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) EADER, if herein you find

L Any trifle to your mind,

Take it, not eful

Nor disparag

(Since what one good j
; ) NATURAL MIRACLE
And the writer’s thanks in turn
Every writer hopes to earn

(GGentle reader, 5.‘:'§I||n-u- b

Une among the very best
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NATURAL MIRACLE.

A SONG.

\\T][_\’[' is sharp as tiger’s claws,

Grentler than a linnet’s wing,
Sweeping as a mountain flood,
Fragile as a primrose-bud,

Gay as creseent moon in Spring,
Sweet as so ]

¢ when singers pause
Mournfuller than Autumn skies
Where the shroud of Summer lies,
T\!_'\'-‘-'|i-' as the stars :|-|--|\'f'_,
Light as wind and deep as death,
Pure as breath
A maiden draws
Lull'd with music? This is Love.




TO THEODORA.
FROM HER HOPELESS BUT WORSHIPPING LOVER.

r[‘“' ) every dear perfection
Be counsel for despair,
Far better my rejection
Than thou less good or fair,
My peace of heart is troubled, LOVES INSIGHT.
I must not call thee mine ;
But all my world’s ennobled,
And life made more divine, that Love is blind ?
ichted, he will find
This earth, where’er T wander, \ thousand s e charms that lie
[¢ richer as thy home, IVery cf eye.
The day more bright, and erande
The midnight starry dome. 1.
¢ love not, blind are ye
Man’s dimm h :
[ts In )
All heig

Of love and f

ve, and learn to see

Did thee than others
[ count all wome \

For -‘];'-.' beloved sake

If -~':.‘||: as too unworthy,

\.;-.', l':"i'."." E-II illl\ !:..I-'-"
I bless the Maker f ul
Who art so fair an




THE LOOK OF LOVE.

g\.\l,ll‘ ..'-I‘i\' - I i}ll.-ll_:ili it love,
A Alas! how much mistaken !

A dream a dream will prove
When time is come to waken.
She was friendly, fair, and kind ;
I was weak of wit, I find. :
Hope, adieu !'—for now 1 see \I Y Love and I together,
it De i

Her look of love, but not for me. e] ny sheen ;

Raiment o ) innocence

R (Clothed us on the green.

I see within her eyes ' ¥ 1
A tender, blissful token ; We reclined 1-_.:_*.-'.\&;4-;-.
Musing and sweet ;

J’ll]!l' -||'IIEI.~C down and dies :
ced us,

Let no sad word be spoken. Golden ai

SO0 :||||l *i}l']ﬂ must ! €0 ;5 }.]!:_.- waves 1N o] .I'-'I'T‘

She, that knew nof, shall not know.
.Jl-_‘.', Lo il ]'I\'I'j for now | s¢e

Her look of love, but not for
e and I together

colden age.

I11.
l.' |1i||i| Wias |I|j|i|' 'Ii'1|!",
Who from her gracious swi
Made faneies all my own
venly love’s com
om me, poor fool, as far
the earthworm
, fTarewell —for n




PHILIPPINA.,

“I-”fli_,‘ on the

Some there were with wings of blue,
Other some, of rosy hue,

Here, one plumed wit

There, as plunged i

Crimson s0Ime, ar

Colow’d like a gay
.\]:lzl_'-. were the lllli»---r-_

.‘\E:L‘]II\' bound to other duties.

Band of f
Spreading nets o
Watching long,
Fleeting Cupi

y lips can ~'|-|-:|!;_ and prove
Vour unerowning i
@, YOUT eyes (
ftor miok] 1 VOl ‘.u‘l-\\'e'l' of frowni g5
I\‘:\'illll:l|””“k“|.||I; wn's one thought, of Love
lether golden 1
Roseate, variecate. ne. R

When I|a--‘.'.]u|_| hit

1 ] 11a
II'\'I" Tk Jla'-.’f.
ood by 1t.
: 11

n smile farewell,

.-|_:.;|l 1f,

And little !-f;-.-|~':|.- ha :
Who had : pent the dav to wi




I ]f-[‘ l]; Your looks be orave ar
y|

Or smile upon me still ;
And give your hand, or else withhold
Take leave howe'er .
No lingering trace within your face
Of love’s resard is seen
We two no more shall
Xl-‘.'l']'!

what we've been.

It 1s not now a longing day

l]i\'].'ll'.w' us, nor a year ;
Your heart from mine has tum’d away,
Nor henceforth sheds a tear.
The winter snow will come and «o
New May-times laugh in ¢

) no more sha

Ah, never! Countless hours, that bring
Full many a l'lr’.il}!"" and chance
May choose a }II'-_:'__{:I]'-Irn.I' for ki
Or cleave a mountain ran:
The salt-sea tide may yet be d
That rolls far lands between
two no more ean be

Never !—what we've bee

ibed with the sch
fell hot on the cover

osed when her husband ecame,

He came, and he went away,—it was nothing;
With commonplacs

words upon either side ;

But, just md of the room-door shutti

A dreadful door in he

' 1 =3
soul stOOd WIidle,

[ romances,
never fail ;
fancies,

» o fairy-tale.

md utterly doleful
| to this woman her map of life :
fter hour she look’d in her soul, full
wep dismay and turbulent strife
» knelt on the carpet ;
s loosen’d, the storm-rain fell
1 to wilder and warp 1t,

t ecould tell ?




low eIy grass
. _I|||‘.\',":|'|'|'

]

the Past.

} OVE once |
4 Unfolde

Hath frienc
[s faith in all friendsh

[f a spell could summon
i REMEMBERED.

These ‘Ir;.lrlll.'llln_-i that coms and co,
en and Wwolen,
ery selves to show,
l OVE, after long exilement from my breast,
My seeking both night and day. 4 Came as e last night, and gave to view
day ("T'was only face I knew
And loved so well. h me,

ut | pass them, t 185 1M,
L) pure and

rht find (alas me !

am) the

k } 1 - + 1
And each on a lonely way o Dest
posses
» was love of you,
» world most true,

I1.
Soul, art thou friendless, L chief among the rest
\ loser, sorrowful, weak ? = |
Life is not endless, Was T thi
g2 not 1 tl l
at In those
1 hon ...|E|--4| ever, L
o L I'he gecret i1
ach moment, 1 i, With one eold
Or have ]

\ 1
Down the ereat I' ,
Beca




HALLOWED MEMORY

ITILL in my pray’rs and
L) Tho’ from my hourl {
\s spirit-bright thine image beams
As ever saint on hermit smiled.

u could not cuess

» your vague glance hath

[ used to breathe thy name in prayr
With human feeling warm and deep
Now breathed as those that angels |
Where love is never taught to v P F
e form’s p tion, and the fitting dress

[ used to dream thy hand i mine, Of truest inward beauty

: tried and known.

And waken with a longing pamn

But now the dream is too divine
To link itself with earth again.

[;il\'\'ll".‘-.ﬂ 1III'| "'E o _-:;'_;|_-'[|-_-;.
That realizing L : turn
Hallowing t
'-‘il\ ".I':']I'\' t'--a‘.u:’. -fl1|l] carl ost ! With sud :

Though on my course thou sheddest But not s
No licht, no strength when tempest-tost, The lon

Still in my pray rs an




LOVE'S GIFTS.

I,

l\[l[a dark-brown curl you send me, Dear,

Shall save its freshness of to-day
In gentle shrine, when year on year
Have turn’d its former fellows ori Y ;
So shall your image in my breast
With never-fading beauty rest.

I1.
What love hath once on love bestow’d,
Translated in its dew of youth
To some remote igi\'ill;' :lil'“l",

‘\\'illnh';m's from risk of time’s untruth.

Kee P we lose : but what we give

Like to a piece of Heav'n doth live.

LONG DELAYED.

()i! have I search’d the we ary woi rld in vain,
And all the

ne rest |J|'||'\I IH|||| ace t[l}
’ eart,
But I can only find a ¢ S

As one by one the sombre ||.-|\'.- depart,
Presenting many a toy and H«u-}u'x.»f Al ;

Sweot my longing, wheresoe’er thou art,
r‘l"'il-!::l-:‘. ength ! out of thine ambush start !
I'he licht on I!u-!ul ind hill begins to wane.

) dreaminge foo said), have done, have done !
!['..-\-.- should a miracle be ‘.\']".!‘.;[."|l for thee ?
W hen lo, joy came, like verdure to a tree

, I.““'"‘ long time stretehine wintry arms alof
1\"['|Il'|_|! o ¢ of vernal sun
With multitudes of leaflets green and




THE GLANCE.

l\ .l I\:i]?.;ll-l-l--:i:-'l'.l,“i‘. is thine

A look, a look of love !

() wonder! O magical charm !

Thou summer-night, silent and warm !
How is it a glance
Can make the heart dance

That was weary and dull before ?

Hush ! w '||i_»'.1ln-l' and -!_i|-'_»_‘,£||'|[ no more *

Nor to wind, nor to wave, nor to starlight above

Tell thy joy ; let it rest
Like a bird in the nest,

I*all asleep without thinking, content to he blest,

And to know that this world is divine.
['. 18 ];ii‘ll' 1||5I||'
O Heart, it is thi
The glance of love

LOVES FEARS.

SHORT hour ]I!l!'!|-||
\ A year!
| am doleful-hearted
My dear.

All l?il_‘\' tocether,
Thine, mine ;
Celestial weathor,
Soul’s wine !

And '\\']J_‘.' not tres
Word, kiss,

Wealth beyond measure
Of bliss?

Why pieture you dead, love,
Or cone,

A dark world instead, love,
And lone?

Whence are my fears now !

As tho',

Through tears and years now,

A low

|.-li:'_' ‘.'i."|:l ---]|-|\'."|| e
Thy star,

One sad ray allow’d me
From far.




[ KNOW, T see, that you are Fal

And so do other ]I.n decl:

I love your face, [ love your form ;

.\]_\' eyes grow dim, my Lieart

At sight of these, or recollection.

And yet T could not nicely trace

From memory now your
[ never soucht to scrutinize
Your loveliness with euriou
When with you, 'tis en

o0 II-’|'. feel that you

For 1 ¢ with fondest love
The e y shape in which you move
As beine yours—not loving yo

(Tho you can gain such homage

form and face ;

Because your looks do also make

The promise which so many break.

The :lj'-:ll'.iﬂl' there is more than

]\i"'

And I]I'l-;_l love-founts, I ]i'.ll‘-‘.._ have sle

[n some hearts, till tl
In ]l-':llil_'\"r 5
Took shape and work’d

But my love is a natural well.

A natural well, a «

r['-l ~||I'EI|I'__'~' of earth a

Whose earth-transmitte
Subsides at once, or melts aw
And leaves its heavenl:

[n trembling softness of i

15 of heaven ;
of clay

'S warm,

With tender joy and pure affi y tiom,

THE HAPPY MAN.

\' O longer any choice remains ;

1 All beauty now I view,

All bliss that womankind contains,
Completely summ’d in you.

Your stature marks the proper height ;
Your hair the finest shade ;
Complexion- Love himself aright
Fach '\':I]'_\'jll_'..[ tint hath laid.
No longer, &e.

Your voice—the very tone and pitch
Whereto my heart replies !

Blue eyes, or rfl]:1|'|(_ v hazel,—which
Are best? Your-colour'd eyes.

No .'"r-.r.r-,fa Ty l)"r'.

Your manners, cestures, being of you,
Most casily excel. i
Have you defects? I love them foo,

I love yourself so well.
No "r"h"’_'_.l" 'y §'C.

To me, once careworn, \'e-l-:'lzlll';, Vexty,
Kind fate my Queen hath sent ;
In full alleciance, unperplext,
[ live in sweet content.

e r.f,'.-_.l,.' r'."lf'nlr'r YN .l,lﬂrr’fl(.l’.\' .
veauty now I view,
ncnfiined f':.’lrlr,n’lr,r,alln_\'l

med i Wi,




A DAY ¢ DAYS.

I‘,'\"H rose hefore the sun, and saw the moon
4 A slender golden curv: e embost
On the orecn eastern --i\"\'. which ;l.“:.'_'_||1|-ll"|] 20071
Till in its erimson wavelets s
And so b Can a |J|-t']'\|'r.'1- [].'II\_' of ¢ v
The river sparkled, birds voiced, breezes tost GEORGE;
A laughing world of flow'rs ; blue shadows crost
The sunshine of the long warm afternoon. Sy

THE SCHOOLFELLOWS.

But who inherited this wondron

Two happy Lovers. It
Of time not measured Iy
Both felt that it would never pass a

And now, when musie in the
]\.i.'.'_'._’ Love had :!H i:." stars for ¢ 111




GEORGE ¢

IHE SCHOOLFELLOWS.

Fi‘ll]‘. noisy sparrows in our clématis
~ Chatt f rain, a ]n'-n.!]\'v summer dusk
Shadine the little lawn and garden-ground
Between our threshold and the village street ;
With one pure star, a lonely altar-lamp
In !'\'»'i'.iqu t's vast cathedral ; for the elouds
Were '--';:""“"‘!." '_;:ll‘||-'l'i1|:,_-_'. and a fitful breeze
Flurried the window-foliage that before
Hung delicately painted on the sky,
And wafted, showering from their golden boss,
The white-rose Pt tals.
From our garden wall,
Being low within, the great Whiterose-bush lean’d
A thousand tender little heads, to note
The doines of the village all day long ;
From when the labourers, trudging to their toil
nshine, heard the outpost cocks
nt refrain from farm to farm,

.- [: 'ilii"] w, silence, and repe
oot ] oS




GEORGE; OR, THE SCHOOLFELLOWS,

Up to the churchyard fence, down to the hrook,
And lifted fields beyond with grove and hedge,
The Rose-bush gazed ; by-goers, on their part,
Feeling a little message of delight,
Glanced up to find the sweetness in its bowe
School-children, one arm round a comrade’s neck,
Would point to some rich cluster, and repay
Our flying }I-Ilmil'.' with their happy looks.

[n that warm l\\'|" ht, certain years ago
At sunset, with the roses in a trance,
And many another ]]II:\.—% 1 fast asleep,
(ne I"EI-\\"‘I' of Flow'rs closi ].!\I the rest.
Night’s herald star which look’ ross the world
Saw nothing prettier than our little child
Saying his evening pray’r at mother’s knee,
The white skirt foldine on the naked feet
Too tender for rough ways, his eyes at resi
On his mother’s face, a window into heaven.
Kiss'd NOW, and settled in his cot, he's |l|l|':l.‘-'|'\'l
With murmuring song, un 11] the large lids droop
Slowly and surely, slnmber’s regular ]lll wth ‘
Not parting the soft mouth. S "mh ¢’s hoy
And mine was laid asleep. 1 heard her fc ot
Stir overhead ; and hoped we should ].;,\_-.- time

Jofore the rain to loiter half an hour
As far as to the ]“'i_'.-”'l": lown the |-:_-,|.|_

And hear the cormnerakes t |l mgh the meadowy vale,

And wateh the childhood L Virg |~. moon,
Above the faded sunset and
A floating erescent.

Sweetheart of my life !
As then, so now ; nay, dearer to me now,
For love, that fills the soul, I-‘\:_I:=|i||- it too,
And th it holds more love, and ever maore —
O sweetheart, helpmate, guardian better self !
(ireen be those downs d dells above the sea,

Smooth-oreen for ever, hy the plough unhurt,

OR, THE SCHOOLFELLOWS.

] y y their neighbouring sands,
Where ¢ T saw you ; first since long before
\\':| .n we were children at an inland place
] lay 'l together. 1 had often thought,
should [ know that [l';l':l«':l]'ll’_ child ?
: [ knew her the first glimpse,
vet the flexile curvature of hat
Kept all Lier face in shadow to the chin ;
And when a breeze to which the harebells danced
Lifted the sun a moment to her eyes,
The rav of recognition flew to mine
Thr n_'. al ;i-_u- dignity of womanhood.
Like de: -:,.]H we were, yet w mdrous new.
- hut nh and I not much,
ring in the wind

I ‘]Illll“ﬂl born as yet)

ln ubting ho
\\.u.- pure felicity, like Eui-: who sleeps
Within a sense of some unknown good fortune
True. or of dreamland, undetermine d which ;
\l\ ]lll-l_'\" 1 IIII lI"I!Il:Illil in its 'i'rl\'

ewW --‘.\illj_{'i]l'_; on the
nat vicis '.'_'E" \\', "G ll the
in a volume, catch the story
' we choosge, and much forget
ind to-morrow was evolved,
" oracular sentence shaped itself
comprehension.
; Thus I mused,
_in that buried summer dusk,
; summer, upon autumn’s verg
nd boy upstairs, I leaning grave
he window : and through favourite paths
ne who saunters in a wood,
In turn that eve itself
Troops of daneing moths
orass, I heard, as if from far,
ne voices in the sfreet.




50 GEORGE ; OR, THE SCHOOLFELLOWS

;\“H(Il[“f'f‘il }II\' "]I': i ] octaves ':J‘ i |]“|'H.
Those rapid wheels flew, shaking our white rose,
That link’d us with the modern Magic Way,
And all the moving million-peopled world.

For every evening, done our share of work,

In happy ';u-m' came in the lottery-bag,

Whose messenger had many a prize for us:

The multifarious page ephemeral

The joy at times of st yme brave book, wherehy
The world is richer ; and more special words,
Conveying conjured into dots of ink

Almost the voice, look, gesture that we knew,
From Annie’s former house, or mine, from shore
Of murky Thames, or rarer from hot land

Of Hindoo or Chinese, Canadian woods,

Or that vast isle of kangaroos and gold,
Magnetic metal,—thus on the J'..||,-- winds

(ne’s :|}|-'f|'1|| com s DIOWI :I MOLL |]|‘ \\'I.'ll‘l.

Where's (eor [ ofter onght, our hope, our pride ?

Saint Georee,” we called him, glory of the school,
With Greek and :Ii!| at those fincers’ ends
That sway’d the winning oar bat ; a prince
In look, demeanour, generosity ; j
A Cribb in biceps, Cicero in toncue ;

Already victor, when his e; ]

To fix on any summit of success.

[ made his picture many a time myself,

Slaying all sorts of dragons, or with ten

Spitted upon hi |« spear ; for ||-- would hint

In haught ¥y C areless 1 | ]|..|||| he care 1)
“I've got to push my fortune by-and-by.” .
We worshiy p'd George in those "‘”."'-"- one and all,
But wher ! went 1.\r 1 e, he was off,

They "~IJ'| to travel, a .-f e took away

Mentor conjoin’d witl ichton from my ||I-|n'-\
No trifling blank. Georee had done little there,

But could—what d henot? . . And :.'l-‘.\',':rr‘l'llll|;"]

GEORGE : OR, THE SCHOOLFELLOWS.

Some city, in the strangers’ burial-ground,

Some desert sand, or hollow under sea,
Hides him without an epitaph. So men
Slip under, fit to shape Ilu world anew

And leave their trace—in schoolboy memories,

Then I went thinking how much changed I was
Sinee those old school-timeg, not so far away,
Yet now like pre-existence. Can that house,
Those fields and frees, be extant any where ?
Have not all vanished—place, and time, and men ?
Or with a journey could I find them all,
And myself with them, as I used to be ?
Sore was my battle after quitting these
_\'.. one thing fell as plann 'd for ; sorrows came
And sat beside me ; ears of toil went round ;
And vict tory’s self was pale and garlandless.
rested on my heart ; till softly blew
» wind that elear’d it. Twas a simple turn
Of life,—a miracle of ]u-il\'l'i1|_\' ]H‘\'r'_,
For which, thank God !
When Annie called me up,
\"n' both bent silent, locking at our boy ;
| unaware (as angels, maybe, kiss
s) on the smoothly |'u|||n|:-|] cheek
1 from the window, where a fringe of leaves
utlines melting in the darkening blue,
w'd and pee llll and \'.]1,..]>| ’d, \\ ould she walk 1
Not yet a little were those elouds to stoop
With freshness to the garden and the field.
] ] ""I-‘l"ll l|:|'|]': \\'l':l-]l:l';é
I‘\', ant l musk ceranium-leaves
in '." » twilight that had quench’d
|| dazzling scarlet of their blooms.
-nI Heaven itself, possess’d my heart.
step, 10Ot (& 1 :-'.!1-|| of my wife,
wb’'d it ; then, with slacker pace, a man




GEORGE; OR, THE SCHOOLFELLOWS.

le the porch. Accosting whom,
And answering to my name: “] fear,” he said,
 Yowll hardly recollect me now ; and ye
We were at school together lo 0.
Have you |',”-I:_.-,,<||;_.|| Greorge——1 The word sufliced

He in the red arm-chair; I not far off,
I".\I'ill'l|_\ ]:‘.II;_;']lii'.._'j, waitine for his face :
The first flash of the ca
Or, if not all, enougl : . 8,
When they look’d up at | were his indeed,

But mesh’d in ugly network, like a snare ;

And, tho’ his mouth preserved th’ imperious curve,

|'| '\‘:i'|||, Vil ]:i AL ‘.‘J
Warp'd every feature like a crooked glass.
His hair hung prematurely gray and thin ;

From thread-bare sleeves wither'd tremulous hands

Protruded. Why paint every touch of blight

Tea came. He In i into ceaseless talk ;
(Glanced at the ways of many foreign fowns ;
Knew all those men whose names are on the lip,
And set their worths |-".I|-";1'i.i-|'_.~-|l'\ + broucht back
Our careless years; paid Annie compliments ;
Admired the pattern of the fragran
Lauded the cream, {

A country life was pleas

If one could be e

And .\"'l' the '.'i';f.' had advantaces

He trusted, short

To practise hospitalit;

But first to eateh the roof

That was a

With his old f
efimes long’d
Jd at him ;

GEORGE ; OR, THE SCHOOLFELLOWS.

Later, when wine came in, and we two sab
The I];'l"l';'l\' hours l'-lﬁl'lilc'l'. how he tal
His schemes of life, his schemes of work
[ntentions and inventions, plots
Travels and trinmphs
: vounge man still—had just
3 I knew what he cou |
* onee he tried in earnest.  He'd return
To Law. next term but one ; meanwhile complet
His ereat work, * The Philosophy of Life ;
« Man's Relation to the Universe,”
The matter lying ready to his hand.
Forty q||-|r.~;u':"l]-|'!'r~' more, two :‘lii!-.l':“-' I".'Il.']I._
Would make it safe to [nll]l|f . All this time
He fill'd his glass and :-1|g||l|'|-||, and his tongue
Went thick and stammering. When the wine eame i
(Perhaps a blame for me—who knows?) 1 saw
The glistening eye ; a thin and eager hand
Made the decanter chatter on the glass
Like ague, Could I stop him? So at last
He wept, and moan’d he was a ruin’d man,
Body and soul ; then cursed his enemies
By name, and promised punishment ; made vaunt
Of genius, learning ; caught my hand again,—
Did I forget my friend—my dear old friend ?
Had T a coat to spare? He had no coat
But this one on his back ; not one shirt
Twas all a nichtmare ; in, wretched trath.
» play physieian?  Where's the strength
irs a slow self-ruin from without ?
I'n must elimb innumerable steps,
1bleness, and diligence, and pain
i to the first of all that steep?

I had propo e 1




[E SCHOOLFELLOWS

1 , that l;llj"|\ A shiit ! 1 face
Melted my heart anew, he signified And merry cu
it . he would say good-ni As when tl

ne- candcl

Tediously we ke
.I-|'.I- ?'I-':'Ilzll'_: |||--::| ill '\"Ii-‘\. "X|I-'I"|::l|"_‘-',
:aame back ; the j
Il '_I:ufn! without a wo [_, and went

Our box of elothes

Midst other fields abide 1

Annie, my darling, we wer

_.\|:-'. Heaven continues




SHADOWINGS.




SHADOWINGS.

I,

T me one 1|".;']|l the angry mooin,
"‘;:.";Il“”'l'll':] to a rim of eloud,

(ilared through the courses of the wi
Suddenly then my spirit bow’d
And shrank into a fearful swoon
That made me deaf and blind.

11,

We sinn’d—we sin—is that a dream ?
We wake—there is no voice nor stir ;
Sin and repent from day to day,

As thoueh some recking murderer
Should dip his hand in a running stream,
And lightly go his way.

I
Embrace me, fiends and wicked men,
For T am of your crew. Draw back,
Pure women, children with elear eye
Lot Scorn confess me on his rack,
Streteh’d down by force, uplooking then

Into the golemn skies,




sSoul erew 1ne nporate h o 3 4
Death clung about my feet: let none dare track
My jomrney. But a far Voice called me back.

['hou wilt not frown, O God.

Escape not thy transe le

ratuating

Mot it il

[en, no
] |::E\\i|l|IH'.{.~i.-
stablish’d from of old.




] AYS, hours, and seasons, all are one dull pain,

(ne fJI':|‘.'_\' '|1'.'I}_' of so ek weariness.

The mocking sunshine I abhor, no less
.\’i_’_‘;]l[ and the stare of stars. “‘\ monstrous chain

(How long %) must be unwinded link by link.

Drop after drop thus slowly must I drink
Mine ocean-cup of misery to the lees.

All places are alike, and yet as tho’

[ had some hope of finding change I go
rl‘hl"-’]]_‘,'\i] I'i1]-'::. forests, l]".‘-il_'l'l.". ]Zi“l”ll(lill.“. S50¢08,
Everywhere, like a wandering wind, T roam.

Thou Earth! in all thy bounds I only crave

\ :.I]i.’l‘l of rest t,—in all thy lands, one arave.

O Earth, Earth, cruel, cruel, take me home !
But thou, most guilty of my wicked birth,
Hast no remorse, O evil mother Earth !

The unregarded breath of my despair

Thus makes its moans and groans and words of woe.

But I am never mad, ev'n when I tear
This wretched flesh, I never cease to know
Myself, and watch my own external strife

With hideous langnor. Hap nor mood can bring

One moment’s lull to my disease of Life,
Sleep’s dew that falls on every living thing
With comfortable balm leaves
Unwetted in the world ;
”IIJI_'-' 1n a i . ||l\ charne
Durns on -_Iil'l".l thro |
Behold ! Cartaphilus the Jew
Who lone hath ceased t

CARTAPHILUS.

ound and round about
walves of morning and of night,
<'| ]l|\| |]1. ]r|'||u1\~' breathing satellite ;
Seen, search’d AT 1 «IJU!! all ‘]|Il man can
Of matter, fr 1ts 1 qanic birth
Out of the storm of |']|'I||-: lone avo,

Through all the upward workings of iis lifc
By infusion of Hu element of mn.
l'll';'.lll ever-moving, save in me, the might
That makes by hurrying to e \Ilnr tion each
e atom, as a fire ]'l]r-. hriel
r fold was drawn wi thin my reach

'-- veil, until I raised the last.

'H.. forth T have despised the present, past

nd future of this WO nld,—where mortals run
In the old ruts, their j....hm toys the same
That pleased forgotten chil lren with a oame
For ever recommenced, and nothing won ;
Where ¢ ds of bustling idiots mount elate

"-!.EI\"\" stairs to rooms of state,

Know

qneath their feet the freadmill tuims.

) more seorn or anger burns.

Men tell of me . . . things that I now forget,
Nor ean believe. DBut I remember yet
: 1 time when I was used to pray,
, cold Heavens for my releasc.
I y | qu 1estion yet. [s peace
y wh 1|| ne universe, wherein
f pain I spin?
L0 1L§ Very core t
No di ?—horrible thought '—away, away !
There mus v rest, 1 shall find out one day
‘\l|| 2 ] 1V101, ;-'.'Il"\' J-"]' cvermore.




CROSS-EXAMINATION.
\\'“-\5 knowest thou of this eternal cod
As much as God intended to display.

Wilt thou affirm thou knowest ;|'-;_:i'[! of God ¥
Nor, save His works, that creature ever may.

Is not -'.]II‘.' life at times a WEeAry load ?

Which aimless on my back he would not lay.
Is 1t all good thy conscience doth forbode ?

The deepest thought doth least my soul affray.

When hath a glimpse of Heav'n been ever show'd
Whilst walking straight, T never miss its ray.

Why should such destiny to thee be owed

Easy alike to Him are yea and nay.

Why shouldst thou reacl by so mean a road ?

Ask that of Him who set us in the way.

Art thou more living than a finch or toad ¢

[s soul sheer waste, if we be such as they

[hou never

If so, "twer

RECOVERY,

10R many a |i.i.'\'\ like one whose limbs are stifl.

|

Whose head is heavy with some grievous ail,
I felt, from wicked thoughts, the whole world drac
As millstone round my neck, all my force fail,

Dry up, and ravel into dust and rag,

But lo, I slept, and waking glad as if

I had been hearing m 2 in mny .-'|m-‘|=,
Went forth, and look’d upon the watery \-E.-q-|._

By stretch (O King Unseen !) of some great hand

My sad, confus’d and fearful soul was shriv'n ;
r the 'l]'il“'i'lii mind restored to me
To e the colour of that pure blue heav'n,

\.i'.'.ll'.ll cloud shadows on the :_{|'|-.-||j_--l| 200,

And rippling white foam up the yellow sand.




YOET, why dost weep and groan ?

(Nature thus rebuked her son)
Never child do I disown,
But thon art a favom’

SINGER.

What most he f relicion ‘twas to hide
n a dumb darkling where the spring
1ed,
3 t not glide
th moil or murmuring ;
to some unlawful thing

fl‘l[.\'l' which he did not feel, he would not sing ;
I

Grreener tree I cive
Rosier rose, of richer scent,
Brichter river, erander s
Bluer sky Fieweit nusing or praying at its side.

Dres on otl ;
But in the sun he sang with cheerful heart,

--:[EII househol Z|_|'=-1'-:_|Jl' and human m
W ||- le fait I||||| || ]||I‘.',-'.‘|-|'_\' of
A
The g

U1, who s secret, still conld hea

to’s whisper low through every part.

1

l\'l|-:‘.'\" my ch (r
To instruet and che

Un thy mountan
Chills and

Hide thy

Only in a




TO A BLIND FRIEND BONA DEA

YEGGAR’D of thine inheritance of licht,

of e eartl = St : .

f the earth, AKING after dawn of day,
Warm and full of smiles I lay,

) The glorious Gy C-POSSESS1011
e thankful still : how few of those with sicht
Can feel or use their privileg : Safe, come good or evil hap,

riecht !

A soul 1|]|||1'!||11-_'1! 1s of fa reater '\\'ullh_

Outweighs a million time
Of flower-frail sense ; and when from this ghort nicelit

It shall emerge, how wonderful the Birth !

the deepest dearth

11,

ts of flowing
oTass and SWept ]Jl'}li]||l
ing boughs of pathside trees,

as one who whilst h
) ¢
ut shook no bud nor leaf from these :

» slowly strains
with sich on :1i-_;'.

Iimerge,
Up a dark narrow towen
The fresh and brilliant air suddenly gains :
And lo! ereated instantaneously, y robe was rich and fair,
A sunbright world far stretehing to the sky : As a mountain’s clad in soft bl ;
Woods, Lakes, and Rivers ; Valleys, Hills, and Plain ler breath was like the green smells of Spring
irds to make them sine :
» faint eloudlets hold
sun in a flame of old,
hei pure face stood serenc
the sky between :
her feet to grace,
v of wpace
wve he \lll'l':ill.,
head,
1t’s hem,
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|' Ilil-il "]. itllllnl-\ .
Were in it ; far on misty hall
[ heard the footsteps he f

1

Over dim lawn and ¢ ]

in

[ was :.'Il-‘- in full content
When her mouth my
Down to my ch

Where the

and the chime of rill

1IN e
The carolling redbreast from r«
; ' l, on an Autumn ¢




VII.
But now, to keep me from despair,
(iifts she bronght, of mirrors rare
Reflecting sea and earth and air;
Mingling with these in m
Phantoms of Memory and of
|

Catching her ample f blue

And lighting the sapphire through and through

With inner blazes that came and went
Like angels flushing the firmament ;
Showing a blossom at her f

Orbed into a sphere comple

Full of beauty and life and power-
'H]" l':il'l'll's-: ]|i|'E].| of a sunny ]Jllll!".
Painting one face in colour'd flame,
With the universe for frame.
Spiritual-strange did forms appear,

And the stars and the 11!']!”|'—' of heaven drew near,

And blended |||_\'_1j.- lichts and songs
\\.illl "].:lllf.'t- i-"ll’i '\'|||-|'|- of oar Ly :_’“|-..|l:__r_»:_

What was that which

To draw a fresh clond m

For I was tempted to de

And look upon all witl

My mother’s pure look and royal clothing
Fill'd me with w s and loathing ;
In gentle words I began to hear

Pining, and discontent, and f

In louder tones a continual uttering

Of hate, and rage, and rebellious muttering
[ saw an omnipotent darkness lurk

To swallow all light, all life, all work ;
All growing, changing, ling, dreaming ;
And Me, the cent f al seeming,
Lying encrusted 1 inful f;

A leper at the palace

But again she stoop’d,—1I feel it now,
That heave Il]l\' ];{55 on my .~'l';1"1|]vl! brow.
There were awful thunders rolline round me :
Harshest tearings of bands that bound me :
Stre -'||flll,-' of crampt, retorted limbs :
Agony of life, as when it brims

On the wrung-out brain of a rescued man,
And I was saved from the crushing ban.

X
Now I am master in my house ;
Granted power to bind and loose ;
[n noble heirdom set at one
ely earth and kingly sun.
th my mother keep
]."Il' while I r~'3l'<-|1'.
In hours of sickn till she tends me
urs of danger still befriends me ;
And with voice t rises clearly,

Sings the hymn I love so dearly,

Hymn that seems unfolding slowly

To a sense profound and holy,

Etheri ss and -4':|§||,

o 1te own strain.

X1

‘d my cheek, my lips, my brow
awaits me now,
h 1 shall .--r:l]'f.'-']_\' |||.
Jose mine eyes with |f=\'i11'_! seal,
Dea! live or die,

e, thy son am L




THE MESSENGER

\ MESSENGER, that st
L In words of clear and «
(And yel |||n-‘;."m||;__‘]|‘ the tone was less I:II]\‘:i:-lj_

“ I bring thee pain of body and of mind,

¢ Jach oift of each must pay a toll to me :

Nor flicht, nor foree, nor suit can set thee free ;
Until my brother come, 1 say not when ;
Affliction is my name, unloved of men.”

o up i|| I.:.‘i\' -]--|:|||""I|,

Shatter'd to tears : vy unchanged.
[ held my peace, my hea th courace burn'd,

And to ||i.~ cold touch one faint -i-_\'|| return’d,

Undreamt-of wings he lifted : “ For a while
[ vanish. Never be afraid to s

Lest T w 1_\'i:|_‘.' thee : cur

That 1 iy brine thee

And often sinee, by

The face obdurate : now al

O ! quile to Faith ; but Fra 3
The word, To both this anvel t

‘ Lord God, thy servant,
[Feels Thee uj 1S 1
Hath i"_" in o {

All this is gone, yet all




STRATFORD-ON-AVON.
([:'J‘.JT.)

OLD MASTER GRUNSBEY AND GOODMAN DODD.

. God save you, Goodman Dodd,—a sicht to see
you!
save you, good Master Grunsey,—Sir, how be
you ¥
. Middlish, thank Heavn! Rare weather for the
wheat.
D. Farn ill be thirsty, after all this heat.
. And so is we. Sit down on this here bench :
We'll drink a pot o’ I‘\'.'Iill. Coom then, wench !
My service—ah ! I'm well enough, 1’ fegs

But for thir plaguey rheum i’ both my 1

Whiles I can't ]I.‘ill”I'-' cet about: Oh, «

Well-nigh threescore.

your elder fifteen year and more.

.-'. ]::i;n-‘h_ _\.|'\\' |'1:||-|- be I|=|
peare’s hought it, so I'm told,
Willy Shakespeare bought the
oots 0

down by the gramm

s (take my word upon’t) no fool.

1S INY Ji.‘."" 5




STRATFORD-ON-AVON. STRATFORD-0N-AVON

One day I coteh’d him peltin’ o’ Ny geest

Below the church ; “ Yo’ let ‘en swim i’ peace,

\'H}ll'_" ||-|:_;' ! Tk Sy S, k() l .~,|J;i|| 11y il.l.:.

Will was on t'other bank, and did but grin, don’t know nothine now o’ such-like toys ;

And eall out, **Sir, you come across to here | ” i’
D. I knows old John this five 1

In old time £

But Willy warn’t aborn then, I don’t think,

k to i]lill?i 011, _'\'..' and me.
oing foinely, howsomiver.
, the little chap were allays cliver.

y, mun’, sin’ we wer
» used to han, wi’ seriptur’ hi ;
nd moralties, and myst'ries ;
11 was a pretey thing,
Or might a’ been a babe on’s mother’s arm, “Ju e S i Tt e Bl
When 1 iE’.'! cart ‘en fleeces f S enifn sure, ;:||l] fealien T
[ went a-coortin’ then, in 'on Lane, AR T Faleon. Fother nicht, says young Jack
And, tho’ bit furder, I w 1 o
To bring my cart thereby, 1 .
To catch some foolish little nod or ¢ : y solterhead !
Or % Meet I '\]”’M-‘ L t’ ay, g (lone and s
Or down at Clopton Bridge, next holiday 77— Al ! who'll obey, let Will say “Come”
Here fo yer, maister. ; b

h like as hint don’t reckon much, I trow.
(r. S

ne to yo.” 'Tis hot.

il 3 I\"l!l :li.'] me,
Il another po

We might do wuss nor ea
Good Mistress Nan ! , the Court
Will Shakespeare, troth, T knew :
A nmimble curly pate, and pretty, too,

About the street ; he’d grow’d an idle lad,

wich ; there’s fine sport
ills and puils and ]\I‘:|1'|~'_.

. and chamberlaing, and earls,
And like enough, ’ty thi o turn out bad :

[ don’t just fairly know, but folk
He vex’d the Lueys, and so fleed ]

D. He’s wuth as much as Tanner Twice to-iday - , wer Shakespeare wi’ a nod,
And all by plays in Lunnon ; And let hn me, doff’

(7. Folk talks big ;
‘\\’I:l HI'.:I'{".‘lJ".‘!II' wuth as much as Tanner Tw ';_'__'-_'
Tut, tut! Be Will a player-man by trade?

D. O course he he, o’ course he < and niade New Place ben’t no such bargain, when all’s done ;
A woundy heap o’ money, too, and bought "Twas dear, 1

s round her,—look at such
' greatness ! why, the touch
1l lackeys, Goodman Daodd,

|-:';|| ;;||rl ]u-;gl]_m! ]\ll"l'.
rhbour, you and me.
rand old Stratford brew

’ Lunnon, search it through,

.];!g-.‘.'\'» it.

A playhouse for himsen like, out and out : Yo boucht better, mun,
And makes 1 ' all ain’t alike in skill,
; I Jond above ! ['ve not done 11l

Tho’ I cawi’ e ichtly, for a fact. 1 Thanks 1o the I
If out o’ books or's SsalEe mae

han yo', friend Grunsey, in yer trade.




STRATFORD-ON-AVON.

. So-so. DBut here’s young Will wi’ money made
And money saved ; whereon 1 sets him down,
DAy else who JI-]\I'r',I a eredit to the town ;
Tho’ some do shake their ¥ (i [l|:|_\--J' folk.
D. A very civil man to nd joke ;
I’ve ofttimes had a bit o’ talk wi’ Will.
. How doth old Master .“\'.]|'i]\|-.~-su-:1|'n-'_J
D, Bravely still,
And so doth madam too, the comely dame.
. And Willy’s wife—what used to be her name?
Older than Willy, six, seven year or so ;
Ann something—Hatchard was it? Hatehway %—no.
D. Why, Hathaway, fro’ down by Shottery gate.
[ don’t think she’s so much about o’ late.
Their son, yo' see, the only son they had,
Died last year, and she took on dreadful bad ;
And so the fayther did awhile, I'm told.
This boy o’ theirs was nine or ten
— Willy himsen may bide here
. He IH were a cliver little r'|;:|1|\
I'm olad o's luck, an’ ‘twere for old John’s sake.
Your arm, sweet sir. Oh, how my legs do ache !

WEIMAR

[( )etober, 185¢

).]

N little German Weimar,

With

soft green hills

enfolded,

Where shady Ilm-brook wanders,

A Great

il art and nature

1ie ar

Man lived .']He!

wrote ;

nn’'d their * open secret,”

a Ve

nd hours and for

tunes

'y 1-
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1 Atlantic billows,
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n vhe spiritual
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MOONRISE.

Enterine a million rooms, from rich f
With countless human seen
Pi r to many a lurki |
M: ng those aits of melancholy ground

0 ].|-..j.-||:..n5.

MOONRISE. Where ‘mid the rush of life the dead Iepose ;
. Pal iding through with sad nnnoticed rav
OF MAN.) 1 of erowded .‘i_u-.ill'l-»c, and I W

il corridors, but elitteri

yvouth, and I
A BOVE the mas : : sn ] h effulgence wide,
A .“AW'H]‘I’ w, a f1 I ) 1 the River whi h doth oli
A marvel in the sky doth swim, 1¢ throngh it all, i it to hide
Advaneced upon the hush of earth ; t 3 sed by many a dotted Bridee,

A (Globe, o’erhanging bricht and brave,
The pale green-glimmering ocean floor,
Silvers its wave, its rustling wave,
Soft folded on the shelving shore.

0 |'-|‘_:|':_\' .\]-l-lu‘l, H! ]-"n":_‘. |'|.'i"l"
Thou cheerest with thy welcome face ; :
f s full and sweet,

Three sand-side houses, and afu
Ihe \i:';.ll'r 'l“'.:l";li : h d’s home of vanish’d bliss
Are all the tokens few and weak : W

Moon, a calm aseent is thine

That here of human effort speak.

» heart’s metro] wolis,

well-known mountain-line,
look, ascendest thou,
) ard hast

I1I.
But this very mon
ll‘”“ :I\!"'\." ]]III LY s Nnset ‘.l‘-I].- -_-'-l-'-llll:l_'.'i L
Viewing palace, vi nd eastward it receives thy chostly I
Calmly, without pride or pity | Art t] ine down
Strik’st thou its l: Into the lan: W thi § Town
Witehing all thou & e TR e
Thou hast one mysteri
Over the multiform enor
]i:||\i||_'__-'1']|'.i|'|-]|-1.fl'\\'--|»:a

crn I:.Z!'lr'
1

us bound ;

streets with shade




MOOXRISE.

Before the years began to change,
One small roof, familiar—strange,
Opening wide to many a vision
Grim, fantastic, or elysian?
Yes,—ou that other River glancing,
In its ripples merrily daneing,
Swallowed in the gloomy arches
Where beneath the Bridge it marches
(One long bridge, with not a light
Whether in black or shiny night),
Beaming unopposed and wide
(er the Harbour’s mingling tide,
Touching with a wand of power,
Landmark gray, the old Church-tower,
Yet disturbing not its sleep
Nor the slumber, far more deep,
[ts solitary precinets elaim,
Paved with r a well-known name,-
As thou wilt thou goest free
In the place where I would be.
There the Fall for ever tolls,

And the Bar, through nights and days,

Booms from sandhills by the sea
When the Atlantic billow rolls

Heavily and solemnly,

Now whitened with thy rays.

The narrow tide I gaze on here
With thee, O Moon, less kindly greets
Mine eyes than that which |-I|']'<'1-|"y beats
The stern Atlantic cliffs along ;

I{s voice, a rer's, far less strong,
thes mine ear.
V.
But, Lily of the Lake of Heaven,
Thou Wellhead pure and deep of silver li;
O’erflowing mistily a world of dreams,

MOONRISE,

Claim’st thou no homage for thyself to-night ?
Watcher of Karth, full many a Monntain 1'::IT|!;I-
River and Wilderness and City strangg '

Within thy ken,—Empress of ocean-streams
And stormier human souls, to whom is given

To fling great waves ashore and make men wild,
Powerful Enchantreéss with so calm a face,
[’.‘\' whom are reconciled :
The eontradictories of Time, of mpace,
Of things that seem to be.
The [l:l~'~'[||_:{ moment and the present [u;"u-l-
Merge, melt, when look’d upon by Thee,
Into Eternity. ) .




W. W
(April 23rd, 1350).

(')N]i April found a Youth on Mona’s shore,
With daily prospeet of the Cumbrian Hills,
Cloud-wreath’d or sunlit, o’er the Irish Sea.
« A Prince dwells there,” he said, “and [ shall walk
Through |:1I|t|-'l_':'\]‘|-.-\ that confess him suzerain
Under the Sovereiey Lorp of earth and men,— THREE SISTERS OF HAWORTH.
May see the Prince himself, may humbly meet
His venerable eye, may hear his voice.” rr-l] REE sisters, Charlotte, Emily, and Anne,
Afar in Yorkshire wolds they live f-".i".'l|ll'.l':|

e ||."..‘_.' I._\' .|-|_\' new }Q],l-i:i.! upon the fields
Names that I keep like any saeristan ;

And waves grew brighter.
One |";.:I\.' brought this word The human regist Ly of souls as pure

«The wise old Poet of the mountain-land As 'ﬂlc'\. in hermit waters on a moor,

[s gone away for ever. You may seck Those liquid islands of dark seas of heather ;

Bt never shall you find him crooning song Voices that reach my solitude from theirs ; .

Among the shadows of the folded hills, Hands that 1 iss o thousand niles away

|:I‘.' |"'|"']."' tarm or dashing rivalet, And send a thousand greetings of my "':‘-';'J -~

t these, alas! only the west wind bears.

Down the green valley, up the windy fell, Bu
2y have '\'.'Ii}i-f||.||, ”JH .'].‘:|| '\:'| are ]III_I_[:

[n rock-built pass, or under whispering leaves, Na

Or floating on the vl translucent mere Where Earth once knew them. What is now to say?
Between two heavens. You will but find his grave. Three strangers dead—"tis little to endure : ;
i f strancers vanish every day.
The poet-loving Youth went forth ; and clear aravestones if I may.
Stood the far coast across littering tide ; .
But how forlom those faint-blue rocky tops!
How t'1|=.|||ii'll of its joy the enchanted ground !

He paced the strand, raised his eyes anew,

And saw as ‘twere a halo round the peaks.

-\"I'"'III":IJ'Ii]I:,f of Hill: |II there, and ‘|” l:ll‘\';

Those Mountaing were in WorpsworTi's soul ; lis
;'.'I.-.:l

[s on those Mountains,




IN THE TRAIN.

\'n\\‘_ with its precious hun
| Barr'd and link’d n

Slowly moves th’ enormous w
Smoothly glides away ;

EXPRESS

( From )r,a"f'w';uu-.'r_ Southwards.)

Quick and quicker, panting loud,

TE move in u|:-|.~]|.-|||‘.i'.'_-- oW,

Finds the narrow ledges true. wes of our friends 1

Over fields a torn white cloud

Lingers into dew,

Swiftly with dismaying shriek,
Into cavern gloom we roll,
Rushing into ‘i”." licht, seek oA b b
t walls of rock with ivi
| s 3 Thro’ winkine arches swift we pass,
Through the mountain’s rocky heart, vl Bvine meat ihe Aving trams,
skl 1 L i1 1 s 411 L1 § 11

Tirelessly our goal.

Over champaign ric
"Thwart the flood, the
Distant streets to tread
» orchards. kine in pleasant leas,
Miracle nor magic spell s -I].]H:Il-. :: -;|"i]|'..,I :|III-...||-|\
3 counter-changing trees,
:ll-:llh' hills ]..-_;.u‘;..l -

05T,

pel
Thus our Flying Village moves ;
Mind with matter mineled well

Potent leaven proves.

Partner, not antagonist,
Nature lends us

1 or of gravel ||
old tile and motley bean
||| . i I'-Ill_,'!"

hollow rumbling bridge.




[;:"l\ FAPOUr-surges, whirl'd 1 the wind

f'l roaring II|||_'||'I:-'. dark and long,
Then sky and landscape unconfined,
Then streets again where workers throng
Comi o i he w nstle |||||
Controls us to its will

chimneys tall as
flags of streami o
|1:':'!' I' mace-nilasts,
s, wagaons, gritty heaps of coke :
Throuch these our :.I"f:l:ll'l"l'.'." rank THE STOLEN PATIHL.
lides in with hiss and clank.
][|M]["\\\\“\' ||'\'\'|\'«' ‘l]l.
So have v |||| Our wondrous conrse Parks like this 1 detes
Amid a peaceful 1 .u v d, Grumble to trave ] on mil
Subdued by lox ncl |'-.|r.-['=|i foree 'liill"'- ]
Of planning d and plodding hand., Ev
.H""\ much by labour can Yi 18 ]-1-1'\'1_.--4-:-
I'he feeble race of man ! et view, in pass |nrl||||||;-]|,
] AWIS And 1 210 ves \‘]I 1={8] Jc'«]l-'lil:l‘-“
['nl]l imp :.~n|l ment express
1 [ IITII ‘ill'l]k'll I|l||lll |] WErs
l,-':'ull..__\ 'i over woodland bowers
\\'!l::ll-']'if::_“ rill dan d up to ]I..I]\'.
A lazy, languid |:|l-:|.--':|1'|---i:|](--.
(Who therein doth pleasure tak
Aipt yews ; _'_;'-"'1:-.u-l.|'ir- beds
1 oaLe ;'||'| ate |]||1 ) el
is ] 1-..]-1 |'|I||
» find it, 1s

 Alfred’




THE STOLEN PATH.

r]‘.-:l"-‘-'l' who -'II-'I'I':EIEI\' ||-‘|‘\'-' Lo !||‘-I|'|i
\.h‘-'l".l'l fain o all into then l';II['I'|| 5
The demon greed of robber kings

Is busy here in lesser things ;

The Path is gone ; not shut by law,
But fileh’d with shameless cunning paw
And swallow’d : none at hand to dare
Beard the culprit in his lair,

The Great Man, to whose mind are known

No rights at all except his own,

Who fain would shut from every eye
Th’ old ].‘|1|:!~fr'.'e'lu' and more ancient sky,
Save upon sufferance. Honour'd sir,
Refleet ! Art thou indeed a cur,

A caitiff? What, beneath the sun,

Hast thou, have those before thee, done,

To earn s0 huee an overshare

Of the world’s good thines? Have a care.

Lest, when your Worship sits on high,
A pilferer of twigs to try,

Oy |':|.n1|:|| ]h-:ll']u'l_, sOIne one cry

In accents of contempt and wra

“ Who stole our ancient Public Path 17
—A erime incompar VOrse

Than his who merely takes a purse,
Poor devil ! with the treadmill near

No Magistrate, M.P., or Peer.

PER CONTRA.

MHIS old hereditary ground

I Welcomes within its peaceful bound
All peaceful comers, TPush the gate :
What miles of oak and fern await
Our footsteps ; unmolested space
As fair and free for you and me
As for His Grace who owns the place,
Whose -i‘\‘.'1|n-]'.c.]|i[| is not the same

As selfishness, with finer name,-

o live such noble dukes as he !

n lieu of herald’s meagre leaves,
The grateful Faney richlier weaves,
And doth the whole \‘.'i'|<' \‘.'HM::'EZHII{ BUL
For garland round this coronet.




PLACES AND MEN. IN DREAM-WORLD.
N Sussex here, by shincle

! and by sand,
Flat fields and farmste 1

The shallow tide-wave com
And all :I]-l.’i.:' the down a f
Of ducal woods, That

"~ DREAM’D that I, being dead a hundred years,
1 their \\':;II-:E :’I:lll.l‘.'\'ll trees, I In d
to the |;|.'u].

(In n-world, death 1s fre m waking fears)
Stood in ity, in the market-place,
i e Y ? And saw a snowy marble Statuette,
“dim discover'd _.:l.[|-|. ” nd j
Is Chichester, where Corrins foit a fire
Touch hissad lips; thateh’d Felpham roofs are these,
Where ]J:L]a|ll'\' Brake found Heavn Yot cloge

Little, but delicately carven, set ‘
Within a corner-niche. The ]"“l"i-'”""]
Look’d at it now and then in passing-by, T A
at hand, And some with praise. “Who seulptured it?” said I,
nid then v --:-.'. 1ame -.--.::]|.|f.'|] In mine ears ;
(30 n]'\\'-'ll u]_ :!II(E .\I'li]|l|=-; FIfI_—.\'I';*:-C 1l.|-'-|'r' t'JI'llh, -\ l ll..,_lli.l\ll.l..l\.:.‘kil_.lj.!_.\" Ii_|l| “'.\I |_-|--| ’ ]

ith mind contented, in the newborn day.

ve in the towers and groves, which stay ;
0 poor men, by some richt of their own,

the earth and sea, the sun and me

PPoss

The inner sweet of li

fe ; and put in words
A personal force that doth not pass away.

Littleha mpton,




'ME QLD TUNE,

ard an old tune
3, in my for -eig

The OId Tune.

Air: Colleen Dhas.,

R
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wide-rolling ocear n hearingit now, Asa
old Green Islan draws me, 1 cannot tell how,

e-motion:

W The Pret-tv (Girl 1
ofmy lands | The Pret-ty Girl milkir

green I-rish hills I lov
day was the last look of




THE OLD TUNE
Ar—Colleern

:'\[“,\-[i:‘\"l' the green Irish hills T love dearly,

| At the close of a bright summer day,
heard an old tune lilted clearly,
That sooth’d half my sorrows away.

And far o’er the wide-rolling ocean
Methinks I am hearing it now,

As a farewell of tender emotion,— . i
- ; BRIDEGROOM’S PARK

«The Pretty Girl Milking her Cow.

And since, 1 my foreien wayvfa

That tune’s like a thread .|...'--;|] v heart.

Still back to

+1 1.1 1 1
the dear old Green Island

I cannot tell how,




BRIDEGROOM’S PARK,

I. FROM THE HIGHWAY.

f ]4‘]3 [END Edward, from this turn remark
The sweep of woodland, ‘B oom’s Park’
We eall it, shut while you were h
By selfish Cupid, who allows
A sunny glimpse through beechen bougchs
| 'j -|‘-'“-~' --I' rass \\'jlll i-iI”ll'\'{ |!|-'.'|_
And one white corner of the house
Built for the young Heir's weddina-day,
The dull old walls being swept away.
Wide and low, its eaves are laid
Over a slender colonnade,
Partly hiding, partly seen,
Amid redundant veils of green,
Which garland pillars into howers,
And top them with a frieze of flowers
'H' slicht fence of a r'J'I'.'r:l.'l] door
(Lil ir enslaved -]'_\' magic lore)
ndow reaching to the floor,
Divides the richly furnish’d rooms
From terraces of emerald swand,

Vases full of many blooms,

And lit ates of rose to I'_:II-:I'I{
The sidelong steps of easy flicht ;
a touch, .r_F;.-_'.' all unite.
All’s perfect for a Bride’s delicht,
And She most worthy of it all ;
Gold-hair’d (I've seen her), slim and tall :

fy
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With—O ! a true celestial face

Of tender gravity and grace,

An \-||‘|.!,n.- eyes that look you II'.I'HH;..']l.
Iives of softly solemn blue.

Serene the \'»'e-:l_]l]!}' 1
Whose last wild-oa duly sown !
Observe his Paradise’s gate,
With two heraldic brutes in stone
l"ll|' :w'l'['.i_'l':li’.‘;, . .
Did the coppice move {
By Jove !
: ghe’s gone.
!
Jog, lad ; it’s none of our affair.
Well—you're to vo; and I'm to stay.
Will Luey kiss you, some other day,
When yvou carry your nugaels
Yon 1|1;l:~1. not erow so rich and wise
That friends shall fail to recognise
The schoolboy twinkle in your eyes.
Fach his own track. Il mind my farm,
And keep the old folks’ chimney warm.

But however we strive, and chance to thrive,

We shall scarcely rtake this Youth,
Who has all to his wish, a | 15 1 truth
The very luckies alive.”

1I.—BY THE POND

¢« These walls of green, my guarded Queen !

A labyrinth of shi de and r]l--l'.'z‘_

Bar out the world a thousand miles,
Helping the pathway’s \\'inn_li::_-_f \\'_ilr---:
To pose you fo the end. Now think,

BRIDEGROOM'S PARK.

at thanks might one deserve for this
Which lately was a swamp, and is

An elfin lake, its curving brink
Embost with rhododendron bloom,
Azaleas, lilies, jewelries,
|']':||1.:_‘\' and "””""]'.""-" orow like these
Under our feet) on fire to dress,
Round EVery little glassy bay, .
The sloping turf with I-_'_IIt'_;-'l-I-I!.i-~'l|:-.--.-~ 7
As right, we look our best to day ;
No |n'f:1| I|J-‘I1'-I, no :-\],l-l-]{ of I'_:J'-H‘r]n.
Emmeline, this faery lake
Rose fo its margins for your sake ;
As yet without a name, it sues
Your best invention ; think and choost
Its flood is gather'd on the fells,
(Whose foldings you and I shall trace)
Hid in 1y a hollow place ;
But through Himalayan dells,
Where the silvery pinnacles .
Hanging faint in furthest heaven
Cateh the flames of morn and even,
Round their lowest rampart swells
The surge of rhododendron flow’rs,
1an ancestry of ours :
And the tropie woods luxuriantly
Ill‘.' iJ]'-']I"II.‘:\ZIJ..“ ['[‘.'I'}'-hl':l
Nurtured the germs of this and this :
And there’s a blossom first was s
In dragon-vase of white and
sweetheart of a mandarin,
ing her little eyes for bliss,
Look, how these merry inseets oo
In rippling meshes to and fro,
Waltzine over the liquid glass,
Dropping their shadows to er S8 ¢ id travel

Like ghosts, on the pavement of sunny gravel.
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Maybe to music, whose thrills outpass Our mowers at the break of day
Our finest ear,—yes, even .\_un.n's, Shall sweep them into swaths of hay.
Whom the mystery of sound allures So the season whirls away.
From star to star. In this gulf beyond, And every aspect we must learn,
Silent people of the pond Every changing mood discern ;
Slip from noonday glare, to win All sides, over the country speed,
Their crystal twilights far within. ¢ She upon her milk-white steed,
See the creatures Jance and hide, And he upon his gray,’ to roam
Turn, and waver, and glimmer, and glide, Gladly, turn more gladly honie ;
Jerk away, ;!-'I'I']|IL and poise, Plan, improve, and see our tenants ;
Come and vanish without noise, Visit nei I1III nrs, for pleasure or penance
Mope, with mouth of drowsy drinking, 1 xcellent people some, no doubt,
Waving fins and eyes unwinking, And the rest will do to talk about.
Flirt a tail, and shoot below. June, July, and August: next
How little of their life we know ! September comes ; and here we stand
Or these birds’ ],il that twittering dart To watch those swallows some clear day
To the shrubbery’s woven heart. In a birdish trouble, half perplex’d,
Which is happier, bird or fish ? Bidding adieu their tribe’s old way,
Have they memory, hope, and wish | Tho’ the sunbeam coaxes them yet to stay ;
Various temper ? perverse will Swinging through the |m]n|]|-|1_-' ail ‘
That secret source of boundless i1l % Ippi o, every bird, in l']:l.""
Why should not human ereatures ru To kiss ifs flying image there.
A careless course through shadow and sun? \uul when Autumn’s wealthy heavy hand
Ah, Love, that m ay never ] Paints with brown g|>|\[ the beechen ||';l\'l':—'_\
We are of a different bix And the wind comes cool, and the latest sheaves,
Of deeper sphere than the I| hes’ home Quivers fill'd with bounty, rest
l]l_:.‘ll] than bird’s wings may roam, On stubb |"->él—-‘]w. then we shall say
CGireater than ocean, air, and earth. A lieu for a time our fading bow’rs,
wres within and out-of-doors,

The Summer’s youth is now at prime. . all the petted greenhouse flow’rs.
Swiffly a season whirls away. But, though your harp remains behind
Two days past, the '-.i'-| led corn To keep 1Iu piano company,
Whis |n ’d nothing of harvest-time ; Your light-strung ."\|\rll| of Serenades
Already a tinge of brown is born Shall watch with us how daylight fades
On the barley-spears that lichtly sway ; Where sea and air enhance their dyes
The plumes of ceded grass A thousand-fold for lovers’ eyes.
Bowine and bending as vou pass And we shall fancy on far-off coast
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The chill pavilions of the frost,

And landscapes in a snow-wreath lost
You, the well-fended nun like child,

[, the bold youth, left loose and wild

Join'd tocether for evermore,

'I'-u wander at will ].‘_‘.' sea and :‘~"|’Il'||',

Strange and very strange it seems !

More like the shifting world of dreams
Choose at will your path, my Queen,

Through this labyrinth of |

As tho’ ’twere life's perplexir

To 2o in search of your missing boolk,

You careless cirl ? one other search ?

Woad or garden, which do you say *

"T'were only toil in vain ; for, look

[ found it, free of spot or smirch,

Cn a !lf“-l\\' of wood-sorrel _»:[u-.-].]'“_-__-

Under the Fox’s Cliff to-day.

Not so much as your place is lost,

(riven to this delicate warden’s keeping,

Jasmin that deserves to Y

Enshrined there henceforth, never toss'

Like other ‘}_\EII_'_' bloo away.

Summer, autumn, wi

And mueh will come that } CAUNOL oess

Every minute brings its ch:
Bend we now a partis

Down through the peaceful

The shadow and the myster

As old saints look into their arave.

Water-elves may peep at

Only my own wi

Like sunny light within

Dearer to me than sunny licht.

[t rose, and look’d away my nig

Whose ]',i|:ill'.-'ll.=.\" I

Like foes and shades

BRIDEGROOM'S PARK.

THROUGH THE WOOD,
in this breast.
1LY |-|':|':|i,
Sometimes -4‘.'l|Jl-lit':~' the [I:li]l,
Sometimes MYy Senses I|I"']J,_ no doubt.
[ do not always feel the pain :
But my head is a weary, weary load.
\\-h;ll ]:]:u‘l' 18 th - I at res
With crass and bushes 1
No dust, no noise, no endless road,
No torturing licht. Stay, let me think,
Is this the place where I knelf to drink,
And all my hair broke loose and fell,
And floated in the cold, clear well
Hung with rock-weeds? two children came
With ]lift']lt'l'-!_, but ]]I‘-'_'\ seream’d
The woman stared, the eurséd man
l,:|||_;]|\-i_—|!'>? 10, 1']|E-' i-—' not Hh- sS4l
[ now remember. Dr :
The thorny fence has torn my gown.
Iil!l"“"' }J' “'1.‘\. are \I|'lll‘-' ]I!'cl.l‘l]..\' '|l'!]|'.
What matter? so’s my Ijlllll['\l'l\', oo,

Nearly done . . . A quiet spot !
Flowers touch my hand. It's summer now
What summer meant I had fi 1
Fxcept that it was glaring hot
'Jllll'.'-lli__:|| tedious ti:ll‘,'.\. and |1:-:l'\'l\ hot
Through dreadful nights.

'l‘}n' <EI'I l-l]lii;l'; |""|.'-1|’
[ --|'- e Il~ .\]I-Ill'.l\\' |i|'r~' }ll.']-l\\'.
Gathe Ié]l'_'" flowers we used to crecp
/ TeTOWS, where the sun
Came through like this; then, everyomne,

Find out some arbour elose and cool,
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To weave them in our rushy caps,
|'|'i!l|‘.'1:.-'|':—-‘, 1.‘]'.|€':'Il'].‘.~i‘ .»':Ilf.']| a ]I"ElEP‘
Stay, now !—the girls are hid perhaps
[t may be all a dream—
You fl.-lli !

Was it for this you tramp’d your way
And begg’d your way by night and day
To find this place? . . . It’s his domain
Each tree is his, each blade of oTass
Under my feet. How dare I pass,
A tatter’d vagrant, half insane,
Scarce fit to slink by the roadside,
These lordly bounds, where, with his Bride—
[ tell you, kneeling on this sod,
He is, before the face of God,
My husband !

[ was innoeent
The day I first set eyes on him,
Eyes that no tears had yet made dim,
Nor fever wild. The day he went,
(That day, O God of Heaven!) I found,
In the sick brain slow turning round
Dreadful forebodings of my fate.
A week was not so long to wait :
Another |I;l-'-=-lll\
My face grew thin—eyes
And started if a feather stix

Iach night ¢to-morrow !’ heard me say,

Each morning ‘he will come to-day.’
Who taps upon the chamber door ?

A letter—he will come no more.
Then stupor. Then a horrid strife
Trampling my brain and soul and life,
Hunting me out as with a knife

From home—from home

And I was young,

And ]JEI|'|'_".'. May his heart he wrune

BRIDEGROOM’S PARK.

As mine i1s! learn that even I

Was something, and at least can die

Of such a wound. In any case

[He'll see the death that’s in my face.
To die is still within the power

Of girls with neither rank nor dower.

This his place, and I am here.
The house lay that side as one came,
How sick and deadly tired I am!
Time has been lost: O this new fear,
That T may fall and never rise !
Clouds come and go within my eyes.
I’'m hot and cold, my limbs all slack,
My swollen feet the same as dead ;
A weight like lead draws down my head,
The boughs and brambles pull me back.
Stay : the wood opens fo the hill.
A moment now. The house is near.
DBut one may view it closer still
IFrom l].|:>.a'-\'\[hi|']{ laurels on the right,

. What is this? Who come in sight?

He, with his Bride. It sends new might
Through all my feeble body. Hush !

Which way ? which way ? which way ? that bush

Hides them -l]|-'l\_."|'v <-|a1||i||;_-' do 1]|‘.-_'\' pause f
][ -..-in{.-g ->|,',-1|-.-'l to me ! |||' I}I:l\\'.\'

Her tow’ him, and I know the smile
That's on his face—O heart of guile !

No, ‘twas the selfish gaiety

And arrogance of wealth. 1 see

Your Dride is tall, and graceful too.

That arch of leaves invites you through.

[ folloy Why should 1 be loth

To hurt her? . . . Ha! Tl find them both.
Six words suffice to make her know.,

Both, both shall hear—it must be so !’
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1V MOSSGROWN,
‘“Seven years gone, and we together
Ramble as b fore, old Ned!
Not a brown curl on vour head
Soil’d with touch of time or weather,
Yet no wonder if you fear
With that broad chest and ]ﬂ.-:;"!".' beard,
Lucy might .a.'-;n'r--:' remember you.
My letters, had they painted true
The child grown wi oman ?

Here's our way,

Autunin in its last .i.-r-
The hills have misty s
And silence : |l--‘u[ lu
And free across the Park we st 1y,

Where only the too-much freedom baulks,
These half-obliterated walks,

The tangling grass, the shrubberies choked
With briars, the runnel .f.i:']u has soak’d
Its lawn-foot to a m: ||~l| be tween

The treacherous tufts of chter green,
The ga wde 1, ,]||| vd w ‘1|t €08 1]\ care,

Now wilder’d as a m m.|r 8 hair,

The blinded mansion’s ¢ ant '_.:[l:|-1||_‘
Winter and summer, ni '_I and day,

Save when the stealthy hours let fall

A sunbeam, or more pallid ray,

('r"'i‘[liu_:' across the floor and wall

From solitary room to room,

To pry and vanish, like the rest,

Weary of a useless quest,

The sombre face of hill and grove,

The very clouds which seem to move
H;]I”_‘_.’__ be it >'\'.'!'§"1 or r:}"‘-\'. —

How unlike this you searcely know,

Was ¢¢ Bridegroom’s Park ” seven years ago,

ves I]I'I.'|I in the wood :
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Human Spirits, line by line,

Have left hereon their visible

As may, methinks, to Eye Div

Hum I]] his sLory and e ’l]l one’s share

Be closely written eve |w.nu-~

Over the solid planet’s face.

A sour old Witeh,—a surly Youth,

Her orandson,—three great do uneoud
To strangers (I'm on terms with all),
Are household now. Sometimes, at fall
Of dusk, a Shape is said to move

Amid the drear enfangled grove,

Or seems lamentingly to stand

Beside a pool that’s close at hand.

Rare are the human steps that pass

On mossy walk or tuffed %

Let’s force the brushwood barrier,
No path remaining. Iere’s a chair !
Onee a cool delichtful seat,

Now the warty toad’s retreat,
Cushion’d with fungus, sprouting rank,
Smear'd with the lazy gluey dank.

No doubt the Ghost sits often there

A Female Shadow with wide eyes
And dripping garments. This way lies
The pool, the little pleasure-lake,
Which cost a pretty sum to make ;
Stoop for this bouch, and see it now

A dismal solitary ~|-r

Seummy, weedy,

Shut in jail, 1H[r~'lll1\, foraotten.
Most of the story you have heard :
» hower of bliss at length prepared
last blossom, line of gilding,
r such a dainty building)
Bride and DBridegroom came ;
at dusk with merry flame
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Crowning their weleome : they had June, Came down to this secluded

Grand weather—and a honeymoon ! That’s now a mat of weeds and slime,
Came, t a0 away too soon, < (Ine -.||]:g]|g|-1'-\l:|_\' seven years ago,
And never come again. Sunshine above and flowers below.
The Bride Neolect had driven her to despair.
Was in her old home when she died. And, poor thing, in her frenzied mood
On a winter’s day in the time of snow, Bursting upon their solitude,
(She never saw that year to an end), She drown’d herself, before the face
And he has wander'd far and wide, Of Bride and Bridegroom. Here’s the ]‘l”'"'.
And look’d on many a distant hill, Now mark—that very summer day
But not on these he used to know You, Ned, and I look’d down this way,
Round his park that wave and bend, And saw the gir]l herself—yes, we !
And people think he never will. Skirting the coppice—that was She,
Who ean probe a spirit’s pain | [magine (this at least is known)
Who tell that man’s loss, or gain ? The frantic creature’s plunge ; the Brid
How far he sinn’d, how far he loved, ne by her husband’s side ;
]l!r\\' lnlll'!J }'.\- \‘.'Jl:l:‘ ‘!u'f-'” was J!In\'l--|, m, :.rllrmn", :s||-l not :l]-I}J"‘
[f theve his real happiness Tur ast from each to each,
Began, or ended, who shall guess Shouti or help, but none in reach.
Trivial the biographic scroll He sees the drowning woman sink,
Save as a history of the soul, Twice—thrice—then, headlong from the brink,

Perhaps whose mightiest events ' He drags her to the orass—too late,
Are dumb and seeret incidents, There by his servants was he found,
A man’s true life and |!i._-1_-,!-l\ |‘,.-\1E[.E.-.]-'1E by the stroke of fate ;
Is like the bottom of the sea, With two [n:ll||' figures on the ground,
Where mountains and huee valleys hide One in the chill of watery death,
Below [:[Il' wrinkles of I|||: l}||--_ One with il-ll'_[-'-[l'il"»']] |J:l:iltflll.[ breath
Under the peaceful mirror, under Reviving. Sudden was the blow,
Billowy foam and tempest-thunder, Dreadful and deep the change,

Rude the flow’r-shrubs’ overgrowth : And find the house.
Dark frowns the clump of firs beyond ; Suspicion pries
At twilight one might well be loth ‘rom wrinkled mouth and peering eye
To linger here alone, and find i "ou ol saf Dame ! but friends arc
The story vivid in one’s mind. ilse should I never grasp this key,
A Youne Girl, cently bred and fair, r tre: is broad and lonely stair
A widow’s dauchter, whom the Hei Or let this i:l-x|ll'f'l"'| alare
Mef somewhere westward on a time, ' outdoor world insult the gloon

0304726
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That lives in each forsaken room, He may fell this wood, fill up the lal
“|3'-|I{_{|| ‘.\','Iil']l [}'.I' oaminel ll-ill\' crecps, [ [Illl'ln'-.'.' l|"\‘-"| ]]|r- ]j-;||-:-> (= .} | i

And all fr Just and mildew keerns { S R '\'IZ'.J”"" not I),

I|'I“ .,| -.lnm ( ...-!_¢|‘r.. Il,_,l,. [ : \_'lg'--. Ir sell it to you, Ned, if you'll bhuy -

Tew hands may shide this 11l aside Ur, perhans. e >

: \\]u EI'I : \‘ 1._\”.. . .[_‘.I \|=.1“_ 11 1de, Iy ] .J|._|.;~,_ come thoughtfully back some v
0 ‘: 10W—-1 J'Il '.-\J‘!'. 1 bIide, \\ 1L11 .||:i1.'.-|uf|‘ ]lr'.!['[ ;|||r| ]I"-jl'l OTOWN orav :
[s she not gently « i ity

Her !'1‘.:'\'11'.'7- neck, ]|-'I\'.' smooth and ]-\.;.-_- - sward now, as quick as you will :

Her eyes, that softly look you through, se afternoons are short and chill

_I‘-u 1.""“]; of '."_-u-llu'l:« were to wrong h: rt, under the hill :

[heir lueency of living blue. oug

The new hope of that fair young wife, Like domes of a little Arab cit

['he sacred and mysterious life (it in_‘,' its wall, with a hunch Ir.j' treeg

s for the corn

Which counts as yet no separate hours, At a corner—palms, for aucht one sees
Yielding to sorrow’s hurtful powers, Sister Luey is there alone : i
f)lli nch’d its faint ¢l 1 before a 1morn ; -[';':" a0 il old !'-:l':!!l'r :l!ul ‘-|:.~."-J.-|- aone *

And when her breathless babe was horn And I'm not married—more is t]

Almost as still the mother lay, Seem I old bachelor in vour

Almost as dumb, day ¢ ay —Well, Ned, after dinner to-nich

Till on the fifth she pass'd away ; When a mddy hearth gives just the licht

And (far too soon) her marriage-bel We used to t |‘ri11I'\' hest, \'Ibll-“ ‘-"]Hl'-..’I] \:'Il_nllu' sail
And carry us far, without wave or gale ! 55
And we'll talk of the old years, and the new,

Ofwhat wo Kave: dand-ad 3 :

No further stoops the hoary head, g have done, and mean to do.

The merry maid is still unwed,

The child is yel child, no more,

Watching her hearse go by their door.

Her bridal

The Nnexys a ¢

Close the shutter. 1

The ray falls on those ouded things,

A grand piano and a harp,

Where no one ever plays or si

No, truly,—He will
But thines «o on ; he's you man vet ;
His life has many : [







BERRIES.
) \ THY, yes—we've pass'd a pleasant day ;
While life’s true joys are on their way
» ! I now look back afar,

that one day like a star.

]1‘ VERYTHING pass
4 Everything lea
A if

1
Wi

1 vanishes ;
LVes i...]g'.'!r'l.- -
tten you see In a ]\IIII|:-C|I'J}
1at you could not see in a face,

rrm« patch

vork world of things confus’dly named,

What voice a frank account thereof could _!_.i'\f.'
d not be

almost for a devil’s blamed t

g eager Spirits, how shall 1

incessant questionings reply ?

] {6 me |;-|-:||'|I._\' ashamaed
h rubbish-mountains live,

| true horizons hardly can espy.




EAVE me but quiet for a thousand ye:
No duties, troubles, ]-]--:l--':ln-.~. hopes,

(o sun or moon with sad returning beam,
nly a faintly glimmering world, half dream,
To faintly touch my senses ; rest I would
Foreet the tangled life, the bad and good,

verything that has been,—drinking deep

olen
s of Famous Men,

new edition

v contrition. f 1
* X reshness of regenerating .~|.M']- x

O the word ! Poison 1}:|-|Jf

] BONs of elestial rest .

r]‘l (&) ] |-" seed ! -the Wt c" cro vl
: | |1—the dreadful R [ know not when : slec p now were best,

TWELVE SEVENS. = ! - T ;
\ AN’S found by his event. Not whirlwind Chance
Blows round the mystic multitudinous dance,
it Musie, heard by ear the fi
VS : N edom’s

U IEVEN years he lives a merry, careless Child,

L) Seven, Boy, excited, sin curious, wild ;
Seven, Lad, bold, eaver, vext h pai [ orowth ;
Seven, Youne Man, seekine worl e both :
Seven, Man, with all h Ve po in SWing ;
Seven, Man matured,—if virtuous, then a king ;
Seven, Man composed, serene ; seven elderly, ¥ \1 EW Heavens and New Earth,”"-—must all be new
Grave, retrosy jor, Sixty-tl L sreated ?

fated ;

At seventy e 1
One touch on yourself can alter the IHeavens and

[ts third with trembl yei
And if his sevens d o1 ) elchty-four Earth for you,

1

be the friendly, shadowy door !

Full weleoms and Earth in a twinkling
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VIVANT!

\71 ) ]].-.-—dt I ]]u_‘li'u[‘, to doubt my ]U‘\':llll\_':

J. From childhood I was fond of I{“.}';llh\' 3
To Kings extravagantly dutiful,

To Queens yet more, if young and beautiful.

How rich their robes! what crowns they all had too
And yet how friendly to a small lad too !

At glorious hanquets highly gracing him,

Beside the lovely Princess placing him.

Their kingdoms’ names I did not care about ;
They lay in Fairyland or thereabout ;

Their date, though, to forget were crime indeed,
Exactly, “Once upon a time” indeed.

And still they reign o’er folk contented, theve :
I ]l'I]‘I‘ to have my son |Il't':~¢f'!l11-l] there—

At every joyous court in Fairyland,

Its Cave-Land, Forest-Land, and Airy-Land.

So down with democratic mania !
Lone live great Oberon and Titania,
[mperial Rulers of those regions !—he
Be shot who wavers in allegiancy !

And bless all Monarchs in alliance with them,
Who've no enchanters, dragons, giants with them,
To keep sweet ladies under lock and key,

And answer challenges in mocking key !
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BRIGHTKIN

Fairyland,

Sin




PRINCE BRIGHTEKIN.

To seal in flasks for winter mirth,
When frost and darknes ip the earth.

.

Moments }'-II it Which wine delichts vou

Frui
A

(“lear |--|-!l sky of a summer day, Jut nond

, is like the Wine of Rose
Dear blue s iy of a summer day ! With Wine of Rose
[n midst of snows

:‘:|III-II';|'-I~. ||!|;.-:!;|.-l_<‘
unny season flows and elows !
Comrade rovers, If, thou lovest best, I think,
Fairy lov The timo: to sit in'a cave and diink
All the Jl'!:'_';li! (
All the livelone

3 separal .'"-,f. : ) . 3
red *-:'(ll".\',1!!'”‘.']]}3])'“'" mine !
The red flow’rs bud
In our summery 3
1 ichtineale sings in our brain like a

wood !

Greet thee well !
as th 1y ws to tell?
How goes sunshine !
Flowers of noon
All their eyes | open soon, Some who came a-gathering dew,
While ours are « . What hast don Tasting, sipping, fresh and new,
Since the rising of the sun? Tumbled down, an idle erew,

1 1 .
- . S L And there among the grass they lie,
Four wild snails I've taught their paces, Tdas Istool - o
Pick’d the best ones for the races nder a toadstool ; any 1y
The 7 A o May nip their foolish noses !
|r|n1|. . I
Soon

Where luscious dewdrops lurk,
ok B0 Wt of Noon,

l[ -:..:I. = o e b st They cannot stir to any tune.
jI-\I moon I. 3 h . -_u_-II.I flowe r, e Svening foast for them, bo aure:
Next moon ’twill be virgin’s bower, ut far-off sentry on the moor

')

Moon by moon, the varied rose, ' Ihiohoo that sotnd ol museh

hiat
—11151




irds in a ring

Greet thee woll ! urs from sunset ; th
1ews to tell 7 ] sSee the Forest Realm’
, what shadow lies

3sful eves?

y Pt
11 0

|":|I]"-.'_. W |I"I:| el

Y our famon
Your Princess fai ul I e,
Wheresoever fairies throng. loatling, Rudling, Loftling ;




PRINCE BRIGHTEIN PRINCE BRIGHTKIN.

|II first is ‘I'."f., fat, and i'fl'|a, Which tasks our people :
Grandson of a miser wit« Our Lady, h: ]

SSY If 01

To ecarry one must strain themselves.

\\ 1 850 |I‘\'|' seen ]]I-'!-I_

op 11
£t + warp o
I LU were so,

enouch, I ween,

Field
” ]H'
1'5!:“'.* 1, WiLl 1
Biddeth common fairies, ** Down !
Down on your knees!” and then his Of sunset
2 hoart 4o wile Till the ds
and his voice— ¥

Tue Noox C

The Forest round
Let all things hu

That fly or ereep,




BRIGHTKIN.

(ne an ...II:
Hush and sleep !

EAR SUNSET.
Two Fairies - Rosuing and JINKLING.

Little Jinkling! friend of mine!
Where dost Inrk n fairies dine ?
At the El:l||||'i=-! round and round
Searching, thee I never found.
Comest thou late? The feast is done ;
Slowly sinks the michty sun.

Nay, fay! I was far away.
Over the ps did I soar
Twenty | twenty more,
Swift an s the dragon-fly,
And ste h's-head .‘-.:--I||.
But the little b ith his beak a
[5 a better tl
The lovely
[ had a messag

of import great,

1
y yelate.

PRINCE BRIGHTKIN.

Floats across the lucent lake,
And all her starey lilies make
nce ; every wal
['r;|'z‘.|||__-' after with cfl']l_ 1
Only wishing he might dare
Just to touch her streaming hair,
Meanwhile, erowds of fairies olide
Over, under, the erystal tide,
Some on swimming-birds astride,
Some with merry fish at play,
Darting round her rippling way.

There was your ]J'I.'.I;‘”"l. !

r|.||"."-.'. 1!!!5-'!! -

Among the lily and the reed.
\\':I‘.'_‘\' mu , A8 we ].-'.'I.-\It‘l],
Floating round us while we floated,
Soothed our pleasure and increased
Mirth and .E"-“'[ more 3|:'i.~']{ll\' clancing
Than the water-diamonds dancing
Down the lake where ¢
Bright and gay ! I :

hite the hand I kiss'd, O fay,
|,-.-'|‘,r'-| O11 1Yy ||i|'=!, ;|]|I| .‘-]rf'l] away.
Hast any news to tell me?

Much !
Never didst thou hear of such.

; li!" IOyl recs 1m 'E. 112e]

|1|.|.|'.- elf, poor sou
in a winding rabbit-hi




PRINCE BRIGHTKIN.

Dost thou mind the Blue-cap Stranger,
i iame, that we
1 | EII:::|‘!|_\' '
to your Feast?
My friend,
Ask no more questions, but attend !
To the Feast he eame with ne,
The chambe lain most t'-'-=:1'1=-|'!i:~'[_\'
Placing us nigh the upper end.,
Her Hichness bow’d, and Briehtkin gazed
On her face like one amazed, .
While our Beauty’s tender eyes
Rested with a sweet surprise
Upon the stranger-fairy : round
Went cates and wine, and Kling
With five new s began to si 12,
Then came a » on errand bound
To ask the stranger’s name and realm :
“ Brightkin of the Purple Helm,
From the Blue Mountain, fairy knicht,
Flown thence to view the Forest, 1||ilj.'||l
[t |Iil':l*-' her Hichness.” t did Itl,'l':!.--'.'.
S0 ]l_‘\ :'I|I| |-_'-' £ 3
[l'. Z"].Iilll' \
Now talking,
Join'd in a 1
And evermore there seem’
"Twixt Brichtkin and our Princess dem
A concord, more than string with strine
And voice vith vol _Hir'e- one’s ear,
And then Ze took the lute and sung,
With modest grace and skilfully,
[Yor tipt with honey seem’d his toncue ;
1 ing melody,
f fallinge rills
of the hills,

PRINCE BRIGHTKIN.

And ever nearer as it ﬂl'\‘-'_,
H]l;:|‘i_‘ - 1ts figure, like a bird,
Till into Love’s own form it gréw
In every lovely note and word.
So sweet a song we never heard !
When, think what came ?

[ cannot think.

A trumpet-blast that made us wink !
A hailstorm upon basking flowers,

k, sharp |—we started to our feet,

Qui
All save her Hichness, mild and sweet,
Who said, “See who invades our bowers.”

Who was it, Rosling ? |;Ilin"|\'|l'\' say !

The King of the Blue Mountains, fay,
Seeking aundience, without delay.
Fierce and frowning his look at first,
Like that uncivil trumpet-hurst ;
But all his blackness alter’d soon,
Like clouds that melt upon the moon,
Before the centle dignity
Of Her, Titania’s child, whom we
tf']-l-l'\' and love. . .

Blest may she be !

But wherefore came the haughty King !

Hear briefly an unusual thing.
[is only Son, the prince and heir,
Kept with too strict and j".‘|5=-l|.~ care
Within the mountain boundaries,
To -|-|_‘\' II.I']'ll':Ill." I]I"I|| all | i
No elf knows whither:
The Lord of Gnomes being on his way,

Bringing to that mountain Court




PRINCE BRIGHTKIN,

i[|“; '_:l'.‘!l-f'!.'!ll |i|'£|'|'.‘~'—.‘-'_ I]l'ﬁ'l' wias -‘:Il"f'll
Then couriers told the angry king

They saw the Prince on gray-dove’s wing
Threading our forest ; and agai

That he had join’d our Lady’s train
“Madam ! is’t so?” ““If this be so,

Great sir, I nothing know.” When lo !
Brightkin outspringing kneels, ¢ My son!”

Fxelaims the King, “Ho! seize and bind him!"

But swift her Highnes s—“Stay ! let none

Move hand or foot! Great King, you find him

Here in the Forest Realm, my rule
Whereof no fairy power may school,
-\Iil".'ill'_; |-]J.'1“',"I"_; '.';H';'rl_’|,

Free came he hither, free shall go.”

Then says the Prince, “If you command,
I leave you, Pride of Fairyland,

Else never!”  Briefly now to tell,

As quickly all these things befell,

"T'was clear as new-born star they loved ;
The Mountain-King their love approved ;
And all were happy.

Where are { ||<-_\',

'H"'." I]_\ away

To-morrow tl yw
With a countless noble
And next full moon—1ihe Wedding Feast

11 |] ;I'.ill'_;
f some fine thing.
he will prize

PRINCE DBRIGHTKIN

Richt in flicht, or else with ease
Winding through the tops of trees,
Or soaring in the summer sky.
\\.]: r[|,||--’ ||]|'\'.[] al NI}\\' _5_:|uu] ]\‘\'I' 4
.‘-1|(-|-;|\' as a field-n 44 B

When paws and snout coil'd he doth lie.

Hark to Klingoling’s lute ]:ll::).'in;-_-' !
On the poplar-spire a-swaying
t‘ll'ill]l‘\' to the crescent moon.

I cannot stay to hear the tune.

[ linger in the yellow light.

And so, :_L-Inll-i,i__-j]ll }
And so, good-night !
AFTER SUNSET,
:‘r\.’-"l-'.-'-':'.-‘f-'r"’.-‘f{.-' and a Faint Chorus.

Moon soon sets now ;

!l\l I'f'.'l'”"'l (B34 1]!\' L

| Dy ’3 i'\|_\'_~. ;i|.-lr| ||.‘

Dreams through the forest creep.

When broadens the .‘:|=-=a1|'.i.__|:'., we frolic
jest ;

When darkles the forest, we sink into res

Shine, fine star above!

] v 1 1 AR
Love’s come, |""-"i'.‘ LoV

| ¥
Haste, happy wedding night

Full moon, round and bright




PRINCE BRIGHTKIN

Chorus.  And not till her eirele is low in the west

We'll cease from our dancing, or couch us {o

I'est !

I,Hll', mute fall I]II‘.' SUl i]l_’_{.‘i !
Hush, every voice that .L-].li_,;:-'.-
Fade away, I]:'-n\‘.'.«_\' song,

Dim forest-aisles along !

Of all thy dear musie a love-song is, best !

['hou hushest — we're silent we sink into

1

TWO FAIRIES IN A GARDEN.

“ Whither 20esl, brother Eif4”

is weak—to warm myself
[n a thick red fulip’s core.
Whither thou?”

«ill "l:'."' be o’er,

To the dim and deep snow-palace
Of the closest ]i|_\'-f.']|' 1ce,
\\']ull'l'l' ih \'f-i]'ll I]H 4|:1 -||\ 11001
To be like my Lady’s moon.
Thou art of the day, I ween?”

“Yet I not disown our QQueen,

Nor at l,_'\"

When the 1 :_f]lll‘.' Feast comes round ;
When She spreads abroad her powe
To proclaim a midnight hour

For the pale blue Fays like thee

And the ruddy Elves lik

To mingle in a charmed ring

With a perfect welcoming ;

Guarded from the moon-stroke cold,

\'..'] \'.'i-|| that scares us on the wold.,

t 15 drawing near,
] ‘:|].-|".I|JI :;n«.l_iu\i:ll |'|:I_'--I,
in our misty da
1o else I|_'\' _-':;||-_-:I chance,
love dark undew’d recesses
Of the |-.-;:i'l\ ‘.'.'il.llf-lI|---.--.'-~"
Or to hide in some cold flow’r,
Shelter’d from the sunlicht how

And more afflictive mortal |-_\q-_”




TWO FAIRIES IN A
“Gladly, ol
Human child
Feel, and s
Of a loy il!_;' human face.

tlse why come you in this place

/3
Oh, my Siste

Show ourselves to mortal sight
Far more Iif they knew
Half the friendly turmns we do!

[iven now, a centle thot ahit

Would pay my service dimly wrought
Round tl wling carden-walks,
Fruits and fl 5 leaves and stalks.
Paler favourites of the moon,

Can ye give such boon 1”

“ Chantings, Brother, hear you might,
Softly sung through still of night ;
Calling from the wiird North

Dreams like distant echoes forth,

Till through curtain’d shades they creep,
To ill:-‘ll'\' the ¢

l"lli' ||:-ill-~. an

=0 we ];]l-

I'W FAIRIES IN A GARDEN

\llll-.!l.""'.il"]'il!__': Robin, down the wal
News of poising, pound

The Sycamore I next must s

svery leaf with honey-dew,

1

morning work is done.”

wither in the sun,

Witl \ drawn to leave my nest

Fre the day be laid to rest!
But to-night we lightly troop

r the voune Moor lver ||f|:.~||2

Teaving wide our la
ine river-banks

'l'f:i'n-ll-__'lll mazes of their al

Next
We ar

Till

For thus are w

blue, and white

the nighting




TWO FAIRIES IN A GARDEN.

Owf and Elf and Fairy blended,
Till th’ imperial time be ended !
Lven those fantastic Sprites

J,:II\' aside their dear delights

Of freakish mischief and annoyance
[n the m rance,

(One of whom I s of late

As I peep’d through window-grate,
(Under roof 1y not enter)
Haunt the housewife to torment her,
1

ngie up |.":' SRE

Ia
Tl

1 1 mouse into her milk,

segorch her roast,
Quickly drive her mad almost ;
And I too vex'd, beeause I would
Have brought her suceour if 1 could.
ut w » gshall this be holden, say

*“Oh, far away,
Over river must
Over the sea, and
Over "Ei."“ seen atar
Like a low and 1

H:.:.‘.| |||'!||- |E],'_ s

For the flicht will ne’er suffice.
Some are tr o Flittermice,

P -
|J|' ware

the vaulted air!

l’u'l‘.'jl iJ".'-j'l‘.'

That can an

Nor at
Shall bear me on his long blue back

Dew-stars, m 3 of the night

Like million spark-worms. But our wing

TWO FAIRIES IN A GARDEN,

May not strike him with affright,
He ean needle through the wood,

That’s like a green earth-chainéd cloud,

Mountain-summits <7.|-|":I\.' rake
Draw swift line o’er plain and lake,
If at Lysco I be last,
Other elves must Journey fast.
Luavo!”

el ]'.!}[_. Elf, T rede,
Of :[H your Herbs take -'{u-f.'i.!l E|I'='||.
Our Mistress tholes no garden flowers,
Tho’ we f:el‘.'l' freedom of f-i".-l'.\:- bowers.
Tell e what you mean to treasure,
Fach in ’s atom ?”

“(old of Pleasure,
Medie, ['Jlllljl-.v.-l-ll, Fountain-arr 3
Vervain, Hungry-erass, and Yarrow,
Quatrefoil and Melilot.

“These are well. And I have got
rort and the Filmy Fern,
1’d nicely on the turn.
to Fairy that shall bring
Jugloss for an -nlll-.\-ing,
Toad-flax, Barley of the Wall,
Enchanter’s Nightshade, worst of all.
Oh, brother, hush ! I faint with f
A mortal footstep threatens near.”

lone can see us, none can hear,
to make thee less afraid,
Hush we both as thou hast pray’d.
[ will seek the verse to spell
Written round my dark flow’r’s bell,
To sing at sunset. So, Farewell ! ”




FIRESIDE MAGIC.

] ISTEN wh
4 | ]|.‘|‘\'-'

htly at comman

I11¢ L 1 |
Here with feet upon the fender,

In the moving of my hand.
O how soft and instantaneous
[s the waftage that 1 feel!
Words of charm ]-II-II-'!"!n';.II" 3
W the wizard leaves reveal.

11.
Now I'm by a lake enchanted,
Folded in a win
CGrates of lily-erusted
(ileam upon the
|‘.‘I!':|! | .-: I
Who ecan te a
With a it-pilot,

at
oat ¢

rreenwood,

| of merry men ;
pon my ]nll__|*'.
of ten!
Jovial ; hall of banquet,
With old spears and morions dight ;
\':'-"-'\"'i:\ ST ,. those ancient ]-il 5

m 1 L ar oy
J” th ]I.]il., dim twiho

IRESIDE MAGIC.

IV.
Now I'm with a serious tutor.
Taking me a country walk ;
Leaving no field-sight unnoticed
In his meditative talk.
Clumsy-gay, pedantic-humble,
He's a mild and stubborn saint :
Pure and wise, and widely honour’dl
H]rill' of all his ]"nl_‘.'-fil‘”»' i|11;?i||l.
V.
Now I'm at a fl-\c'|l\' ill-l'r.l-c',
Rounded with an evening dance :
Sentimental lays are warbled,
Help'd with many a killin 1
Flirts are in the flower'd baleény,
Masqueraders on the lawn :
Glowing waltzers after supper
Little heed the stealing dawn.
VI
Now in deep Thessalian valley
Rest I mid the summer orass ;
Vision-floated round Olympus
With the clouds that slowly pass,
[ am ’ware of Fauns and Dryads
Facing through the leafy screen.
More than mist is on the fountain :
Hush !'—may Dian’s self be seen !
VIL
:\\ r-]|;|.'||]r:|--'.?‘.|' or ]I-II.IEI'I' i]l'il]|||l'\'
At the buffet of a * Hell ;”
Pledge me, fair one, merrily, deepl;
Philfre this of powerful spell.
Curtains closed make morn and midnight
All.alike, as in the grave.
Ha! T take the tide of fortune,

Or a -|-|_]-|cng-‘ colder wave,




FIRESIDE MAGIC.

VIII.

Now one May-time, spray-time, gay time,

In the .~]|1"l'\}|}n'1'.‘\' do I rove,
Chatting to a pretty damsel

Half in pique and half in love ;
She’s romantie, she’s ecoquettish,

Fager with her smile or tear.
Overhead a lark is trilling,

And the lambs are bleating near.

IX.
Now I'm on a mighty river,
Swept in foam and misty shroud

Down through whirlpool, erag, and J';uiriul,

Valley, precipice, and cloud ;

Day and night, and storm and splendour,
Moonlight damm’d with monstrous bars,
Mines of darkness vein'd with lightning,

Red sundawn that kills the stars ;
Meadow wide where Pan yet harbours,
Distant peak with snowy crown,

Broad eternal forest-margin ;
Swiftly borne (O whither %) down.

X.
Cease awhile from wéird journey,
Close the .~}u{-=-:|-.'li1|;; wings to rest,
One by one the summon’d F]Jil'ih&
Smiling friend hath simply guess’d.
Hast thou so 7—then, whatsoever
Land or sea our homes divide,
Open book, and ].'-I\' this magic
We shall travel side ]l_‘.' side.

THE LYRIC MUSE.
()Nf". night a Sylph or Fairy
(

L same to me in a dream,
And her supporters airy
The hi!l;‘_:’i]]l;!:-]:ii'l l.-: did seem.

Aloft ll”‘.‘f" *":l.|_\ ]\'('|,‘1 her
On floating feather-down ;
A lI]\’ was ]|c-|' :Jl't']ﬂ re,
And roses made her erown.

The birds left off rejoicing,
A richer song to hear,
And soon with softest voicing

f!‘;]"iﬂ'i' \\'“1'\'[.‘-’ came to ].'li}ll' oar

¢ My roses resting brightly
One moment on thy brow

My lily touching lightly
Thy beating heart below,

“Would bring a wealth of lyrics
To [h__\‘ enchanted tongue,
Surpassing Robert Herrick's,
Or aught more lately sung.

¢ But seldom is the earthy
it house for the divine,
And didst thou prove unworthy
A mournful fate were thine.”

[ eried, * Whate’er may follow,
0 teach me thus to sing!”
But through the darkness hollow
Waved but a parting wing,

-+




T0. PLATUS

ETC.




A WEEK-DAY HYMNXN,

.\l‘.\[llill'l'\' Plutus ! Lord of Larth,

i And Giver of all Ht.‘clc],

Thou who hast bless'd me from my birth
With lodging, clothes, and food ;

Whose glory brightens every thought,
Inspirits every deed ;

In whose ereat name are wonders wrought ;
Whose smile is virtue’s meed -

Turn not Thy face from him who bends
Untiring at Thy throne !

Repute and station, wife and friends,
I owe to Thee alone.

Thou helping—man dilates in form,
And proudly looks around ;

Without T:'IJI'-"_. he’s a two 1‘”,"_5.'1 WoOornm,
But fit for underground.

The braggart sword, the subtle pen,
To Thee are dedicate ;

Yea, all the works and wits of men
l,'!...:: H\ service wait.




A WEEK-DAY HYMN.

Barons and dukes are feeble things,
At 'Hll\' coodwill l!]'.-"_‘.' H‘ijim-_; .
Merve vas are the greatest Kings,
Their fleets and armies Thine,

Before Thy footstool Beauty bows,
And Rank is cheap as mud,
And thin as smoke the bands and vois

Of Honour, Love, or Blood.

His body in Thy service doom’d
The .\fal]'ll\']'.ﬁ not afraid 3
Nay, gives his soul to be consumed

J

To cinders, 1.:]Jf[i.~']J:ill\'.f\[,

In every tongue and clime confest,
In many shapes adored,

From North to South, from East to West
The nations own Thee Loxd :

Thou other and thrice-colden Sun
That dost the world illume,

Bright'ning whate’er Thou look’st upon,
And gilding ev’n the tomb.

For ever may T|I_\' .\!'I'EIIII_T"' be
Supreme o’er land and wave,
King Plutus! only bless Thou ne,

Thy subject, and Thy slave.

«QUE SCAIS-JE?”

\L.D Michael of the Mountain, strolling past,
() Careless and quiet, now and then would cast
To richt or left a penetrating look ;

And eatherd waifs and strays up with a hook

&

.:4].:-,['.'-'1 like the sign of query; scrap and rag
In easy reach he clapt into his bag,

Idly assiduous, mocking his own whim ' _
With l‘.\'hl‘i\'“}]:;'lfl\l'!‘H] and took all home with him,
Where lazily he sorted them at last.

What skill or magic in his fingers lay,

What subtly added he, *twere hard to say ;

But somehow, this took substance as a I‘.ma]i
That shines where all around hath fallen dim.




AN INVITATION,

’l‘f, the Wits how writeth Creesus ?

““ Gracious Heav'n hath freely givn
Wealth, and now of Wit we’re fain ;
Clever Talker,—Thinker. Poet, -
Come and amuse us, lull us, please us ¢ : _ ; d
Let’s i--||]uj']} IlIIIJ]JfI'I' :'||11-|"|.|:i|l1.| : 4 . IN A BOOK OF MAXIMS.

But never thwart us, never tes se us : : sils e
ir S”: |1||.] \lu-'ul |r;|'\'--. :I_l“:l ]i::u_-\'l\' [1‘1 ” \ AXIMS ” of wisdom,—minims 1:‘.I]1"1' !'..ojl‘.-':l'la-
TR scanty dish and eup, | If wise in any sense: 1.]|:‘ ]-IH'.";I]I parf
Not the least bit or sup Of human nature H!]I'f']'lll:_{:|_\' I]].«|'|.:!'.II!| & o
Of our feast shall fall your way) The low put forward \\;|lh [_II:|||_r_-|-|IlIl.H arb!
Come, friends, come, tallk and ',']5”‘.‘ Chicane at court :|11rl.c-1;|-:11|1|;' 1 ‘.n':-n- mart
Drink our wine, and let’s be cay | All see: but now examine }Ir';;l.--]|.r|l|||!‘:
Thought, song, .wi‘., are prett _I llllill_‘_fn' The vanities and failings “.1 the 1.|:|||u-<l, oy
On nimble '\'.'.|-]|j__':.'§ around [E;.-II\' flit, ; The selfishness of _',.’_'m'u"t folk : does your heart
Tame little }Ii-l"i.-&, and & EJl]_\' sit Not feel its cockles tickled ? ¢ We ‘III'I'1|'-""1

With pleasant twitter—wit-wit-twit ! To nothing, you and I, we know too \"":H- i
Cher \\'III'H. 1]JI- .--I][-f .'1Il=1 the [l'lli‘, How mean we are ; but ‘i;!,-t _”]wl}..w." iy S
Likes its decorations too, More closely these pretensions to excel, :
And we embellish it with you, And with a smile admit that, truth to ],'.'_.:‘r’
When we’ve nothine else to do. You find us all poor creatures in the end !

Food and J!:I!‘u-]'_'\.' .|-.|_\.'—rnr||<'f

Eat, drink, make yourselves at home :

Nothing ever do or say

Which might vex us, while you stay ;

Ere You bore us, go away ;

And come a am some other 'E”.\'-.:
This is not how Creesus writeth :

Much more blandly he inviteth.




A MODERN PLEASAUNCE.

()l}: Garden 1s full of H--'.\t-J.»' and ‘hl'-‘.\'l'l'.‘ﬁ
But the toll of a death-bell haunts the air.

We have tried to drown it with lute and voice,
Love-songs and banquet-songs for choice,

But still it is ever tolling there :

And who can silence that dreadful bell ?

Take the grim key-note ; modulate well :
Let us keep time and tune with the knell,
Sing of mad pleasure and fierce despair,
Roses, and blood, and the fire of hell !

With pants and sobs, with shricks and moans,
Loud laughter mingled with dying croans :
The death-bell knolling pitilessly

Through all, our key-note,—and what care we,
In our Garden full of bowers and flowers?

EQUALITY AT HOME.

¢« A NTOINE,” cries Mirabeau, returning gay

A From the Assembly, “on and from to-day
Nobility's abolish’d—men art men
No title hence 1 used but Citizen.
A new thrice-g ra dawns 1_‘r|l‘ ]'”1':|_1m- !.
And now, my bath.” “Yes, Citizen.” \ alance
Of flame the h man at his servant shot ; o
Then, wallowing sea-god like, ¢‘ Antoine, more hot :
Hul- -]r:--.-‘.\".--]. (G0 -113 (‘fiiy_l‘[:_‘: A hand of wrath

Gript Antoine’s head, and soused it in the bath.

1 1 t 11 . Yy |
He spluttering, dripping, trembling—* Rascal!

His master thunder’d as he let him go,
¢« For you I still remain Count Mirabeau !

know,
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GRAPES, WINLE, AND VINEGAR.
VY EARY and wasted, nigh worn.ou THE HONEST FARMER.

You sigh, and shake white hairs, and say : ] Sy
“ Ah, you will learn the truth one day [ APPY I count the Farmers life, -
Of Life and Nature, do not doubt !” Its various round of wholesome toil,

: An honest man with loving wife,
Age rhymes to sage, and let us give And offspring native to the soil.

The hoary head its honours due :
Grant Youth its privileges too, Thrice happy, surely l—in his breast
And notions how to think and live. Plain wi " and the trust in God ;
ieht from east to west

Which has more chance to see
1 trod.

The many-colour’d sh
Fresh human eyes in

h ] : : :
y 4 S . 18 rain’'s no loss to other men :
Or eustom-dull’d and fadi gam s no A L I men

ng Sig stalwart blows inflict no wound ;
Gone from the primrose and the rose Not busy with his tongue or pen,
Their diversely delicious breath, He questions fruthful sky and ground.
Sinee no fine wafting visiteth
An old, ]JI'I‘]H!El.« a r-]|ll|]'_\" nose ! ar » with seasons and the sun,
Youth has its truth : I’d rather trust, N gy A ].I:H L
O tva A e Ohe ln ev’n as waters run, o
, B Winds blow, beast, herb their laws fulfil.
Excess of 1 .
[han this J--_}u-.-'_'_--, anda disgust. e _‘\":‘.}l|:]|-:.u.i_ ¢clean and bold :

f | ai 3 .
Vinegar of Experience—*drink !” corous manhood ; cheerful age ;

\\'h_\_' 50, and set our teeth on edee?
Nay, even grant what you allege,
We'll not anticipate, I think.

mely children proudly hold
1tage best I[:I']'i[:l::l-‘

hy work, false mirth, chicane,
Who miss'd, or loses, earli Lruti, needles ¥ voe, and useless strife,—

Ricl the strone mellow’d 'ine of o w happy is the Farmer's life !
From sunshine ripen’d Grapes of L'k

1 o lnsane :




l ET who will be lazy 1 Blacksmith 100, : :
V| He knows he must strike while the iron is g pleasan L1 are open I""-i“""'""_ ':-ll W
1wvil makes musie from morning til ¢ "‘_':I""'l' and snow

g of his

Tongs, hammer,
Hurrah for

1 o i S |
( : y the Smith in his Foree
s . .
e cinders and embers, now rake them ong life to the Smith in his Forge !

r bellows shall keep a st e vhe all vou oood f

Keep time with the bammers, they'll
The stars leap 1in show’s

Then back to the
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JOHN CLODD.

OHNN CLODD was ereatly troubled in his mind,
tl But reason for the same could noways find.
Says he, “I’ll go to Mary ; I've no doubt,
If any mortal can, she’ll vind it out.”
“ Why, John, what ¢s the matter? where dost ail ? THE MAGIC CAP
In ’ead or stummick ! eh, thou dost look pale. Sey Yy
(‘I:n.l"i. :1Iii.-.’- “-:m‘ll_ slu-:-ir"lﬁ'u-[ 1|;‘-.._'.'Ilhs-|' sick nor sore ? DON this Magic Cap of mine,
\E-rr- felt the like in all thy life afore ? . ) I Whereon the sun’s forbid to shine,
Why, lad, I'll tell ‘ee what,—thou beest in love. Which takes a hundred shapes, more swilt

John look’d at Mary, gave his hat a shove, Than an air-tost eloud ean shift.
And rubb’d his chin awhile, and mutter’d *“There ! It shoots to point, or spreads to brim,
Only to think o’ that ! ”—then from a stare Cocks itself to courtly trim,
Broke by degrees into a smile, half-witted, Jockey roundness can assume,
“Dang ! Mary, I don’t know but what you’ve hit it | Orsprout a nodding knightly plume,
[ thought on no sich thing, but now I see Roughen up like cat in a passion,
"Tis plain as haystack. Yaas, in love I be! Aretic .
But who be I in love wi’, Mary? Come!” Nipt below and flatten’d square
« Why, can’t yo tell that, John? Art blind, or dumb Turn to grave Collecis :
't Bmma White ? or Liz? or Dora Peak Rise wi
Or T.,I;.:"[_‘_-' little Sue ? or Widow Sl ' Into Lanc
Or Tilda Rudlip, now t or Martha's Jane? Then relapse )
Or Squire’s new Dairvmaid ? or old Miss Blaine, Flap lown. like toy Jacob’s Ladder,
W1’ lots o money * Don’t be anery, John, As on broad l'||-|].:-|ln-::'-.'u-z'-.~' nape,
I’ve guess’d all round, tes 'em every one? le round to Quaker shape,
Still, you loves zumbody . . . Mayhap 'tis me?” t o’ the brain eurl’d up as soon
“ Why, Mary, what a clever lass you be ! /
I never once took thought on such a thing; ap
But you it is, and no one else, by Jing I 1 ito Ass’s I
¢« Well, John, that’s settled ; so ¢ Good-night’ at last.’ roops, and, lo! a Lea
“ No, Mary, don’tee run away so fast ! to a Cue, again lo
What next are we to do?” J Tails from one unfold

“What next? O bother! Twist like snakes and lie upr I'd

(Get l:l-‘ll':']l"], | suppose, sometime or -l':'a'-i,:: A Turban hugze It fades to air
¢ Right, lass, again! 1 niver thought o’ that. untly Rays arve shooting there
How do’ee iver vind out things so pat? 1 not rays a
But stop a minute, Mary,—ftell me how But Ouills that mark a Cannibal !
Does folk— . . . She’s off! I'm

smooth to Paris fashion,

rned

Vig,
Sl

looks Dlg,




[HE MAGI(

They bristle up, they strangely wax
To Three Hats in St. Mary Axe,
No, no, I see it plainer now,
St. Peter’s, and upon my brow
The tall Tiara presses tight :
To bear and balance 1t aricht
Asks clever poising. Snatch it off
[ start : my Magic Cap I doff.
Therewith was presented to me
Freedom of a ('i.‘l\', oomy,
Gorgeous, populous, silent, vast,

Built on a River of the Past,

Where long-set suns and waned moons

Make the mystic nights and noons,
And |-r'f.|]r]|' logt from life one 1||-'f'.l g
Walking up and down the stree
Strange as the City of Enchanters
Wandering King at nightfall enters,
In those regions dim and dread
Beyond the Sea of Darkness spread,

THE LION AND THE WAVLE,

And palmtree-shaded wells, found ocean-strand,

\ HAUGHTY Lion, from his burning sand
d

And glared upon the limitless blue plain.
A huge Wave rose, rush’d on with flying mane,
Plun at him, crashing down with furious roar :
Whereat, with broken growl of terror and wrath
He bounded back, and fled ; the milky froth
Filling his footprints on the lone sea-shore.

No peer in his wild kingdom did he brook,
\l] |i\i!:_;;' creatures 1¢ lL ]JI'll.l':I”I ]Ii"- llmix’.
And at his thunderous ce the desert shook :
But now his heart knew fear; the matchless pride
And courage wither'd ; Serpent, Elephant,
Giorilla, Crocodile, had power to daunt.
Restless he roamed and dwindled, and the Wave
Disturb’d his dreams. At last into his cave
This Lion cowering crept, lay down, and died.




JLUTUS, God of Riches, at thy shrine
Floated never incense-wreath of mine,

Word of .»-II]SEIHI':lliIth 0N of f_.l‘.'-![-:"i
| -|u-.4‘=;i-<n-n| thee in ny |':'.-I'|I'\' 'l'l_‘\"u
Thee and all thy worshippers.  Behold,
Youthful I|'.=_\ andd courage ‘.'-'.l\itl_'_; cold,
I am punish’d by thy powerful hand,
Proving well its manifold command.

All earth-hidden freasures ave thy d
On the earth g astery and power ;
Park and palace thy goodwill assigns
Dainty vietuals and flow’r-fracrant
Horses, chariots, pleasure-ships that go
Where the world is sweetest, to and fro :
Various joy of musie, pictures, books,
Soft perpetual serviee, smiling looks :
Almost all the Gods I find thy friends ;
Wise 1s he who at thine altar bends!
Cupid, Hymen, are thy sworn allies,
Scareely doth Apollo thee despise.

Nay, ’twould seem as if the P

Gave this earth completels

[ am IHOW L
Still do Ia 1se thee p
Chanee T will not, I'm { 1
Nor thine all-desived favour seek,

To thy vengeance, Earth-God !
Not my adoration, first or last

POESIS

HUMANA,




T T o T T e S——

POESIS HUMANA.

\ THAT is the Artist’s duty ?

His work, however wrought,

ur, word *rone,

div '.I:-'I.\ taugcnt)

., |-|-:|-]|]';'_| B2,




POESIS HUMANA.

And if he deal, perforce,
With evil and with
With hon

He doe

Malkes fel

That sweepeth on amain,

Planet-like, smooth, sever

Of law—whose at
Is beauty and delig
For these are a

His own work, be it s
[tself hath rounded w
liven like Earth’s ow
Wrapt in its airy shell.
His gentle magic brings
The mystery of things ;

It gives dead substance wi

wws in little, much ;
nd, by an artful touch,

‘onveys the hint of all,

s and fallings-short i L
overy one must beax,
I bel strif

8 |||1lf."l| to me

1 moon !

ot satisty
Is gratefu A - ;
Who wanted earth mid sea and sky

Lov t houar ;

to

uch this earthly
’s kind,
art 1n peace,

yod luck, 1 find.




PVl keep step to the ma
Rising from mi

.\Ji|.'|-!-1|-- :":I'-.I- march’d to the sa 1¢ before us “os
Millions come on, with a sea-like s CIVITAS DI
J(,e’_.-'."_. Death i 1".»’:.1':". Death :

Such is the song of human brea

What is this multitudinous chorus,
Wild, monotonous, low, and loud ?
Earth we tread on, Heaven that’s o’er us
I in the midst of the movine erowd ?

Life, Death ; Life, Death ,
What is this burden of human

On with the rest, your footste
Mystical musie fl¢
(Blent with it %—Born
Tenderly soothing, it |
Life, Death ; Life,

mirange 1s the chan




CIVITAS DEL

I KNOW not if it may be mine

Where 15 1t? . . . Tell who ean To add a song, nay, half a ].[n:.
Ask all the best geographers’ advice To that fair treasure-house of wit,

[st builded in some valley of Japan,
Or secret Africa? or isle unfound ?

» than cedarn r':i|li||l'f,

n preserve their precious things,
Or in a region ealm and warm 2! ] 1g every king's,
Enclosed from every storm ly know felt and wrote

Within the magical and monstrous hound _.\._-.-;.|-.3'-:||; the d: and hour,
According to my little power ;

Of polar iee ?
I [Tnskill’d to break and weigh and measure
by e World’s materia as it seem’d
Lovely, I loved it, worshipp'd, dream’
Where is it? . . . Who can tell 7 i\nll gy, o "”'.""Tf": ik ko
f souls unborn shall take some note
at all, 'tis their affair;
aiess, and will not care ;

Yet surely know,
Whatever land or city _'\'lel may claim,
From Hif'll']'\‘.]u-ru- Vol .-,-;|,:.-\ :
\ Ilsewhither _\'.ui must oo :
Ev'n to a City with foundations low
As Hell,
With battlements Heavn-hich :
Which is eternal ; and its place and nam Reanie dgripal 801 40 R0 00
But a pro 1

To tonch upon his eart hly way

till that something done
h life from earth and sun,
oh man’s finer brain, as may

foree,

Are mystery.

Some brother pilgrim-soul, and say
(A whisper in the wayside grass)
¢ T have gone by, where now you pas
Been ¢ dy 1 ded with frost and he
With stones that bruise the weary feet,
With crag and with fire and flood,
Witl I s that parch the blood ;
Nor 'd to find a ||-.~'\\'-'I"'\' ‘-ll'“_.
A .-!!:!-]_'.' orove, ell
N o thou know’st not whither.
art hastening thither.
r life ; d nothing can

O DBrother Man !




3TOCK Hous:

Monday Ninth Nq
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