessings on thy eagle quill
As, wandering far and wide

I thank thee for this twilight dream
-And l^ancy s airy ride!

Vet. welcomer than regal plumes.
Which Western trappers find,

Ihy free and pleasant thoughts, chance
sown.

Like feathers on the wind.

Thy symbol be the mountain-bird
Whose glistening quill I hold ;'

I hy home the ample air of hope.
And memory's sunset gold !

In thee, let joy with duty join,
I

And strength unite with love.
The eagle's pinions folding round

1 he warm heart of the dove!

So, when in darkness sleeps the vale
Where still the blind bird clings

The sunshine of the upper sky
Shall glitter on thy winf^s !

MEMORIES.

A BEAUTIFUL and happy girl,
With step as light as summer air,



THE WELL UF LOCH MAKEE,
Eyes glad witl. smiles, and brow of

pearl,

Shndowed by many a caicle.s curl
Ul unconfMK'd and llowin-' Iiair •

Aseemin-cliild b, cvcrytliin.r, '

bave thoughtful brow and ripcnnur
charms, '^

*»

As Nature; wears the smile of S, • i„.When sulking ,nlo Summer'.' arni,.

'^»m'"',''''J"''''"«'" ""-'liLdit
Which melted thrc.ugii its t^wfui

bower,
Leaf after leaf, dew-moist and brifa...And stainless in its holy while, ^ '

Lfnfol(bni,Hike a moming (b.wer •

With every brenth of feeling woke.And, even when the t<,ni;uo w^^s mut^
l-rom eye and lip in music .spoke '

6*1

How thrill, once more the lengtheninj:
chain **

Of memory, at the thou.i^^ht of thee !Odhoj.e.s which luiiK in dust have lain,

Ain"'r"'r?-""'^'^-^''"Sl)acka.ainAnd boyhood lives again in me;
I 'eel it.s glow upon my cheek,

It.s fulness ofthe heart is mine,
As^when I leaned to hear thee speak,Or raised my doubtful eye to thine.

I hear again thy low leplie.s,
I feel thy arm within my own.

And timidly again uprise
Ihe fnng6d lids of hazel eyes

^^lth soft brown tresses overblown.Ah
! memories of sweet summer eves

Of moonlit wave and wiliouy way
'

Of stars and flouers, and dewy leave's.And smiles and tones more dear than
they

!

Ere this, thy quiet eye hath smiledMy lecture of thy youth to see,
Uhen, half a woman, half a child,
thy very artle.ssness beguiled
And folly's .sell seemed wise in thee •

I too can smile, when o'er that hour '

Ihe lights of memory backward
stream,

Vet feci the vyhile that manhoods power
Is vainer than my boyhood's dream.

Vears have passed on, and left their trace
Of graver care and deeper thought

; j

And unto me the calm, r,,I,I face
Ol manhoud, and to thee the grace

<)lw..man's pensive beauty brought.More wide, perchance, lor blame than
juai.se,

The sch.,olboy's humble name has
ilown

;

Thine, in the green and quiet ways
Of unobtru .iv... goo.hR.s. known.

^;jd wider yet in thought and dee<l

X hine I <e Genevan s sternest cree.i,
While answers to my spirit's need

Foi thee, the pnestly rite and prayer,And ho y day, and solemn psalin •

I-ur me, the silent reverence whe...My brethren gather, slow and calm

Vet hath thy .spirit left on me
An,mpr..ss'li„.e hasv.ornnniout,And something oi n.y.self i„ ,1^,.

'

A sh.idow from the ],a^t, I s^c
Lmgeiiny, even yet. thy way about •

^ot ^vholly can the heart mikin'
mat lesson ol its better hours.

Not yet has Time's dul footstep won,lo common dust that path ol flowers.

Thus, while at times before otn- eyes
llie shadows melt, and (all apart.

And, .smihng through them, round us
lies

The w.-irm light of our morning skie.s,-
1 lie indi;!!! .Summer of the heart •—

in secret .sympathies of mind,
In founts offeeling which retain

Ihe.rpure. fresh How, we yet may findOur early dreams not wholly vain !

THE WELL OF LOCH MAREE.«9

Calm on the breast of Loch MareeA little ihle reposes
;A shadow wo>-en ofthe oak

And wilow o'er it closes.

Within, a Druid's mound is seen,
bet round with .stony warders

;

A fountain, gushing thr„u^h the turf,
1^ lows o er its grassy borders.

And whoso bathes therein his brow.
V\ ith care or madness burning.

J.' 1'

U
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3a8 7V/£ CIIKISTIAN TOURISTS.

Feels once again his liealthful tiiought
And sense of peace returning.

O restless iieart and fevered brain,
Unquiet and unstaMe,

That holy well of Loch .Maree
Is more than idle fai)ie !

Life's changes vex, its discords stun.
Its glaring sunshine blindeth,

And blest is he who on his way
That fount of healing findeth !

The shadows of a humbled will
And contrite heart are o'er it

•

Co read its legend— " Tkijst in
God "—

On Faith's white stones before it.

AUTUMN THOUGHTS.
FROM "MARGARET SMITH's JOURNAL."

Gone hath the Spring, with all its
flowers,

And gone the Summer's pomp and
siiow,

And Autumn, in hi. leafless bowers
Is waiting for the Winter's snow.'

I said to Earth, so cold and gray,
' • An emblem of myself thou art • "

" Not so," the Earth did seem to say,
"For Spring shall warm my frozen

heart.

"

I soothe my wintry sleep with dreams
Of warmer sun and softer rain,

AnH wait to hear the sound of streams
And songs of merry birds again.

But thou, from whom the Spruin- hath
gone,

For whom the flowers no longer blow.Who standest blighted and forlorn.
Like Autumn waiting for the snow :

No hope is thine ^, sunnier hours,
Thy Winter shall no more depart •

No Spring revive thy wasted flowers,
iVor Summer nam thy frozen heart

Revile him not,—the Tempter hathA snare for all

;

And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath.
lieht his fall

!

'

O, dumb be passion's stormy rage
AV hen he who might

'

Have lighted up and led his age.
Falls back in night.

Scorn
! would the angels laugh, to markA bright soul driven,

Fiend-goaded, down the endless dark,
I'rom hope and heaven !

Let not the land once proud of him
Insult him now,

Nor brand with deeper shame his dim,
Dishonoured brow.

But let its humliled sons, instead,
trom sea to lake,

A long lament, as for the dead,
In sadness make.

Of all we loved and honoured, naught
Save power remains,—

A fallen angel's pride of thought,
Still strong in chains.

All else is gone ; from those great eves
The soul has fled :

When faith is lost, when honour dies.
The man is dead !

Then, pay the reverence of old days
To his dead fame :

Walk backward, with averted gaze,
And hide the shame !

ICIIABOD '

So fallen ! ,. lost ! the light withdrawn
Which once he wore !

The glory from his gray hairs — -.e

For evermore !

THE CHRISTIAN TOURISTS. ^o

No aimless wanderers, by the Fiend
Unrest

Goaded from shore to shore
;No schoolmen, turning, in their classic

quest.

The leaves of empire o'er.
Simple of faith, and bearing in their

hearts

The love of man and God,
Isles of old song, the Moslem'^ ancient

marts,

And Scythia's steppes, they trod.
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Where the long shadows of the Cn and I Wf '
\

~~~ ~
,

pine
'^"^^ ^ ^t uream not, hence, the beautiful and

In Ihe niyht Sim are cnst ' ,,•
""'''

And the deep heart of many a Norland \Vh ""'f
'''''''"''' ""^ ^^""'^ sight,

^ '"ine y
a ^^o.la..d

,

^^ho m the school of Christ had learned
Quakes at each riving hiast • \n '°''

"'''

"stands^'"''''
S'"^"''""'' -^^«^'^wa

''"'"''''"' ^'""^'« «"ght.

A l.a|!'ti"ed Scythian <,ueen
^'"'

'''\'°
/i^'j'^

^''" '^'"^^'h of vine-
\\ith Euroues irf« nn.i a •

• ,, ^ yards !)lo\vn,^1-aasand As,a s jewelled From off the Cyprian shore,
The North and East between ! 'shone,

"'" "'' ^'''' ^" '""^'^'

Where still through vales of Grecian A lifJnfl"'''"'",'^^
™^"«' "^"re.

^^ fable, stray
^'^*"''" ^ ^'C^,"'^ beai y lends to all it sees

The classic forms of yore, AnH f • ."r"'^
"^ ''' thought

;

And Beauty smiles, new risen from the
"''• '^°'"^' ^"'' ^^^^'est harmo-

spray, nies

And JJian weeps once more •
""^^ ^^''^ ''^ ^^'^y. unsought.

"""ssr '° '"'^'""'^ ""•'-'-'-„„,.,„,, of p„,,,, ,„,,„„
,

And Stamboul from the .^n An,i ^" ""^''"S ^^'^^ers run
;

Lifts i-er^ tall min^ro:r burial-

!

^^^^^^^^^^^ wear in light

grounds
Black with the cypress-tree !

From Malta's temples to the gates ofKome, "

Following the track of Paul,And where the Alps gird round the
bwitzer's home

Their vast, eternal wall

;

I hey paused not by the ruins of old
time.

They scanned no pictures lare

The smile of duty done;
''

"''"meek"'
^'"'^'"''^'--^^er to the

A heritage is given
;^or lose they Earth who, single-heart-

ed, seek
The righteousness of Heaven

!

THE MEN OF OLD.
-J .v„..,.>.i, lju pictures lare

iNor lingered where the snow-locked
|

^^'^"^-L ^P^ed thy mission, bold Iconomountains climb
The cold abyss of air !

But unto prisons, where men lay in
ch.tins, ^

To haunts where Hunger pinedTo kings and courts for|ethll of 'the
pains

And wants of human- kind,
Scattering sueet words, and quiet deeds

of good.
Along their way, like flowers,

Oi pleading as Christ's freemen only
could, ^

With princes and with powers
;

Their single aim the purpose to fulfil
Ut 1 ruth, from day to day,

S.mply obedient to its guiding will,
Ihey held their pilgrim way

»clast !

Vet all unworthy of its trust thou art,

'heart
'^' *'^^'' """^ ''°^'^' ""'"^'i"g

Thou tread'st the solemn Pantheon of
the Past,

By the great Future's dazzling hope
made blind ^

To all the beauty, power, and truth
behind.

Not without reverent awe shouldst thou
put by

The cypress branch-^s and the ama-
raiith blooms.

Where, with clasped hands ofprayer
upon their tombs

The effigies of old confessors liebod s witne-sses
; the voices of his'will

ileard in the slow march of the cen-
turies still 1

'
* !l

;^ I
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Such were the men at whose rebuking
frown,

Dark .with God's wrath, the tyiant's

knee went down

;

Such from the terrors of the guilty drew
The vassal's freedom and the poor

man's due.

if I
I

St. Anselm (may he rest for evermore
In Heaven's sweet peace !) forbade,

of old, the sale

Of men and slaves, and from the
sacred pale

Hurled the Northumbrian buyers of
the poor.

To ransom souls from bonds and evil

fate

St. Ambrose melted down the sacred
plate,-

Image of saint, the chalice, and the
pix,

Crosses of gold, and silver candlesticks.
"Man is worth iMoke than tem-

ples !"' he replied
To such as came his holy work to chide.
And brave Cesarius, stripping altars

bare,

And coining from the Abbey's golden
hoard

The captive's freedom, answered to the
prayer

Or threat of those whose fierce zeal
for the Lord

Stifled their love of man,— " An earthen
dish

The last sad supper of the Master
bore :

Most miserable sinners ! do ye wish
More than your Lord ind grudge his

dying poor
What your own pride and not his need

requires?
Souls, than these shining gauds, He

values more
;

Mercy, not sacrifice, his heart desires !

"

O faithful worthies ! re. ting far behind
In your dark ages, since ye fell asleep,
Much has been done for truth and

human-kind,

—

Shadows are scattered wherein ye
groped blind

;

Man claims his birthright, freer jJulses
leap

Through peoples driven in your day
like sheep

;

Yet, like your own, our age's sphere of
light.

Though widening still, is walled around
by night

;

With slow, reluctant eye, the Church
has read.

Sceptic at heart, the lessons of its

Head;
Counting;, tco oft, its living members

less

Than the wall's garnish and the pulpit's
dress

;

World-moving zeal, with power to bless
and feed

Life's fainting pilgrims, to their utter
need.

Instead of bread, holds out the stone
of creed

;

Sect builds and worships where its

wealth and pride
And vanity stand shrined and deified,
Careless that in the shadow of its walls
God's living temple into ruin falls.

We need, methinks, the ])rophet-hero
still.

Saints true of life, and martyrs strong
of will.

To tread the land, even now, as Xaviei
trod

The streets of Goa, barefoot, with
his bell,

Proclaiming freedom in the name of
God,

And startling tyrants with the f r of
hell !

Soft words, smooth prophecies, are
doubtless well :

But to rebuke the age's popular crime.
We need the sotds of fire, the hearts

of that old time !

THE WISH OF TO-DAY.

I ASK not now for gold to gild
With mocking shine a v earv frame

;

Tlie yearning of the mind is stilled,—
I ask not now lor Fame.

A rose-cloud, dimly seen above,
Meltinj in heaven's blue depths

away,—
O, sweet, fond dream of human Love .'

For thee I may not pray.
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Buf, bowed in lowliness of mind
1 make my humble wishes known,

1 only ask a will resigned,
Father, to thine own!

To-day, beneath thv chasteninij eye
1 crave alone (o,- pence and rest,

Mibmissive in thv hand to lie
And feel that i't is best.

A marvel seems tin; Universe,
A miraele our Life and Death •

A mystery which I cannot pierce',
Around, above, beneath.

In vain I task my aching brain,
In vam the sage's thought I scan,

I only feel how weak and vain,How poor and blind, is man.

And now my spirit sighs for home,And ongs for light whereby to see,And, like a weary child, would comeU I'ather, unto thee !

Though oft, like letters faced on sand.My weak resolves have pass(;d av/avIn mercy lend thy helping hand
^'

Unto my prayer to-day !

ALL'S WELL.
The clouds, which rise with thunder

slake '

Oiir thirsty souls with rain
;The blow most dreaded falls to breakFrom offour limbs a chain;And wrongs of man to man b«t make

1 he love of God more plain
As through the shadowy lens of evenThe eye looks farthest into heavenOn gleams of star and depths of blueThe glaring sunshine never knew !

M^

SEED-TIME AND HARVEST.
As o'er his furrowed fields which lieBeneath a coldly-droppin^. sky
Vet chd with winter^s melted snow,Ihe husbandmen goes forth to sow,

Thus, Freedom, on the bitter blastThe ventures of thy seed we castAnd trust to warmer sun amd raiAios veil the germ, and till the grain

I

V\ ho calls thy glorious service hard ''

Uhu deems it nut its own reward.^
Hho, for Its trials, counts it lessA cause of praise and thankfuii;..ss.?

It may no! be our lot to wield
Ihe sickle m tlie ripened field

;^or ours to hear, on summer eves,ine reaper s song among the sheave..

Vet where our duty's task is wroughtIn unison wiih (iod's great timu..hr
I he near and future blend in one,

'

And whatso'er is willed, is done !

I And ours the grateful service whence

TheT.'' '"V'^
^'''^>' ^'"'^ r-'compense

;I he hope, he trust, the purpose stayed

I

llie fountain and the noonday shacks

I

And were this life the utmost span,'Ihe only end and aim of man,
Better the toil of fields like theseihan waking dream and slothful ease.

But life, though falling like our grainL.ke that revives a,Kl springs agfin'And, early called, how'blest are 'hey\Vho wait in heaven their harvest-cinv '

TO A. K.

ON RECEIVING A HASKET OF SEA-MOSSKS.

TlCANKs for thy gift
Of ocean flowers.

Born where the golden drift
Uf the slant sunshine falls
Down the green, tremulous walhOf water, to the cool still coral

bowers,
Where, under rainbows of perpetual

showers,
God's gardens of the deep
His patient angels keep

;

Gladdening the dim, strange solitude
\N ith fairest forms and hues, and

thus

^

For ever teaching us
Ine lesson which the manycoloured

skies,

The flowers, and leaves, and painted
butterflies,

The deer's branched antlers, the gay
biKl that flings
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o'er

'i'he tropic sunshine from iis jrolden
wings,

'I'lie i)rightne.-;s of the human counte-
nance,

Its play of smiles, the magic of a glance,
ror evermore repeat,
In varied ton.^s and sweet,

Ihat beauty, in and of itself, is good.

O kind and generous friend,
whom

The sunset hues of Time arc cast.
I aintmg, upon the overi^ast
And scattered clouds of noonday

sorrow ^

The promise of a fairer morrow,
^" f"?st of the better life to come :The bmdmg of the spirit broken.

Ihe warnmg to ihe trring spoken,
1 he comfort of the sad,

Ihe eye to see, the hand to cullUfcommon tilings the beautiful,
IhQ absent heart made gladBy smiple gift or gracefultoken

Wlove It needs as daily food,
All own one Source, and all are

good !

Hence, tracking sunny cove and
reach,

""'XiSh,^'^^'^^
^'""'"^^ "1^

"^"''shelT
"'"' ^""' °^ '"""' ^"^'

From foamy curve and combing
swell, *

No unbefitting task was thine
lo weave these flowers so softand fan-

In unison with His design

And ^^}r^^ ^"'''"'>' everywhere
;And makes m every zone and clime.

^

In ocean and in upper air,

For niv ."^'' 'beautiful in their time. "^oi not alone m tones of awe and I

power I

He speaks to man
;Ihe cloudy horror of the thun^'^r-

shower
His rainbows span •

vv mas o er the rl^cBif i„ci me deseit, leaving, as in
air

Hie
,
crane-flock leaves, no trace of

passage there.
He gives the weary eye

The palm-leaf shadow for the hot noo^
hours,

And on its Ijranches dry
Calls out the acacia's (knvers •

And where the dark shaft 'pierces
do\\n

liencntli the mountain roots.
Seen i,y the miner's Ian. p alone,

Ihestar-hke crystal shoof •

So, where, the winds and' waves
below,

The coral-branched gardens grow,
ills chmbmg weeds and mosses

show.
Like foliag'.s on each stony bough.Of varie.l hues more strangely gayThan forest leaves in autumn's

T.
^^'~

1 luis evermore.
On sky, and wave, and shore.An all-pervading beauty seems to

say :

God's love and power are one : and
they.

Who ii'ke the thunder of a sultrv
day, y

Smite to restore,

'^''{.'.]ift°'

^'^^ "'" ^^"^'^ ^'"^'

^^^J^^'^'j^o^^thedew-wet flowers, and

Their perfume on the air.
Alike may serve Him, each, wilh their

own gift,

Making their lives a prayer !

QUESTIONS OF LIFE.

"Tt,,. u "-^"V> save me an answer, and <iaiH

Thensajdl, "Yea, myLofd"
1 nen said he unto mp " f - .1

'ne the weight of the ffrV ,^' "'^ '^''''' '^"''Sh

blastofthe wind or^,M ' ' '"•^'''l' * '"'" "le

is pa,st.-'-l TAZ. cha;:'!v!'""
''^ "^^ "'^^

A nENDiNGstaffI would not break.A feeble faith I would not shake.Nor even rashly pluck away '

Ih^ error which some truth may stayWhose OSS might leave the soul w tho^tA slueld against the shafts of dou
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h stony bough,
strangely gay

'< in autumn's

,
and shore,

luty seems to

r are one ; and

cr of a sultry
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le air,
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LIFE.

r f

ito me, whose
wer, and said,
m this world,
d 'It- way of

asu e ine the
I the day that

t break,

lake,

may stay,

'ul without
' doubt.

Amiyet, at times, when over all

fei;lS!!;!.''-.^'^''^'ofd„st,

Q(/£S7^0As OF LIFE.

Ac.tredse,i^hiJ:fc^,iSoP

\^ 'h sunshine on the hio^^^^^^^^^

The rounding seasons eome a id'

And orbs in heaven the morning star.
"

.-— c|iiestion it reeeivpt"
Vhat smgs the l^rook ? wTa^ „r.rl.

' vh;'a^Tr''-'^-g-swd,r''^

,gehierog,;].;;!e^i/--g-P

vainyr.k, loi mocks my skill
''''^'t:.c,

ofNattu-e'sciphlrsti^/l.

J

ask the stylus and the pen;What sang^^he bards o'f old P What

^^P'-ophefs of the Orient?

In pir '"f
"^ ?sypt, hidin pamted tomb and pyramid ?

St "?;;'^l"'"-'^---y lines,

Hmv
''''' '"o"«trous signs'

lE^ ^'^' 1^'"'-' ^'-4ht

Where tSs"!^'''"^^ "^ ^'«P-» ?

keys
'^"""'^ Where

of

the

Wherel V H ^'^ universal frame,

A^^S^^:.^:^r^^ ^^y^^-^ shoots

leath-bolted mvsteripc: ?Alas -the dead retain the r SI^"^t hath no answer froia the dJ,,

Dar^ I nl!^
^'"^'''' ^"'S'na still unguessedpart

I Unanswereci the eternal erne!
'

Whe eby the ex.led vvood-bird tells
' Sf

''"^^'"^^ '° ^he darkli.. earth

stand
1 severed and distinct'

1 "soned m separate consciousness.

-
.V. w... aiuyi s cnant,

lff,;°'V^fr'^''^^»^''ieophant.I Know what Indian Krec^hna s^hhAnd what of life and what od'ath']e demon taught to Socratl'And what, beneath his garden-'trees

^
ow pacni^, with a dream-like "'

I

I
The solemn -thoufrhted Ph • 7 '

i A'or h,-l- r f I

=>"'e"
* ^ato said

j

Of God's .1 r'';
S.'"^* or small

Thescollofl^erel^" tuS"'I he starry pages promise-li?'



334 MOLOCH 11^ STATE STREET.

Iliili

Mi

)

VVith Cliiist's Evi'ngel over-writ,
Thy miracle of life and death,
O holy one of Nazareth !

On Aztec ruins, gray and lone.
The circling serpent coils in stone,—
Type of the endless and unknown

;

W.iereof we seek the clue to llnd,
Wiih groping fingers of the blind !

For ever sought, and never found,
We trace that serpent-symbol rouuil
Oar resting-place, our starting bound !

O thriftlessness of dream and guess !

O wisdom which is foolish; .-is !

Wiiy idly seel,- fr iia outwavd things
'lie answer in./v.d silence brings;
Why stretch beyond our proper spl:ere
And age, for thai v/hlch ]it;s so near ?

Why climb the fai-.'tf h^ils vvitli pain,
A nearer viciv ofhti- .- (j gain?
In lovliest depths ofbc'% dell>
Tlie hermit Ccnt(<in|:iatiou dwells.
A fountain's piui- hung slope his seat,
And lotus-twined hi- silent feet,

Whence, piercing heaven, with screengd
si;,'ht,

lie sees at noon the stars, whose light
Shall glorify ihe coming night.

Here let me pause, my quest forego
;

Enough for me to feel and know
That He in whom the cause and end,
Tae past and future, meet and blend,—
Who, girt with His immensities,
Our vast and star-hung system sees.
Small as the clustered Pleiades,—
Moves not alone in the heavenly quires,
But waves the spring-time's grassy

spires,

Guards not archangel feet alone.
But deigns to guide and keep my own :

Speaks not alone the words of fate
Which worlds destroy, and worlds

create,

But whispers in my spirit':! ear.
In tones of love, or warning fear,A language none beside may hear.

To Him, from wanderings long and
wild,

I come, an over-wearied c i'

In cool and shade his neac • find,
Like dew-fall settling on niy uiind,'
Assured that all I k
And humbly trusting for tJie

now is liest,

rest.

I turn from Fancy's cloud built schenu',
L^ark creed, and mourri.'ul east, rn dream
Of power, impersonal ;uid ..oid,

Controlling all, itself co,;tro!i,;d,

Maker and slave of iron ;cv\ s,

.Vlike the subjf t and ti;e cause

;

From va.'i philosophies, lb-,t trv
The S'.-vcnfold gates of mystery,"
And, y),r,;],"d ever, babble still,

\yord-j>;r„iigal of fate and -vi!!
;

From IVaiure, and her mockery, Ar',
And book and ; ,.iech c. men apart.
To the still vvitn ss in my heart ;

With reverence .vailing lo brhold
His Avatar of love utiiold.

The Eternal Beau'y n-w and old !

MOLOCH IN STATE STREET.

The moon has set : N-.hileyet the dawn
Breaks cold and ;;;ray.

Between the midnight and the morn
Bear off your prey 1

On, swift and still !- the conscious
street

Is panged and stirreti ;

Tread light !— that fall of .erried feet
The dead have heard !

The first drawn blood of PVeedom's
veins

Gushed where ye tread
;

Lo ! through the dusk the martyr-stains
Blush darkly red !

Beneath the slov.dy waning stars
And whitening day.

What stern and awful presence bars
That sacred way ?

What faces frown upon ye, dark
With shame and pain ?

Come these from Plymouth's Pilgrim
bark ?

*

Is that young Vane ?

Who, dimly beckoning, >p->d .ve on
With mocking chei.

Lo ! spectral Andros, I ,. ,.. iso.i,

And Gage, --- hei

For ready mart o,

Throuirh Mol-'c;igh

Flesh of his flesh,

! fig blast

!ire

U)i.

The Tyrian sire.

l>-i!ing, passed



(l-biulr.schei)u',

i easfiirn dream
i cokl,

trolK;d,

cause

;

ili.-.t try

>'stery,"

; still,

:1 vill
;

Jckerv, Aff,

men apart,

heart :

!ind old !

STREET.

yet the dawn

1 the morn

le conscious

.erried feet

if Freedom's

martyr-stains

stars
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dark
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;, passed

Ve make that ancient sacrifice
Of Afan toGain,

Your traffic^ thrives, where Freedom

i^ciieath the chain

Thank God! our mother State can yetiler fame retrieve
;

^^'

To you and to y„„, children let
I lie scandal cleave.

Chain Hall and Pulpit. Court and PressMake gods of gold;
'

Let honour, truth, and manliness
i-ike wares be sold.

-» -* p

TO

Vo„r hoard, „e «„»,, you, waUs a,,

But God i, ju^j

.

The gudded chambers built by wroncInvite the rust.
"lung

''''ilel^jrir^'^-"'^'"-^^"'-^re aust and dross :

Its ventures on the waves of time
r oredoomed to loss !

VA Jiat she hath been
;

SnnJf^'^'^^^^^^'^'-dpJ-i-.atiu nurture men !

fcACt''RSl()N.

r.i i„
F"-'"i<-a sciolls can readin lessons manifold

!

'

Thanks for the courtesy, and t,avGoocbhumou, ,,,,,, ^>;,^;^^
Uui ill-tinied vi.sit l,ore :

'^

Thanks for^,o,, .^ceful oars, which

'^'^'^'""rf''''"'''"-^''^ Artichoke.Along his woo<ied shore •

J;1

Varied as varying Nature's u nv.
Spntesoftheiivtr. woofllaiKpfL

Free?i:X°d Ty'"
">'"''^^' >'^ -'-5

T r,^i
[' ^^''^"^'^ on the greenLoch Katrine's Ellen, or ufdS;

LJpon your favourite stream.

The forms ofwhich the poets toldThe fan- benignities of old,
'

Whn) '^ doubtless such as you •

?fHelTcl%''^V^^H^''°'^^^''^''"
ArcadV

^''"' ^ 'P«^-st'ive hillArcadia s mountain-view?

SSl^-^^-rousheart

'^^'shTl°„^^''''°°^'.^"'^^-«°^vingyet,snail know no check, ^ '

Tdl a free people's foot Ls'set
'-^n blavery s neck.

Even now the peal of bell and gun,And hills allame, ^ '

In
Tellofthefimg;;artriumphwon

rreedom's name. 7'

The long night dies: the welcome gray
<Jt dawn we see • ^

Speed up the heavens' thy perfect dayGod of the fre; !

^'

No sweeter bowers the bee delayed

Snowfl T>'°"''"*^"a>"ong;^now.flowered azalias, intertwined
\V,th roses over banks inclined

^^

With trembling harebells hung!

A charmed life unknown to deathImm^-tal freshness Nature ha!h ,

'

Her fabled fount and glenAre now and here: Dodona's shrine
^^tdl murmurs in the wind-swept pine -

All IS that e'er hath been

which old Greece oi
Beauty
Rome

Sung, painted, wrought, lies close athome

;

T„ ,)^^ "^=d, '^"t eye and ear
In all our daily walks to trace
ine outlines of incarnate grace,

Ihe hymns of god.s to hear '

«M
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IN PEACE. Whicli Fancy's self, in reverent awe,

A. ikACK of inoonlit/ht ona ciiiiet lake It
.'''Seen

Whose smnll wo v.. ..„ ''./,„!'
I

To paint, for-etful of the tricks of art,Wliose small waves on a silver
sanded shore

Whisper of peace, and with the low
winds make

Sucli harmonies as keep the woods
awake,

And listening all night long for their
sweet sake

A green-waved slope of meadow,
hovered o'er

By angel-troops of lilies, swaying light
On viewless stems, with folded wings

of white
;

A slumberous stretch of mountain-land,
far seen

Where the low westering day, with
gold and green, ^

Purple and amber, softly blended, fills
Tlie wooded vales, and melts amonc

the hills

;

^

A vine-fringed river, winding to its
rest

On the calm bosom of a stormless sea,
Bearmg alike upon its placid breast,
With earthly flowers and heavenly stars

impressed.
The hues of time and of eternity :

Such are the pictures which the thought „m
of thee, Where er I look, where'er I stray,

O friend, awakeneth,—charming the T^^^ '^°"Sht goes with me on i\ y way,
keen pain ^^d hence the prayer I breathe to-day;

Of thy departure, and our sense of loss n> i r
Requiting with the fulness of thy gain xi^'"

^^^ '""^ '''."'' '''^^"g^ ""^ ^'-'^"e,

Lo
!
on the quiet grave thy liflKe SllTr"!!,"!!!'^ ^^l^^'^ ^'^t

\''''^

cross.

Dropped only at its side, methinks doth
shine,

Of thy beatitude the radiant sign !

^o sob of grief, no wild lament be
there,

To break the Sabbath of the holy air ;
I'll;, in liiL'ir stead, the silent-breathin"

prayer
' 'i iicans siill waiting for a rest like

thine.

O spirit redeemed! Forgive us, if
henceforth,

With sweet and pure similitudes of
earth,

W^e keep ihy pleasant memory freshly
green.

Of love's inheritance a priceless oart,

With pencil dipped alone in colours
of till- heart.

BEXEDICITE.

God's love and peace be with thee,
where

Soe'er this soft autumnal air
Lifts the dark tresses of thy hair !

Whether through city casements conies
Its kiss to thee, in crowded rooms,
Or, out among tlie woodland blooms,

It freshens o'er thy thoughtful face,
Imparting, in its glad embrace.
Beauty to beauty, grace to grace !

Fair Nature's book together read,
The old wood-paths that knew our tread,
I he maple shadows overhead,

—

The hills we climbed, the river seen
By gleams along its deep ravine,—
All keep thy memory fresh and green.

een
Thyself and me, my heart I lean

Thou lack'st not Friendship's spell.
word, nor

The half-unconscious power to draw
All hearts to thine by Love's sweet law.

With these good gifts of God is cast
Ihy lot, and many a charm tliou hast
I J hold the blessed angels fast.

If, then, a fervent wish for thee
I he gracious heavens will heed from

me,
What should, dear heart, its burden be?

The sighing of a shaken reed,—
What can 1 more tlian meekly plead
The creatness of our common need }
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1 is cast

tliou hast
isi.

!iee

lieed from

)urden be ?

tiod's love,— unciiaiimiur ,,,,,,.
,

triio __ 'b"'fa> puic, and

The Paraclete whilo-shinin-. throurrl,ills peace,—the fall m' ii
^"",'"«"r I ^"«= 'an ol llcinionV, dew !

With such a prayer, o„ H,;, ,,,,,j j
"

As thou mayst hoar and I ma sav
^'

Igreetthee. dearest, faraway. -'

nCTURE?

I.

Light, warmth, and sprouting green-
_, ness, and o'ei all ^ "

«lue, stainless, steel-bri^ht ether
iauiu.j,r flown '

Iranquiljity upon the deep-hushed

F.ad ---,an.t the Hunter, of

Who, u|arinj,r on me with his lidless

While mounting; with his dog-star
. . ,

Ij'yl' an<l higher ^ '

bind^
'^'" ^"'°'^-''^' ""-

'^'''i;™f'^''^l"iver of his shafts

^''''"'5^;^;;{'''"^ltlie hot fields of his

A t.enX^„ow. as f^-om a hnnnce-

l^-^i' ''"'''t'""'"'"S arrows of his ireBiokeaMhey fell, and shattered intoTh^ f.. ' • V V^^ "^^"' 'i"<^i shattered inmThe f.eshenmg meadows, and the Vp,
''^'''

'

.
Jidl-Mdes brown; ' ''^'^ ^ et on my cheek I feel the westernVoice of the west-wind from the a i/"'"^''

'"^ ^vestcn

And fJ,.
,"•"' °^J''"^' '' ^'""^ '' *^"'"g fo the orchi: 'And the ,.jmmed river from its distant ^„, ,-^^,^

^^^, ^^
^^'^

•^'

Low hum 'of bees, and joyous inter- t , ""T^
^^-r-forsaken

^"''e Tales of fair menrlnu-c
Of bird-songs in the streamlet-skirt- And

^^^^^^^^: '''"" ""'

ingwood,— "'"' And mountams rising blue anrl .nnlHeralds and prophecies of sound and Wh '^''^'"^''
'"'-and cool

Blessed forerunners of the warmth a ,
'^'''-^ gieams, ^

"'!''" "'

and light,
^^a'mth And starred with white .!,« •

,

Attendant angefs to the house of prayer So tl

}^^^^ ^^^^ "'"'"'

With reverent footsteps 1 eepin^ a frf
°

';'""T''^'-'"1
Pi'gnm as he fares

Onn.
pace with mine,-

'

"" ^'"""^ •^''^'^ ^""^"ler waste, at tidiesOnce more, through God's great love r '' '^^""^^^

As .ha,_which sa,v, „r old, il t,. ^^'^ ",»'",--. -> as .he dew-

'"""°'I,1J^"= '''*'"S i.. r,.«,,P""''°';;J';,|j|p<l Heaven for which

Blow from ,l,e 'e,c„,„l w,,, ,_„^^^

y plead

1 need ?

Sih mo., 2d, 1852.

II.

White with its sun. bleached dust, thepathway winds
isefore me ; duut is on iU^ u

prasr,
shrunken

And on the tir^s beneath whoseboughs 1
J
ass:

^

glad our earthly way
8//^ ;w., 1852.

"I WAS A STRANGER, AND
VE TOOK ME IN."

'Nkatii skies that winter never knewThe an- was full of light and balmAnd warm and soft the'cnlf wind blWThiough orange bloom pnd groves o^pa in.
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^'^' ^CfWOL-CLOSE.

"- ^" ' '.liii in

^VJlU .sought lIlC ':

vain,
Sank homeless on the aiie,, ......l,

Anci^^,.eatheci .,.. ia:;;;.^!^^
.i..

""o^^'ir^lSe-, ?•'-'-'- shade

A-ainst h,
he. lilue eye dim

;

The ciroop.,,,, f,i„,,,,, heacUf him '

l-iovvej-.vcet and cool with silt sea

And .atdjed i.side his bed. .,.,

H>sl.-,.oftsistersmijr|,t„„t^^,.^

j

^^'':
s!;S.d^^"- ^"^' P^^y- sl,e

l^ie tremhhnfr soul thif r i

much. ''-'' ^*'^''*^d «o

siij« slowly i°:t^„';„v,";;;f'"-'""'

The sweetness of the L^IuI <.r ir.

^,
Upon his ,„„,,,,•;,';-

"fFi™.„

The orange lent ifs i.i

shade. ^'°°'" ''ncl

And something whisnp.v.ri •

thought
"''^'sP^'ed in her

O da^..ghterM,,th been done for,

AT SCHOOL-CLOSE.
(BOWDOm STREET, 1877.)

days ^ =^^^^' Junej

The teacher and the scholar irrst
lhe.rpart,ngfeettoseparat"U,,

'-'u-y part
: but in the years to be

'^hali^^pleasant memories cling to

I

As shell, bear inland from the sea

I

' '
-'•"ff'e rhythmic beach

So daily grew before her eyes

\v;;;;^^,
^'"'^- -^--eon she

^

^"^SloI^L^'-'-' "'^''-"-oman-s

(Ami one shall never quite forget

J-arSar-^'^''^-w..am

I ^'^'J^J^-n learning's pleasant

"^

TVe\v!!l^"^''""' "'"'-P^^^e^^ed.

"ddS;;^"'^ ^-'-' »he strange

'td^^£"";:'^;^-'-atues breast

''She'tr'-^r^-^her leaves,

^

apl'r "'^ """^ °f r-er
''

^'Z'
your love and .ru.t. she

'" 'thanhs of a grateful he«i
He., is the sober summer no.Contrasted vi-ld,

spring. '"' y*^"'- "'oni of

Across the fi;.ti,,«„ -r,.
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leaves,
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frust, she
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morn of

moon,
ad wing

back to

•She has no thou.^du of douhts or fears •Be but yourselves, be pure, be true.'

And prompt in duty
J heed the deep

W^vojceofcouscieuceMhrlgb

Jfour/aith m human nature still.

J«e pi ilul as vvuiiinn shouldAnd, spue ofall the lies of c;ecl,
jHold^tast the truth that'S' ij

Give and receive; go forth and blessTh.-.-Wd that needs the handlnd

OfAIarthas helpful carefulnessNo less than Mary'.s|.,„,rp„,,

^Atn.'^'^^'''r
«''*">« flow by

\nd ,

''^^^*-'^'-'h year a richer good\iKlm.iron loveliness outvie ^
'

The nameless charm of maiden-

/^Vi^OC^y'/OM
339

free fmm us honds the mind,The l.odv from the lud;
firuken all chains that bind
'hennageofourGod.

Just men no longer pine
;<--n.nd their prison bars

;Th Hugh the rent .hn.geon si,in.
' ''^' f-ee sun and the starj

Eanh own, at last, untrod
'iysecf, or cast, or clan

Ih;; fatherhood of God,
'

i lie i>rotherhood of man !

I->nud fail, craft perish, forth
Ihe money-chant;, rs drivenAnd God's u ill do.-;;, on eirh"As now in heaven !

INVOCATION.

A - when the world shall link your

And^.roucU,^ whisper. ..xS'^ere

ASTR^EA.

Astrxa in h^'"'^
'"""'' '" ^""e^siraea in Jilt seat ,Ti;ain •

^'i^„'l'f-"
from his golden chainAn age of better metal.'

'!'•:.%• JoMsoN, 1615.

O Poet rare and old !

i hy words are propliecies •

Fonvardtheage'rJout '

ihe new Saturnian lies.

The universal prayer
And hope are not in vain

;Iv'se brothers! ami prepn;.
Ihe way for Saturn's rei.i^n.

Perish shall all which takes

Aspamelofthemar,
!

Through thy clear spaces, Lord, of

n:™;ru:;i;::::!,:^''-' earth rolled;

^•o sotrr'if ;"''-^'---t.shined;

bre.ith.-l ^' ° '''"'""^' "O
A dumb despair, a wandering death.

^' > -spi It like a subtle fameA breath of life electric' '

Awakening and transh,,,ling al!I.I1 beat and thrilled in ev^y-,
ihe pulses of a living heart.

Then knew their bounds the land and
Then jmijed the bloom of mead and

Fron. flow;r to moth, from beast to

The quick c.ative impulse r.in-

A blot upon thy holy sky
^"touched.un.arnJdof

'thee. ami.

-Ir

m
m
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tilou who movcst on the deep
Of spirits, \vai<e my own fioni sleep '

Its darkness melt, its cohlness warm,
1 he lost restore, the ill transf' ;m,
That (lower and fruit henref, ili n'laybe
its grateful otieriiig, worthy thee.

THE CROSS.

ON THR DEATH f.l UttHARn DM.I.I VGHA.M IVTHE NASHVll.l.K fKNlTKNTIAKV.

"Thr cross if rightly borne, shall l,e
INo burden, hut support to thee ;" *

So, moved of old time for our sake.
The holy monk of Kempen spake.

Thou brave and true one ! upon whom
\vas laid the cross of martvnlom,
How dul.t thou, in thy genvrous youth,
liear witness to this blessed truth !

Thy cross of suffering and of shameA staff within thy hands became.
In paths where faith alone could see
llie Master s steps supporting thee.

Tiiine was the seed-time ; God alone
J5eholds the end of what is sown •

Beyond our visi.jn, weak and dim,
I he harvest-time is hid with Him

All is light and peace with Eva
;

I here the darku.ss cometh never;
Icars are wiped, and fetters fall,
And the Lord is all in all.

Weep no more for happv F:va,
\\ long and sin no more shall grieve her
Care and jiain and weariness

'

Lost in love sj measureless.

Oenlle Kva, loving Eva,
Child confessor, tme believer,
Listener at the Master's knee,
" Suffer such to come to me.''

O, for faith like thine, sweet Eva
I'iglilingall the solemn river, '

And the bles' ings of the ])oor
Wafting to the licavenlv shore !

APRIL.

" The spring comes slowly up this way.'
Cnrislabel.

Yet, unforgotten where it lies.
That seed of generous sacrifice,
1 hough seeming on the desert cast,
.^hall rise with bloom and fruit at last.

EVA.

Dry the tears for holy Eva,
With the blessed angels leave her;
U| the form so soft and fair
Give to earth the tender care.

For the golden locks of Eva
Let the sunny south-land give her
Nowery pillow of repose,—
Orange-bloom and Ijudding rose.

In the better home of Eva
Let the shining ones receive her.
^'th the welcome.voice<I psalm
Hi-rp of gold and waving palm !

* thomas i Kempis. Imit. Christ.

'Tis the noon of the spring-time, yet
never a bird

In the win.l-shaken elm or the maple is
heard

;

For green meadow-grasses wide levels
of snow,

And blowing of drifts where the crocus
should blow

;

Where wind-flower and violet, amber
and white,

On south-sloping brooksides should
smile in the light,

O er the cold winter-beds of their late-
waking roots

The frosty flake eddies, the ice-crystal
shoots

;

And, longing for light, under wind-
driven heaps.

Round the boles of the pine-wood the
ground-laurel creeps,

Lnkissed of the sunshine, unbapti/ed
of sliowers,

With buds scarcely swelled, which
should burst into flowers '

\\'e wait for thy c- ,.ing, sweet wind of
the south I

For the touch of thy light wings, the
Kiss of thy mouth

;
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Irom (mkI,
I<esunecti,.n nnd life to the graves of

tlie w)d !

Up our l(;n- river-valley, for days, have
not ceased

The wail and the shriek of the hitter
ii'Ttheast,

—

Raw and chill, as if winnowed through
ices and snow,

All the way from the land of tho wild
Esfjuiniaux,—

Until all our dreams of the land of the
blest.

Like that red hunter's, turn to the sunny
southwest. '

O soul of the spring-time, its light and
Its iireath,

Bring warmth to this coldness, l,ring
hfe to this death

;

*'

Kenew the great miracle; let us be-
hold

The stone from the mouth of the senul-
chre rolled,

'

And Nature, like Lazan,,. rise, as of
old !

Let our faith, which in darkness and
coldnos has Iain,

Revive with the warmth and the brijrht-
ness again,

*"

And in blooming of flower and budilintr
ol tree °

The symbols and types of our destiny
see

;

'

The life of the spring-time, the life of
the whole.

And, as sun to the sleeping earth, love
to the soul

!

REMEMBRANCE.
WITH COHES OF THE AUT.IOK S WR,TIN-,;s.

Friend of mine ! whose lot was cast
VVith me m the distant past,—
Where, like shadows flitting fast.

Fact and fancy, thought and theme.Word and work, begin to seem.
Like a half.remembered dream !

Touched by change have all thmgs been,
» et 1 tlinik nf iBo 00 ...1 ° '

lee as whenWe had speech of lip and pen.

T: 1 isiiuMie
on l)ath ordi.n.ntriu,

Rough with trial and dissent

;

Gentle words where such were few,Sofenmg bjan.e where blame was.,„e.
I ra,smg where small praise was due;

For a waking dream made good.
^/)r an Ideal ^mdel^tood,
i-or thy Christian womanhood;

For thy marvellous gift t„ cull
from our common life and dull
V\ hatsoe er is beautiful

;

Thoughts and fancies, Ilybla's bees
Dropping s\yeetness

; true heart's vj,oUf c(»ngenial sympathies ;—

Still for these 1 own my debt

:

Memory, with her eyelids wet.
fain would thank thee even yet.

And as one who scatters flowr-rs
Where the (^)ueen of May's sweet houn
'^its, o ertwined with blossomed bowers,

In superfluous zeal bestowing
Oiits where gifts are overdowintr.
^o I pay the debt I'm owing.

To thy full thoughts, gay or sad,
.^unny-luied or sober clad,
iiomething of my own I add

;

Well nssured that thou wilt take
Even tlie offering which I make
Kindly for the giver's sake.

TRUST.

I

The same old baflling questions t

my friend,

I cannot answer them. In vain I sendMy soul into the dark, where never burn
llie amps of science, nor the natural

light

Of Reason's sun and stars ! I cannot
learn

Their great and solemn meanings, nor
discern

The awful secrets of the eyes which turnEvermr— ' •

niight
thiough the day and
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With silent challenge and a clunil.

clemancl,

Proffering the riddles of the dread un-
known,

Like the calm Sphinxes, with their eves
of stone.

Questioning t!.e centuries from their
vedsofs.md!

I have no answer for myself or thee
^ave that I learned beside my mother's

knee

;

"
A
"j'."^^'°'^ ^''^^ '«' '1"^' is to be ;And God IS good." Let this suftke

us still.

Resting in childlike tru-:t upon his
will

Who moves to his great ends unthwart
ed by the ill.

KATHLEEN. 73

NoRAH, lay your basket down,And rest your weary hand,
And come and hear me sing a songOf our old Ireland.

There was a lord of Galaway
A mighty lord was he •

And he did wed a second wifeA maid of low degree.

But he was old, and she was voung,And so, in evil spite,
' "

A ^'f^^ ,"'" '^'-'^'^'^ ''••''^'' f"'- his kinAnd fed her own with white.

She whipped the maids and starved the
kern,

^

And drove away the poor;
Ah, woe is me! "the old lord said.
1 rue my bargain sore !

"

This lord he had a daughter fair,
Beloved ofold and young,

AiKl nightly round the shealing-fires
^i ner the gleeman sung.

AS tve before her fall :
"

So sang the harper at the fair,
bo harped he in the hall.

He smoothed and smoothed her hair
away,

„ He ki.ssed her forehead fair •

It IS my darling Marv's brow.
j

It IS my darling's hair !
"

I

O, then spake up the angry dame,
1^

Get up, get up." quoth she,
I sell ye over Ireland,
1 11 sell yc o'er the sea !

"

She clipped her glossy hair away,
Ihat none her rank might know,sue took away her gown of silk
And gave her one of tew, '

And sent her down to Limerick town.And to a seaman sold
riiis daughter of an Irish lord
^ i-or ten good pounds in gold.

The lord he smote upon his breast.And tore his beard so gmy
But he was old, and she was youngAnd so she had her way.

^

Sure that same
howled

To fright the evil dame.
And fairy folks, who loved Kathleen,W ah funeral torches came.

night the Banshee

"O come to me, my daughter dear •

Come sit upon mv knee.

Vour mother's own I see !
"

And glimmering down the hill •

wr7''''f°'"'^^'^'^''^"''^''-^''^"ltdoor,And there they all stood still I

'^''s"Lf'"'"-'
'^^ ^^I^e-lights

's7T','r'''-^','''"''i-"^
''''"''''' ^"°''i he,

care
^'''"'' '°"^"'''

^ '''''«

If they shine for you or me.

"

"O whoso brings my daughter back.My gold and land shall have •
"

O, then spake up his handsome page,"^o gold nor land I crave!

" But give to me your daughter dear.Give sweet Kathleen to me,
'

Be she on sea or be she on land.
Ill bang her back to ihee."

" My daughter is a lady born,
And you of low degree,
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But she shall be your bride the dayVou bring her back tome."

He sailed east, he saikd west.
And far and long sailc;! he,

Untd he came lo Boston town
Across the great salt sea. '

The flower of Ireland?
Veil know her by her eves so blue,And by her snow-white hand !

"
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And lord's wife is dead and
the old

gone,

I
„ -^"<^' ^ 'I'lPPy man is he,
i-or he sits beside his own Knthleen,

^\uh her darling on his knee.

FIRST-DAY THOUGHTS.

S..y

Out spake an ancient man, "
I knowthe maiden whom ye mean •

nKHtshtherofaLin/ericima;,,
At>d she IS caWed Kathleen.

"No skill hath she in household work

VV n?''^
^''^ -"^"^^ '^"^i ^^h'-tc,

'

<;V''"7>^''"S looks and
J5he doth her cost requite.'

So up^^t^hey walked through Bo.,con

And met a maiden fair,A htile basket on her arm
^o snowy-white and bare.

"Come hither, child, and
thou

This young man ever seen?''
i I'ey M-ept u ith.n each other's arms
ihepageandyoungKathler

•

"?„7,"'°"^^ this darling child,

^

And take my purse of gold."
iNay

notbyme,'herma.stersaid
bhall sweet Kathleen be sold.

"We loved her in the place of on»The Lord hath early taen •

But smce her heart 'sin Ire and.We give her back again !
'

O, for that same the .s.iints in heavenFor his poor soul .shall pravAn^ Mary Mother wash ii'tKe,,,"IS heresies away.

Sure now they dwell in Ireland
AsyougoupCla:vmore '

Vel see their castle lookinir downii'e pleasant Galway .shore.

human tongue
'

Shall utter wonls
; M-here neverbymnissun?, ^

?fe,P''''';'r"^^^'''^"^^-'^f'"ehear

^ '^:;£!•r.^^''^^^'--'-^^•'-
Kead in my heart a still diviner law
J un Israel's leader on his tabUsU-Ti>ere h.t me strive with each \:::^,^

The sore disquiet of a restless in-ain •

plahi, '
'''''' "' '"'>• '^ '-'i^'

May grace be given that I may walk-
therein, -

^"^
^ili:;;'^'^

'"«'-?. 'or his selfish

With badavard glances and reluctant

Making a merit of his coward dread
^^"t.^che.^1. in the light aroii;;;';-

Walking^ as one to pleasant service

I^oing^God's will as if it .vere my
Vet trusting not in mine, but in hi,strength alone !

I
TO MY OLD SCHOOLMASTER.
AN EP,ST;,K^OT,,rTEKrHK MANNER or

HOKACE.

I

Oi.D friend, kind friend ! lightly downJ rop time's snow-flakes on thy^wn •

I

A ever be thy shadow less
^ '
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Never fail thy cheerfulnoss

;

Care, tiiat kills the cat, may jiloUj.

Wrinkles in the miser's brow,
Deepen envy's spiteful frown.
Draw the mouths of bigots down,
Plague ambition's dream, and sit

Pleavy on the liypocrite.

Haunt the rich man's door, and ride
In the gilded coach of pride ;—
Let the fiend pass .'—what can he
Find to do with such as thee ?

Seldom comes that evil guest
Where the conscience lies at rest,
And brown health and quiet wit
Smiling on the threshold sit.

I, the urchin unto whom,
In that smoked and dingy room,
VVhere the district gave thee rule
O'er its ragged winter sciiooi,

Thou didst leacli (he mysteries
Of those weary A B C's,—
Where, to fill the every pause
Of thy wise and learned saws,
Through the cracked and crazy wall
Came the cradle-rock and squall.
And the goodman's voice, at strife
With his shrill and tipsy wile,—
l.uring us by stories old.
With a comic unction told.
More than by the eloquence
Of terse birclien arguments
(Doubtful gain, I fear), to loc.c
With complacence on a book !

—

Where the genial pedagogue
Half forgot his rogues to flog.

Citing tale or ajiologue.
Wise and merry in its drift

As old Phivdrus' twofold gift.

Had the little rebels known it,

Risum etprudcntiam tnonet!

I,—the man of mid4Ie years,
In whose sable locks appears
Many a warning fleck of gray,—
Looking back to that far day,
Aud thy primal lessons, feel

Grateful smiles my lips unseal.
As. remembering thee, I blend
Olden teacher. ]ireseiit friend,
Wise with antiquarian search.
In the scrolls of State ami Church

;Named 'on history's title-page.
Parish-clerk and justice sage

;

For the ferule's wholfsumi- awe
Wielding now the sword of law.

Threshing Time's neglected sheaves,
(iatiiering up the scattered loaves
\yhich the wrinkled sil)yl cast
Careless from her as she passed,—
Twofold citizen art thou,
Freeman of the [last and now.
He who bore thy name of old
Midway in the heavens did hold
Over Gibeon moon and sun •

Thou hast bidden them backward
run

;

Of to-day the present ray
Flinging over yesterday !

Let the busy ones deride
What I deem of right thy pride

;

Let the fools their tread mills grind,
Look not forward nor behind,
Shuflle in and wriggle out.
Veer with every breeze aliout,
Turning like a windmill sail.

Or a dog that seeks his tail
;

Let them laugh to see thee fast
Tabernacled in the Past,
Working out with eye and lip,

Riddles of old penmanship,
Patient as Pelzoni there
Sorting out, with loving care.
Mummies of dead questions stripped
From their sevenfold manuscript

!

Dabbling, in their noisy way.
In the ]niddles of to-day.
Little know ihey of that vast
Solemn ocean of the past,
On whose margin, wreck-bespread,
I hou art walking with the dead,
Questioning the stramled years.
Waking smiles, by turns, and tears,
As thou callest up again
Shapes the dust has long o'erlain,—
Fair-haired woman, bearded man,
Cavalier and Puritan

;

In an age w hose eager view-
Seeks but present things, and new,
Mad for party, sect, and gold.
Teaching reverence for the old.

On that shore, with fowler's tact,
Coolly bagging fact on fact.

Naught amiss to thee can float,
Tale

, or song, or anecdote
:
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Village gossip, cc-nturies old,

Scandals by our graiulams told,
What the i)ilgrun's table spread,
Where he lived, and whom he wed,
Long-drawn bill of wine and beer
For his ordination cheer.
Or the ilip that wellnigh made
Glad his funeral cavalcade

;

Weary prose, and poet's lines,

Flavoured by their age, liUe wines,
Eulogistic of some quaint.
Doubtful, puritanic saint

;

Lays that quickened husking jigs,

Jests that shook grave periwigs','

When the parson had his jokes
And his glass, like other folks

;

Sermons that, for mortal houis,
Taxed our fathers' vital powers.
As the long nineteenthli js poured
Downward from the sounding-board.
And, for fire of Pentecost,
Touched their beards December's frost.

Time is hastening on, and we
What our fathers are shall be,—
Shadow-shapes of memory !

Joined to that vast multitude
Where the great are but the good,
And the mind of strength shall prove
Weaker than the heart of love

;

Pride of graybeard wisdom less

Than the infant's guilelessness,
And his song of sorrcv more
Than the crown the Psalmist wore !

Who shall then, with pious zeal.
At our moss-grown Miresholds kneel,
From a stained and stony page
Reading to a careless age,
With a patient eye like thine,
Prosing tale and limping line.

Names and words the hoary lime
Of the Past has made sublime ?

Who shall work for us as well
The antiquarian's miracle.'
Who to seeming life recall

Teacher grave and pupil small ?

Who shall give to thee and me
Freeholds in futurity ?

Well, whatever lot be mine.
Lon;;' ,.nd happy days he thine.
Ere thy full and honoured age
Dates of time its latest page !

.Squire for master, State f(-r school.
Wisely lenient, live and ruk-

;

Over grown-up knave and rogue
Play tile watchful pedagogue

;

Or, while pleasure smiles on duty.
At the call of youth and beauty,
Speak for them the spell of law
Which siiall bar and bolt withdraw,
And the flaming sword remove
From the Paradise of Love.
Still, with undirnmed eyesight, pore
Ancient tome and record, o'er

;

Still thy week-day lyrics croon,
I'itch in church the Sunday tune,
Showing something, in thy part,
Of the old Puritanic art,

Singer after Sternhold's heart

!

In thy pew, for many a year,
Homilies from Oldbug hear,''»

Who to wit like that of South,
And the Syrian's golden mouth.
Doth the homely pathos add
Wiiich the pilgrim preachers had ;

Breaking, like a child at pla}^.

Gilded idols of the dr.y,

Cant of knave and pomp of fool

Tossing with his ridicule,

Vet, in earnest or in jest.

Ever keeping truth abreast.
And, when thou art called, at last.
To thy townsmen of the past,

Not as stranger slialt thou come
;

Thou shalt find thyself at home !

With the little and the big,
W^oollen cap and periwig.
Madam in her high-h;ced ruff,

(i()ody in her bome-made stuff,—
Wise antl simple, rich and poor.
Thou hast known them all before !

THE PANORAMA.

Through the long hall the shuttered
windows shed

A dubious light on every upturned
head, —

On locks like those of Absalom the fair,

On the bald apex ringed with scanty
hair,

On blank indifference and on curious
stare

;

On the pale .Shov,man reading from Ills

stage

The hieroglyphics of that facial page ;

Half sad, half scornful, listeninj); to tl.o

bruit

1'^
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VVe cast the shapes of holiness and sin. I The coldcn whe-xt-fie!,I< <Ti;„,r .
•A painful watcher of ti,c passing hour, the sun

Gl'mme.ed in

- --"• ^••- '""I'v-a ui iiuiiMcss anci smA pamful watcher of tiic passing hour
Its lust of gold, its strife for place and

]io\ver
;

Its lack of manhood, honour, reverence
truth,

'

the sun.
A/id the tall maize its yellow tassels spun
>'5mootii hinhways set with hedge-ious

living' ercen,

Wise-Jhoughted age, and generous-
^"^

"^^T"^ ^^-^""^'^ ^'^^^'^^

'''"'"' >'^"''' ' ^'i>'-' schou]:hou.e murmuring with its

uccii Lcii \()um ;

Nor yet uninmd'ful of each better sign —
The low, far lights, which on th' hori-

zon shine.

Like those which sometimes tremble on
tlie rim

Of clouded skies when day isclo.sinrr dim.

hive-like swarm.
The brook-baiik whitening in the nrist-

mdl s storm.
The painted farm-house shining through

the leaves
Of I, uited orchards bending at its eaves,

The hope of sunshine on the hills The homdy 'oP-t.n.e vntues of the
North

;

Where the blithe housewife rises with
the day.

And well-paid labour counts his task a
].)lay.

again :—
I need no prophet's word, nor shapes

that pass
Like clouding shadows o'er a magic

Sri- :-tf.': '^--z, °'
^ns;:f

"• ^-'-— -^^

the gloom i t ;i.„ ,.„,., •., ,*"
'

' ,

The sljadotVy contrasts of the coming
! Iw' 'ymr

'^ °' '^' ^''"'^

Transfer""from these, it now remains |

^""""
"Z^ ^ '''''''''' ^^'^" ''^^ '''^^'•'^

The st^^^f .hade of Fate's alterna- I O^^^ill^lS^^^it^Sj^t
pra)er.

Like sudden nightfall over bloom and
green

The curtain dropped : and, momently
between

The clank of fetter and the crack of
thong.

Half sol), half laughter, music swept
along,

—

'

tive.

'

Then, with a burst of music, touch-
ing all

The keys of thrifty life, — the mill-
stream's (all,

The engine's pant along its qui/erine
rails,

' ^

The anvil's ring, the measu-ed be:>t of
flails.

'""'

'Sl.?t.mf ''" ^'^^^i^-'«
I

^^^"']«^-fr-n.-ose idle words and
Answering the summons cf tb. bells of I Like dr^ken mourners, kept the time

The woodman', bail along the river As if tlTe ^vdlers at a masquerade

The steamboit's s.g.al, and the <bp of ""'
o,;'"'''''"'^'^ '"'""^ ""^^'^^^

Slowly'Se'curtain rose from off a land
'

''"'^

T^!^'
'"''""^ '^" ^"^ ^""'^^^ ^-''^

Fa. as^Gc^'s garden. Broad on euher
1 The thougiuful vc,v..ger on Ponchar-
I

tram hears,

ii;

' ii

11m
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Where, through the noonday chisk of
wooded chores

The negro boatman, singing to his oars,
With a wild pathos liorrowed of his

wrong
Redeems the jargon of his senseless

song.

"Look," said the Showman, sternly, as
iie roiled

^

His curtain upward; "Fate's reverse
behold !"

A village straggling in loose disarray
Uf vulgar newness, premature decay

;A tavern, crazy with its whisky brawls.
With ''Slaves al Auction!" carnishinp

its walls.
'^

Without, surrounded by a motley crowd,
The shrewd-eyed salesman, garrulous

and loud,
A squire or colonel in his pridq of place,
Known at free fights, the caucus, and

the race,

Prompt to proclaim his honour without
blot,

And silence doubters with a ten-pace
shot,

'

Mingling the nogro-driving bully's rant
With pious phrase and democratic cant
Yet never scruplin-, ^ith a filthy jest.

'

lo sell the infant from its mother's
breast,

Break through all ties of wedlock, home
and kin,

Yield shrinking girlhood up to gray-
beard sin

;

Sell all the virtues with his human stock
I he Christian graces on his auction-

block.

And coolly count on shrewdest bargains
driven

In hearts regenerate, and in souls for-
given !

The nursing mother leaves her child
new-born

;

There haggard sickness, weak and
deathly faint.

Crawls to his task, and fears to make
complaint

;

And sad-eyed Rachels, childless in de-
cay,

Weep for their lost ones sold and torn
away !

Of ampler size the master's dwellintr
stands, **

In shabby keeping with his half-tilled
lands, -

The gates unhinged, the yard with weeds
unclean.

The crackctl veranda with a tipsv kvm
\VithoHt, loose-scattered like a' wreck

adrift.

Signs of misrule and tokens of unthrift

;

Uithin, profusion to discomfort joined
Mie listless body and the vacant mind ';

Ihe fear, the hate, the theft and false-
hood, born

In menial hearts of toil, and stripes, and
scorn !

There, all the vices, which, like birds
obscene

The moving can-
Look once again

!

vas shows
A slave plantation's slovenly repose.
Where, in rude cabins rotting midst

their weeds.
The human chattel eats, .-md sleeps, and

breeds

;

And, held a brute, in practice, as in law
Lecumes in fact the thing he's taken for.'
1 here, early summoned to the hemp and

corn,

Batten on slavery loathsome and un-
clean,

From the foul kitchen to the parlour
' rise,

Pollute the nursery where the child-heii
lies.

Taint infant lips beyond all after cure,
\) ith the fell poison of a breast impure:
louch boyhocd's passions with the

breath of flame.
From girlhood's instincts steal the blusb

of shame.
So swells, from low to high, from weat

to strong,
The tragic chorus of the baleful wronc
Guilty or guiltless, all within its rangV
ieel the blind justice of it£ sure revenge.

Still sceneslike these the movingchart
reveals.

Up the long western steppes the blin-ht-
ing steals

;

rr,T" *n
^^'^^^^ ^1°P^ the evil Fate

^luleri .ike a shadow to the Golden
Ciate

;

From sea to sea the drear eclipse is
thrown,
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From sea to sea the Mauvaises Terres
have grown,

A. belt of curses on tlie New World's
zone

!

The curtain fell. All drew a freer
breath,

Vs men are wont to do when mournful
death

Is covered from their sight. The Show-
man stood

With drooping brow in sorrow's lUitude
One moment, then with sudden gestu-*

shook
His loose hair back, and with the air

and look
Ofone who felt, beyond the narrow stage
And listenmg group, the presence of the

age.

And heard the footsteps of the things
to be,

Poured out his soul in earnest words
and free.

" O friends ! " he said, "in this poor
trick of paint

You see the semblance, incomplete and
faint,

Of the two-fronted Future, which, to-
day.

Stands dim and silent, waiting in your
way.

To-day, your servant, subject to vour
will

;

To-morrow, master, or for good or ill.

If the dark face of Slavery on you turns.
If the mad curse its paper barrier spurns.
If the world granary of the West is

made
The last foul marketof the slaver's trade
Why rad at fate ? The mischief is your

own.
VVhy hate your neighbour? Blame your-

selves alone !

" Men of the North ! The South you
charge with wrong

Is weak and poor, while yon are rich
and strong.

If questions, -idle and absurd as those
liieold-tmie monks and Paduan doc-

i

tors chose,—
jMere ghosts of questions, tariffs, and

dead banks,
And scarcecrow jiontiffs, never broke

your ranks,

349

Your thews united could, at once, roil
back

The jostled nation to its primal track.
Na)-, were you simi)ly steadfast, manly,

just.

True to tiu' faith your fathers left in trust,
If stainless honour outweighed in your

scale

A codfish quintal or a factory bale.
Full many a noble heart, (and such re-

main
In all the South, like Lot in Siddim's

plain.

Who watch an 1 wait, and from the
wrong's control

Keep white and j)ure their chastitv of
soul,)

Now sick to loathing of your weak com-
Jilaints,

\ our tricks as sinners, and your prayers
as saints,

Would half-way meet the frankness of
your tone.

And feel their pulses beating with your
own,

i

" The North ! the South ! no geo-
graphic line

Can fix the boundary or the point define
Smce each with each so closely inter-

blends.

Where Slavery rises, and where Free-
dom ends.

Beneath your rocks the roots, far-reach-
ing, hide

Of the fell Upas on the Southern side

;

1 he tree whose branches in your north
winds wave

Dropped its young blossoms on Mount
V^ernon's grave

;

The nursling growth of Monticello's
crest

Is now the glory of the free North-west

;

To the wise maxims of her olden school
Virgmia listened from thy lips, Rantoul;
Stward's words of power, and .Sumner's

fresh renown,
Fbw from the pen that Jefferson laid

down I

And wken, at length, her years of mad-
ness o'er.

Like the crowned grazer on Euphrates
shore.

From her long lapse to savagery, her
mouth

n >
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Bitter ;^th^ bnneful herbage, turns the I As MoKE^^^^^tained his virtue's lofty

''''""S.ootr"
'""*' '"' "^'^ '° ^" '^^" "^^ "^n^v's base and bloody

court.Her unkempt tresses at the glass of
truth,

Her early faith shall find a tongue againNew Wythes and Pinckncys swell that
old refrain,

Her sons with yours renew the ancient

The myth of Union prove at last a fact

!

Then, if one murmur mars the wide
content,

Some Northern lip will drawl the last
dissent.

Some Union-saving patriot of your own
Lament to find his occupation gone,

i!ut, if exceptions here and there are
found,

Who tread thus safely on enchanted
gniund,

The noinml type, the fitting symbol
still

Of those who fatten at the public mill,
Is the chamed dog beside his master's

door.

Or Circe's victim, feeding on all four '

"Give me the heroes who, at tuck of
drum,

Salute thy staff, immortal Quattlebum •

"Grant that the North's insulted '
''^^y ^^''"'' ^'"'^bly armed with vote

scorned, betrayed,
"

' ^ ..
^^'^ ^^xr^,

- '• • / '.- '
Followmg thy lead, dlustrious Atchison
Iheu- drunken franchise shift from .scene

to .scene.

As tile-beard Jourdan did his guillo-
tine I

—

Rather than him who, born beneath our
skies.

To Slavery's hand its supplest tool sup-
plies,

—

'^

The party folon whose unJilushing face
Looks from the pillory of his bnbe of

place.

And coolly makes a merit of disgrace —
Pomts to the footmarks of indignant

scorn.

Shows the deep scars of satire's tossing
horn

;

'^

And passes to his credit side the sum
Ut all that makes a scoundrel's martyr-

dom !

'

O'errearhed in bargains with her neigh-
bour made,

VVhen selfish thrift and party held the
scales

For peddling dicker, not for honest
sales,

—

Whom shall we strike? Who mo.st
de-serves our blame.'

The braggart Southron, open in his
aim.

And bold as wicked, crashing straight
through all

That bars his purpose, like a cannon-
ball ?

Or the mean traitor, breathing northern
air,

With nasal speech and puritanic hair,
Whose cant the loss of principle sur

vives,

As the mud-turtle e'en its head out
lives

;

I
<< t> r , »,•

Who. caught, chin-buried in some foul i^.' moti;
--"'^' '^ '''''''''' ^"^^

ottence, —
Puts on a look of injured innocence
And consecrates his baseness to the

cause
Of constitution, union, and the laws?

These modern Esaus, bartering rights
foi- broth !

=» fa

Taxing our ju^,tice, with their dnuhle
claim.

As fools for pity, and as knan-s f,,r

'''tkll^o'o'f^
P'^"-"^" ^^'^^

-"h^'^«' -gf^n^y party, sect, or ,:ad.
His still unpu.oha.ed manhood, ot^ce-

;

The feir;;lX.ace of SlaverV. .p,e . .

Whf> on his round of duty walks erert ' Pov^ ^^^^U
Ami leaves it only rich in self esnect i

" ""''"' '"'''' ^''^'''- '"'^-^'
J ^" '^"Hci-i,— ^ sense.
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The watchful angel seT^fi^I nuhr~VVh 7

<iefence
;

"'^ -^

|

^^ ho,
, son.e foot-sore negro through

Confound all contrasts, good an<i ill • s,,,,
"'" '"""

^, 7'vcrse *- ^"'"" .; Steals northward, volunteer to huntThe poles of life, its blessing and its o, if

'"'" '^'''''\\

curse

;

-^ "'^
-

^>. -f v'U.e naghbour, flying from .lis-And lose thenceforth from their i,,-,- r T""'

„,,
verted .iglu

'^^'

' ^

^"-r'^ ti-e mild balsam of the SouthernIhe eternal diflercncc 'twixt the wronu Wi.h 1

'"''''',

.p ,,
'-1'" r'k'ht;

'°"^; ^^"h hue and cry pursue him on his
rothemtl.eLau-isbuttheironsp,n

Vn 1 ™'V-
i ;a gnds the ankles of imbruted

, mn
; |

'"^"'^

""'Zx
'''""""''' "" ^"^^^ l-""- "^an's

l'> them the Gospel has no hi-die- v i S''"

_,. aim '^'-'•^' -Such are the men who leave the pedler'sThan simple sanction of the master's i Whil r""' c
r,

'^ ^."".
!

^^''''" '^^""K -"^o""'. to learn the driver^sflagged in the slime of Slavery's ioith I O • '""S •

^
some trail,

-ry s .oath-
j

Or, ,n white neckcloth, soothe withLike Chaher's Bible at his ass-s tail • Th '"'T,''"'"

... ,
,

M'^'-"
S'7^'^''"l ^""ows of some languid

'Such are the men who, with in- Who / 'i
.stinctive dread, '" ^^ ''"' f^'"'" t^e wreck of her bereave-

Whenever Freedom lifts her drooping The double' T'' chead 1 e
j

^ 'le do ible charm of widowhood andMake prophet-tripods of their office
'

v>v
''^'^yes !-

, ,
«^«"lf-

^''-

I

^ '''^"^ 7'' '^Pl. they lose no chance toAnd scare the nurseries and the village * T yl
'\

With r'"^""'^ i "t^ '"" ^'^''"^^ ^i-^'-y -"With dire presage of ruin grim and ' n„H F.
' •

^ ^
,g'eat, ^ '^""

j

5"''lo the natives in their readinessA broken Union and a foundered Stnff. •
i rV'

^'''^""^
'^ "'-'^'''"' "' to mob a press •

'stake'
^''""''' •^'^^•'"'''"'' ''" ''''^'

!

'eiv r:il.''''°°''""''
"" "^'^ '>^'^h.

' °''

'""l;*^

a bonfire of their birthplace
Of office martyrs for their country's

sake :
^

Who fin themselves the hun^M•v jaws of
Fate,

-^

mail I

" So some poor wretch, whose lips no
longer bear

State.
In the wide gulf themselves like Cur-

tius throw.
And test the virtues of cohesive dough •

As tropic monkeys, linking heads and
tails.

prayer.

^y
'^"iJ",'''^"^'''

''' 1^'^t of gold en-

Turns to the Crescent from the Cross
ot Lhnst.tails,

I

. ,

Bridge o'er some torrent of Fmn i
'

/,^"^' °ver-acting in superfluous zeal,
vnl»c, ""^ '°"^^"' of Ecuador s Crawls prostrate where the faithful only

kneel. '
vales

!

"Such are the men who in your
cfiurches rave

Out-howls the Dervish, hugs his rags
to court °

The squalid Santon's sanctity of dirt •

Isia II s prayers.

i "I

1 1
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l-i

v I ilHsri' i

The prophet's Word some favoured
camel bears,

The marked apostate has Iiis place
assigned

The Koran-hearer's sacied rump be-
hind,

With brush and pitcher followinj,', grave
and mute,

In meek attendnnce on the holy brute !

"Men of the North! beneath your
very eyes,

By hearth and home, your real danger
lies.

Still day by day some hold of freedom
falls,

Through home-bred traitors fed within
its walls.

—

Men whom yourselves with vote and
purse sustain,

At posts of lionour, influence, and
gain

;

The right of Slavery to your .ons to
teach,

And "South-side " Gospels in your pul-
pits ijreach.

Transfix the Law to ji-tciiiu freedom
dear

On the sharp point; oj ;, .r subverted
spear,

And imitate upon her cusJiion plump
The mad Missourian lynching from his

stump
;

Or, in your name, upon the Senate's
floor

Yield up to Slavery all it asks, and
more

;

And, ere your dull eyes open to the

As far roll-, back the seli'ish under-
tow :

And all your brave resolves, though
aimed as true

As the horse-])istol lialniaw jiapple drew,
To Slavery's bastions lend as slight a

shock
'"'

As the poor trooper's shot to StirlinL'
rock !

*"

cheat.

Sell your old homestead underneath
your feet !

While such as these your loftiest out-
looks hold.

While truth and conscience with your
wares are sold.

"Yet, wiiiie the need of Freedom's
cau e demands

The earnest efforts of your hearts and
hands.

Urged by all motives that can prt)mpt
the heart

To prayer anrl toil anr' manhoods man-
liest jiart ;

Though to til.! soul's tleep tocsin \ Uure
joins

The warning whisper of Jier Orphir
pines,

The nortli-wind's anger, and the south-
wind's sigli.

The midniglit sword-dance oC the north-
ern sky,

And, to the ear that bends above the
sod

Of the^ green grave-mounds in the
Fields of Clod,

In low, deep murmurs of rebuke or
cheer,

The land's dead fathers speak their
hojie or fear.

Yet let not Passion wrest from Reason's
hand

The guilding lein and symbol o^ com-
mand

While grave-browed merchants band ends-

Blame not the caution proffering to your
zenl

A \\ ell-meant drag upon its hurrying
wheel

;

Nor chide the man whose honest doubt
extends

To the means only, not the righteous

themselves to aid
An annual man-hunt for their Southern

trade,

What moral power within your t^rasp
remains

To stay the mischief on Nebraska's

,

'

I behin(i •

Nor fail to weigh the scruples and the
fears

Of milder natures and serener years.

J".t'le long strife with evil which began
nith the first lapse of new-created

man,
Wisely and well has rrovidchceassigned
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The o'cnvarm heart that sci.,„„ /]rcil,c-

""'

",'|en"

""" ""^"^'"I's bone-strewn

True try;„,selves. fee.l K,v..io„,-.
^^''''

t'^,^^'^ ^"^ cursing like a robe of
altar-dnme .,,,

name,
Ihe local point of million /ingered

^'"''"'

'faull!
•'^^""'"•on. who, with all his

ISri" ,'^:.-'-.e^-voits.

^^'^^''^'^iymhavc: lot others do thesame.
•Spare tiniid doubters; set like Hint your

Atjainst'thcself-sold knaves of gain and
place •

' nim, midst the clad

ycl„,,o,r,„„g.
if v„„ fail i,v ,„,„.„

'••"'•'• ^

^''7-,"J?„rr
'^^o »- -e W„e.^;'^5; „.„„„ „,„„., ,^„^^,^Oi ri(Thtnr.,,c- T— .1 ,, I the Stars^'

''"^Mrnt
•'''' '^' '^'""°" °" 'he

Lawyers^who prize, like Quincy, (to ou.

^''

'"''blm^''^"''""''
•''"'' ''' clfudlike

There shall Free Lal,our-s har.iy chil-'hen stand ^Still spared, Heaven bless Him 111 -, ''"» Mand ^

more than :;y,'"-^"""-^ '""-' ^ -1-' ---ij.>s of a slavdess landAnd Chijstian ju/ists. .tarry-pure. iik.
'^'''

"^Z.
"' ^"' "'' ''""'"' ^"•-"

' And .lies uertaken by the squatter's
Preachers like Woolman, or like themwho bore
'^^^

^Ihorf
^^''''^' "^ ""^ '^'^'"'^

^""^
^broke°

'°"''"' ^'""''"' "" '^^*

'^"''

""Sod''""^'
'"'''''"" '''^''' '•'* ''^'"g

^"''''''Hom/''^
'^"ov^.-line of majestic

And lonely Shasta listening hears the

^ ^ 'market'ti^d,'"'"
^"^^ ^^-vports Of Europe's fair-haired children, Hes-And oer its slave-shins shnol- tl,» 1 u a ,

l'^'''-'^''J ;

of God!
!- ^hook the bolts And, gazing downward through hisbo shall your power, with n w:v» -n.

"oar-iocks, sees

^
clenceused, '

''^ ' "'"^^ ^^™-
S= ^^"">- ^^^^^^-^^ ^limb his giant J<nees

Strong but forbearing, firm but not t^'"
''^ '''"'' ^"^h his waves to

abused, p
,'"-ai

In kindly keeping with the good of cheer,'"'""^'''''
'"'"'"' ^'"^'^'"'^

The nobler maxims of the past recal I R.Ti°"^ 'T^
^''^•"'^' ^""^ °f triumph runHer natural home-born right to Fee- H '^f,
^'^'""^^ «"d the Lnse"

dom give, 8^^" •

4nd leave her foe his robber-rieht -to Mv fo 1 • ,

J>ve.
"Sm. to My task ,s done. The Showman .-V.

' his shew,

I:

If
Fill!

t,

'

'i! t4\

'- H
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354 SUMMER B V THE LAKESIDE,

m

\ ikI

Themselves but shadows, into shadows
go;

And, if no song of idlesse I have siini^,

Nor tints of lieauty on the can\^as
flung,—

If the harsh numbers grate on tender
ears,

SUMMER HV TIIK LAKESIDE.

I. NOON.

A'liiTE clouds, wliose shadows haunt
the (k'ep,

I.igiit mists, whose soft embraces keep
The sunsliine on the lulls asleep I

O isles of calm If) dark, Mill wood !

And stiller skie;t tliat ovcrbrood
Your rest with <leeper (|uietude !

And the rough picture overwrouglit ap-
pears,—

With deeper colouring, with a sterner
blast.

Before my soul a voice and vision
passed.

Such as might Milton's jarring trump O shape, and hues, dim beckoning
^ ,

requne,
i throiii^h

^

Or glooms of Dante fringed with lurid I V.m mouiua'in gaps, my ionising view

(^ r^J^lV ^ r 1 . ,,. '
^'^T'"i'l tl'L- purple aud'tlie |,lue,

U, not of choice, for themes of pubhc
_

wrong
I

To stiller sea an.lgreriirr land,
1 leave the -reen and pleasam paths of I And solier lights and air. moie bland,song,— Ami skies, -^ the hollow n( (iod'., hand !

J.ne mild, sweet xvords which soften
and adorn,

For griding taunt ami bitter laugh of
scorn.

More dear to me some song of private
worth,

Some homely idyl of my native North,
Some summer pastoral' of her inland

vales

Or, grim and weird, her winter fire-

side 'ales

Haunted by ghosts of unreturning
sails,

—

Lost barks at parting hung from stem
to helm

With prayeis of love like dreams on
Virgil's elm.

Nor private grief nor malice holds my
pen ;

T owe but kindness to my fellow-men
;

And, South or North, wherever heart's
of piayer

Their woes and weakness to our Father
bear.

Wherever fruits of Christian love are
found

In holy lives, to me is holy r;round.
But the time passes. It were vain to

crave
A late indulgence. What I Juxd I

gave.

Forget "the poet, but his warning liced, The Shadow wli.eli pursues us allAnd shame hi. noor word with your Whose ever-neanng Mens appalt
^•^^'^'- ^''^^-

I
Whose voire w. h<^nr b'h.nll «s call

Transfused through you, (") mountain
fi lends I

With inine your solemn spirit blends,
And life no more hath separate ends.

I read each nii>,ty nioimtaiii sign,
I know the voice of w.ivc and pine.
And I am yours, and ye are mine.

Life's burdens fall, its discords cease
I lapse in|o the glad release
01 na ire's own cxcccdmi,' peace.

O, welcome calm of heart and mind \

As falls yon (ir-tree's hjosciied rind
To leave a tenderer growth behind.

So fall the weary years away ;A child again, nv, head I lay
Upon the lap of this sweet day,

This western wind halh Lethean
powers,

Yo;i noonday cloud nepenthe showers,
Tho lake is white wiih lotus-flowers !

Even Duty s voice is faint and low,
And slumberous ConHcicnce, wakin^r

slow,
"^

Forgets her blotted scroll to show.
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THE HERMIT OF THE TIIEBAID.

I hat .Shadow blends with mountain
gray,

It speaks i)ut what the light waves say,—
Death walks apart iVom I'ear to-diiy'l

Rocked on her breast, these pines and I
Alike on Nature's love rely ;

And equal seems to live or die.

Assured that He whose presence fdls
\\ Llh light the spaces of these hills
iNo evil to his creatures will,,

The simple faith remains, that He
Will do, whatever that may be,
The best alike for man and tree.

What mosses over one shall grow
)\ hat hfe and li-ht the othei know,
Unanxious, .'eaving Ilim to shr.w.

II. KVKNI.Nd.

'^'°'?.ri."""t'i'n'ssitleis l)lack with night.
While, broad-orbed, oer itsgleaming

crown
The moon, slow-rounaing into sight,
On the huslsed inland sea looks down.

How start to light the clustering isles,
Lach Silver-hemmed ! How sharply

show
The shadows of their rocky piles.
And tree-tops in the wave below !

How far and strange the mountains
seem,

Dim-Ioomin2 through the pale, still
light

!

The vague, vast grouping of a dream,
They stretch inio the solemn ni^ht.

ijeneath, lake, wood, and peopled vale.
Hushed by that presence grand and

grave.

Are silent, save the cricket's wail.
And low response of leaf and wave.

fair scenes! whereto the Dav and Night
Make rival love, I leave ye ^oon,

"

What time l,efore the eastern light
The pale ghost of the setting^noon

.Shall hide behind yon rocky spines.
And the young' archer. Mum, s'hall

break
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His airows on the mountain pine,>.
And, gjiden-sandalled, walk the'iake!

p-arewell ! around this smiling bay
Gay-hearted Health, and Life in

bloom.
With lighter steps than mine, may stray

In radiant summers yet to come.

But none shall more regre<ful leave
Tliese waters and these hills than I :

Or, distant, I.^Kier dream how eve
Or dawn i:. pamting wave and sky

;

How r.'^ing moons shine sad and mild
On wooded i.-,le and silvering bay

;Or setting suns beyond the piled
And purple mountains lead the day

;

Nor laughing girl, nor bearding boy.
Nor tull-juilsed manhood, lingerin"

here, "

Shall add, to life's abounding joy.
The charmed repose to suffering dear.

Still waits kind Nature to impart
Her choicest gifts to such as gain

I An entrance ,o her loving heart
Tluougn the sharp discipline of pain.

For ever from the Hand that takes
One blessing from us ithers fall

;

And, s'jon or late, our I'ather makes
His perfect recompense to all

!

O, watched by Silence and the Night,
And folded in the strong embrace

Of the great mountains, with the light
Of the sweet heavens upon thy face,

Lake of the Northland ! keep thy dower
Of beauty still, and wliile aljove

Thy solemn mountains speak of power
Be thou the mirror of tjod's love.

THE HERMIT OF THE
THEBAID.

O STRONG, upwelling prayers of faith,
From inmost founts of life ye start,—

The spirit s pulse, the vital breath
Of soul and heart !

From pastoral toil, from traffic's din,

^
Alone, m crowds, at home, abroad.

Unheard of man. ye enter in

The ear of God.
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Ye brook no forced and measured tasks,
Nor weary rote, nor formal chains

;

The simple heart, that freely asks
In love, ohtnins.

For man the living temple i.i ;

The mercy-seat and cherubim,
And all the holy mysteries,

lie bears with him.

And most avails the prayer of love,
Which, wordless, shapes itself in

i-leeds.

And wearies Heaven f(jr naught above
Our common neetls.

Which brings to (iod';, all-perfect wii!
That trust of his undoubiing child I

Whereby all seeming good and ill

Are reconciled.

And, seeking not for si)ecial signs !

Of favour, is content to fall

W'ithin the providence which shines
And rains on ail.

Alone, the Thebaid hermit leaned
At noontime o'er the sacred word.

Was it an angel or a fiend

Whose voice he heard ?

It broke the desert's hush of awe,
A human utterance, sweet and mild

;

And, looking up, the hermit saw
A little child.

^. :hild, with wonder-widened eyes,
O'erawed and troubled by the'sight

Of hot, red sands, and brazen skies.
And anchorite.

" What dost thou here, poor man ? No
shade

Of cool, green doums, nor qrass, nrv
well,

Nor corn, nor vines." The hermit
said :

*' With God I dwell.

"Alone with Him in this great calm,
I live not by the outward sense ;

My Nile is love, my sheltering palm
His providence."

The child gazed round him. "Does
tjod live

Here 6nly ?—where the desert's rim

Is green with C(jrn, at morn and eve
^Ve piay to Him. '

"My brother tills be.side the Nile
His little field : beneath the leaves

My sisters sit and spin the while
My mother weaves.

"And when tiie millei's ripe heads fall.

And all the liean-lielu iiang^ in pod,
My .notlier smiles, and .says that all

Are gifts from God.

" And when to share our evening meal,
-ihe calls the stranger at the door.

She says God fills the hands that deal

I

P'ood to the poor."

Adown the hermit's wasted cheeks
Cilistened the tlow of human tears ;

"Dear Lord!" he said, "thy angel
speaks.

Thy servant hears."

Within his arms the child he took.
And thought &f home and life with

men
;

And all his pilgrim feet forsook
Returned again.

The palmy shadows cool and long,
The eyes that smiled through 1'

-"s!

locks,

Home's cradle-hymn and harves, . ^,
-\nd bleat of tiocks.

j

" O child !
" he said. " thon teachest me

i

There is no place where God is not

;

That love will make, where'er it be,
A holy spot.

"

He rose from off the desert sand,
And, leaning on nis staff of thorn.

Went, with the young child, hand-in-
hand.

Like night with morn.

They crossed the desert's burning line,

•\nd heard the palm-tree's rustling
fan.

The Nile-bird's cry, the low of kine.
And voice of man.

Unquestioning, his childish guide
He followed as the small hand led

To where a woman, gentle-eyed,
Her distafif fed.
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She rose, she clasped her truant Nov
She thankee,' the stranger with her

eyes.

The hermit qazed in doubt and joy
-And dumb surpris ;.

And lo !--vvith sudden warmth ami li.rhtA tender memory thrilled his frame •

-New-born, the world-lost anchorite
'

A man became.

" O sister of El Zara's race,
Behold me ! - had we not one

!

motrier?"
She gazed into the strantrer's face •—

Ihou an my broiher.'"'
(

"Okinofbiond: -Thvlifcofuse '

And patient trust is more than mine:And wiser than tlic gray recluse
Ihis child of thine.

" For, taught of him whom God hath
sent.

That toil is praise, and love is prayer,
come, life s cares and pains content
With thee to share."

K%;en as his foot the threshold crossed,
I he hermit's better life began •

Its holiest saint the Thebaid lost,'
And found a man !

THE VOICES.

" ^"^ Z^^ ^'^^ '""g- ""equal fight,
S.nce Truth has fallen in the street,Ur lift anew the trampled li"ht
Quenched by the heedles^'s million's !

feet? ' '

"Give o'er the thankless task ; forsake
Ihe fools who know not ill from

good
;

Eat, drink, enjoy thy o-vn, and take
1 hine ease among the multitude.

"Live out thyself; with others share
Ihy proper life no more ; assume

I he unconcern of sun and air
For life or death, or blight or bloom.
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"The world is God's, not thine j^l^J
him

Work out a change, if change must
be :

The hand that planted best can trimAnd nurse the old unfruitful tree.

"

I

So spake the Tempter, when the lightOf sun and stars had left the sky,
1 listened, through the cloud and nightAnd heard, methought. a vo-'ce re

ply:

"Thy I ask may well seem over-hard,

I T,,^. -^^^tttTest in a thankless soil
I

i liy iile as seed, with no reward
I

Save tlial which Duty gives to Toil.

Not whoHy is thy heart resigned

U Inch, linking thee with all thy kind
1
rnn.Mn-, ibeir joys and grief.to thee.

"
iS'' """.l'^'"'

,?',"'' '^'^'^'"' '-^"d turn
l-ack on thyself thy love and care;

]:.e thou tiiine own mean idol, burn
i-aith Hope, and Trust, thy children,

there. '

The mountain pine looks calmly on " Wh

" Released from that fraternal law
Which .shares the common bale and

bliss.

No sadder lot could Folly draw,
Or Sin provoke from Fate, than this.

'•The meal unshare.l is food unbL-st •

Ihou hoard St in vain what love
should spend

;

Self-ease is i)ain ; thy only rest
Is labour for a worthy end.

"A toil that gains with what it vields,
A net scatters to its own increase

And hears, while sowing outward fields,
Ihe harvest-song of inward peace.

" Free-lipped the liberal streamlets run,
l"ree shines for all the healthful ray •

Ihe still pool stagnates in the sun.
The lurid earth-fire haunts decay

The fires tii

below,
at scourge the plains

, Thy lo

at is it, that the crowd requite

Nor heeds the eagle in the sun
lies?

ve with hate, thy truth witJ'

><!

Ml

h '1

U-k

ihe small birds piping in the snow!
And l)ut to faith, and not to sight,

The walls of Freedom's temple rise ]
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"Yet do ihy work ; it shall succeed
\\\ thine or iu another's day

;

And, if denied the victor's meed,
Thou shalt not lack the toiler's pav.

promise ;

" Kaith shares the future's

Love's
Self offei in|T is a triumph won ;

And each good thoUj^i.t or action moves
The dark world nearer to the sun.

" Then faint not, falter not, nor plead
Thy weakness ; truth it.ncli is stron;,';

The lion's strength, the ea,L,des sjjeed,

Are not alone vouchsafed to wnmij.

"Thy nature, which, through fne and
Hood,

To place or gain finds out its way.
Hath power to seek the hil.;he^t good.
And duty's holiest call obey I

"Strivest thou in darkness?— Foes
without

In league with traitor thoughts with-
in ;

Thy night-watch kept with trembling
Doulit

And jiale Remorse the chost of
Sin ?—

" Hast ihou not, on some week oTstorm,
Seer, the sweet Sabbath breaking fair,

And jloud and shadow-, sunlit, form
The curtains of its tent of prayer?

" So, haply, when thy task shall end.
The wrong shall lose itself in right,

And all thy week-day darkness blend
With the long Sabbath of the light

!"

THE HERO.
" O FOR a knight like Bayard,

Without reproach or fear
;

My light glove on his ca>que of steel,
My love-knot on his spear 1

"O for the white plume floating

^^
Sad Zat|)!ien's field above,

—

The lion heart in b.atle,

The woman's heart in love !

"O tiiat man once more were manly,
Woman's pride, and not her scorn :

That ortce more the pa.e young mother
Dared to boast ' man is born '

!

" iJut, now life's slumixTous current
No >un-boMed cascade wakes;

No tall, heroic manho d
The level dulness breaks.

'O for a knight like Bayard,
W'itiiout reproach or fear

!

My ii^ht glove on his casque of steei.

My iove-knut on his spear !

"

Then I said, i^iy own heart throbbing
To the time her proud pul.>e beat,

"Life hath its regal natures yet,

—

True, tender, brave, and sweet I

" Smile not, flxir unbeliever !

One man, at least, 1 know,
Who mi;;lit wear the cre>t of Bayard
Or Sidney's plume of snow.

"Once, when over jiurple moimtai: s

J.)ied away the Cinriaii sun,

And the far Cyllenian ranges
Paled and darkened, one by one, -

I

" Fell the Turk, a bolt of thunder.
Cleaving all the quiet sky,

And against his sharp steel' lightnings
Stood the Suliote but to die.

"Woe for the weak and halting

!

The crescent blazed behind
A cur\ing line of sabres,

Like lire before the wind !

" Last to fly and first to rally.

Rode he of whom I speak.
When, groaning in his bridle-path

Sank down a wounded Greek.

"With the rich Albanian costume
Wet with many a ghastly stain,

Gazing on earth and sky as one
Who might not gaze again !

"He looked forward to the mountains,
Hack on foes that never spare.

Then llung him from his saddle,
Ami placed the .-tranger there.

"•Allah! hu!
bres,

Through a stormy hail of lead,
The good Thc,-,>aiiaii charger
Up the slopes oi olives sped.

Through flashing sa-

•' Hot spurred the furbaned riders
;

He almost felt their breath,
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Where a inouiuaiu streair rolled dark-
ly down

Between the hills and :leath.

"One brave and manful siriu'rrle,.-
He },'ained the solid Lmd,

And the cover of the mountains,
And the carbines of his band !

"

"It was very great and nol.le,"

^^
Said the moist-eyed listener thtn,
but one brave deed makes no hero

;
lell me what he since hath been ?"
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" Kni^'ht of a better era,
Widiout rei)roach or fear !

Said I not well that Uayaids
And Sidneys still are here ?"

and generous man-
" Still a brave

hood,
Still an honour without stain,

In the prison of the Kaiser,
By the barricades of Seine.

" But dream not helm and harness
The sign of valour true

;

Peace hath higher tests of manhood
I han battle ever knew.

"Wouldst know him now? Behold
him,

Tiie Cadmus of the blind.
Giving the dumb lip language,
The idiot clay a mind.

" Walking his round of duty
.Serenely day l)y day.

With the strong man's hand of laliour
And childhood's heart of plav.

" True as the knights of story,
Sir Lancelot and his peers,

Ikave in his calm endurance
As they in tilt of spears.

"As waves in stillest waters,
As stars in noonday skies,

All that wakes to noble action
In his noon of calmness lies,

" Wherever outraged Nature
Asks word or action brave,

Wherever struggles labour,
Wherever groans a slave,—

'^Wherever rise the peoples,
Wherever sinks a throne.

The throbbing heart of Freedom finds
An answer in his own

MY DREAM.
In my dream, methought I trod,
\ esternight, a mountain road

;

Narrow as Al Si rat's span.
High as eagle's flight, it ran.

Overhead, a roof of cloud
^^ iih its weight of thunder bowed

;

Lnderneaih, to left and right,
lilankness and abysmal night.

Here and there a wild-flower blushed,
-Now and then a bird-song gushed

;Now and tiien, through rifts of shade,
Stars shone out, and sunbeams played.

Hut the goodly company.
Walking in that path with me.
One by oie the brink o'erslid.
One by one the darkness hid.

Some with wailing and lament,
.Some with cheerful courage went

;

Hut, of all who smiled or^nourned,
Never one to us returned.

Anxiously, with eye and ear,
(Questioning that shadow dre.ir.
Never hand in token stirred,
Never answering voice I heard

Steeper, darker !—lo ! I felt

From my feet the pathway melt.
Swallowed by the black despair.
And the hungry jaws of air,

Past the stony-throated caves.
Strangled liy the wash of waves.
Past the splintered crags, 1 sank
On a green and flowery bank,--

-

Soft as fall of thistle-down.
Lightly as a cloud is blown,
Soothingly as chiUlhood pressed
To the bosom of its rest.

Of the sharp-horned rocks inotemd,
Green the grassy meadows spread,
Bright with waters singing by
Trees that propped a golden sky.
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Painless, trustful, sornnv-frce,

Old lost faces welcomed me,
With whose sweetness of content

Still expectant hope was blent.

Waking while the dawning gray

Slowly brightened into ihiy,

Pondering that vision ilcd,

Thus unto myself I saitl :—

'* Steep, and hung with clouds of str

I3 our narrow path of life ;

And our death the drendcd fall

Through the dark, awaiting all.

"So. with painful steps we climb
Up the dizzy ways of time.

Ever in the shadow shed
By the forecast of our dread.

" Dread of mystery solved alpne,

Of the untried and unknown
;

Yet the end thereof may seem
Like the falling of my clream.

"And this heart-consuming care,

All our fears of here or tlierc,

Change and absence, loss and death,
Prove init simple lack of faith.''

Thou, O Most Compassionate !

Who didst stoo]) to our estate,

Drinking of the cup we drain,

Trsading in our path of pain,

—

Through the doubt and mysterj-.

Grant to us thy steps to see,

And the grace to draw from thence
Larger hope and confidence.

Siiow thy vacant tomb, and let,

As of old, the angels sit.

Whispering, by its open door
;

" Fear not ! He hath gone before !

"

THE BAREFOOT BOY.

Blessings on thee, little man,
Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan !

With thy turned-up pantaloons,
And thy merry whistled tunes

;

With thy red lip, redder still

Kissed by strawberries on the hill

;

With the sunshine on thy face,

Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace
From my heart I give thee joy,

—

ife.

I was once a barefno' boy !

Prince thou art, —the grown-uji man
Only is republican.

Let the million-dollared ride !

Barefoot, trudging at his side,

'I'hou liast more than he can buy
In the reach of ear and eye,

—

Outwanl sunshine, inward joy :

Blessings on thee, barefoot boy !

O for boyhood's painless play,
Sleep that wakes in laughing day,
Health that mocks the doctor's rules.

Knowledge ne%'er learned of schools,
(Jf the wild bee's morning chase.

Of the wild llowcr's time and place,
I'light of fowl and iiabitude

(^f the tenants of the wood
;

How the tortoise bears his shell,

How tiie woodchuck digs his cell.

And the ground-mole sinks his well
How the robin feeds her young,
How the oriole's nest is hung

;

Where the whitest lilies blow.
Where the freshest berries grow.
Where the gr'^undnut trails its vine.

Where the wood-grape's clusters shine :

Of the black wasp's cunning way.
Mason of his walls of clay.

And the architectural plans
Of gray hornet artisans !

—

For, eschewing books and tasks,

Nature answers all he asks ;

!
Hand in hand with her he walks,

I
Face to face with her he talks,

I Part anil parcel of her joy,

—

Blessings on the barefoot boy !

O for boyhood's tmie of June,
Crowding years in one brief moon,
When all things I heard or saw,
Me, their master, waited for.

I was rich in flowers and trees.

Humming-birds and honey-bees

;

For my sport the squirrel played,
Plied the snouted mole his spade ;

For my taste the blackberry cone
Purpled over hedge and stone;
Laughed the brook for my delight
Through the day and through the night.
Whispering at the garden wall,

Taike.i with me Irom fall to fall

;

Mine the sand-rimmed ]iickerel pond,
Mine the walnut slopes beyond.
Mine, on bending orchard trees.
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Apples of llesperides!
Still as my horizon grew.
Larger grew my riches loo ;

All the world I saw or knew
Seemed a complex Chinese toy.
Fashioned for a barefoot boy !

O for festal dainties spread.
Like my bowl of milk and bread,—
Pewter spoon and bowl of wood.
On the door-stone, gray and rude !

O'er me, like a regal tent,

Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset bent,
Purple-curlained, fringed with g.^ld,
Looped in many a wind-.swung fold

;

WhiK. for music came the play
Df the pied frogs' orchestra

;

And, to light the noisy clioir,
Lit the fly his lamp of tire.

I was monarch : pomp and joy
Waited on the barefoot boy 1

Cheerily, then, my little man,
Live and laugh, as boyhood can !

Though the flinty slopes be hard,
Stubble-speared the new-mown sward,
Lvery morn shall lead thee through
Fresh baptisms of the dew ;

Every evening from thy feci
Shall the cool wind kiss the heat :

All too soon these feet must hide
In the prison cells of pride.
Lose the freedom of the sod.
Like a colt's for work be shod.
Made to tread the mills uf toil.

Up and down in ceaseless moil

:

Happy if their track be found
Never on forbidden ground

;

Happy if they sink not in
Quick and treacherous sands of sin.
A\\ ! that thou coultUt know thy joy,
Bre it passes, barefoot boy !

FLOWERS IN WINTER.
PAINTED UPON A PO:CTE I.IVKE.

How Strange to greet, this frosty morn,
In graceful counterfeit of flowers,

These children of the meadows, born
Of sunshine and of showers !

How well the conscious wood retains
The pictures of its tlower-sown

home,

—

The lights and shades, the purple stains.
And golden hues of blo'^-ij .»

It wax a happy thdu-lit ,o hring
To the (lark season's

I rust and rime
This painted memory of sprin-^^,

Ihis dream of summer-time.

Our hearts are lighten- for ms sake,
Our fancy's age renews its youth,

An(l dim-remcinl)cre(l fictions take
The guise of present truth.

A wizard of the Merrimack,—
_
So old ancestral legends say,

—

Coul
1 call green leaf and blossom bad,

To frosted stem and spray.

The dry jogs of the cottage wall,
lienoath his touch, put out their

leaves
;

The clay-bound swallow, at his call,
Played round the icy eaves.

The settler saw his oaken flail

Take i)ud, and bloom before his eyes-
From frozen pools he ^aw the pale.
Sweet summer lilies rise.

To their old homes, by man profaned.
Came the sad dryads, exiled long,

And through their leafy tongues com
plained

Of household use and wrong.

The beechen platter sprouted wild,
The pipkin wore its old-time gree--.

;

The cradle o'er the sleeping child
Became a leafy screen.

Haply our gentle friend hath met.
While -vandering in her sylvan quest,

Haunting his native woodlands yet,
That Druid of the West ;—

And. while the dew on leaf and flower
Glistened in moonlight clear and

still,

Learned the dusk wizard's spell of
power,

And caught his trick of skill.

But welcome, be it new or old.
The gift which makes the day more

bright.

And paints upon the ground of cold
And darkness, warmth and light!

Without, is neither gold nor green
;

Within, for birds, the birch-logs sing,

:i , .1
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Yet, suniiiici like, svc sit lici\\cen

'I'lie autumn ami ilie spi ii:g.

'I'he one, with liridal l)ln-h nf r()<;e.

And swiftest lucalli of
bal,

.Hand

I said

of.sii

his fruit hcseeuij no world

l)al.ii,

And one wlio^e matron lip-, unclose
In sniilesi of saintly calm.

Fill soft and deep, O winicr snow !

The sweet a/alia's oaken dells,

And hide the hank where ro>es blow,
And swing the azure bells I

O erhy the amber violet's leaves,

^
'i'he pur|)le aster's brookside home,

Guard all the flower.-, her pencil gives
A life beyond their bloom.

And she, when spring come.s round
au'ain.

By greening slo])e and singing flood,
Shall wander, seeking, not in vain,
Her darlings of the wood.

THE FRUIT-GIFT.

Last night, just as the tints of autumn's
sky

Of sunset faded from our hills and
streams,

I sat,_ vague listening, lapped in twi-
light dreams.

To the leafs rustle, and the cricket's
cry.

Then, like that basket, flush with sum-
mer fruit.

Dropped by the angels at the Prophet's
foot,

Came, unannounced, a gift of clustered
sweetness.

Full-orbed, and glowing with the
prisoned beams

Of summery suns, and, rounded to com-
pleteness

By kisses of the souih-wind and tliedew.
Ihrilled with a glad surprise, methought

I knew
The Pleasure of the homeward-iurnini?

Tew,
^

When Eschol's clusters on his shoul-
ders lay,

Dropping their sweetness on his desert
way.

Its lament vine, rooted in Paradise,
Oennpt the wall, and never paid

the price
or the great mischief,— an ambrosial

tiei,',

Ellen's exotic, somehow smuggled in.

To keep the thorns and thistles com-
pany.

"

Perchance our frail, sad mother plucked
in haste

A single vine-slip as she passed the
gate.

Where the dread sword, alternate paled
and burned,

^
And the stern angel, pitying her fate,

Forgave the lovely trespasser, and
turned

Aside his lace of fire ; and thus the
waste

And fallen world hath yet its annual
taste

Of primal good, to prove of sin the cost,
And show by one gleaned ear the

mighty harvest lost.

A MEMORY.
Hf.rr, while the loom of Winter weaves
The sliKuul of (lowers and fountains,

I think of thee and summer eves
Among the Northern mountains.

When thunder tolled the twilight's close,
And winds the lake were rude on.

And thou wert singing, Co' the Yowts,
The bonny yowes of Cluden !

When, close and closer, hushing breath,
Our circle nanowed round thee.

And smiles a. 'd tears made u]i the wreath
Wherewith our silence crowned thee;

And. .strangers all, we felt the ties
Of sistur> and of brothers

;

Ah
j
whose of all tho--e kindly eyes

Now smile upon another's ?

The sport of Time, who still apart
The waifs of life is flinging

;

O, nevermore shall heart to heart
Draw nearer for that singing !

Yet when the panes are frosty-starred,
And twilight's fire is gleaming,
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iiigs of ScDtiand's l);\rdI hear tho s<

Sound softly througii my dreaminj^

ii song that lends to winter snows
The glow of summer weather,

—

Again 1 hear thee ca' ilie yowes
To Cludeii's hills of lieather

!

TO r. s.*

If 1 have seemed nioie prompt to cen-
sure wrong

Than praise tiie right; if seldom to
thine ear

My voice haih mingled with the ex-
ultant cheer

Home upon all our Northern winds

Wh

Hain,

Th.it.

te ill tile UKHJii, we saw the h
waves lail

iDg

d and lii.kcn from t!ie rocky wail,
t > the menace of the brawling

Opposed alone its massive quietude,
Culm as a laie ; \siiii not a leaf nervine
Nor birch-spray treiiililmg in the siilj

iiKionshiiie,

Crownini; it like tiod's peace. I some-
time.-, think

That iii-lii:,cciie by the sea prophet-
ical.—

(For nature speaks in symbols and in

signs.

And through her pictures human fate
^^oug;

j

divhies),—
If I have failed to join the ilckle thion-

I

That rock, whercfrom we saw the bil-
In wi e-eyed wonder, that thoustaiulest

,

Iou> sink
In murmuring rout, uprising clear

and tall

In the while light of heaven, the type
of one

strong
In victory, surprised in thee to find
l!rou.:,diam's scathing jiower with Can-

ning's grace combined
; , ,^. u„u-

That he, for whom the ninefold Muses Who, momently by Error's ho=-' -^i
s-'^ng;.

I s.-iiled,

From their twined arms a giant athlete Stands strong as Truth, m greaves of"
granite mailed

;

And, tranquil-fronted, li^tenillsr (ner
all

sprang,
liarbing the arrows of hir, native tongue
^\ith the spent shafts Latona's archer

flung,

To smite the Python of our land and
time.

Fell as the monster born of Crissa's
slime.

Like the blind bard who in Castalian
springs

Tempered the steel that clove the eic^t
of kings,

And on the shrine of England's free-
dom laid

The gilts of Cumx aid of Delphi's
shade,'

—

Small need hast thou of words of praise
frum me.

Thou know, st my heart, dear friend,
and well canst guess

That, even though silent, I have not
the less

i^ejoiced to see thy actual life agree
With th e lai

for tht

ge future which I shaped

"When, years ago, beside the summer
sea.

The tuimilt, hears the angels say. Well
iloiie I

THE KANSAS EMIGRANT.S.
\\\r ros'^ the prairie as of old

'

.! I'ilgrims crossed tlie sea,
Ti) ,v,ake the West, as they the East,
The homestead of the free I

We go to rear a wall of men
On Freedom's southern line.

And plant beside the cotton-tree
The rugged Northern i)ine !

We're flowing from our native hills
As our free riveis llow

;

The blessing of our .Mother-land
Is on us ns we go.

We go to ]ilant her common schools
On distant prairie swells

Vnd ^ive the Sabbaths of the wild

' Charles Sumner.

The music of hor bells

Upbearing, like the Ark of old,
The Bible in our van,

>

<il

V

r 11

m
I
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Wf go to tc.it the truth of (lod
Against the fraud of irt.ir

.

Vo pause, nor rest, save wliere iht

streams
That feed the Kansas run,

Save where our I'ilj^riin gonfalon
Shall (lout the setting sun !

We'll tread the prairie as of old
Our fathers sailed the sea,

And make the West, as they the East,
The homestead of the free !

THE HASCHISH.
Oi' all that Orient lands can vaunt

t)f marvels with our own competing,
The strangest is the Ila^chish i)lant,

And what will follow on its eating.

What pictures to the ta'^tcr rise.

Of Elervidh or of Almeh dances !

Of Elilis, or of I'aradisc,

Set all aglow with llouri glances !

The poi)py visions of Cathay,
The heavy beer-trance of the Suabian;

The wizard lights and demon play
Of nights Walpurgis and Arabian !

The Mollah and the Christian dog
Change place in mad metempsycho-

sis
;

The Muezzin climbs the synagogue,
The Rabbi shakes his beard at Mo-

ses ;

The Arab by his desert well
Sits choosing from some Caliph's '

daughters,
j

And hears his single-camel's hell
Sound welcome to his regal quarters.

The Koran's reader makes complaint
Of Shitan dancing on and off it

;

The robber offers alms, the saint
Drinks Tokay and blasphemes the

Prophet.

Such scenes that Eastern plant awakes;
But we have one ordained to beat it,

The Haschishof the West, wh'ch makes
Or hoV. or knaves of all who eat it.

The preacher eats, and straight appears
His Bible in a new translation ;

Iti aiii;ci> lu'i^ro overseers,

•And Heaven itself a smig plantation.

The man of peace, about whose dreams
The sweet mdlennial angels cluster,

Ta>tcs the mad weed, and plots and
schemes,

.\ raving Cuban fdibuster !

The noisiest Democrat, with ease,

It turns to Slavery's parish beadle ;

The shrewdest statesman eats and sec'i

Due southward point the polar needle.

The Judge partakes, and sits erelong
Upon his l)ench a railing blackguard;

Decide-, olV-hand that right is wrong,
.\nd reads t!ie ten commandments

backward.

O potent plant ! so rare a taste

Has never Turk or Gentoo gotten ;

The hempen Haschish of the East
Is powerless to our W^estern Cotton.

THE LAST WALK IN AUTUMN.

r.

O'er the bare woods, whose out-
stretched hands

Plead with the leaden heavens in

vain,

I see, beyond the valley lands.
The sea's long level dim with rain.

Around me all things, stark and
dumb,

Seem piaying for the snows to come.
And, for the summer bloom and green-

ness gone.
With winter's sunset lights and dazzling

morn atone.

II.

Along the river's summer walk,
The withered tufts of asters nod ;

And trembles on its arid stalk
The hoar plume of the golden-rod.

And on a ground of sombre fir,

And azure-studded juniper.
The silver birch its budsof purple shows.
And scarlet berries tell where bloomed

the sweet wild-rose !
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III.

With mingled sound of iioins and
lu'ils,

A far-heard clang, the wild geese
fly.

Storm-sent, from Arctic moors and
fells.

Like a great arrow through the sky,
Two dusky lines ('Dnvtryed in one.
Chasing the soutiiwanl-tlying sun

;

While the brave .-.now-hird and the
hardy jay

Call to them from the j)ine-, a> if to hid
them stay.

IV.

I passed this way a year ago :

The wind iilew south ; the noon of
day

Was warm as Junes; and save that
snow

Flecked the low mountains far
away.

And that the vernal-sccniing breeze
Mouked faded grass and leafless trees,

I might have dreamed of summer as I

lay,

Watching the fallen leaves with the soft
i

wind at play. I

Since then, the winter blasts have
piled

The white pagodas of the snow
On these rough slopes, and, strong

and wild.

Yon river, in its overflow
Of spring-time rain and sun, set free.
Crashed with its ices to the sea ;

And over these gray fields, then green
and gold.

The summer corn has waved, the thun-
der's organ rolled.

VI.

Rich gift of God ! A year of time !

What pomp of rise and shut of day.
What hues wherewith our Northern

clime
Makes autumn's dropping wood-

lands gay.
What airs outblown from ferny dells,

i

And clover-bloom and sweet-brier

'

smells,

Wiiu M-ng, orimHjks and birds, what
flUUs and (lower.-,,

^

Green woods and moonlit snows, have
I in ill round been ours !

VII.

1 know not how, in "thr'- lands,
riie changing .sca>on> ( omc and
go ;

\\ hai splendours fall on Syrian sands.
What purple lights on Alpine
snow !

Nor how the pomp of sunrise waits
On N'enice at her watery gates ;

A dream alone to me is .Arno's vale,
-Vnd the Aihambra's halls arc but a

traveller's tale.

VIII.

Yet, on life's current, he wlio drifts
Is one with him who rf)w^ or sails

;

And he who wanders widest lifts

No more of beauty's jealous veils
'i'han he who from his doorway sees

^
The miraele of (lowers and trees.

Feels the warm Orient in the noonday
air,

And from cloud minarets hears the sun-
set call to praye ,'

IX.

The eye may well be glad, that looks
Where Pharpar's fountains rise

and fall
;

But he who sees his native brooks
Ivaugh in the sun, has seen their

all.

The marble palaces of Ind
Rise round him in the snow and

wind ;

From his lone sweetbrier Persian Ha-
fiz smiles,

And Rome'> cathedral awe is in his
woodland aisles.

And thus it is my fancy blends
The near at hand and far and rare;

And while the same horizon bends
Above the silver-sprinkled hair

Which flashed the liglii of morning
skies

On childhood's wonder-lifted eyes,
Within its round of sea and sky and

field.

¥

%
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LiiiJIJ

Earth wheels with all her zones,
Kosnio.s stands rcJvealed.

XI.

the

And thus the sick man on his bed,
The toiler to his task-work hound,

Behold their prison-walls outspread,
'^,'ieir clipped horizon widen round!

vVhile freedom-giving fancy waits,
Like Peter's angel at' the gates,

The power is theirs to bafHe care and
pain,

To bring the lost world back, and make
it theirs again !

XI 1.

What lack of goodly company.
When masters of tlie ancient lyre

Obey my call, and trace for me
Their words of mingled tears and

fire

!

I

I talk with Bacon, grave and wise,
|

1 read the world witli Pascal's eyes •
I

And priest and sage, with solemn brows I

austere,

Anil poets, garland-bound, the Lords
of Thought, draw near.

XV.

XIII.

Methinks, O friend, I hear thee say,
"In vain the human heart we
mock

;

Bring living guests who love the day
•Not ghosts who fly at crow of cock!

1 lie herbs we shaie with flesh and
blood.

Are better than ambrosial food.
With laurelled shades." I grant it

nothing loath,
'

But doubly blest is he who can par-
take of both.

XIV.

He who might Plato's banquet "race
Have I not seen before me sit,

'

And watched his puritanic face,
'

With more than Eastern wisdom
lit.'

Shrewd mystic ! who, upon the back
Of his Poor Richard's Almanack,

Writing the Sufi's song, the Gentoo's
dream.

Links Menu's ago of thon-ht *o F-,? r.,.M T^^^l
>e^wcet,

ton's age of steam !*^
1

^""""^
L""^..^'.^!!'?-^

^"''' ^'^>^^' England.

Here too, of answering love secure *

Have I not welcomed to my hearth
The gentle pilgrim troubadour.
Whose songs have girdled half the

carlli
;

Whose pages, like the magic matW hereon the Ea^tcrrt lover sat,
Have ijorne me over Rhine-land's pur-

ple vines.

And Nubia's tawny sands, and Ph.-y-
gia's mountain pines !

XVI.

And he,+ who to the lettered wealth
Of ages adds the lore unpriced.

The wisdom and the moral health.
The ethics of the school of Christ •

The statesman to his holy trust.
As the Atlienian archon, just.

Struck down, exiled like him for truth
alone,

Has he not graced my home witli
beauty all his own ?

XVII.

What greetings smile, what farewells
wave,

^

»Vhat loved ones enter and depart •

The good, the beautiful, tiie brave.
The Heaven-lent treasures of the

heart !

How C(mscious seems the frozen sod
And beechen slope whereon they

trofl !

^

The oak-leaves rustle, and the dry
grass bends

Beneath the shadowy feet of lost or
absent friends.

XVIII.

Then ask not why to these bleak hills
I cling, as clings the tufted moss,

To bear the winter's lingering chills.
The mocking spring's perpetual

loss.

I dream of lands where summei
smiles.

And soft winds blow from spicy isles,
But scarce would Ceylon's breath oi

flowers be sweet.

' R. W. Emerson.

at my feet !

Bayarrt Taylor.
t Sumner.
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XIX.

At times I Ion.,' for gentler .skies.

And bathe in creams of solter'air
But homesick tears would lill the

eyes

That saw the Cross without the
Hear.

The pine must whisper to the jialm,
The north-wind bre.'.k the tropic

calm
;

And with the dreamy languor of the
Line,

The North's keen virtue blend, and
strength to beauty join.

XX.

Better to stem with heart and hand
liie roaring tide of life, than lie

Unmnulful, on its tlowery strand,
Ot God's occasions drifting by''

Better with nal<ed nerve to hear
The needles of this goading air,

Ihan, u, the lap of sensual ca.e, forego
ihe godlike power to do, the godlike

aim to know.

xxr.

Home of my heart ! to -wc more fair
Than gay Versailles or Windsor's

halls.

The painted, shingly town-house
where

The freeman's vote for Freedom
falls !

The simple roof where praver is made,
1 han Gothic groin and colonnade

;

XXIII.

homes nestle in these

along these wooded

And sweet
dales,

And perch
swells

;

Ami blest beyond Arcadian vale;

(

1 hey hear the sound of .Sabbath
ueJIs I

Here dwells no perfect man sublime
^or woman winged before Jier time!

l^iit urJi ilie faults and follies oi the
race,

Old home-l.ied virtues held their not
unhonoured place.

XXIV.

Here manhood struggles for the sake
Of mother, sister, daughter, wife

1 lie graces and the loves which make
i he music of the march of life •

And woman, in her daily round '

Ot duty, walks on holy ground
ISO unp.iid menial tills the soil, nor here
Is tlie bad lesson learned at hui

rights to sneer.

XXV,

iman

Then let the icy nonh-wind blow
The trumpets of the coming storm

1 o arrowy sleet and blinding .snow
\ on slanting lines of rain transform.

^ oung hearts shall hail the drifted
cold,

Ti, r • ^ "« ^-nuiinaoe
; ,

As gaily as I did of old
;ine Jiving temple of the heart of man, :

An<l I, who watch them through theThan Rome s sky-mocking vault, or I

frosty pane. ^ "''

many-spired Milan

!

..
. .-

XXII.

More dear thy equal village schools,
Where rich and poor the Bible read,

Ihan classic halls where Priestcraft
rules.

And Learning wears the chains of
Creed :

Thy glad Thanksgiving, fathering in
scattered sheaves «

kii

Than the mad license following Lent
pain

Or holidays of slaves who laugh
dance in chains.

Uncnvious'live in them my boyhood
o er again.

XXVI.

And I will trust that He who heeds
The life that hides in mead and

wold,
Who hangs yon alder's ci imson beads.
And stains these mosses green and

gold,

incline

mine
;

im wronsr

f home and ' Will still! as He hath done
^
His gracious care to me and

en Grant what we ask aright, fro
debai

and And, as the earth grows dark
I 'brighter every star !

!> '

f^:

r
j

' li

make
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X.WIl.
'

I have not seen, I may not see,
My hopes for man take form in fact,

But Cod n-ill give the victory
In due time

; in that faith I act.
Atul he who sees the fufire suie,

A ,
,^, ^''^'^'"S present mav endure.

And bless, meanwhile, the unseen Hand
that leads

The heart's desires beyond the hahinc
step of deeds.

XXVIII.

And thou, my song, I send thee forth,
NV here harsher songs of mme Iiave

nf)\vn
;

^°' fi"<l a place at home and hearth
Where'er thy singer;s name is
known

;

Revive for him the kindly thought
Uf friends

; and they who love him
not.

Touched by some strain uf tliine, per-
chance may take

The hand he liroffers all, and thanks
him for thy sake.

1

1

BURIAL OF BARBOUR.
Bear him, comrades, to his grave

;A ever over one more brave
Shall the prairie grasses weep.

In the ages yet to come,

^^'lifu
'"^^ ™iUio»s in our room.

What we sow in tears, shall reai).

Bear him up the icy hill.
With the Kansas, frozen still
As his noble heart, below,

And the land he came to till
With a freeman's thev o and will,
And his poor hut roofed with snow !

One more look of that dead face,
Ut his murder's ghastly trace !

One more kiss, O widowed'one '

Lay your left hands on his bro;\-.
Lift your right hands up, and vow

1 hat his work shall yet be^lone.

Patience, friends ! The p^ of God
Lvery path by Murder trod
Watches, lidiess, day and night

;

And the dead man in his shroud

And hi, uidmv wirpnig loud,
And (un hearty arc in his sight.

Every deadly threat that swells
\\ ah ihe roar o( gambling hells,

I'.very brutal jost an<l jeer,
l-.vory wicked thought aiid plan
or the cruel heart of man,
Though i)ul whispered, He can Iicar:

I
X^''^.'" suffering, lliry in criinc.
Wait thcji.v,L award of time,

VVait the vengcancu that is due

;

Ant in vain a lu'arl shall break,
-Not a tear for iMccdom's sake

Fall unheeded
: {Jod is true.

I

While the (lag uiili stars bedecked
Ihreatens when- it slmuld jirotect.
And the Law himkes hands with

Crime,
What is left us l)ii( to wail.
Match our natiencc lo our fate,
And abide the heller time?

I atience, friends
! The human heart

hveryvvhere shall take our part.
Everywhere for us shall pray

;On our side are nature's laws.
And God's life is in the cause

That we suffer for to-day

W'ell to suffer is divine
;

Pass the watchword down the line.
Pass the countersign

:
" Endure.'

Aot to liim who rashly dares,
But to him who nobly boars,

Is the victor's garland Hure.

Frozen earth to frozen breast.
Lay our slain one ilown to rest

;

Lay him down in hope and faith
And above the Ijrokcn sod,
Once again, to freedom's God,

Fledge ourselves for life or death.

That the State whow walls we lay,
in our blond and tears, lo-day,

Shall be free from bonus of shame.And our goodly laii.l untrod
By the leet of Slavery, shod

Vv ith cursing us with flame I

Plant the Buckeye on his grave.
For the hunter of the ilave
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In its shadow cannot rest
;And let martyr mound and tree

lie our pledge and guaranty
Of the freedom of the West !

THE PASS OF rHE SIERRA.

Ai.L night above their rocky bed
They saw the stars march slow

;The wild Sierra overhead,
The desert's death below.

The Indian from his lodge of bark
The gray bear from his den,

Beyond tlieir camp-lire's wall of dark,
(jiared on the mountain men.

Still upward turned, with anxious
strain

Their leader's sleepless eye,
Where splinters of the mountaiu chain
Stood black against the sky.

The night waned slow : at last, a irjow,A gleam of sudden fire,

Shot up behind the walls of snow.
And tipped each icy spire.

"Up,

I.(j

I he winds are wild, ihe way is drear
Net, flashing through the night,

' '

' .' icy ridge and rocky spear''
lilaze out in morning light .'

Rise up, Fremont ! and go before
;

ihe Hour must have its Man
;Put on tlie huntmg-shirt once m'oie,

And lead in Freedom's van !

S/'// ino., r8s6.

THE CONQUEST Of'

I.AXD.o
rix-

men!" he cried, ''yon rocky
cone.

To-day, please God, we'll pass,
And look from Winter's frozen throne
On Summer's flowers and grass !

"

They set their faces to the blast,
riiey trod the eternal snow.

And faint, worn, bleeding, hailed at
last

The promised land below.

Behind, they saw the snow-cloud tossed
Hy many an icy horn

;

Before, uarm valleys, wood-embossed.
And green with vines and corn.

They left the Winter at their backs
i o flap his baffled wing

And downward, with the cataracts,
Leaped to the lap of Spring.

•Strong Icadei-

AilutlllJ!- I-;!-

To break from Slavery's desert land
A path to Freedom's plains

*>l thai iiKiuiitain Irmd
iii.'iii:',

Across the frozen marshes
The winds of autumn blow.

And the fen-lands of the Wetter
Are white with early snow.

' But where the low, gray headlands
Look oer the Baltic brine,

A bark is sailing in the track
Of England's battle-line.

No wares hath she to barter
For Bothnia's fish and grain

;She saileth not for pleasure,

I

She saileth not for gain.

But still by isle or main-land
She drops her anchor down.

Where'er the British cannon
Rained fire on tower and town,

Outspake the ancient Amtman,
^^
At the gate of Helsingfors :

" Why comes this ship a-spying
In the track of England's wars ?

"

"God bless her, " said the coast-guard —
" God bless the ship, I «y.

The Jioly angels trim the sails

That speed her on her way !

" Where'er she drops her anchor,
'J'he peasant's heart is glad

;

Where'er ^he spreads her parting sail.
The peasant's heart is sad.

"Each wasted town and hamlet
She visits to lestoie ;

Tf) root ilie -hntteied cabin,
An-i fed ih,; -laiviii;.; j,(i,,l-,

'* The sunken boats oi" lislieis.

The foraged beeves and grain,

1; ^1

\U\\
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The spoil ot flake and stoieliouse,

The good ship brings again.

"And so to Finland's sorrow
Thu sweet amend is made,

As if the healing hand of Christ

Upon her wouiul-; woi e laid !

"

Then said the gray old Amtman,
•' The will (ii God be done I

The battle lost by England's hate,

By England's love is won !

" We braved the iron tempest
That thundered on our shore ;

But when did kindness fail to tind

The key to Finland's door?

•' No more from Aland's rapiparts
Shall warning signal come,

Nor startled Sweaborg hear again
The roll of midnight drum.

" Beside our fierce Black Eagle
The Dove of Peace shall rest

;

And in the mouths of cannon
The sea-bird make her nest.

" For Finland, looking seaward,
No coming foe shall scan ;

And the holy bells of .Abo
Shall ring, • Good-will to man !

'

" Then row thy boat, O fisher !

In peace on lake and hay
;

And thou, young maiden, dance again
Around the poles of May !

" Sit down, old men, together,
Old wives, in quiet spin

;

Henceforth the Anglo-Saxon
Is the brother of the Finn !

"

THE FIRST FLOWERS.

For ages on our river borders.
These tassels in their tawny bloom,

And willowy studs of downy silver,

Have prophesied of Spring to come.

For ages have the unbound wa.ers
Smiled on them from their pebbly

hem,
And the clear carol of the robin
And song of bluebird welcomed them.

But never yet from smiling river,

Or sung of early bird, have they
Been grejted with a gladder welcome
Than whispers from my heart to-

day.

They break the spell of cold and dark-
ness.

The weary watch of sleepless pain ;

And from my heart, as from the river,

The ice of winter melts again.

Thanks, Mary! for this wild-wood
token

Of Freyas footsteps drawing near ;

Almost, as in the rune of Asgard.
The growing of the grass I hear.

It is as if the pine-trees called me
From ceiled room and silent books,

To see the dance of woodland shadows,
And hear the song of April brooks '

As in the old Teutonic ballad
Live singing bird and flowering tree,

Together live in bloom and music,
I blend in song thy flowers anc

thee.

Earth's rocky tablets bear for ever
The dint of rain and small bird's

track :

Who knows but that my idle verses
May leave some trace by Merrimack I

The bird that trod the mellow layers
Of the young earth is sought in

.air

;

The cloud is gone that wove the sand-
stone.

From God's design, with threads of
rain

!

So, when this fluid age we live in

Shall stififen round my careless rhyme.
Who made the vagrant tracks may

puzzle

The savans of the coming time :

And, following out their dim sugges-
tions,

Some idly-curious hand may draw
My doubtful portraiture, as Cuvier
Drew fish and bird from fin and

claw.
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cold and dark-

this wild-wood

And maidens in the far-off twilight,
^Snig.ng my words to brcele ^nclstream, '^'

Shall wonder if the old-time MaryWere real, or the rhymer's dream !

lit Id mo., 1857.

Zl^

MY NAMESAKE.

^' w^'^^'^^fiy
"'^^^^ "^y tardy thanks

Thf °" y^iT o vvn Green lianks-The memory of your friend.

I
Yc;t not the less I own your claim

H'-jng, if it please you .so, my name^ponyuur household line:

Let Fanie from brazen lips blow wide

S^Yif::^'.^'^"-'^i^icie,

of

eep alive my own !

bloom-woven,

"row and lessening

For me, no wreath,
hides

The soDerea

^1 iitiicon are bare.

"^

Th?SI"'rr^'"' ^° '"^"y luringrhe fabled founts of song tu try

'"pi;r'''°^''^"^^'^^"°-,the
Of Aganippe dry.

""^

"bJaiJ^^^
"^*^^'^- tJ^e Muses

Me^hinr,°'"''"^°'|y''^'=«P^"dheIl;Vlethmks, my ample beaver's shadeMay serve my turn as well.

Let Love-s an.l Friendships^ tender

Why .hou d the unborn critic whet
Formohisscalping-knife?

Why should the stranger peer and pry

And d.ag tor curious ear and eyeHis faults and follies out ?—
Why stuff for fools to gaze uponWuh chaff of words, the'^ garb

wore, '^

As corn-hiisks when the ear is goneAre rustled all the more ?

Let kindly Silence dose again,
Ihe picture vanish from the eye,

r T.^" ^"" ^"^' '"is'y main
Let the small ripple die.

Still shall that name as now recall
rhe^j.Hjng leaf wet with morning

The gl„ry ^vhere the sunbeams fall
1 he breezy woodlands through.

That name shall be a household word,
.-v spt.. lo .valcen smile or sigh •

In .nany an evening prayer be heardAnd cradle lullaby;
"^ neard

^^
When"' l''*7 u'^''^'

'"
"-'P^^ davs

\\hen asked the reason of thy nameShalt answer: "One 'twer/vain ^
J)raise

Or censure bore the same.

'

^"^""""rood
-^ ^""'' '°'"'' Relieved him

'^^%wo^l^''^
floi'lnless 'twixt the

"%';'-'°"<^.''l"l ^' l>est he could
Uid faitn and fancies new.

"
I"Jl'-n.the grave and playful mixed.And w.sdom held with folly truce.And .Nature compromised betwixt
Good fellow and recluse.

'He Wed his friends, forgave his

And, if his woids wore harsh at timesHe spared his fellow-men,-his blows
I'ell only on their crimes.

"He loved the good and wise, but
found

-.His human heart to all akin

^^A° ™t* ^™ '^•^ the common groundOi suffering and of sin.

' Whate'er his neighbours might endureOf pain or pricf his own became
;tor al the ills he c'ould not erne.

He hdd himself to blame
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" His good was mainly an intent,

Ills evil not of foruilinu.;!)! done
;

The work lie wroui^ht wa^ rarely meant
Or finished as begun.

" 111 served his tides of feeling strong

To turn tlie cninnion mills of use ;

And, over-restless wings of song,

His birthright garb hung loo^e !

"His eye was beauty's powerless slave,

And his the ear which discord pains;

Few guessed beneath his asi)ect grave

What passions strove in cliains.

" He had his share of care and pain,

No holiday was life to him ;

Still in the heirlo )ni cup we drain

The bitter drop will swim.'

"Yet Heaven was kind, and here a

bird

And there a llower beguiled hi.-

way;
And, cool, in summer noon; , he heard

The fountains plash and play.

'* On all his sad or restless moods
The patient peace of Nature stole

;

The quiet of the fields and woods
Sank deep into his soul.

" He worshipped as his fathers did.

And kept the faith of childish days,

And, howioe'er he strayed or slid,

He loved the good okl ways.

*' The simple tastes, the kindly traits,

The tranquil air, and gentle speech,

The silence of the soul that wails

For more than man to teach.

" The cant of party, school, and sect,

Provoked at times his honest scorn,

And Folly, in its gray respect,

He tossed on satire's horu.

"But still his heart was full of awe
And reverence for all sacred things

;

And, brooding over form and law,

He saw the Spirit's wings !

" Life's mystery wrapt him like a cloud ;

He heard far voices mock his own,
The sweep of wings unseen, the loud.

Long roll of waves unknow-n

' "The anous of his straiiilMj^ sight

I

I'ell c|uenched in daiki.ess
; jiriest

and sai/t.

l.il^'j IdsI guitles calling left and right,
' Perplexed his doubtful age.

"Like ehil.diiMid, listening for the sound
Of its (hopped pebbles in the well.

All vainly down the dark i)i()round

His brief-lined plummet fell.

'"So, scattering flouers with pious

pains

On old beliefs, of later creeds.

Which claimed a place in Truth's do-

mains,

lie asked the title-deeds.

"He saw the old-times groves and
shrines

In the long distance fair and dim
;

And heard, hke sound of far-off pines.

The century-mellowed hymn I

" He dared not mock the Dervish
whirl,

The Brahmin's rite, the Lama's
spell

;

God knew the heart ! Devotion's pearl

Might sanctify the sheU.

"While others trod the altar stah's

He faltered like the publican
;

And, while they praised as saints, his

praxers

Were those of sinful man.

"For, awed by Sinai's Mount ui

Law,
The trembling faith alone sufficed.

That, through its cloud and llame, lie

saw
The sweet, sad face of Christ !

—

" And listening, with his forehead
bcjwed.

Heard the Divine compassion fill

The pauses of the trump and cloud
With whispers small and still.

"The words he spake, the thoughts lie

penned.
Are mortal as his hand and brain,

But, if they served the Master's end,

He has noi lived in vain !"



TKLIJXC -JlIE HlUiS.

I U I, CSS
;

jMiest i leaven make thee In-tter thnn thy
naiiic, ^

Child (.fmyfrieiKls:-For thee ; cnive
\Miat riches never hon-ln, nor fame

lo mortal longing gave.

r in-ay tlie prayer of Plato old :

God make thee beautifid within
And let thine eyes the good behold

In everything save sin ;

Pagination held m check
To serve not rule thy posed mind

;
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Thy Ijeason, it the frown or heck
U( Conscience, loose or bind.

No dreamer thou, but real all —
Strong manhood crowning vigoiou.

youth
;

Ob''"
Life made hv duty e|)ical
And rhythmic with the truth.

So shall that life the fruitage yiel.l
\\ hich trees of healing only giveAnd green-leafed in the Kternal Ceid

'.-'I Uod, for ever live !

votion's uearl

PRELUDE TO •'HOME BALLADS," i860.

I CAu. the old time back : I bring these lays
1 o thee m memory of the summer days
NVhen, by o,,,- native streams and forest ways.

We .Ireamed them over ; while the rivulets madeSongs o,. iheir own, and the great pine-treesTidOn warm noon-light« the masses of their shade

And ./,. was with us, living o'er again
J.lcr life in ours, despite of years and pain,-Ihe autumn s brightness after latter rain.

Beautiful in her holy peace as one

( loWh-lT-''',K'
'''"'"^'' "'^"" '''^ ^^o'-"^ i^ done,Clorihed in the setting of the sun .'

Her memory makes our common landscape seem
Jairer than any ot which painters dream,

^

Lights the brown hills and sings in every stream :

For she whose speech was always truth's pure goldHeard, not unplease,!, its simple legends lold.
^

And loved with us the beautiful and old.

fill

f

^ ik''

TELLING THE BEES..
1 And the banvs brown length, and <,i.

u,n,. L ,
cattle-vard,

\o\x can see the gap in the old wall
Stlllj

And the stepping-stones in the shal-
''""^ '''*^ beehives ranged m the

low brook. ,
^"";

II

And down by the brink
Of the brook are her poor flowers,

weed-o'errun.
I'ansy and daffodil. rose and

pink.
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A year has gone, as the tortoise goes,
Heavy and slow

;

And the same ro-,e blows, and tiie same
sun glows.

And the same brook sings of a year
ago.

, I

There's the same sweet clover-smell in \

the breeze
; i

^
And the June sun warm

Tangles his wings of fire in the trees,
Setting, as then, over Fernside farm.

I mind me how with a lover's care
From my Sunday coat

I brushed off the burrs, and smoothed
my hair,

And cooled at the brookside my
brow and throat.

Since we parted, a month had passed;—
To love, a year ;

Down through the beeches I looked at
last

On the little red gate and the well-
sweep near.

I can see it all now,—the slantwise
rain

^
Of light through the leaves.

The sundown's blaze on her window-
pane,

The bloom of her roses under the
eaves.

Haply her blind old grandsire sleeps
I

The fret and the pain of his age away."

But her dog whined low ; on the dooi-
way sill,

Wit!) hih cane to his chin,
The old man sat ; and the chore-eirl

still
^

Sung to the bees stealing out and in.

And the song she was singing ever
since

In my ear sounds on :

—

"Stay at home, pretty bees, fly not
hence !

Mistress Mary is dead and gone .'

"

M I

Just the same as a month before,—
The house and the trees.

The barn's brown gable, the vine by
the door,

—

Nothing changed but the hives of
bees.

before them, under the garden wall,
Forward and back,

Went drearily singing the chore-girl
small.

Draping each hive with a shred of
black.

Trembling, I listened : the summer sun
Had the chill of snow ;

For I knew she was telling the bees of
one

Gone on the journey we all must go !

Then I said to myself, ''My Mary weeps
For the dead to-day :

THE SYCAMORES.

In the outskirts of the village.
On the river's winding shores,

Stand the Occidental plane-trees,
Stand the ancient sycamores.

One long century hath been numbered.
And another half-way told.

Since the rustic Irish gleeman
Uroke for them the virgin mould.

Deftly set to Celtic music,
At his violin's sound tliey grew.

Through the moonlit eves of summer,
Making Amphion's fable true.

Rise again, thou poor Hugh Tallant

!

Pass in jerkin green along,
^Vith thy eyes brimful of laughter,
And thy mouth as full of song.

Pioneer of Erin's outcasts,
With his fiddle and his pack

;

Little dreamed the village Saxons
Of the myriads at his back.

How he wrought with spade and fiddle,
Delved by day and sang by night,

With a hand that never w earied,
And a heart for ever light,

—

Still the gay tradition mingles
With a record grave and drear,

Like the rolic air of Cluny,
With the solemn march of Mear.

WHien the box-tree, white with blossoms,
'^'fade the sweet May woodlands glad,
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on the dooi.

And tht" Aionia by tlie river
Liglited up the swarniinj; shad,

And the bui-iiig net,, swcpi shoreward.
Uith their bilvcr-sidcd haul

Midst the shouts ..fdrippintrii'she,
He was merriest of tlieiu ail.

When, among the jovial huskers,
Love stole in at {.ahoin "s side

V\ ith the lusty aiis of Kngland,
Soft his Celtic measures vied.

Songs oflove and wailing lyke-vvake,
And the merry (air's carouse

;
U< the wild Rod Fox of Erin
And the Woman of Three Cows,

By the blazing hearths of winter,
Pleasant se.Mncfl Jiis simple tales.

Midst the grimnuT Wn-kshire legends
And the mountain myths of Wales.

How the souls in Purgatory
Scrambled up from fate forlorn.

On St. Keven's sackcloth ladder,
Slyly hitclu-d to Satan '= horn.

Of the fiddler who at Tara
Played all night to ghosts of kings

;Ut the brown dwarfs, and the l^iiries
Dancing in their moorland rings '

375

When each war-scautd Cominental
Leaving smiihy, nnll, and farm,

'

NNaved his ru.ted swoid i„ welcome
And ishot off hi,, old king's arm,^'

JoUiest of our birds of singing
Best he loved the Bob-o-link.

i"'"" 'u'
^'-"'^^ '-'y- "^I'ciipsv fairies!

Hear the little folks in drink !
"

Merry-faced, with spade and fiddle
Singing through the i.ncient town,

Only this, of poor Hugh Tallant,
Hath Tradition handed down.

Not a stone his grave discloses
;

But if yet his spirit walks,
Tis beneath the trees he planted,
And when Bob-o-Lincoln talks

;

Green memorials of the gleeman !

Linking still the river-shores.
With their shadows cast by sunset

Stand Hugh 'I'allant's sycamores !

When the Father of his Country
Through the norHi-land riding cam.-And the roofs were starred with banners.
And the steeples rang acclaim,—

t!i:U august Presence
thronged and shouting

Villa

Sl(jwly ])a,sei

L)owii the

strei t ;

:ige girl,-, a,, white as angels.
Scattering flowers around his feet.

Midway, where the plane-tree's shadow
Deepest lell, his rein he diew :

Oiijiis stately head, uncovered.
Cool .-aid soft the west-wind blew.

And he stood up ia his stirrups.
Looking up and looking down

On the hills of Gold and Silver
Rimming round the little town,—

On the river, full of sunshine,

7" ^^'^
''"^P of greenest vales

Windmg down from wooded head-
lands.

Willow-skirted, white with sails.

And he said, the landscape sweeping
^

-Slowly w-:th hi> ungloved hand,
I have seen no prospect fairer
In this goodly Eastern land."

Theri the bugles of his escort
Stirred to life the cavalcade :

And that head, so bare and stately.
Vanished ' down the depths

shade.
of

Ever since, in town and farm-house,
Life has had its ebb and flow

;

Thrice hath passed the human harvest
To its garner green and low.

But the trees the gleeman planted,
Through the changes, changelc-'

stand ;

As the niarble calm of Tadmour
Marks the liesert's shifting sand.

Still the level moon at nsinf^
Silvers o'er e..ch stalely shaft

;
Still beneath them, half in shadow.

Singing, glides the pleasure craft

Still b h them, arm-cnf \\->d,
Love and Youth together si ray

;

", *i^
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While, as heait to heart' lieats (h>ter.
More and moio their fi'.jt (leiay.

Where the ancient cobbler, Keezar,
On tile open liillMtie wroiiL^ht,

Singing, as he 'irew his stitches,
•Sonys his (iernian masters tauyht,-

•Siiig ni.', wiih his gray hair floating
Kound his rosy ample face, --

Now a thousand Saxon crafismen
Stitch and hammer in \\\> place.

All the i^astoral lanes so grassy
Now are Traffic's .lusty streets ;

l-rom the village, grown a city,
rast the rural grace retreats.

Hut, still green, and tall, and stately.
On the river's winding shores

Stand the Occidental plane-trees,
*

Stand Hugh Tallant's sycamores

I walU, with noiseless feet, the round
01 uneventtul years

;

Still o'er and o'er J sow the spring
I

And reap the autumn ears.

!
She lives where all the golden year

(

Her summer ro^es blow
;

The dusky children of the sun
Befoie her come and go.

I
There haply with her jewelled hands
She smooths her silken gown, -

No more the homespun lap wherein
I sho ik the walnuts down.

MY PLAYMATE.

The pines were dark on Ramoth
hdl.

Their song was soft and low :

i he blossoms in the sweet Mav wind
Were falling like the snow.

'

The blossoms drifted at our feet,
The orchard birds sang. clear •

The sweetest and the sa.fdest day
It seemed of all the ycr.r. I

For, more to me than bird
flowers,

My playmate left her home.
And took with her the laughing

sprmg, *"

The music and the bloom.

She kissed the lips of kith and kin,
She laid her hand in mine :

\\hat more could ask the bashful
boy

Who fed her father's kine ?

She left us in the bloom of May •

The constant years told o'er
Iheir seasons with as sweet Mav

morns,
But she came back no more.

I The wild grapi's wait us i)y the brook,
llie brown nuts on the hill.

And still the May-day llowers make
sweet

The woods of P'ollymill.

The lilies blossom in the pond,
rile bird builds in the tree,

Tlie dark pines sing on Ramoth hill,
The slow song of the sea.

I wonder if she thinks of them,
And how the old time seems.—

If ever the pines of Ramoth wood
Are sounding in her dreams.

I see her face, I hear her voice :

Does she remember mine.?
And what to her is now the boy

j

Who fed her father's kine i

I

What cares she that the orioles build
r>i"

I T
'^'"' "^'^^"^ ^y^'* th'i" ours,—

I

1 hat other hands with nuts are filled
And other laps with flowers ?

'

O playmate in the golden time !

Our mossy seat is green,
Its fringing violets blossom yef
The old trees o'er it lean.

The winds so sweet with birch and {qxuA sweeter memory blow
;

And there in spring the veeries sing
I he song of long ago.

And still the pines of Ramoth wood
Are moanmg like the sea,—

The moaning of the sea of change
lietween myself and thee!
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THK SHADOW AND
LIGHT.

THK

trees, mural crealureJ .1 ' ^^' ^"- "'•"*
i-* we'do „o, .ee .

?.' 7.^! '; "'^^"^"^'^r there
Where is evil

"
,u ^h^ ,

.;'''^' ^l'"-!'"^'' P'Wers.

He anyiliirijr at all ot ...il V' *'^''> "'•'"ie

His Ar;ni«i:;i,;i!ssLuse
it

',;;;;''
'"i! ^"ii^i "^v

«l'oi.«|,t, 1 turned in nv , ; , ,

^"^
'

"'^'^e

•-•harKed with ,m st 7 """"'''l^ "eart. over-

'"to my inmost "n, 'n^ " ,
' •' entered even

and beheld"", l" ml , v" 7"' ,'"y,«'"d-.

IVuth knows wh|,,tMr'''' ""I'T
""-

know., it know '

KtJ ;';'«'] }>;"^ ''^^ that

t-ternty; love ,vl*^ ,•.'"''•"''" »"

''adest all things go .i.
'

't1
'''^"

t'."'"
wliatsoevertvil i.v ' ' "'-= 's noth ng

'V".;..rnrstm:.i^7::t^y;^r";v'"^^"^"'
each in it, 1)1 ,r^ - ,

;' '- '""" wettest

"s kind. Woe's" me "hri"-"^ '^ «°'"' "'

the Inj-hst how t» '
u'«^•'''

'''"" i"

Thou .^ever deo r„. I f*"
'" '^^ ^''^'^P"' ' and

return to firee
'

I?"" "Z-
'".'^ ^^'-' '*<^"^«'y

I
^' "'^y ''^"d whitl.c. .^-.(JcKl knows

I

r only know that he is .-Mod,And that whatever ni.iy befallUr here or there, must he the heM th.nt
could.

Hetween the dreadful cherubimA P.ither's face I.still discern.
AsMosesInakedofoldonhim.

an.! saw I.N ,i,r|„,y into goodness turn .'

'•'"I- lie is merciful as just •

^'"' ^o. I'V Caith correciing sirrht,

,

,' '•V^^'f''''-e his Mill, and trust
""^vcu- they seen, he .l.,eil, all thint;.

And dare to hope that he will make

I'laT
"""°°'''' '^* '^°"''"'"'

His mercy never quite forsake;
J n>l,ealmgvis,t every realm of ^ain;

TllK fourteen centuries fall away
Jk-tween us and tlie Af.ic saiiu.And at Ins s,de we urge, to-day,The nnn>emor,al quest and olcl con,-

plamt.

Xo outward sign to us is given,_
I"rom sea or earth comes no replyHushed as the warm Xumi.'il'

heaven
He vainly questioned bends our fro.en

sky.

No victory comes of all our strife —
From all we grasp the na-at'dng

slips ;
*»

\xv]^^
.'"'P'^Jnx sits at the gate of life

W,ththe_old question Sn her awful

In paths unknown we hear the feet

WV nl T If''"-
"""^ Suilt behind

;

A.i ^'T"",
'^'^ '^'^y^'^'e '"'"it. and eatAshes and dust beneath its golden rind.

^I-'rom age to a,;e descends unchecked
iiiesadbeque'tofsiretoson,

Th -n l^
^' ' '-'""'' ^h^' "I''- '^ defect,

-

Ihtough every web of li: the d^rk
threads run.

I

1 'lat sulTermg is not his revenge
Upon his creatures weak and frail

WWh r
" '\l'-'^''^^''y new and strange

y^^lh fee that w.ander and witi, eyes
that fail

;

'

I

^Vatches the tender eye of Love
I he s ow transmuting of the chain^V hose links are iron below to gold

above I

**

Ah me! we doubt the shining skies
Seen through our shadows .".r

offence,
And drown with ourpoorchildishcries

,

The cradle-hymn of kindly Providence'

I

And still we love the evil cause
And ofthejustetTect complain;

V\e tread upon life's broken laws.And murmur at our self-inflicted pain
;

^Ve t„,n „, f,o,j^ jfjg ,jgj^^^ ^^^^ ^^^j
<-Jin- spectral shapes before us

thrown.

.,A^ ^'.'^>' ^'ho leave (he sun behind
^Valk m the shadows of themselves

alone.

And scarce i)y will or strength of oursUe set our faces .o the day;

II
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Weiik, wavering, lilind, the "'ernil

Powers
Alone ciui nir ! i»s from ourselves away.

Our weaklier-, tlio !>tit.iigili of -.in,

But love mu>i hclhU l)e stronger far,

Outrei-nhing all and gathering in

The erring spirit and the wandering
star.

A Voice grows with the growing
years ;

Earth, hushing down her hitter cry.

Looks upward iVom her graves, and
heais,

"The Resurrection and the Life am I."

O Love Divine I — whose constant

beam
Shines on the eyes that will not see,

And waits to bless us, while we dream
Thou leavest us because we turn from

thee!

All souls that struggle and aspire.

All hearts of prayer bv thee are

lit;

And. dim or clear, thy tongues of fire

On dusky tribes and twilight centuries

sit.

Nor bounds, nor clime, nor creed thou

know'st,

Wide as our need thy favours fall ;

The white wings of the Holy Ghost

Stoop, seen or unseen, o'er the heads

or all.

O Beauty, old yet ever new !

"^

Eiernal Voice, and Inward Word,
The Logos of the Greek and Jew,

The old spliere-music which the Samian
heard !

Truth which the sage and prophet

sav'.

Long s( • .lit without, but found

withi.

The Law ii i .1. and t)1 law,

T^e Life o'erfl'-: l) • :i,onc: -.k-ath and
sin !

Shine on us vnth hr light whiuh
glowed

Upon the trance-bound shepherd's

way,

Who saw tlic Darkness overtlowed

\\v\ drowned by tides of everlasting

1 ).ay. ^

Shine, light of God ! —make bro.ad

thy >cope

To all who sin ami suffer ; more

And better than we dare to hope
With Heaven's compassion make our

longings poiji !

THE OVER-HEART.

" For of Him, .iiid tlirouv;li Him, and to

Him art; all thiiiii^>, ti> wliuni be yluiy forever!"

-Paul.

Abovk, below, in sky and sod,

In leaf and s|)ai, in star and man,
Well might the wise Atlicnian scar

The geometric i^igns of tK)d.

The measured order of his ])lan.

And India's mystics sang aright

Of the One Life pervading all,

—

One Heing's tidal rise and fall

In soul and form, in sound and siglu,

—

Paternal outflow and recall.

God is : and man in guilt and fear

The central fact of Nature owns ;
—

Kneels, treml)ling, by his altar-stones

And darkly dreams the ghastly smear

Of blood appeases and atones.

Guilt shapes the Terror : deep within

The human heart the secret lies

Of all the hideous deities ;

And, painted on a ground of -in,

The fabled gods of torment rise !

And what is He ?—The ripe grain

nods.

The sweet dews fall, the sweet flowers

blow ;

But darker signs his presence show ;

The earthr[uake and the storm art

God's,

And good and evil interflow.

O hearts of love ! O souls that turn

Like suntlowers to the pure and best!

To you tiie truth is manifest

:

For they the mind of Christ discern

Who lean like John upon His breast i
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TRINITAS.
IV)

In Ilim of whom ftie sibyl loM, I

For whom the prophet s harp w.is

toned,

Whose need the saye and niagiun
owned,

I

The loving; heart of Li...! bLliold,
|

The hope for whicli the ages groaned I I

Fade, pomp i^f 'Irea.liul imagery
Wherowiih mankind havedeified
Their hate, and selfishness, and

pride

!

Let the scared <1 reamer wake to see
The Christ of Nazareth at his side !

What doth that holy (]inde require?—
No rite of pain, nor gift of blood,
But man a kindly brotherhood.

Looking, where duly is desire,

To him, the beautiful and good.

Gone be the faithlessness of fear.

And let the pitying heaven's sweet
rain

Wash out the altar's bloody stain ;

The law uf hatred di>,npiiear,

The law of love alone remain.

How fall the idols false and grim I

—

And lo ! their hideous wreck above
The emblems of the Lamb and I .V)ve

!

Man turns from God. not God frimi
him ,

And guilt, in suffering, whispers
Love !

The world sits at the feet of Christ,

Unknowing, blind, and uncon-oled
;

Tt yet shall touch his garment's fold,

And f'"el the iieavenly Alchemist
'iVansform its very dust to gold.

The theme befitting angel tongues
Beyond a mortal's scop" has grown.
O heart of mine ! with reverence

own
The fulness which to it belongs.
And trust the unknown for the known.

TRINITAS.

At morn I prayed, "I fain would see
How Three are One, and One is Three;
Read the dark riddle unto me."

I wandered forth, the sun and an
I saw l)e.stowed Wi'li equal care

' >n good and evil, u<\\\ and fair.

Xii paitial favour dropncd the ram ;• -

Alike tile righlenu^ ,uid jirolane

Rejoiced above their heading grain.

And my heart nnirmured, "Is it meet
That l.liiidlold .Nature thus shou'd treat
\Vt<h e(|ual hand the tares and wheat?"

A presence melted through my mood, -
A w.-iriiitli. a light, a sense of gouv!.
Like suiishiiH- through a winter wood.

I saw that presence, mailed com|)Iete
In her white iimocence, pause lo greet
A fallen sister of the street.

Upon her bosom snowy pure
The lost one clung, as if secure
P'rom inward guiU or outward hue.

" Beware !

''
I said ;

" in this I see
No gain to her, but loss to thee :

Who touches j)itch detded must be."

I passed the haunts of shame and sin,

.\nd a voice whispered, "Who theieii.

Shall these lo>t .souls to IIea\en's
peace win ?

" Who there shall hope and health dis-

|)ense.

And lift the ladder up from thence
Whose rounds are prayers of peni-

tence ?

"

I said, " No higher life they know
;

These earth-worms love to have it so

Who stoops to raise them sinks as

low."

That night with painful care I read
What Hippo's saint and Calvin said,—
The living seekir<; to the dead !

In vain I turned, in weary quest,

Old pages, where (God give them rest !)

The poor creed-mongers dreamed and
guessed.

And still I prayed, " Lord, let me see

How Three are One, and One is

Three ;

Read the dark riddle unto me !

"

41
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Then something whispered, " Dosi tlioii

pray
I'or w Inu ihou hast ? This very day
The Holy Tliree have crossed ihy way.

" iJit! not the gifts of sun and air
To good and ill aiii<e declare
The all-compassionate Father's care ?

"In the white soul that stooped to
raise

The lost one from her evil ways,
Thou sauVt the Christ, whom' angels

praise I

"A holiless Divinity,
The still small Voice that spake to thee
Was the Holy Spirit's mystery !

" O lilind of sights of faith how small !

Father and Son, and Holy Call ;—
This day thou hast denied them all !

"Revealed in love and sacrifice,
The Holiest passed l)efore thine' eye-s,
One and the same, in threefold guise.

*' The equal Father in rain and sun,
His Cinist in the good to evil done,
Jhs Voice in thy soul ;—and the Three

are One I

"

I shut my grave Aquinas fast

;

I'he monkish gloss of ages ])ast,
The schoolman's creed aside I cast.

And my heart answered. " I^ord, I see
How Three are One, and One is Three

;Thy riddle hath been read to me !
"

Without tile wall a birch-tree sIkjws
Its drooped and La^selled head

;

\N ithin, a stag-homed sumach grows
Fern-leafed, with spikes of red.

There, sheep that graze the neighbour-
ing I'lain

Like wiiite ghosts come and go,
'I'he farm-horse drags his fetlock chain,
The cowljell thikles slow.

Lo\\- moans the river from its bed,
The distant pines rejily

;

Like mourners shrinking'from the dead,
They stand apart and sigh.

Unshaded smites the summer sun,
Unchecked the winter blast

;

The school-girl learns the place' to shun,
With glances backward cast.

For thus our fathers testified,—

_ That he might read who ran,—
The emptiness of human pride.
The nothingness of man.

They <lared not plant the grave with
flowers,

_Nor dress the funeral sod,
Where, with a love as deep as ouis,
They left their dead with CJod.

The hard and thorny path tliev kei)t

_
From beauty turned aside ;

'

Nor missed they over tho>e who slept
The grace to life denied.

Vet

THE OLD BURVIXG-CROUXD.
Oru vales are sweet with fern and rose.
Our hills are maple-crowned

;

But not from them our fathers chose
The village burying-ground.

The dreariest spot in all the land
To Death they set apart ;

With scanty grace from Nature's hand,
And none from that of Art.

I

A winding wall of mossy stone,
Frost-flun,'and broken, lines

A lonesome acre thinly grown
With grass and wan'derinfi vines.

wilding flowers woulstill the

l)low,

/riie golden leaves would fall.

The seasons come, the seasons go.
And (iod be good to all.

Above the graves the blackberry hung
In bloom and green its wreath.

And harebells swung as if they rung
The chimes of ]H;ace beneath.

Tile beauty Nature loves to share,
The gifts she hath for all.

The common ligiit, the common air,
O eicrept the graveyard's wall.

It knew the glow of eventide.
The sunrise and the noon.

And glorified and sanctified
It slept beneath the moon.
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\N ith ikwcrs m .--now-llakes for its sod
Around the soas(jns ran.

And evermore the love of God
Rebuked the fear of man.

We dwell with fears on either hand,
Within a daily strife.

And spectral jiioblems waiting staml
Before the gates of life.

The doubts we vainly seek to solve,
The truths we know, are one ;

The known and nameless siars revolve
Around the Central Sun.

And if we reap as we have sown,

^
And take the dole we deal.

The law of pain is love alnnc,
The wounding is to heal.

Unharmed from change to change we
glide.

We fall as in our dreams
;

The far-off terror at our siile

A smiling angel seems.

Secure on God's all-tender heart
Alike rest great and small

;

Why fear to lose our little part,
When lie is pledged (or all ?

O fearful heart and troubled brain !

Take hope and strength from this,—
That Nature never hints in vain

.
Nor prophesies amiss.

Her wild birds sing the same sweet
stave,

Iler lights and airs are given
.Uike to lilayground and the grave

;

And over both is Heaven.

THE PIPES AT LUCKNOW.
Pipes of the misty moorlands.
Voice of the glens and hills

;

The dronin--' of the torrents,
The treble of the rills !

Not the biaes of broom and heather.
Nor the mountains dark with rain.

Nor maiden bower, nor !)order tower,
i i.ac heard your sweetest strain I

Dear to the Lowland reaper.
And plaided mountaineer,

—

To the cottage and the castle
The Scottish pipes are dear ;

—
Sweet sounds the ancient jjibroch

O'er mountain, loch, and glade
;

But the sweetest of all music
The Pipes at Lucknow played

Day by day the Indian tiger
Louder yelled, and neaVer crcjH

;

Koiind ami round the jungle-serpent
Near and nearer circles swept.

" Pray for rescue, wives and mt-lhers,

—

^^
Pray to-day !

" the soklier said
;

"'lo-morrow, deaiii's between us
And the wrong and shame we dread.

"'

O, they listened, looked, and waited.
Till their hope became despair

;And the sobs of low bewailing
Filled the pauses of their prayer.

1 hen up si)ake a Scottish maiden,
\\ ith her ear unto the ground :

•' I )inna ye hear it ?-dinna ve hear it .'

The pipes o' Havelock sotind !

"

Hushed the wounded man his groan-
inc '

Hushed the wife her little ones
;

Alone they heartl the drum-roll
And the roar of Sepoy guns.

But to sounds of home and childhood
'i"he Highland ear was true

;

As her mother's cradle-crooning
The mountain pipes she knevv.

Like the march o/ soundless music
Through the vision of tlie seer,

.More of feeling than of hearing.
Of the heart than of the e^r.

She knew the droning pibroch.
She knew the Campbell's call :

*' Hark ! hear ye no' MacGrcgor'.-,, —
The grandest o' them all !

"

O, they listened, dumb and breathless,
And they caught the sound at last

;

Faint and far beyond the Goomtee
l\ose and fell the piper's blast

!

Then a burst of wild thanksgiving
-Mingled woman's voice and man"s

;

"(jod be praised! — the march of
Havelock !

The piping of the clans !
"

Louder, nearer, fierce as vengeance.
Sharp and shrill as swords at strife.

i
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Came the wild MacGrcgor's i Ian-call
Stinging all the air to life.

But when the far-off dust-cloud
To plaided legions grew.

Full tenderly and biilhesomely
The pipes of rescue blew !

Round the silver domes of Luckiiow

,

Moslem mosque and Tagnn shriiK'l
Breathed the air to Driions dearest,
The air of Auld Lang Syne.

O'er the cruel roil of war-drums
Rose that sweet and homelike strain

And the tartan clove the turban,
As the Goomtee cleaves the plain.

Dear to the corn-land reaper
And plaided niountameer,

—

To the cottage and the castle
The piper's song is dear.

Sweet .sounds the Gaelic jiibroch
O'er mountain, glen, and glade

;

But the sweetest of all music
The Pi^jes at Lucknow played !

MY PSALM.

I MOtruN no more my vanished years

;

Beneath a tender rain,
Vn April rain of smiles and tears,

My heart is young again.

The west-winds blow, and, singing low,
I hear the glad streams run

;

The windows of my soul I throv
Wide open to the sun.

No longer forward nor behind
I look in hope or fear

;

But, grateful, take the good I find,
The best of now aiid here.

I plough no more a desert land,
To harvest weed and tare

;

The manna dropping from God's hand
Rebukes my painful care.

I break my pilgrim staff. —I lay
Aside the toiling oar

;

The angel sought so far away
I welcome at my door.

The airs of spring may never play
Among the ripening corn,

Nor freshness of the flowers of May
Blow through the autunm morn

;

Yet shall the blue-eyed gentian look
Through fringed lids to heaven,

And iIr- pale anlvr in the brook
Shall si.'i.' its image given ;

—

The woods shall wear their robes of
])r;iise,

The south-wind softly sigh,
And sweet, imIiu days in golden haze

Melt down the amber sky.

Not less shall manly deed and word
^

Rebuke uii age of wrong ;

The graven (lowers that wreathe the
swnrd

Make not the blade less strong.

But smiting hands shall learn to heal,—
lo build as to (ieslroy

;

Nor less my heait lor others feel
That 1 the more enjoy.

All as God wills, who wisely heeds
To give or t.. wilhliold.

And knoweih more of all my needs
Than all my prayers have told !

Enough that blessings undeserved
I lave marked my erring track ; -

Ihat wheresou'cr my feet have swerved.
Mis chastening turned me back ;—

That more and more a Providence
Of love is understood,

Making the s|)rings of time and sense
Sweet with eternal good ;—

That fleafh seems l)iit a covered way
Which opens into light.

Wherein no blinded child can stray
Beyond the K.nther's sight ;

-

That care and trial seem at last,

1 In-ough Menif-ry's sunset air,
Like mountaiii-raMges overpast,

In purple distance fair;—

That all the jai ring nnics of life
Seem blending in a psalm.

And all the aiigtls o( Us strife
Slow rounding into calm.

And so the slmthjtvs fall apart,
And so the west -winds p

And all the windows of my
I open to the day.

earl
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A ni.usH as of roses
Where rose never grew !

Great drops on the hunch-grass.
But not of the lXk^w \

A tnint in the sweet air
For wild bees to shun !

A stain that shall never
Bleach out in the sun !

Back, steed of the prairies !

Sweet song-bud, fly back !

Wheel hither, bald vulture !

Gray wolf, call thy pack !

The foul human vultures
Have feasted and fled

;

The wolves of the Horder
Have crept from the dead.

From the hearths of their cabins.
The fields of their corn,

Unwarned and unweaponed,
The victims were torn,

—

By the whirlwind of murder
Swooped up and swept on

To the low, reedy fen- lands,
The Marsh of the Swan.

With a vain jjlea for mercy
No stout knee was crooked

In the mouths of the rifles

Right manly they looked.
How paled the May sunshine,
O Marais du Cygne !

On death for the strong life.

On red grass for green !

In the homes of their rearing,
Yet warm with their lives,

Ye wait the tlead only,

Poor children and wives !

Put out the red forge-fire.

The smith shall not come
;

Unyoke the brown oxen,
The ploughman lies dumb.

Wind slow from the Swan's Marsh,
O dreary death- train,

With pressed lips as bloodless
^_As lips of the slain !

Kiss down the young eyelids,
Smooth down the gray hairs

;

Let tears quench the curses
TJiat burn through your prayer^.

Strong man of the prairies,
Mourn oiitcr and wild !

\\ ail, desolate woman

!

Weep, fatherlcAs child !

But ihe grain of (iod springs up
From ashes beneath,

And tlie crown of his iiarvest
Is life out of death.

Not in vain on the dial
The .-.hade moves along.

To point the great contrasts
Of right and of wrong :

Free homes and bee altars,
Free prairie and flood,-—

The reeds of the Swan's Marsh,
Whose bloom is of blood !

On the lintels of Kansas
That blood shall not dry

j

Henceforth the Bad Angel
Shall harmless go by

;

Henceforth to the sunset.
Unchecked on her way,

Shall Liberty follow
The march of the day.

"THE ROCK" IN EL GHOR.
Dead Petra in her hill-tomb sleep,;.

Her stones of emptiness remain
;

Around her sculptured mystery sweeps,
The lonely waste of Edom's plain.

From the doomed dwellers in the cleft
The bow of vengeance turns not

back
;

Of all her myriads none are left

Along the Wady Mousa's track.

Clear in the hot Arabian day
Her arches spring, her statues climb;

Unchanged, the graven wonders pay
No tribute to the spoiler, Time ?

Unchanged the awful lithograph
Of power and glory undertrod,—

Of nations scattered like the chaff
Blown from the threshing-floor

Gofl,

-J

; J

i

Yet shall the thoughtful stranger tu.n
From Petra's gates with deeper awe

To mark afar the burial urn
Of Aaron on the cliffs of Hor r

'fl
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And where upon its ancient guard
Tliy l\i)ck, El Glior, isstantliny yet,—

Looks Irom iis turrets desertward,

And keeps tlie watch that God has
set.

The =ame as when in thunders loud
It heard the voice of God to man,—

As when it saw in fire and cloud

The anjjels walk in Israel's van 1

Or when from Ezion-Geber's way
It saw the lonj; procession tile,

And heard the Hebrew timbrels play

The music of the lordly Nile ;

Or saw the tabernacle pause
Cloud-bound, by Kadcsh Barnea's

wells,

While Moses graved the sacred laws,

And Aaron swung his golden bells.

Rock of the desert, prophet-sung !

How grew its shadowing pile al

length,

A symbol, in the Hebrew tongue,
Of God's eternal love and strength.

On lip of bard and scroll of seer.

From age to age went down the
name.

Until the Shiloh's promised year.

And Christ, the Rock of Ages, came !

The path of life we walk to-day
Is strange as that the Hebrews trod

;

We need the shadowing rock, as they,

—

We need, like them, the guides of
God.

God send his angels. Cloud and Fire,

^
To lead us o'er the desert sand !

God give our hearts their long desire.
His shadow in a weary land !

ON A PRAYER-BOOK,
WrTH ITS FRONTISPIECE, AKV SCHEFFER's
"CHRISTUS CO.NSOl.ATOR," AMERICANISED
BY THE OMISSION OK THE BLACK MAS'.

O ArySchefi-er: when beneath thine
eye

Touched with the light that cometh
' from above,

Grew the sweet picture of ilie dear
Lnitl's love,

NO dream hadst thou that Christian

hands would tear

Therefrom the token of his equal caio,

And make thy symbol of his truth .1

lie!

The pool-, dumb slave whose shackles
fall away

in his compassionate gaze, grubbed
smoothly out,

To mar no more the exercise devout
Of sleek oppression kneeling down lo

pray

Where the great oriel stains the Sabbath
day'!

Let whoso can before such praying-

books
Kneel on his velvet cushion ; I, for

one,

Would suoiier bow, a I'aiaee, to the
sun.

Or tend a prayer-wheel in Thibetan
brooks.

Or beat a drum on Vedo's temple-
floor.

No falser idol man has bowed before,

In Lillian groves or islands of the sea.

Than that which through the quaint-
carved Gothic door

Looks forth,—a Church without hu-
manity !

Patron of pride, and prejudice, and
wrong,

—

The rich man's charm and fetish of
the strong.

The Eternal Fulness meted, clipped,
and shorn.

The seamles", robe of equal mercy torn,
The dear Christ hidden fiom his kin-

dred flesh.

And, in his poor ones, crucified afresh!
Better the simple Lama scattering wide,
Where sweeps the storm Alechan's

steppes along.
His paper horses for the lost to ride,

And wearying Buddha witJi his prayers
to make

The figures living for the traveller's

sake.

Than he who hopes with cheap praise
to beguile

The ear of God, dishonouring luau the
while

;
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T//£ PALM-TREE.

Who dreams the pearl gate's hinges
rusty grown, ° '

Are moved by flattery's oil of tongue
alone

;

That in the scale Eternal Justice bears
The generous deed weighs less than

selfish prayers.
And words intoned with graceful unc-

tion move
The Eternal Goodness more than lives

of truth and love.
Alas, the Church!—The reverend

head of Jay,
Enhaloed with its saintly silvered

hair.

Adorns no more the places of her
prayer

;

And brave young Tyng, too early called
away.

Troubles the Haman of her courts
no more.

Like the just Hebrew at the Assyri-
an's door

;

And her sweet ritual, beautiful but
dead

As the dry husk from which the
grain is shed,

.

And holy hymns from which the life

devout

385

In sacred pledge of human fellow-
ship ;

And over all the songs of angels
hear,

—

Songs of the love that casteth out all
fear,

—

Songs of the Gospel of Humanity !

Lo ! in the midst, with the ?ame look
he w ore.

Healing and blessing on Genesaret's
shore.

Folding together, with the all-tender
migiit

Of his gtoat love, the dark hands and
the white.

Stands the Consoler, soothing every
pain,

Making all burdens light, and breaking
every chain.

\ \

THE PALM-TREE.

Is it the palm, the cocoa palm,
On the Indian Sea, ]jy the isles of

balm ?

Or is it a ship in ilie breezeiess calm ?

Of saints and martyrs has wellniph i xxf'"^
whose keel is of palm beneath,

gone out,
weiinigli Whose rd)s of palm have a palm-bar

Like candies dying in exhausted air ' a „.i
„ '^

^i'^/ <• i •

For Sabbath use in measured g.St^ ""^ ^ '"^'''-''" °^ 1^"''" " '^'''^ ''''''^'

are r-ound
; ! u i r ,

]

-Dianches of palm are its spars and
rails.

Fibres of palm are its woven sails.

And the rope is of palm that )dly trails.

What does the good ship bear so well?
The cocoa-nut with its stony shell,
And the milky sap of its inner cell.

What are its jars, so smooth and fine,

But hollowed nuts, filled with oil and
wine,

And the cabbage that ripens under the
Line ?

Who smokes his nargileh, cool and
calm ?

The master, whose cunning and skill
could charm

Cargo and ship from the bounteous

-'^.nd, ever while the spiritual mill
goes round,

Between the upper and the nether
stones,

Unseen, unheard, the wretc ed bond-
man groans.

And urges his vain plea, prayer-smoth-
ered, anthem-drowned

!

O heart of mine, keep patience!—
Looking forth.

As from the Mount of Vision, I be-
hold,

Pure, just, and free, the Churcli of
Christ on earth,

—

The martyr's dream, the golden ace
foretold !

^^

And found, at last, the mystic Graal I
see.

Brimmed with His blessing, pass
from lip to lip palm.

'If

2 b J !l

,i
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In the cabin he sits 011 a palm-mat

soft,

From a beaker of palm liis drink is

quaffed,

And a palm-thatch shields from the

sun alolt !

His dress is woven of palmy strands,

And he holds a palm-leaf scroll in liis

hands,

Traced with the Prophets \vi^e com-

mands !

The turban folded about his head

Was daintily wrought of the palm-leaf

braid.

And the fan that cools him of palm was

made.

Of threads of palm was the carpet spun

Whereon he kneels when the day is

done.

And the foreheads of Islam are bowed
as one !

To him the palm is a gift divine.

Wherein all uses of man combine,—
House, and raiment, and food, and

wine !

And, in the hour of his great release.

His need of the palm shall only cease

With the shroud where:n he lieth in

peace.

" Allah il Allah !
" he sings his psalm,

On the Indian Sea, by the isles of

balm ;

"Thanks to Allah who gives llie

palm !

"

THE RED RIVER VOYAGEUR.

Out and in the river is winding

The links of its ions, red chain

Through belts of dusky pine-iund

And gusty leagues -.A plain.

Only, at times, a smokf'-wreath

With the drit'ting c!oiid-rack joins,—

The smoke of the hunting-lodges

Of the wild Assiniboins !

Di'e.irily blows the north-wind

FiMrn tlie land of ice and snow;
The e)Ts tiiat look are weary,

.And li(.-;^ '• 'he hand;^ that row.

And with one foot on the water,

And one upon the shore,

The Angel ot Shadow gives warnini

That (lay shall be no more.

Is it the clang of wild-geese?

Is it the Indian's yell,

That leiiils to the voice of the north-

wnid
The tones of a far-off bell ?

The voyageur smiles as he listens

To the sound that grows apace ;

Well he knows the vesper ringing

Of the bells of St. Boniface.

The bells of the Roman Mission,

That call from their turrets twain ;

To the boatman on the river,

To the hunter on the plain !

Even so m our mortal journey

The bitter north winds l)low,

And thus upon life's Red River

Our hearts, as oarsmen, row.

And when the Angel of Shadow
Rests his feet on wave and shore.

And our eyes grow dim with watching

And our hearts faint at the oar.

Happy is he who heareth

The signal of his release

In the bells of the Holy City,

The chimes of eternal peace !

KENOZA LAKE.

As Adam did in Paradise,

To-day the primal right we claim :

Fair mirror of the v.oods and skies,

We give to thee a name.

Lake of the pickerel !—let no more
The echoes answer back, "Great

Pond,"
But sweet Kennza. fiom thy shore

And watching hdls beyond,

let Indian ghosts, if such there be

Who ply unseen their shadowy lines.

Call back the ancient name to thee,

As with the voice of pines.

The shores we trod as barefoot boys,

The nutted woods we wandered
through,
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To friendsinp, love, anri social joysWe consecrate anew.

Here shall the tender song be suntr

And wu sliall sparkle on the tongue,And mirtii shall overflow,

Harmloss as summer lightning plays
i-.iom a low, hidden cloud by niiht

.'V light to set the hills ablaze ^
l^ur not a bolt to sniitc.

In sunny South and prairied West
Are exiled hearts remembering stillAs bees their hive, as birds their^nest
1 he homes of Haverhill.

They join us in our rites to-day •

And listening, we may hear, ere-
long,

'

From inland lake and ocean bay.
Hie echot^s of our song,

Kenoza
! o'er no sweeter lake

Sliall morning break or noon-cloud
SclUj—

No fairer face than thine shall take
1 he sunset's golden veil.

Long be it ere the tide of trade

din
^^^"^ ^^'th harsh-resounding

'^^l V^\?^ I'^y
'^'^"'^^ of shade,

And lulls that fold thee in.

Still let thy woodlands hide the hareihe shy loon sound his trumpet-
note, '

Wing-weary from his fields of air,
Ihe wild-goose on thee float.

3!»7

Thy peace rebuke our feverish stir,
1 hy beauty our deforming strife •

Ihy Moods and waters minister
'

Ihe healing of their life.

And sinless Mirth, from care released,
tehold, unawcd, thy mirrored skvSnn mg as smiled on Cana's feast

'

'

1 ne Master s loving eye.

And when the summer day grows dimAnd light mists walk Thy mimTc
sea,

^ wr '"
n' '^ '''""gh^ Of HimWho walked on Galilee !

Till-; SISTERS.

A PICTURE DV IIAKKV,

1 HE shade for me, but over thee
ihe iingcrmg sunshine still

;As smiling, to the silent strean
Lomes down the singing rill,

So come to me, my little onc,-Ay years with thee I share,
And mm^lc with a sister's loveA mother's tender care.

K"t keep the smile ujmn thy lip,
•Ihe trust upon thy brow-

Since for the dear one (;.,d hath called
\\ e have an angel now.

^"shTn"^'-i !r°"'
'^" '^^'''^ of heaven

Shall stul her ear incline
;Nor need ,ve fear her human love

Is less for love divine.

The songs are sweet they sing beneothihe trees of Hfe so fair,

ShnTrfu
"'"

V^."
^°"?« of heaven

Shall be her children^ prayer.

Then darling, rest upon my breast,
,,.f^"d teach my heart to lean
With thy sweet trust upon the arm

\Vhich folds us both unseen !

THE PREACHER.
Its wmdows flashing to the sky,

Beneath a thousand roofs of brown,far down the vale, my friend and I
Beheld he old and quiet town

;The ghostly sails that out at sea
Flapped their white wings of mystery •

The beaches glimmering in the sun, '

And the low wooded capes that run
liUo tlie sea-mist north and south

;The sand. bluffs at the river's mouth •

he swingmg chain. bridge, and, afar
1 he foam-hne of the harbour-bar. '

Over the woods and meadow-Iand.sA crimson-tmted shadow lay
Of clouds through which the setting

Flung a slant glory far a«ay.
it glitteied on the wet sea-.ands,

It flamed upon the city's panes

I
• r

. 'A
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SmotL the white sails of ships that

wore

Out waul oi in, and glided o'.

The steeples with their veering vanes

!

Awhile my friend with rapid search

O erran the landscape. "Yonder
spire

Over gray roofs, a shaft of fire ;

What IS It, pray?"— "The Whitcfield

Church !

Walled about i)y its basement stones,

There rest the marvellous jirophel's

bones.'

Then as our homi.'ward way wc walked,

Of the great preacher's life we talked ;

And through the mystery of our theme
The outward glory seemed to stream,

And Nature's self inter]Meted

The doubtful record of the dead ;

And every level beam that smote

The sails upon the dark afloat

A symbol of the light became
Which touched the shadows of our

blame
With tongues of Pentecostal flame.

Over the roofs of the pioneers

Gathers the moss of a hundred years ;

On man and liis works has passed the

change
Which needs must be in a century's

range.

The land lies open and warm in the sun,

Anvils clamour and mill-wheels run,

—

Flocks on the hillsides, herds on the

plam.

The wilderness gladdened with fruit

and grain !

But the living faith of the settlers old

A dead profession their children hold
;

To the lust of office and greed of trade

A stepping-stone is the altar made.
The Church, to place and power the

door,

Rebukes the sin of the world no more
Nor sees its Lord in the homeless poor.

Everywhere is the grasping hand,
And eager adding of land to land

;

And earth, which seemed to the fathers

meant
But ds a piL'rim's wayside tent,

—

A nightly shelter to fold away
When the Lord should call at the break

of day,

—

Solid and steadfast seems to be,

And Time has forgotten Eternity !

But fresh and green from the rotting

roots

Of primal forests the young growth
shoots ;

From the death of the old the new pro-

ceeds,

And the life of truth from the rot of

creeds :

On the ladder of (iod, which upward
leads.

The steps of progress are humatv

needs.

For his judgments still are a mighty
deep,

Antl the eyes of his providence never

slee])

:

When the night is darkest he gives the

morn ;

When the famine is sorest, the wine

and corn !

In the churcli of the wilderness Ed-

wards wrought,

.Shaping his creed at the forge of

thought

;

And with Thor's own hammer welded

and bent

The iron links cl"his argument,

Which strove to grasp in its mighty
span

The purpose of God and the fate of

man !

Vet faitliful still, in his daily round

To the weak, and the poor, and sin-sick

found,

The schoolman's lore and the casuist's

art

Drew warmth and life from his fervent

heart.

Had he not seen in the solitudes

i Of his deep and dark Northampton
woods

A vision of love about him fall?

Not the blinding splendour which fell

on Saul,

But the tenderer glory that rests on
them

Who walk in the New Jerusalem,
Wheie never the sun nor moon are

known.
But the Lord and his love are the light

alone

!
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ad the fate of

that rests on

e are the light

And watching the sweet, still counten
ance

Of the wife of his bosom rapt in tranceHad he not treasured each llroken wo,dJf he mystical wonder seen and heard-And loved the bautiful dreamer m.!'That thus to the desert of earth she
bore

Cl«ste,-s of Eshcol from Canaan's shore?As the barley -winnuwer, holding with

Aloft in waiting his chaff and ^rain,
Joyhd ly welcomes the far-offll^eezJ
houndtng the pine-tree's .slender keys,bo he who hac waned long to hear

When l c'^^"
";" ^'''' "f ^''''" heardWhen the feet of angels the myrtles

stn-red.

Felt the answer of prayer, at last,As over h.s church the afflatus passed,Breakmg .ts sleep as breezes breaklo sun-bright ripples a stagnant lake.

At first a tremour of silent fear.

I
he creep of the flesh at dan-er nearA vague foreboding and discontent, '

Over the hearts of the people went.
All nature warned in sounds and signs-The w,nd m the tops of the forest pinesIn the name of the Highest called to

prayer,
As the muezzin calls from the minaret

stair.

Through ceiled chambers of secret sin

A lih?"'^
'Strong the light shone in

;

Martled the man of title-deeds
;

*Took"^
^"""'^ °'" '^^ ^"''Jdling

The dust of years from tlie Holy Book •

And the psalms of David, foV«en

Took the place of the scoffer's song.

3^y

The impulse spread like the outward
course

Of waters moved by a central force -

Ihe tide of spiritual life rolled down
t-rom mland mountains to seaboard

town.

Prepared and ready the altar stands
Waiting the Prophet's outstretched

hands

And prayer availing, to downward call
I ne tieiy answer in view of all
llearts are like wax in the furnace, w'l.o
^liall mould, and shape, and cast them

anew ?

Lo! by the Merrimack WiiiTEKitLD
stands

In the temple that never was made by
hands,— '

Curtains of azure, and crystal wallAnd dome of the sunshine over all '—A homeless pilgrim, with dubious namehlown about on the winds of fame -

>*ow as an angel of blessing classed.
And now as a mad enthusiast. *
tailed in his youth to sound and gauceThe moral lapse of his race and a^e
And, sharp as truth, the contrast draw
Ul human frailty and perfect law •

Possessed by the one dread thought
that lent

*"

Its goad to his fiery temperament.
Up and down the world he wentA John the Baptist crying.-Repent

!

No perfect whole can our nature make;Here or there the circle will break
;

1 he orb of life as it takes the lightOn one side leaves the other in night
iNever was saint so good and great
As to give no chance at St. Peter's gatetor the plea of the Devil's advocate.
So, incomplete by his being's law,
i he marvellous preacher had his flaw -

With step unequ.il, and lame with
faults.

His shade on the path of History halts.

Wisely and well said the Eastern bard -

i'ear is easy, but love is hard,—
'

Easy to glow with the Santon's rage
And walk on the Meccan pilgrimage-
Hut he IS greatest and best who can
Worship Allah by loving man.

whom, in the painful
Thus he, — to

stress

Of zeal on fire from its own excess
fleaven seemed so vast and earth so

small
That man was nothing since God was

all,

—

Forgot as the best at times have done,
Ihat the love of the Lord and of man

are one.

i '

i
. II
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Little to him wiiose feet unsluvl

Tiic tiioniy path of the ilcscit tiotl,

Carelcs.s of piiiii, so it led to CJuii,

Seemed the hunL;cr-i)ang and the poor

man's wr(jng,

The weak ones trodden beneath tin-

strong.

Should the worm be chooser ?— the

clay withstand

The shajjing will of the potter's hand ?

In the Indian fable Arjoon hears

The scorn of a j^otl reljiike his fears :

" Spare thy pity I
" Krishna saith ;

"Not in thy sword is the power of

death !

All is ilhl^,ion,—loss but seei^is ;

Pleasure and pain are only dreams ;

Who deems he slayelh doth not kill

;

Who counts as slain is living still.

Strike, nor fear thy blow is crime ;

Nothing dies but the cheats of time ;

Slain or slayer, small the odds
To each, immortal as Indra's gods !

"

So by Savannah's hanks of shade,

The stones of his mission the preacher

laid

On the heart of the negro crushed and
rent,

And made of his blood the wall's ce-

ment ;

Bade the slave-ship speed from coast to

coast

Fanned by the wings of the Holy
Ghost

;

And begged, for the love of Christ, the

gold

Coined from the hearts in its groaning
hold.

What could it matter, more or less

Of stripes, and hunger, and weariness?

Living or dying, bond or free.

What was time to eternity ?

Alas preacher's cherished

are now but

for the

schemes !

Mission and church
dreams

;

Nor prayer nor fasting availed the plan

To honour God through the wrong of

man.
01 all bis labours no trace remains

Save the bondman lifting his hands in

chains.

The woof he wove in the righteous

warp
Of freedom-lovmg Oglethorpe,

Clothe^ with curses the goodly land.

Changes its gretnu.'Sb and bloom to

sand ;

And a century's lajise reveals once

more
The slave-ship stealing to Georgia's

shore.

Father of Light I how blind is he

Who sprinkles the altar he rears to

Thee
With the blooil and tears of humanity .'

He erred : Shall we count his gifts as

naugiit ?

Was the work of God in him un-

wrought ?

The servant .may through his deafness

err,

And blind may be God's messenger

;

Hut the errand is sure they go upon
The word is spoken, the dt •

. i.-, done.

Was the Hebrew temple less fair and
good

That Solomon bowed to gods of wood ?

For his tempted heart and wandering
feet.

Were the songs of David less pure and
sweet ?

So in light and shadow the preacher

went,

God's erring and human instrument

;

And the hearts of the people w here he

passed

Swayed as the reeds sway in the blast,

Under the spell of a voice which took

In its compass the How of Siloa's brook.

And the mystical chime of the bells of

gold

On the ephod's hem of the priest of

old,—
Now the roll of thunder, and now the

awe
Of the trumpet heard in the Mount of

Law.

A solemn fear on the listening crowd
Pell like the shadow of a cloud.

The sailor reeling from out the ships

Whose masts stood thick in the river-

slips

Felt the jest and the curse die on his

lips.
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Listened the fisherman rude and tiaid,

The calker rough from the builder's
yard,

The man of ilic market left his load,
'I'he teamster leaned on his bending

goad,
The maiden, and youth beside her, felt

Their h-jarts in a closer union melt.
And saw Uu- (lower-, ot their love in

bloom
Down the endless vistas of life to

coine.

Old age sat feebly i)rushing away
From his ears the scanty locks of i.'iay

;

.And careless boyhood, living the lice
Unconscious life of !)ii(l ami tree,

Suddenly awakenetl to a sense
Of sin and its guilty consLquence.
It was as if an angel's voice
Called the listeners u[) for ilair imal

choice
;

As if a strong hand rent apart
The veils of .sense fiv.m soul and heart,
Showing in light inutlahlc

The joys of heaven and woes of hell !

AH about in the misty air

The hills seemed kneeling in silent

prayer

;

The rustle of leaves, the moaning sedge
The water's lap on its gravelled edge.
The wailing pines, and, far and faint.

The wood-dove's note of sad com-
plaint,—

To the solemn voice of the preacher
lent

An undertone as of low lamen'
And the rote of the sea from us sandy

coast,

On the easterly wind, now heard, now
lost,

Seemed the murmurous sound of the
judgment host.

ng coat

lealliern girdle

And Celtic Tennaiit, his

bouml
Lil-e a monk's will

round.

Wild witii the toss of unshoin haii,
And wrini^ing of hands, and eyes

aglare

to

Yet wise men doubted, and good men
wept,

As that storm of passion above them
swept.

And, cometdike, adding flame to flame,
The priests of the new Evangel came,

—

Davenport, flashing upon the crowd.
Charged like summer's electric cloud,
Now holding the listener still as death
With terrible warnings under breath.
Now shouting for joy, as if he viewed
The vision of Heaven's beatitude !

(Groaning under the world's liespair !

Grave pastors, grieving their flocks
lose,

l'ro|ihcsicd to the empty pews
That gourds would wither, and mush-

rooms die,

.And noisiest fountains run soonest dry.
Like the spring tiial gushed in New-

Imiy Street,

Under the tramp of the cartlKpiake's
feet,

\ silver shaft in the air and light,
For a single day, then lost in "night,

Leaving only, its place to tell,

Sandy fissure and sulphurous smell.
With zeal wing clipjied and white-heat

cool.

Moved by the spirit in grooves of lule.

No longer harried, aiid cropi)ed, and

j

fleeced,

!

Flogged by sheriff and cursed by priest,
' Hut hy wiser counsels left at ease
To settle quietly on his lees,

And, self-concentred, to count as done
The work which his fathers scarce be-

gun,
In silent protest of letting alone.

The Quaker kept t!ie way of his

own,

—

.\ non-conductor among the wires,

With coat of asbestos proof to fires.

And quite unable to mend his ))ace

To catch the falling manna of grace,
He hugged the closer his little store

Of faith, and silently prayed for more.
•And va; of creed and barren ot

rite,

But holding, as in his Master's sight,

Act and thought to the inner light.

The round of his simple duties walked.
And strove to live what the others

talked.

And who shall marvel if evil went
Step by sfep with the good intent.

And with love and meekness, side by
side,

Lust of the flesh and spiritual pride ?—

1

1
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That passionate longinys and fancies

vain

Set the heart on tiru and ciazed the
brain ?

—

That over the holy oracles

'.'olly sported with cap and hells?

—

That goodly women and learned men
Marvelling toid with tongue and pen
How unwearied children chirpeil like

birds

Texts of Scriptnre and solemn words,
Like the infant seen; of the rocky glens
In the J'uy de I )ome of wild Ccvennes :

Or baby Lamas who ])ray and preach
From Tartar cradles in iJiuldha's

speech ?

In the war which Truth or Freedom
wages

With impious fraud and the wrong of
ages

Hate and n^alice and self-love mar
The notes of triumph with painful jar,

And the helping angels turn aside
Their sorrowing faces the shame to

hide.

Never on custom's oiled groves
The world to a higher level moves,
But grates and grinds with friction hard
On granite boulder and flinty shard.
The heart must bleed before it feels,

The pool be troubled before it heals
;

Ever by losses the right must gain,
Every good have its birth of pain

;

The active Virtues blush to find

The Vices wearing their badge behmd,
And Graces and Charfties feel the fire

Wherein the sins of the age expire
;

The fiend still rends as of old he rent
The tortured body from which he went.

But Time tests all. In the over-drift
And How of the Nile, with its annual

gift,

Who cares for the Hadji's relics sunk?
Who thinks of the drowned-out Coptic

monk?
The tide that loosens the temple's

stones,

And scatters the sacred ibis-bones.
Drives away from the valley-land
That Arab robber, the wandering sand,
Moistens the fields that know no rain,
Fringes the desert with belts of grain.
And bread to the sower brings again.

)

So the flood of emotion deep and
strong

Trouliied the land as it swept along,
Mut left a result nf holier lives,

Tenderer mothers and worthier wives.
The husband and father whose children

fled

And sad wife wept when his drunken
tread

Frightened jieace from his roof-tree's

shade,

And a rock of offence his hearlhstone
made,

In a strengtii that was not his own, be-
gan

To rise from the brute's to the plane
of man.

Old friends embraced, long held apart
By evil counsel and pride of heart

;

And penitence saw through misty tears.

In the bow of hope on its cloud of
fears.

The promise of Heaven's eternal
years,—

The peace of God for the world's an-
noy,

Beauty for ashes, and oil of Joy !

Under the church of Federal Street,

Under the tread of its Sabbath feet,

Walled about by its basement stones.

Lie the marvellous preacher's bones.
No saintly honours to them are shown.
No sign nor miracle have they known

;

But he who passes the ancient church
Stops in the shade of its belfry-porch.
And ponders the wonderful life of him
Who lies at rest in that charnel dim.
Long shall the traveller strain his eye
From the railroad car, as it plunges

And the vanishing town behind him
search

For the slender spire of the Whitefield
Church

;

And feel for one moment the ghosts of
trade.

And fashion, and folly, and pleasure
laid.

By the thought of that life of pure in-

tent.

That voice of warning yet eloquent.
Of one on the errands of angels sent.

And if where he laboured the flood of
sin
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Like a tide from the harbour-bar sets
in.

And over a life of time and sense
The church-spires lift their vain de-

fence,

As if to scatter liie bolt<* of God
With the points of Calvin's thunder-

rod,

—

itill, as the gem of its civic crown,
Precious i)ey(.nd the worKl's renown,
His memory hallows the ancient town '

FOR AN AUTU.MN FK.STIVAL.

TfiE Persi-in's flowery gifts, the shrine
Of huitful Ceres, charm no more;

The woven wreaths of oak and pine
Are dust along the Isthmian shore.

But beauty hath its homage still.

And nature holds us still in debt

;

And woman's grace and household
skill,

And manhood's toil, are honoured
yet.

And we, to-day„ amidst our flowers

The blessings of the summer hours,
The early and the latter rain ;

393

\v eyes, the flowers bio. n,
shut our
on J

VVe nuinmir, i)ut the corn-cars iMIWe choose ilie shallow, but the sun
Iliat casts it shines jjehind us sul.

Cod gives us with nur ru ged soil
Tiie power to make it Kden-fair,

And richer Iruits to ciuwn our toil'
Than sunnner-weddcd islands bear.

Who murmurs at his lot to-day ?
Who scorns his native fruit and

bloom ?

Or sighs for dainties far away,
15eside the bounteous board of home?

Thank Heaven, instead, that Freedom's
arm

J-'^» change a rocky soil to gold,—
I hat bravo and generous lives can warmA clime with northern ices cold.

altars, wreathed with

To see our Father's hand once more
Reverse for us the plenteous horn

Of autumn, fdled and running o'er
With fruit, and flower, and golden

corn !

Once more the liberal year laughs out
Oer richer stores than gems or

gold

;

Once more with harvest-song and shout
Is Nature's bloodless triumph told.

Our common mother rests and sings,
Like Ruth, among her garnered

sheaves

;

Her lap is full of goodly things,
Her brow is bright with autumn

leaves.

favours every year made new !

O gifts with rain and sunshine sent

!

1 he bounty overruns our due.
The fulness shames our discontent.

And let these

flowers

And piled with fruits, awake again
1 hanksgivings for the golden hours,

1 he early and the latter rain !

THE SUMMONS.
My ear is full of summer sounds.
Of summer sights my languid eye •

Beyond the dusty village bounds
I loiter hi my daily rounds.
And in the nooa-time shadows lie.

I hear the wild bee wind his horn.
The bird swings on the ripened

wheat,
The long green lances of the corn
Are tilting in the winds of morn.
The locust shrills his song of heat.

them

Another sound my spirit hears,
A deeper sound that drowns

all,—
A voice of pleading choked with tears,
The call of human hopes and fears,
The Macedonian cry to Paul

!

rings, the trumpetThe storm-bell

blows

;

I know the word and countersign

;

Wherever Freedom's vanguard goes.
Where stand or fall her friends or foes,

I know the place that should be mine.

w

i' n i:
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Il'l

Shamed l)e the hands that idly fold,

And lips that woo tlie reed's aecord,
\yhen laggard Time the hour has tolled
For true with lalse and new with old
To fight the battles of the Lord !

brothers ! blest by partial Fate
With j)o\ver to match the will and

deed,
To him your summons conies too late

Who sinks beneath his armour's weight,
And has no answer but God-speed !

THE WAITING.

1 WAIT and watch : before my eyes
Methinks the night grows thin and

gray
;

I wait and watch the eastern skies
To see the golden spears uprise

Beneath the oridamme of day !

Like one whose limbs are bound in

trance

I hear the day-sounds swell and grow,
And see across the twilight glance.
Troop after troop, in swift advance.
The shinin- ones with plumes of

snow !

I know the errand of their feet,

I know what mighty work is theirs

;

I can but lift up hands unmeet.
The threshing-floors of Go I to beat,
And speed them with unworthy

prayers.

I will not dream in vain despair
The steps of progress wait for me :

The puny leverage of a hair
The planet's impulse well may spare,
A drop of dew the tided sea.

The loss, if loss ther- be, is mine,

^
And yet not mine if understood

;

For one shall grasp and one resign.
One drink life's rue, and one its wine,
And God shall make the balance

good.

O power to do ! O baffled will

!

O prayer and action ' ye are one
Who may not strive, may yet fulfil

The harder task of standing still.

And good but wished with God is

done !

MOUNTAIN PICTURES.

I.

FRANCOMA FROM THE PEMIGEWASSET.

O.NCE more, O Mountains of the North,
unveil

Your brows, and lay your cloudy
mantles by !

And once more, ere the eyes that seek
ye fail,

Uplift against the blue walls of the
sky

Your mighty shapes, and let the sun-
shine weave

Its golden net-work in your belting
woods,

Smile down in rainbows from your
falling floods,

And on your kingly brows at morn and
eve

Set crowns of fire ! So shall my soul
receive

Haply the secret of your calm and
strength,

^'our unfoigotten beauty interfuse
My common life, your glorious shapes

and hues
And sun-drojjped splendours at my

bidding come.
Loom vast through dreams, and

stretch in billowy length
From the sea-level of my lowland

home

!

They rise before me ! Last night's
thunder-gust

Roared not in vain : for where its

lightnings thrust
Their tongues of fire, the great peaks

seem so near,
Burned clean of mist, so starkly bold

and clear,

I almost iniise the wind in the pines to
hear,

The loose rock's fall, the steps of
browsing deer.

The clouds that shaitered on yon slide-
worn walls

And splintered on the rocks their
spears of rain

Have set in play a thousand waterfalls,
Making the dust and silence of the

Woods
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Glad with the laughter of the cha.in-^r \ So tu-ili^ht deepened round us^^I
' and black

silver git.un^,
; at our back

;

And on their skirts, where yet the lin-

While, in the vales below, the dry-lipped
stream.-,

Sing to the freshened meadowdands
again

^ermg day
On tlie shorn greenness of the clearino-

lay,
^°'

'''bT'is''"''''
'''' '^=^"^^-^^'^>™ that

;

The Vrmvn old farm-house like a^^^^
' bird's-nest hungThe land with hail and fire may pass

away
With its spent thunders at the break of

Like last night's clouds, and leave, as
it retreats,

With home-life sounds the desert air
was slirred :

The bleat of siiecp along the hill we
heard,

The bucket plashing in the cool, sweet
well,A 1
well,A greener earth and fairer sky be- I The paslure-bars that clattered as they

Blown crystal-clear by Freedom's
Northern wind !

IL

MONADNOCK FROM WACHUSET.

I WOULD I were a painter, for the
sake

Of a sweet jiicture, and of her who
led,

A fitting guide, with reverential
tread,

Into that mountain mystery. First a
lake

Tinted with sunset : next the wavy
lines

Of far receding hills ; and yet more
far,

Monadnock lifting from his night of
pines

His rosy forehead to the eveninc
star.

'^

Besides us, purple-zoned, Wachuset
laid

His head against the West, whose
warm light made

His aureole
; and o'er him, sharp

and clear.

Like a shaft of lightning in mid-launch-
ing stayed,

A single level cloud-line, shone upon
By the fierce glances of the sunken

sun.

Menaced the darkness with its gol-
den spear !

Dogs barked, fowls fluttered, cattle
lowed ; the gate

Of tiie barn-yard creaked beneath the
merry weight

Of sun-brown children, listening,
while they swung,

^^

The welcome sound of supper-call
to hear

;

.\nd down the shadowy lane, in
tinklings clear.

The pastoral curfew of the cow-bell
rung.

Thus soothed and pleased, our back-
ward path we took.

Praising the farmer's home. He
only spake.

Looking into the sunset o'er the lake,
Like one to whom the far-off is

most near :

•' Yes, most folks think it has a pleasant
look

;

I love it for my good old mother's
sake.

Who lived and died here in the
peace of God !

"

The lesson of his words we jiondered
o'er.

As silently we turned the eastern flank
Of the mountain, where its shadow-

deepest sank.
Doubling the night along our rugged

road

:

°
'^

.

We felt that man was more than his
abode, -

The inward life than Nature's rai-
ment more

;

ji

; I =i:i

hi

11';,
111'
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396 THE CRY OF A LOST SOUL.
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And the warm sky, the sundown tinted

hill,

The forest and the lake, seemed
dwarfed and dim

Before the saintly soul, whose human
will

Meekly in the Eternal footsteps
trod,

Making her homely toil and household
ways

An earthly echo of the song of praise
Swelling from angel lips and harps

of seraphim.

h i

THE CRY OF A LOST SOUL.*'

In that black forest, where, when day
is done, '

With a snake's stillness glides the
Amazon.

Darkly from sunset to the rising sun,

A cry, as of the pained heart of the
wood.

The long, despairing moan of solitude
And darkness and the absence of all

good,

Startles the traveller, with a sound so
drear.

So full of hopeless agony and fear,

His heart stands still and listens like
his ear.

The guide, as if he heard a dead-bell
toll.

Stares, drops his oar against the gun-
wale's thole,

Crosses himself, and whispers, "A lost

soul !

"

"No, Senor, not a bird. I know it

well,

—

li IS the pained soul of some infidel
Or cursed heretic that cries from hell.

' Poor fool .' with hope still mocking
his despaii,

He wanders, skrieking on the midnight
air

Fci human pity and foi Christian

• Saints strike him dumb ! Our Holy
Mothei hath

Xo jirayer for him who, .-.inning'

death,

Hums always in the furnace of t.(;u

w rath !

"

Thus to the baptized pajjan's cruel
lie,

Lending new horror to that mournful
cry.

The voyager listens, making no reply.

Dim burns the boat-lamp : shadows
deepen rmind,

From giant trees with snake-like creep-
ers wound,

And the black water glides without a
sound.

But in the traveller's heart a secret
sense

Of nature plastic to lienign intents,
And an eternal good in Providence,

Lifts to the starry calm of heaven his
eyes;

And lo ! rebuking nil earth's ominous
cries,

The Cross of pardon lights the tropic
skies I

"Father of all !" he urges his sirong
plea,

'*Thou lovest all ! thy erring child may
be

Lost to himself, but never lost to Thee !

"AH souls are Thine; the wings of
morning iiear

None from that Presence which is

everywhere,
Nor hell itself can hide, for Thou Art

there.

" Through sins of sense, perversities of
will,

Through doubt and pain, through guilt
and shame and ill,

Thy pitying eye Ihoii Thy creature still.

"Wilt thou not make, Eternal Source
and Goal !

In thy long years, life's broken circle
whole.

And change to praise the cry of a lost
soul ?

"
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THE RIVER PATH.

No bird-song floated down the hill,

The tangled bank below was still

;

No rustle from the birchen stem.

No ripple from the water's hem.

The dusk of twilight round us grew,
We felt the falling of the dew

;

P'or, from us, ere the day was done,
The wooded hills shut out the sun.

But on the river's farther side

We saw the hill tops glorified,

—

A tender glow, exceeding fair,

A dream of day without its glare.

With us the damp, the chill, the gloom;
With them the sunset's rosy bloom

;

While dark, through willowy vistas

seen.

The river rolled in shade between.

From out the darkness where we trod.

We gazed upon those hills of God,

Whose light seemed not of moon or sun.

We spake not, but our thought was one.

We paused, as if from that bright shore
Beckoned our dear ones gone before

;

And stilled our beating hearts to hear
The voices lost to mortal ear !

Sudden our pathway turned from night

;

The hills swung open to the light

;

Through their green gates the sunshine
showed,

A long, slant splendour downward
flowed.

Down glade and glen and bank it rolled

;

It bridged the shaded stream with gold

;

And, borne on piers of mist, allied

The shadowy with the sunlit side !

" So," prayed we, " when our feet draw
near

The river dark, with mortal fear,

•'And the night cometh chill with dew,
P Father ! let thv light break through!

" So let the hills of doubt divide.

So bridge with faith the sunless tide

!

" So let the eyes that fail on earth
On thy eternal hills look forth ;

" And in thy beckoning angels know
The dear ones whom we loved below !

"

THE ETERNAL GOODNESS.

FRIENDS I with whom my feet have
tiod

The quiet aisles of prayer,
Glad witness to your zeal for God
And love of man I bear.

1 trace your lines of argument

;

Your logic linked and strong,

I weigh as one who dreads dissent,
And fears a doubt as wrong.

But still my human hands are weak
To hold your iron creeds

;

Against the words ye bid me speak
My heart within me pleads.

Who fathoms the Eternal Thought ?

Who talks of scheme and plan ?

The Lord is God ! He needeth not
The poor device of man.

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground
Ye tread with boldness shod

;

I dare not fix with mete and bound
The love and power of God.

Ye praise His justice ; even such
His pitying love I deem :

Ye seek a king ; I fain would touch
The robe that hath no seam.

Ye see the curse which overbroods
A world of pain and loss ;

I hear our Lord's beatitudes

And prayer upon the cross.

More than your schoolmen teach, within
Myself, alas ! I know

;

Too dark ye cannot paint the sin.

Too small the merit show.

I bow my forehead to the dust,

I veil mine eyes for shame.
And urge, in trembling self-distrust

A prayer without a claim.

!' I

I-;

%
%
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OUR MASTER.

fli-i

if

I see the wrong ihat iouIkI me lies,

I feel the guilt within
;

I hear, with groan and tiavail-cries,
The world confess its sin.

Yet, in the maddening maze of things,
/. nd tossed by storm and flood

,

To one fixed stake my spirit clings
;

I know that God is' good !

Not mine to look where cherubim
And seraphs may not see,

But nothing can he good in Him
Which evil is in me.

The wrong that pains my soul below
I dare not throne above ;

I know not of His hate,— I know
His goodness and His love.

I Jimly guess from blessings known
Of greater out of sight,

.\nd, with the chastened Psalmist, own
Hi;; judgments too are right.

T long for household voices gone,
For vanished smiles I long.

Hut God iiath led my dear ones on,
Af.vi. He can do no wrong.

1 know not what the future hath
Of marvel or sur]->rise.

Assured alone that life and death
His mercy underlies.

And if my heart and flesh are weak
To bear an untried pain,

The bruised reed He will not break,
But strengthen r\nd sustain.

Xo offering of my own I have,
Nor works my faith to prove

;

I can but give the gifts He gave,
And plead His love for love.

And so besidf the Silent Sea
I wait the muffled oar

;No harm from Him can come to me
On ocean or on shore.

I know not wh-ire His islands lift

Their fronded palms in air;
I only know I cannot drift
Beyond His love and care.

O brothers ' if my faith is vain,
If hopes like these betray,

j

Pray for me that my feet may gain
The sure and safer way.

And Thou, O Lord ! by whom are seen

^
Thy creatures as they be,

Fcrgive me if too close I lean
•My human heart on Thee !

OUR MASTER.
Immortal Love, for ever full,

For ever flowing free.

For ever shared, for ever whole,
A never-ebbing sea !

Our outward lips confess the name
All other names above

;

Love only knoweth whence it cam.e,
And comprehendeth love.

Blow, winds of God, awake and blow
The mists of earth away !

Shine out, O Light Divine, and show
How wide and far we stray !

Hush every lip, close every book.
The strife of tongues forbear

;Why forward reach, or backward look,
tor love that clasps like air?

We may not climb the heavenly steeps
7b bring the Lord Christ down :

In vain we search the lowest deeps,
For him no depths can drown.

Nor holy bread, nor blood of grape,
The lineaments restore

Of him we know in outward shape
And in the flesh no more.

He Cometh not a king to reign
;

The world's long hope is dim
;

Tlie weary centuries watch in vain
The clouds of heaven for him.

Death comes, life goes ; the asking eye
^
And ear are answerless

;

The grave is dumb, the hollow sky
Is sad with silentness.

The letter fails, and systems fall,

Anrl every symbol wanes
;

The Spirit over-brooding all

Eternal Love remains.

.'Vnd not for sifns in heaven above
Or enrih below they look,

(

(

1

1

V



OUR MASTER.
2et may gain
vay.

by whom are seen
;y })e,

; I lean

Thee !

TER.

ver full,

er whole,

ss the name
/e;

ence it came,
love.

vakc and blow
vay !

ine, and show
3 stray

!

'ery book,
forbear

;

backward look,
ike air?

leavenly steeps
irist down :

west deeps,
n drown.

od of grape,

vard shape
ore.

I reign
;

: is dim
;

ch in vain
For him.

the asking eye

lollow sky

ms fall,

es;

all

en above
ok,

Who know with John his smile
love,

With Peter his rebuke.

In joy of inward peace, or sense
Of sorrow over sin,

He is his own best evidence,
His witness is wiihin.

No fable old, nor mythic lore,
Nor dream of bards anti spJis

No dead fact stranded on the sli'ore
Of the oblivious years ;

But warm, sweet, tender, even yetA present help is lie
;

And faith has still its Olivet
And love its Galilee.

The healing of his seamless dress
is l)y our beds of pain

;We touch him in life's throng and press.
And we are whole again.

Through him the ".rst fond pravcrs are
said

Our lips of childhood frame,
The last low whispers of our dead
Are burdened with his name.

Lord and Mast-er of us all !

Whate'er our name Ci sign,
We own thy sway, we hear thy call,
We test our lives by thine.

rhou judgest us; thy puritv
Doth all our lusts condemn

;

The love that draws us nearer thee
Is hot with wrath to them.

Our thoughts lie open to thy sight

;

And, naked to thy glance.
Our secret sins are in\he light
Of thy pure countenance.

Thy healinq; jwins, a keen distress
Ihy tender light shines in ;

Thy sweetness is the bitterness,
Thy grace the pang of sin.

Vet, weak and blinded though we be
Thou dost our service own

;We bring our varying gifts to thee,
And thou rejectest none.

To thee our full humanity.
Its joys and pains, belong;

399

of The wrong of man to man on ihce
Inflicts a deeper wrong.

Who hates, hates thee, who loves be-
comes

Therein to thee allied
;

All sweet accords of hearts and homes
In thee are muhiplied.

Deep strike thy roots, O heavenly Vine,
Uitliin our earthly sod.

Most human and yet most divine,
'1 he flower of man and God !

O Love! O Life! Our faith and
sight

1 liy presence maketh one :

As through transfigured clouds of white
\V e trace the noon-day sun.

So, to our mortal eyes subdued,
Flesh-veiled, but not concealed,

Ue know in thee the fatherhood
And heart of God revealed.

We faintly hear, we dimly see.
In differing phrase we pray

;

But. dim or clear, we own in thee
The Light, the Truth, the Way !

The homage that we render thee
Is still our Father's own

;

Nor jealous claim or rivalry
Divides the Cross and Throne.

To do thy will is more than praise,
As words are less than deeds,

And simple trust can find thy ways
I

We miss with chart of creeds.

.>o pride of self thy service hath.
No place for me and mine ;

Our human strength is weakness, death
Our life, apart from thine.

Apart from thee all gain is loss,

^
All labour vainly done

;

The solemn shadow of thv Cross
Is better tlirui the sun.

'

Alone, O Love ineffable !

Thy saving name is given
;

To turn aside from thcc is hell.
To walk with thee is heaven !

How vain, secure in all thou art.
Our noisy championship !-„

ill
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The bighing of the contrite heart
Is more than flattering lij).

Not thine the bigot's partial plea,
Nor thine the zealot's ban :

Thou well canst spare a love of thee
Which ends in hate of man.

Our

REVISITED.

our Brother, and ourFriend,

Lord,
What may thy service be ?—

Nor name, nor form, nor ritual word,
But simply following thee.

We bring no ghastly holocaust,
We pile no graven stone

;He serves the best who loveth most
His brothers and thy own.

Thy litanies, sweet offices

Of love and gratitude
;

Thy sacramental liturgies.

The joy of doing good.

In vain shall waves of incense drift
The vaulted nave around,

In vain the minster turret lift

Its brazen weights of sound.

ring thy ChristmasThe heart must
bells.

Thy inward altars raise
;

Its faith and hope thy canticles.
And its obedience praise !

THE VANISHERS.

Sweetest of all childlike dreams
In the simple Indian lore

Still to me the legend seems
Of the shapes who flit before.

Flitting, passing, seen and gone,
Nevej reached nor found at rest,

Baffling search, but beckoning on
To the Sunset of the Blest.

From the clefts of mountain rocks,
Through the dark of lowland firs,

I'lash the eyes and flow the locks
Of the mystic Vanishers !

And the fisher in his skifT,

And the hunter on the moss.
Heat their call from :ape and clifT,

bee tneir hands the birch-leaves toss.

Wistful, longing, through the green.
Twilight of the clustered pines,

In their faces rarely seen
Beauty more than mortal shines.

Fringed with gold their mantles flow
On the slopes of westering knolls

;

In the wind they whisper low
Of the Sunset Land of Souls.

Doubt who may, O friend of mine !

Thou and I have seen them too
;On before with beck and sign

Still they glide, and we pursue.

More than clouds of purple trail
In the gold of setting day

;

More than gleams of wing or sail
Beckon from the sea-mist gray.

Glimpses of immortal youth.
Gleams and glories seen and flown.

Far-heard voices sweet with truth,
Airs from viewless Eden blown,'—

Beauty that eludes our grasp.
Sweetness that transcends our taste,

Loving hands we may not clasp.
Shining feet that mock our haste,—

Gentle eyes we closed below,
Tender voices heard once more.

Smile and call us, as they go
On and onward, still before.

Guided thus, O friend of mine !

Let. us walk our little way.
Knowing by each beckoning sign
That we are not quite astray.

Chase we still, with baflltd feet.
Smiling eye and waving hand.

Sought and seeker soon shall meet,
Lost and found, in Sunset Land !

REVISITED.

READ AT THE " LAURELS," ON THE MERW-
MACK, 6th month, 1865.

The roll of drums and the bugle's wail-
ing

Vex the air of our vales no more ;The spear is beaten to hooks ofpruning
The share is the sword the soldit'-

wore

!
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S.ng soft, sing low, our lowland river

SnJ^l 'i''^
banks of laurel bloon'

'

Softly and sweet, as the hour besee ethSing us the songs of peace and home.'

Let all the tenderer voices of nature
.

Temper the triumph and chasten
mirth,

full ofthe infinite love and pity

hS. ""*^'- ^"^ "-'--d

^"'
'°as"i^

^^"^ ^'"'" "' '''""^y '"^

Lef"thJ'^if-n^'
°.^J°y.f«'- mourning lontr,Let thy bills give thanks, and all thy

waters '

Break into jubilant waves of .song

Bring us the airs of hills and forest.s,rhe sweet aroma of l,irch and pine

WVl! '
'""'i

°^ '^' "orth-wind, hden

Bring us the purple ofmountain sunsetsShadows of clouds that rake the Mh
' ^SoTvr °' ''' '''-^^^'

'^^%mT"'
^""^ "PP'e of Campton

Slaves of fancy, through ail thy miles

AnT W-"^-^^>''
°^ Pemigewasset, 'And Wmnipesaukee's hundred isles.

Shatter in sunshine over thy ledges

Plnf"^ l.'"v.*^y.P'""&^^ ^'O"! fall to fall •

Play with by fringes of elms, and darkenUnaer the shade ofthe mountain wall

^
Her'efn'tr"^

"f thy hillside fountains
tl ere in thy glory and strength repeat •

G.veusatasteofthyupland'-musir
Show us the dance of thy silver feet.

Into thy dutiful life of uses

Whrt'h?
V""''"

Tu-
'"'"^" '^'^ flowers

;

WUh the s^ong of birds and bloom ofmeadows

^^''ours.^"''
g'^^'Je" thy heart and

iJJngon
! bring down, O lowland river,

rile joy of the hills to the waiting
sea

;

°

7//A' comroN QUEsriou.
______ 40'

truce
;

""' ''^"" ^°''' 'h'^'i

Dance of waler and mill of grindincBoth are beauty and both art uTe^'

Type of^the Xorthland's strength and

Pride%n^hopeof our home and

^Tlnts'"ofr''"^
'" "'^^eed labour

lints of beauty and lines of grace.

Once again, O beautiful river,

thrnLr'''"^'
""'• '"''" ""'

Hither we come, as Eastern pilgrimsThrong to the Jordan's sacfedbaTks,

For though by the Master's feet un-trodden.
Though never his word lias stilledthy waves,

"^"

grave.r
'" '^'''" ^"^ ^''""^

And weU^may we own thy hint and

Of lair^r^^valleys and streams than

^^^Zf^Vh'^ "^^°^ ^••'^ <»" of waterAnd full of sap are his healing trees
'

THE COMMON QUESTION.
Behind us at our evening mealThe gray bird ate his fill,
bwung downward by a .-ingle clawAnd wiped his hooked bill. '

"VJ^^'m''' r"^' ^"^ "'"•^'^n tail.And set his head aslant.
And, in lii.s sharp, impatient way

Asked. " What does Charlie want ?"

" Fie, silly bird
!
" I answered, "tuckYour head beneath your wingAnd go to sleep; "hut o'er and o'erHe asked the selfsame thing
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'

i
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Then, smilinfj, to myi-clf I said :—
How like are men and hiids !

We all are saying what he says,

In action or in words.

The boy with whip and top and drum,
The girl with hoop and doll,

And men with lands and houses, ask
The question of Poor Poll.

However full, with something more
We fain the bag would cram

;

We sigh above our crowded nets
For fish that never swam.

No bounty of indulgent Heaven
The vague desire can stay ;

Self-love is still a Tartar mill
I^or grinding prayers alwiy.

I'he dear God hears and pities all

;

He knoweth all our wants
;

And what we blindly ask of him
His love withholds or grants.

And so I sometimes think our prayers
Might -well be merged in one

;

And nest and perch and hearth and
church

ReiJeat, "Thy will be done."

THE CLEAR VISION.

I Dip but dream. I never knew
What charms our sternest season

wore.
Was never yet the sky so blue,
Was never earth so white before.

Till now I never saw the glow
Of sunset on yon hills of snow.
And never learned the bough's designs
Of beauty in its leafless lines.

Did ever such a morning break
As that my eastern windows see ?

^id ever such a moonlight take
Weird photographs of shrub and

tree?

Rang ever bells so wild and fleet

The music of the winter street ?

Was ever yet a sound by half
So mprry as yon school- boy's laugh ?

O Earth f with gladness overfraught.
No added charm thy face hath found

;

Within my heart the change is wrought,
My footsteps make enchanted grounu.

From couch of jiain and curtained
room

Forth to thy light and air I come.
To find in all that meets my eyes
The freshness of a glad surprise.

Fair seem these winter days, and soon

j

.Shall blow the warm west winds of

I

spring

I

To set the unbound rills in tune,
! And hither urge the bluebird's wing.

j
The vales shall laugh in flowers, the

!
woods

Grow misty green with leafing buds,
And violets and wind-flowers sway
Against the throbbing heart of May.

Break forth, my lips, in praise, and
own

The wiser love severely kind
;

Since, richer for its chastening grown,
I see, whereas I once was blind.

The world, O P'ather ! hath not
wronged

With loss the life by thee prolonged
;

But still, with every added year,
More beautiful thy works appear !

As thou hast made thy world without.
Make thou more fair my world with-

in
;

Shine through its lingering clouds ol

doubt

;

Rebuke its haunting shapes of sin
;

Fill, brief or long, my granted span
Of life with love to thee and man :

Strike when thou wilt the hour of rest,

But let my last days be my best

!

2d Month, 1868.

THE MEETING.

The elder folk shook hands at last,

Down seat by seat the signal passed.
To simple ways like ours unused.
Half solemnized and half amused.
With long-drawn breath and shrug, my

guest

His sense of glad relief expressed.
Outside the hills lay warm in sun ;

The cattle in the meadow-run
Stood half-leg deeji ; a single bird
The green repose almve us stirred.
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"What part or lot have you," he said,
* In these dull rites of drowsy-head ?

Is silence wors'iip? Seek it where
It soothes with iheams the summer air
Not in this close and rude-benched

hall,

But where soft lights and shadows fall,
And all the slow, sleep-waking hours
Glide soundless over grass and flowers

!

From time and place and form apart.
Its holy ground the human heart.
Nor ritual -bound nor temp'eward
Walks the free spirit of the Lord !

Our common Master did not pen
His followers up from other men

;

His service liberty indeed,
He built no church, he framed no

creed
;

But while the saintly Pharisee
Made broader his phylactery.
As from the synagogue was seen
The dusty-sandalled Nazarene
Through ripening cornfields lead the

way
Upon the awful Sabbath day,
His sermons were the healthful talk
That shorter made the mountain walk,
His wayside texts were flowers and

birds.

Where mingled with His gracious
words

The rustle of the tamarisk-tree
And ripple-wash of Galilee.

"

And still the measure of our needs
Outgrows the cramping bounds of

creeds
;

The manna gathered yesterday
Already savours of decay

;

Doubts to the world's child-heart un-
known

Question us now from star and stone
;loo little or loo much we know.

And sight is swift and faith is slow

;

Phe power is lost to self-deceive
With shallow forms of make-believe.
Ue walk at high noon, and the bells
Call to a thousand oracles,
I'.ut the sound deafens, and the light
Is stronger than our dazzled sight

;

The letters of the sacred Book
Glimmer and swim beneath our look

;
Still struggles in the Age's breast
\\ ith deepening agony of quest
The old entreaty : 'Art thou He,
Or look we for the Christ to be ?

'

man is

Thy words are well, O friend," I said
;" Unmeasured and unlimited,

With noiseless slide of stone to stone,
The mystic Church of God has grown;
Invisible and silent stands
The temple never made with hands.
Unheard the voices still .and small
To double-tasked idolaters
Themselves their gods and worship-

pers.

No pulpit hammered by the fist
Of loud-asserting dogmatist,
Who borrows lor the hand of love
The smoking thunderbolts of Jove.
I know how well the fathers taught,
Uhat work the latter schoolmen

wrought

;

!

T reverence old-time faith and men,
|

but God is near us now as then
; \

His force of love is still unspent, '
:

His hate of sin as imminent

:

I

"God should be most where
least

;

So, where is neither church nor priest.
And never rng of form or creed
To clothe the nakedness of need,
Where farmer-folk in silence meet—
I turn my bell-unsummoned feet

;

I lay the critic's glass aside,
I tread upon my 'lettered j^ride.
And, lowest-seated, testify
To the oneness of humanity

;

I

Confess the universal want.
And share whatever Heaven may

i

grant.

He fincleth not who seeks his own,
The soul is lost that's saved alone.
Not on one favoured forehead fell
Of old the fire-tongued miracle,
But flamed o'er all the thronging host
The baptism of the Holy Ghost

;

Heart answers heart : in one desire
The blending lines of prayer aspire

;
" Where, in my name, meet two' oi

three."

Our Lord hath said, " I there will be !
"

"So sometimes comec to soul and
sense

The feeling which is evidence
That very near about us lies

The realm of spiritual mysteries.
The sphere of the supernal powers

il

m

A
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Impinges on this world of ours.

The low and dark horizon lifts,

To light the scenic tenor shifts;

The breaih of a diviner air

Blows down the answer of a prayer .

That all our sorrow, pain, and doubt
A great compassion clasps about,
And law and goodness, love and force
Are wedded fast beyond divorce.
Then duty leaves to love its task,
The beggar Self forgets to ask

;

With smde of trust and folded hands,
The passive soul in waiting stands
To feel, as flowers the sun and dew,
The One true Life its own renew.

"So to the calmly gathered thought
The innermost of truth is taught.
The mystery dimly understood.
That love of God is love of good,
And, chiefly, its divinsst trace
In Him of Nazareth's holy face

;

That to be saved is only this,

—

Salvation from our selfishness.

From more than elemental fire.

The soul's unsanctified desire,
From sin itself, and not the pain
That warns us of its chafing chain

;

That worship's deeper meaning lies

In mercy, and not sacrifice,

Not proud humilities of sense
And posturing o*" penitence.
But love's unforced obedience

;

That Book and Church and Day are
given

For man, not God,—for earth
heaven,

—

The blessed means to holiest ends.
Not masters, but benignant friends

;

That the dear Christ dwells not afar,
The king of some remoter star.

Listening, at times, with flattered ear
To homage wrung from selfish fear.
But here, amidst the poor and blind.
The ho-.uid anri sufferinp' of our kind.
In works we do, in jirayers we pray.
Life of our life, he lives to-day.''

not I

Spare nie awhile ; the flesh is weak.
These lingering feet, that fain would

stray

Among the flowers, shall some day seek
The strait and narrow way

Take off thy ever-watchful eye.
The awe of thy rebuking Irown

;

The dullest slave at times must sigh
To fling his burdens down

;

To drop his galley's straining oar,
And press, in summer warmth and

calm.

The lap of some enchanted shore
Of blossom and o*" balm.

Grudge not my life its hour of bloom,
^
My heart its taste of lone: denre

;

This day be mine : be thos'. to come
As duty shall require.

The deep voice answered to my own,
Smiting my selfish prayers away

;

"To-morrow is with God alone,
And man hath but today

"Say not, thy fond, -nm heart within
The Father's arms shall still be wide,

When from these pleasant ways of sin
'

Thou turn'st at eventide.

'"Cast thyself

saith,

THE ANSWER.

Sparf me, dread angel of reproof.
And let the sunshine weave to-day

Its gold threads ni the warp and woof
Of life so poor and gray.

down,' the temptei

'And angels shall thy feet upbear.'
He bids thee make a lie of faith,

And blasphemy of prayer.

"Though God be good and free be
Heaven,

No force divine can love compel

;

And. though the song of sins forgiven
May sound through lowest hell,

" The sweet persuasion of His voice
Respects thy sanctity of will.

He giveth day : thou hast thy choice
To walk in darkness still

;

"As one who, turning from the light,
Watches his own gray shadow fall.

Doubting, upon his path of night.
If there be day at all !

"No word of doom may shut thee out.
No wind of wrath may downward

whirl,
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No swords of fire keep watch about
The open gates of pearl

;

"A tenderer light than moon or sun.
Than song of earth a sweeter hymn,

.Vlay shine and sound for ever on.
And thou be deaf and dim.

" For ever round the Mercy-seat
The guiding ligius of Love shall

burn
;

But what if, habit-bound, thy feet
Shall lack the will to turn ?

" What if thine eye refuse to see,
Thme ear of Heaven's free welcome

fail.

And thou a willing captive be,
Thyself thy own dark jail .'

" O doom beyond the saddest guess,
I

As the long years of Ciod unroll
To m^ke thy dreary selfishness
The prison of a soul

!

'To doubt the love that fain would
brealc

The feUers from thy self-bound limb;
And dream that God can tiiee forsake
As thou forsakest him !

"

FREEDOM IN BRAZIL.

With dearer light. Cross of the South,
shine forth

In blue Brazilian skies
;

And thou, O river, cleaving half the
earth

^
From sunset to sunrise,

From the great mountains to the At-
lantic waves

I

Thy joy's long anthem pour.
i

Yet a few days (God make them less !)

and slaves I

Shall shame thy pride no more.
No fettered feet thy shaded margins

press

;

But all men shall walk free
Where thou, the highpriest of the wil-

derness.

Hast wedded sea to sea.

Son of the South,
Lift up thy honoured head,

Wear unasiiamed a crown by thy desert
More than by birth thy own.

Careless of watch and ward ; thou art
begirt

^
By grateful hearts alone.

The moated wall and battle-ship may

But safe shall justice prove
;

Stronger than greaves of brass or iron
mail

The panoply of love.

Crowned doubly by man's blessing and
(iod's grace,

Thy future is secure
;

Who frees a people makes his statue's
place

In Time's Valhalla sure.
Lo! from his Neva's banks the Scy-

thian Czar
Stretches to thee his hand

Who, with the pencil of the Northern
star.

Wrote freedom on his land.
And he whose grave is holy by our calm
And prairied .San^L,'am(jn,

From his gaunt hand shall drop the
martyr's palm

To greet thee with " Well done !
"

And thou, ^-reat-hearted ruler, through
whose mouth

The word of God is said.
Once more, " Let there be light ! "—

And thou, O Earth, with smdes thy
face make sweet,

And let thy wail be stilled,
To hear the Muse of prophecy repeat
Her promise half fulfdled.

The Voice that spake at Nazareth
speaks still,

No sound thereof hath died
;

Alike thy hope and Heaven's eternal
will

Shall yet be satisfied.
'l"he years are slow, the vision tarrieth

long.

And far the end may be
;

But, one by one, the fiends of ancient
wrong

Go out and leave thee free.

blVINE COMPASSION.

Long since, a dream of heaven I had,
And still the vision haunts me oft

;

'

I see the saints in white robes ciad.

%

I
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The martyrs with their palms aloft
;

But hearing still in iiiiildic song,
The ceaseless disnouanee of wrong

;

And shrinking, wiiii liiJ laces, from
the sti.iin

Of sad, heseeciiiiig eyes, full of remorse
and |nuii.

The glad song falters to a wail.

The iiarping sinks to low lament

;

Hefore the still ui)lifted veil

I see the crowned foreheads bent,
-Making more sweet the heavenly air,

With breathings of iinsellish piayer ;

And a Voice sailli : "O I'iiy which is

pain,

O Love that weeps, fdl up my suffer-

ings which remain

!

" Shall souls redeemed by me refuse
To share my sorrow in their turn ?

Or, sin forgiven, my gift abuse
Of peace with selfish unconcern ?

Has saintly ease no pitying care ?

Has faith no work, and love no
prayer ?

While sin remains, and souls in dark-
ness dwell,

Can heaven itself be heaven, and look
unmoved on hell "

the Gates of Pain, IThen through
dream,

A wind of heaven blows coolly in
;

Fainter the awful discords seem.
The smoke of torment grow.-, more

thin,

Tears quench the burning soil, and
thence

Spring sweet, pale flowers of peni-
tence

;

And through the dreary realm of man's
despair.

Star-crowned an angel walks, and lo

!

God's hope is there !

Is it a dream ? Is heaven so high
That pity cannot breathe its air?

Its happy eyes for ever dry.
Its holy lips without a prayer?

My God ! my God ! if thither led
By thy free grace unmerited,

No crown nor palra be iiiL::-, hut let

me keep
A heart that still can fee and eyes

that still can weep.

LINES ON A FLY-LEAF.

I NEKD not ask thee, for my s- c
To read a book which well may make
lis way by native force of wit
Without my manual si;;n to it.

Its piquant writer needs from me
No gravely ma-,cidine guaranty.
And well might laugh her merriest

laugh
At broken spears in hnr l)ehalf

;

Yet, spite of all the critics tell,

I frankly own I like her well.
It may l;e that she wields a pen
'loo shar])ly nibl)rd lor thin-skinned

men,
That her keen nirows search and try
The armour joints (jf dignity.

Anil, thout^h alone for error meant,
Sing through the air irreverent,

I blame her r.ot, (he young athlete
Who i^lants her woman's tiny feet,

And dares the chances of debate
Where bearded men might hesitate,
Who, deeply earnest, seeing well
The ludicrous and laughable
Mingling in elo(|uent excess
Her anger and her tenderness.
And, chiding with a half-caress,

Strives, less lor her own sex than
ours,

With princi|)aliiies and powers,
And points u-. upward to the clear
Sunned heights of her new atmosphere.

Heaven mend her fault- !— I will not
pause

1
To weigh and doubt and peck at flaw.s,

! Or waste my pity when some fool
I'rovokes her measureless ridicule.

Strong-minded is she ? Better so
Than dulness set for sale or show,
A household folly, capped and belled
In fashion's dance of puppets held,
Or poor pretence of womanhood.
Whose foiTnnl, flavourless platitude
Is warranted Irom all offence
Of robust nuining's violence.
Give me the wine of thought whose

bead
Sparkles along the page I read.
Eicctrie uurds in which I find
The tonic of the northwest wind,—
The wisdom which itself allies
'I "0 sweet and pure humanities.

I
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Where scorn of mt.iiiicss, hale of
wroiiy,

Are underhiul jjy luve as stronj,'

;

The genial play ol nurtli tii:it \v;^\\U

Grave tiiemes of tlimiglit, as, when on
nights

Of summer-time, the harmless blaze
Uf thunderless lieat-lightning plays,

And tree and iiill-top lestiiig dim
Anil doulitlul on the sky's vague rim,
Touclied by that soli and lambent

gleam,
Start sharply outlined from their dream.

Talk not to me of woman's sphen-,
Nor point with Scripture texts a sneer,
N'or wrong the manliest saint of all

Hy tluubt, if he were here, that Paul
Would own the heroines who have

lent

Grace to truth's stern arbitrament,
'"oregone the praise to woman sweet,
\ml cast their crowns at Duty's feet :

Like her, who i)y her strong Ajipeal
Made Fashion weep and Mammon feel,

Who, earliest summoned to withstand
The colour-madness of the land,
Counted her lifelong losses gain,
And made her own her sisters' jiniii ;

(Jr her who, in her greenwood sluuie,

Heard the sharp call that Freedom
made.

And, answering, struck from Sappho's
lyre

Of love the Tyrtoean carmen's fire :

Or that young girl,— Domremy's maid
Revived a nobler can to aid,

—

Shaking from warning fmLjer-tips

The doom of her apocalypse
;

Or her, who world-wide entrance gave
To the log-cal)in o( the slave,

Made all his want nnd sorrow known,
And all earth's languages his own.

IN SCHOOL-DAYS.

Still sits the school-house I'v the
road,

A ragged beggar sunning;
Around it still the sumachs grow.
And blackberry vines are running.

Within, the master's desk is seen,
Dee[) scarred by raps official

;

The warping th.or, the IjiUtered seals,

The jack-knife's carved initial;

The charcoal frescos on its wall
;

Its floor's worn sill, hetiaying
Tin: w:\ that, creeping slow to school.
Went storming out lo playing !

Long years ago a winter sun
SlKJiie over it at setting

;

Lit up its western window-panes,
And low eaves' icy fretting.

It touciied the tangled golden curls,

And brown eyes full of grieving,
Of one who stdl her steps delayed
When all the school were leaving.

For near her stood the little boy
Her childish favour singled ;

His cap ])ulled low upon a face
Wlicie jiride and shame were min-

gled.

Pushing with restless feet the snow
To right and left, he lingered ;—

As restlessly her tiny hands
1 ia blue-checked apron fingered.

He saw her lift her eyes ; he felt

The soft h.-md's light caressing,
And heard the tremble of her voice,
As if a fault confessing.

" I'm sorry that I spslt the svoru :

I hate to go above you,
Because," — the brown eyes lower

fell,—

"Because, you see, I love you !

"

Still memory
That sweet

Dear girl ! th

Have fortv

n a gray-haired man
child- lace is showing,
e grasses on her grave
years been growing

!

He lives to le

How few w
Lament their

Like her,

—

arn, in life's hard school,

ho pass above him
triumph and his loss,

because they love him.

MY TRIUMPH.

The autumn-time has come ;

On woods that dream of bloom.
And over purpling vines,

The low sun fainter shines.
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The aster-flower is failing,

The hazel's gold is paling

;

Yet overhead more near
The eternal stars appear !

And present gratitude
Insures the future's good,
And for the things I see
I trust the things to be

;

That in the paths untrod,
And the long days of God,
My feet shall still be led,

My heart be comforted.

O living friends who love me !

dear ones gone above me !

Careless of other fame,
1 leave to you my name.

Hide it from idle praises,
Save it from evil phrases :

Why, when dear lips that spake it

Are dumb, should strangers wake it ?

Let the thick curtain fall

;

I better know than all

How little I have gained,
How vast the unattained.

Not by the page word -painted
Let life be banned or sainted

;

Deeper than written scroll
The colours of the soul.

Sweeter than any sung
My songs that found no tongue

;

Nobler than any fact

My wish that failed of act.

Others shall sing the song.
Others shall right the wrong,—
Finish what I begin.
And all I fail of win.

What matter, I or they ?

Mine or another's day,
So the right word be said
And life the sweeter made ?

Hail to the coming singers !

Hail to the brave light-bringers !

Forward I reach and share
All that they sing and dare.

The airs of heaven blow o'er nie •

A glory shines before me

Of what mankind shall be,

—

Pure, generous, brave, and free,

A dream of man and woman
Diviner but still human,
Solving the riddle old.

Shaping the Age of Gold !

The love of God and neighbour

;

An equal-handed labour

;

The richer life, where beauty
Walks hand in hand with duty.

Ring, bells in unreared steeples.
The joy of unborn peoples !

Sound, trumpets far off blown
Your triumph is my own !

Parcel and part of all,

I keep the festival,

Fore-reach the good to be.
And share the victory.

I feel the earth move sunward,
I join the great march onward.
And take, by faith, while living.
My freehold of thanksgiving.

THE HIVE AT GETTYSBURG.

I.v the old Hebrew myth the lion's
frame,

So terrible alive.

Bleached by the desert's sun and wind,
became

The wandering wild bees' hive
;And he who, lone and naked-handed

tore

Those jaws of death apart.
In after timt drew forth their honeyed

store

To strengthen his strong heart.

Dead seemed the legend ; but it only
slept

'

To wake beneath our sky
;

Just on the spot whence ravening
Treason crept

Back to its lair to die.
Bleeding and torn from Freedom's

mountain bounds,
A stained and shattered drum

Is now the hive where, on their flowery
rounds,

The wild bees go and come.
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Unchallenged by a ghostly sentinel,

They wander wide and far,

Along green hillsides, sown with shot
and shell,

Through vales once choked with war
The low reveille of their battle-drum

Disturbs no morning prayer
;

With deeper peace in summer noons
their hum

Fills all the drowsy air.

And Samson's riddle is our own to-day.
Of sweetness from the strong.

Of union, peace, and freedom plucked
away

From the rent jaws of wrong.
From Treason's death we draw a purer

life,

As, from the beast he slew,
A sweetness sweeter for his bitter strife

The old-time athlete drew !

THE PRAYER-SEEKER.

\long the aisle where prayer was
made

A. woman, all in black arrayed,
Close-veiled, between the kneeling

host.

With gliding motion of a ghost,
Passed to the desk, and laid thereon
A scroll which bore these words alone.

Pray for me!

Back from the place of worshipping
She glided like a guilty thing.

The rustle of her draperies stirred

By hurrying feet, alone was heard ;

While, full of awe, the preacher read,
As out into the dark she sped ;

'' Prayfor 7ne!"

Back to the night from whence she
came,

To unimagined grief or shame !

Across the threshold of that door
None knew the burden that she bore

;

Alone she left the written scroll.

The legend of a troubled soul,

—

Prayfor me,

!

Glide on, poor ghost of woe or sin !

'I'hou leav"st a common need within ;

Each bears, like rhee, some nameless
weight,

Some misery inarticulate.

Some secret sin, some shrouded dread,
Some household sorrow all unsaid.

Pray Jor us!

Pass on ! The type of all thou art.

Sad witness to the common heart I

With face in veil and seal on lip.

In mute and strange companionship,
Like thee we wander to and fro.

Dumbly imploring as we go :

Prayfor us !

Ah, pray. since he who

hath greater

who shall

pleads

Our want perchance
needs ?

Yet they who make their loss the gain
Of others shall not ask in vain,

.\nd Heaven bends low to hear the
prayer

Of love from lips of self-despair :

Prayfor us !

In vain remorse and fear and hate
Beat with bruised hands against a fate,

Whose walls of iron only move.
And open to the touch of love.

He only feels his burdens fall

Who, taught by suffering, pities all.

Prayfor us !

He prayeth best who leaves unguessed
The mystery of another's breast.

Why cheeks grow pale, why eyes o'er-

flow.

Or heads are white, thou need'st not
knew.

Enough to note by many a sign
That every heart hath needs like thine.

Prayfor us !

A SPIRITUAL MANIFESTA-
TION

AT THE PRKSIDENt's LEVEE, BROWN UNIVHR"
siTV, 29TH 6th month, 1870.

To-day the plant by Williams set

Its summer bloom discloses ;

The wilding sweet brier of his prayer
Is crowned with cultured roses.

Once more the Island States repeat
The lesson that he taught her,

ii
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And binds his pearl of chanty
Upon her brovvn-loclied daughter.

Is't fancy tliat he watches still

His Providence plantation.^?
That still the careful Founder takes
A part on these occasions ?

Methinks I see that reverend form,
Whicli all of us so well know :

lie rises up to speak ; he jogs
The presidential elbow.

;ays,
'

' you reap a"Good friends, ' he
field

I sowed in self-denial,

For toleration had its griefs

And charity its trial.

"Great grace, as saith Sir Thomas
More,

To him must needs be given
Who heareth heresy and leaves
The heretic to Heaven !

" I hear again the snuffled tones,
I see in dreary vision

Dyspeptic dreamers, spiritual bores.
And prophets with a mission.

" Each zealot thrust before my eyes
His Scripture-garbled label

;

All creeds were shouted in my ears
As with the tongues of Babel.

"Scourged at one cart-tail, each
denied

The hope of every oth«r
;

Each martyr shook his branded fist

At the conscience of his brother !

" How cleft the dreary drone of man
i'he shriller pipe of woman,

As Gorton led his saints elect.

Who held all things in common !

" Their gay robes trailed in ditcli and
swamp,

And torn by thorn and thicket.
The dancing-girls of Merry Mount
Came draggmg to my wicket

" Shrill Anabaptists, shorn of ears
;

Gray witch- wives, hobbling slowly
;

And Antinomians, free of law.
Whose -.cry sins were holy.

"Hoarse ranters, crazed Fifth Mon-
archists,

Of stripes and bondaj^'e braggarts.
Pale Chuiciimcn, with singed rubrics

snatchu'd

I'rom Tuiitanic fayots.

"And last, not least, the Quakers
came

^\ ith tongues s'iU sore from burning,
The liay Slate's du.-it from offtlieir feet

Before my threshold sinirning

;

"A. motley host, tin; T.nrd's dehris,
l'"aitli's odfU :uid end. tugellicr

;

Well might I shrink from guests with
lungs

Tough as their l)rct*chcH leather :

"If. when the hangman nt their heels
Came, rope in hand tu calch them,

1 took tiie luinteil outc.mls in,

I never sent tu Ictcli ihem,

" I fed, but spared them not a whit

;

I gave to all who walked in,
Not clams arul succotash alone,
But stronger meat of doctrine,

" I jM-oved the proplu'ls false, I pricked
The bubble of ptrfi-ciion.

And clapjied upon their inner light
The snuffers of election.

"And, looking backward on my times,
One thing, at Icitsl, I'm proud for;

I kept each sectary's di-li ajjart

And made no spiritual chowder,

'Where now the blending signs of sect
Would puz.de their assorter,

The dry-shod Quaker kept the land.
The Baptist held the water.

"A common coat now serves for both,
The hat's no more a future

;

And which w.is wet and which wasdrj',
Who knows m such a mixture?

"Well! He who fashioned Peter's
dream

To bless them all Is able
;

And bird and beast and creeping thing
Make clean upon His tabla !

" T walked by my own light ; but when
Tile ways of fnjth divided.
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Was I to force unwilling feet

To tread the path that I did ?

" I touched the garment-hem of truth,

Yet saw not all its splendour ;

I knew enough of doubt to feel

For every conscience tender.

"God left men free of choice, as when
His Eden trees were planted ;

Because they chose amiss, should I

Deny the gift He granted ?

" So, with a common sense of need,

Our common weakness feeling,

I left them with myself to God
And His all-gracious dealing !

" I kept His plan whose rain and sun

To tare and wher't rvc given ;

And if the ways t ,: i were free,

I left them fr; .. <; h- aven !

"

Take heart with us, O man of old,

Soul-freedom's brave confessor,

So love of God and man wax strong,

Let sect and creed be lesser.

The jarring discords of thy day
In ours one hymn are swelling ;

The wandering feet, the severed paths,

All seek our Father's dwelling.

And slowly learns the world the truth

That makes us all thy debtor,

—

That holy life is more than rite.

And spirit more than letter ;

That they who differ pole-wide serve

Perchance the common Master,

And other sheep He hath than they

Who gr^ze one narrow pasture !

For truth's worst foe is he who clamis

To act as God's avenger,

\nd deems, beyond his sentry-beat.

The crystal walls in danger !

\Vho sets for heresy his traps

Of verbal quirk nnd quibble,

And weeds the garden of the Lord
With Satan's borrowed dibble.

To-day our hearts like organ keys

One Master's touch are feeling ;

The branches of a common Vine

Have only leaves of healing

Co-workers, yet from varied fields,

We share tin's restful nooning;
The (Quaker with the Baptist here

litlieves in close communing.

Forgive, dear saint, the playful tone,

Too light for thy deserving ;

Tlianks lor thy generous faith in man,
Thy trust in God unswerving.

Still echo in the hearts of meia

T!ie woids that thou hast spoken ;

No forge of hell can weld again
The Jetters thou hast Iwoken.

Tiie pilgrim needs a pass no more
From Roman oi- Genevan

;

Thought- free, tm ghostly tollman keeps
Henceforth the road to Heaven !

THE PAGEANT.

A soUN'li as if from bells of silver.

Or elfin cymbals smitten clear,

Through the frost-pictured panes I

hear.

A brightness which outshines the morn-
iiig,

A splendour brooking no delay.

Beckons and tempts my feet away.

I leave the trodden village highway
For virgin snow-paths glimmering

through
A jewelled elm-tree avenue ;

Where, keen against the walls of sap-

phire.

The gleaming tree-bolls, ice-em-

bossed,

Hold up their chandeliers of frost.

I tread in Orient halls enchanted.

I dream the saga's dream ol caves

Gem-lit beneath the North Sea
waves !

I walk the land of Eldorado,

I touch its mimic garden bowers !

Its silver leaves and diamond
flowers !

The flora of the mystic mine-world

Around me lifts on crystal stems

Ti>e petals of its clustered gems !
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What miracle of weird transiorming
Is this wild work of f ?t and light,
This glimpse of glory nfinite !

This foregleam of the Holy City
Like that to him of Patmos given,
The white bride coming down
from heaven !

How flash the ranked and mail-clad
adders,

Through what sharp - glam ing
spears of reeds

The brook its muffled water leads :

Yon maple, like the bush of Horeb,
Burn.i unconsumed ; a white, cold

fire

Rays out from every grassy spire.

Each slender rush and spike of tnuliein,
Low laurel shrub and drooping

fern,

Transfigured, blaze where'er I

turn.

How yonder Ethiopian hemlock
Crowned with his glistening circlet

stands !

What jewels light his swarthy
hands

!

Here, where the forest opens south-
ward

Between its hospitable pines.
As through a door, the warm sun

shines.

The jewels loosen on the branches.
And lightly, as the soft winds

blow.
Fall, tinkling, on the ice below.

And through the clashing of their cym-
bals

I hear the old familiar fall

Of water down the rocky wall.

Where, from its wintry prison break-
ing,

In dark and silence hidden long,
The brook repeats its summer

song.

One instant flashing in the sunshine,
Keen as a sabre from its sheath,
Then lost again the ice beneath.

I hear the rabbit lightly leaping,
The foolish screaming of the jay.
The ciiopper's axe-stroke 'far
away

;

The clamour of some neighbouring
barnyard,

The lazy cock's belated crow,
Or cattle-tramp in crispy snow.

And, as in some enchanted forest
The lost knight hears his comrades

sing.

And, near at hand, their bridles
ling.

So welcome I these soumls and voices,
These airs from far-off summer

blown,
This life that leaves me not alons.

For the white glory overawes me
;

The crystal terror of the seer
Of Chehar's vision blinds me here.

Rebuke me not, O sapphire heaven !

Tliou stainless earth, lay not on me
Thy keen reproach of purity.

If, in this august presence-chamber,
I sigh for summer's leaf-green
gloom

And warm airs thick with odorous
bloom !

Let the strange frost-work sink and
crumble,

And let the loosened tree-boughs
swing,

Till all their bells of silver ring.

Shine warmly down, thou sun of noon-
time.

On this chill pageant, melt and
move

The winter's frozen heart with love.

And, soft and low, thou wind south-
blowmg,

Breathe through a veil of tenderest
haze

Thy prophecy of summer days.

Come with thy green relief of promise.
And to this dead, cold splendour

bring

The living jewels of the spring

!
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THE SINGER.
Years since (but names to me before)
Two sisters sought at eve my door ;

'

Iwo song-birds wandering from their
nest,

A gray old farm-house in the West.

How fresh of life the younger one.
Half smiles, half tears, like rain in sun '

Her gravesr mood could scarce displace
1 he dmiples of her nut-brown faceT

Wit sparkled on her lips not less
For quick and tremulous tenderness :

And, following close her merriest
glance,

Dreamed through her eyes the heart's
romance.

Timid and still, the elder had
Even then a smile too sweetly sad

;

7 .le crown of pain that all must wear
Too early pressed her midnight hair.

Yet ere the summer eve grew long,
Her modest lips were sweet with song.A memory haunted all her words
Of clover-fields and singing birds.

Her dark, dilating eyes expressed
The broad horizons of the west

;

Her speech dropped prairie flowers-
the gold

'

Of harvest wheat about her rolled.

to song she seemed to
Fore-doomed

me .

I queried not with destiny :

I knew the trial and the need,
Yet, all the more, I said, God speed !

What could T other than I did ?
Could I a singing-bird forbid ?
Deny the wind-stirred leaf? Rebuke
I he music of the forest brook ?

She went with morning from my door,
But left me richer than before :

Thenceforth I knew her voice of cheer,
The welcome of her partial ear.

Years passed : through all the land her
name

A pleasant household word became :

All felt behind the singer stood
A sweet and gracious womanhood.

Her life was earnest work, not play
;Her tired feet climbed a weary way •

And even through her lightest strainWe heard an undertone of pain.

Unseen of her her fair fame grew.
The good she did she rarely knew,
Unguessed of her in life the love
That rained its tears her grave above.

When last I saw her, full of peace,
She waited for her great release

;And that old friend so sage and bland,
Our later Franklin, held her hand.

For all that patriot bosoms stirs
Had moved that woman's heart of hers,
And men who toiled in storm and sun

'

Found her their meet companion.

Our converse, from her suffering bed
To healthful themes of life she led

;The out-door world of bud and bloom
And light and sweetness filled her

room.

Yet evermore an underthought
Of loss to come within us wrought.
And ail the while we felt the strain
Of the strong will that conquered

pain.

God giveth quietness at last

!

The common way that all have passea
She went, with mortal yearnings fond,
To fuller life and love beyond.

Fold the rapt soul in your embrace.
My dear ones ! Give the singer place I

To you, to her,— I know not where,—
I lift the silence of a prayer.

For only thus our own we find
;

The gone before, the left behind,
All moital voices die between

;

The unheard reaches the unseen.

Again the blackbirds sing ; the streams
Wake, laughing, from their winter

dreams.
And tremble in the April showers
The tassels of the maple flowers.

But not for her has spring renewed
'i he sweet surprises of the wood

;And bird and flower are lost to her
Who was their best interpreter !
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What to shut eyes has God revealed?

What hear the ears that death has

sealed?

What undreamed beauty passing show
Requites the loss of all we know ?

O silent land, to which we move,
Enougli if lliere alone we love,

And mortal need can ne'er outgrow

What it is waiting to bestow !

O white soul ! from that far-off shore

Float some sweet song the waters o"er,

Our faith confirm, our fears dispel,

With the old voice we loved so well

!

MY BIRTHDAY.

Heneath the moonlight and the snow
Lies dead my latest year ;

The winter winds are waihng low
Its dirges in my ear.

I grieve not with the moaning wind
As if a loss befell ;

Before me, even as behind,

God is, and all is well

!

His light shines on me from above,

His low voice speaks within,

—

The ])atience of immortal love

Outwearying mortal sin.

Not mindless of the growing years

Of care and loss and pain,

My eyes are wet with thankful tears

For blessings which remain.

If dim the gold of life has grown,
I will not count it dross,

Nor turn from treasures still my own
To sigh for lack and loss.

fhe years no charm from Nature take
;

As sweet her voices call,

As beautiful her mornings break
As fair her evenings fall.

Love watches o'er my quiet ways,
Kind voices speak my name,

Anfl lijTs that find it hard (o praise

Are slow, at least, to blame.

I low softly ebb the tides of will I

How fields, once lost or won,

Now lie behind me green and still

Beneath a level sun !

How hushed the hiss of party hate.

The clamour of the throng !

How old, harsli voices of debate

Flow into rhythmic song !

Melhinks the spirit's temper grows
Too soft m this still air

;

Somewhat the restful heart foregoes

Of needed watch and prayer.

The bark by tempest vainly tossed

May founder m tbe calm,

And he who braved the polar frost

Faint by the isles of balm.

Better than self-indulgent years

The outtlung heart of youth.

Than pleasant songs in idle years

The tumult of the truth.

Rest for the wer 's hands i? good,

And love for hearts that p ;e,

But let the manly habitude

Of upright souls be mine.

Let winds that blow from heaven re-

fresh,

Dear Lord, the languid air ;

And let the weakness of the flesh

Thy strength of spirit share.

And, if the eye must fail of light,

The ear forget to hear.

Make clearer still the spirit's sight.

More fine the inward err !

Be near me in mine hours of need
To soothe, or cheer, or warn,

And down these slopes of sunset lead

As up the hills of morn !

THE BREWING OF SOMA.

" These libations mixed with milk have
been prepared for Indra ; offer Soma to the
drinker of Soma."—Vashista, Trans, by
Max Muli.er.

The fagots blazed, the caldron's smoke
Up through t'.ii- green wood curled j

" Bring honey from the hollow oak,

Bring milky sap," the brewers spoke,

In the childhond of the world.
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And brewed they well or brewed thev
ill,

The priests thrust in their rods,
First tasted, and tl;en drank their fill.

And shouted, with one voice and will,
" Behold the drink of gods !

"

They drank, and lo ! in heart and
brain

^
A new, glad life began

;

.-he gray of hair grew young again,
The sick man laughed away his pain,

* he cripple leaped and ran.

" Drink, mortals, what the gods have
sent,

Forget your long annoy."
So sang the priests. From tent to tent
The Soma's sacred madness went,
A storm of drunken joy.

Then knew each rapt inebriate
A winged and glorious birth,

Soared upward, with strange joy elate,
lieat, with dazed head, Varuna's gate.
And, sobered, sank .o earth.

The land with Soma's praises rang
;

On Gihon's banks of shade
Its hymns the dusky maidens sang

;

In joy of life or mortal pang
All men to Soma prayedf

'I'he morning twilight of the race
Sends down these matin psalms ;

And still with wondering eyes we trace
The simple prayers to Soma's grace.
That Vedic verse embalms.

As in that child-world's early year.
Each after age has striven

By music, incense, vigils drear,
And trance, to bring the skies more

near.

Or lift men up to heaven !

—

Some fe 2r of the blood and brain.
Some self-exalting spell,

The scourger's keen delight of pain.
The Dervish dance, the Orphic strain,

The wild-haired Bacchant's yell,

—

The desert's hair-grown hermit sunk
The saner brute below

;

The naked Santon, hashish-drunk.
The cloister madness of the monk,
The fakir's torture-show 1

And Vet the past comes round again
And new doth old fuKil ;

In sensual transports wild as vain
We brew in many a Christian fane
The heathen Soma still !

Dear Lord and Father of mankinrj,
Forgive our fooli.sh ways !

Reclothe us in our rightful mind,
In purer lives thy service find.

In deeper reverence, praise.

In simple trust like theirs who heard \

IJcside tlic Syiian sea
The gracious calling of the Lord,
Let us, like them, without a woid,
Kise up and follow thee.

O Sabbath rest by Galilee !

O calm of hills above.
Where Je.sus knelt lo share wit!» thee
The silence of eternity

Interpreted by love !

With that deep hush subduing nil

Our words and works that dumn
The tender whisper of thy call,

As noiseless let thy blessing fall

As fell thy manna down.

Drop thy still dews of quietness,
Till all our strivings cease

;

Take from our souls the strain and
stress.

And let our ordered lives confess
The beauty of thy peace.

Breathe through the heats of our desire
Thy coolness and tliy balm

;

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire
;

Speak through the earthquake, wind,
and fire,

O still, small voice of calm !

A WOMAN.

O, DWARFED and wronged, and stained
with ill,

Behold ! thou art a woman still

!

And, by that sacred name and dear,
I bid thy better self appear.
Siill, through thy foul disguise, I see
Tiie rudimental purity,

That, spite of change and loss, makes
good

Thy birthright-claim of womanhood
;
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An inward loathing, deep, intense
;

A shame that is half innocence.

Cast off the grave-clothes of thy sin !

Rise from the dust thou liest in,

As Mary rose at Jesus' word,
Redeemed and white before the Lord !

Reclaim thy lost soul ! In His name,
Rise up, and break thy bonds of shame.
Art weak ? He's strong. Art fearful ?

Hear
The world's O'ercomer : "Be of

cheer !

"

What lip shall judge when He ap-
proves ?

Who dare to scorn the child he loves ?

DISARMAMENT.
•• Put up the sword ! '' Thel voice of

Christ once more
Speaks, in the pauses of the cannon's

roar.

O'er fields of corn by fiery sickles

reaped

And left dry ashes ; over trenches
reaped

With nameless dead ; o'er cities starv-

ing slow
Under a rain of fire ; through wards of

woe
Down which a groaning diapason runs
From tortured brothers, husbands,

lovers, sons

Of desolate women in their far-off

homes.
Waiting to hear the step that never

comes

!

O men and brothers ! let that voice be
heard.

War fails, try peace ; put up the useless

sword !

Fear not the end. There is a story
told

In Eastern tents, when autumn nights
grow cold.

And round the fire the Mongol shep-
herds sit

With grave responses listening unto it

:

Once, on the errands of his mercy bent,
Buddha, the holy and benevolent.
Met a fell monster, huge and fierce of

look.

Whose awful voice the hills and forests

shook.

"O son of peace!" the giant cried,

"thy fate

Is sealed at last, and love shall yield to

hate."

The unarmed Buddha looking, with no
trace

Of fear or anger, in the monster's face,

In pity said :
" Poor fiend, even thee I

love."

Lo! as he spake the sky-tall terror sank
To hand-breadth size; the huge abhor-

rence shr fik

Into the form and fashion of a dcve
;

And where the thunder of its raj.e was
heard.

Circling above him sweetly sang the
bird:

" Hate hath no harm for love/' so ran
the song

;

"And peace unweaponed conquers
every wrong !

"

THE ROBIN.

My old Welch neighbour over the way
Crept slowly out in the sun of spring,

Pushed from her ears the locks of gray.
And listened to hear the robin sing.

Her grandson, playing at marbles,
stopped,

And, cruel in sport as boys will be.

Tossed a stone at the bird, who hopped
From bough to bough in the apple-

tree.

" Nay !
" said the grandmother

;

"have you not heard.
My poor, bad boy ! of the fiery pit,

And how, drop by drop, this merciful
bird

Carries the water that quenches it ?

" He brings cool dew in his little bill,

And lets it fall on the souls of sin ;

You can see the mark on his red breast
still

Of fires that scorch as he drops it in.

" My poor Bron rhuddjTi ! my breast
burned bird,

Singing so sweetly from limb to

limb.

Very dear to the heart of our Lord
Is he who pities the lost like Him !

"
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HAZEL BLOSSOMS.

" Amen !

" I said to the beautiful
myth

;

•'Sing, Lird of God, in my heart as
well

;

Each good thought is a drop wherewith
lo cool and lessen tlie fires of liell.

" Prayers of love like rain-drops fall,
1 ears of pity are cooling dew,

And dear to the heart of Our Lord are
all

^•^o suffer like Him in the good they

417

THE THREE BELLS.

Beneath the low-hung night cloud
Ihat raked her splinteiing mast

I'le good ship settled slowly,
The cruel leak gained fast.

3ver the awful ocean
Her signal guns pealed out.

Dear Gun ! was that thj- answer
From the horror round about ?

^ w°u^
'^^'"^ ^°^" "^e wild wind,

.1 ^ ' ^^'P ^''°y •
" 'ts cry :

Our stout Three Bells of (ilasgow
anall lay till daylight by I"

Hour after hour crept slowly,
Yet on the heaving swells

^°i,f^,»P and down the ship-lights,
The lights of the Three Bells !

And ship to ship made signals,

«ri^?"
'^"swered back to man,

i?.u® ^'^f-
''' ^''^«'" and hearten

Ihe Three Bells nearer ran
;

And the captain from her taff"rail
Sent down his hopeful cry

"wxu^1;Y'- J^old on! "he shouted,
1 he 1 hree Bells shall lay by !

"

All night across the waters
The tossing lights shone clear

;All night from reeling taflrnil
The Three Bells sent her cheer,

Aiid when the dreary watches
Of storm and darkness passed,

lust as the wreck lurched under.
All souls were saved at last.

Sail on, Three Bells, for ever,
In grateful memory sail !

King on, Three iJclls ol rescue,
Above the wave and yaJe )

Type of the Love eternal,
Kepe-.t the Master's cry,

As tosMny through our darkness
J he hghts of God draw nigh!

HAZEL BLOSSOMS.
PRELLDR TO POEMS UNDER THAT TITLE

PUBLISHED IN 187^.

The summer warmth has left the sky
ihe summer songs have died away;Ami withered, in the footpaths lie
Ihe fallen leaves, but yesterday
With ruby and with tojjaz gay.

The grass is browning on the hills
;No j.ale, belntcd flowers recall

li-ea>tial fringes of the rills.
And drearily the dead vines fall,
I-rost-blackensd, from the roadside

wall.

gray and sombre
Yet, through the

wood,
Against the dusk of fir and pine
Last of their floral sisterhood, '

1 he hazel's yellow blossoms shine,
ihe tawny gold of Afric's mine !

Small beauty hath my unsung flower,
l-or spring to own or summer hail

;

I5ut, in the season's saddest hour,
To skies ihnt weep and winds that wail
Its glad surprisals never faiJ.

O days grown cold ! O life grown old !No rose of June mpy bloom again :

But, like the hazel's twisted gold,
^'"""R.h early f.ost and latter rain
^'ihall hints of summer-time remain.

And as within the hazel's boughA gift of mystic virtue dwells,
Ihat points to golden ores below,
And in dry desert places tells
Where flow unseen the cool, sweel

wells.

So, in the wise Diviner's hand-
Be mine the hazel's gateful pai.

2t>
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M,i !

;!i f

To feel, heneatli a thirsty land,
The liviiiy \N..tcrs thrill and .start,

The beating of the rivulet's heart !

Sufficeth me the gift to liyht

Withlaiest bloom the dnrk, told days
To call some hidden spring to sight

'

That, in these di y and dusty ways,
Shall sing its pleasant song of praise.

O Love ! the hazel-wand may fail,

Hut thou canst .end the surer spell,

That, passing over Baca's vale,

liepeats the old-time miracle,
.\nd makes the desert-land a well.

THE PRAYER OF AGASSIZ.

On the is'e of Penikese,
kinged about by sapphire sfeas,

Fanned by breezes salt and cool,

Stood the Master with hi:i school.
Over sails that not in vain
Wooed the west-wind's steady strain,

Line of coast that low and far

Stretched its undulating bar,
Wings aslant along the rim
Of the waves they stooped to .skim.

Rock and isle and glistening bay,
Fell the beautiful white day.

Said the Master to the youth :

" We have come m search of truth,
Trying with uncertain key
Door by door of mysteiy

;

We are reaching, through His laws,
To the garment-hem of Cause,
Him, the endless, unbegim,
Tue Unnamable, the One
Light of all our light the Source,
Life of life, and Force of force.
.\s with fingers of the blind.
We are groping here to find
What the hieroglyphics mean
Of the Unseen in the seen,
What the Thought which underlies
Nature's masking and disguise.
What it is that hides beneath
Blight and bloom and birth and death.
By past efforts unavailing.
Doubt and error, loss and failing.
Of our weakness made aware,
On the threshold of our task
Lfct u:: light and guidance ask.
Let us pause in silent prayer !

"

Then the .\Ia.-<ter m his place
Bowed Ills head a little space.
And the leaves by soft airs stirred,

Lapse of wave and cry of bird
Left the solemn hu^h unbroken
Of that wordless prayer unspoken,
While it.> wi.-,h, on earth unsaid,
Ro.-e to heaven interpreted.

As, in life's best hours, we hear
Ky thi' -pint's finer ear
His low voice withni us, thus
The All-Father heareth us;
And his holy ear we pain
With our II lisy words and vain.

Xot for Him our violence
Storming at the gates of sense,
His the primal language, his

The eternal silences !

Even the careless heart was moved.
And the doubting gave assent,
With a gesture reverent,
To the Master well-beloved.
As thin mists are glorified

l!y the light they cannot hide,
AH who gazed upon him saw,
Tlirough its veil of tender awe,
How his face was still uplift

By the old sweet look of it,

Hopeful, trustful, full of cheer,
And the love that casts out fear.

Who the secret may declare

I

Of that brief, unultered prayer?

I

Did the shade before him come

I

Of th' inevitable doom,
Of the end of earth so near,

I

Ajid Eternity's new year .'*

I

In the lap of sheltering seas
Rests the isle of Penikese

;

I

But the lord of the domain
i Comes not to his own again

;

Where the eyes that follow fail

On a vaster sea his .sail

Drifts beyond our beck and hail.

Other lips within its bound
Shall the laws of life expound ••

Other eyes from rock and shell
Ri'ad the world's old riddles well ;

But when breezes light and bland
Blow from Summer's blossomed land,
When the air is glad with wings,
And the blithe song-sparrow sings,
Many an eye with his still face
Shall the living ones displace,

I

I

1
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7V//- FRIEND'-^ B( -h'/AL.

Many an ear the word shall seekHe alone could f.tly speak.
And one name for evermore
Shall be uttered o'er and o'er
By the waves that kiss the shore,By the curlew's whistle sent
'own the cool, sea-scented air

;In all voices known to her,
Nature owns her wcrshipper,

ru lu" V'""iP'i. half lament.
Ihither Love shall tearful turn,
friendship pause uncovered thereAnd the wisest reverence learn '

iTom the Master's silent prayer.

THE FRIEND'S BURIAL.
My thoughts are aK in yonder town.
Where, wept by many tears.

lo-day my mother's friend lays downThe burden of her years.

True as in life, no poor disguise
Of death with her is seen.

And on her simple casket liesNo wreath of bloom and green.

O, not for her the florist's art,
Ihe mocking weeds of woe,

Uear memories in each mourner's heartLike heaven s white lilies blow.

And all about the softening ai.
Uf new-born sweetness tellsAnd the ungathered May-flowers wearihe tints of ocean shells.

The old, assuring miracle
Is fresh as heretofore

;And earth takes up its parable
Ul life from death once more.

"^A;i^u'•^'?"t'^^"
^"^ church-bell tollMethmks but discord weic-

Iheprayer.ul silence of the soul
Is best befitting her.

No sound should break the quietude
Alike of earth and sky ;—O wanderinp wind in "^^-ihrf-"'- „ \

Breathe but a half-heard sigh !

419

I'orallhei quiet life flowed on
As meadow streamlets flow,

VVIicic fre.her green reveals alone
1 he noiseless ways they go.

From her loved place of prayer I see

W Ih sl,nv feet Ircadin- reverently
1 lie graveyard's springing grass.

O mourning ones, for
Make rf)om,

11, J,

»vhere. like the friends of Paulihat. unomo.ehcrfaceshaiu'ee
V ou sorrow most of all.

Her path shall brighten more and
more

Unto the perfect day;
She cannot fail of peace who bore

isuch peace with her away.

t face

>Jace,
^' A^nTS^'

^P""g-bird, for her sake
;And thou not distant sea,

Lapse lightly as if Jesus spake.
And thou wert Galilee !

10 sweet, calm face that seemed '

wear
The look of sins forgiven '

O voice of prayer that seemed to bearUur own needs up to heaven !

How reverent in our midst she stood.Or knelt in grateful praise !

wi.^'-'f
"'.^''^"^'i^" womanhood

VV as in her household way> .'

For still her holy living meantNo duty left undone
;

Ilie heavenly and the human blent
1 neir kindred loves in one.

And if her life small leisure found
, -^O',; f^'^sting eai- and eve.
And I leasure, on her daily round,
She passed unpausing by,

Yet with her went a secret sense
'Jt all things sweet and fair,

Ami Beauty's gracious providence
Kefreshed her unaware.

^•l^.^'^Pf her line of rectitude

^^
With love's unconscious ease ;

!^cr Kindly insimcts understood
All gentle courtesies.

An inborn charm of graciousness
Made sweet her smile and tone

^"d,.g[o"''ed her farm-wife dress
With beauty not its own.
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The dear Lonl's best inferpreteis

Are liuinble human souls
;

The Ciosp' 111 a lile like hers

Is more man bioUs or scrolls.

From scheme and creed the light goes

out.

The saintly fact survives ;

The blessed Master none can doubt

Revealed in holy lives.

IN QUEST.

Have I not voyaged, friend beloved,

with thee

On the great waters of the unsounded
sea,

Momently listening with suspended oar

For the low role of waVes upon a

shore

Changeless as heaven, where never

fog-cloud tinfts

Over its windless woods, nor mirage
lifts

The steadfast hills ; where never birds

of douljt

Sing to mislead, and every dream dies

out.

And the dark riddles which pciplex us

here

In the sharp solvent of its light are

clear ?

Thou knowest how vain our quest

;

how, soon or late.

The baffl.ng tides and circles of de-

bate

Swept back our bark unto its starting-

place.

Where, looking forth upon the blank,

gray space,

And round about us seeing, with sad

eyes,

The same old difficult hills and cloud-

cold skies.

We said :
" This outward search avail-

eth not

To find Him. He is farther than we
thought.

Or, haply, nearer. To this very spot
Whereon we wait, this commonplace

of home.
As to the well cf Jacob, He may

come
And tell us all things." As I listened

there,

Through the expectant silences bf

prayer,

Somewhat I seemed to hear, which
hath to me

Been hope, strength, comfort, and I

give it thee.

"The riddle of the world is understood

Only by him who feels that God is

good.

As only he can feel who rntkes his love

The ladder of his faith, and climbs

above
On the rounds of his best instincts

;

draws no line

Between mere human goodness and
divine,

But, judging God by what in him is

best.

With a ciiild's trust leans on a Father's

breast,

And hears unmoved the old creeds

babble still

Of kingly power and dread caprice of

will.

Chary of blessing, prodigal of curse,

The pitiless doomsman of the universe,

Can hatred ask for love? Can Selfish-

ness

Invite to self-denial ? Is He less

Than man in kindly dealing? Can He
break

His own great law of fatherhood, for-

sake

And curse His children ? Not for earth

and heaven
Can separate tables of the law be

given.

No rule can bind which He himself

denies
;

The truths of time are not eternal lies."

So heard I ; and the chaos round me
spread

To light and order grew ; and, " Lord,"
I said,

" Otir sins are our tormentors, worst ol

all

Felt in distrustful shame that dares not
call

Upon Thee as our Father. We have
set

A strange god up, but Thou remain-

est yet.

All that I feel of pity Thou hast known
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Hefore I was ; my best is all Thy own.
From Thy great "hi.art ofgoodness mine

but chew
Wishes and prayers; but Thou, O

Lord, wilt do,
In Thy own time, by ways I cannot see,
All that I feel when I am nearest

Thee !

"

A SEA DREAM.

We saw the slow tides go and come.
The curving surf-lines lightly drawn,

The gray rocks touched with tender
bloom

Beneath the fresh-blown rose of dawn.

We saw in richer sunsets lost
The soml)re pomp of showery noons •

And signalled spectial sails that croasi'd
The weira, low light of rising moons.

On stormy eves from cliff and head
We saw the white spray tossed and

spurned
;

While over all, in gold and red,
It* face of fire the lighthouse turned.

The rail-car brought its daily crowds.
Half curious, hall indifferent.

Like passing sails or floating clouds,
We saw them as they came and

went.

But, one calm morning, as we lay
And watched the mirage-lilted wall

Of coast, across the dreamy bay.
And heard afar the curlew call.

And nearer voices, wild or tame,
Of airy flock and childish throng,

Up from the water's edge there came
Faint snatches of familiar song.

Careless we heard the singer's choice
Of old and common airs ; at last

The tender pathos of his voice
In one low chanson held us fast.

A song that mingled joy and pam,
And memories old and sadly sweet

;

\\ hilc, timinu to its minor strain,
The waves in lajjsing cadence beat.

The waves are glad in breeze and sun,
The rocks are fringed with foam

;

I walk once more a haunted shore,
A str-mgcr, yet at home,
A lantl of dreams 1 loam.

Is this the \\\x\(\, the soft sea-«ind
That stirrul thy Kicks of luown?

Are these the rocks whose mosses
knew

The trail of thy light gown,
Where boy and girl t-at down?

I P-. be gray fort's broken wall,
'li\<: ) rats that rock bolow;

And, out . \ sea, the j'assing sails
He saw o lf)ng ago
l:ost!-reu in morning's glow.

T' ;r':i,nness of the early time
Un every breeze is blown

;

As glad the sea, as blue the sky,—
The change is ours alone;
The saddest is my own.

A stranger now, a world-worn man.
Is he who bears my name

;

But thou, inethinks, whose mortal life
Immortal youth became,
Art evermore the same.

Thou art not here, thou art not there,
'1 hy place 1 cannot see

;

I only know that where thou art
The blessed angels he,

And heaven is glad for thee.

Forgive me if the evil years
Have left on me their sign ;

Wash out, O soul so beautiful,
The many stains of mine
In tears of love divine !

I could not look on thee and live.

If thou wert by my side
;

The vision of a shining one,
The white antl heavenly bride,
Is well to me denied.

But turn to me thy dear girl-face
Without the angel s crown.

The wedded roses of thy lips.

Thy loose hair rippli,ng down
In waves of golden brown.

Look forth once more through space
and time.

And let thy sweet shade fall

In tenderest grace of soul and form
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On niemoiy's frescoed wall.

A shadow, and yet all

!

Draw near, more near, for ever dear !

Where'er I rest or roam,
Or in the city's crowded streets,

Or by the blown sea foam,

The thought of thee is home !

At breakfast hour the singer read
The city news, with comment wise,

Like one who felt the pulse of trade

Beneath his finger fall and rise.

His look, his air, his curt speeeh, told

The man of action, nut of books,
To whom the corners made in gold
And stocks were more than seaside

nooks.

Of life beneath the life confessed
His song had hinted unawares

;

Of flowers in traffic's ledgers pressed.

Of human he.irts in bulls and bears.

But eyes in vain were turned to watch
That face so hard and shrewd and

strong
;

And ears in vain grew sharp to catch
The meaning of that morning song.

In vain some sweet-voiced querist

sought
To sound him, leaving as she came ;

Her baited album only caught
A common, unromantic name.

No word betrayed the mystery fine.

That trembled on the singer's

tongu-

;

He came and went, and left no sign
Behind him save the song he sung.

A MYSTERY.

The river hemmed with leaning trees

Wound through its mea jws green
;A low, blue line of mountains showed

The open pines between.

One sharp, tall peak above them all

Clear into sunliglit si)rang :

I saw the river of my dreams.
The mountains thit I sang !

No clew of memory led me on,

But well the ways I knew

;

A feeling of familiar things

With every footstep grew.

Not otheiwise above its crag

Could lean the blasted pine
;

x\ot otherv\'ise tlie maple hold
Aloft its red ensign.

So up the long and shorn foot-hills

The mountain road should creep
;

So, green and low, the meadow fold

Its red-haired kine asleep.

The river wound as it should wind ;

Their place the mountains took
;

The white torn fringes of their clouds
Wore no unwonted look

;

Yet iie'er before that river's rim
Was pressed by feet of mine,

Never before mine eyes had crossed
That broken mountain line.

A presence, strange at once anci

i^nown,

Walked with me as my guide ;

The skirts of some forgotten life

Trailed noiseless at my side.

W^as it a dim-remembered dream?
Or glimpse through aeons old ?

The secret which the mountains kept
The river never told.

Hut from the vision ere it passed
A tender hope I drew,

And, pleasant as a dawn of spring,

The thought within me grew.

That love would temper every change.
And soften all surprise,

nd, misty with the dreams of earth,

The hills of Heaven arise.

The voices loved of him who sang,
Where Tweed and Teviot glide,

That sound to-day on all the winds
That blow from Rydal-side,—

Heard in the Teuton's household
songs,

And folk-lore of the Finn,
Where'er to holy Christmas hearths
The Christ-child enters in 1
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Before life's sweetest my.stery still

The heart in reverence kneels
;

The wonder of the primal l)irth

The latest mother feels.

«Ve need love's tender lessons taught

^ As only weakness can
;

God hath his small interpreters
;

The child must teach the man.

CHILD-SONGS.

Still linger in our noon of tmie
And on our Saxon tongue

The echoes of the home-horn hymns
The Aryan mother sung.

And childhood had its litanies
In every age and cHme

;

The earliest cradles of the race
Were rocked to poet's rhyme.

wave, nor tree, norNor bky, nor
flower,

Nor green earth's virgin sod,
So moved the singer's heart of old
As these small ones of God.

The my.itery of unfolding life

Was more than dawning morn.

Than opening (lowci or crescent moon
Tlie human soul new-born !

And still to childhood's sweet appeal
The heart of genius turns.

And more than all the sages teach
From lisping voices learns,—

We wander wide through evil years,
Our eyes of faith grow dim

;

But he is freshen from His hands
And nearest unto Him !

And haply, pleading long with Him
For sin sick hearts and cold,

The angcl.s of our childhood still

The Father's face behold.

Of .such the kingdom -Teach thou u.s,

O Master most divme,
'l"o feel the deep significance
Of these wise words of thine !

'i"he haughty eye shall seek in vain
What innocence beholds

;

No cunning finds the key of heaven,
No strength its gate unfolds.

Alone to guilelessness and love
That gate shall open fall

;

The mind of pride is nothingness,
The childlike heart is aJl

!

THE GOLDEN WEDDING OF LONGWOOD.
With fifty years between you and your well-kc])t wedding vow,
I he Golden Age, old friends of mine, is not a fable now.'

And, sweet as has life's vintage been through all your pleasant past,
btill, as at Cana's marriage feast, the best wine is the last !

Again before me, with your names, fair Chester's landscape comes,
Its meadows, voods, and ample barns, and quaint, stone-builded homes.

The smooth-shorn vales, the wheaten slopes, the boscage green and soft
Of which tlieir poet sings so well from towered Cedarcroft.

And lo ! from all the country-side come neighbours, kith and kin
;From city, hamlet, farm-house old, the wedding guests come in.

And they who, without scrip or purse, mob-hunted, travel-worn.
In Freedom's age of martyrs came, as victors now return.

Older and slower, yet the same, files in the long array,
.Vnd hearts are light and eyes are glad, though heads are badger-gray.
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The fire-tried men of Tliirty-ciyht who saw with nic the fnll
Midst roaring flames and shuiuing mob, ol I'enusylvaiiia Hall

;

And they of Lancaster who turned the cheeks of tyrants pa!<;
Singing of freedom througli the i^ratL's of .M(>yam;iihiiig jail !

'

And haply with them, all unseen, old comrades gone* hefore,
Pass, silently as shadows pass, wiihin your open door,

—

The eagle face of Lindley Coates, brave Garrett's daring zeal
The Christian grace of Pennock, the steadfast iicart of Neal.

'

Ah me ! beyond all power to name, tho 'vorthics tried and true
Grave men, fair women, youth and maid, pass by in liUhhed review.

Of varying faiths, a common cause fused nil their henrls in one.
God give them now, whate'er tiieir names, the peace (jf duty done !

How gladly would I tread again the old-romembercd places
Sit down beside your hearth 0.1c- r.-ore and look in the dear old faces !

And thank you for the lessons your fifty years are teaching,
For honest lives that louder speak than half our noisy preaching

;

For your steady faith and courage in that dark and evil time,
When the Golden rule was treason, and to feed the hungry, crime

;

For the poor slave's house of refuge when the hounds were on his trackAnd samt and sinner, church and state, joined hands to bend him back.'

Blessings upon you !—What you did for each sad, suffering one,
bo homeless, faint, and naked, unto our Lord was done I

Fair fall on Kennett's preasant vales and Longwood'n bowery ways
Ihe mellow sunset of your lives, friends of my caily days.

May many more of quiet years be added to your sum,
And late at last, in tenderest love, the beckoning angel come.

Dear hearts are here, dear hearts are there, alike below, above •

Our friends are now in either world, and love is sure of love.
'

VESTA.

IL

1^

O Christ of God ! whose life and death
Our own have reconciled,

Most quietly, most tenderly
Take home thy star-named child !

Thy grace is in her patient eyes,
Thy words are on her tongue

;

The very silence round her seems
As if the angels sung.

Her smile is m a listening chiJd's
Who heart) iu mother call ;

The lilies of Thy perfect peace
About her pillow fall.

She leans from out our clinging arms,
To reot lierseK in Thine

;

Alone to Thee, dear Lord, can we
Our well-bclovcd resign I
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O, less for her than for ourselves
We Ijow our heads and pray

;

Her setting star, like Hethlehem's,
To thee shall point the way !

THE HEALER.
rO A VOUNG PHYSICIAN, WITH DORb's PICTURE

OF CHKIST HEALING THE SICK.

So Stood of old the holy Christ
Amidst the suffering throng

;

With whom his lightest touch sufficed
To make the weakest strong.

That healing gift he lends to them
Who use It in his name

;

The power that filled his garment's hem
Is evermore the same.

For lo ! in human hearts unseen
The Healer dwelleih still,

And they who make his temples clean
The best subserve his will.

The holiest task by Heaven decreed.
An errand all divine.

The burden of our common need
To render less is thine.

The paths of pain are thine. Go forth
With patience, trust, and hope

;

The sutfci ings of a sin-sick earth
Shall give thee ample scope.

Beside the unveiled mysteries
Of life and death go stand.

With guarded lips and reverent eyes
And pure of heart and hand.

So shalt thou be with power endued
From Him who went about

The Syrian hillsides doing good.
And casting demons out.

That Good Physician liveth yet
Thy friend and guide to be

;

The Healer by Gennesaret
Shall walk the rounds with thee.

A CHRISTMAS CARMEX.
I.

Sound over all waters, reach out from
all lands,

The chorus of voices, the clasping of
hands

;

Sing hymns that were sung by the stais
of the morn,

Sing songs of the angels when Jesus
was born !

With glad jubilations

Bring hope to the nations !

The dark night is ending and dawn has
begun :

Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the
sun.

All speech flow to music, all hearts
beat as one !

II.

Sing the bridal of nations ! with chorals
of love

Sing out the war-vulture and sing in
the dove,

Till the hearts of the peoples keep time
in accord,

And the voice of the world is the voice
of the Lord !

Clasp hands of the nations
In strong gratulations :

The dark night has ended and dawn has
begun

;

Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the
sun.

All speech flow to music, all hearts
beat as one !

III.

Blow, bugles of battle, the marches of
peace

;

East, west, north, and south let the
long quarrel cease :

Sing the song of great joy that the
angels began.

Sing of glory to God and of good -will
to man !

Hark ! joining in chorus
The heavens btnd o'er us !

The dark night is ending and dawn has
begun

;

Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the
sun,

All speech flow to music, all hearts
beat as one !

THE TRESSED GENTIAN.

The time of gifts has come again,
And, on my northern window-pane,
Outlined against the day's brief light,
A Christmas token hangs in sight.



426 Sf/A'SET ON THE BEARCAMP.

The wayside travellers, as they pas.s,

-Mark the gray disk of clouded glass
;

And the dull blankness ' seems, per-
chance,

Folly to their wise ignorance.

They oannot from their outlook see
The perfect grace it hath for me

;

For there the flower, whose fringes
through

The frosty breath of autumn ])l'^\v.

Turns from without its face of bloom
To the warm tropic of my room,
As fair as when beside its brook
The hue of bending skies it took.

So, from the trodden ways of earth,
i;jem some sweet souls who veil their

worth,
And offer to the careless glance
The clouding gray of circumstance.
They blossom best where hearth-fires

burn.
To loving eyes alone they turn
The flowers of inward grace, that hide
Their beauty from the world outside.

But deeper meanings come to me,
My half-immo'tal flower, from thee !

Man judges from a partial view.
None ever yet his brother knew

;

The Eternal eye that sees the whole
May better read the darkened soul,
And find, to outward sense denied.
The flower upon its inmost side !

RED RIDING-HOOD.
On the wide lawn the snow lay deep.
Ridged o'er with many a drifted heap

;

The wind that through the pine-trees
sung

The naked elm-boughs tossed and swung;
While, through the window, frosty-

starred,

Against the sunset purple barred.
We saw the sombre crow flap by,
The hawk's gray fleck along the sky.
The crested blue-jay flitting swift.
The squirrel poising on the drift,

Erect, alert, his broad gray tail

'"^et to the north wind like a sail.

It came to pass, our little lass.

With flattened face against the glass,
And eyes in which the tender dew

Of pity shone, stooii gazing through
The narrow space her rosy lips

Had melted from the frost's eclipse :

" Oh, see," she cried, " the poor blue-
jays !

What is it that the black crow says ?

The squirrel lifts his little legs

Because he has no hands, and begs
He's asking for my nuts, I know :

May I not feed ihem on the snow ?
'

Half lost within her boots, her head
Warm-sheltered in her hood of red,
Her plaid skirt close about her drawn,
.She floundered down the wintry lawn ;

Now struggling through the mis'ty veil

Blown round her by the shrieking
gale

;

Now sinking in a drift so. low
Her scarlet hood could scarcely show
Its da-sh of colour on the snow.

She dro]Dped for bird and beast for-

lorn

Her little store of nuts and corn,
And thus her timid guests bespoke :

"Come, squirrel, from your hollow
oak, —

Come, black, old crow,—come, poor
blue-jay,

Before your supper's blown away !

Don't be afraid, we all are good ;

And I'm mamma's Red Riding-
Hood !

"

O Thou whose care is over all,

\yho heedest e'en the sparrow's fall.

Keep in the little maiden's breast
The pity which is now its guest

!

Let not her cultured years make less
The childhood charm of tenderness,
But let her feel as well as know,
Nor harder with her polish grow !

Unmoved by sentimental grief
That wails along some printed leaf,
But, prompt with kindly word and

deed
To own the claims of all who need,
Let the grown woman's self make good
Th' promise of Red Riding-Hood .'

SUNSET ON THE BEARCAMP.

A Goi.p fringe ovs. the purpling hem
Of hills tl^° river runs,
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As down its long, green valley falls

The last of summer's suns.
Along its tawiiy gravel-bed

Broad-flowing, swift, and still.

As if its meadow levels felt

The hurry of the hill.

Noiseless between its banks of green
From curve to curve it slips

;

The drowsy maple-shadows rest
Like fingers on its lips.

A. waif from Carroll's wildest hills,

Unstoried and unknown

;

The ursine legend of its name
^
Prowls on its banks alone.

Yet flowers as fair its slopes adorn
As ever Yarrow knew,

Or. under rainy Irish skies.
By Spenser's Mulla grew

;

And through the gaps of leaning trees
Its mountain cradle shows :

The gold aga-nst the amethyst,
The green against t'^e rose.

Touched by a light that hath no name,
A glory never sung,

Aloft on sky and mountain wall
Are God's great pictures hung.

How changed the summits vast and
old!

No longer granite-browed,
They melt in rosy mist ; the rock

Is softer than the cloud
;

The valley holds its breath ; no leaf
Of all its elms is twirled :

The silence of eternity

Seems falling on the world.

The pause before the breaking seals
Of mystery is this ;

Yon miracle-play of night and day
Makes dumb its witnesses.

What unseen altar crowns the hills
That reach up stair on stair ?

What eyes look through, what white
wings fan

These purple veils of air ?

What Presence from the heavenly
heights

^
To these of earth stoops down ?

Not vainly Heilas dreamed ot gods
On Ida's snowy crown !

Slow fades the vision of the sky,
The golden water pales,

And over all the valley-land
A gray-winged vapour sails.

I gr the common way of all

;

The sunset fires will burn.
The flowers will blow, the river flow,
When I no more return.

No whisper from the mountain pine
Nor lapsing stream shall tell

The stranger, treading where I tread.
Of him who loved them well.

But beauty seen is never lost,

^
God's colours all are fast

;

The glory of this sunset heaven
Into my .soul has passed,

—

A sense of gladness unconfined
To mortal date or clime ;

As the soul liveth, it i hall live
Beyond the varsoftime.

I

Beside the mystic asphodels
Shall bloom the home-born flowers,

And new horizons flush ami glow
With sunset hues of ours.

P^arewell ! these smiling hills must
wear

Too soon their wintry frown.
And snow-cold winds from off them

shake
The maple's red leaves down.

But I shall see a summer sun
Still setting broad and low :

The mountain slopes shall blush and
bloom.

The golden water flow.
A lover's claim is mine on all

I see to have and hold,—
The rose-light of perpetual hills.

And sun.sets never cold !

THE SEEKING OF THE
WATER X \LL.

They left their home of summer
ease

Beneath the lowland's sheltering trees,
To seek, by ways unknown to all,

The promise of the waterfall.

Some vague, faint rumour to the vale
Had crept—perchance a hunter's tale—
Of its wild mirth of waters lost

On the dark woods through which i

tossed.
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Somewhere it laughed and sang ; some-
where

Whirled in mad dance its n,iisty hair
;

But who had raised is veil, or seen
The rainbow skirts of that Undine ?

They sought it where the mountain
brook

Its swift way to the valley took
;

Along the rugged slopu they clomb,
Their guide a thread of sound and

foam,

Height afier height they slowly won ;

The fiery juvciin.-; of the sun
Smote the lwe led."e : the tanclei'

shacU.

With rock and vine their .•'•«)s deJaved.

But, through leaf-openings, j;o.v usd
then

They saw the cheerful homes p; i le i,

A.nd the great mountains wnU iheir

wall

Of misty purple girdling all.

The leaves through which the glad
winds blew

Shared the wild dance the waters knew;
A;; I where the shadow;; deepest fell

Tht Hood-thrush rang his silver bell.

Fringing the stream, at every turn
Swung low the waving fronds of fern

;

From stony deft and mossy sod
Pale asters sprang, and golden-rod.

And still the water sang the sweet.
Glad song that stirred its gliding feet.

And found in rock and root the keys
Of its beguiling melodies.

Beyond, above, its signals flew
Of tossing foam the birch-trees through;
Now seen, now hist, but baffling still

The weary seekers' slackening will.

Each called to each : "Lo here ! Lo
there !

Its white scarf flutters in the air .'

"

They climbed anew ; the vision fled,

To beckon higher overhead.

So toiled they up the mountain-slop..
With faint and ever fainter hope ;

With faint and fainter voice the ^roo..
Still bade them listen, pause, and look,

j

Meanwhile below the day was done;
AI)ove the tall peaks saw the sun
Sinlv, beam-shorn, to its misty set

Behind the hills of violet.

''Here ends our quest!" the seek is

cried,

"The brook and rumour both haw
lied !

The pi\intom of a waterfall

Has lei' \s at its b(.ck .md call."

Rut one, with years jjrown wiser, said :

" So, always baffled, :v.-t m- .led,

j

We follow .vhere befoie us rms
I
The vision of the shining onus.

ignali fly."Not where theysee'^ '•^'

Thei: voices while we listen die;
We carmot keep, however fleet.

The quick time of their winged feet.

" From youth to age unresting suay
These kindly mockers in our way ;

Yet lead they not, the baffling elvfs,

To something better than themselves ?

"Here, though unreached the goal we
sought.

Its own reward our toil has brought

:

The winding water's sounding rush.
The long note of the heimit thrush,

" The turquoise lake's, the glimpse of
pond

And river track, and, vast, btyond
Broad meadows belted round with

pines,

The grand uplift of mountain lines !

"What matter though we seek with
pain

The gaiden of the gods in vain.
If lured thereby we climb to greet
Some wayside blossom Eden-sweet ?

"To seek is better than to gain.
The fond hope dies as we attain

;

Life's fairest things are those which
seem.

The best is that of which we drea

"Then let us trust our wa.. f;!!'

Still flashes down its ro. ky v',:ii,

With rainbow crescent curv :! across
Its sunlit spray from moss to r o -
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'' And we, forgetful of our pain,
In thought shall seek it oft again

;

Shall see this aster-blossomed sod.
This sunshine of the golden-rod,

"And haply gain, through parting
boughs,

Grand glimpses of great mountain
brows

Cloud-lurbaned, and the shaip steel

sheen
Of lakes deep set in valleys green.

*• So failure wins ; the consequence
01 loss becomes its recompense

;

And evermore the end shall tell

The unreached ideal guided well.

"Our sweet illusions only die
FulHIling love's sure piophecy

;

And every wish for belter things
An undreamed beauty nearer brings.

•' For fate is servitor of love ;

Desire and hope and longini,' prove
The secret of immortal youth,
And Nature cheats us into truth.

"O kind allurers, wisely sent.

Beguiling with benign intent.

Still move us, through divine unrest,

To seek the loveliest and the best

!

" Go with us when our souls go free,

And, in the clear, white light to be,
Add unto Heaven's beatitude
The old delight of seeking good !

"

JUNE ON THE MERRIMACK.

O DWELLERS in the stately towns.
What come ye out to see ?

This common earth, this common
sky,

This water flowing free ?

As gaily as these kalmia flowers
Your door-yard blossoms spring

;

As sweetly as these wild wood birds
Your cagfed minstrels sing.

You find but common bloom and green,
The rippling river's rune.

The beauty which is everywhere
lie-ieatb »he skies of June ;

The Hawkswood oaks, the storm-torn
plumes

Of old ]iine forest kings,

Beneath m hose centuiy-woven bhade
Deer Island's mistress sings.

And here are pictured Artichoke,
And Curson's bowery mill

;

And Pleasant Valley smiles between
The river and the hill.

You know full well these banks of
bloom.

The upland's wavy line.

And how the sunshine tips with fire

The needles of the pine.

Yet, like some old remembered ])salni,

Or sweet, familiar lace.

Not less because cf commonness
You love the day and place.

And not in vain in this soft air

Shall hard-strung nerves relax,

Not all in vain the o'erworn brain
Forego its daily tax.

The lust of power, the greed of gain
Have all the year their own

;

The haunting demons well may let

Our one bright day alone.

Unheeded let the newsboy call.

Aside the ledger lay
;

The world will keep his tread-mill
step

Though we fall not to-day.

The truants of life's weary school.
Without excuse from thrift

We change for once the gains of toil

For God's unpurchased gift.

From ceiled rooms, from silent books,
From crowded car and town.

Dear Mother Earth, upon thy lap
We lay our tired heads down.

Cool, summer wind, our heated brows;
Blue river, through the tjreen

Of clustering pines, relresh the eyes
Which all too much have seen.

For us these pleasant woodland ways
Are thronged with memories old,

"'^ Sf jtJjSS
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Have felt the grasp of friendly hands
And heard love's story told.

A sacred presence overf)ro(xls

The earth whereon we meet
;

These windinj^ forest-paths are trod
By more than mortal feet.

Old friends called from us by the voice
Whicli tliey alone could hear,

From mystery to mystery,
From life to life, draw near.

More closely for the sake of them
Each other's hands we press

;

Our voices take from them a tone
Of deeper tenderness.

Our joy is theirs, their trust is ours,
Alike below, above.

Or here or there, about us fold
The arms of one great love :

We ask to-day no countersign,
Xo party names we own

;

Unlabelled, individual,

We bring ourselves alone.

What cares the unconventioned wood
For pass-words of the town ?

The sound of fashion's shibboleth
The laughing waters drown.

Here cant forgets his dreary tone,

^
And care his face forlorn

;

The liberal air and sunshine laugh
The bigot's zeal to scorn.

From manhood's weary shoulder falls
His load of selfish cares

;

And woman takes her rights as flowers
And brooks and birds take theirs.

The licence of the happy woods.
The brook's release, are ours

;

The freedom of the unsliamed wind
Among the glad-eyed flowers.

Yet here no evil thought finds place,
Nor foot profane comes in

;

Our grove, like that of Samothrace,
Is set apart from sin.

We walk on holy ground ; above
A sky mor» ^oly smiles

;

The chunt of the betititudes

Swells down these leafy aisles.

Thanks to the gracious Providence

^
That brings us here once more ;

For memories of the good behind
And hopes of good before !

And if, unknown to us, sweet days
Of June like this must come,

Unseen of us these laurels clcjthe

The river-banks, with bloom
;

And these green paths must soon be
trod

By other feet than ours.
Full long may annual pilgrims como
To keep the Feast of Flowers

;

'ITie matron be a girl once more,
The bearded man a boy,

And we, in heaven's eternal June,
Be glad for earthly joy !

HYMN OF THE DUNKERS.

KLOSTKR KEDAR, EHHRAT A, J-ENNSVLVANIA
1738.

SISTER MARIA CHRISTINA singS

Wake, sisters, wake ! the day-star
shines

;

Above Ei^.hrata's eastern pines
The dawn is breaking, cool and calm.
Wake, sisters, wake to prayer and

psalm !

Praised be the Lord for shade and
liglit.

For toil by day, for rest by night !

Praised be His name who deigns tc
bless

Our Kedar of the wilderness !

—

Our refuge when the spoiler's hand
Was heavy on our native land

;

And freedom, to her children due,
The wolf and vulture only knew.

We praised Him when to prison led,
We owned Him when the stake blazed

red

;
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CEX7ENNIAL HYMN,
We knew, whatever might befall,
His love and power were over all.

He heard our prayers ; with outstretched
arm

He led us forth from cruel harm
;

Still, whercsoe'er our steps were bent,
His cloud and fire before us went

!

The watch of faith and prayer He set.We kept It then, we iceep it yet.
At midnight, crow of clock, or noon.
He Cometh sure. He cometh soon.

He conies to chasten, not destroy,
lo purge the earth from sin's alloy.
At last, at last shall all confess
His mercy as His righteousness.

The dead shall

whole,
The scarlet sin he white as wool
No discord mar below, above.
The music of eternal love !

•;3«

CEi\TENN IAL HY Al N.

Our
I.

God! from out whose

live, the sick be

Sound, welcome trump, the last
alarm !

Lord God of liosts, make bare tliine
arm.

Fulfil this day our long desire,
Make sweet and clean the world with

fire !

Sweep, flaming besom, sweep from
sight

The lies of time ; be swift to smite.
Sharp sword of God, all idols down,
Genevan creed and Roman crown.

Quake earth, through all thy zones, till
all

The fanes of pride and priestcraft fall

;

And lift thou up in place of them
1 ny gates of pearl, Jenisalem :

fathers'

hand
The centuries fall like grains of sand.We meet to-day, united, free.
And loyal to our land and Thee,
lo thank Thee for the era done.
And trust Thee for the opening one.

II.

Here, where of old, by Thy design,
I he fathers spake that word of Thine
\V hose echo is the glad refrain
Of rended bolt and falling chain,
To grace our festal tim^ from all
I he zones of earth our guests we call.

III.

Be with us while the New World greets
Ihe Old World thronging all its

streets.

Unveiling all the triumphs won
Hy art or toil beneath the sun

;And unto common good ordain
1 his rivalship of haiid and brain.

IV.

Thou, who hast here in concord furled
The war flags of a gathered world,
Jieneath our Western skies fulfil
The Orient's mission of good-will.
And, freighted with love's Golden

Fleece,

Send back its Argonauts of peace.

Lo ! rising from baptismal flame,
rransfigiired, glorious, yet the same.
Within the heavenly city's bound
Our Kloster Kedar shall be found.

He Cometh soon ! nt davvp .>. noon
Or set of sun. He cometb - on.
Our prayers shall meei Him on his

way

;

.
Wake, sisters, wake ! arise and i^rnv!

For art and labour met in truce.
For beauty made the bride of use.
We thank Thee ; but, withal, we crave
The aubtere virtues strong to save.
The honour proof to place or gold.
The maniiood never bought nor sold !

VI.

Oh make Thou us, through centuries
long.

In peace secure, in justice strong

;

Around our gift of freedom draw
'I he safeguards of Thy righteous law ;And cast in some diviner mould,

!
Let tiie new cycle shame the old !
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THK TWO ANGELS.

Goo call.(| the nearest ..1.., ], >, ho ilwell with Him above :

I'tie tcuiJerf!.t one wus Pit}-, llie dearest one wa^ Love.

" Arise," He siicl, " my angels ! a wail of woe and sin
Steals through ilie gates of heaven, and saddens all within.

"My harps tnk'- up the mournful strain that from a lost world swells,
The smoke of torment clouds the light and bli^'Us the asphodels.

" Fly downward to that under worla, and on its souls o. pain
Let Love drop smiles like sunshine, and I'ity tears like rain !

"

Two faces bowed before tiie Throne veiled in their golden hair;
Four white wings lessened swiftly down the dark abyss of air.

The way was strange, the flight was long ; at last the angels came
Where swung the lost and nether world, red-wrapped in rayless flame.

There Pity, shnddcring, wept ; but Love, with faith too strong for fear
Took heart from God's almightiness and smiled a amile of cheer.

And lo ! that tear of Pity quenched the flame whereon it fell.

And, with the sunshine of that smile, hope entered into hell 1

Two unveiled faces full of joy looted upward to the Throne,
Four white wings folded at the feet of Him who sat thereon !

And deeper than the sound of seas, more soft than falling flake.
Amidst the hush of wing and song the Voice Eternal spake :

" Welcome, my angels ! ye have brought a holier joy to heaven
;

Henceforth its sweetest song shall be the song of sin for^'iven !

"

THE HENCHMAN.

My lady walks her mori • ^, rounH,
My lady's page her fleet j,...yhound,

My lady's hair the fond winds stir,

And all the birds make songs for her.

Her thrushes sing in Rathoarn tjowers,
And Rathburn side is gay with

flowers ;

But ne'er like hers, in flower or bird
Was beauty seen or music heard.

The distance of the stars is hers ;

The lea^t of nil her worshippers,
The dust beneath her dainty heel,
Slie knows not that I see or feel.

O proud and calm !—she cannot know
Where'er she goes vv-ith her I go ;

cold and fair !—she cannot guess
1 kneel to share her hound's caress !

Gay knights beside her huut ind hawk,
I r<

> their ears of her sweet talk
;

Ht uitors come from east and west,
I steal her smiles from every guest.

Unheard of her, in loving words,
I greet her with tii song of birda

;

I reach her with her green-armed bowers,
I kiss iier wi;h the lips of 'lowers.

The ii and and I are on her tiail,

"he wi 1 and I uplift her veil

;

; if ' i calm, cold mot > she were,
.nd 'le tide, I follow .ler.

As unrebuked as they, I shire
'

The license of the sun ane. air,

And in a coniinon homage hide
My worship from her scorn and pride.

World-wide apart, and yet so near,
I breathe her charmed atmosphere,
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rut. Q.VAALR O/.- TJJE OLDEN 7lm.
Wherein to her my service brin-s
Tile reverence due to holy iliiiifis.

Her maiden pride, her hni.Juy name,My dumb devoticm shall not shame •

I he love that no return doth crave
'

To knightly level lifts the slave.

iVo lance have I, in joust or fight,
io splmter in my lady's sight •

But, at her feet, how liiest' weie I
For any need of hers to die !
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OVERRULED.

i 1^^. 'u'?!''
""^ ''^"''' '" ''''"'Iness spin

I

No self-determined plan weaves in ;

I

I he shuttle of the unseen powers
Works out a pattern not as ours.

Ah
! small the choice ..f him who sin-s

^Vhat sound shall leave the smitten
strings

;

Fate holds and guides the hand of
art

;

The fnger's is the servant's part.

The \ '-harp chooses not the tone
Ihat t, .,ugh its trembling threads is

blo\,t'
;

The patien, .,gan cannot guess
What ha.ui its r-issive keys shall

press.

Through wish, resolv., and act, our will
Is moved by undreamed forces still •

And no man measures in advance '

His .strength with untried circum-
stance.

As streams take hue from shade .nnd
sun.

As runs the life the song must run;
iiut glad or sad, to his good end
Ood grant the varying notes m.-iy

tend !

•'

GIVING AND TAKING.*
Who gives and hides the -iving hand,

iNor counts on favour, fame, or
praise.

«.„cl ^ ' pf'.enipted to put in English verse ..W'ose translation of a poem by TinMevaluva a
'

Hindoo poet of the third century o our "a
'

•Shall find his smallest gift out-
\\cighs

The burden of the sea and land.

Who giv«s to whom hath nought been
given,

His gift in need, though small
indeed

As is the grass-blade's wind-blown
seed.

Is large as earth and rich as heaven.

Forget it not, O man, to whomA gift shall fall, while yet on earth ;
^ ea even to thy sevenfold birth

Kecall It m the lives to come.

N\ho broods above a wrong in thought
Sins much

; but greater .in is his
Wlio, fed and clothed with kind-

nesses,

•Shall count the holy alms as nought.

Who dares to cu.se the hands that
bless

Shall know of sin the deadliest cost •

Ihe patience of the heavens is lost
15eholdmg man's unthankfulness.

For he who breaks .ill laws may still
in bivam s mercy be .Jigiven
But none can save, in earth oi

heaven.
The wretch who answers good with

THE QUAKER OF THE OLDEN
TIME.

Tiu; Quaker of the olden tim.-
How calm and firm and true

Lnspotted by its wrong and crime,
He walked the dark earth through.

J he lust of power, the love of gainT
1 he thousand lures of sin

Around him, had no power to stain

I

ihe purity within.

VVitli that deep insight which detectsAH great things i the small,
And knows how eacii man's life afTects

ihe spiritual life of all,
He walked l.y faith and not by sieht,
ay love and not by law

;

The presence of the wrong or rightHe rather felt than saw.

2k
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He felt that wrong with wrong partakes,

That nothing stands alone,

That whoso gives the niotisc, makes
His brothers sin his oyvn.

And. paining not lor doul)lfui choice
Of evils great or small.

Me listened to that inward voice

Which called awav iVom all.

O Spirit of that early day,
So pure and strong an<l true,

fif '^iili us in the nariow way
Our laithtul fathers kne«.

tJive strength the evil to ror-.ake.

The cross of Truth to bi'ar.

And love and reverent fear to make
Our daily lives a prayer I

FORGIVENESS
Mv heart was heavy, for its trust hatl been
Abused, its kindness answered witii foul wrong

So, turiiiiig gloomily from ni) fellow-men,
One Summer Sabbath day 1 strolled among

The green mounds of the village burial place ;

\Vhere, pondering how all human love and hate
Enid one sad level ; and how, soon or late,

Wronged and wrv)ngdoer. each with meekened face,

And cold hands loldeif over a still heart,

I'ass the green threshold of our common grave,
Whither alj footMcps tend, whence none depart,

Awed for myself, and pitying my race,

Our common sorrow, like a mighty wave,
Swept all my pride away, and trembling I forgave I

AT EVEN'TIDE,

Poor and inadequate the shadow-play
Of gain and loss, of waking and of dream,
Against life's solemn background needs must seem

At this late hour. Yet, not untliankfully,

I call to mind the fountains by the way.
The breath of (lowers, the bird-song on the spray,

Dear friends, sweet human loves, the joy of giving
And of receiving, the great boon of living

\v grand historic years when Liberty
Had need of word and work, quick sympathies
For all who fail and suffer, song's relief.

Nature's uncloying loveliness ; and chief.

The kind restraining hand of Providence,
The inward witness, the assuring sense

Of in Eternal Good which overlies

The sorrow of the world. Love which outlives
All sin and wrong. Compassion which forgives

To the uttermost, and Justice whose clear eyes
Through lapse and failure look to the intent,

And judge our frailty by the life we meant.

THE PROHLEM.
I.

Not without envy Wealth at times must look
On their hmwn strength who wield the rea) ing-hrik



And scytlie, or, at the- for«e-(ire shmv. »h„ i T~
Orthc steel harness .. the i^^^jf^^f '''''"^^

All who, by .k.
1

a...l pat.ence, anylr '

Make service noble, nn-l th.. earth re!leem
I- .on, savasenes. ]!y U„j,|j, _,^,^,^^,,^:

'^

Am ov. counsels prolfer, they ni'aintain '

No w"' ;;'h"/;r'"''*'''''
l'"-''"-cl. and wa^eiNo wai NM;h Labours riglif to Labour's irainOf sweet hon,e.comf..,t. >eM of hand andS' ainAnd softer pdiow for the head of Age.

ir.

And well for Gain if it un.i^^rudgin.r yiei.isLabour .ts just demand ) an.T w'ell for Easen in the uses ot ils own, it sees

Th • .

' .''"-' ^''^'''^" "' "^ luxuries.
I he nnerests of the rich man and the poor

Food she'll
'''"'• ^'"^^ " ^'''^'"^"- ^»i' '^ g ve

Need'ht "'•'k'.'"'"''
^^^-^^^^-ithal to iL.^Ncerl has U, rights, necessity its claim.*

1 est well the chanty suffering long and kindThe home-pressed question of the age ca, find

i^eaders of bhnd. bolution there is nonfSave in the Golden rule of Chrlt alone
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1S77.

Beside that milestone where the level sunN.gh unto setting, sheds his last.Tow""'vsOn word and work irrevocably done
^

't^a;:^'&ftu:dj^^?^-^r'
Half doubtful if myseK ^dienn"!*^'^""''

^"' P^^'^'

Like h.m who, in the old Arabian jokeA beggar slept and crowned Caliph woke

iC.
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m

ST. MARTIN'S SUMMER.
1879.

Though flowers have perished at the
touch

Of frost, the early comer
I hail, the season loved so much

—

The good St. Martin's summer.

gracious morn, with rose-red dawn,
And thin moon curving o'er it !

1 h' old yeai's darhng, latest born,
More loved than all before it !

How flamed the sunrise through tlie

pines !

How stretched the birchen shadows.
Braiding in long, wind-wavered lines

The westward slo])ing meadows I

The sweet day, opening as a flower,
irnfol'K Us petals tender.

Renews for us at noontide's hour
Tlie summer's tempered splendour.

The biids are hushed ; alone the wind.
That through the woodland searchi-s,

The red o.^k's linLjering leaves can find,

And yellow plumes of larches.

But still the balsnm-breathing pine
Invite'i no thought of sorrow

;

No hint of loss from air like wine
The earth's content can borrow.

The summe:- and the winter here,
Midway a truce are holding

;A soft consenting atmosphere
Their tents of peace enfolding.

The silent woods, the lonely hills.

Rise solemn in the gladness
;

The quiet that the valley fills

Is scarcely joy or sadness.

How strange ! the autumn yesterday
In winter's grasp seemed dying

;

On whirling winds from skies of gray
The early snow wa.; flying.

And now, while over Nature's mood
There steals a soft relenting

;

I will not mar the present good,
Forecastinr^ or lamentip".

My autumn time and Nature s hold
A dreamy tryst together

;

And, both grown old, about us fold
The golden-tissued weather.

I lean my heart against the day
To feel its bland caressing

;

I will not lei it pass away
Before it leaves its blessing.

God's angels come not as of old
The Syrian shepherds knew them

;

In reddening dawns, in sunset gold.
And warm noon liglus I view them.

Nor need is there in limes like this,

Wlicn lieaven to earth draws nearer.
Of wing, or sung, or witnesses,

To make their presence clearer.

O stream of life, whose swifter flow
Is of tile eml forewarning,

Methinks tiiy sundown aftcigViw
Seems les=, of night than iaoniing !

Old cares grow light ; aside I lav
The doubts and fears that trouble

'

The quiet of tlie happy day
Within my soul is doubled.

That clouds must veil this fair sunshine,
Not less a joy I find it

;

Nor less yon warm horizon line

'I'hat winter links behind it.

The mysteries of the untried days
I close my eyes from reading

;

His will be cione'whose darkest ways
To light and life are leading !

Less drear the winter night shall be,
If memory cheer and hearten

Its heavy hours with thoughts of thee,
Sweet summer of St. Martin !

THE WORD.

Voice of the Holy Spirit, making
known

Man to himself, a witness swift and
sure,

Warning, approving, true and wise
and pure.

Counsel and guidance that misleadeth
none !

By thee the mystery of life is read ;

The picture-writing of the world's
grey seers,



The myths and parables of the primal
years,

p'""ai

Whose letter kills, by thee interprete-lTake healthful meanings fitted' to ourneeds,
And in the soul's vernacular expressThe common law of simple right'eot-

"'""'te^Ls'"'
^"d ^°»'^' of human

THE BOOK.

A minster rich m holy effigie.

Th„ I '"''^''"S °" entablature and frieze]he hieroglyphic oracles of old

AnV.^K
'?"'''1' ^"'^°'^^ '"^I'tyrs sit-

'acqVaint^'^""^
^'^^"'''^'"^ ^^^^

"^'"SSir^^^^^^P-P'-^'bard

lluronf'''f
*^'''''' ^'^"d i" Jioly writ •

Hut only when on form and woJ-d ob
scure

Falls n-om above the white supernal

VVe read the mystic characters ariditAnd hght informs the silent portrSe
Thi O^'.P-''"'^' f\ H' ^^^-'^^Jd before

THE LOST OCCASIOx\.
Some die too late and some too soon
^f"\"]°'-"'n& heat of noon,

'

Ur the chill evening twilit,dit. Thou

With all the massive strength that fiJI<;Thy home-horizon's granite hill
,''

'^''

With rarest gifts of heart and heidi;rom manliest stock inheraed.New England's stateliest tvpe of manIn port and si^cch Olympii.f ;

"''"'

Whom no one met, at first, b, t tookA second awed and wonderin<Mo5c
(As turned, perchance, the^ eyS of

vjreece

On Phidias' unveiled masterpiece) •

Whose^words. in simplest 'ho'lspun

The Saxon'strength of Ca;dmnn's hadVV.th power reserved at need to reachThe Roman forum's loftiest speechSweet with persuasion, eSquenr
'

In passion, cool in argument,

M&T,i"'T'
'""'"•'^

"" '^y foesAs fell the ^orse god's hammer blowsCuishing as If with Talus' flail
'

Through Error's logic-woven mail,And failing only when they tried

TLfnT?'"'''''*^'-'2'^^^o"^side,--

OfS n /^''""' and hope, bereavedU( Ola friends, by ;he new deceivedToo soon for us. too soon for thrReside thy lonely Northern sea '

'^"sJS:"'
low the marLh-land

Laid wearily down thy august head

ThV'fit^Di'u'
'^^.^ '^'' fo trblfow

The M. f "'°"' ^'''"^ upthrow,-

Thv ^H^^"'""S""""'''''^^""'^erlaidihy sad concessions vainly madeThou shouldst have seen flrom Sumter's

The stai-ilag of the Union fall

^"^^'-'f^l^ebellion pressing onThe broken hues of Washington-No stronger voice than thine had thenCalled out the utmost might of menlo make the Unions charter freeAnd strengthen law by libertyHow had that stern arbitrament
to u.y gray age youth's vigour lentShaming ambition's ppltry^prize'
Before thy disillusioned eyes
Breaking the spell about thee wound

Redeeming, in one effort grand.
Thyself and thy imperilled land IAh cruel fate, that closed to theeO sleeper by the xXorthern sea.
> ^e gates of opportunity

!

God fills the gaps of human need,^ch crisis brings its word and dml
«ut stil

, witn memoiy turning backIn the dark hours we though.^oSAnd thy lone g,ave beside^^.he sel'Above that grave the east win.ls blow^nd from the marsh-lands drifting slmv
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I[

The sea-fog conies, witli evermore
The wave-vva^h o! a lonely shore,
And sea-binis melancholy cry,

As Nature fain would typify

The sadness of a closing scene,

The loss of that which should have been.
But, where thy native mountains l)are

Their foreheads to diviner air,

Fit emblem of enduring fame,
One lofty summit keeps thy name.
For thee the cosmic forces did

The rearin^j of that pyramid,
'riie prescient i»^;i;s shajiing with
Fire, flood, and fro»t thy monolith.
Sunrise and smiwt lay thereon
\yith hands of ii/^ht their i)enison.

The stars of midnight pause to set

Their jewels in its coronet.
And everiMoie that mountain mass
Seems clindjing from the shadowy pasf
To light, as if to manifest
Thy nobler bclf, thy life at best

!

1

1'
I



NOTES.
Note i, page i.

MOGG Mkgone, or Hee-ono iv-,^ ^ i i

.mong ,he Saco Indian" -ftire' ll'^ ,y ^^,^:^-

«f Hi J^^
attacked and captured the -."wo",

cutoff^fT'- °'='°''^^ '^"' °f "'^' y- ancut ott, at the same time a narfv r.] v„ ,r \

this Indian in .664, and from other drcum
h.^H

""» ","!,""^ '^^'' P^^^i°">* to ch; wir he"had mingled much with the colonists Onthis account he was probably select., bv th^principal sachems as their -iL'r„r ,, i
7^

signed in November, ,676.
"""^

Note z, page 2.

Baron de St. Castine came to Canada in !644. Leaving his civilized companions hePlunget^ into the great wilderness™ euled

01 their noble river. He here took for hk
r"the'rf^"="'^fr'y ^•-' Modol"^ !do, -the most powerful sachem of the EastHis castle was plundered by Governor Andms
enraaL'^R'

'""^'"^ administration
; and heenraged Baron is supposed to have excited h^Indians into open hostility to the English

I

Kennebec River, at the head of a nartv of
i :'ttlT\

^' d^covcred twenty of the "avLes•sleep by a large fire. Cautio-slv cree ma
T'^'-f

^ '''?' "•"-' he was cenain o\ In ^im^he ordered his men to single our th.ir objecuIhe hrs discharge killed or morta!.y v oundld
_

the whole number of the unconscious sleepers

i Note 6, page 2.

U-ood Island near the mouth of the Saco.It was visited by the Sieur de Monts and
i

Champlain w, 1603. The following exttactfrom the ournal „f the latter relafes to ftHaving left the Keni.ebec, we ran alone thecoast to the westward and cast anchor u^ndea small island, near the ma n-land, where wesaw twenty or more natives. I here Wsited anisland, ueaulifuily clothed with a fine growthof fores tree-:, parucularly of th^ oak an^w,-

1

nut, and overspread v ith vines, that, in their

k 'r-is'irr f
1>"^'^"' P^'^"- We named

it the island of Hacchus. '-£„ ^ova^ei H*Sieur Chatiifiaiu, Liv. 2, c. 8.

Note 3, page 2. I

The owner and commander of the garrison I

t'owtrch'thefate^rd^trs.""""" '' "^^ ^^<="°^

Note 4, page 2.

the^^C;oro!fv""''H-""'
°'- '^^ P"'"-'*P«' ">^" of

and te^riM^ • ": ^f''"" ""^'ained a longand terrible siege by the savages. As a m-,<ri.srate and a gentlen.an, he exacted of Insplebeian neighbou.s a remarkable deg^Ie of

ment'?nF', ' '""
V'"""'

'^'^'-""'^ "f" ^he^eulemeit inform us that an individual was fined

Phiwi'T°"'°'^'-'"^~?
"• -V.n,^' that "Majori'hidip s mare was as leaii as an Indian dog."

Note 5, page 2.

Captain Harmon, of Georgeana, now York
",Hf '^^^ '

"i'J V" "^'l"? "^"o' "' 'he K.isi.rn

Note
7, page 2.

John Bonyihon was the son of RirhardBonython. Gent., one of the most efficient andable magistrates of the Colony. John protedto be a degenerate plant." In ,6,,. w^e iind,
y the Court Records, tl.at, for some offencehe was hned 4o,v. In ,,40, he »as fined fo^abuse toward R. Gib.son. the ministe and

I

Alary Ins wife. Soon after he «as lined for

I

Ui.sorderly conduct in the house of his father

'i;,'-,rS; ,"T;'^>e«t and General Court ••

adjudged John Bonython outlawed, .md in-capai.leof any of his Majesty's laws, and no-aimed l„m a rebel." (Curt Records of"tl?e

h'eTaw'^";,";?-^ V ''5'. he l,ade defiance ,0the laws 01 Massachusetts, and was again out-

.'n h , '"S't,''
"-"lependently of all law and

l^^He n7 ^••Th"^'"""''
doubtless his bu>lesqSe

title of Ihe Sagam-.re of Saco, " which Raswme down to the piesen: generation in ,h"
M.fivwiii;; epitaph : -

"
h!T ''",' '^°"V'hot>

:

the Sagamore of Saco.He hved a rogue, and died a knave, andwent to Hobomnko.'I.. J.,., r
' " — •••-; •ci.ui ui me l„is erii

"=iii lu noiiomoko.
l.-d.««.. rn one o. hts e..pe.,.t,ons up „. B, some means ,.• other, ne obtained . Iar«e
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estate. In this poem, I have taken some
nberties with him, not strictly warranteii by
historical facts, although the conduct imputed
to him IS in keeping with his general character.
Over the last years of his life lingers a deep
obscurity. Even the manner of his death is
uncertain. He was supposed to have been

il ui
y ine Indians ; but this is doubted by

the able and indefatigable author of the His-
«ory of ijaco and Biddeford.-Part I. p. 115.

Note 8, page 2.

Foxwell's^Brook flows from a marsh or bog,
tailed the Heath," in Saco, containing tliir-
teen hundred acres. On this brook, and 'ur-
rounded by wild and romantic scenery, is a
beautiful water-fall, of more than sixty feet.

Note 9, page 3.

Hiacomes, the first Christian preacher onMarthas Vineyard; for a biography of whom
the reader is referred to Increase Mayhew's
account of the Praying Indians. 7726. Thefollow- IS related of him :

" One Lord's dav
after meeting, where Hiacoomes had been
pr«aching, there c.ime in a Powwaw verv
angry, and said, 'I know all the meetiii-
Indians are liars. You say you don't care lorthe Powwaws

; -then calling two or three ofthem by name, he railed at them, and told

I.^?,M l-i7 n'? "^"eived, for ihe Powwaws
could kill all the meeting Indians, if they setabout It. But Hiacoomes told him that hewould be in the midst of all the Powwaws in

r^f.lH
*"'*'• *"'l 'li^y should do the utmost theycould against him; and when they should do

-«nM'^°'';l ^ 'I'*""
^''t^.h"--"' to kill him, heb™ K°-'

f«" set himself against them,by remembering Jehovah. He told them alsohe did put all the Powwaws under his heelSuch was the faith of this good man Norwere these Powwaws ever able to do thesethristian Indians any hurt, though others were
fr.quently hurt and killed by Ihtm.'-Maylew
PP- 6, 7, c. I. ' '"'

'''« Customs, Manners, Worsnips, &c , of the
Natives, in Peace and Warre, in Life and
L>eath : on ill which is added Spiritual Ob-
servations, General and Particular, of Chiefe
and Special use—upon all occasions—to all the
tnghsh inhabiting these parts; yet Pleasant
and Profitable to the view of all Mene.—P. uo.
c. 21.

Note 13, page 8.

Mt. Desert Island, the Bald Mountain upon
which overlooks Krencliman's and Penobscot
Bay. It was upon ihis island that the Jesuits
made their earliest settk'iment.

Note 14, page 8.

Father Hennepin, a missionary amone the
Iroquois, mentions that the Indians believed
hmi to be a conjurer, and that they were
parlicul.itly afraid of a bright silver chalice
which he had in his possession. "The
Indians, ' says Pere Jerome Lallamant,

lear us as the greatest sorcerers on eaith."

Note 15, page 9.

^_
Boniazeen is spoken of by Penhaliow, as
the famous warrior and chieftain of Nor-

ridgewock." He was killed in the attack
of the LnglLsh upon Norridgewock, in 1724.

Note 10, page 5.

hi^'^,!.!,°r
''"''"'• ' '^r ^^°Ser Williams in

,omf^f .h^'n,"' "t?°",
^^^ '^"fi"age and cus-toms of tlie New England trib«, *'

is the onlypainc which will force thei. stoute hearts to

Tn^";.„
afterwards remarks that even the

•'^meo7?r'" "'"?• ?y "": ^^ has heardsome of their men in this paine.''

Note h, pages.
IV'utiamuttata "Let us drink," iVeckn,,

'It .s sweet. y,-^e Roger William's Key .ilae Indian Language, "in that parte of

XT.V%'
England." london.

Note 12, page 6.

iney— the Indians-have oiyen •!« -l-
naiiics of thirty-seven gods, which I have '.-I'll I

ra^r'^"'V''w-ir°'"""^'^<^'-^"'P^ tl-y invj!tasc! ~H, Williams s Briefe Observations o'l

Note 16, p.-ige g.

Pere Ralle, or Rasles, was one of the most
zealous and indefatigable of that band of Jesuit
missionaries who at the beginning of the
.seventeenth century, penetrated the lorests of
America, with tne avowed object of converting
tne heathen. The first religious mission of the
JcMiit.s, to the savages in North .America, wasn rOii. The zeal of the fathers for the con-
version of the InJians to the Catholic faithknew no bounds. For thi.s, tliey plunged into
the depths of the wilderness ; habituated them-
selves to all the hardships and privations of the
natives; suffered cold, hunger, and some ofthem death itself, by tbe extrcmest tortures.
I ere brebeuf. after lal)Ouring in the cause of
h.s inis.sion for twenty years, together with his
companion, Pere Lallamant, was burned alive
lo these might be added the names of those
Jesuits who were put to d-ath by the Iroquois,
-Daniel Gamier, Euteaux, La Riborerde
Goupil, Constantin, and Liegeouis. "For
t-ed, says Father Lallamant, in his Rtlathn
de (c'^gii! Yii ,/a>is le p,i)S(ies f/uions, 1640
c^3,

^
we have nothing but a miserable piece

^. bar^ofattee; fornouri^hment, a handmlor
two of corn, either roasted or soaked in water
which seldom satisfies our hunger; and alter
all, not venturing to perform even the cere-
monies of our lehgion, without being con-
sidered as sorcerers." Their success amonj:
the natives, however, by no means equalled
their exertions. Pere I.^liamant says : '''With
lespect to adult persons, in good health, there
is little apparent .'success

; on theconlrarv, there
,;ave bee:: riu-hing but stwiTis and wiiiriwinds
fjom that quarter "

Sebastian Ralle established himself, some""» about the year 1670. at Norridgewock
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where he continued more than forty yeaf..He was accused, and peihaps not without 1

justice, of exciting his praying Indians against
the tnglish, whom he looked upon as the
enemies not only of his king, but also of the
Catholic religion. He was killed by the
tnglish, in 1724. at the foot of the cross which
his own hands had planted. This Indian
church was broken up, and its members either
killed outright or dispersed.

In a letter written by Ralle to his nephew he
gives the following account of his church, and
his own labours: ''All my converts lepair to
the church regularly twice every day ; first very
early in the morning, to attend mass, and again
in the evening, to assist in the prayers at sun-
set. As It is necessary to fix the imagination
or savages, whose attention is easily distracted,
1 have composed prayers, calculated to inspire
them with just sentiments of the august sacrifice

'

of our altars; ihey chant, oral lea.'-tiecite them
aloud, during mass. Besides preaching to them
on t>undaysand saints days,. I seldom let a work-
ing day pa.ss, without making a concise ex-
hortation, for the purpose of inspiring them
with horror at those voices to which they are
most addicted, or to confirm them in the
practice of some particular virtue.' - I'Me
Lettres Edijiants et Cut-., Vol. VI. p 127

Note 17, page 13.

The character of Ralle has probably never
been correctly delineated. Hy his brethien of

.
llie Romish Church, he has been nearly apo-
ihcosised. On the other hand, our Puritan
..istoriaiis have lepresented him ;-. a demon inhuman form He was undoubtedly sincere in
his devotion to the interests of his church, and
not over-scrupulous as to the means of advanc-
ing those interests. "The French, ' fays the
author of the History of Saco and Biddeford
a ter the peace of r7i3, -secretly promised 10

supply the Indians with arms .nnd ammunition,
It they would renew ho.stilities. Their prin-
cipal agent was the celebrated Ralle, the
French Jesuit. - P. 215.

Note i8, page 14.

Hertel de Rouville was an active and un-spanng enemy of the English. He was the
leader of the combined French and Indian
forces which destroyed Deerfield and massacred
Its inhabitants, in 1703. He was afterwards
killed in the attack upon Haverhill. Tradition
ays that, on examining his dead body his
iiead and face were found to be perfectly
smooth without the slightest appearand- of
hair or beard.

Note 19, page 14.

C-nuesass'—iavi/iic/i wessascen? ,Sre v'lii
« iiy fear you ?

Note 20, page 16.

Winnepurk;it, otherw-.e called George.bachem of S.uigus, married a daughter of"
Pa.-saconaway, the great Pe-^n.cjok cLeftain!
10 >662. J he Widdine took DJ.ice jit Penn;,!

cook (n.,w Concord, N. H ), and the ceremonies
closed wiih a great feast. Accoiding to the
usages of the chiefs, Passaconaway ofdered aselect number of his men to accompany thenewly married cojple to the dwelling oY thehusband, where ir turn there was another great
least, home time after, the wile of Wlnne-
purkit expiessmg a desire to visit her father's
house, was perniitted to go, accompanied by abrave escort of her husbands chief men. Butwhen .she wisJied to return, her father .ent amessenger to baugu.s, informing her husbandand asking him to come and take her awayHe returned for answer that he had escorted
his wife .0 her fathers house in a style thatbecame a chief and th.it now if <he wished to
return, her ^ther must send her back in the

'.n'?-.'^^^ -7^^ P-ssaconaway refused to do!

fion .Vl-^'f '^f
here terminated the connec'-iipnof hisdaugln. with the Saugus chief.

-

lide j),or ion's New Caraan

afraid ?

Note 21, page ao.

This was the name which th. Indians ofAew tngiand gave 10 two or three of their
principal chiefs, to whom all their inferior
-•agamores acknowledged allegiance. Passa-
conaway feems to have been cne of these

ri!, „ "• 'esidence was at Pennacook
(Mass. Hist. Coi:., Vol. III. pp. 21, 7? ) "He

I

was regarded, • says Hubbard, "as a pieat
I

sorcerer, ai^d his fame was widely .'pread. It
was <aid of him that he could cause a green
leaf to grow in winter, irees lo dance, water to
burn, cue. He was. undoubtedly, one cf those
.shtewd and powerful men whose achievements
aie always legarded by a barbarous people as
(he result 01 .supernatural aid. 'ITie Indians
gave 10 such the names of Powahs or Pani-
sees '

'The Panisees are men of gieat courage and
wi.dom. and to thes " ,- devil appeareth more
famihany than to . .'-l^iHsivws Rela-
tion.

Note 22, page 12.

"The Indians,' says Roger Williams, "have
a god whom they call VVetuomanit, who pre-
sides over the household."

Note 23, page 23.

There are rocks in the river at the FalU of
Amoskeag, m the cavities of which, tradition
says, the Inoians formerly stored and concealeo
'heir corn.

Note 24, page 25.

The Spring God.- See Ro^er IViiiiams's
n rv, &c.

Note 25, page 2/.

"Matwonck kunna-monee." We shall see
thee or her no more. - I^Ktf Roger lyiU/aiius
hey io the I.'uiuiu Lanc-un^c.

Note 26, page 2S.

"The Great South AVe>i God."-See Roeer
yyiUtatitii OlitriaiibHS, &c
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Note 27, paije 29.

.

De Soto, in the ;,ixteeiiiliceimirv i)cn,.tr ,f,.,!mto ,he wilds or the new wor d'i'n' ^^a ,, 'ffgold and the fountain of perpnual youfh

Note -8, page 62.

J0US8AINT L'OoVKRTLIRe; th,. M,M I.- r

structed h,m in some of^tho fi",' branches "f

otin^'To Vh^"'
"'^ P-^-v/^'ion of his life^rsowmg to the negro's gratitude for this kind-

In T797. Toussaint L'Ouverture w^= ,„

l^cl^^f^.,! L^-^^-enjnT. ^^
S?]

such signed the"'conven ion° w tr',>,^: "J

"KJS^-^rtS:-Jfi^^n St Domingo, although t failed .ff."^
tat-'^'Tr'^;,' ""'''t^

'^^-' tothel^ro' ;,ef:

wied'^rbt7d"l^i--,\';^^it''
'h^

^^^'

veved to France, where he wa.s?o,fin"^
•"""

cold subterranean dungeoir a^ r"!"*
'" ^

Note 29, page 64.

" Toussaint l-thou most unhappy man of

'^'"louV''^ "''^""- ^"-^'"^ ^-'^^ hi.

Within thy hearing, or thou hest now
O mf , f"'5"<^ep dungeon's ea, less den •

thou
'^ Pa'.enceV-Vet, die not, do

Xit'' '^°'"'^'^'- •^'"- h-t t'u be-

''°^^£s^'^^°^'^^-hee; air, earth,

"^'af wni ?ortt theTl'^^"™ "-'^
Thy /Viands ar^:^:,^;::;;,-j--—"ies.
And love, and man's uncin^CltiX mind"

The French ship Le

Note 30, page 64.

of twenty-two men, and with one hunjired and

a •rribll'^l- ',^H^
«" "PProaching .heline"

d.seaTe of ^t'"^''
^'°^^ °"''-''" obstinate

lKether%°Lnr..''^^''""'-'°"'^«r^' ^"«1 »""-t,e[ner heyond the resources of medicine \t

I

the slaves (only half a wineglass per dav b»-in^allowed to an individual), and by the ext emf
I

'"'PMnty o. the air ,n which they br"'hT
il^rou ;,'-: f^^"--

°f 'he physician,',he^w^e
I

wu^ht upon deck occasionally; but some of

^XT' ''"'''^''''
'f^*^'"''

'hem.^elve in each'"he. s arms, leaped overboard, in the horn-

in Alric-
'

-n l"'l""',"-"^ '? '^"' °^" homesin Air c.i Xo check this, the captain orderedeveral who were stopped in the attempt to beshot, or hanged, before their companions Thedsease extended to the crew ; and one afteranother were sm tten with it nn.il T.I1

against the underwriters, thirty-dx of thl

'"io //le sea and tirmvncii '
"'rown

In the midst of their dreadful fears Ie« th.

Note 31, page 83.

n.lT'ga'Insfr";^.,:-''"^
°' "'^ Congressional

- the^subj^ct Svir""°" °' '"" P'=°P''=

Note 32, page 93

in ^i; ^etcriptfo^o?
th'e" &""fV'^^r-'.savs- "Th,. I-,K^ ,

^'5^^ "f Yorktown.
is peVformed Z'e?h "'l^'^8i"i'-« Plantations

human rTe cr'u hf wre'ste^ ? ''"'T^
°' '^e

country and H,!!™
"rested from their nat ve

while Thetrm-f '° purpetunl bondage.

W' la.e work "„ a^'eU'l'l'j
' ' •«'»». m

KUDKUK, with a g.c Th
Note 33, paj;e

«^ rights .ind libert

99.

i-s affirmed by Magna
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iffl hy Magma

Charta were dL-eiiitd of such imparlance, m
the thirteenth century, tiiat the Hishups, twici;
a year, with tapers bumnis, and in t:ieii p„nli-
ticul robes, pionounced, in tfie prehence ol" llic
knig and the repre>cnlatives ol the eMales ol
ij-nyiand, the greater e.vcomniunication n"an.-,t
the infringer of that iiiMrument. Tiie unpos-
ing ceremony tool; place in the threat Hall of
Westminster A copy of the curse, as pro-
nounced in ,253. decl.iies that, '-by the
authority of Almighty Cod. and the blessed
Aposiles and Martyrs, and all the saints ir,
heaven, all those who violate the EnQlisJi
liberties, and secretly or openly, by deed, word
or counsel, do make statutes, or olaerve thei'ii
benti; made, against said liberties, ate accursed
and sei,ue^tercd from the company of heaven
and th'; s.ncraments of the Holy Church "

Wii.LiAM Phns-, in his admirable political
pamphet. ' ..n..;bnds Present Interest con-
sulered, alhuluv^ to tlie curse of the Charier-
breakers, says: "1 am no Roman Catholic,
and little value their other cnrses

; yet I declare
I would not for the woild incur this ci'ise as
every man deservedly doth, who olTers violenc"
to the fundamental freedom thereby repeated
and confirmed."

Note 34, page 104

One of the latest and most interesting items
ot h..Tstern news is the statement that Slavery
has been formally and totally aijolished 111Egypt.

Note 35, page 106.

"SeiaA, Oasis of Fezzau. lotk Match, 1S46-Ihls evenmgthe female slaves were unu'u-
ally excited in singin;;, and 1 liad the curiosity
to ask my negro servant. Said, what they were
singing about. As many of them v.,tr^ natives
of his own country, he had no difficulty ,n
translating the Mandara ,;r Bornou languLe
I had often a.sked the Moors to translate tlieir
songs lor me, but got no satisfactory account
n "? .*/" ^^"' ^' '!'"'' '^aid, ' O. they sni" ofRubfj- (God) • What do you mean ^'^ \rt !

plied, impatiently, 'O, don't you know?' he
'

continued, they asked God to give them their I

• 7 fL . ^?frl"'^""', °f
t'-eedom.) I inquired,

I

Is that all ? baid :
* Xo ; thev s,,y, " \V|k re

are we going? The world L, large. O C„hL < i

^J^,^''^'-'iuegoh,s7 OGadr- I inquired; iWhat else? .Said: 'They remember their i

countt^, Bornou, and say, " Borunu was „
|co»T,:r_y, full ol all good t/tiu^s ; but this i, ahad country, and ive are inUetable '"' ' Da '

they s.iy .auythm- else?' S:du :
' No ; Oiev '

repeat th<«e words over and over again, and
'

aaa, U God I give us our Alba, and let usreturn again to our dear /tome '
'

vvliln "l"' T' r"''J"'H^,'' ' -"' "'^''^ satisfactionwhen 1 asked the Moors about the son^s of
their slaves. Who will say that the .-ib,ivewords are not a very appropriate song ? What
could have been more congenially adapted totheir then w.-.:fu| cndition ? hi ,J to iewondered at that these poor bondwomen cheerup their hearts, in their long, lonely, and , ain-ful wanderings over the desert, witi, words and
sentiments like these; but I have often ob-
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served that iheir fatigue and sul.ui •«, were
too great .or li.em to suii.e up thm nieUn- h.,|y
diige, and many days ihcii plainiive slt,«in«
never bioke over the silenee wl the dewM,"—
Atcnardson's 'Journal.

>iorE ^6, page 109.

.

The celebrated Captain Snnth, after. enioninthe government ol the Colony in V.rginfa. inhis caixicity ol "..\dmir.alot New Kngland "
made a caiefu survey of the coast r?onKm.bscot to Cape Cod. in the summer gf

^'""'-37, l-ayc .v)9.

r,^^y';„'^'',""'''^^"8ee,-///. Smile a/ the

S thlte^aclc"
"""'^ "'"'"= "'"'" '^""^»'«

Note 38, page 109.

calleTr'"^'?"''*^i!''='°""= P'"niontory, nowcalled Cape Ann. the name of I'ragabizanda. inmemory of his young and beautilul mistr.Ji
of that name, who. while he was a cant ve atCons^tantmople, like Desdemona " lovedhimfor the dangers he had passed '

N0TE3Q, page no.
Some three or four years since, a fragment da statue, rudely chiselled from dark g^ays.^fwas lound in the town of BradJd^oiXMerrimack. Its origin must be left ei tire y laconjecture The IVict that the ancien North"men visited New England, some cei ur^^be

NoTr 40, page iib.

j

Among the earliest cnverts to the doctrine*
I

"[ t"«nds.>",^Votl.nd wa.-. Uarclay of Ury an
i

old and distinguished soldier, who had fouch
,

under Oustavus Adolpl,u.s, in Germany Tl
j

Quaker, he became the object of f^rwcuuor
\

and abuse at the hands of the magistrates and
I

the popiilace. None bore the indignities of lie
I

nub vvith gre.-iter patience and nobleness <rf sou I

On 1,"
?"" P'-o'^ gentlema^i and «>ldierOne ot his friends, on an occasion of uncwnmw

i harswtl'n' ir" if
"'"^

'^f
^''°"'^ "^ ^'«^«d

^

i on »i K ." "
?''i

/'g'^ «'''o ha.l been so hon-

I
?,"';i ^'P.'''^ ,

f""' "'«^<= sat,slaction,'"aUl
Larclay, "as well as h, nour. in being thu, ,"

I

suited lor my religious principles, tluri Xn «fevv ye^rs ago, ,t was usual for the niagi.sirat«as 1 passed the city of Aberdeen, to meet meon. the ro.-id
. nd conduct me t./p„bKu*tamment in tl.cir h.all, and then e^ort me ^1again, togaji, my favour."

X^OTE 41, page 117.

lliis leg-rit; ,s the sub ect ofacelebrated pictureby lintortrio, of u/K;, I. \^. t>
"F".iute

the origin..! skelci^-'-'liie ^^X.^'^:;";^
ground, ,-imid a cro-rd of .spect.itorv who lo^ou, animated by all the various ^otmT^sytnpa hy, rage, terror

; a Woman in front, wuba cb... in her arms, has always been admued
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irt'

for the lifelike vivacity of her attitude and ex-
preswon. The executioner holds up the broken
implements

; St. Mark, with a headlong move-
ment, s«ems to rush down from heaven in haste
tosave his worshipper. The dramatic i-roupinu
in this picture is wonderful ; the colouring in
Its gorgeous depth and harmony, is in Mr
Kogers s sketch, liner than in the picture —
Mrs. JamiesoHs Poetry ofSacred and Lcem-dary Art, Vol. I. p 121.

*

NoTK 42, page 118.

The storming of the city of Derne, in 1805.by General Eaton, at the head of nine Ameri-
cans, forty Greeks, and a motley arr.ny of lurksand Arabs, was one of those feats of li.-.rdihoodand daring which have in all ages attracted the
adrniration of the multitude. The higher andhoher heroism of Christian self-denial and
sacrifice, in the humble walks of private dulv
IS seldom so well appreciated,

'

Note 43, page 120.

This ballad was written on the occa.-ion of a
Horticultural Festival. Cobbler Keezar was anoted character among the first settlers 111 the
valley of the Merrimack.

Note 44, page 164.

summer^of'i?' ^
"^^l

^'- ^hanning was in thesummer of 1841 when, in company with mvEnglish friend Joseph Sturge, io well known
for his philanthropic labours and liberal poht .

5t'°P'"'""p.! !;'^"?^,h"n in his summer resi-

in^nr!
'" ^^f\ ^'''?''''- ^" recalling theimpressions of that visit, it can sca.cely benecessary to say, that J have no reference tohe pecBhar religious opinions of a man wl>o>e

life, beautifully and truly manifested above the

Ie7ac7 " "' " """^ ""^ ^°^'''''' <=°'"'"""

I

bread. Well has the eloquent author of " The
Kelormsand Reformers ol Great Britain "

said
of him, ' Not corn-law repealers alone, but all
llritons wlio nioi>tened their scanty bread wiui
the sweat of their brow, are largely indebted to
lis popularity, for the mighty bound which the
labouring mind of England has taken in our
clay.

Note 48, page 171

.

It is proper to say that these lines are the
joint impromptu of my sister and mystlf. They
are inserted here as an expression of mr admir-
ation ol the gifted stranger whom we have since
learned to love as a friend.

Note 49, page 171.

It can .scarcely be necessary to say that there
areelements in the character and passages in
the history of the great Hungarian statesman
ar^d orator which necessarily command the
admiration of those, even, who believe that no
political revolution was ever worth the price ofhuman blood.

^

Norn, 50, page 173.

William Forster, of Norwich, England, died
.n East lennessee, in the 1st month, 1854.while engnged in pre.senting to the governorsof the .States ot this Union the address of his
religi,.us society on the evils o*" slavery Hewas the relativ • and coadjutor o. he Buxtons
Gurneys, and Frys

; and his whole life, extend^ing almost to threescore and ten years, was apure and beautilul example of Christian bene-
volence. He had travelled over Europe, and
visited most ol its sovereigns, to plead againsthe slave-tr.ide and slavery ; and had twice be-
fore made visits to this country, under impres-
sions of religious duty,

""pres

Note 45, page 167.

•' O vine of Sibmah ! I will weep for theewith the weeping of Ja/er I'-^V'^/./Jxlvu.

Note 46, page 169.

Sophia Sturge, sister of Jcseph Sturge. ofBirmingham, the President of the British C^-plete Suffrage Association, died in the 6thmonth, 1845. She was th^ colleague coin,
sellor and ever-ready helpmate of her brother
in all his vast designs of beneficence. TheBirmingham Pilot says of her :

• Never, per-

hf^*' "^T '*** ^''"'"= ^"'l P3«'ve virtues ol thehnnian character more harmoniously and beau-
tilully blended than in this excellent woman."

Note 47, page 170.

H.^.hT"'' ^"T- the intelligence of whose

ti^ns "1 lL«^<='?"y '«'-'ched us, was, to the ar-
tisans of England, what Burns was to the
p=at.:i:ury ot bcotlanu His -Corn-law

*te^ contributed not a little to that over-whelming tide of popular opinion and feelingwhich resulted m the repeal of the tax w

Note 51, page 174.

No more fitting inscription could be placedon the tombstone of Robert Ranloul than this :He died at his post in Congress, and his lastwords were a protest in the name of Democracy
against the I ugitive-Slave Law."

""•''y

Note 52, page igt.

I \.ST ^"i''*'''
caricatures of America : Slave-

I

holder and cowhide, with the motto, " Haven't
I a right to wallop my nigger ?

"

Note 53, page 193.

.

It i.s recorded that the Chians, when sub-jugated by M.thridates of Cappadoci!? were
delivered up to their own slaves, to be carriedaway captive to Colchis. Athena;us cons der.this a just punishment for their wickedness in
first introducing the slave-trade into Gr«cefrom this aucient villany of the Chians theproverb arose, "The Chian hath bought himselfa master. •• """^':"

Note 54, page 302.

Catholics. H^ has. on more than one occasion
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exposedhi.nse f to iheceiisures of hi, Protestant
brethren, by hi.s sHenuous endeavours to pro-cure indenimlication tor the owners of the con-vent destroyed ne.,r Boston. He dtfended thecause of the Irish patriots long before it h"!become popular jii this country ; and he was on-of the first to urge the most liberal aid to the

u'l.nI^'"'''n
'•'•'"^".le population of iheCatholic

Tr^^U
'^ ""'• ""y °' '''^ language finds itsample apology m the reluctant confession ofone of the most eminent Romish priests, theeloquent and devoted Eather Ventura
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Note 55, page 220.

f.-.LT.n^
'^''\"^ '>'•' f'""^' ' •"" indebted to

khodor -'" 'nmiitable sonnet to the

" Jf eyes were made for seeing,
IhL-n beauty is its own excuse for being."

Note 56, page 261.

Eleonora Johanna Von .Merlau, or. as .Sewall
' eyuaker historun u.ves i,. Von Merbne, a
V|« yniiig l.v|v of Kr.uikfort, seems to haveamon- ihe Mystn s o, th.u cilv very much

>^ the Lab.Tlists of Holland, William
1

ippe.irs to nave sh;,red the admiration o(

J gifteTladj!'''^
'"''' ^^' "''" '-''-'-•'^"'P'i^hed

Note 57, page 263.

iMagister Jphann Kelpius, a graduate of theLniversi.yp Helmstadt. came to I^eni^Jvania!
< '69 ,

with a company of German Mystics
.""• 'nade their home in the woods on the
v,..ahickon, a little west of the Quaker .settle-ment of Oermantown. Kelpius was a believerin the near approach of the Millennium andwas a devout student of the Book of Reve ationand iU^Morseu.Kothe of Jacob Beht^en Hecalled his settlement "The Woman in th; \Vildernes, (Da, Heib in der m,e,te) He was

°4"'yj-""="fy-'"°V 5"^^* °^^g« ^hen he came ?o

DlS' h.m^n^^l^'r"!' ';^L"'"^'
^^''d devotion

d slikpH r n 1^ ^""^i.
°^ '*'« settlement. He

dislilied the Quakers, because he thought thevwere too exclusive in the matter of minsers^

s^v^e^d'^^"^°f'°"'^^'^'>:^'''^^'
opposed 'tolhe

1 m?,.
'^PC',""^' ^)?T °' <-'^'^'" a"d even

'

with .h. A^""^
that he could as little agreewith the Damtiavms of the Augsburg ton-

Tf^^r^y^ "'^ ^«aM.«.« of^he 5oundl

He died in 1804, sitting in his Uttle gardenurrounded by his grieving disciples. PrSs

j.y^r^Lv^:.foTthrt\mt-rvi„tx'o^r

Peter Sluyter, or Scliluter, a native of Weselunited himself with the sect' of Labad° trwho
La& '" p"= ^''V^*

commission of John DeLabadie. a Roman Catholic priest converted to

Irotestanlism, emhusiaMic, eloquent, and evi-dently sincere ir. his special calling and election

vn^ • " r^t""' ,
'""' '*>« formalism and

ypocrisy of the ruling sects. Geoige Keiih

and ^t'''' ""r'^^i
''^'^^ *""> ^' An-'e.d "nand afterward at the communities of Herlorda d Wiewaid

; and according to Gera.d Gross.fou d Imn so near to them on some points, tha

Vrln ?"*'•,,'" '"^y ^'"^ '"'O th. boci«y of
r,"^"ds. 1-his offer, if it was really madewhich is certainly doubtful, was, happily («;the 1.1,ends at least, dechned. Invited oHerford in Westphalia by Elizabeth, daughti?

ol the Elector l^-,latlne. De Labadie and his

[naroif'.n
•""""

'f'^
.nccssantly, and succeeded

nnrousing a wild enthusiasm among the people.who neglected their business and lave way toexcitements and strange practices*" Men and

an,l '

1"' ";'^' '^','^' "' '*>= Communion drank

ZtnTx^^
together, and private marriages, orpmtual unions we.e formed. Labadie died in

\tlL
•^"""'''

u'"
P'=">"af'<. maintaining hise timonies to the last. " Nothing remains

lor me, he said, "except to goto my GodDeath ,s merely ascending from a lo7er andna rower chamber to one higher and holier."
In 1679 JVtcr Sluyter and Jasper Dankei.

«(-re sent to America by the community at theL astle o. W.eward. Their journal, translatedfrom the Dutch and edited by Henry CMurphy has been recently published by theLong Island Historical Society. They madesome converts, and among them was tne eldestson 01 Hermanns, the proprietor of a rich tractof land at the head of Chesapeake Bay'^known
as Bohemia Manor. Sluytet*^obtained a gran"ot this tract, ajKl established upon it a com-munity numbering atone time a hundred souls.Very contradictory statements are on recoraregarding his headship of this spiritual family,
tile discipline of which seems to have been ofmore than monastic seventy. Certain it is thathe bought and sold slaves, and mam/ested mo"
interest in the world's goods than became a be'hever in the near Millennium. He evinces inHis journal an overweening .spiritual pride, and
f.rn .K°"A^"'P'"°"'"y°'"°'her profe^ors, espe-
cially the Quakers whom he met in his travels
1 ne latter, on the contrary, seem to have looked
favourably upon the Labadists, and uniformly
speak of them courteously anH ^indJy His
journal shows him to have been destitute ofcommon gratitude and Christi?.n charuy Hethrew himself upon the generous hospitality <

',

the Frienas wherever he went, und repaid their
kindness by the coarsest abuse and misreore-
sentation. ^^

Note 59, page 264.

Among the pioneer Friends were many men
of learning and broad and liberal views. Pennwas conversant with every department of litera-
ture and philosophy. Thomas Lloyd was a

I'f,^.,^"'' 't%, f!!°'^!:-. The great Logania.i
i...„.irj, ut i-hiiadclpn:a bears witness to the
varied learning and classical taste of its donorJames Logan. Thomas Story, member of the
Counsel of State, Master of the Rolls, and
Commissioner of Claims under William Penn
and an able minister of his Society, took a deep
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mtjsrest in scientific (luesti ,ns, and in a letter
to Ins i«end l.oKan, wruieii while on ri itlii^iuu^
visit to Great liritaiii, seems to have iuiti ii>.ilecl
the conclusion ol modern geologist , "

1
spent," he says, " some months, especinlly at
SJcarhorough, during the season atlendinc
raeeiings, at whose hiyh rhils and the variety
of strata therein and tliLir several positions I
further learned and was cdnfirnied in some
things,- that the earth is oiniuch oldet dale as
to the beginnins "fit llian the tin e assigned in
the Holy Si;riptures as commonly understood,
winch is suited to the iMmmon capacities of

"'u"u"i '
^^ '" "''•^' '^'^^"^ "^^ pi"-',ressive work, by

Pfhich I understand certain loinjand competent
periods of time, and n.jt naliual days." It was
sometimes made a matter o( reproach by the
Anabaptists and other sects, that the Quakers
read profane writings ;,nd philosophies, and
that they quoted he itlien moralists in support
of their views. Sluyter ar.d IX.nkers. in their
lournal of American travels, visiiing a Quaker
preachrr's house at liurliri-ton, on the Dela
ware, found ''a volume of Virgil lying on the
window as if It were a c >mmoii hand-book
also Helmont s book on Medicine (t^r//,^ ;!/,.,/,-'

ca)ta, tc{ est /nitia P/tysi, ,i inaudit.i p,-Oi;>i-isus
medtcitur hiK'hs in iii,>j/„triii,r uitionam ndmiam iongam), whom, in an intr duction they
have made to it, they make to puss for one of
their own sect, althou-^h in his lifetime he did
not know anything about Quakers.' It would
appear from this that the half-inysiical h ilf.
cientific writinijs of the alchemist and philso-
)her of Vilverde had not escaped the notice of
^nends, and that they had included him in
heir broad eclecticism.

Note 6o, page 265.

"The Quaker's Meetinu;," a '-.i -iriv.y by E
Hemskerck (supposed to be Ei. "r : ii -'.-.jkerck
[he younger, son of Egbert lit.; ,' .. „• die old)
in which William Penn and ul.'iv.- amonc
them Charles 11, or the Duke 01 '.> rk—are
represented along with the rudest and most
stolid class of the Hritish rural population at
that period. Hemskerck came to London from
Holland with King William in 1689. He de-
i^ihted in wild, grotesque subjects, such as th"
r.oi:turnal intercourse of witches and the temp-
tation of St. Anthony. Whatever was strange
and uncommon attracted his free pencil. Judg-
ing from the portrait of Penn, he must have
orawri his faces, figures, and costumes from
lite, although there may be something of cari-
cature in the convulsed attitudes of two or three
of the figures.

Note 61, page 267.

_
In one of his letters addressed to his friends

in Oermany he says : "These wild men, who
never in their life heard Christ's teachings
about temperance and contentment, herein far
surpass the Christians. They live far more
contented and unconcerned for the morrow.
They do not overreach in trade. They know
nothing ofour everlasting pomp and stylishness.
Ihey neither curse nor swear, are temperate in
food and drink, and if anv of them get drunk

the moiiili-i hristiansare at fault, who, for the
sake ol a.; iirsed lucre, sell them strong drink.

•At-aiii he wrote in lOyS to hi- father iliat he
finds the Indians rea^onable peoj.le, wi.liiig to
uLcepl t'iM>i[ leaching; and mminers, ev acinij
an inwaiii piciy toward t'lod, and more <agei,
in fact, to undtrsta:id things divine than iiiaiiy
amom; \ uu who in the pulpit te:ii.li Christ in
word, but by ungodly lile deny liim.

^^
"It IS evident, "s.iys Professor Seideustecket,

'Pastorius holds up the Intlian as Nature's
unspoiled rliild to the eyes of the ' Kuropean

[

liabel,' ^somewhat after the saiiii- nannei in
which Tacitus used the b.nbarian (.,eriiiaHi to
shame his degenetite countrymen.'

.\s believers in the universalily of the Saving
I.iuht, the outlcMjk of early Friends upon tht
heathen was a very cheerful and hopeful one.
(lod wa-s as near to them as to Jew or Anclo-
S.axon

; as .-xccissible at Timbuctoo as at K ime
or Geneva \oi ilie letter of Scripture, but
the spirit wliich dictated it, was ol savini; effi-
cacy. Kob'- rt Barcl.iy is no« here more power-
ful than m ais argumeiu lor the falv.ition of
the healhrri, who live according to tiieir light,
without knowing even the iiam«" of Christ!
William Penn tiiouLjht Socrates as good a
Christian as Richard Baxter. I'.arly Fathers
of the Church, as Origeii .and Iiislin Martyr,
held bro.ader views on this pent than rnorlem
Kvanuelical Even .An-usiine, from whom
Calvin boriou.'d his the. ,|.);;y, admits tiiat he
h.-is no controversy wnh the admirable philoso-
phers, Plato and Plotinus. " Nor do 1 think,"
he says in />< Civ. /),/., lib. xvu., cap. 47,
•that the Jews dare affirm that none belonged
unto God but the Israelites.'

Note 62, page 279.

"Thou mind'st me of a story told
In rare Bernardin's leaves of gold."'

The incidnit here referred to is related in j
note to Bernardin Henri Saint Pierre s Etudes
lie ta Nature.
"We arrived at the habitation of the Hermits

a little before they sat down to their table, and
while they were still at church. J. J. Kous-
scau proposed to me to offer up our devotions.
The hermits were reciling the Litanies of
Providence, which are remarkably beautifui.
-After we had addressed onr prayers to Gor!.
and the hermits were proceeding to the reltei-
ory, Rous.seau said to me, witirhis heart over-
flowing, • hx. this moment I experience what is
said in the gospel : Where two or three are
gathered together in my name, there am I in
the midst of them. There is here a feeling of
peace and happiness which penetrates the soul.'
I said, ' If Fenelon had lived, vou would have
been a Catholic' He exclaimed, with tears in
his eyes, ' 0, if Fenelon were alive, I would
struggle to get into his service, even as a
lackey!'"

In my sketch of Saint Pierre, it will be seen
that I have somewhat -infedated the period of
his old age. At that time he was not probably
more than fifty. In describing him, I have by
no means exaggerated his own history of his
mental condition at the period of the story. In

I
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the fraijmentary Sequ,.-! lo h,s .Studies of Na-Hire, I ,, thus .speaks 01 Jninsclf: 'ihc i„ .nii

unexpec cd f.imily n.isi,,mines, the total loss ony snia I patrimony tnrough emcrpn e' s. mJundertaken foi tlie h.neht of my ountry , ,^

)f all my hopcs,-the>e combined calamit.e^made dreadlui jnro.ids up,,n my health ..ndreason_
, .

, | fo„nd it inipos-ibl,; to cor-tix.Je m a room whue there wa.s coiinnn

v

especialiv ,f the doors were slmt I c .n^leven tro.. :,n alley .., a pui.l,.; ^arde , 1 J"persons had got ....tlie, i„ \. \Vh .
. lb, ,my malady suDMded I fel, n,y^eln.l.ew''e atease m pi.ices where I saw ehildten cniy At

ftuH^ "l-
' ""^" "•'"^ "^ "'y^'-'". '-"^'y soleStudy has been to merit aell of mankind whyuo I le.ir tliem .'

*

He attriiniies his improved health of mindand body ;o the cim.els of his fnend 1 |Roussea,,. -1 renounced, says he •'n,v

wnich neitlj, time nur nations n.ixe it ,n fheirpower to alt. r. Thencefon. my hwto "es a'my journals were the herbage ol ttie ritlu, - r
'

meadows. My thoughts d,.f .ot go lo th
k"

'

fully after them, as m |t.. ,-,L r( 'u,!
systems :bu, their t>H,.'h;:,nmre,u'hrnd
engaging forrns, quietly ,,Mt me In ,h?se

verbal Wisdom whicU had surronnoed me fromhe cradle, but on «hich heretofore 1 hadbesto.^l iKiJe attention.'

.
Speaking of Kon-cau, he .,ays "I derivedinexpressible satislaction from his so^mWhat I prizedjtill more than his ^enit s wlhis probity He was one of the t^ \u-.rlcharacters, trte,'

, ihe lurn.ice o'
'

nlu'.i n cwhom you coul .vith perfect seturnv ccnV, eyour most secte ihouchts. . vlllflvtl
he deviated, and became t.,e ;ictim of him ellor of others, he could forget his own misen'idevotion to the welfare of mankind h! Li
uniformly the advocMe of the'n^'lrable "xh ?:might be inscribed on his torn!, the^e ulVctir a*ords from that Uook of which he caedalways about him some select ,)assages durincthe last years of his life : H,,\,us ,^,u7'ahma-*y, arejo,s,ven,/or Ue ioved ,„:nh''
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I

ri::;,','r
?"''

'V""'" :
•'""' •'"". eo..«.!e dark

I

^
"Ud ol smoke, tinged w«h tlame, ris„g Tror;

of li . n '
" "''''' "''"'« ''•«:'< ""•• -^o ours

':.'m„.!';;;'i;:"'»:'
''" v -""'"li"

"="

>VaIdeii.rs and
,
niiciples among

arryiiig witli ihem
cfdiess. IJavinu

Note 64, p.-i

"The manner in wl,i

I

'[erelics ili^scmin:ued
1

I
the Catholic uen.ry, was 1

,a i;^^ oflrinkii^ or Trtiri;.

Y uab.e t ,nn these.-.irie^timal-le jeweU w ich

Note 65, page ^07.

..Mster of .„e i-i^^^^s '^^l:;;^^:^""?!^was one of ihe early settlers of the Colonv andh.s Journal, which was puni.sbed m^;7';''presents a quaint but Leautiful picture of a lifeof u.,o..^ma„o.is a.d simple Se°/. '^

h'

Visits 7, ri'u
''

"J^'i'i^"' vessel, and, m his

rZ„ f ^^''''- '"^"^^ and Great Britait^emitted no opport.,nity to labour U r tne h -hesrinterests of his fellou men Du ing a temDlrary residence ,n I'hiiadelpnia, in tL\umme^
the m enVv"'

""''
"^r*^',^"''",'

^""^^V -'"""nJ

attra, ^« .
'=\'"^ Frankford Irequenilya tract.u me hum the heat and bustle of the

Note 63, page 280
" Like that the gray haired .sea-king passed.'
Dr. Hooker, w-ho accompanied Sir lamesRoss in his expedition ot 184,, thus describesthe appearance of that unknown land of f osand hre which was seen >n latitude 77- south -!!

s stupendotis chain of mountains the whil..mass of which, from its highest po nt to theCKrean was covered with everlastin'g snow and

nr"J,t'
'"^^" ^"^ ""*. ''^y *"e both as blueor rather niorc mtcn.seiy blue, than I have tve^seen them m the trop.cs. and all the coan wis

wh1crwM'?h'''"«'y
'^^^""^"' P^akso?;n" .

j

reflected fh.
^"" "PP'O'-'ched the horizonreflected the mos. bnll,ai>t tints of goide,!

j

Note 66, page 311.

August Sohloq. cap. xxxi.
"

Terram, ' &c.
' Interrogave

Note 67, page 321.

Lucy Hooper died at Brooklyn, L. I., on the1st of Ua mo., 1841, aged 24 years.

Note 68, page 324.

Winnipiseogee
:
" Smile of the Great Spirit.

'

Note 6q, page 027.

,l/.^?K^"^V'" t"',
'

'^"y^'S'^ i'^ the Hebrides "

waters nl tl '?'^ ^''" ^'' ^°'^ ^^^'-^' 'heWaters ol which were supposed to eliect a

msamtr'
'"'^ °^ ""--lancholy, trouble, and
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NoTH 70, page 328. I

TV.e reaiJet o*" the Biography cf the lite
William Allen, the philanthropic associate' of

'

Llarksun and Komilly, cannot fail to admire
J'

Mnipie and beautiful record of a tour
through Europe in the years j8i8 and 1810 in

GrdHt''^"^ " ^"*""" '"«"d. Stephen

Note 71, page 335

'„'
f'ef.'iP"

of Charles Sumner to the U.

r .u"? •
.'°"?,«'e<l hard upon " the rendition

of the fugitive Sims by the U S. officials and '

the armed police of Boston

NoTK 73, page 342.

This ballad was originally published in a
"""•« '^°'\°\ 'he author's, as the song of awandering Milesian schoolmaster
In the seventeenth century, slavery in the

IN--W World was by no means confine-' to ih-
natives of Africa. Political ofTenders and
criminals were transported by the British
government to the plantations of Barhadoes
and Virginia, where they were sold like rattle
in the market Kidnappma df free and inno-
cent white persons was practised to a consider-
able extent in the seaports af the United King

under

Note 74, page 345
" Homilies from Oldbug hear.''

Dr. W
, author of " The Puatan,'

the name of Jonathan Oldbug

Note 75, page 369.

A letter from England, in the Friends Re-
"'""•

'•^^r- "Joseph Sturge, with a com-
panion, Ihomas Harvey, has been visiting the
ihotes of Finland, to ascertain the amount of

mischief and loss to poor and peaceable sufTer-
ers, occasioned by the gunbo.its ol the Allied
squadrons in the iaie war, with a view to ob
taming relief lor them."

Note 76, page 373.

A remarkable custom, lucught from the Old
Country, formerly pievailed in the rural dis-
tricts of New Kngland. On the death o"" amember of the laniily, the bees were at once
informed of the event, and theii hives dressed
in mourning. This ceremonial was supposed to
be necessary to prevent the swarms from leav-
ing their hives and seeking a new home.

Note 77, page 378.

"Too late I lovtdTiiee, O Beauty of ancient
days, yet ever new' And lo ! J'hou wert
within, and 1 abroad searching for thee Thou
wert with me, but 1 was not with Thee "—
August. Soliloq., Book X.

Note 78, page 378.

"And I saw that there was an Ocean of
Uarknessand Death: but an infinite Ocean of
Light and Love flowed over the Ocean o'
l*a''<n'7i>

: And in that I saw the infinite Lovt
ol God.' —Georgf Fox's 'journal.

Note 79, page 383

The massacre of unarmed and unofTending
men, in Southern Kansas, took place near the
Marais du Cygne of the French voyngeurs

Note 80, page 396.

Lieutenant Herndon's Report of the Explora-
tion of the Amazon has a striking description
of the peculiar and melancholy notes of a bird
heard by night on the shores of the river. The
Indian guides called it 'The Cry of a Lost
Soul!"

k \
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Cassandra Southwick. 35.
Centennial Hymn, 4^1,
Chalkley Hall. 307."
Changeling, The, 247.
Channing, 165,
Chapel of the Hermits, 278,
Chicago, 215.
Child-Songs, 423.
Christian Slave, The, 71,
Christian Tourists, The, 3 ,S.

Chrutmas Carmen, A, 425,
Cities of the Plain, The, 289.C eai Vision. The, 402.

Cebbler KeeKtr-s Vilio^, lai.

Common Question, The, 401.
Conductor Bradley, 184.
Conquest of Flnhuid, The, 360.
Corn-Song, The, 225.
Countess, The, 150.
Crisis, Tlif, joi.
Cross, ihe, 340.
Crucifixion, 'j'lie, 290.
CryofaLostSoul, The, 396.
Curse of the Ch^irierlVeakers, Thp. og.
Cypress- Iree of Ceylon. The, 309.

Daniel Neall, lOS.
Daniel Wheeler, 167.
Dead Ship of Harpswell, 253.
Dedication (to Sonys of Labour), 220.
Democracy, 201.
Demon of the Study, The, 31s.
Derne, 118.

Disarmament, 410.
Divine Compassion, 403.
Doleof larl Thorkell, The, 126.
Double-headed Snake of Newbury, Th, ,2,Dream of Pio Nono, The, 208.

"
Dream of Summer, A, 310,
Drovers, The, S22.

" Ein feste Burg ist unser Gott," 189,
Elliott, 170.

^

Eternal Goodness, The, 397.
Lva, 340.
Eve of Election, The, 211.
Eventide, At, 435.
Exiles, The, 40.
Extract from " A New England Legend," .>
Cizckiel, 287. > ~ I

Familist's Hymn, The, 39.
Farewell of a Virginia Slave Mother, The. 7-.
Female Martyr, The, 293.
First Flowers, The, 370.
First-Day Thoughts, 343.
Fishermen, The, 223.
Fitz-Greene Halleck, 186.
Flowers in Winter, 361.
Follen, 300.
For an Autumn Feitivai, 30*.
Porgiyene.S434.
r ounuin. The, 10.
Freedom in Brazil, 405.
Friend'* Burial, The, 419.
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I'lom Perugia, 212.

IVost Spirit, The, 294.
Kruit-Gift, The, 362.
Kuneral Tree of the Sokokis, ,28.

Garibaldi, iSi.

( jarrison of Cape Ann, The, 46,

Gift of Tritemius, The, 121.

(iivinj; and 'I'akiiig, 433.
Golden Wedding of Longwood, The, 423.
G. L. S., 180.

Gone, 323
( -rave by the Lake, The, 142.

Hampton Beach, 318.
Haschish, The, 36V
Hazel Blossoms, 417.
Healer, The, 425.
Henchman, The, 432.
Hermit of the Thebaid, The, 355.
Hero, The, 358
Hill-top, The, 3.;5

Hive at Gettysberg, The, 408.
Holy Land, The. 285.
Howard at Atlanta, 198
Human Sacrifice, The, 304.
Hunters of Men, The, O9
Huskers, 'I'he, 224. )

Hymn for the Celebration of Emancipation it
Newburyport, 158.

Hymn for the House of Worship at George-
town, 158

Hymn for the Opening of Plymouth Church,
St. Pai'l, Minneso'.a, 160.

Hymn for the Opening of Thomas Starr King's
House of Worship, 1864, 157.

Hymn of the Dunkers, 430.
ftymn sung at Anniversary of Children's Mis-
sion, 162,

Hymns, on Lamartine, 291.
Hymn sung at Christmas, 157

I was a Sti md Ye took Me in, 337.
Ichabod, j-

In Peace, 33J.

In Quest, 420.
In Rrmenibrance of Joseph Sturge, 175.
In School-Days, 407.
In the "Old South," 61.

Invocation, 166,

Italy, 209.

John Underbill, 56.

June on the Merrimack, 429.

Kallunborg Church, 950.
Kansas Emigrants, The, 363.
Kathleen, 342.
Kenoza Lalce, 356.
King Solomon and the Ants, 141,
King Volmerand Elsie, 131.
Kinsman, 185.

Knight of St. John, The, 2S4.
Kossuth, 171.

Lake-side, The, 324.
lament. A, 325.
Ijindmarks, The, 162.
Last Walk in Autumn, The, 364.
Laurels, The, r6o.

Laus Deo, 108.

Lay af Old Time, A, i6i.

Legend of St. Mirk. The, 117.

Leggett's Monumeiit, 312.

Le Marais du Cygue, 283,

Lexington, 215.
Library, The, i6i

Lines, accompanyi.-ig Manuscripts presented to
a Friend, 319.

Line.^ for an Agriculiu.'al Exhibition, 153.
Lines for the Burns Fost'val, itio.

Lines, from a Letter to a young Clerical Friend,
92.

Lines (inscribed to Friends, etc.). 106
Lines on a Fly- Leaf, 406.

Lines, on the Adoption of Pinckney's Resolu
tions, 98.

Lines on the Death of S. O. Torrey, 166
Lines on t.'ie P^issaj^e of the Bill to Protect the
Rights and Liberties of the People of the
State, 106.

Lines, sug&jsted by reading^ a State Paper, .09.
Lines, suggested by a Visit to the City oi'

Washington in the 12th month of 1845, oi.

Lines, written for the Anniversary of the First
of August, at Milton, 1846, 77.

Lines, written for the Celebration of the Third
Anniversary of British Eniancipaliop, 1837,

Lines, written for the Meeting of the Anti-
slavery Society, at Chatham Street Chapel,
N y.. 1834, 76-

Lines, written .n the Book of a Frienii, 94.
Lines, written on hearing of the Death of Silas
Wright, of New York, 164.

Lines, written on reading Pamphlets published
by Clergymen against the .Abohtion of thi
Gallows, 302.

Lines, written on reading the Message of Gov-
ernor Ritner of Pennsylvani.i, 1836, -

Lost Occasion, The, 437.
Lucy Hooper, 321.
Lumbermen, The, 226.

Maids of Attita&h, The, 240.
Mantle of St. John de IVIatha, The, 214.
Marguerite, 51.
>>ary Garvin, 142.
Massachusetts to Virginia, 83
Maud Muller, 144.
Mayflowers, The, 43.
Meeting, The, 402.
Memorial, A, 178.
Memories, 326.

Memory, A, 362.
Men of Old, The, 329.
Merrimack, The, 109.
Miriam, '33.

Mithridates at Chios, 193.
Mogg Megone, i.

Moloch in Slate Street, 154.
Moral Warfare, The, 78."

Mountain Pictures, 394.
My Birthday, 414.
My Dream, 359.
My Namesake, 371.
My Playmate, 376.
My Psalm, 382.
My Soul and I, 296.
Mystery, A, 422. 1

My Triumph, 407.

Nauhaught, The Deacon, 33.
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Our State, 205.
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Overruled, 433.

P«an, 95.
Paseant, The, 41,.
Pa atine, The, 253.
Palestine, 285.
Palm-Tree, The. 385.
I anorama, The, 34 =

Pass ot the .Sierra, 'I'he, 369.Pastoral Letter, 'I'he, 7!^
Peace Autumn, The, Mb
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Pennsylvania Pilgrim, The, 250.
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Prayei --.Seeker, The, 409
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Quaker Alumni. The, 141
Quaker of the Okien Time, The ..-j
Questions of Life, 332.
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Randolph of Roanoki, 306.
Ranger The, 146.
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Kantoul, 174.
Kaphael, 330.
^;e(t Riding Hood, 426.
Red River Voyageur, ihe, 386.
Keiormer, The, 200.
<elic. The, 86.
Remembrance, 341.
Rendition, The, 210.
Response, 436.
Revisited, 40,:).

Rew.ird-, 'J'he, 320.
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St. John, m.
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bea Dream, A, 421.'

SeejJ-timeand Harvest, lei.
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Shadow and the Light, The 177S np-Buildws, The, 220. •
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Singer, The, 413.
Sisters, The, ,30. 387.
skipper Iteson's Ride. 51
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S^ves of Martinique, The, loo.
Snow-Bound, 228.
Song of Slaves in the Desert, ,06.Song of the Free, 69.
Spiritual Manifestation, A, 400
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Stanzas for the Times, 72.

I

Stanzas for the Times, 1850. 207
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bummer by the Lakeside, 354.Summons, The, 393.
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Sumner, 182.
Swan Song of Parson Avery, The ii
Sycamores, The, 374,
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Tauler, .'19.

Telling the Bees, 373,
Tent on the Beech, The, ,37.
Tejtas, 88.

I

" The Laurels," 356.
I
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Thomas Starr King, 170.
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To Englishmen, 191.
To Faneuil Hall, 89.
To Frederick A. P. Barnard.
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ToG. B. C, 177.
To John C. Fremont, iqo.

^^i- P., 308
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To Lydia Mai la Child. 184.
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Innitas, 379.
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Truce of Piscataqua, The, 30.
Trust, 341.
Two Angels, I'he, 43s.
Two Rabbis, The, 127.

'

Vanishers, The, 400.
Vaudois Teacher, The, 295.
Vesta, 424.
Vision of Echard, 139.
Voices, The, 357.

Waiting, The, 394.
Watchers, The, tgo.

Well of Loch Maree, 317,
What of the Day, 210.
What the Bird« said, loy.
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What the Voice said, 313.
Wife of Monoah to her Husband, The, 2S8.
William Francis Bartl' , 186
William Forster, T13.

Wish of Today, The, 330.
Witch of Wenham, The, 58.
Witch's Daughter, The, 44.
Woman, A, 415.
Word for the Hour, A, 261.
Word, The, 436.
Wordsworth, 171.
World's Convention, The, 78
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