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W h e n  to th e  co m m o n  rest that crow ns our  

d a y s,
C alled  in th e  noon of life, th e  good  m an  goes,
O r full of years, an d  ripe  in  w isdom , lays
H is silv er  tem p les  in  their la st  rep ose  ;
W hen , o ’er the  bu d s o f you th , th e  dea th -w in d  

blows,
A nd  b ligh ts th e  fa irest; w hen our b itte res t 

tears
S tream , as th e  eyes o f  th o se  th a t love us 

close,
W e th in k  on w hat they  w ere, w ith m an y  fears 

Lest goodness d ie w ith them , a n d  leav e  th e  
com ing  years.

A nd  therefore, to  our h earts, th e  d ay s gone

b y —
W h en  lived  th e  ho n o red  sage  w hose d eath  

we wept,
A n d  th e  soft v irtues b eam ed  from  m any  a n  

eye,



A n d  b e a t in m an y  a  h e a rt th a t long  has 
slep t—

L ike  spots o f e a rth  w here  angel-feet h av e  
s te p p e d —

A re h o ly ; a n d  h ig h -d ream in g  b a rd s  h av e  
to ld

O f tim es w hen w orth w as crow ned, an d  faith 
was kept,

E re  friendsh ip  g rew  a  snare , or love w axed 
co ld—

T h o se  pure  a n d  h ap p y  tim es— the go lden  days 
o f  old.

Peace to th e  ju s t m a n ’s m em ory ,— let it grow
G reen er with years, a n d  blossom  through  the 

flight
O f ages ; le t th e  m im ic can v as  show
H is calm  b en ev o len t featu res ; le t th e  light
S tream  on his d eed s o f love, th a t sh u n n ed  

th e  sight
O f a ll but heav en , a n d , in  th e  book  o f fam e,
T h e  glorious record  of his v irtues write,
A n d  ho ld  it up to m en, a n d  b id  th em  claim  

A  pa lm  like  his, an d  ca tch  from  him  th e  h a l­
low ed flam e.

B u t oh, d esp a ir no t of th e ir fa te  who rise
To dw ell upon  th e  earth  w hen we w ithdraw *



L o ! th e  sam e shaft b y  w hich the  righ teous 
dies,

S trikes th ro u g h  th e  w retch  th a t scoffed a t 
m erc y ’s law ,

A n d  trode  h is b re th ren  dow n, a n d  felt no  
awe

Of H im  w ho will a v en g e  them . S ta in less 
w orth,

Such  as th e  s te rn es t age o f v irtue  saw,
R ipens, m eanw hile, till tim e shall call it forth  

F ro m  th e  low m odest sh ad e , to  ligh t an d  b less 
th e  earth .

H as N a tu re  in  h e r  calm , m ajestic  m arch ,
F a lte red  w ith age  a t last ? does the  b rig h t sun
Grow d im  in  h eav en  ? or, in  th e ir fa r b lue  

a rch ,
S p a rk le  th e  crow d of stars, w hen  d ay  is done,
L ess b righ tly  ? w hen  th e  dew -lipped  Spring  

com es on,
B reathes she w ith a irs less soft, or scen ts th e  

sky
W ith  flowers less fair th a n  w hen  h e r re ign  

i b eg u n  ?
D oes p ro d igal A u tum n, to  our age, d eny  

T h e  p len ty  th a t once sw elled b e n ea th  h is sober 
e y e ?



L ook on th is beau tifu l w orld, a n d  re ad  th e  
tru th

In  h e r  fair p age  ; see, every  season  brings 
N ew  ch an g e , to  her, o f everlas tin g  y o u th , 
S till th e  g reen  soil, w ith joyous liv ing  th ings. 
Sw arm s, th e  w ide a ir is full o f joyous w ings, 
A n d  m y riad s, still, a re  h appy  in the  sleep  
O f o c ea n ’s azure  gulfs, an d  w here h e  flings 
T h e  restless su rge . E te rn a l Love do th  keep 

In  his co m p lacen t arm s, th e  earth , the  air, the  
deep.

W ill th e n  th e  m ercifu l One, who stam ped  
our race

W ith  h is ow n im age , a n d  w ho gave  them  
sw ay

O ’e r earth , a n d  th e  g lad  dw ellers on h e r face, 
Now th a t o u r flourish ing na tions far aw ay  
A re  sp read , w h ere ’e r th e  m oist e a rth  d rin k s 

th e  day ,
F o rg e t th e  a n c ien t care  th a t tau g h t an d  

n u rsed
H is la test offspring ? will he q u en ch  th e  ray 
In fu sed  by  his own form ing  sm ile a t first, 

A n d  leav e  a  w ork  so fa ir a ll b ligh ted  a n d  a c ­
cu rsed  ?



Oh, n o ! a  th o u san d  cheerfu l om ens g ive 
H ope  o f ye t h a p p ie r  d ays w hose daw n  is 

n igh.
H e  who h as tam ed  th e  e lem ents, shall not live  
T h e  s lave  of his own passions ; h e  w hose eye 
U nw inds th e  e te rn a l d an ces  o f th e  sky,
A n d  in th e  abyss o f b rig h tn ess  d a re s  to  span  
T h e  su n ’s b ro ad  circle, rising  yet m ore  h igh , 
In  G od’s m agn ificen t w orks h is w ill shall 

scan —
A nd love an d  p eace  sh a ll m ak e  th e ir parad ise  

with m an .

Sit a t th e  feet of H isto ry — th ro u g h  th e  n igh t 
O f years th e  steps o f  v irtue  she  sha ll trace , 
A nd  show  th e  earlie r ages, w here  h e r sigh t 
C an p ierce  th e  e te rn a l shadow s o ’er th e ir 

face ;—
W h en  from  th e  gen ia l c rad le  of our race , 
W en t forth  th e  tribes of m en , their p lea san t 

lot
T o  choose, w here  pa lm -groves cooled their 

dw elling  p lace,
O r freshen ing  rivers ra n  ; a n d  th e re  fo rget 

T h e  tru th  o f h eav en , a n d  k n ee led  to  gods th a t  
h e a rd  th em  not.



T h e n  w aited  no t th e  m u rd e re r  for th e  n ig h t, 
B ut sm ote h is b ro th e r dow n in th e  b righ t day , 
A n d  he  w ho fe lt th e  w rong, a n d  h a d  th e  

m ight,
H is own av en g er, g irt h im self to slay  ;
B eside the  p a th  th e  u n b u ried  carcass l a y ; 
T h e  sh ep h e rd , by  th e  fountains of th e  glen, 
F led , w hile th e  ro b b e r sw ept his flock away 
A n d  slew  his babes. T h e  sick , u n ten d e d  

th en ,
L ang u ish ed  in  th e  d am p  sh ad e , a n d  d ied  afar 

from  m en.

B ut m isery  b ro u g h t in lo v e— in p assio n ’s 
strife

M an g av e  his h e a r t to m ercy  p lead in g  long, 
A n d  sou g h t out g en tle  deeds to g lad d en  l if e ; 
T h e  w eak , a g a in s t th e  sons o f  spoil an d  

w rong,
B an d ed , a n d  w a tch ed  th e ir h am le ts , an d  

grew  strong.
S tates rose, a n d , in  th e  shadow  o f their m ight, 
T h e  tim id  re sted . T o  th e  rev eren t th rong , 
G rave  an d  tim e-w rink led  m en , w ith locks all 

white,
G ave laws, a n d  ju d g e d  th e ir strifes, a n d  tau g h t 

the  w ay of r ig h t ;



T ill b o ld er sp irits seized th e  ru le , a n d  n a iled  
On m en  th e  y oke  th a t m an  shou ld  n ev er 

bear,
A n d  d rove th em  forth  to b a t t l e : L o ! u n ­

v eiled
T h e  scene of those s te rn  a g e s ! W h a t is 

th ere  ?
A bo u n d less sea  o f b lood, a n d  th e  w ild a ir 
M oans with th e  crim son surges th a t en tom b 
Cities a n d  b a n n e re d  a rm ie s ; form s th a t w ear 
T h e  k in g ly  c irc le t, rise am id  th e  gloom ,

O 'er th e  d a rk  w ave, an d  s tra ig h t are  sw allow ed 
in its wom b.

T hose  ages h av e  no m em o ry — b u t they  left 
A reco rd  in  th e  d e se rt— colum ns strow n 
O n th e  w aste  san d s, an d  sta tues fall n  an d  

cleft,
H e ap e d  like  a  host in  b a ttle  overth row n  ; 
V ast ru ins, w here  th e  m o u n ta in ’s rib s of stone 
W ere  hew n in to  a  c i ty ; streets th a t sp read  
In th e  d a rk  e a rth , w here  n ev er b re a th  h as 

blow n
O f h e a v e n ’s sweet air, n o r foot o f m an  d a res 

tre a d
T h e  lo n g  an d  perilous w ays— th e  Cities of 

th e  D e a d :



A n d  tom bs of m o n arch s to th e  c louds up- 
p iled—

T h e y  p e rish ed — b u t th e  e te rn a l tom bs re ­
m a in —

A n d  th e  b lack  precipice, ab ru p t a n d  wild,
P ierced by long toil an d  hollow ed to a  fan e  ;—
H u g h  p iers a n d  frow ning form s o f go d s su s­

tain
T h e  everlas tin g  a rch es, d a rk  a n d  wide,
L ike th e  n ig h t-h eav en  w hen clouds a re  b lack  

w ith ra in .
B ut id ly  sk ill was ta sk ed , a n a  stren g th  was 

plied,
A ll was th e  w ork o f slaves to sw ell 9 d e sp o t’s 

pride.

A n d  V irtue  can n o t dw ell with slaves, n o r 
re ign

O ’e r  th o se  who cow er to ta k e  a  ty ra n t’s yoke ;
S h e  left th e  dow n-trod  n a tio n s in  d isda in ,
A n d  flew to  G reece, w hen  L iberty  aw oke,
N ew -born , am id  those beau tifu l vales, an d  

b roke
S cep ter a n d  chain  w ith h e r fair youthful 

h a n d s :
A s th e  ro ck  sh ivers in th e  th u n d er-s tro k e .



A nd l o ! in full-grow n streng th , an  em pire  
s tan d s

O f leagued an d  r iv a l sta tes, th e  w onder o f th e  
lan d s .

O h, G reece, th y  flourishing cities w ere a  
spoil

U n to  each  o th e r ;  th y  h a rd  h a n d  o p p ressed
A n d  c ru sh ed  the  h e lp le s s ; thou  d idst m ak e  

thy  soil
D ru n k  w ith th e  b lood  o f those  t^ a t  loved 

th ee  b e s t ;
And thou d id st d rive, from  th y  u n n a tu ra l 

b reast,
T h y  ju s t an d  b rav e  to die in  d istan t c lim es ;
E a rth  sh u d d e red  a t thy  deeds, a n d  sighed  

for rest
F rom  th in e  abom inations ; a fte r tim es 

T h a t yet shall re ad  th y  tale , will trem b le  a t 
th y  crim es.

Yet th e re  was th a t w ith in  th ee  w hich h as 
sav ed

T h y  glory, an d  red eem ed  th y  b lo tted  n am e ;
T h e  story of thy  b e tte r  deeds, e n g rav ed
O n fam e’s u n m o u ld e rin g  pillar, pu ts to  sham e
O ur ch iller v i r tu e ; th e  high a rt to tam e

2



T h e  w hirlw ind o f th e  passions was th ine  
o w n ;

A n d  the  pu re  ray , th a t from  th y  bosom  cam e, 
F a r  over m an y  a  lan d  a n d  age h as shone, 

A nd m ing les w ith th e  ligh t th a t beam s from  
G od’s ow n th ro n e .

A n d  R om e— thy  ste rn er, yo u n g er sister, she. 
W h o  aw ed  th e  w orld  w ith h e r  im perial 

frow n—
R om e drew  th e  spirit of h e r race  from  th ee .—  
T h e  rival of th y  sh am e  a n d  th y  renow n.
Y et h e r d eg en e ra te  ch ild ren  sold th e  crow n 
O f e a r th ’s w ide k in g d o m s to  a  line o f s la v e s ; 
G uilt re ig n ed , a n d  woe with eu ilt. an d  

p lagues cam e  dow n,
T ill th e  n o rth  b ro k e  its floodgates, an d  th e  

w aves
W h elm ed  th e  d eg rad ed  race , a n d  w eltered  o er 

their g raves.

V ainly  th a t  ray  o f b rig h tn ess  from  above, 
T h a t  shone  a ro u n d  th e  G alilean  lak e ,
T h e  ligh t of hope, th e  lead in g  sta r of love, 
S trugg led , the  d a rk n ess  of th a t d ay  to b re a k  ; 
E v en  its ow n fa ith less g u a rd ian s  strove  to 

slake,



In  fogs o f earth , th e  p u re  im m ortal flam e;
A n d  p riestly  h an d s , for Je su s’ b lessed  sake,
W ere  red  with b lood , a n d  ch arity  becam e,

In  th a t s te rn  w ar of form s, a  m o ck ery  a n d  a  
nam e.

T h ey  triu m p h ed , a n d  less b loody  rites w ere 
k ep t

W ith in  th e  qu iet o f the  co n v en t c e l l ;
T he  w ell-fed in m a tes  p a tte re d  p ray er, an d  

slept,
A nd sin n ed , a n d  lik ed  their easy  p en an ce  

well.
W h ere  p lea san t was the  spo t for m en  to 

dwell,
A m id its fair b ro ad  lan d s  th e  abbey  lay,
S h elte ring  d a rk  orgies th a t w ere sh am e to 

tell,
A n d  cow led a n d  barefoo t beg g ars  sw arm ed  

th e  w ay.
A ll in  th e ir  co n v en t w eeds, o f b lack , a n d  

white, an d  gray.

O h, sw eetly  th e  re tu rn in g  m u ses’ s tra in
Sw elled over th a t fam ed  stream , w hose g e n ­

tle  tide
In  th e ir b r ig h t lap  th e  E tru rian  va les deta in ,



Sw eet, a s  w hen  w in ter sto rm s h av e  ceased  to 
ch ide,

A nd  a ll th e  new -leaved  woods, re so u n d in g  
w ide,

Send  out w ild h y m n s upon  th e  scen ted  air.
Lo ! to  th e  sm iling  A rn o ’s c lassic  side
T h e  em ulous n a tio n s o f th e  w est repair,

A n d  k in d le  their q u en ch ed  u rns, a n d  d rin k  
fresh  sp irit th ere .

Still, H e av en  de ferred  th e  h o u r o rd a in ed  to 
ren d

F ro m  sa in tly  ro tten n ess th e  sac red  s to le ;
A n d  cowl an d  w orsh ipped  sh rin e  cou ld  still 

de fen d
T h e  w retch  with felon s ta ins upon  h is s o u l ;
A n d  crim es w ere set to  sale, a n d  h a rd  his 

dole
W h o  could not b ribe  a  passag e  to th e  s k ie s ;
A n d  vice, b e n ea th  th e  m itre ’s k in d  control,
S inned  gay ly  on, a n d  grew  to g ian t size, 

S h ie lded  by  priestly  pow er, a n d  w a tched  by 
priestly  eyes.

A t la s t th e  e a r th q u a k e  cam e— th e  shock , 
th a t hurled

T o  dust, in  m an y  fragm en ts d a sh ed  a n d  
strow n,



T h e  th ro n e  w hose roots w ere in  a n o th e r 
w orld,

A n d  w hose fa r-s tre tch in g  shadow  aw ed  o u r 
ow n.

F rom  m an y  a  p roud  m onastic  pile, o ’erth row n.
F ear-s tru ck , th e  hooded  in m ates ru sh ed  a n d  

f led ;
T h e  web, th a t for a  th o u san d  years h a d  

grow n
O ’e r  p ro stra te  E urope, in  th a t d ay  o f d re ad  

C ru m b led  a n d  fell, as fire d issolves the  flaxen 
th rea d .

T h e  sp irit o f th a t d ay  is still aw ake,
A n d  sp read s him self, a n d  sh a ll no t sleep  

a g a in ;
B ut th ro u g h  th e  id le m esh  o f pow er sha ll 

b reak ,
L ike billow s o ’er th e  A sian  m o n a rc h ’s chain  ;
T ill m en  are  filled w ith h im , a n d  feel how 

vain ,
In s te ad  o f th e  pu re  h e a r t a n d  in n o cen t han d s,
A re a ll th e  p ro u d  a n d  pom pous m odes to 

gain
T h e  sm ile of heav en  ;— till a new  age  ex p an d s  

Its  w hite a n d  holy  w ings above  th e  peaceful 
lan d s .



F o r look ag a in  on th e  p ast y ears ;— b eho ld , 
F low n, like  th e  n ig h tm a re ’s h ideous shapes, 

away,
F u ll m any  a  horrib le  worship, th a t, of old, 
H eld , o ’er th e  sh u d d e rin g  realm s, u n q u es­

tioned  sw a y :
See c rim es th a t feared  no t once th e  eye of 

day,
R oo ted  from  m en , w ithout a  n am e  or p la c e : 
See na tions b lo tted  out from  earth , to p ay  
T h e  forfeit of deep  g u i l t ;— with g lad  em b race  

T h e  fair d isb u rd en ed  lan d s  w elcom e a  nob le  
race .

/

T h u s e rro r’s m o nstrous shapes from  earth  are  
d riven ,

T h ey  fade, they  fly,— b u t tru th  survives th e ir 
f l ig h t ;

E a rth  h a s  no  sh ad es to q u en ch  th a t beam  of 
h e a v e n ;

E ac h  ray , th a t shone , in  early  tim e, to light 
T h e  fa ltering  footsteps in th e  p a th  of right, 
E ac h  g leam  of c leare r b rig h tn ess , shed to a id  
In  m a n ’s m atu re r d ay  h is b o ld er sight,
A ll b len d ed , like  th e  ra inbow ’s ra d ia n t b ra id , 

Pour yet, a n d  still sh a ll pour, th e  b laze th a t 
can n o t fade.



Late, from  this w estern  shore , th a t m orn ing  
c h ased

T h e  deep a n d  an c ien t night, th a t th rew  its 
sh roud

O ’er the  g re en  la n d  o f groves, th e  beautifu l 
w aste,

N urse  o f full stream s, a n d  lifter up of p roud
S ky-m ing ling  m oun ta ins th a t o ’erlook  th e  

cloud.
E rew hile, w here  yon g ay  sp ires th e ir b rig h t­

ness rear,
T ie e s  w aved, a n d  th e  brow n h u n te r ’s shouts 

w ere loud
A m id  th e  fo re s t ; an d  th e  bou n d in g  d eer 

F le d  a t th e  g lan c in g  p lum e, a n d  th e  g a u n t wolf 
yelled  n ear.

A n d  w here his w illing w aves yon b rig h t blue 
b ay

Sends up to  k iss his deco ra ted  brim ,
A n d  cradles, in  his soft em b race , the  g ay
Y oung  group  o f g rassy  islan d s b o rn  o f him ,
A n d  crow ding nigh, or in  th e  d is tan ce  dim ,
Lifts the  w hite th ro n g  o f sails, th a t  b e a r  or 

b rin g
I he  co m m erce  o f th e  w orld ;— w ith taw ny 

lim b,



A n d  b e lt a n d  b ead s  in  su n lig h t g lis ten ing ,
T h e  savage  u rg ed  his skiff like  w ild b ird  on th e  

w ing.

T h en , a ll th is you thfu l p a rad ise  a ro u n d ,
A n d  all th e  b ro ad  an d  bo u n d less m ain lan d , 

lay
C ooled by  th e  in te rm in ab le  wood, th a t 

frow ned
O ’er m o u n t a n d  vale , w here n ev er sum m er

ray
G lanced , till th e  strong  to rn ad o  b ro k e  nis 

w ay
T h ro u g h  th e  g ray  g ian ts of th e  sy lv an  w ild ; 
Y et m an y  a  sh e lte red  g lad e , w ith b lossom s 

gay,
B en ea th  th e  show ery sk y  an d  sun sh in e  m ild , 

W ithin  th e  sh aggy  a rm s o f th a t d a rk  forest 
sm iled .

T h ere  stood th e  In d ian  ham le t, th e re  th e  la k e  
S p read  its b lu e  shee t th a t flashed  w ith m an y  

an  oar,
W h ere  th e  brow n o tte r p lu n g ed  him  from  th e

b ra k e , ,
A n d  th e  d ee r d ra n k  : as th e  «light ga le  flew



T h e  tw ink ling  m aize-field rustled  on th e  
s h o r e ;

A n d  while th a t spot, so wild, a n d  lone, a n d  
fair,

A  look o f g lad  a n d  in n o cen t b e au ty  wore,
A n d  p eace  w as on th e  earth  a n d  in the  air, 

The w arrio r lit th e  pile, a n d  b o u n d  his cap tive  
th e r e :

N ot u n a v en g e d — the  foem an, from  th e  wood,
B eheld  th e  deed , a n d  w hen  th e  m id n ig h t 

sh ad e
W as stillest, g o rged  h is b a ttle -ax e  w ith b lood ;
A ll d ied — th e  w ailing  b a b e — th e  sh riek ing  

m aid —
A n d  in th e  flood o f fire th a t sca th ed  the  

g lade,
T h e  roofs w en t dow n ; b u t deep  the  silence 

grew ,
W h en  on th e  dew y w oods th e  d ay -beam  

p la y e d ;
N o m ore  th e  cab in  sm okes rose  w rea th ed  

a n d  b lue ,
A nd  ever, by  th e ir lake , lay  m o o red  th e  light 

canoe.



3 0  B R Y A N T 'S  POEMS.
$

L ook now a b ro a d — a n o th e r race  h a s  filled
T h ese  p o pu lous b o rd e rs— w ide th e  w ood re ­

cedes,
A n d  tow ns shoo t up, a n d  fertile  re a lm s a re  

t i l l e d ;
T h e  la n d  is full o f h a rv es ts  a n d  g reen  m e a d s ;
S tream s n u m berless, th a t  m an y  a  fo u n ta in  

feeds,
Sh ine, d isem bow ered , a n d  g ive  to  sun  an d  

breeze
T h e ir  v irg in  w a te rs ; th e  full reg ion  lead s
N ew  colonies forth , th a t  to w ard  th e  w este rn  

seas
S pread , lik e  a  rap id  flam e am o n g  th e  au tu m n a l 

trees.

H ere  th e  free sp irit o f  m a n k in d , a t  len g th ,
T h ro w s its  la s t fe tte rs  o ff; a n d  w ho sha ll 

p lace
A  lim it to  th e  g ia n t’s u n c h a in e d  s tren g th ,
O r c u rb  h is sw iftness in  th e  fo rw ard  race  ?
F a r ,  like  th e  c o m e t’s w ay  th ro u g h  infinite 

space,
S tre tc h es  th e  long  u n trav e lle d  p a th  o f  ligh t
In to  th e  d e p th s  o f a g es : w e m ay  trac e ,
D istan t, th e  b rig h ten in g  g lory  o f its ligh t, 

T ill  th e  re ce d in g  ra y s  a re  lo st to h u m an  sight.



E urope is g iven  a  p rey  to  s te rn e r fates,
A nd w rithes in  sh ack les ; stro n g  th e  arm s 

th a t chain
T o ea rth  h e r  s trugg ling  m u ltitu d e  o f s ta tes 
Sh e  too is stro n g , a n d  m igh t not chafe  ir. 

va in
A gainst th em , b u t sh a k e  off th e  v am p y re  

tra in
T h a t b a tten  on  h e r blood, a n d  b re a k  their 

net.
Yes, she shall look  on  b rig h te r days, a n d  gain  
T h e  m eed  o f w orth ier deed s ; th e  m o m en t set 

To rescue  a n d  ra ise  up, d raw s n ear— b u t is no t 
yet.

B ut thou, m y coun try , thou  sh a lt n ev er fall, 
B ut w ith thy  ch ild ren — thy  m a te rn a l care, 
T h y  lav ish  love, th y  b lessings show ered  on 

a ll—
T h ese  are thy  fe tters— seas a n d  sto rm y  a ir 
A re  th e  w ide b a rrie r  o f  th y  borders, w here, 
A m ong th y  g a lla n t sons th a t  g u a rd  th ee  well> 
T h o u  lau g h ’st a t e n e m ie s : w ho sha ll th en  

d eclare
T h «  da te  of th y  deep-founded  stren g th , or 

, tell
How happy, in th y  lap , th e  sons of m en  shall 

dw ell ?

\



T O  T H E  PA ST .

T ho u  u n re len tin g  P a s t !
S trong  a re  th e  b a rrie rs  ro u n d  th y  d a rk  dom ain ,

A n d  fetters, su re  a n d  fast,
H o ld  a ll th a t e n te r  thy  u n b re a th in g  re ign .

F a r  in  thy  rea lm  w ithdraw n 
O ld em pires sit in  su llenness a n d  gloom ,

A n d  glorious ag es gone 
Lie deep  w ith in  th e  shadow  o f th y  wom b.

C hildhood , with a ll its m irth ,
Y outh , M anhood , A ge, th a t  d raw s us to th e  

g ro u n d ,
A n d  last, M a n ’s Life on  earth ,

G lide to  th y  d im  dom inions, a n d  are  bound .

T h o u  h a s t m y b e tte r  years,
T h o u  h ast m y e a rlie r friends— th e  good— th e  

k ind ,
Y ie lded  to th ee  w ith te a rs—

T h e  v en erab le  form — th e  ex a lted  m in d .

M y sp irit y e a rn s  to  b rin g  
T h e  lost ones b a c k — y earn s w ith desire  in tense ,

A n d  strugg les h a rd  to w ring 
T h y  bolts ap art, a n d  p lu ck  th y  cap tives thence.



In  v a in — th y  g a tes  d eny  
A ll passag e  sav e  to  th o se  w ho h e n ce  d e p a r t ;

N o r to th e  s tream in g  eye 
T h o u  g iv ’st them  b a c k — nor to  th e  b ro k en  h e a r t

In  thy  ab y sses h ide 
B eauty  a n d  exce llence  u n k n o w n — to th ee

E a r th ’s w o n d er a n d  h e r  p ride  
A re g a th e red , as th e  w aters to  th e  s e a ;

L abors of good  to  m an ,
U n p u b lish ed  c h arity , u n b ro k en  fa ith ,—

Love, th a t  m idst g rie f  b eg an ,
A n d  grew  with years, a n d  fa ltered  no t in death .

F u ll m an y  a  m igh ty  n am e  
L urks in  th y  d ep th s , u n u tte red , u n re v e re d ;

W ith  thee  a re  silen t fam e,
F o rg o tten  arts, a n d  w isdom  d isappeared .

T h in e  for a  space  are  th e y —
Y et sha lt thou  y ield  th y  trea su re s  up a t lastJ

T h y  ga tes sh a ll ye t g ive  way,
T h y  bolts shall fall, inex o rab le  P a s t !

A ll th a t o f good  a n d  fair 
H a s  g o n e  in to  th y  w om b from  earlie st tim e,

Shall th en  com e forth , to w ear 
T h e  g lory  a n d  th e  b eau tv  o f its prim e.



T h ey  h a v e  no t p e rish ed — no !
K in d  w ords, rem em b ered  voices once so sw eet, 

Sm iles, ra d ia n t long  ago,
A n d  featu res, th e  g re a t sou l's  a p p a re n t s e a t ;

A ll sh a ll com e b ack , each  tie 
O f pu re  affection sh a ll be  k n it again  ;

A lone  sh a ll E v il die,
A n d  Sorrow  dwell a  p riso n er in  th y  re ign .

A n d  th en  sh a ll I b eh o ld  
H im , by w hose k in d  p a te rn a l side I sp rung , 

A n d  h e r, who, still a n d  cold,
F ills  th e  n e x t g ra v e — th e  beau tifu l a n d  young,

T H A N A T O P S IS .

T o  h im  w ho in  th e  love o f n a tu re  holds 
C om m union  w ith h e r  v isib le form s, she  sp eak s 
A  various la n g u a g e ; for h is g a y e r hours 
S he h as a  voice o f g lad n ess , a n d  a  sm ile 
A n d  e lo q u en ce  o f b eau ty , a n d  she  g lides 
In to  h is d a rk e r  m usings, w ith a  m ild  
A n d  h e a lin g  sy m p ath y , th a t s teals aw ay 
T h e ir  sh a rp n ess, e re  h e  is aw are . W h en  

th o u g h ts
O f th e  la s t b itte r  h o u r com e lik e  a  b lig h t



O ver thy  spirit, a n d  sad  im ages
O f th e  s te rn  agony, an d  shroud , a n d  pall,
A n d  b reath less da rk n ess , an d  the  narrow  house,
M ake  thee  to sh u d d er, an d  grow  sick  at h e a r t ;__
Go forth, u n d e r th e  open sky, a n d  list
T o  N a tu re ’s teach ings, while from  all a ro u n d __
E a rth  an d  h e r w aters, a n d  th e  d ep th s  o f a ir,—  
C om es a  still voice— Yet a  few days, a n d  th ee  
T h e  a ll-beho ld ing  sun  sha ll see  no m ore 
In  all his course  ; n o r ye t in th e  cold  g round , 
W h ere  thy  pa le  form  was laid, with m an y  tears, 
N or in  th e  em brace  o f ocean , sh a ll exist 
T hy  im age . E a rth , th a t n ourished  thee, sh a ll 

claim
T h y  grow th, to be  reso lved  to earth  again ,
A nd , lost each  h u m an  trace , su rren d erin g  up 
T h in e  ind iv idual be ing , sh a lt thou go 
T o  m ix forever w ith th e  e lem en ts,
T o  be a  b ro th e r to th e  in sensib le  rock  
A n d  to  the  sluggish  clod, w hich the  ru d e  sw ain 
T u rn s  w ith h is sha re , a n d  tread s upon . T h e  

o ak
S h a ll sen d  his roots ab ro ad , a n d  p ierce thy  

m ould .
Y et n o t to th in e  e te rn a l resting -p lace
S h a lt thou  re tire  a lo n e— nor couldst thou  w ish
Couch m ere  m agnificen t. T h o u  sha lt lie dow n



W ith  p a tr ia rch s  of th e  in fan t w orld— with kings, 
T h e  pow erful of th e  e a r th — th e  wise, th e  good, 
F a ir form s, an d  hoary  seers of ages past,
A ll in  o ne  m ighty  sepu lch re .— T h e  hills 
R ock-ribbed  an d  a n c ien t as th e  su n ,— th e  vales 
S tre tch in g  in  pensive  qu ie tness be tw een  ;
T h e  v e n era b le  w oods— rivers th a t m ove 
In  m ajesty , a n a  the  com plain ing  b rooks 
T h a t  m ak e  th e  m eadow s g r e e n ; a n d , poured  

ro u n d  all,
O ld o c ea n ’s g ray  a n d  m elancho ly  w aste,—
A re b u t th e  so lem n decora tions all
O f th e  g rea t tom b  o f m an . T h e  go lden  sun,
T h e  p lane ts, a ll th e  infinite  host o f heav en ,
A re sh in ing  on th e  sa d  ab odes of dea th , 
T h ro u g h  th e  still lap se  of ages. All th a t tread  
T h e  globe a re  b u t a  h an dfu l to  th e  tribes 
T h a t  s lum ber in  its bosom .— T a k e  th e  w ings 1 
Of m orn ing— an d  the  B arcan  d ese rt p ie ice , , 
O r lose th y se lf  in  th e  con tinuous w oods 
W here  ro lls th e  O regan , a n d  h ears  no sound , 
Save  his own d ash in g s— yet— th e  d ead  are  

t h e r e ;
A nd m illions in those  so litudes, since first 
T h e  flight of years  b egan , have  laid  th em  down 
In  th e ir last sleep— th e  d ead  re ign  th e re  alone. 
So shalt th o u  re st— an d  w hat if  th o u  w ithdraw



TH A IVA TO PS IS. 37
U nheeded  b y  th e  liv ing— an d  no friend 
T ak e  no te  of thy  d ep artu re  ? A ll th a t b re a th e  
W ill sh a re  thy  destiny . T h e  g ay  will lau g h  
W hen  thou a rt gone, th e  so lem n brood  o f ca re  
Plod on, an d  each  one as before will chase  
H is favorite phan to m  ; ye t all these  sha ll leave 
T heir m irth  a n d  th e ir em ploym en ts, a n d  shall 

com e,
And m ak e  th e ir b ed  with thee. As th e  long  

tra in
O f ages g lide  aw ay, th e  sons of m en,
T h e  youth  in life’s g reen  spring, a n d  he  w ho goes 
In  th e  full s tren g th  o f years, m atron , a n d  m aid , 
A n d  th e  sw eet b abe, an d  th e  g ra v -h ead ed  

m a n ,—
Shall one by  one be  g a th e red  to  th y  side,
By those, who in th e ir tu rn  sha ll follow them .

So live, th a t w hen thy  sum m ons com es to jo in  
T h e  in n u m erab le  ca rav an , th a t m oves 
T o  th a t m ysterious realm , w here each  shall tak e  
H is c h am b er in th e  silent ha lls  o f  d ea th ,
I'hou go no t, like  the  q u a rry -s lav e  a t n igh t, 
S courged  to h is dungeon , bu t, su s ta ined  an d  

soothed
By an  u n fa ltering  trust, ap p ro ach  th y  g rave, 
L ike one who w raps th e  d rap ery  of h is couch 
A bout him , an d  lies dow n to p lea san t d ream s.



T H E  L A P S E  O F  T IM E .

La m e n t  w h o w ill, in fru itless tears,
T h e  speed  w ith w hich our m om ents f ly ;

I sigh  not over v an ish ed  years,
B ut w atch  the  years  th a t h asten  by.

Look, how they  com e,— a m ing led  crow d 
O f b righ t an d  d a rk , b u t rap id  d ays ;

B eneath  them , like  a  su m m er cloud,
T h e  w ide w orld  ch an g es as I gaze.

W h a t ! g rieve th a t  tim e h as b ro u g h t so soon 
T h e  sober age of m an h o o d  on ?

As id ly  m ig h t I w eep, a t  noon,
T o  see th e  b lush  of m o rn in g  gone.

C ould I give up  th e  hopes th a t glow 
In  p rospect, like  E ly s ian  isles;

A n d  le t the  ch arm in g  fu ture go,
W ith  a ll h e r  p rom ises a n d  sm iles ?

T h e  fu ture !— cruel were th e  pow er
W h o se  doom  w ould te a r  th ee  from  m y h e a r t

T h o u  sw eetener o f the  p re sen t h o u r !
W e can n o t— n o — we will n o t part.



Oh, leav e  m e, still, the  rap id  flight
T h a t m ak es  th e  ch an g in g  seasons gay, 

T h e  g ratefu l speed  th a t b rin g s th e  n ig h t, 
T h e  swift a n d  g lad  re tu rn  o f d ay  ;

The m o n th s th a t touch , w ith a d d ed  g race , 
T his little  p ra ttle r  a t m y  k nee,

In  w hose a rch  eye a n d  sp eak in g  face 
N ew m ean in g  ev ery  h o u r I see ;

T h e  years, th a t o’e r  each  sister lan d  
Shall lift th e  coun try  o f m y b irth  

A nd n u rse  h e r s tren g th , till she  sha ll s ta n d  
T h e  p rid e  a n d  p a tte rn  o f th e  ea rth  ;

T ill younger com m onw ealths, for aid,
Shall cling  abou t h e r am p le  robe,

A nd  from  h e r frown sha ll sh rin k  afraid  
T h e  crow ned  oppressors o f th e  globe.

T ru e — tim e will seam  a n d  b lan c h  m y  brow- 
W ell— I sha ll sit w ith ag ed  m en ,

A n d  m y  good  g lass will tell m e  how 
A  grizzly b e a rd  becom es m e then .



A n d  shou ld  no foul d ishonor lie 
U pon  m y  h ead , w hen I am  gray ,

L ove ye t shall w atch  m y fad in g  eye,
A n d  sm ooth  th e  p a th  of m y decay.

T h e n , h aste  thee , T im e— ’tis k in d n ess all 
T h a t  sp eed s th y  w inged  feet so f a s t ;

T h y  p leasu res stay  no t till th ey  pall,
A n d  all thy  p a in s a re  quickly  past.

T h o u  fliest an d  b e a r 's t  aw ay our woes,
A n d  as th y  shadow y tra in  depart,

T h e  m em ory  of sorrow  grow s 
A  lig h te r b u rd en  on th e  h eart.

T O  T H E  E V E N IN G  W IN D .

S p ir it  th a t b re a th es t th ro u g h  m y lattice, th o u  
T h a t  cool’s t the  tw ilight o f th e  su ltry  day, 

G ra tefu lly  flows th y  freshness ro u n d  m y brow  ;
T h o u  h a s t b een  ou t upon  th e  deep  a t p lay , 

R id ing  a ll d a y  th e  w ild b lu e  w aves till now, 
R o u g h en in g  their crests, a n d  sca tte rin g  h igh  

their sp ray ,
A n d  sw elling th e  w hite sail. I w elcom e thee  
T o  th e  sco rch ed  lan d , th o u  w an d ere r o f the  

s e a !



Nor I a lo n e— a th o u sa n d  bosom s ro u n d  
In h a le  th ee  in  the  fu lness of d e lig h t;

A nd lan g u id  form s rise up, an d  pulses b o u n d  
L ivelier, a t co m in g  o f th e  w ind  o f n ig h t ; 

A nd , lan g u ish in g  to  h e a r thy  g ra te fu l sound, 
Lies the  vast in lan d  s tre tched  beyond  the  sight. 

Go forth  into th e  g a th e rin g  sh ad e  ; go  forth , 
G od’s b lessing  b re a th ed  upon  th e  fa in ting  earth  !

Go, rock  th e  little  w ood-bird in his nest,
Curl th e  still w aters, b rig h t w ith s ta rs, a n d  

rouse
T h e  w ide old wood from  his m ajestic  rest, 

S u m m oning  from  th e  in n u m erab le  boughs 
T h e  stran g e , d eep  harm o n ies th a t  h a u n t his 

b r e a s t :
P leasan t sh a ll b e  th y  w ay w here  m eek ly  

bow s
T h e  sh u ttin g  flower, a n d  d a rk lin g  w aters pass, 
A n d  ’tw ixt th e  o ’ershadow ing  b ran ch es a n d  

th e  g rass.

The fa in t old m an  shall lean  h is silver h ead  
I o feel th ee  ; thou sh a lt kiss th e  ch ild  asleep , 

A n d  d ry  th e  m oistened  curls th a t ov ersp read  
H is tem ples, while h is b re a th in g  grows m ore  

d e e p ;



A n d  they  w ho s tan d  ab o u t th e  sick  m an  s bed, 
S h all jo y  to listen  to th y  d is tan t sw eep,

A n d  softly p a r t h is cu rta in s to  allow 
T h y  visit, g ra te fu l to his b u rn in g  brow.

G o— b u t th e  circle of e te rn a l ch ange ,
W h ich  is th e  life of n a tu re , shall resto re, 

W ith  so unds a n d  scen ts from  all thy  m igh ty  

ran g e ,
T h ee  to th y  b irth p lace  o f th e  d eep  once 

m ore ;
Sw eet odors in  th e  sea-air, sw eet an d  s trange, 

Sha ll tell th e  hom e-sick  m arin e r of th e  s h o r e ; 
A nd , lis ten ing  to  th y  m u rm u r, he  sh a ll deem  
H e  h ears  th e  rustling  lea f  a n d  ru n n in g  stream .

F O R E S T  H Y M N .

T h e  groves w ere  G od’s first tem ples. E re  
m an  lea rn ed  

T o  hew  th e  shaft, a n d  lay  th e  a rch itrav e ,
A n d  sp read  th e  ro o f ab o v e  th em ,— ere h e  

fram ed
T h e  lofty  v au lt, to  g a th e r a n d  roll b a ck  
T h e  so und  of an th em s ; in  th e  d a rk lin g  wood, 
A m idst th e  cool a n d  silence, he  k n e lt  dow n 
A n d  offered to  th e  M ightiest, so lem n th a n k s



A n d  supplica tion . F o r  his sim ple  h e a r t 
M ight no t resist th e  sac red  influences,
W hich , from  th e  stilly tw ilight o f th e  p lace, 
A n d  from  th e  g ra y  o ld  tru n k s  th a t h ig h  in  

h eav en
M ingled  th e ir m ossy boughs, a n d  from  th e  

so u n d
O f th e  inv isib le  b re a th  th a t sw ayed a t once 
A ll th e ir g re en  tops, stole over him , a n d  bow ed 
H is sp irit w ith the  th o u g h t o f bo u n d less pow er 
A nd  inaccessib le  m ajesty . A h , w hy 
Should  we, in  th e  w o rld ’s r ip e r years , neg lect 
G od’s a n c ien t san c tu a ries, a n d  ad o re  
O nly  am o n g  th e  crow d, a n d  u n d e r  roofs 
T h a t our frail h a n d s  h av e  ra ised  ? Let m e, a t 

least,
H ere , in  th e  shadow  o f th is  ag ed  wood,
Offer o ne  h y m n — th rice  h appy , if it find 
A ccep tan ce  in  H is ear.

F a th e r, th y  h a n d  
H a th  re a re d  th ese  v en erab le  co lu m n s, th o u  
D id st w eave  th is  v e rd a n t roof. T h o u  d idst 

look  dow n
U pon th e  n a k e d  ea rth , an d , forthw ith, rose  
All these  fair ra n k s  of trees. T h ey , in  th y  sun,



B udded , an d  shook  th e ir g reen  leav es in  thy 
breeze,

A n d  sh o t tow ard  h eav en . T h e  cen tury-liv ing  
crow

W hose  b irth  was in  th e ir tops, grew  o ld  an d  
d ied

A m ong th e ir  b ran ch es, till, a t last, they  stood, 
A s now  they  stan d , m assy , a n d  ta ll, a n d  d a rk , 
F it sh rin e  for hu m b le  w orsh ipper to hold  
C om m union  w ith his M aker. T h ese  d im  v au lts 
T h ese  w inding isles, o f h u m an  pom p o r p ride  
R ep o rt not. No fan tastic  carv ings show,
T h e  b o ast o f o u r v a in  race  to  ch an g e  th e  form 
O f th y  fa ir w orks. B ut thou  a r t  h e re— thou 

fill’s t
T h e  so litude. T hou  a r t  in  th e  soft w inds 
T h a t ru n  a long  th e  su m m it o f th ese  trees 
In  m u s ic ;— thou a r t  in  th e  cooler b rea th ,
T h a t  from  th e  inm ost d a rk n ess  o f th e  p lace, 
Com es, scarce ly  fe lt ;— th e  b a rk y  tru n k s , the 

g round ,
T h e  fresh  m oist g round , a re  all in stin c t with 

thee .
H e re  is con tinual w orship  ;— n atu re , here,
In  th e  tran q u illity  th a t  th o u  dost love,
E n jo y s thy  p resence . N oiselessly, a ro u n d , 
F ro m  p e rch  to perch , th e  so lita ry  b ird



P a sse s ; a n d  yo n  c lea r  spring, th a t, ’m idst its 
herbs,

W ells softly fo rth  an d  visits th e  stro n g  roo ts 
O f h a lf  th e  m igh ty  forest, te lls no ta le  
O f all th e  good it does. T h o u  h a s t no t left 
T h y se lf  w ithout a  w itness, in  these  shades,
O f th y  perfections. G ran d eu r, s tren g th  an d  

g race
A re h e re  to sp eak  of thee. T h is  m igh ty  o ak— 
By w hose im m ovab le  stem  I s ta n d  a n d  seem  
A lm ost an n ih ila ted — not a  prince,
In  a ll th a t p roud  old w orld b eyond  th e  deep, 
E ’e r  w ore h is crow n as loftily a s  he  
W ears  th e  g reen  co ronal o f  leav es w ith w hich 
T h y  h a n d  h as  g raced  him . N estled  a t his 

root
Is b eau ty , such  as b loom s n o t in  th e  g la re  
O f th e  b ro ad  sun . T h a t  delicate  forest flower, 
W ith  scen ted  b rea th , an d  look so like  a  sm ile, 
Seem s, as it issues from  th e  sh ap e less  m ould , 
A n em an atio n  o f th e  indw elling  Life,
A visib le token  of the  u p h o ld in g  Love,
T h a t a re  the  soul o f th is w ide universe.

M y h e a rt is aw ed w ith in  m e, w hen I th in k  
O f th e  g rea t m iracle  th a t still goes on .
In  silence, ro u n d  m e— th e  p e rp e tu a l w ork



O f th y  creation , finished, y e t renew ed  
F orev er. W ritten  on th y  w orks I read  
T h e  lesson of th y  ow n e te rn ity .
Lo ! a ll grow  old a n d  d ie— b u t see, again ,
H ow  on  th e  fa ltering  footsteps o f d ecay  
Y outh  p resses— ev er g ay  a n d  beau tifu l youth  
In  all its beau tifu l form s. T h ese  lofty trees 
W av e  no t less p roud ly  th a t th e ir ancesto rs 
M o ulder b e n ea th  them . O h, th e re  is n o t lost 
O ne of e a r th ’s c h a r m s : upon  h e r bosom  yet, 
A fter th e  flight o f  un to ld  cen turies,
T h e  freshness o f h e r  far b eg in n in g  lies 
A n d  yet sh a ll lie. Life m ocks the  idle h a te  
O f h is a rch  enem y D e a th — yea, seats h im self 
U p o n  th e  ty ra n t’s th ro n e— th e  sepu lch re ,
A n d  o f th e  triu m p h s of his g h as tly  foe 
M ak es h is ow n n o u rish m en t. F o r h e  cam e 

forth
F ro m  th in e  own bosom , a n d  sha ll h av e  no end .

T h e re  h a v e  been  ho ly  m en  w ho h id  th e m ­
se lves

D eep  in  the  w oody w ilderness, an d  g ave  
T h e ir  lives to  th o u g h t a n d  p ray er, till th ey  out­

lived
T h e  g en era tio n  b o rn  w ith th em , n o r seem ed 
Less ag ed  th a n  th e  h o a ry  trees a n d  rocks



A ro u n d  th em  ;— an d  th e re  h av e  been  ho ly  m en  
W h o  d eem ed  it w ere n o t well to p ass life thus. 
B ut le t m e often to  th ese  so litudes 
R etire , a n d  in  thy  p resen ce  reassu re  
M y feeble v irtue . H e re  its enem ies,
T h e  passions, a t thy  p la in e r footsteps sh rin k  
A n d  trem b le  an d  a re  still. O h, G o d ! when 

thou
D ost scare  th e  w orld  w ith tem pests, set on fire 
T h e  h eav en s w ith fa lling  thun d erb o lts , or fill, 
W ith  a ll th e  w aters o f th e  firm am ent,
T h e  swift d a rk  w h irlw ind  th a t uproots the  

w oods
A n d  drow ns th e  v illages ; w hen , a t th y  call, 
U prises th e  g re a t deep  a n d  throw s h im self 
U p o n  th e  co n tinen t, a n d  overw helm s 
Its  cities— who forgets not, a t th e  sigh t 
O f th ese  trem en d o u s to k en s  o f thy  pow er,
H is p ride , a n d  lays h is strifes a n d  follies by  ? 
Oh, from  th ese  s te rn e r a sp ects o f th y  face 
S p are  m e a n d  m ine , n o r le t us n eed  th e  w ra th  
O f th e  m ad  u n ch ain ed  e lem en ts to  teach  
W h o  ru les them . B e it ours to  m ed ita te  
In  th ese  calm  sh ad es  th y  m ild e r m ajesty ,
A n d  to th e  b eau tifu l o rd e r o f th y  w orks,
L ea rn  to  conform  th e  o rd er o f our lives.

H



T H E  O L D  M A N ’S F U N E R A L .

I sa w  an ag ed  m an  upon his b ier,
H is h a ir w as th in  a n d  w hite, a n d  on h is brow  

A  reco rd  of th e  cares o f m an y  a  y e a r ;—
C ares th a t w ere e n d ed  a n d  forgotten  now. 

A n d  th e re  was sad n ess ro und , a n d  faces bow ed, 
A n d  w om en’s tea rs  fell fast, a n d  ch ild ren  

w ailed aloud .

T h en  rose  a n o th e r h o a ry  m an  a n d  said ,
In  fa ltering  accen ts, to th a t w eep ing  tra in ,

"  W h y  m o u rn  ye  th a t our a g ed  friend  is dead  ?
Ye a re  not sad  to see th e  g a th e red  g ra in ,

N o r w hen th e ir m ellow  fru it th e  o rch ard s casi, 
N or w hen th e  yellow  w oods sh a k e  dow n th e  

rip en ed  m ast.

" Y e sigh  n o t w hen th e  sun , h is course  fulfilled, 
H is glorious course, re jo icing  e a r th  a n d  sky, 

In  th e  soft even ing , w hen  th e  w inds a re  stilled, 
S inks w here  h is is lan d s o f re fresh m en t lie, 

A n d  leaves th e  sm ile o f h is d e p artu re , sp read  
O ’er th e  w arm -colored  h eav en  an d  ru d d y  

m o u n ta in  h ead .

u  W h y  w eep ye th en  for h im , who, h a v in g  won 
T h e  b o u n d  of m a n ’s ap p o in ted  years, a t last.



1 ife 's b lessings all en joyed , life’s lab o rs  done, 
Serenely  to h is final rest h a s  p assed  ;

W h ile  th e  soft m em ory of his v irtues, yet, 
L ingers lik e  tw ilight hues, w hen th e  b rig h t sun  

is set.

"  H is y ou th  was in n o c e n t; his r ip e r age,
M ark ed  with som e act of goodness, every  

d a y ;
A n d  w atched  by  eyes th a t loved  him , calm , 

a n d  sage,
F ad ed  his la te  d ec lin ing  y ea rs  aw ay .

( heerful h e  g av e  h is b e in g  up, an d  w ent 
T o  sh a re  th e  holy  re st th a t waits a  life well 

spent.

*' T h a t life was h ap p y  ; every  d ay  h e  g av e  
T h a n k s  for th e  fa ir ex is tence  th a t was his ; 

r  o r a  sick  fancy  m ad e  h im  n o t h e r  slave,
T o  m o ck  him  w ith h e r  p h a n to m  m iseries.

Mo ch ron ic  to rtu res  ra ck e d  his a g ed  lim b, 
f  or lux u ry  a n d  sloth h a d  n o u rished  n o n e  foi 

him .

" A nd I am  g lad  th a t h e  h a s  lived  thus long , 
A n d  g lad , th a t h e  h a s  g o n e  to  h is r e w a rd ;



N or deem , th a t k in d ly  n a tu re  d id  him  w rong, 
Softly to d isengage th e  v ita l cord.

W h en  his w eak  h a n d  grew  palsied , a n d  his eye 
D a rk  w ith th e  m ists o f age, it w as h is tim e  to 

d ie .”

T H E  P R A IR IE S .

T h e se  a re  th e  G ard en s of th e  D esert, these  
T h e  u n sh o rn  fields, b o u n d less  a n d  beautiful, 
F o r w hich th e  sp eech  of E n g la n d  has no 

n am e—
T h e  Prairies. I b eh o ld  th em  for th e  first,
A n d  m y  h e a rt sw ells, w hile  th e  d ila ted  sight 
T ak e s  in  th e  en c irc lin g  v astn ess . Lo ! they 

stre tch
In  a iry  u n d u lations, fa r aw ay,
A s if  th e  o cean , in  his g en tle st sw ell,
Stood still, w ith a ll h is ro u n d e d  billow s fixed, 
A n d  m otionless fo rever.— M otionless ?—
N o— th ey  are  a ll u n ch ain ed  aga in . T h e  clouds 
Sw eep o ver w ith th e ir shadow s, a n d , b en ea th , 
T h e  surface  ro lls a n d  fluctuates to  th e  e y e ; 
D a rk  hollow s seem  to g lide  a lo n g  a n d  ch ase  
T h e  su n n y  ridges. Breezes o f th e  South ! 
W h o  toss th e  g o lden  a n d  th e  flam e-like flowers, 
A n d  p ass th e  p ra irie -h aw k  th a t, poised  on  h igh,



F la p s  h is b ro a d  w ings, ye t m oves not— ye h ave  
p layed

A m ong th e  p a lm s o f M exico an d  vines 
O f T ex as, a n d  h av e  c risp ed  the  lim pid  brooks 
T h a t from  th e  foun tains o f Sonora  g lide  
In to  th e  calm  Pacific— h a v e  ye fan n ed  
A n o b ler or a  lovelier scen e  th a n  th is  ?
M an h a th  no p a r t in  a ll th is g lorious w o rk :
T h e  h a n d  th a t  b u ilt th e  firm am en t h a th  h eav ed  
A n d  sm oo thed  th ese  v e rd a n t sw ells, a n d  sown 

th e ir slopes
W ith  h e rbage , p lan ted  th em  w ith  is lan d  groves, 
A n d  h e d g ed  th em  ro u n d  w ith forests. F itting  

floor
F o r th is m agn ificen t tem ple  of th e  sk y —
W ith  flowers w hose g lo ry  a n d  w hose m ultitude  
R ival th e  conste lla tions ! T h e  g rea t h eav en s 
Seem  to stoop down upo n  th e  scene in  love,—  
A n e a re r  v au lt, a n d  o f a  te n d e re r  b lue,
T h a n  th a t w hich  b en d s ab o v e  th e  eas te rn  hills.

As o ’er th e  v e rd a n t w aste I guide m y steed , 
A m o n g  th e  h igh  ra n k  g rass th a t sw eeps h is 

sides,
T h e  hollow  b ea tin g  o f h is footsteps seem s 
A  sacrilegious sound. I th in k  o f those 
U pon  w hose rest he  tram p les . A re  th ey  h e re—



T he d ead  o f o th er days ?— a n d  d id  th e  du st 
O f these  fair so litudes once stir w ith  life 
i\.nd b u rn  w ith passion  ? Let th e  m ighty 

m o u n d s
T hat overlook  th e  rivers , o r th a t rise 
In  th e  d im  forest c row ded  w ith o ld  oaks, 
A nsw er. A  race , th a t long  h as  p assed  away, 
B uilt th em  ;—  a  d isc ip lined  a n d  populous race  
H eap ed , w ith lo n g  toil, th e  ea rth , w hile y e t th e  

G reek
W as  hew ing  th e  Pen telicus to  form s 
O f sy m m etry , a n d  rearing  on its rock  
T h e  g littering  P a rth en o n . T h ese  am p le  fields 
N ourished  th e ir h a rv ests , here  th e ir h e rd s  w ere 

fed,
W h en  h ap ly  by  th e ir sta lls th e  b ison lowed, 
A n d  bow ed his m an e d  sh o u lder to  th e  yoke. 
A ll d ay  th is d e se rt m u rm u red  w ith their toils, 
T ill tw ilight b lu sh ed  a n d  lovers w alked , a n d  

w ooed
In  a  forgotten  lan g u ag e , a n d  old tunes,
F ro m  in s tru m en ts  o f  u n rem em b ered  form , 
G ave  th e  soft w inds a  voice. T h e  red  m an  

cam e—
T h e  roam ing  h u n te r  tribes, w arlike  a n d  fierce, 
A n d  th e  m o u n d -b u ild e rs  v an ish ed  from  th i 

e a rth .



T h e  so litude o f cen tu ries un to ld  
H a s  se ttled  w here  they  dw elt. T h e  p ra irie  w olf 
H u n ts  in  th e ir m eadow s, a n d  his fresh -dug  den  
Y aw ns b y  m y p a th . T h e  go p h er m ines th e  

g round
W here stood their sw arm ing  cities. A ll is 

g one—
A ll— save  th e  piles o f e a rth  th a t  h o ld  th e ir 

bones—
T h e  p latfo rm s w here  they  w orshipped unknow n 

go d s—
T h e  b arrie rs w hich  th ey  b u d d e d  from  th e  soil 
T o  k eep  th e  foe a t b a y — till o ’er th e  w alls 
T h e  w ild b e leaguers b ro k e , an d , one by  one, 
T h e  stron g h o ld s of the  p lain  w ere forced a n d  

h eap ed
W ith  corpses. T h e  brow n v u ltu res o f th e  w ood 
F lo ck ed  to those  v a s t u n co v ered  sepulchres, 
A nd  sat, u n sca red  a n d  silen t, a t th e ir  feast. 
H a p ly  som e so lita ry  fugitive,
L u rk in g  in  m arsh  a n d  forest, till th e  sense 
O f desolation  a n d  o f fear becam e 
B itte rer th a n  dea th , y ielded  h im self to die. 
M an ’s b e tte r n a tu re  trium phed . K in d ly  w ords 
W elcom ed  a n d  soo thed  h i m ; th e  ru d e  co n ­

querors
S ea ted  th e  cap tiv e  w ith th e ir  chiefs ; h e  chose



A  b rid e  am o n g  th e ir m aidens, a n d  a t len g th  
S eem ed  to  fo rg e t,— y et n e ’e r forgot,— the wife 
O f h is first love, a n d  h e r  sw eet little  ones 
B u tchered  am id  th e ir shrieks, w ith all his race.

T h u s  ch ange  th e  form s of be ing . T h u s arise 
R aces o f liv ing  th ings, g lorious in  s tren g th ,
A n d  perish , as th e  q u ick en in g  b re a th  o f G od 
F ills th em , or is w ithdraw n. T h e  red  m an  

too—
H a s left th e  b loom ing  w ilds h e  ra n g ed  so long, 
A nd , n e a r  to  th e  R o ck y  M ounta ins, sought 
A  w ider h u n tin g -g ro u n d . T h e  b e av e r bu ilds 
No lo n g er by  th ese  stream s, b u t far aw ay,
On w aters w hose b lu e  su rface n e ’e r g av e  b ack  
T h e  w hite m a n ’s face— am o n g  M issouri’s 

sp rings,
A n d  pools w hose issues sw ell th e  O regan ,
H e  re a rs  his little  V enice. In  these  p lains 
T h e  b ison  feeds no  m ore. T w ice tw enty  leagues 
B eyond  rem o tes t sm o k e  o f h u n te r’s cam p, 
R oam s th e  m ajestic  b ru te , in  h e rd s th a t  sh ak e  
T h e  e a r th  w ith th u n d e rin g  s tep s— yet he re  I 

m eet
H is a n c ien t foo tp rin ts s tam p ed  beside  th e  pool.

Still th is g re a t so litude is q u ick  w ith  life. 
M yriads o f insects, g au d y  a s  th e  flowers 
T h ey  flutter over, g en tle  q u ad ru p ed s,



A n d  b irds, th a t scarce  h av e  lea rn ed  the  fear o f 
m an ,

A re here, a n d  slid ing  rep tiles o f  th e  g round , 
S ta rtlin g ly  beautifu l. T h e  g racefu l d eer 
B ounds to  th e  w ood at m y  ap p ro ach . T h e  bee, 
A m ore  a d v en tu ro u s  colonist th a n  m an ,
W ith  w hom  he cam e  across th e  eas te rn  deep, 
F ills  th e  sa v a n n as  w ith his m u rm urings,
A n d  h id es h is sw eets, as in  th e  go ld en  age, 
W ith in  th e  hollow  o ak . I lis ten  long 
T o  his dom estic  hu m , a n d  th in k  I h ear 
T h e  so und  o f th a t a d v an c in g  m ultitude  
W hich  soon sha ll fill th ese  deserts . F ro m  the  

g ro u n d
C om es up  th e  lau g h  of ch ild ren , th e  soft voice 
O f m aid en s, an d  th e  sw eet a n d  so lem n  h y m n  
O f S a b b a th  w orshippers. T h e  low o f h e rd s  
B len d s w ith th e  rustlin g  o f  th e  h eav y  g ra in  
O v er th e  d a rk -b ro w n  furrow s. A ll a t o nce  
A fresh er w ind sw eeps by , a n d  b re ak s  m y 

d ream ,
A n d  I am  in th e  w ilderness alone.

T H E  K N IG H T ’S E P IT A P H .

T h is  is th e  ch urch  w hich P isa, g re a t an d  free, 
R e a re d  to  S t. C a th a rin e . H ow  th e  tim e-sta in ed  

w alls,



T h a t ea rth q u ak e s  sh ook  n o t from  th e ir poise, 
a p p ea r

T o  sh iver in  th e  deep  an d  vo lub le  tones 
R o lled  from  th e  o rg an  ! U n d e rn ea th  m y feet 
T h e re  lies th e  lid  o f a  sep u lch ra l vau lt.
T h e  im ag e  o f an  a rm ed  k n ig h t is g rav en  
U pon  it, c lad  in  p erfec t p an o p ly —
C uishes, a n d  greaves, a n d  cu irass, w ith b a rre d  

helm ,
G au n tle ted  h an d , a n d  sw ord, a n d  b lazoned  

shield .
A round , in  G othic ch arac te rs , w orn  d im  
B y feet o f w orsh ippers, a re  tra c e d  h is nam e, 
A n d  b irth , a n d  d ea th , a n d  w ords o f eulogy. 
W h y  sh o u ld  I p o re  u p o n  th em  ? T h is  old tom b, 
T h is  effigy, th e  s tran g e  d isu sed  form  
O f th is  inscrip tion , e loquen tly  show  
H is h isto ry . Let m e clo the in  fitting w ords 
T h e  th o u g h ts  th ey  b rea th e , a n d  fram e  his 

ep itaph .

“  H e  w hose forgo tten  d u st for cen tu ries 
H a s  la in  b e n ea th  th is  stone, was one in  w hom  
A d v en tu re , a n d  e n d u ran ce , a n d  em p rise  
E x alted  th e  m in d ’s faculties a n d  s tru n g  
T h e  b o d y ’s sinew s. B rave  h e  w as in  fight, 
C ourteous in  b a n q u e t, scornfu l o f repose,



A n d  bountiful, a n d  cruel, a n d  devout,
A nd  qu ick  to  draw  th e  sw ord in  p riv a te  feud. 
H e  p u sh ed  h is q u a rre ls  to  th e  d eath , y e t p ray ed  
T h e  sa in ts a s  ferven tly  on  b e n d ed  k n ees 
A s e v e r sh av en  cenob ite . H e  loved  
As fiercely as h e  fought. H e  would h av e  b o rn e  
The m aid  th a t  p leased  him  from  h e r bow er by  

n ight,
T o  h is h ill-castle , as th e  eag le  b ea rs  
H is v ictim  from  th e  fold, a n d  ro lled  th e  rocks 
On his p u rsuers. H e  asp ired  to  see 
H is na tiv e  P isa q u een  an d  a rb itress 
Of cities ; e a rn e s tly  for h e r  h e  ra ised  
H is voice in  council, an d  affron ted  death  
In  battle-field , a n d  c lim bed  th e  g a lley ’s d eck , 
A n d  b ro u g h t th e  c ap tu red  flag o f  G en o a  b ack , 
O r p iled  u p o n  th e  A rn o ’s crow ded  q uay  
T h e  g littering  spoils o f th e  tam e d  S aracen .
H e  w as n o t b o rn  to b rook  th e  s tra n g e r’s yoke, 
B ut w ould h a v e  jo in e d  th e  exiles, th a t w ithdrew  
F o r ever, w hen  th e  F lo ren tin e  b ro k e  in 
T h e  ga tes  o f  Pisa, an d  bore  off the  bo lts 
F o r tro p h ie s— b u t h e  d ied  before  th a t day .

“  H e  lived , th e  im p erso n a tio n  o f an  age 
T h a t  n ev er sh a ll re tu rn . H is  soul o f fire 
W as k in d le d  by  th e  b rea th  o f  th e  rude  tim e



H e  lived in . Now a g e n tle r  race  succeeds, 
S h u d d erin g  a t  b lood  ; th e  effem inate cava lie r, 
T u rn in g  from  th e  rep ro ach es of th e  past,
A n d  from  th e  hopeless fu ture, g ives to  ease, 
A n d  love a n d  m usic, h is inglorious life."

S E V E N T Y -S IX .

W h a t  h ero es from  the w oo d la n d  sprung, 
W h e n , through  th e  fresh  a w a k en ed  la n d ,

T h e  th rilling  cry  o f freedom  ru n g ,
A nd  to  th e  w ork  o f w arfare s tru n g  

T h e  y o e m a n ’s iron  h a n d  !

H ills  flung th e  cry to  h ills around ,
A n d  ocean -m art rep lied  to  m art,

A n d  stream s, w hose springs w ere ye t un found , 
P ea led  fa r aw ay th e  s ta rtlin g  sound  

In to  th e  fo rest’s h eart.

T h en  m arc h ed  th e  b ra v e  from  rocky  steep , 
F rom  m o u n ta in  riv er sw ift a n d  cold ;

T h e  b o rd e rs  of th e  sto rm y deep,
T h e  v a les  w h ere  g a th e re d  w aters sleep,

S en t up th e  strong  a n d  b o ld ,—



S E V E N T Y - S I X .

As if the  very  ea rth  ag a in
G rew  q u ick  w ith G od’s c rea tin g  b rea th , 

A nd , from  th e  sods o f  g rove  a n d  glen, 
R ose ra n k s  o f lio n -h earted  m en  

T o  b a ttle  to th e  dea th .

T h e  wife, w hose b a b e  first sm iled  th a t day, 
T h e  fair fond b rid e  o f yestereve,

A n d  ag ed  sire a n d  m atro n  gray ,
Saw  th e  loved  w arriors h as te  aw ay,

A n d  d eem ed  it sin  to  grieve.

A lread y  h a d  th e  strife b e g u n ;
A lread y  b lood  on  C o n co rd ’s p lain  

A long  th e  sp ring ing  g rass h a d  run ,
A nd b lo o d  h ad  flowed a t L ex ing ton ,

L ike brooks of A pril rain .

T h a t  death -sta in  on th e  v e rn a l sw ard  
H allow ed  to freedom  all th e  sh o re ;

In  frag m en ts  fell th e  y oke  ab h o rred —
T h e  footstep o f a  foreign lo rd  

P ro fan ed  th e  soil no  m ore.



T H E  H U N T E R  O F  T H E  P R A IR IE S .

Ay th is is f re e d o m !— th ese  p u re  skies 
W ere  n ev er s ta ined  w ith v illage sm oke :

T h e  frag ra n t w ind, th a t  th ro u g h  th em  flies,
Is b re a th ed  from  w astes by  p lough  u n b ro k e .

H ere , w ith m y  rifle a n d  m y steed,
A n d  h e r  who left th e  w orld  for m e,

I p la n t m e, w here the  red  d eer feed 
In  th e  g reen  d ese rt— a n d  am  free.

F o r he re  th e  fair sa v a n n as  know  
N o b arrie rs in  the  b loom y g r a s s ;

W h erev er b reeze o f h eav en  m ay  blow ,
O r b eam  of h e av e n  m ay  g lan ce , I pass.

In  p astu res , m easu re less as air,
T h e  b ison is m y nob le  g a m e ;

T h e  b o u n d in g  elk , w hose a n tle rs  tea r  
T h e  b ran ch es, falls before  m y aim .

M ine a re  th e  river-fow l th a t scream
Fro m  th e  lo n g  stripe  o f w aving  s e d g e ;

T h e  bear, th a t  m ark s  m y w eap o n ’s g leam . 
H id es va in ly  in  th e  fo rest’s e d g e ;

In  va in  th e  she-w olf s tan d s a t b a y ;
T h e  b r in d ed  ca tam o u n t, th a t  lies

H ig h  in  th e  bou g h s to w atch  his prey,
E v en  in  th e  a c t o f sp n n g in g , dies.



W ith  w hat free grow th the  elm  a n d  p lan e  
F lin g  th e ir h u g e  a rm s across m y w ay, 

G ray , old, a n d  cu m b ered  with a  tra in  
O f v ines, as huge, a n d  old, an d  g ray  !

F ree  s tray  th e  lucid  s tream s, a n d  find 
No ta in t in  th ese  fresh  law ns a n d  s h a d e s ; 

F ree  sp rin g  th e  flowers th a t scen t th e  w ind 
W h ere  n ev er scy the  h as sw ept the g lades.

A lone th e  F ire , w hen frostw inds sere 
T h e  h eavy  h e rb ag e  o f th e  g ro u n d ,

G athers h is an n u a l h a rv est here,
W ith  ro a rin g  lik e  th e  b a ttle ’s sound,

A n d  h u rry in g  flam es th a t sw eep th e  p la in , 
A nd sm o k e-stream s gush ing  up  th e  sk y :

I m eet th e  flam es with flam es aga in ,
A n d  a t m y door th ey  cow er a n d  die.

M ere, from  dim  woods, th e  a g ed  p a s t 
S p eaks so lem nly  ; an d  I b eh o ld  

T h e  boundless fu tu re  in th e  v ast 
A nd  lonely  river, seaw ard  ro lled .

W ho feeds its founts w ith ra in  a n d  dew  ?
W ho  m oves, I a sk , its g lid ing  m ass,

A nd  tra in s  th e  b o rd e rin g  v ines, w hose b lue  
B right c luste rs tem p t m e  as I p ass  ?



B road  are  th ese  s tream s— m y steed  obeys, 
P lunges, a n d  bears  m e th ro u g h  th e  tide. 

W ide  a re  these  w oods— I th re a d  th e  m aze  
O f g ian t stem s, n o r a sk  a  gu ide.

I h u n t, till d a y ’s las t g lim m er d ies 
O ’e r w oody va le  a n d  g rassy  h e ig h t ;

A nd  k in d  th e  voice a n d  g lad  th e  eyes,
T h a t  w elcom e m y re tu rn  a t n ight.

A  SO N G  O F  P IT C A IR N ’S ISL A N D .

Co m e , ta k e  our b oy , an d  w e w ill go  
B efore  our cab in  d o o r ;

T h e  w inds sha ll b rin g  us, as th ey  blow,
T h e  m u rm u rs o f th e  shore  ;

A n d  we will kiss h is young b lue eyes,
A n d  I w ill sing  h im , as h e  lies,

Songs th a t w ere m ad e  o f yo re  :
I ’ll sing, in  his de lig h ted  ear,
T h e  is lan d  lays thou  lov ’st to hear.

A n d  thou , w hile s tam m erin g  I repeat,
T h y  c o u n try ’s tongue  sh a lt teach  ;

’T is n o t so soft, b u t far m ore  sweet,
T h a n  m y  own n a tiv e  speech  :

F o r thou  no o th e r tongue  d idst know ,

\



W h en , sca rce ly  tw enty  m oons ago, 
U pon  T a h e te ’s beach ,

T h o u  c am ’st to  woo m e to  be  th ine , 
W ith  m an y  a  sp e a k in g  look  a n d  sign.

I knew  th y  m ean in g — thou d id s t p raise  
M y eyes, m y locks o f  j e t ;

A h ! well for m e th ey  w on thy  gaze,—  
B ut th in e  w ere fa ire r y e t !

I ’m  g la d  to  see  m y  in fan t w ear 
T h y  soft b lu e  eyes a n d  su n n y  ha ir,

A n d  w hen  m y sigh t is m et 
B y h is w hite  b row  a n d  b loom ing  cheek , 
I feel a  jo y  I c an n o t speak .

C om e ta lk  o f E u ro p e ’s m aid s  w ith m e, 
W h o se  n e ck s  a n d  cheeks, they  tell, 

O u tsh ine  th e  b e au ty  o f th e  sea.,
W h ite  foam  a n d  crim son  shell.

I ’ll sh ap e  lik e  th e irs  m y sim ple  dress, 
A n d  b in d  lik e  th em  each  je tty  tress,

A  sigh t to  p lease  th ee  w e ll :
A nd  for m y d u sk y  brow  will b ra id  
A  b o n n e t lik e  an  E n g lish  m aid .

Com e, for th e  soft low su n lig h t calls, 
W e lose  th e  p leasan t h ours :

/



’T is  lovelier th a n  these  co ttage  w a lls ,-  
T h a t sea t am o n g  th e  flowers.

A nd  I will lea rn  o f  th ee  a  p ray er,
T o  H im , w ho g a v e  a  ho m e so fair,

A  lot so b lessed  as ou rs—
T h e  G od w ho m ade , for th ee  a n d  m e, 
T h is  sw eet lone  isle  am id  th e  sea .

R IZ P A H .

And lie delivered them into the hands o f the  
Gibeonites, and they hanged them in the h ill be­
fore the hord ; and they fell all seven together, 
and were put to death in the days of the harvest, 
in the first days, in the beginning o f barley- 
harvest.

And Rizpah, the daughter of Aiah, took sack­
cloth, and spread it for her upon the rock, from 
the beginning of harvest until the water dropped 
upon them out of heaven, and suffered neither 
the birds o f the air to rest upon them by day, nor 
the beasts of the field by night.—2 Sam . xxi. 10.

H e a r  w hat th e  d eso la te  R izpah  sa id ,
A s on  G ib eah ’s ro ck s  she  w a tch ed  th e  d ead . 
T h e  sons o f  M ichal b efo re  h e r  lay ,
A n d  h e r  ow n fa ir ch ild ren  d e a re r  th an  t h e y : 
By a  d e a th  o f sh am e  th ey  a ll h a d  d ied ,
A n d  w ere s tre tch ed  on th e  b a re  rock , side  by  

side .
A n d  R izpah, once th e  loveliest o f all



T h a t b loom ed  an d  sm iled  in  th e  co urt o f Sau l, 
All w asted  w ith w a tch ing  a n d  fam ine  now,
A n d  sco rch ed  by  th e  sun  h e r  h a g g a rd  brow , 
Sat, m ourn fu lly  g u a rd in g  th e ir corpses th ere , 
A n d  m u rm u red  a  s tran g e  a n d  so lem n a i r ;
T h e  low, h e a rt-b ro k en , a n d  w ailing  s tra in  
O f a  m o th er th a t m o u rn s h e r  ch ild ren  sla in .

“ I h a v e  m ad e  the  c rags m y  h om e, a n d  sp read  
O n th e ir  d ese rt b ack s  m y sack c lo th  b ed  ;
I h av e  e a ten  th e  b itte r  h e rb  o f th e  rocks,
A nd  d ru n k  th e  m id n ig h t dew  in  m y lo c k s ;
I h av e  w ept till I could  n o t w eep, a n d  th e  p a in  
O f m y  b u rn in g  ey eb a lls  w ent to  m y  b ra in . 
Seven b lac k en e d  corpses before  m e lie,
In  th e  b laze of th e  sun  a n d  th e  w inds o f th e  

sky.
I h av e  w atched  th em  th ro u g h  th e  b u rn in g  d ay  
A n d  d riv en  th e  v u ltu re  a n d  ra v e n  a w a y ;
A n d  th e  c o rm o ran t w heeled  in  circles round, 
Y et feared  to a lig h t on th e  g u a rd ed  g ro u n d . 
A nd, w hen th e  shadow s o f  tw iligh t cam e,
I h av e  seen  th e  h y e n a ’s eyes of flam e,
A n d  h e a rd  a t m y side h is s te a lth y  trea d ,
B ut aye a t m y  shou t th e  sav a g e  f le d :
A n d  I th rew  th e  ligh ted  b ra n d , to  frigh t 
T h e  ja c k a l  a n d  w olf th a t y e lled  in  th e  n igh t.



“ Ye w ere foully m u rd ered , m y  h ap le ss  sons, 
B y the  h a n d s  o f w icked a n d  cruel o nes ;
Y e fell, in  y o u r fresh  a n d  b loom ing  prim e,
A ll inno cen t, for y our fa th e r’s crim e.
H e  sin n ed — b u t h e  p a id  th e  p rice  of h is g u ilt 
W h e n  his b lood  by  a  n am eless h a n d  w as sp ilt;  
W h en  he  strove  w ith th e  h e a th en  host in  va in , 
A n d  fell w ith th e  flower of h is peop le  sla in , 
A n d  th e  scep tre  h is c h ild ren ’s h a n d s  shou id  

sw ay
F ro m  his in ju red  lin eag e  passed  aw ay.

“ B ut I hoped  th a t  th e  co ttage  roo f w ould be  
A  safe  re trea t for m y sons a n d  m e ;
A nd  th a t w hile th ey  rip en ed  to m an h o o d  fast, 
T h ey  should  w ean m y th o u g h ts  from  th e  woes 

o f th e  past.
A n d  m y  bosom  sw elled w ith a  m o th e r’s pride, 
A s th ey  stood in  th e ir b eau ty  a n d  s tren g th  by 

m y side,
T all like  th e ir  sire, w ith th e  p rince ly  g race  
O f h is s ta te ly  form , a n d  th e  b loom  o f h is face.

“ Oh, w hat an  h o u r for a  m o th e r’s heart, 
W h e n  th e  p itiless ruffians tore us a p a r t !
W h en  I c la sp ed  th e ir k n e es  a n d  w ept a n d  

p ray ed .



A n d  strugg led  a n d  sh riek ed  to  H e av e n  for aid , 
A n d  clung  to  m y sons w ith d e sp e ra te  s tren g th . 
T ill th e  m u rd ere rs  loosed  m y h o ld  a t  len g th . 
A n d  bore  m e b rea th less  a n d  fa in t aside,
In  th e ir  iron  arm s, w hile m y ch ild ren  d ied . 
T h ey  d ied — a n d  th e  m o th e r th a t  g av e  th em  

b irth
Is forbid  to  cover th e ir bones w ith ea rth .

“ T h e  b a rle y -h arv e s t was no d d in g  w hite, 
W h en  m y  ch ild ren  d ied  on th e  rocky  heigh t, 
A n d  th e  reap e rs  w ere  sing ing  on hill a n d  p lain , 
W h en  I c am e  to  m y  ta s k  o f sorrow  a n d  pa in . 
B ut now  th e  season  o f ra in  is  n igh ,
T h e  sun  is d im  in  th e  th ick en in g  sky,
A n d  th e  c louds in  th e  sullen  d a rk n ess  rest- 
W h ere  h e  h id es his ligh t a t th e  doors o f the  

west.
I h e a r  th e  how l of th e  w ind  th a t  b rin g s 
T h e  lo n g  d re a r  storm  on  its h eav y  w in g s ;
B ut th e  how ling w ind, a n d  th e  d riv in g  ra in  
W ill b e a t on m y  ho u se less h e a d  in  v a in  :
I shall stay , from  m y  m u rd ered  sons to  scare  
T h e  b eas ts  o f th e  d e se rt a n d  fowls o f  a ir .”



T H E  A R C T IC  L O V E R .

Gone  is the long, long winter night,
Look, m y be lo v ed  one !

H ow  glorious, th ro u g h  his d ep th s o f light* 
R olls th e  m ajestic  sun.

T h e  willows, w aked  from  w in ter’s d ea th .
G ive out a  frag ran ce  lik e  thy  b re a th —  

T h e  su m m er is b eg u n  !

Ay, ’tis th e  long  b r ig h t sum m er d a y : 
H a rk , to  th a t m ig h ty  c rash  !

T h e  lo o sen ed  ice-ridge b re ak s  aw ay—  
T h e  sm itten  w aters flash.

S eaw ard  th e  g litte rin g  m o un ta in  rid es ,
W hile , dow n its g reen  tran s lu c en t sides, 

T h e  foam y to rren ts  d ash .

See, love, m y  b o a t is m oored  for thee ,
By o cean ’s w eedy floor—

T he petre l does n o t sk im  th e  sea  
M ore swiftly th a n  m y oar.

W e’ll go w here, on th e  ro ck y  isles,
H e r  eggs th e  sc ream ing  sea-fow l piles 

B eside th e  p ebb ly  shore.

Or, b id e  thou  w here  th e  poppy  blows, 
W ith  w ind-flow ers frail a n d  fair,



W hile  I, upon  his isle of snow s,
Seek  a n d  defy th e  b ear.

F ierce  th o u g h  h e  be, a n d  huge  o f fram e, 
T h is a rm  his sav ag e  s tren g th  sh a ll tam e, 

A n d  d ra g  h im  from  his la ir.

W h en  crim son  sky  a n d  flam y cloud  
B esp eak  th e  sum m er o ’er,

A nd  th e  d e a d  v a lley s w ear a  sh roud  
O f snow s th a t  m elt no m ore,

I 'l l  bu ild  o f  ice  th y  w in ter hom e,
W ith  g lis ten ing  w alls a n d  g lassy  dom e, 

A n d  sp re ad  w ith sk in s th e  floor.

T h e  w hite fox by  th y  couch  sha ll p la y ;
A n d , from  th e  frozen skies,

T h e  m eteo rs o f a  m im ic d ay  
S h a ll flash  u p o n  th in e  eyes.

A n d  I— for such  th y  vow — m eanw hile  
S h all h e a r  th y  voice  a n d  see  th y  sm ile, 

T ill th a t  lo n g  m id n ig h t flies.



R O M E R O .

W h e n  freedom , from  th e  la n d  o f  Spain , 
By S p a in ’s d eg en e ra te  sons w as d riv en . 

W h o  g av e  th e ir  w illing lim bs again  
T o  w ear th e  ch a in  so la te ly  r iv e n ; 

R om ero  b ro k e  th e  sw ord h e  w o re—
“ Go, faithful b ra n d ,” th e  w arrio r said , 

■'Go, u n d ish o n o red , n e v e r  m ore
T h e  b lood  o f m an  sh a ll m ak e  th ee  r e d ; 
I grieve  for th a t  a lre ad y  sh ed  ;

A n d  I am  sick  a t h e a r t  to  know ,
T h a t  faithful frien d  a n d  n o b le  foe 
H a v e  only  b led  to  m ak e  m ore s tro n g  
T h e  y o k e  th a t  S p a in  h a s  w orn  so long. 
W ea r  it w ho will, in  ab jec t fea r—

I w ear it  n o t w ho h a v e  b een  f r e e ;
T h e  p e rju red  F e rd in a n d  sha ll h ea r 

N o o a th  o f  loyalty  from  m e .”
T h e n , h u n te d  by  th e  h o u n d s o f pow er, 

R om ero  chose a  safe  re treat,
W h ere  b leak  N e v a d a ’s sum m its tow er 

A bove  th e  b eau ty  a t  th e ir  feet.
T h e re  once, w h en  on  h is  cab in  lay  
T h e  crim son  ligh t o f se ttin g  day , 
W h e n  even  on  th e  m o u n ta in ’s b re as t 
T h e  ch a in less w inds w ere  a ll a t  rest, 
A nd  h e  co u ld  h e a r  th e  r iv e r’s flow



F ro m  th e  calm  parad ise  below  ;
W arm ed  w ith h is fo rm er fires ag a in ,
H e  fram ed  th is ru d e  b u t so lem n  stra in .

(

•* H ere  will I m a k e  m y  h o m e— for h e re  a t  
lea s t I see,

U pon th is  w ild S ie rra ’s side, th e  steps o f L ib­
e rty  ;

W h ere  th e  locust ch irps u n sca red  b e n ea th  the  
u n p ru n e d  lim e,

A n d  th e  m erry  b ee  do th  h id e  from  m an  th e  
spoil o f th e  m o u n ta in  th y m e ;

W h e re  th e  p u re  w inds com e a n d  gt>, a n d  th e  
w ild v ine  s tray s a t will,

A n  ou tcast from  th e  h a u n ts  of m en , she  dw ells 
w ith N a tu re  still.

"  I see th e  valleys, S pain  ! w here  th y  m ighty  
rivers ru n ,

A nd th e  h ills th a t lift th y  h a rv ests  an d  v in e ­
y a rd s  to  th e  sun ,

A n d  th e  flocks th a t d r in k  th y  b rooks an d  
sp rin k le  a ll th e  g reen ,

W h ere  lie thy  p la in s, w ith sheep-w alks seam ed , 
a n d  olive sh a d e s  be tw een  :

I see  th y  fig-trees b a sk , w ith th e  fair pom e­
g ra n a te  n ear,



A n d  th e  frag ran ce  o f th y  lem on-g roves can  
a lm o st reach  m e here.

« F a ir— fair— b u t fa llen  Spain  ! ’tis w ith a  
sw elling  heart,

T h a t  I th in k  o n  a ll th o u  m ig h t’st h av e  been, 
a n d  look  a t w h a t thou  a r t ;

B u t th e  strife is over now — an d  a ll th e  good 
a n d  brave,

T h a t  w ould  h a v e  ra ised  th ee  up, a re  g o n t, to  
exile o r th e  g rav e .

T h y  fleeces a re  for m o n k s, th y  g rap es for th e  
co n v en t feast,

A n d  th e  w ealth  of a ll th y  harvest-fields for th e  
p a m p e red  lo rd  a n d  priest.

“  B ut I sh a ll see  th e  d a y — it will com e before  
I die—

I sh a ll see  it in  m y silver h a irs , a n d  w ith an  
ag e-d im m ed  e y e ;—

W hen  th e  sp irit o f th e  la n d  to  liberty  shall 
b ound ,

A s y o n d e r foun tain  leap s aw ay  from  th e  d a rk  
n ess o f th e  g ro u n d  ;

A n d , to  m y m o u n ta in  cell, th e  voices of th e  
free

S h all rise, as from  th e  b e a ten  shore  th e  th u n ­
ders  o f th e  se a .”



M O N U M E N T  M O U N T A IN .

T hou who wouldst see  the lovely  and the wild 
M ingled in harm ony on Nature’s face,
A scend  o u r ro ck y  m o u n ta in s. L et th y  foot 
F a il n o t w ith w eariness, for on th e ir  tops 
T h e  b eau ty  a n d  th e  m ajesty  o f  ea rth ,
S p read  w ide b e n ea th , sha ll m ak e  th ee  to  forget 
T he  steep  a n d  to ilsom e w ay. T h ere , as thou  

s ta n d ’st,
T h e  h a u n ts  o f m en  below  thee , a n d  a ro u n d  
T h e  m o u n ta in  sum m its, th y  e x p an d in g  h e a rt 
Sha ll feel a  k in d re d  w ith th a t  loftier w orld 
T o  w hich thou  a r t  tran s la ted , a n d  p a rta k e  
T h e  en la rg em e n t o f th y  vision. T h o u  sh a lt 

look
U pon  th e  g re en  a n d  ro lling  forest tops,
A n d  dow n in to  th e  secre ts o f th e  g lens,
A n d  stream s, th a t w ith th e ir  b o rd e rin g  th ick e ts  

strive
T o  h id e  th e ir  w indings. T h o u  sh a lt gaze, a t  

once,
H e re  on  w hite  v illages, a n d  tilth , a n d  h e rd s , 
A n d  sw arm in g  ro ad s, a n d  th e re  on so litudes 
T h a t  on ly  h e a r  th e  to rren t, a n d  th e  w ind,
A n d  e ag le ’s sh riek . T h ere  is a  p recip ice  
T h a t  seem s a  frag m en t o f som e m igh ty  wall, 
B uilt b y  th e  h a n d  th a t  fash io n ed  th e  o ld  w orld,



T o se p a ra te  its n a tions, a n d  th ro w n  dow n 
W h en  th e  flood d ro w n ed  th em . T o  th e  n o rth  

a  p a th
C o nducts you up  th e  narrow  b a ttlem en t.
S teep  is th e  w estern  side, sh ag g y  a n d  wild 
W ith  m ossy  trees, a n d  p in n ac les  o f  Hint,
A n d  m a n y  a  h a n g in g  crag . B ut, to  th e  east, 
S heer to  th e  v a le  go dow n th e  b a re  o ld  cliffs, 
H u g e  p illa rs, th a t  in  m id d le  h e av e n  u p b ear 
T h e ir  w eath e r-b ea ten  cap itals, h e re  d a rk  
W ith  th e  th ic k  m oss o f cen tu ries , an d  there  
O f ch a lk y  w h iteness w h ere  th e  th u n d erb o lt 
H a s  sp lin te red  th em . I t is a  fearfu l th in g  
T o  s ta n d  upon  the  b eetling  verge, an d  see 
W h ere  sto rm  a n d  lig h tn in g , from  th a t h u g e  

w all,
H a v e  tu m b led  dow n v ast b locks, a n d  a t th e  

b ase
D ash ed  th em  in fragm en ts , an d  to lay  th in e  e a r  
O ver th e  dizzy d ep th , a n d  h e a r  th e  sound  
O f w inds, th a t  stru g g le  w ith th e  w oods below , 
C om e up  lik e  o cean  m urm urs. B ut th e  scene 
Is lovely  ro u n d  ; a  beau tifu l r iv e r there  
W a n d e rs  am id  th e  fresh  a n d  fertile  m eads.
T h e  p a rad ise  h e  m ad e  u n to  him self.
M in ing  th e  soil for ages. O n each  s»de 
T h e  fields sw ell u p w ard  to  th e  h ills ; beyond ,



A bove th e  hills, in  th e  b lue  d istance, rise 
T h e  m igh ty  co lum ns w ith w hich  earth  props 

h eaven .

T h e re  is a  ta le  ab o u t these  g ra y  o ld  rocks,
A sad  trad ition  of u n h a p p y  love
A n d  sorrow s b o rn e  a n d  en d ed , long  ago,
W h e n  over th ese  fair va les  th e  sav ag e  sought 
H is g am e in  th e  th ick  w oods. T h ere  w as a  

m aid ,
T h e  fa irest o f th e  In d ian  m aids, b righ t-eyed , 
W ith  w ealth  of ra v en  tresses, a  ligh t form ,
A n d  a  g ay  h eart. A bout h e r cab in  door 
T h e  w ide o ld  w oods reso u n d ed  w ith h e r song  
A n d  fa iry  lau g h te r  a ll th e  su m m er d ay .
She lo v ed  h e r  cousin ; such  a  love w as deem ed, 
B y th e  m o rality  o f th o se  s te rn  tribes, 
Incestuous, a n d  she stru g g led  h a rd  a n d  long  
A g a in st h e r  love, a n d  reaso n ed  w ith h e r  h ea rt, 
A s s im ple  In d ia n  m aid en  m igh t. In  va in . 
T h en  h e r  eye lost its lustre , an d  h e r  step 
Its lig h tn ess , a n d  th e  g ray  o ld  m en  th a t p assed  
H e r  dw elling , w o n d ered  th a t they  h e a rd  no m ore 
T h e  accu sto m ed  song  a n d  lau g h  o f her, w hose 

looks
W ere like  th e  cheerfu l sm ile of Spring , th ey  

sa id ,



U pon th e  W in te r  of th e ir age. She w ent 
T o  w eep w h ere  no ey e  saw, a n d  w as no t found 
W h en  a ll th e  m erry  g irls w ere  m et to  dan ce , 
A nd  a ll th e  h u n te rs  o f th e  trib e  w ere o u t ;
N o r w hen th ey  g a th e red  from  th e  rustling  hu sk  
T h e  sh in ing  e a r ; n o r w hen , by  th e  r iv e r’s side. 
T hey p u lled  th e  g rap e  a n d  sta rtle d  th e  wild 

sh ad es
W ith  so u n d s o f m irth . T h e  k een -ey ed  Ind ian  

dam es
W o u ld  w hisper to  each  o th er, as th ey  saw  
H e r  w asting  form , a n d  say , t h e  g i r l  w i l l  d i e .

O ne d ay  in to  th e  bosom  of a  friend,
A p lay m a te  o f h e r  you n g  a n d  in n o cen t years, 
S h e  p o u red  h e r  griefs. “ T hou  k n o w ’st, a n d  

thou  a lo n e ,”
She  sa id , “  for I h a v e  to ld  thee, a ll m y love, 
A n d  gu ilt, a n d  sorrow . I am  sick  o f life.
A ll n ig h t I w eep in  d a rk n ess , a n d  th e  m o rn  
G lares on m e, as upon  a  th in g  accu rsed ,
T h a t  h a s  no  b u siness on  th e  ea rth . I h a te  
T h e  pastim es a n d  th e  p lea sa n t toils th a t  o n ce  
I lo v e d ; th e  cheerfu l voices o f m y friends 
H a v e  a n  u n n a tu ra l h o rro r in  m in e  ear.
In  d ream s m y  m other, from  th e  lan d  o f souls, 
C alls m e  a n d  chides m e. A ll th a t  look  on  m e 
D o seem  to  know  m y s h a m e ; I c an n o t b e a r



T h eir  e y e s ; I c an n o t from  m y h e a r t roo t out 
T h e  íove Ih a t w rings it so, a n d  I m u st d ie .”

It was a  sum m er m o rn ing , a n d  th ey  w ent 
T o  th is o ld  precip ice . A b o u t th e  cliffs 
L ay g a rlan d s, e a rs  of m aize, a n d  sh ag g y  sk in s 
O f w olf a n d  b ear, th e  offerings o f th e  tribe  
H ere  m a d e to  th e  G re a t Spirit, for th ey  d eem ed , 
L ike w orsh ippers o f th e  e ld e r tim e, th a t  G od 
D o th  w alk  on  th e  h ig h  p laces a n d  affect 
T h e  ea rth -o ’erlook ing  m o u n ta in s. S he h a d  on  
T h e  o rn a m e n ts  w ith w hich  h e r fa th e r loved  
T o  d eck  th e  b eau ty  of h is b rig h t-ey ed  girl,
A nd  b a d e  h e r  w ear w hen  s tra n g e r  w arrio rs 

cam e
To be  h is guests. H e re  th e  friends sa t th em  

dow n,
A n d  san g , a ll day , old songs of love  a n d  d ea th , 
A n d  d eck ed  th e  poor w an  v ic tim ’s h a ir  w ith 

flowers,
A n d  p ray ed  th a t  safe a n d  swift m ig h t be  her 

w ay
T o th e  calm  w orld  of sunsh ine , w h ere  no  grief 
M akes th e  h e a rt h eav y  a n d  th e  eyelid s red . 
B eautiful lay  th e  reg ion  o f h e r  tribe  
Below  h e r— w aters restin g  in  th e  e m b race  
Of th e  w ide forest, a n d  m aize-p lan ted  g lad es



O p en ing  am id  th e  leafy w ilderness.
She  gazed  upon  it long, a n d  a t th e  sight 
O f h e r  ow n v illage  p eep in g  th ro u g h  th e  tree j. 
A n d  h e r  ow n dw elling , a n d  th e  cab in  ro o f 
O f him  sh e  lo v ed  w ith a n  unlaw ful love,
A nd  cam e to  die for, a  w arm  gu sh  o f tea rs  
R a n  from  h e r eyes. B ut w hen th e  sun  grew  

low
A n d  th e  h ill shadow s long, she th rew  h e rse lf 
F ro m  th e  steep  ro ck  a n d  perished . T h e re  w as 

scooped,
U p o n  th e  m o u n ta in ’s so u th e rn  slope, a  g r a v e ; 
A n d  th e re  th e y  la id  her, in  th e  very  g a rb  
W ith  w hich th e  m aid en  d eck ed  h e rse lf  for 

d e a th
W ith  th e  sam e w ithering  w ild flowers in  h e r 

ha ir.
A n d  o ’er th e  m ou ld  th a t  cov ered  her, th e  tribe  
B uilt up  a  sim ple m on u m en t, a  cone 
O f sm all loose stones. T h encefo rw ard , all 

w ho p assed ,
H u n te r , a n d  dam e, a n d  virg in , laid  a  stone 
In  silence on th e  pile. I t  s ta n d s  th ere  yet.
A n d  In d ian s  from  th e  d is tan t W est, w ho com e 
T o  visit w here  th e ir  fa th e rs ’ b ones a re  laid,
Y et te ll th e  sorrow ful ta le , an d  to  th is d ay  
T h e  m o u n ta in  w here  th e  h ap less  m aid en  d ied  
Is ca lled  th e  M oun ta in  o f th e  M onum ent.



SO NG O F  M A R IO N ’S M E N .

O u r  b a n d  is few, b u t tru e  an d  tried , 
O ur lea d e r f ran k  a n d  b o ld  ;

T h e  B ritish  so ld ier trem bles 
W h en  M arion ’s n am e is to ld .

O ur fortress is th e  good  greenw ood,
O ur ten t th e  cypress-tree  ;

W e k now  th e  forest ro u n d  us,
A s seam en  know  th e  sea.

W e know  its  w alls o f th o rn y  vines,
Its g lad es  o f reed y  g rass,

I ts  safe a n d  silen t is lan d s 
W ith in  th e  d a rk  m orass.

W oe to th e  E n g lish  so ld iery  
T h a t little  d re ad  us n e a r  !

O n th em  sh a ll ligh t a t m id n ig h t 
A stra n g e  a n d  su d d en  f e a r :

W h en  w ak ing  to  th e ir ten ts  on fire 
T h ey  g ra sp  th e ir a rm s in  v a in ,

A n d  they  w ho s ta n d  to face us 
A re  b e a t to  e a rth  ag a in  ;

A n d  th ey  w ho fly in  te rro r d eem  
A  m igh ty  h o st b eh in d ,

A n d  h e a r th e  tram p  o f th o u sa n d s  
U pon  th e  hollow  w ind.



T h e n  sw eet th e  h o u r th a t  b rin g s re lease  
F ro m  d an g er a n d  from to i l :

W e  ta lk  th e  b a ttle  over,
A n d  sh a re  th e  b a ttle ’s spoil.

T h e  w oodland  rings w ith laugh  a n d  shout, 
A s if  a  h u n t  w ere up,

A n d  w oodland  flowers a re  g a th e red  
T o  crow n th e  so ld ier’s cup.

W ith  m erry  songs we m ock th e  w ind 
T h a t  in  th e  p ine-top  grieves,

A n d  s lu m b er lo n g  a n d  sw eetly ,
On b eds o f o ak en  leaves.

W ell know s the  fair an d  friend ly  m oon 
T h e  b a n d  th a t M arion  lead s—

T h e  g litte r o f th e ir rifles,
T h e  scam p erin g  of th e ir steeds.

’T is life our fiery b a rb s to gu ide 
A cross th e  m oon ligh t p la in s ;

’T is life to feel th e  n ight-w ind 
T h a t  lifts their tossing  m an es.

A  m o m en t in  th e  B ritish  c am p —
A  m o m en t— an d  aw ay 

B ack  to th e  p a th le ss  forest,
B efore th e  peep  o f day .

G rave  m en  th e re  a re  by  b ro ad  Santee , 
G rave  m en  with h o a ry  hairs,



T h eir  h ea rts  a re  a ll w ith M arion,
F o r  M arion  a re  th e ir p rayers.

A n d  lovely  lad ies g re e t o u r b an d , 
W ith  k in d lie st w elcom ing,

W ith  sm iles like  those  o f sum m er, 
A n d  tea rs  lik e  th o se  o f spring .

F o r  th em  we w ear th e se  trifsty  arm s, 
A n d  lay  th em  dow n no m ore 

T ill we h a v e  d riv en  th e  B riton, 
F o rev e r from  o ur shore.

T H E  D IS IN T E R R E D  W A R R IO R .

G a t h e r  him  to his g ra v e  ag a in  
A nd  so lem nly  a n d  softly lay,

B en ea th  th e  v e rd u re  o f  th e  p la in ,
T h e  w arrio r’s sca tte red  bones aw ay .

P ay  th e  deep  rev eren ce , tau g h t o f old,
T h e  h o m ag e  o f m a n ’s h e a r t to  d e a th ;

N or d a re  to trifle w ith th e  m o u ld
O nce hallow ed  by  th e  A lm ig h ty ’s b reath .

T h e  soul h a th  q u ick en ed  every  p a r t—
T h a t  re m n a n t o f a  m artia l brow ,

T h o se  ribs th a t h e ld  th e  m igh ty  h e a rt,
T h a t  s tro n g  a rm — strong  no lon g er now.



S pare  them , e ac h  m o u ld erin g  relic spare , 
O f G od’s ow n im a g e ; le t th em  rest, 

T ill n o t a  trace  sh a ll sp e a k  o f w here 
T h e  awful likeness w as im pressed .

F o r h e  w as fresh er from  th e  h a n d
T h a t  fo rm ed of ea rth  th e  h u m an  face, 

A n d  to th e  e lem en ts  d id  s tan d  
In  n e a re r  k in d red  th a n  our race .

In  m an y  a  flood to  m ad n ess tossed,
In  m an y  a  storm  h as b e en  h is p a t h ; 

H e  h id  h im  n o t from  h e a t o r frost,
B ut m et th em , a n d  defied  th e ir w ra th .

T h e n  they  w ere k in d — th e  forests here , 
R ivers, a n d  s tille r w aters pa id  

A  trib u te  to  th e  n e t a n d  spear 
O f th e  re d  ru le r  o f th e  sh ad e .

F ru its  o n  th e  w ood land  b ra n c h e s  lay , 
R oots in  th e  sh a d e d  soil below ,

The stars looked forth to teach his way, 
The still earth warned him of the foe.

A noble race ! but they are gone,
With their old forests wide and deep, 

And we have built our homes upon 
Fields where their generations sleep.



T h eir  foun tains s lak e  our th irs t a t noon , 
U pon th e ir  fields ou r h a rv est w aves, 

O ur lovers woo b e n ea th  th e ir m o o n —
A h, le t us spare, a t  least, th e ir  g rav es I

T H E  H U R R IC A N E .

Lord of the winds ! I feel thee nigh,
I know  th y  b re a th  in th e  b u rn in g  s k y !
A nd I wait, w ith a  th rill in  ev ery  vein ,
F o r th e  com ing  of th e  h u rrican e  !

A nd l o ! on th e  w ing of th e  h e av y  gales, 
T h ro u g h  th e  bo u n d less  a rch  of h e av e n  h e  

s a i ls ;
S ilent, a n d  slow, a n d  te rrib ly  strong,
T h e  m igh ty  shadow  is b o rn e  a long ,
L ike th e  d a rk  e te rn ity  to  com e ;
W hile  th e  w orld below , d ism ayed  a n d  dum b, 
T h ro u g h  th e  calm  of th e  th ick  ho t a tm osphere  
Looks up  a t its g loom y folds w ith fear.

T h ey  d a rk en  fa st— and  th e  go lden  b laze  
O f th e  sun is q u e n ch e d  in  th e  lurid  haze,
A n d  he  sen d s  th ro u g h  th e  sh a d e  a  fu n era l 

ra y —
A g la re  th a t  is n e ith e r n ig h t n o r day ,
A beam  th a t  touches, with hues o f d ea th .



T he clouds above an d  the  ea rth  b e n ea th .
T o  its covert g lides th e  silen t bird ,
W h ile  th e  h u rrica n e ’s d is tan t voice is h e a rd , 
U plifted  am o n g  th e  m o u n ta in s round ,
A nd th e  forests h e a r an d  answ er th e  sound.

H e  is com e ! he  is com e ! do ye not beho ld  
H is  am ple  robes on  the  w ind unro lled  ?
G ian t o f a ir ! we b id  th ee  h a i l !—
H ow  his g ray  sk irts  toss in th e  w hirling  g a l e ; 
H ow  his huge  a n d  w rith ing  arm s a re  ben t,
T o  c lasp  th e  zone o f th e  firm am ent,
A n d  fold, a t leng th , in th e ir d a rk  em brace, 
F ro m  m o u n ta in  to m o un ta in  th e  v isib le space.

D a rk e r— still d a rk e r  ! th e  w hirlw inds b ear 
T h e  d u st of th e  p lains to th e  m idd le  a i r :
A n d  h a rk  to th e  c rash in g , lo n g  a n d  loud,
O f th e  chario t o f G od in th e  th u n d e r-c lo u d ! 
You m ay  trace  its p a th  by th e  flashes th a t sta rt 
F ro m  the  rap id  w heels w h e re ’e r th ey  d a rt,
A s th e  fire-bolts leap  to  th e  w orld below ,
A n d  flood th e  skies w ith a  lu rid  glow.

W h a t ro a r  is th a t ?— ’tis th e  ra in  th a t b re ak s  
In  to rren ts  aw ay from  th e  a iry  lakes,
H eav ily  p oured  on th e  sh u d d e rin g  ground ,
A n d  sh ed d in g  a  n am eless  h o rro r ro u n d .
Ah ! w ell-know n woods, a n d  m o u n ta in s, an d  

»kies,



W ith  th e  very  c louds !— ye a re  lo st to  m y eyes. 
I seek  ye vain ly , a n d  see in  y o u r p lace  
T h e  shadow y tem p est th a t sw eeps th ro u g h  

space,
A w hirling  ocean  th a t  fills th e  wall 
O f th e  c rysta l h e av e n  a n d  bu ries all.
And I, cut off from  th e  w orld , rem ain  
A lone w ith the  te rrib le  h u rrican e .

“ O H  F A IR E S T  O F  T H E  R U R A L  

M A ID S .”

O h fa irest o f th e  ru ra l m aids !
T h y  b irth  w as in  th e  forest sh ad es  ;
G reen  boughs, a n d  g lim pses o f th e  sky, 
W ere  a ll th a t m et th y  in fan t eye.

T h y  sports, th y  w an d erin g s, w hen  a  child . 
W ere  e v e r in  th e  sy lv an  w ild ;
A n d  all th e  b e au ty  o f th e  p lace ,
Is in th y  h e a r t  a n d  on thy  face.

T h e  tw iligh t o f  th e  trees a n d  rocks 
Is in  th e  lig h t sh ad e  o f th y  lo c k s ;
T h y  step  is as th e  w ind, th a t w eaves 
Its p lay fu l w ay am o n g  th e  leaves. 

a



T h y  eyes a re  sp rings, in  w hose se ren e  
A n d  silen t w aters h e av e n  is seen  ;
T h e ir  lash es a re  th e  h e rb s th a t  look 
On th e ir y o u n g  figures in  th e  b rook .

T h e  forest dep ths, by  foot unpressed ,
A re n o t m ore sin less th a n  th y  b r e a s t ;
T h e  ho ly  peace  th a t fills th e  a ir 
O f those  calm  so litudes is there .

IN S C R IP T IO N  F O R  T H E  E N T R A N C E  

T O  A W O O D .

S t r a n g e r , if  thou h a s t le a rn ed  a  tru th  
w hich  needs 

No school of long  experience, th a t  th e  w orld 
Is full o f g u ilt a n d  m isery , a n d  has seen  
E n o u g h  of a ll its sorrow s, crim es, a n d  cares,
T o  tire  th ee  o f it, en te r  th is w ild wood 
A n d  view  th e  h a u n ts  o f N atu re . T h e  calm  

sh ad e
S h a ll b rin g  a  k in d red  calm , a n d  th e  sw eet 

b reeze
T h a t  m ak es th e  g reen  leav es d ance , sha ll waft 

a  b a lm
T o th y  sick h e a rt. T h o u  wilt find n o th ing  h e re  
O f a ll th a t p a in ed  th ee  in th e  h a u n ts  o f m en



A n d  m ad e  th ee  lo a th e  thy  life. T h e  p rim al 
cu rse

Fell, it is true , up o n  th e  u n sin n in g  earth ,
B ut no t in  v en g ean ce . G od h a th  y o k ed  to 

G uilt
H e r p a le  to rm en to r, M isery. H e n ce  these  

shad es
A re  still th e  ab o d es of g lad n e ss  ; th e  th ick  roof 
O f g reen  a n d  stirrin g  b ra n ch e s  is a live  
A n d  m usica l w ith b irds, th a t  s in g  a n d  sport 
In  w an to n n ess o f  s p ir i t ; w hile  below  
T h e  squ irre l, with ra ised  paw s a n d  form  erect, 
C h irps m errily . T h ro n g s  of insects in  the  

sh ad e
T ry  th e ir th in  w ings a n d  d a n ce  in  th e  w arm  

beam
T h a t w ak ed  th em  in to  life. E v en  th e  g reen  

trees
P a rtak e  th e  d eep  c o n te n tm e n t; as th ey  b e n d  
T o  th e  soft w inds, th e  su n  from  th e  b lu e  sky  

» Looks in  a n d  sheds a  b lessing  on th e  scene. 
S ca rce  less th e  c left-born  w ild-flow er seem s to 

en jo y
E x is ten ce , th a n  th e  w inged  p lu n d ere r 
T h a t  su ck s its sw eets. T h e  m assy  ro ck s them« 

selves,



A n d  th e  old a n d  p o n d ero u s tru n k s  o f p ro s tra te  
trees

T h a t  lead  from  k n o ll to  k n o ll a  causey  ru d e  
O r b rid g e  th e  su n k en  brook , a n d  th e ir d a rk  

roots,
W ith  a ll their e a rth  upon them , tw isting  h igh , 
B rea th ed  fixed tran q u illity . T h e  rivu le t 
S en d s forth  g lad  sounds, a n d  tr ip p in g  o ’er its 

bed
O f p ebb ly  san d s , o r  leap ing  dow n th e  rocks, 
Seem s, w ith con tinuous lau gh ter, to rejo ice 
In  its ow n be ing . Softly trea d  th e  m arge,
L est from  h e r  m idw ay p e rch  thou  sca re  th e  

w ren
T h a t  d ips h e r  bill in  w ater. T h e  cool wind, 
T h a t  stirs th e  s tream  in  p lay , sha ll com e to  

thee,
L ike o ne  th a t  loves th ee  n o r will le t th ee  p ass  
U n g reeted , a n d  sha ll give its ligh t em brace .

T O  A  M O SQ U IT O .

F a ir  in s e c t ! th a t, w ith th rea d lik e  legs sp read  
out,

A n d  b lo o d -ex trac tin g  b ill a n d  filmy wing, 
D ost m u rm u r, a s  th o u  slowly sa il’st about,



In  pitiless ears full m any  a  p la in tiv e  th ing , 
A n d  tell how little  o u r la rg e  ve ins shou ld  b leed , 
W o u ld  we b u t y ield  th em  to th y  b itte r need.

U nw illingly, I own, a n d , w hat is worse,
F u ll ang rily , m en  h eark en  to  thy  p la in t, 

T h o u  g e tte s t m an y  a  b ru sh , an d  m an y  a  curse. 
F o r  say in g  thou  a rt g aun t, a n d  sta rv ed , an d  

f a in t ;
E v en  th e  old beggar, w hile he  ask s for food, 
W o u ld  kill thee , h ap less s tran g er, if  he  cou ld ,

I call th ee  s tran g er, for th e  tow n, I ween,
H a s  not the  h o nor o f so p ro u d  a  b irth ,

T hou  com ’st from  Je rsey  m eadow s, fresh a n d  
green ,

T h e  offspring o f th e  gods, though  b orn  on 
e a r th ;

F o r T ita n  was th y  sire, a n d  fa ir w as she,
T h e  ocean  n ym ph , th a t nu rsed  thy  in fancy .

B en ea th  the  rush es was th y  c rad le  sw ung,
A n d  w hen , a t len g th , th y  gauzy w ings grew  

strong ,
A b ro ad  to  g en tle  airs th e ir folds w ere flung, 

R ose in  th e  sky  a n d  bo re  th ee  soft a lo n g : 
T h e  south  w ind b re a th ed  to  w aft th ee  on  thy  

way,



A n d  d a n ce d  a n d  sh one  b e n ea th  th e  billow y 
bay .

A n d  calm , afar, th e  city sp ires a ro se ,—
T h en c e  d id st th o u  h e a r  th e  d is tan t h u m  of 

m en ,
A nd  as its g ra tefu l odors m et th y  nose ,

D id st seem  to sm ell thy  n a tiv e  m arsh  a g a in  ; 
F a ir  lay  its c row ded  streets, a n d  a t th e  sigh t 
T h y  tin y  songs grew  sh rille r with deligh t.

A t len g th  th y  p in ions flu ttered  in  B roadw ay—  
A h, th e re  w ere fairy steps, a n d  w hite n eck s 

k issed
By w an ton  airs, a n d  eyes w hose k illin g  ray  

Shone  th ro u g h  th e  snow y veils lik e  s ta rs  
th ro u g h  m is t ;

A n d  fresh  as m orn , on m an y  a  ch eek  a n d  ch in , 
B loom ed th e  b rig h t b lo o d  th ro u g h  th e  t ra n s ­

p a re n t sk in .

O h, th ese  w ere sigh ts to  touch  an  an ch o rite  !
W h a t ! do I h e a r th y  slen d er voice  co m p la in  ? 

T h o u  w ailest, w hen  I ta lk  o f b e au ty ’s ligh t,
As if  it b ro u g h t th e  m em ory  o f p a in  :

T h o u  a r t  a  w ayw ard  being— w ell— com e near, 
A n d  p our th y  ta le  o f sorrow  in  m y ear.



W h at sa y ’st th o u — sla n d e re r !— rouge m ak es 
th ee  sick  ?

A n d  C h in a  b loom  a t b e st is so rry  food ?
A nd R o w lan d ’s K alydor, if  la id  on th ick , 

P o isons the  th irs ty  w re tch  th a t b o res for 
b lood  ?

G o ! ’tw as a  ju s t  rew ard  th a t m et th y  crim e—  
B ut sh u n  th e  sac rileg e  a n o th e r tim e.

T h a t bloom  w as m ad e  to look at, no t to touch, 
T o  w orship , n o t ap p ro ach , th a t ra d ia n t w hite  ; 

A n d  well m ig h t su d d e n  v e n g ean ce  ligh t on such  
A s d a red , like  thee , m ost im piously  to  bite. 

T h o u  sh o u ldst h av e  gazed  a t d is tan ce  a n d  a d ­
m ired ,

M urm ured  th y  ad o ra tio n  a n d  re tired .

T h o u ’rt w elcom e to th e  to w n — b u t w hy com e 
h ere

T o b leed  a  b ro th e r poet, g a u n t like th ee  ?
A la s ! th e  little  blood I h av e  is dear,

A n d  th in  will be  th e  b a n q u e t d raw n  from  m e. 
L ook ro u n d — th e  p a le -ey ed  sisters in  m y  cell, 
T h y  o ld  acq u a in tan ce , Song a n d  F am in e , dwell.

T ry  som e p lum p a ld e rm an , a n d  suck  the  b lood 
E n ric h e d  by  gen ero u s w ine an d  costly  m e a t:



On well-filled skins, sleek  as th y  na tiv e  m ud, 
F ix  thy  ligh t p u m p  an d  p ress th y  freck led

f e e t :
Go to  th e  m en  for w hom , in  ocean  s h a lls ,
T h e  oyster b reed s, a n d  th e  g reen  tu rtle  spraw ls.

T h e re  corks a re  d raw n , a n d  th e  red  v in ta g e  
flows

T o  fill th e  sw elling  ve ins for thee , a n d  now 
T h e  ru d d y  ch eek  an d  now the  ru d d ier nose 

Shall tem p t thee , as thou  flittest ro u n d  the  
b ro w ;

A nd , w hen  th e  h o u r of sleep  its qu iet b rings, 
No a n g ry  h a n d  sh a ll rise to b ru sh  th y  w ings.

“ I B R O K E  T H E  S P E L L  T H A T  H E L D  

M E  L O N G .”

I b r o k e  th e  sp e ll that h e ld  m e lon g ,
T h e  dear, d e a r w itchery  o f song.
I sa id , th e  p o e t’s id le  lore
S h a ll w aste  m y  p rim e  o f years  no  m ore,
F o r Poetry , th ough  h e av en ly  bo rn ,
C onsorts w ith p overty  a n d  scorn .

I b ro k e  th e  spe ll— n o r d eem ed  its pow er 
C ould fe tter m e a n o th e r hour.



Ah, th o u g h tless  ! how  could  I forget 
Its causes w ere  a ro u n d  m e yet ?
F o r w hereso’er I looked , th e  while,
W as N a tu re ’s ev erlas tin g  sm ile.

Still cam e a n d  lingered  on m y sigh t 
O f flowers a n d  s tream s th e  b loom  a n d  light. 
A n d  glory  o f th e  s ta rs  a n d  su n  ;—
A n d  these  a n d  poe try  a re  one.
T h ey , e re  th e  w orld h a d  h e ld  m e long, 
R eca lled  m e to th e  love o f song.

T H E  C O N JU N C T IO N  O F  JU P IT E R  A N D  

V E N U S.

I w o u l d  n o t a lw a y s reason . T h e  straight 
p ath

W earies  us w ith its n ev er-v a ry in g  lines,
A n d  we grow  m elancho ly . I w ould m ak e  
R eason  m y  gu ide, b u t sh e  sho u ld  som etim es sit 
Patien tly  b y  th e  w ay-side, w hile I traced  
T he  m azes o f the  p lea sa n t w ilderness 
g ro u n d  m e. S he sho u ld  b e  m y counsellor,
But n o t m y ty ran t. F o r  th e  spirit n eeds 
Im pu lses from  a  d eep e r source th a n  hers,
A n d  th e re  a re  m otions, in  the  m in d  o f m an , 
T h a t  she m ust look upon  w ith aw e. I bow



R ev eren tly  to h e r d ic ta tes, b u t not less 
H o ld  to  th e  fair illusions o f o ld  tim e—
Illusions th a t  sh ed  b rig h tn ess o v er life,
A n d  g lory  over n a tu re . Look, ev en  now, 
W here  two b rig h t p lan e ts  in  th e  tw ilight m eet, 
U pon  th e  saffron h eav en ,— th e  im perial s ta r  
O f Jove, an d  she  th a t from  h e r  ra d ia n t u rn  
Pours forth  th e  ligh t of love. Let m e  be lieve, 
A w hile, th a t  th ey  are  m et for e n d s  o f  good, 
A m id th e  ev en in g  g lory , to  confer 
O f m en  a n d  their affairs, a n d  to  shed  down 
K ind  influence. L o ! th e ir o rbs b u rn  m ore 

b rig h t,
A n d  sh a k e  out softer fires ! T h e  g rea t earth  

feels
T h e  g lad n ess an d  th e  qu iet o f th e  tim e.
M eek ly  th e  m igh ty  river, th a t  infolds 
T h is m igh ty  city, sm oo ths his front, a n d  far 
G litters a n d  b u rn s  e v en  to th e  ro ck y  base  
O f th e  d a rk  he ig h ts th a t  b o u n d  him  to th e  

W e s t ;
A nd a  d eep  m u rm u r, from  th e  m an y  streets, 
R ises like  a  th an k sg iv in g . P u t we h en ce  
D a rk  a n d  sad  th o u g h ts  aw hile— th e re ’s tim e 

for th em
H erea fte r— on th e  m orrow  we will m eet,
W ith  m elan ch o ly  looks, to  tell our griefs,



A n d  m ak e  each  o th er w re tc h e d ; this calm  
hour,

T h is ba lm y , b lessed  even ing , we will give 
To cheerfu l hopes a n d  d ream s o f h ap p y  days, 
B orn  o f th e  m eeting  of those  glorious stars.

E n o u g h  o f d ro u g h t h a s  p a rch e d  th e  year, 
a n d  sca red

T h e  la n d  with d read  of fam ine. A u tum n, yet, 
Shall m ak e  m en  g lad  w ith u n ex p ec ted  fruits. 
T h e  dog-sta r sh a ll sh in e  h a rm less ; g en ia l d ays 
Shall softly g lide aw ay in to  th e  k een  
A n d  w holesom e cold  o f w in te r ; h e  th a t  fears 
T h e  pestilence, sh a ll gaze on th o se  pu re  beam s, 
A n d  b rea th e , w ith confidence, th e  quiet air.

E m b lem s of pow er a n d  b e a u ty ! well m ay  
they

S h ine  b rig h test on ou r bo rders , a n d  w ithdraw  
T ow ard  th e  g re a t Pacific, m ark in g  out 
T h e  p a th  o f em pire . T hus, in  our own lan d , 
E re lo n g , th e  b e tte r  G enius o f our race ,
H a v in g  en co m p assed  earth , a n d  tam e d  its 

tribes,
S h all sit h im  dow n b e n ea th  th e  fa rth est W est, 
By th e  shore  o f  th a t c a lm  ocean , a n d  look  b ack  
O n rea lm s m ad e  h appy .



L ight th e  n u p tia l torch ,
A n d  say  th e  g lad , yet so lem n  rite, th a t kn its  
T h e  y ou th  a n d  m aid en . H ap p y  d ay s to  th em  
T h a t  w ed th is even ing  !— a long  life o f love, 
A nd  b lo om ing  sons a n d  d au g h te rs  ! H ap p y  

they
B orn  a t th is ho u r,— for th ey  sh a ll see an  age 
W h ite r an d  holier th a n  th e  past, a n d  go 
L ate  to  th e ir g rav es. M en shall w ear softer 

h earts ,
A n d  sh u d d e r a t th e  bu tch eries  of war,
As now  at o th er m urd ers .

H ap less  G reece !
E n o u g h  of b lood  h a s  w et th y  rocks, an d  

s ta ined
T h y  rivers ; deep  en o u g h  th y  ch a in s h a v e  w orn 
T h e ir  lin k s in to  th y  flesh ; th e  sacrifice 
O f th y  p u re  m aid en s, a n d  th y  in n o cen t b ab es , 
A n d  re v e re n d  p riests, h a s  ex p ia ted  a ll 
T h y  crim es o f old. In  y o n d e r m ing ling  ligh ts 
T h e re  is an  o m en  o f good  d ay s for thee .
T h o u  sh a lt arise from  ’m idst th e  dust a n d  sit 
A gain  am o n g  th e  na tio n s. T h in e  own arm  
Shall y e t red eem  thee . N ot in  w ars lik e  th in e  
T h e  w orld  tak e s  p a rt. Be it a  strife of k in g s ,—  
D espo t w ith despot b a ttlin g  for a  th ro n e ,—



A n d  E u rope  sha ll be  s tirred  th ro u g h o u t h e r 
realm s,

N ations sh a ll p u t on  ha rn ess , a n d  sha ll fall 
U pon  each  o ther, a n d  in all th e ir b o u n d s  
T h e  w ailing o f th e  ch ild less sh a ll not cease . 
T h in e  is a  w ar for liberty , an d  thou  
M ust fight it s in g le-handed . T h e  old world 
Looks coldly  on  th e  m u rd ere rs  of th y  race, 
A n d  leaves th ee  to th e  struggle  ; an d  th e  new ,—  
I fear m e th o u  cou ldst tell a  sham efu l ta le  
O f frau d  a n d  lu st of g a in ;— th y  treasu ry  

d ra ined ,
A n d  M issolonghi fa llen . Y et thy  w rongs 
Shall pu t new  stren g th  into thy  h ea rt a n d  h an d , 
A n d  G od a n d  th y  good sw ord sha ll ye t w ork 

out,
F o r thee , a  te rrib le  d e liverance.

T O  T H E  F R IN G E D  G E N T IA N .

T hou blossom bright with autumn dew,
A n d  colored w ith th e  h e a v e n ’s own b lue.
T h a t  openest, w hen  th e  q u ie t light 
Succeeds th e  k een  a n d  frosty night.

T h o u  com est no t w hen  violets lean  
O ’e r w andering  b rooks a n d  sp rin g s u n seen .



O r co lum bines, in  p u rp le  d ressed ,
N od o ’e r th e  g ro u n d -b ird ’s h id d en  nest.

T h o u  w aitest late , a n d  com ’st a lone ,
W h en  w oods a re  b a re  a n d  b ird s a re  flown, 
A n d  frosts a n d  sh o rten in g  d ays p o rten d  
T h e  ag ed  y e a r is n e a r  h is end .

T h e n  do th  th y  sw eet a n d  qu iet eye 
L ook th ro u g h  its fringes to  th e  sky,
B lue— b lu e — as if th a t sky  le t fall 
A  flower from  its ceru lean  w all.

I w ould th a t thus, w hen  I shall see 
T h e  h o u r of d e a th  d raw  n e a r  to  m e, 
H o p e , b lossom ing  w ithin m y h eart,
M ay look  to  h eav en  as I d ep art.

" IN N O C E N T  C H IL D  A N D  SN O W - 

W H IT E  F L O W E R .”

In n o c e n t  ch ild  a n d  snow -w hite flower !
W ell a re  ye  p a ired  in  y o u r o p en in g  h our. 
T h u s  shou ld  th e  p u re  a n d  th e  lovely  m eet, 
S ta in less w ith sta in less, a n d  sw eet w ith sw eet.



W h ite  as those  leaves, ju s t  blow n apart, 
A re  th e  folds o f  th y  own young  h e a r t ; 
G uilty passion  a n d  can k e rin g  care  
N ev er h a v e  left th e ir traces there.

A rtless o n e ! th o u g h  thou  gazest now
0  e r th e  w hite blossom  w ith e a rn e s t brow , 
Soon will it tire  th y  ch ild ish  eye,
F a ir  as it is, thou  wilt th row  it by.

1 hrow it a side  in th y  w eary  hour,
T hrow  to th e  g ro u n d  th e  fa ir w hite  flower, 
Yet, as th y  te n d e r  years  depart,
K eep  th a t w hite a n d  in n o cen t h eart.

A N  IN D IA N  A T  T H E  B U R IA L -P L A C E  

O F  H IS  F A T H E R S .

It  is the  spo t I c am e  to se e k ,—
M y fa th e rs’ an c ien t b u ria l-p lace,

E re  from  th ese  vales, a sh am ed  a n d  w eak, 
W ith d rew  o u r w asted  race .

It is th e  spot,— I know  it w ell—
O f w hich o u r o ld  trad itio n s tell.



F o r h e re  th e  u p lan d  b a n k  sends out 
A rid g e  tow ard  th e  r iv er-s id e ;

I know  th e  sh ag g y  h ills about,
T h e  m eadow s sm ooth  a n d  wide,

T h e  p la in s, th a t, tow ard  th e  so u th e rn  sky. 
F en ced  eas t a n d  w est by  m o u n ta in s lie.

A  w hite m an , g azing  on th e  scene,
W o u ld  say  a  lovely  spo t w as here ,

A nd  pra ise  th e  law ns, so fresh  a n d  green.
B etw een th e  h ills so sheer.

I lik e  it n o t— I w ould th e  p lain  
L ay in  its ta ll old g roves again .

T h e  sheep  are  on th e  slopes a ro u n d ,
T h e  ca ttle  in  th e  m eadow s feed,

A nd lab o re rs  tu rn  th e  c ru m b lin g  g ro u n d . 
O r d ro p  th e  yellow  seed,

And p ran c in g  steeds, in  trap p in g s  gay, 
W hirl th e  b rig h t chario t o ’e r th e  way.

M eth inks it w ere a  nob ler sigh t
T o  see th ese  v a le s  in  w oods a rray ed , 

T h e ir  su m m its  in  th e  g o ld en  light,
T h e ir  tru n k s  in  g ra te fu l shade ,

A n d  h e rd s  o f deer, th a t  b o u n d in g  go
O ’er rills a n d  p ^ S ira te d re e s  below .
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A nd th en  to m a rk  th e  lo rd  o f  all,
T h e  forest hero , tra in ed  to  w ars,

Q u ivered  a n d  p lum ed , a n d  lithe  a n d  tall, 
A nd  seam ed  w ith glorious scars,

W a lk  forth , am id  h is re ign , to  d a re  
T h e  wolf, a n d  g rap p le  w ith th e  b ear.

T h is  b a n k , in  w hich th e  d ead  w ere laid ,
W as sacred  w hen  its soil w as ours ;

H ith e r th e  a rtless  In d ia n  m aid
B rough t w reaths of b ead s a n d  flowers, 

A nd  th e  g ray  ch ief a n d  g ifted  seer 
W orsh ipped  th e  god  o f th u n d ers  here.

B ut now  th e  w heat is g reen  a n d  h igh  
O n clods th a t  h id  th e  w arrio r’s b reast,

A n d  sc a tte re d  in th e  furrow s lie 
T h e  w eapons o f his rest,

A n d  th ere , in  th e  loose  san d , is th row n  
C f h is la rg e  a rm  th e  m o u ld erin g  bone .

A h, little  th o u g h t th e  stro n g  a n d  b rav e ,
W ho  bore  th e  lifeless ch iefta in  fo r th ;

O r th e  young  wife, th a t w eep ing  g av e  
H e r  first-born  to  th e  e a rth ,

T h a t th e  p a le  race , w ho w aste  us now, 
A m ong  th e ir b ones shou ld  gu ide  th e  p lough .

7 D



T h ey  w aste  u s— ay — lik e  A pril snow  
In  th e  w arm  noon , we sh r in k  aw ay  ;

A nd  fast th ey  follow, as we go 
T o w ard s th e  se ttin g  d a y ,—

T ill th ey  sh a ll fill th e  lan d , a n d  we 
A re d riv en  in to  th e  w estern  sea.

B ut I b eh o ld  a  fearful sign,
T o  w hich  th e  w hite  m e n ’s eyes a re  b lin d  ; 

T h e ir  race  m ay  v an ish  h ence , like  m ine.
A n d  leave no trace  b eh in d ,

S ave  ru ins o ’er th e  reg ion  spread ,
A n d  th e  w hite stones above  th e  dead .

Before th ese  fields w ere sh o rn  a n d  tilled .
F u ll to th e  b rim  our rivers flowed ;

T h e  m elo d y  o f w aters filled 
T h e  fresh a n d  b o u n d less  w ood ;

A n d  to rren ts d a sh e d  a n d  rivu le ts p lay ed , 
A n d  fountains spou ted  in  the  shade .

T h o se  grate fu l sounds are  h e a rd  no m ore, 
T h e  sp rings a re  silen t in  th e  sun,

T h e  rivers , by  th e  b lac k en e d  shore,
W ith  lessen in g  cu rre n t ru n  ;

T h e  rea lm  our tribes a re  c ru sh ed  to  g e t 
M ay  be  a  b a rre n  desert yet.



TO  A  C L O U D .

Be a u t if u l  c lo u d ! w ith  folds so soft a n d  fair, 
Sw im m ing in  th e  p u re  qu ie t a i r !
T h y  fleeces b a th e d  in  su n ligh t, w hile below  
T hy shadow  o ’er th e  va le  m oves s lo w ;
W here , m id st th e ir  lab o r, pau se  th e  reap e r 

tra in
As cool it com es a lo n g  th e  g ra in .
B eautiful cloud  ! I w ould I w ere w ith th ee  
In  th y  calm  w ay o ’e r la n d  a n d  sea  :
T o  rest on th y  unro lling  sk irts, a n d  look 
O n E a rth  as on a n  open b o o k ;
On stream s th a t tie h e r  rea lm s w ith silver b a n d s , 
A n d  th e  long  w ays th a t seam  h e r l a n d s ;
A n d  h e a r  h e r  hu m m in g  cities, an d  th e  so u n d  
O f th e  g re a t ocean  b re ak in g  round .
A y— I w ould sail upon  th y  a ir-bo rne  c a r 
T o  b loom ing  reg ions d is tan t far,
T o  w here  th e  sun  of A n d a lu sia  shines 
On his own olive-groves a n d  vines,
O r th e  soft ligh ts of I ta ly ’s b r ig h t sky  
In  sm iles upon  h e r ru ins lie.
B ut I w ould woo th e  w inds to le t us rest 
O ’er G reece lo n g  fe ttered  a n d  oppressed , 
W hose  sons a t len g th  h a v e  h e a rd  th e  call th a t 

com es
F rom  th e  o ld  battle-fields a n d  tom bs,



A nd risen , a n d  d raw n  th e  sw ord, an d  on th e  foe 
H a v e  d ea lt th e  sw ift a n d  d esp e ra te  blow,
A n d  th e  O th m an  pow er is cloven , an d  the  

stroke
H a s tou ch ed  its ch ain s, a n d  th ey  a re  b roke .
A y, w e w ould lin g er till th e  su n se t th ere  
S h ou ld  com e, to p u rp le  a ll th e  air,
A n d  thou  reflect upon  th e  sac red  g ro u n d  
T h e  ru d d y  rad ian ce  s tream in g  round .

B righ t m eteo r ! for th e  su m m er no o n tid e  m ad e  ! 
T h y  peerless  b eau ty  ye t sha ll fade.
T h e  sun , th a t fills w ith ligh t each  g listen ing  

fold,
Shall set, a n d  leav e  thee  d a rk  a n d  cold :
T h e  b las t sha ll ren d  th y  sk irts, or th o u  m a y ’st 

frow n
In  th e  d a rk  h e av e n  w hen  sto rm s com e dow n. 
A n d  w eep in  ra in , till m a n ’s in q u irin g  eye 
Miss thee , forever, from  th e  sky .

T H E  Y E L L O W  V IO L E T .

W hen beechen buds begin to swell,
A n d  w oods the  b lu e -b ird ’s w arb le  know ,

The yellow violet’s modest bell
P eeps from  th e  la s t y e a r’s leav es below .



E re  russet fields th e ir g reen  resum e, 
Sw eet flower, I love, in  forest bare ,

T o  m eet thee , w hen th y  fa in t perfum e 
A lone is in  th e  v irg in  air.

O f a ll h e r tra in , th e  h a n d s  o f S pring  
F irs t p la n t th ee  in th e  w a tery  m ould , 

A nd I h a v e  seen  th ee  b lossom ing 
B eside th e  sn o w -b an k ’s edges cold.

T h y  p a re n t sun , w ho b a d e  th ee  view  
Pale  sk ies, a n d  chilling  m oistu re  sip, 

H a s  b a th e d  th ee  in  his own b r ig h t h ue , 
A nd  s tre ak e d  w ith je t  th y  glow ing lip .

Y et slight th y  form , a n d  low th y  seat, 
A n d  e a rth w a rd  b e n t th y  g en tle  eye, 

U n a p t th e  p assin g  view  to  m eet,
W h en  loftier flowers a re  flau n tin g  n igh .

Oft, in th e  sun less A pril day ,
T h y  early  sm ile h as s tay ed  m y w alk , 

B ut ’m id st th e  gorgeous b loom s o f M ay,
I p assed  th ee  on th y  h u m b le  s ta lk .

So th ey , w ho clim b to  w ealth , forget 
T h e  frien d s in  d a rk e r  fo rtunes tried  

I copied th em — b u t I reg re t
T h a t  I should  a p e  th e  w ays o f p ride.



A n d  w hen ag ain  th e  g en ia l h our 
A w akes the  p a in ted  tribes o f ligh t,

I ’ll no t o ’erlook  the  m o d est flower 
T h a t  m ad e  th e  w oods of A pril b righ t.

“ I C A N N O T  F O R G E T  W IT H  W H A T  

F E R V ID  D E V O T IO N .”

I c a n n o t  forget w ith  w h at ferv id  d ev o tio n  
I w orsh ip p ed  th e  v is io n s  o f  v erse  a n d  of 

f a m e ;
E a c h  gaze a t  th e  g lories o f ea rth , sky , an d  

ocean,
T o  m y  k in d le d  em otions, was w ind over 

flam e.

A n d  d eep  w ere  m y m usings in  life’s early  
b lossom ,

’M id th e  tw ilight o f m o u n ta in  g roves w an ­
d e rin g  lo n g ;

H ow  th rilled  m y y o u n g  veins, a n d  how  th ro b b ed  
m y  full bosom ,

W h e n  o ’e r  m e d e sc en d e d  th e  sp irit o f song.



'M ong th e  deep-c loven  fells th a t for ages h a d  
lis tened

T o  th e  ru sh  o f th e  p e b b le -p av ed  r iv e r b e ­
tw een,

W here  th e  k ing fisher sc ream ed  a n d  g ra y  p re ­
cipice g lis tened ,

A ll b rea th le ss  with awe h a v e  I gazed on  the  
scene ;

T ill I felt th e  d a rk  pow er o ’er m y  reveries 
stealing ,

F ro m  his th ro n e  in th e  d ep th  of th a t stern  
solitude,

A nd  he b re a th ed  th ro u g h  m y lips, in  th a t 
tem p est of feeling ,

S tra ins w arm  with his spirit, th o u g h  a rtless 
a n d  rude.

B righ t v isions ! I m ixed w ith th e  w orld  a n d  ye 
f a d e d ;

N o lo n g er your p u re  ru ra l w orsh ip p er n o w ;
In  th e  h a u n ts  y o u r co n tin u a l p resen ce  p e rv ad ed ,

Ye sh rin k  from  th e  s ignet o f care  on m y brow .

In  th e  old m ossy g roves on th e  b re a s t  o f th e  
m o u n ta in ,

In  deep  lonely  g len s w here  th e  w aters com ­
p la in ,



B y th e  sh ad e  o f th e  rock, by  th e  gu sh  o f th e  
fo un tain ,

I seek  y our loved  footsteps, b u t seek  them  in 
vain .

O h, leav e  no t. forlorn  an d  fo rever fo rsaken , 
Y our pupil a n d  v ictim , to  life a n d  its te a rs  ! 

B ut som etim es re tu rn , a n d  in  m ercy  aw aken  
T h e  glories ye show ed to  his e a rlie r y ears.

M U T A T IO N .

(a  s o n n e t .)

T h e y  ta lk  of sho rt-lived  p lea su re— b e  it so—  
P ain  dies as q u ic k ly : s te rn , h a rd -fea tu red  

p a in
E xpires, a n d  lets h e r  w eary  p risoner go.

T h e  fiercest agonies h ave  sh o rtest re ign  ; 
A n d  after d ream s of h o rro r, com es again  

T h e  w elcom e m o rn in g  w ith its ray s o f p eace.
O bliv ion , softly w iping out th e  sta in ,

M ak es th e  strong  secre t p an g s of sh am e to 
c e a s e :

R em o rse  is v ir tu e ’s r o o t ; its fair increase  
A re fruits o f  in n o cen ce  a n d  b le s se d n e s s :



T h u s jo y , o’e rb o rn e  a n d  bou n d , d o th  still re ­
lease

H is young  lim bs from  th e  chains t h b t  ro u n d  
h im  press.

W eep  n o t th a t th e  w orld  ch an g es— did it keep  
A  stab le  ch an g e less  sta te , ’tw ere  cause  indeed  

to  weep.

H Y M N  T O  T H E  N O R T H  S T A R .

T he sad and solemn night 
Has yet her multitude of cheerful fires ;

T h e  glorious h o st o f ligh t 
W a lk  th e  d a rk  h em isp h ere  till sh e  re tires ;
A ll th rough  h e r s ilen t w atches, g lid in g  slow, 
H e r constellations com e, a n d  clim b th e  h eav en s, 

a n d  go.

D ay , too, h a th  m an y  a  s ta r  
T o  g race  h is gorgeous reign, as b r ig h t as th e y :

T h ro u g h  th e  b lue  fields afar,
U n seen , th ey  follow in h is flam ing  way :
M any  a  b r ig h t lingerer, a s  th e  eve grow s dim , 
T ells  w h a t a  ra d ia n t troop  arose  a n d  se t with 

him .



A n d  thou  dost see  th em  rise,
S tar o f  th e  Pole ! a n d  thou  dost see th em  set.

A lone, in th y  cold  sk ies,
T h o u  k e e p ’st th y  old unm oving  sta tion  yet,
N or jo in ’st th e  d an ces o f th a t g littering  train , 
N or d ip p ’st th y  v irg in  orb in  th e  b lue w estern 

m ain .

T h ere , a t m o rn ’s rosy  birth ,
T h o u  lookest m eek ly  th ro u g h  th e  k in d lin g  air, 

A n d  eve, th a t  ro u n d  th e  ea rth  
C hases the  d ay , b eho lds th ee  w atch ing  th e re  ; 
T h e re  n oon tide  finds thee , a n d  th e  h o u r th a t  

calls
T h e  sh ap es o f p o lar flam e to scale  h e a v e n ’s 

azure  w alls.

A like, b e n e a th  th in e  eye,
T h e  d eeds o f d a rk n ess  a n d  of ligh t a re  d o n e ;

H ig h  tow ard  th e  star-lit sky  
T ow ns b laze— th e  sm oke o f b a ttle  b lo ts the  

su n —
T h e  n igh t-s to rm  on a  th o u san d  hills is lo u d —  
A n d  th e  strong  w ind  o f d ay  d o th  m ing le  sea  

a n d  c loud.



TWENTY-SECOND DECEMBER. I I I

O n thy  u n a lte rin g  b laze  
T h e  half-w recked  m arin er, h is com pass lost, 

F ixes his s tead y  gaze,
A n d  steers, undoub ting , to  th e  friend ly  c o a s t; 
A n d  they  who stray  in  perilous w astes, by  

n igh t,
A re g lad  when th o u  dost sh ine  to gu ide  their 

footsteps rig h t.

A nd , therefore, b a rd s  of old,
Sages, a n d  herm its of th e  so lem n wood,

D id  in  th y  b eam s b eh o ld  
A  beau teous type  of th a t u n ch an g in g  good, 
T h a t  b r ig h t e te rn a l beaco n , b y  w hose ray  
T h e  vo y ag er of tim e sho u ld  sh ap e  his heedfu l 

way.

T H E  T W E N T Y -S E C O N D  O F D E C E M B E R .

W i l d  was th e  d ay  ; th e  w intry  sea
M oaned  sad ly  on N ew  E n g la n d ’s stran d , 

W h en  first, th e  though tfu l an d  th e  free,
O ur fa thers tro d  th e  d ese rt lan d .

T h ey  little  th o ugh t how  p u re  a  light,
W ith  years , should  g a th e r ro u n d  th a t d a y ;



H ow  love should  keep  th e ir  m em ories b righ t, 
H ow  w ide a  rea lm  th e ir  sons sh o u ld  sw ay.

G reen  a re  th e ir b ay s  ; b u t g reen e r still
Shall ro u n d  th e ir sp read in g  fam e be w reathed, 

A n d  regions, now  u n trod , sha ll th rill
W ith  rev eren ce , w hen th e ir n am es a re  

b re a th ed .

T ill w here th e  sun , w ith softer fires,
Looks on th e  v a s t Pacific’s sleep,

T h e  ch ild ren  o f th e  p ilg rim  sires
T h is hallow ed  d ay  lik e  us sh a ll k eep .

H Y M N  O F  T H E  W A L D E N S E S .

H e a r , F a th e r , h e a r th y  fa in t afflicted flock 
C ry to  thee, from  th e  d ese rt an d  th e  ro ck  ; 
W hile  those, w ho seek  to  slay  th y  ch ild ren , 

ho ld
B lasphem ous w orship u n d e r  roofs o f  gold  ;
A n d  th e  b ro a d  goodly  lan d s , w ith p le a sa n t a irs  
T h a t  n u rse  th e  g rap e  a n d  w ave  th e  g ra in , a re  

theirs.



Yet b e tte r w ere th is m o un ta in  w ilderness,
A nd  this w ild life o f d a n g er a n d  d istress—  
W atch in g s  b y  n ig h t a n d  perilous flight by  day, 
A nd  m ee tin g s in  th e  d ep ths o f e a rth  to  p ray , 
B etter, fa r b e tte r, th an  to  k n ee l w ith them ,
A n d  p ay  th e  im pious rite  thy  law s condem n.

T hou , Lord, dost h o ld  th e  th u n d e r ;  th e  firm 
lan d

T osses in  billow s w hen  it feels th y  h a n d  ;
T h o u  d ash est na tio n  ag a in st na tio n , th en  
S tillest th e  a n g ry  w orld  to p eace  again .
Oh, touch th e ir stony h earts  w ho h u n t th y  sons—  
T h e  m u rd ere rs  of our w ives a n d  little  ones.

Yet, m igh ty  G od, yet sha ll th y  frow n look  forth  
U nveiled , a n d  te rrib ly  shall sh ak e  th e  ea rth . 
T h e n  th e  foul pow er o f p riestly  sin  a n d  all 
Its long -u p h eld  ido la tries sh a ll fall.
T h o u  sh a lt ra ise  u p  th e  tram p led  a n d  oppressed , 
A n d  th y  d e livered  sa in ts  sh a ll dw ell in  rest.



SO N G  O F T H E  S T A R S .

W hen the radiant morn of creation broke,
A nd th e  world in  th e  sm ile  o f G od aw oke,
A nd  th e  em pty  rea lm s of d a rk n ess  a n d  d eath  
W ere  m oved  th rough  th e ir d ep ths b y  h is m ighty  

b rea th ,
A nd  orbs o f b eau ty  a n d  sp h eres o f flam e 
F ro m  th e  vo id  ab y ss by m y riad s cam e, —
In  th e  jo y  o f y o u th  as th ey  d a rte d  aw ay, 
T h ro u g h  th e  w idening w astes of space  to  play, 
T h eir silver voices in  chorus rung ,
A n d  th is was th e  song th e  b rig h t ones sung .

“ Aw ay, aw ay, th ro u g h  th e  w ide, w ide sk y ,—  
T h e  fair b lue  fields th a t  before us lie ,—
E ach  sun , w ith th e  w orlds th a t ro u n d  him  roll, 
E ac h  p lan e t, poised  on  h e r tu rn in g  pole ;
W ith  h e r  isles o f g reen  a n d  h e r c louds o I 

white,
A nd  h e r  w aters th a t lie lik e  fluid light.

“ F o r th e  source  o f g lory  u n co v ers  h is face, 
A n d  th e  b rig h tn ess  o ’erflows u n b o u n d ed  space 
A n d  we d rin k , as we go, th e  lum inous tides 
In  o u r ru d d y  a ir a n d  our b loom ing  s id e s :
Lo, y o n d e r th e  liv ing  sp lendors play*
A w ay, on  our joy o u s p a th , aw ay !



“ Look, look, th ro u g h  o ur g littering  ran k s  afar, 
In  th e  infin ite  azure, s ta r  a fter s ta r,
H ow  th ey  b rig h ten  a n d  b loom  as th ey  swiftly 

pass !
H ow  th e  v e rd u re  ru n s  o’e r each  ro llin g  m ass ! 
A nd  th e  p a th  o f  th e  g en tle  w inds is seen, 
W h ere  th e  sm all w aves d an ce , a n d  th e  young  

w oods lean .

“  A n d  see, w here th e  b rig h te r  d ay -b eam s pour, 
H ow  th e  ra inbow s h a n g  in  th e  su n n y  sh o w er; 
A n d  th e  m orn  a n d  eve, w ith th e ir  pom p o f hues, 
Shift o ’e r th e  b righ t p lan e ts  a n d  sh ed  their 

d e w s ;
A n d  ’tw ixt th em  both , o ’er th e  teem ing  g round , 
W ith  th e ir shadow y cone the  n igh t goes ro u n d  1

* A w ay, aw ay  ! in  ou r b lossom ing  bow ers,
In  th e  soft a ir  w rapp ing  these  sp h e res  of ours, 
In  th e  seas a n d  foun tains th a t sh in e  w ith m orn , 
See, L ove is b rooding, a n d  Life is b o rn ,
A n d  b re a th in g  m y riad s a re  b re ak in g  from  

n ig h t,
T o re jo ice  like  us, in m otion  a n d  ligh t.

" G lide on in  y o u r b eau ty , ye  youthful spheres, 
To w eave th e  d a n c e  th a t m easu res th e  y ears ;



Glide on, in th e  g lory  an d  g lad n ess  sen t,
T o  th e  fa rth est wall o f th e  firm am en t,—
T h e  b ound less v isib le sm ile of H im ,
T o the  veil o f w hose brow  y our lam p s a re  dim.*'

“ NO M A N  K N O W E T H  H IS  

S E P U L C H R E .”

W hen he, who, from the scourge of w rong, 
Aroused the Hebrew tribes to fly,

Saw  th e  fa ir reg ion , p rom ised  long ,
A nd  bow ed h im  on th e  hills to  d i e ;

G od m ad e  h is g rave, to  m en  u n k n o w n ,
W h ere  M o ab ’s ro ck s a  v a le  infold,

A nd laid  th e  a g ed  see r a lo n e
T o  s lu m b er w hile th e  w orld  grow s old.

T h u s  still, w h en e’e r  th e  good a n d  ju s t 
C lose th e  d im  eye on life a n d  p a in ,

H e av e n  w atches o ’er th e ir sleep in g  dust,
T ill th e  p u re  sp irit com es a g a in .

T h o u g h  n am eless , tram p led , a n d  forgot,
H is s e rv a n t’s h u m b le  a sh es  lie,

Y et G od h as m ark e d  a n d  sea led  th e  spo t.
T o  call its in m ates to  th e  sky .



" B L E S S E D  A R E  T H E Y  T H A T  M O U R N ”

Oh , deem  no t th ey  a re  b les t a lone  
W hose  lives a  peacefu l ten o r k e e p ;

T h e  Pow er w ho pities m an , h as show n 
A  b lessin g  for th e  eyes th a t w eep .

T h e  ligh t o f sm iles sh a ll fill ag a in  
T h e  lids th a t overflow with tea rs  ;

A n d  w eary  h o u rs  of woe a n d  p a in  
A re  p rom ises o f h a p p ie r years.

T h ere  is a  d a y  of su n n y  re s t
F o r  every  d a rk  a n d  tro u b led  n ig h t ;

A nd g rie f m ay  b ide, an  ev en in g  guest,
B ut jo y  shall com e w ith ea rly  ligh t.

A nd thou , w ho, o ’e r  thy  fr ien d ’s low b ier 
S h ed d est th e  b itte r d rops like  ra in ,

H o p e  th a t a  b rig h te r, h ap p ie r sp h ere .
W ill g ive  him  to  th y  a rm s again .

N or le t th e  good  m a n ’s tru st d ep art,
T h o u g h  life its com m on  gifts d en y ,

T h o u g h  w ith a  p ierced  a n d  b leed in g  h e art, 
A n d  sp u rn ed  of m en , h e  goes to  d i^



F o r G od h as m ark e d  each  sorrow ing d ay , 
A n d  n u m b ered  every  secre t tear,

A n d  h e a v e n ’s long  age of bliss sha ll p ay  
F o r  a ll his ch ild ren  suffer here .

T H E  D E A T H  O F  T H E  F L O W E R S .

T he melancholy days are come, the saddest of 
the year,

O f w ailing  w inds, a n d  n a k e d  w oods, an d  
m eadow s brow n a n d  sear.

H e ap e d  in  th e  hollow s o f th e  grove, th e  w ith ­
e red  leaves lie d e ad  ;

T h ey  ru stle  to  th e  e d d y in g  gust, a n d  to th e  
ra b b it’s trea d .

T h e  rob in  a n d  th e  w ren  a re  flown, a n d  from  
th e  sh ru b s  th e  ja y ,

A n d  from  th e  w ood-top calls th e  crow , th ro u g h  
a ll th e  g loom y day .

W h ere  a re  th e  flowers, th e  fair you n g  flowers, 
th a t la te ly  sp ra n g  a n d  stood

In  b rig h te r  lig h t a n d  softer a ir , a  b eau teo u s 
s iste rh o o d  ?

1



A la s ! th ey  all a re  in th e ir  g rav es, th e  g e n tle  
ra ce  of flowers 

\ r e  ly ing  in  th e ir lowly b eds, w ith th e  fa ir a n d  
good  o f ours.

T he ra in  is fa lling  w here  th ey  lie, b u t th e  cold  
N o v em b er ra in ,

C alls not, from  ou t th e  g loom y e a rth , th e  lovely  
ones again .

T h e  w ind-flow er a n d  th e  violet, th ey  p e rish ed  
lo n g  ago,

A nd th e  b rier-rose  a n d  th e  orchis d ied  am id  th e  
su m m er g lo w ;

But on th e  hill th e  go ld en -ro d , a n d  th e  a s te r  in 
th e  wood,

A nd th e  yellow  sun-flow er by  th e  b ro o k  in  
au tu m n  b eau ty  stood,

T ill fell th e  frost from  th e  c lea r  cold  h eav e n , as 
falls th e  p lague on m en ,

A n d  th e  b rig h tn ess  o f th e ir  sm ile  w as g o n e , 
from  u p lan d , g lad e , a n d  g len .

A nd  now, w hen com es th e  calm  m ild  d a y , a s  
still such  d ays will com e,

T o  call th e  squ irre l a n d  th e  b e e  from  o u t th e ir  
w in ter h o m e ;



W h en  th e  so u n d  o f d ro p p in g  nu ts is heard , 
th o u g h  all th e  trees a re  still,

A n d  tw ink le  in  th e  sm oky  lig h t th e  w aters of 
th e  rill,

T h e  sou th  w ind sea rch es for th e  flowers w hose 
frag ran ce  la te  h e  bore,

A n d  sighs to find th em  in  th e  w ood a n d  b y  th e  
s tream  no  m ore.

A n d  th en  I th in k  o f one w ho in  h e r youthful 
b e au ty  d ied ,

T h e  fair, m ee k  blossom  th a t grew  up  a n d  faded  
by  m y  s id e ;

In  th e  cold  m oist e a rth  we laid  her, w hen  th e  
forest c as t th e  leaf,

A n d  we w ept th a t  o ne  so lovely  sho u ld  h av e  a  
life so b r ie f :

Y et n o t un m ee t it w as th a t  one, like  th a t young 
friend  o f ours,

So g en tle  a n d  so beau tifu l, sh o u ld  p e rish  with 
th e  flowers.



TO  A W A T E R F O W L .

W hither , ’midst falling dew,
W hile  glow  th e  h e av en s  w ith th e  la s t steps of 

d ay ,
F a r, th ro u g h  th e ir rosy  d ep ths , dost th o u  p u rsu e  

T h y  so litary  way ?

V ain ly  th e  fow ler’s eye 
M ight m ark  th y  d is tan t flight to  do th ee  w rong, 
As, d a rk ly  p a in ted  on th e  c rim son  sky ,

T h y  figure floats a lo n g .

S eek ’st thou th e  p lash y  b rin k  
O f w eedy lake , o r m arg e  o f riv er w ide,
O r w here  th e  ro ck in g  billow s rise  a n d  sin k  

O n th e  ch afed  ocean  side  ?

T h e re  is a  Pow er w hose ca re  
T ea ch e s  thy  w ay a lo n g  th a t p a th le ss  coast,
T h e  d ese rt a n d  illim itab le  a ir—

L one w andering , b u t n o t lost.

A ll d ay  th y  w ings h a v e  fan n ed ,
A t th a t fa r  he igh t, th e  cold  th in  a tm o sp h ere , 
Y et stoop not, w eary , to th e  w elcom e lan d , 

T h o u g h  th e  d a rk  n igh t is near,

*



A n d  soon th a t toil shall end  ;
Soon sh a lt thou  find a  sum m er hom e, a n d  rest, 
A nd  sc ream  am o n g  th y  fe llo w s; reed s sh a ll 

b en d ,
Soon, o’e r th y  sh e lte red  nest.

T h o u ’rt gone, th e  abyss o f h eav en  
H a th  sw allow ed up  th y  form  ; ye t, on  m y  h e a rt 
D eep ly  h a th  su n k  th e  le sso n  thou  h a s t g iven , 

A n d  sha ll not soon dep art.

H e  w ho, from  zone to  zone,
G uides th ro u g h  th e  b o u n d less  sky  th y  certa ir 

flight,
In  th e  lo n g  way th a t  I m ust tre a d  a lo n e  

W ill lea d  m y  steps arigh t.

T H E  B A T T L E -F IE L D .

Once this soft turf, this rivulet’s sands,
W ere  tram p led  by  a  h u rry in g  crow d,

A n d  fiery h e a rts  a n d  a rm ed  h an d s 
E n co u n te red  in  th e  ba ttle  cloud.

A h ! n e v er sha ll th e  lan d  forget
H ow  gushed  th e  life-blood pf h e r  b ra v e —



G ushed , w arm  with hope  a n d  v a lo r yet,
U pon  th e  soil they  fought to save.

Now all is calm  an d  fresh  an d  still,
A lone th e  ch irp  of flitting b ird ,

A n d  ta lk  o f ch ild ren  on  th e  hill,
A n d  bell o f w an d erin g  k ine, a re  h ea rd .

N o so lem n ho st goes tra ilin g  by
T h e  b lack -m o u th ed  gu n  a n d  stag g erin g  w a in ;

M en s ta r t n o t a t th e  b a ttle  c r y ;
Oh, be  it n e v e r h e a rd  ag a in  !

Soon re s ted  those  w ho fough t— b u t thou,
W h o  m in g lest in  the  h a rd e r  strife

F o r  tru th s  w hich  m en  rece iv e  no t now,
T h y  w arfare  on ly  e n d s  w ith life.

/

A  friend less w arfare  ! lin g erin g  long  
T h ro u g h  w eary  day  a n d  w eary  y e a r ;

A w ild a n d  m an y -w eap o n ed  th ro n g  
H a n g  on th y  fron t a n d  flan k  a n d  rea r .

Y et nerve  th y  sp irit to th e  proof,
A n d  b len ch  no t a t thy  chosen  l o t ;

T h e  tim id  good  m ay  s ta n d  aloof,
T h e  sage  m ay  frow n— yet fa in t thou  n o t!

J



N or h eed  th e  shaft too surely  cast.
T h e  hissing, sting ing  b o lt of scorn  •

F o r  w ith th y  side  sh a ll dw ell, a t last,
T h e  victory o f e n d u ran c e  b o rn .

T ru th , c ru sh ed  to  e a rth , sh a ll rise  ag a in  ;
T h e  e te rn a l y ears  of G od are  h e r s ;

B ut E rro r, w ounded , w rithes with p a in , 
A n d  dies am o n g  his w orsh ippers.

Y ea, th o u g h  thou  lie upon  th e  dust,
W h en  those  w ho h e lp ed  th ee  flee in  fear, 

D ie full of h ope  a n d  m an ly  trust,
L ike those  who fell in  b a ttle  here.

A n o th e r h a n d  th y  sw ord sha ll w ield, 
A n o th e r h a n d  th e  s ta n d a rd  w ave,

T ill from  th e  tru m p e t’s m ou th  is pea led  
T h e  b las t o f tr iu m p h  o ’e r  th y  g ra v e  !

T H E  W IN D S .

Y e  w inds, ye u nseen  cu rren ts of th e  air,
Softly ye  p lay ed  a  few b rie f h o u rs  ago ;

Ye b o re  th e  m u rm u rin g  b e e ; ye tossed  th e  h a ir 
O ’e r m aiden  ch eeks, th a t took  a  fresher glow  ;



Ye ro lled  th e  ro u n d  w hite cloud th ro u g h  d ep ths 
o f b lu e ;

Ye shook  from  sh ad ed  flowers th e  lingering  dew ; 
Before you th e  c a ta lp a ’s b lossom s flew,

L ight blossom s, d ro p p in g  on  th e  g rass  like 
snow .

H ow  are  ye c h a n g e d ! Ye ta k e  th e  ca ta ra c t s 
sound  ;

Y e ta k e  th e  w h irlpool’s fury an d  its m ig h t;  
T he  m o u n ta in  sh u d d e rs  as ye sw eep th e  g ro u n d ; 

T h e  v a lley  w oods lie p ro n e  b e n ea th  your 
flight.

T h e  c louds before you shoot lik e  eag les p a s t ; 
T h e  hom es of m en  are  ro ck in g  in your b l a s t ; 
Y e lift th e  roofs like au tu m n  leaves, a n d  cast, 

Skyw ard, th e  w hirling  frag m en ts  out of sight.

T h e  w eary  fowls of h eav en  m ak e  w ing in vain,, 
T o ’scap e  your w r a th ; ye  seize a n d  d ash  

th em  d ead .
A gainst th e  e a r th  ye  d rive  th e  ro a rin g  ra in  ;

T h e  h a rv es t field becom es a  r iv e r’s b e d ; 
A nd  to rren ts  tu m b le  from  th e  h ills a ro u n d , 
P la ins tu rn  to lak es, a n d  v illages a re  drow ned , 
A n d  w ailing  voices, ’m idst th e  tem p e s t’s sound, 

R ise, as th e  ru sh in g  w aters sw ell a n d  spread .



Ye d a rt upon  th e  d eep , a n d  s tra ig h t is h e a rd  
A  w ilder roar, a n d  m en  grow  pale , an d  p r a y ; 

Ye fling its floods a ro u n d  you, as a b ird
F lings o’er h is sh ivering  p lum es th e  fo u n ta in ’s 

spray .
S e e ! to th e  b reak in g  m as t th e  sa ilo r clings ;
Y e scoop the  o cean  to  its b rin y  springs,
A nd ta k e  th e  m o u n ta in  billow  on your w ings, 

A n d  pile th e  w reck  o f nav ies ro u n d  th e  bay .

W hy  rage  ye th u s ?— no strife for liberty
H a s m ad e  you m a d ; no ty ran t, s tro n g  

th ro u g h  fear,
H a s  ch a in ed  y our p in ions till ye  w renched  

th em  free,
A n d  ru sh ed  in to  th e  u n m easu red  a tm o sp h e re : 

F o r ye were born  in  freedom  w here  ye blow  ; 
F re e  o’e r  th e  m ig h ty  deep  to com e a n d  g o ; 
E a r th ’s so lem n w oods w ere yours, h e r  w astes 

o f  snow,
H e r  isles w here  sum m er b lossom s all th e  y ear.

O ye w ild w inds, a  m ig h tier Pow er th a n  yours 
In  ch a in s upon  th e  shore  o f E u ro p e  lies ;

T h e  scep te red  th ro n g , w hose fetters he endures, 
W a tch  h is m u te  th ro es  w ith te rro r in  their



And. a rm ed  w arriors a ll a ro u n d  h im  s tan d ,
A n d , as he  strugg les, tigh ten  every  b an d ,
A n d  lift th e  h e av y  sp ear, w ith th rea te n in g  h a n d , 

T o p ierce  th e  victim , should  he  strive  to  rise

Y et oh, w hen th a t w ronged  Sp irit o f our race  
Shall b reak , as soon  he m ust, h is long-w orn 

chains,
A n d  leap  in  freedom  from  his p rison -p lace , 

L ord  o f h is a n c ien t h ills a n d  fruitful p lains, 
L et h im  n o t rise, like  these  m a d  w inds of air, 
T o  w aste  th e  loveliness th a t tim e cou ld  spare, 
T o fill th e  ea rth  w ith  woe, a n d  b lo t h e r fair 

U nconsc ious b re a s t w ith b lood  from  h u m an  
ve in s .

B ut m ay  h e  lik e  th e  S pring-tim e com e ab ro ad , 
W h o  c rum bles w in ter’s g yves w ith g en tle  

m igh t,
W h en  in  th e  g en ia l b reeze, th e  b re a th  o f God, 
C om e spou ting  up th e  u n sea led  sp rin g s to  l ig h t ; 
F low ers s ta rt from  th e ir d a rk  p risons a t his feet, 
T h e  w oods, lo n g  du m b , aw ait to h y m n in g s 

sw eet,
A n d  m o rn  a n d  eve, w hose g lim m erings a lm ost 

m eet,
C row d b a c k  to n a rro w  b o u n d s  th e  a n c ien t 

n ig h t.



T H E  G R E E N  M O U N T A IN  BOYS.

H ere we halt our march, and pitch our tent, 
On the rugged forest ground,

A n d  ligh t our fire w ith th e  b ra n ch e s  ren t,
By w inds from  th e  b eeches ro und .

W ild  sto rm s h a v e  to rn  th is a n c ien t wood,
B ut a  w ilder is a t h a n d ,

W ith  h a il of iron  a n d  ra in  of blood,
T o  sw eep a n d  sca th  th e  lan d .

H ow  th e  b a rk  w aste rin g s w ith voices shrill, 
T h a t sta rtle  th e  s leep ing  b ird ,

T o-m orrow  eve m u st th e  voice be still,
A n d  th e  step  m u st fall u n h e a rd .

T h e  B riton  lies by  th e  b lue  C h am pla in ,
In  T ico n d ero g a ’s tow ers,

A nd ere th e  sun  rise  tw ice again ,
T h e  tow ers a n d  th e  lak e  are  ours.

F ill up  th e  bowl from  th e  b ro o k  th a t  g lides, 
W h ere  th e  fireflies ligh t th e  b ra k e  ;

A ru d d ie r ju ic e  th e  B riton  h ides,
In  h is fo rtress b y  th e  lake .

B uild  h ig h  th e  fire, till th e  p a n th e r  leap  
F ro m  his lofty  p e rch  in  frigh t,

A n d  w e’ll s tren g th en  ou r w eary  a rm s w ith sleep, 
F o r  th e  d eed s of to -m nrrow  n igh t.



T H E  F U T U R E  L IF E .

H o w  sha ll I know  th ee  in  th e  sph ere  w hich 
keeps

T h e  d isem bod ied  spirits o f th e  d ead ,
W h en  a ll o f  th ee  th a t tim e could  w ither sleeps 

A n d  perishes am ong  th e  d u st we trea d  ?

F o r I sh a ll feel th e  sting  o f ceaseless pa in  
I f  th ere  I m ee t thy  g en tle  p resen ce  n o t ;

N or h e a r  th e  voice I love, n o r re a d  ag a in  
In  thy  seren est eyes the  te n d e r  th o u g h t.

W ill not th y  own m eek  h e a r t d e m a n d  m e th e re  ? 
T h a t h e a r t w hose fondest th ro b s to m e w ere 

g iven  ?
M y n a m e  on  e a r th  was ev er in  th y  p rayer,

S h a ll it be  b a n ish ed  from  th y  to n g u e  in  
h e av e n  ?

In  m eadow s fa n n ed  by  h e a v e n ’s life -b rea th ing  
w ind,

In  th e  re sp len d en ce  o f th a t g lo rious sp h ere , 
A n d  la rg e r m o v em en ts  o f th e  u n fe tte red  m ind, 

W ilt thou  forget th e  love th a t jo in e d  us h e re  ?



T h e  love th a t  lived  th ro u g h  all th e  sto rm y  past, 
A n d  m eek ly  w ith m y h a rsh e r  n a tu re  bore,

A n d  d eep er grew , a n d  ten d e re r  to th e  last,
Shall it exp ire  w ith life, a n d  be no m ore ?

A  h ap p ie r  lo t th a n  m ine, an d  la rg e r ligh t,
A w ait th ee  t h e r e ; for thou  h ast bow ed th y  

will
In  cheerfu l h o m ag e  to  th e  ru le  o f righ t,

A n d  lovest all, a n d  re n d e re s t good for ill.

F o r m e, th e  sord id  cares in  w hich I dwell, 
S h rin k  a n d  consum e m y heart, as h e a t th e  

s c ro l l ;
A n d  w ra th  h a th  left its sca r— th a t fire of hell 

H a s  left its frightful sca r upon  m y  soul.

Yet, th o u g h  thou  w ear’st th e  g lo ry  o f th e  sky , 
W ilt th o u  not k eep  th e  sam e  b e loved  nam e,

T h e  sam e fair tho u g h tfu l brow , an d  g en tle  eye, 
Lovelier in  h e av e n ’s sw eet c lim ate, yet th e  

sam e ?

S h a lt thou  no t teach  m e, in  th a t c a lm er hom e, 
T h e  w isdom  th a t I le a rn ed  so ill in  th is—

T he wisdom  w hich is love— till I becom e 
T h y  fit com panion  in th a t la n d  o f b liss ?



T H E  O L D  M A N ’S C O U N SE L .

A mong our hills and valleys, I have known 
Wise and grave men, who, while their diligent 

hands
T e n d e red  o r g a th e red  in  the  fruits o f e a rth , 
W ere rev eren t lea rn e rs  in  th e  so lem n school 
O f n a tu re . N o t in vain  to  th em  w ere se n t 
Seed-tim e a n d  harv est, o r th e  v e rn a l show er 
T h a t d a rk en e d  the  brow n tilth , o r snow th a t 

b ea t
O n th e  w hite w inter hills. E ac h  b rough t, in  

tu rn ,
Som e tru th , som e lesson on  th e  life o f m an ,
O r recognition  of th e  E te rn a l m in d  
W ho veils his g lo ry  with th e  e lem en ts.

O ne such I knew  lo n g  since, a  w hite-ha ired  
m an ,

P ithy  o f sp eech , an d  m erry  w hen  he  w ould ;
A g en ia l optim ist, who da ily  drew  
F ro m  w hat he  saw  his q u a in t m oralities.
K ind ly  he  h e ld  com m union, th o u g h  so old, 
W ith  m e  a d ream in g  boy , a n d  ta u g h t m e 

m u ch
T h a t  books te ll no t, an d  I sh a ll n e ’er forget.



T h e  sun of M ay was b r ig h t in  m idd le  heav en , 
A n d  steep ed  th e  sp ro u tin g  forests, th e  g re en  

h ills
A nd em era ld  w heat-fields, in his yellow  ligh t. 
U pon th e  ap p le-tree , w here  rosy  bu d s 
S tood c luste red , read y  to b u rs t forth  in b loom , 
T h e  robin  w arb led  forth  h is full c lear no te  
F o r hours, a n d  w earied  not. W ith in  the  

woods,
W hose yo u n g  a n d  h a lf  tran sp a re n t leav es scarce  

cas t
A sh ad e , g ay  c ircles o f  an em o n es 
D a n ce d  on th e ir  s t a lk s ; th e  sh ad b u sh , w hite 

w ith  flowers,
B rig h ten ed  th e  g le n s ; th e  new -leaved  b u tte r­

n u t
A n d  q u ivering  p o p lar to  th e  rov in g  breeze 
G ave a  ba lsam ic  frag ran ce . In  th e  fields 
I saw  th e  pu lses o f th e  g en tle  w ind 
O n th e  you n g  g rass. M y h e a rt w as touched  

w ith jo y
A t so m u ch  b eau ty , flushing every  h o u r 
In to  a  fuller b eau ty  ; b u t m y friend ,
T h e  though tfu l an c ien t, s ta n d in g  a t m y  side. 
G azed  on  it m ild ly  sad . I a sk e d  h im  w hy.



“ W ell m ay ’st th o u  jo in  in  g lad n e ss ,” h e  re ­
p lied ,

“ W ith  th e  g lad  ea rth , h e r  sp rin g in g  p lan ts  an d  
flowers,

A n d  th is soft w ind, th e  h e ra ld  of th e  green
L u x u rian t sum m er. T h o u  a rt y o u n g  like  

th em ,
A n d  well m ay ’st th o u  rejoice. B ut w hile the  

flight
O f seasons fills an d  k n its  th y  sp read in g  fram e,
It w ithers m ine, an d  th in s m y ha ir, a n d  d im s
T h ese  eyes, w hose fad ing  ligh t shall soon be 

q u en ch ed
In  u tte r d a rk n ess . H e a re s t thou th a t b ird  ?”

I lis ten ed , a n d  from  ’m id st th e  d ep th  ot 
w oods

H e a rd  th e  love-signa l o f th e  g rouse, th a t  w ears 
A sab le  ruff a ro u n d  h is m ottled  n e c k ;
P a rtrid g e  they  call h im  by  ou r no rth e rn  s tream s, 
A n d  p h easan t by  the  D elaw are . H e  b ea t 
G ainst his b a rre d  sides his sp eck led  w ings, a n d  

m ad e
A  so u n d  like d is tan t th u n d e r  ; slow th e  strokes 
A t first, th en  faster a n d  faster, till a t  len g th  
T h ey  passed  in to  a  m u rm u r a n d  w ere still.



“ T h ere  h ast th o u ,” sa id  m y friend, “ a  fitting 
ty p e

O f h u m an  life. ’T is an  old tru th , I know ,
B ut im ages like  th ese  rev ive th e  pow er 
O f long  fam iliar tru th s . Slow p ass our d ays 
In  ch ildhood , a n d  th e  hours o f light a re  long  
B etw ixt th e  m orn  an d  eve ; w ith sw ifter lapse  
T h ey  g lide  in m an h o o d , a n d  in age  they  fly ; 
T ill d ay s  a n d  seasons flit before th e  m in d  
A s flit the  snow -flakes in  a  w in ter sto rm ,
Seen ra th e r  th an  d is tingu ished . A h  ! I seem  
A s if I sa t w ithin a  he lp less ba rk ,
By swiftly ru n n in g  w aters h u rried  on 
T o  shoo t som e m igh ty  cliff. A lo n g  th e  b a n k s  
G rove afte r g rove , ro ck  a fte r frow ning rock , 
B are  sa n d s  a n d  p lea sa n t hom es, a n d  flowery 

nooks.
A n d  isles an d  w hirlpools in th e  stream , ap p ear 
E ac h  a fte r each , b u t th e  d evo ted  skiff 
D a rts  by  so swiftly th a t their im ages 
D w ell n o t upon  the  m ind , o r  on ly  dw ell 
In  dim  confusion ; fa s te r  ye t I sw eep 
B y o th er b a n k s  a n d  th e  g re a t g u lf is near.

“  W isely , m y son, w hile  ye t th y  d ay s  are 
long,

And th is  fair ch an g e  o f  seasons passes slow,



G ather a n d  trea su re  up th e  good th ey  y ie ld —  
A ll th a t th ey  teach  of v irtue , o f  pu re  th o u g h ts  
A n d  k in d  affections, rev eren ce  for thy  G od 
A nd  for thy  b re th ren  ; so w hen  thou  sh a lt com e 
In to  these  b a rre n  years, thou  m a y ’st no t b ring  
A  m in d  un fu rn ish ed  a n d  a  w ithered  h e a r t .”

L ong  since  th a t w hite-haired  a n c ien t s le p t—  
b u t still,

W h en  th e  red  flow er-buds crow d th e  o rch ard  
b o u g h ,

A nd  th e  ruffed grouse is d ru m m in g  far w ithin 
T h e  woods, h is v en erab le  form  ag ain  
Is a t m y side, h is voice is in m y ear.

A N  E V E N IN G  R E V E R IE .

( fr o m  a n  u n f in is h e d  p o e m .)

T he sum m er d ay  is c losed— th e  sun  is s e t : 
W ell they  h av e  done  th e ir  office, th o se  b rig h t 

hours,
T h e  la te s t of w hose tra in  goes softly out 
In  th e  re d  W est. T h e  g re en  b lad e  o f the  

g ro u n d
H as risen , a n d  h e rd s  h a v e  cropped  i t ;  th e  

y o u n g  tw ig



H as sp read  its p la ited  tissues to  th e  sun ; 
F low ers of th e  g a rd en  a n d  th e  w aste h av e  

b low n
A n d  w ith e re d ; seeds h av e  fa llen  upon  the  soil. 
F rom  b u rstin g  cells, a n d  in th e ir g rav es  await 
T h e ir  re su rrec tio n . In sec ts  from  the  pools 
H av e  filled th e  a ir aw hile with h u m m in g  wings, 
T h a t now a re  still fo re v e r ; p a in ted  m oths 
H a v e  w an d ered  th e  b lue  sky, an d  d ied  again  ; 
T h e  m o th er-b ird  h a th  b ro k en , for h e r  brood , 
T h e ir  p rison  she ll, o r sh oved  th em  from  the  

nest,
P lum ed  for th e ir  e arlie st flight. In  b rig h t 

a lcoves,
In  w ood land  co ttages w ith b a rk y  w alls,
In  noisom e cells of th e  tum ultuous tow n, 
M others h a v e  c lasp ed  w ith jo y  th e  new -born 

b ab e .
G raves by  th e  lonely  forest, b y  th e  shore  
O f rivers a n d  of ocean, b y  th e  ways 
O f the  th ro n g ed  city, h av e  b een  ho llow ed  out 
A n d  filled, an d  c losed. T h is  d ay  h a th  pa rted  

friends
T h a t n e ’e r before w ere  p a rted  ; it h a th  k n it 
N ew  f r ie n d sh ip s ; it  h a th  seen  th e  m aid en  

p lig h t
H e r  fa ith , an d  tru st h e r  peace  to h im  w ho long



M ad w o o e d ; a n d  it h a th  h e a rd , from  lips w hich 
la te

W ere  e lo q u en t o f love, th e  first h a rsh  w ord, 
T h a t to ld  th e  w edded  one h e r  p eace  was flown, 
f  arew ell to  th e  sw eet su n sh in e  ! O ne g lad  d ay  
Ls ad d ed  now  to C h ild h o o d 's  m erry  day s,
A nd o ne  calm  d ay  to those  o f qu iet A ge .
Still th e  fleet hours ru n  on ; a n d  as I lean , 
A m id  the  th ick en in g  d a rk n ess , lam p s a re  lit, 
By th o se  who w atch  th e  d ead , a n d  th o se  w ho 

tw in e
F low ers for th e  b ride . T h e  m o th e r from  th e  

eyes
O f h e r  sick  in fan t shad es th e  pa in fu l ligh t,
A n d  sad ly  lis ten s to his qu ick -d raw n  b re a th .

Oh thou  g rea t M o vem en t of th e  U n iv erse ,
O r C h an g e, o r F lig h t o f  T im e— for ye  a re  

one !
T h a t bearest, silently , th is  v isib le  scen e  
In to  n ig h t’s shadow  a n d  th e  s tream in g  rays 
O f s ta rligh t, w h ither a rt thou  b earin g  m e ?
I feel th e  m igh ty  c u rre n t sw eep m e on,
Y et know  no t w hither. M an foretells a fa r 
T h e  courses o f th e  s t a r s ; th e  v e ry  h our 
Me know s w hen th ey  sh a ll d a rk en  o r grow  

b r ig h t ;
Yet d o th  th e  eclip se  o f Sorrow  an d  o f D ea th



C om e unforew arned . W h o  next, o f those  I 
love,

S h all pass from  life, or, sa d d e r  ye t, sh a ll fall 
F ro m  v irtue  ? Strife w ith foes, or b itte re r  strife 
W ith  friends, or sh am e a n d  g e n era l sco rn  of 

m en —
W h ich  who can  b e a r  ?— or th e  fierce ra n k  of 

pain ,
L ie th ey  w ithin m y  p a th  ? O r sh a ll th e  years 
P ush  m e, w ith soft a n d  inoffensive pace,
In to  th e  stilly  tw ilight o f m y  ag e  ?
O r do th e  po rta ls  of a n o th e r life 
E v e n  now, w hile  I am  g lo ry ing  in m y stren g th , 
Im p en d  a ro u n d  m e ? O h ! b ey o n d  th a t b ourne , 
In  th e  v ast cycle o f  b e in g  w hich  b eg in s 
A t th a t d re a d  th resh o ld , w ith w h a t fa ire r form s 
S h all th e  g re a t law  o f  ch an g e  a n d  p ro g ress  

c lo th e
Its w orkings ? G en tly — so h av e  good m en  

ta u g h t—
G ently , a n d  w ithou t grief, th e  o ld  sh a ll g lide 
In to  th e  n e w ; th e  e te rn a l flow of th in g s ,
L ike a  b rig h t riv er o f th e  fields o f h e av e n , 
S h a ll jo u rn ey  o n w ard  in  p e rp e tu a l peace .



T H E  A N T IQ U IT Y  O F  F R E E D O M .

H e r e  are o ld  trees, ta ll o a k s a n d  g n a r led
p in es ,

That s tream  with g ray -g reen  m osses ; h e re  th e  
g ro u n d

W as n e v e r tren c h ed  by  spade , a n d  flowers 
sp rin g  up

U nsow n, a n d  die u n g a th e red . I t is sw eet 
T o  lin g er h e re , am o n g  the  flittering  b ird s,
A nd  leap ing  squ irre ls , w an d erin g  b rooks, a n d  

w in d s
T h a t sh ak e  th e  leaves, a n d  sca tte r  as th ey  pass, 
A  frag ran ce  from  th e  ced ars, th ick ly  set 
W ith  p a le  b lu e  b erries. In  th ese  peacefu l

sh a d e s—
Peaceful, u n p ru n ed , im m easu rab ly  o ld —
M y th o u g h ts  go  up  th e  long dim  p a th  o f years, 
B ack  to th e  earlie st d ays o f liberty .

O h F r e e d o m  ! thou  a rt no t, a s  poe ts d ream , 
A fair you n g  girl, w ith ligh t an d  d e licate  lim bs, 
A nd  wavy tresses g u sh in g  from  th e  cap  
W ith w hich th e  R e m a n  m as te r  crow ned  his 

slave
W h en  h e  took  off th e  gyves. A b e a rd e d  m an , 
A rm ed  to  th e  tee th , a rt thou  ; o ne  m ailed  h a n d



G rasps th e  b ro ad  sh ie ld , a n d  one th e  sw o rd ; 
th y  brow ,

G lorious in  beau ty  th o u g h  it be, is s c a rre d  
W ith  tokens o f o ld  w ars ; th y  m assive  lim bs 
A re strong  w ith s trugg ling . Pow er a t th ee  has 

lau n c h ed
H is bolts, a n d  w ith his lig h tn in g s sm itten  th ee  ; 
T h ey  could  n o t q u en ch  th e  life th o u  h a s t from  

h eav en .
M erciless pow er has du g  th y  d u n g eo n  deep, 
A n d  his sw art a rm orers, by  a  th o u sa n d  fires, 
H a v e  forged  th y  chain  ; yet, w hile h e  deem.s 

th ee  b o u n d ,
T h e  lin k s a re  sh ivered , an d  the  p rison w alls 
F a ll ou tw ard  : te rrib ly  thou  sp rin g est forth,
A s springs th e  flam e a b o v e  a  b u rn in g  pile,
A n d  shou test to th e  nations, w ho re tu rn  
T h y  shoutings, w hile th e  p a le  o ppresso r flies.

T h y  b ir th rig h t was no t g iven  by  h u m an  
h a n d s :

T h o u  w ert tw in-born  w ith m an . In  p lea sa n t 
fields,

W hile  ye t ou r race  was few, thou  s a t’st w ith  
h im ,

T o ten d  the  quiet flock an d  w atch  th e  stars, 
A nd  teach  th e  reed  to u tte r  sim ple  airs.



T hou by  h is side, am id  th e  tan g le d  wood,
D id st w ar upon th e  p a n th e r a n d  the  wolf,
H is only  fo e s ; a n d  thou w ith h im  d idst d raw  
T h e  earlie st furrow s on th e  m o u n ta in  side,
Soft w ith the  de luge . T y ran n y  him self,
T h y  en em y , a lthough  of rev eren d  look,
H o ary  w ith m an y  years, a n d  fa r obeyed ,
Is la te r b o rn  th a n  thou  ; an d  as h e  m eets 
T h e  g rav e  defiance o f th in e  e ld e r eye,
T h e  usu rper trem b les in  his fastnesses.

T h o u  sh a lt w ax s tro n g er w ith th e  lap se  of 
years,

B ut he  sh a ll fade in to  a  feeb ler a g e ;
F eeb ler, yet sub tler. H e  sha ll w eave his snares , 
A nd  sp ring  th em  on th y  careless steps, a n d  clap  
H is w ithered  h an d s, an d  from  th e ir  am b u sh  call 
H is h o rdes to  fall upon  th ee . H e  sha ll send 
Q uain t m ask ers , form s of fair a n d  g a lla n t m ien , 
T o  catch  th y  gaze, an d  u tte rin g  g racefu l w ords 
T o  ch arm  thy  e a r ;  w hile  h is sly  im ps, by  

stealth ,
T w ine  a ro u n d  th ee  th rea d s  o f steel, lig h t th read  

on th read ,
T h a t grow  to fe t te r s ; o r b in d  dow n th y  arm s 
W ith  ch a in s  co n cea led  in  chap le ts . O h ! not 

yet



M ay ’st thou u n b ra ce  th y  corselet, n o r lay  by  
T h y  sw ord ; n o r yet, O F reed o m  ! close thy lids 
In  s lum ber ; for th in e  en em y  nev er sleeps,
A n d  thou  m ust w atch  a n d  co m b a t till the  day  
O f th e  new  e a rth  a n d  h eav en . B ut w ouldst 

thou  re st
A w hile from  tu m u lt a n d  th e  frau d s o f m en, 
T h ese  old an d  friend ly  so litudes inv ite  
T h y  visit. T h ey , w hile ye t th e  forest trees 
W ere  you n g  upo n  th e  unv io la ted  earth ,
A n d  yet th e  m oss-sta ins on th e  ro ck  w ere new , 
B eh eld  th y  g lorious ch ildhood , a n d  re jo iced .

A H Y M N  O F T H E  SEA.

T h e  sea  is m igh ty , b u t a  m ig h tie r sw ays 
H is restless billow s. T hou  w hose h a n d s  h a v e  

scooped
H is b o u n d less  gulfs a n d  bu ilt h is shore , thy  

b rea th ,
T h a t  m oved  in  th e  b eg in n in g  o ’er his face, 
M oves o ’e r it everm ore. T h e  o b ed ien t w aves 
T o  its s tro n g  m otion  roll, a n d  rise  a n d  fall.
Still from  th a t rea lm  o f ra in  th y  c loud  goes up, 
A s a t  th e  first, to  w a ter th e  g rea t ea rth ,
A n d  keep  her v a lleys g reen . A  h u n d re d  rea lm s



W atch  its b ro ad  shadow  w arp in g  on th e  w ind, 
A n d  in  th e  d ro p p in g  show er, w ith g lad n ess  h ea r 
T h y  prom ise of th e  h a rv est. I look forth  
O v e r th e  b ound less b lue, w here  jo y o u sly  
T h e  b rig h t c rests o f in n u m erab le  w aves 
G lan ce  to th e  sun  a t once, a s  w h en  th e  h a n d s  
O f a  g rea t m u ltitu d e  a re  upw ard  flung 
In  acc lam atio n . I b eho ld  th e  sh ips 
G lid ing  from  cape to cape, from  isle  to  isle,
O r stem m ing  tow ard  far lan d s , o r h asten in g  

h o m e
F ro m  th e  O ld W o rld . I t  is th y  friend ly  breeze 
T h a t b e a rs  th em , w ith th e  rich es of th e  lan d , 
A nd  treasu re  o f d ea r lives, till, in  th e  port,
T h e  sh o u tin g  seam an  clim bs a n d  furls th e  sail.

B ut who sh a ll b id e  th y  tem pest, w ho sh a ll 
face

T h e  b la s t th a t w akes th e  fury o f th e  sea  ?
O h God ! th y  ju s tic e  m ak es  th e  world tu rn  pale , 
W hen  on th e  a rm ed  fleet, th a t  royally  
B ears dow n th e  surges, carry in g  w ar, to  sm ite  
Som e city , or in v ad e  som e th o u g h tless realm , 
D escen d s the  fierce to rn ad o . T h e  v a s t h u lk s 
A re w hirled  lik e  chaff upon th e  w aves ; th e  sails 
F ly , re n t lik e  w ebs of g o ssam er ; th e  m asts



A re sn ap p ed  a s u n d e r ; dow nw ard  from  th e  
d ecks,

D ow nw ard  a re  slung , in to  th e  fa thom less gulf, 
T h e ir  cruel e n g in e s ; a n d  their hosts, a rray ed  
In  trap p in g s  of th e  ba ttle-field , a re  w h e lm ed  
B y w hirlpools, o r d a sh ed  d ead  upon  th e  rocks. 
T h en  s ta n d  tn e  n a tio n s still w ith aw e, an d  

pause,
A  m om ent, from  th e  b loody  w ork o f w ar.

T h ese  restless surges e a t aw ay  th e  shores 
O f e a r th ’s o ld  co n tin en ts  ; th e  fertile  p la in  
W elte rs  in  shallow s, h e ad lan d s  c rum ble  dow n, 
A n d  th e  tid e  drifts th e  se a -san d  in th e  streets 
O f th e  d ro w n ed  city. T hou , m eanw hile , a fa r 
In  th e  g reen  ch am b ers  o f th e  m id d le  sea, 
W h ere  b ro ad est sp re ad  th e  w aters a n d  th e  line  
S inks deep est, w hile no eye b eh o ld s th y  w ork, 
C re a to r ! thou  dost teach  th e  co ral worm  
T o  lay  h is m ig h ty  reefs. F ro m  age  to age,
H e  bu ilds b e n e a th  th e  w aters, till, a t last,
H is b u lw ark s o vertop  th e  b rin e , a n d  ch eck  
T h e  lo n g  w ave ro lling  from  th e  so u th e rn  pole 
T o  b re a k  upon  Ja p a n . T h o u  b id ’st th e  fires, 
T h a t  sm o u ld er u n d e r  ocean , h e av e  on  h igh  
T h e  n ew -m ade m o u n ta in s, a n d  uplift th e ir 

p eaks,



A place  of refuge for th e  s to rm -driven  b ird . 
T h e  b irds a n d  w afting billow s p la n t th e  rifts 
W ith  h erb  a n d  t r e e ; sw eet fo u n tains g u s h ; 

sw eet a irs
R ipple th e  liv ing  lak es th a t, fringed  with 

flowers,
A re  g a th e red  in th e  hollow s. T h o u  dost look 
On thy crea tion  an d  p ro n o u n ce  it good.
Its valleys, glorious with th e ir sum m er g reen , 
P raise th ee  in  silen t beau ty , a n d  its woods. 
Sw ept by th e  m u rm u rin g  w inds of ocean , jo in  
T h e  m u rm u rin g  shores in  a  p e rp e tu a l h y m n .

T H E  S T R E A M  OF LIT E .

O h s ilvery  s tream let o f th e  fields,
T h a t flowest full a n d  free !

F o r th ee  th e  ra in s  o f  sp rin g  re tu rn . 
T h e  su m m er dew s for th ee  ;

A n d  w hen th y  la test b lossom s die 
In  a u tu m n ’s chilly  show ers,

T h e  w in ter foun tains gu sh  for thee , 
T ill M ay b rings b a c k  th e  flowers.



Oh S tream  of Life ! th e  v io le t sp rings 
B ut o nce  b esid e  th y  b e d  ;

B ut one b rie f  sum m er, o n  th y  p a th ,
T h e  dew s o f  h eav en  a re  shed .

T h y  p a re n t foun tains sh rin k  aw ay ,
A n d  close th e ir  c rysta l veins,

A nd  w here  th y  g litte rin g  cu rre n t flowed 
T h e  d u st a lo n e  rem ain s .

M ID S U M M E R .

(a  s o n n e t .)

A  p o w e r  is on  the earth a n d  in  th e  air,
Fro m  w hich  th e  v ita l sp irit sh rin k s  afra id ,
A n d  sh e lte rs h im , in  nooks o f  d eep est shad e ,

F ro m  th e  h o t s tream  a n d  from  th e  fiery g la re .
L ook forth  up o n  th e  e a rth  —  h e r  th o u sa n d  

p lan ts
A re  s m it te n ; ev en  th e  d a rk  su n -lov ing  

m aize
F a in ts  in  th e  field b e n e a th  th e  to rrid  b laz e ;

T h e  h e rd  beside th e  sh a d e d  fountain  p a n t s ;
F o r  life is d riv en  from  all the  la n d sc a p e  b ro w n ;

T h e  b ird  h a s  so u g h t h is tree , th e  sn a k e  his 
den ,



T h e  tro u t floats d ead  in th e  h o t s tream , a n d  
m en

D ro p  by  th e  su n -s tro k e  in  th e  p opu lace  to w n : 
As if  th e  D ay  o f F ire  h a d  daw ned , a n d  se n t 
Its d ead ly  b re a th  in to  th e  firm am en t.

G R E E N  R IV E R .

W h e n  b reezes are soft a n d  sk ie s are  fair,
I stea l an  h o u r from  stu d y  a n d  care,
A n d  hie m e  aw ay to  th e  w o o d lan d  scene, 
W h ere  w an d ers  th e  s tream  w ith w aters o f 

green.
A s if  th e  b rig h t fringe o f h e rb s on its b rin k  
H a d  g iv en  th e ir  sta in  to  th e  w ave th ey  d r in k ; 
A n d  they , w hose m eadow s it m u rm u rs th ro u g h , 
H a v e  n a m e d  th e  s tream  from  its own fair h ue .

Y et p u re  its w aters— its shallow s a re  b rig h t 
W ith  co lou red  peb b les  a n d  sp ark les  o f ligh t, 
A n d  c lear th e  d e p th s  w here  its ed d ies  p lay , 
A nd  d im ples d eep en  a n d  w hirl aw ay,
A n d  th e  p lan e -tre e ’s sp e c k le d  a rm s  o ’e rsh o o t 
T h e  sw ifter c u rre n t th a t m ines its root,
T h ro u g h  w hose sh ifting  leaves, as you w alk  

the  hill,
T h e  qu iv erin g  g lim m er of sun  a n d  rill ,



W ith  a  su d d en  flash on th e  eye  is th row n,
L ike th e  ra y  th a t s tream s from  th e  d iam o n d  

stone.
Oh, loveliest th e re  th e  sp rin g  d ay s com e,
W ith  b lossom s, a n d  b irds, a n d  w ild b e es’ h u m ; 
T h e  flowers o f  su m m er a re  fa irest there ,
A n d  fresh est th e  b rea th  o f th e  su m m er a i r ; 
A n d  sw eetest th e  g o lden  a u tu m n  day  
In  silence a n d  sun sh in e  g lid es aw ay .

Y et fair as thou  art, thou  sh u n n e st to g lide , 
B eautifu l s t r e a m ! by  th e  v illage  side ;
B ut w indest aw ay  from  h a u n ts  o f  m en ,
T o  qu iet v a lley  a n d  sh a d e d  g len  ;
A n d  forest, a n d  m eadow , a n d  slope o f hill. 
A ro u n d  thee, a re  lonely , lovely, a n d  still. 
L onely— sav e  w hen , b y  th y  rip p lin g  tides, 
F ro m  th ic k e t to  th ic k e t th e  a n g le r  g l id e s ;
O r th e  sim pler com es w ith b a sk e t a n d  book. 
F o r h e rb s  o f  pow er on th y  b a n k s  to  lo o k ;
O r h ap ly , so m e  id le  d re am er, lik e  m e,
T o  w ander, a n d  m use, a n d  g aze  on  thee .
Still— sav e  th e  ch irp  o f  b ird s th a t  feed  
O n th e  riv er c h erry  a n d  seed y  reed ,
A n d  th y  ow n wild m usic  g u sh in g  out 
W ith  m ellow  m u rm u r a n d  fa iry  shout,



daw n to th e  b lush  o f a n o th e r d ay ,
L ike trav e lle r sing ing  a lo n g  his w ay.

T h a t  fairy  m usic  I n e v er hear,
N or g a te  on th o se  w aters so g reen  a n d  clear, 
A n d  m a rk  th em  w ind ing  aw ay  from  sight. 
D a rk en e d  w ith sh a d e  o r flash ing  w ith light, 
W h ile  o 'e r  th em  th e  v ine  to its thickfet c lings. 
A n d  th e  zephyr stoops to fresh en  h is w ings, 
B ut I wish th a t fate h a d  left m e  free 
T o  w a n d e r th ese  q u ie t h au n ts  with thee ,
T ill th e  ea tin g  cares o f  e a r th  shou ld  d ep art, 
A n d  th e  peace  o f  th e  scen e  p ass  in to  m y h e a r t ; 
A n d  I e n v y  th y  s tream , as it g lides a long , 
T h ro u g h  its beautifu l b a n k s  in a  tran c e  o f song .

T h o u g h  lo rced  to d ru d g e  for the  dregs o f m en , 
A n d  scraw l s tran g e  w ords w ith th e  b a rb aro u s  

pen ,
A nd  m ing le  am o n g  th e  jo s tlin g  crowd,
W h ere  th e  sons o f strife  a re  su b tle  an d  lo u d —  
I o ften  com e to th is qu ie t p lace,
T o  b re a th e  th e  a irs th a t  ruffle th y  face,
A n d  g aze  u p o n  th ee  in  silen t d ream ,
F o r  in  th y  lo n ely  a n d  lovely  stream  
An im ag e  o f  th a t  ca lm  life ap p ea rs  
T h a t  w on m y  hirart in  m y g re en e r years- 
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A W IN T E R  P IE C E .

T h e  tim e  h a s  b een  th a t  these  w ild  so litudes, 
Y et beau tifu l as wild, w ere tro d  b y  m e 
O ftener th a n  now  ; a n d  w hen  th e  ills o f  life 
H a d  chafed  m y  sp irit— w hen th e  u n ste ad y  

pulse
B eat w ith s tra n g e  flu tterings— I w ould  w an d er 

forth
A n d  seek  th e  w oods. T h e  su n sh in e  on  m y 

p a th
W a s  to  m e  as a  friend . T h e  sw elling h ills , 
T h e  q u ie t de lls  re tirin g  fa r be tw een ,
W ith  g en tle  in v ita tio n  to  ex p lo re  
T h e ir  w indings, w ere  a  calm  society 
T h a t  ta lk e d  w ith m e a n d  soo thed  m e. T h e n  

th e  c h a n t
O f b irds, a n d  chim e o f b rooks, a n d  soft caress 
O f th e  fresh  sy lv an  a ir, m ad e  m e  fo rget 
T h e  th o u g h ts  th a t  b ro k e  m y peace, a n d  I b eg an  
T o  g a th e r  sim ples b y  th e  fo u n ta in ’s b rin k ,
A n d  lose m y se lf in  d ay -d ream s. W h ile  I stood 
In  n a tu re ’s loneliness, I w as w ith one 
W ith  w hom  I early  g rew  fam iliar, one 
W h o  n e v e r h a d  a  frow n for m e, w hose voice 
N e v er re b u k ed  m e  for th e  ho u rs  I stole 
F ro m  cares I lo v ed  not, b u t o f  w hich  th e  w orld



D eem s h ighest, to co nverse  w ith  h e r. W h en  
sh riek ed

T h e  b lea k  N o v em b er w inds, a n d  sm ote  th e  
woods,

A n d  th e  b row n fields w ere h e rb le ss , a n d  th e  
shades,

T h a t m et above  th e  m erry  rivu le t,
W ere  spoiled, I sought, I loved  th em  still,—  

th ey  seem ed  
L ik e  old co m p an ions in adversity .
Still th e re  was b eau ty  in  m y  w a lk s ; th e  b rook , 
B ord ered  w ith sp a rk lin g  frost-w ork, w as as 

gay
A s w ith its fringe o f su m m er flowers. A far, 
T h e  v illag e  w ith its spires, th e  p a th  o f s tream s, 
A n d  dim  reced in g  va lley s, h id  before  
By in te rp o sin g  trees, lay  v isib le 
T h ro u g h  th e  b a re  grove, a n d  m y  fam iliar 

h a u n ts
S eem ed  new  to m e. N or w as I slow  to com e 
A m o n g  th em , w hen  th e  clouds, from  th e ir  still 

sk irts,
H a d  sh a k e n  dow n on ea rth  th e  fe a th e ry  snow , 
A n d  a ll w as w hite. T h e  p u re  k e en  a ir  ab ro ad , 
A lbeit it b re a th ed  no scen t o f h e rb , n o r h e a rd  
L ove-call o f b ird  n o r m erry  h u m  o f bee,
W as no t th e  a ir o f  d ea th . B righ t m osses c rep t



O ver th e  sp o tted  tru n k s , a n d  th e  close b uds, 
T h a t  lay  a lo n g  th e  boughs, in s tin c t w ith  life, 
P a tie n t a n d  w aiting  th e  soft b re a th  of Spring , 
F e a re d  n o t th e  p ierc ing  spirit o f th e  N orth .
T h e  snow -bird  tw ittered  on th e  b eech en  bough , 
A n d  ’n ea th  th e  h em lock , w hose th ick  b ra n ch e s  

b e n t
B e n ea th  its b r ig h t cold  b u rd e n , a n d  k ep t d ry  
A circle , on th e  earth , o f  w ithered  leaves,
T h e  p a rtr id g e  found  a  she lte r. T h ro u g h  the  

snow
T h e  ra b b it sp ra n g  aw ay. T h e  lig h te r  trac k  
O f fox, a n d  th e  ra co o n ’s b ro ad  pa th , w ere there , 
C rossing each  o th er. F ro m  his hollow  tree , 
T h e  squ irre l w as ab ro ad , g a th e rin g  th e  nu ts 
Ju s t fa llen , th a t a sk e d  th e  w in ter cold  a n d  sw ay 
O f w in ter b la s t, to sh a k e  th em  from  th e ir ho ld .

B ut W in te r  h as yet b rig h te r  scenes, —  h e  
boasts

S p len d o u rs  b e y o n d  w hat go rgeous S um m er 
k n o w s ;

O r A utum n w ith h is m an y  fruits, a n d  w oods 
A ll flushed w ith m an y  hues. C om e w hen th e  

ra in s
H a v e  g lazed  th e  snow, an d  c lo thed  th e  trees 

w ith ice  ;



W hile  th e  s lan t sun  o f F e b ru a ry  pours 
In to  th e  bow ers a  flood o f ligh t. A p p ro a ch  ! 
T h e  in c ru s te d  su rface  sh a ll  u p b e a r  th y  steps, 
A n d  th e  b ro a d  a rc h in g  p o rta ls  o f  th e  grove 
W elco m e th y  en tering . L ook! th e  m assy  

tru n k s
A re cased  in  th e  p u re  c ry s ta l ; e ach  ligh t sp ray , 
N o d d in g  a n d  tin k lin g  in  th e  b re a th  o f h eav en , 
Is  s tu d d e d  w ith its trem b lin g  w ater-d rops,
T h a t s tream  w ith ra inbow  rad ian ce  as they  

m ove.
B ut ro u n d  th e  p a re n t stem  th e  long low boughs 
B end , in  a  g litte rin g  ring , a n d  a rb o u rs  hide 
T h e  g lassy  floor. O h ! you m igh t deem  th e  

spot
T h e  spacious cav e rn  o f som e v irg in  m ine, 
D eep  in  th e  w om b o f e a r th — w here th e  gem s 

grow ,
A n d  d iam o n d s p u t forth  ra d ia n t rods a n d  bu d  
W ith  a m e th y st a n d  to p az— a n d  th e  p lace  
L it up, m ost royally , w ith th e  p u re  b eam  
T h a t dw ells in  them . O r h a p ly  th e  v a s t h a ll 
O f fa iry  p a lace , th a t ou tlasts th e  n igh t,
A n d  fad es no t in  th e  g lo ry  o f th e  sun  ;—  
W h ere  c rystal co lum ns sen d  fo rth  s len d er 

shafts
A n d  crossing  a rch es ; a n d  fan tastic  aisles



W in d  from  th e  sigh t in  b rig h tn ess , a n d  a re  lost 
A m ong th e  crow ded  p illars. R aise  th in e  eye, 
T h o u  seest no  cav e rn  roof, no  p a lace  v a u l t ; 
T h e re  th e  b lu e  sk y  a n d  th e  w hite d rifting  cloud 
L ook  in . A gain  th e  w ildered  fancy  d re am s 
O f spou ting  fountains, frozen as th e y  rose,
A n d  fixed, w ith a ll th e ir b ra n ch in g  je ts , in  air, 
A n d  all th e ir slu ices sea led . A ll, a ll is l ig h t ; 
L igh t w ithou t shad e . B ut a ll sha ll p a ss  aw ay 
W ith  th e  n ex t sun . F ro m  n u m b erless  v a st 

tru n k s ,
L oosened , th e  c rash in g  ice sh a ll m ak e  a  sound  
L ike th e  fa r  ro a r  o f rivers, a n d  th e  eve 
Shall close o ’er th e  b row n w oods as it w as w ont.

A n d  it is p lea san t, w h en  th e  noisy  s tream s 
A re ju s t  se t free, a n d  m ild e r su n s  m elt off 
T h e  p lash y  snow , sav e  o n ly  th e  firm  drift 
In  th e  d eep  g len  o r th e  close sh ad e  o f pines, 
’T is  p lea sa n t to  b eh o ld  th e  w rea th s o f  sm o k e  
R o ll up  am o n g  th e  m ap le s  o f th e  hill,
W h ere  th e  shrill so und  o f youthful vo ices w ak es 
T h e  sh rille r echo , as th e  c lear p u re  lym ph , 
T h a t  from  th e  w o u n d ed  trees, in  tw ink ling  

drops,
F a lls , m id  th e  go ld en  b rig h tn ess of th e  m orn , 
Is  g a th e red  in  w ith b rim m in g  pails, a n d  oft,



W ielded  by  s tu rd y  h an d s, th e  s tro k e  o f  axe 
M akes th e  w oods ring . A lo n g  th e  qu ie t air, 
C om e a n d  float ca lm ly  off th e  soft lig h t c louds, 
S uch  as you see in  sum m er, a n d  th e  w inds 
S carce  stir the  b ran ch es . L odged  in  su n n y  

cleft,
W h ere  th e  cold  b reezes com e not, b loom s a lo n e  
T h e  little-w ind flower, w hose ju s t  o p en ed  eye  
Is b lu e  as th e  sp rin g  h eav en  it gazes a t—  
S ta rtlin g  th e  lo iterer in  th e  n a k e d  g ro v es 
W ith  u n ex p ec ted  b eau ty , for th e  tim e 
O f b lossom s an d  g reen  leaves is ye t afar.
A n d  ere  it com es, th e  en co u n terin g  w inds sha ll 

oft
M uster th e ir  w ra th  aga in , a n d  ra p id  clouds 
S h a d e  h eav en , a n d 'b o u n d in g  on  th e  frozen 

ea rth
S h a ll fall th e ir vo lleyed  sto res ro u n d ed  lik e  

hail,
A n d  w hite like  snow, a n d  th e  loud  N orth  ag a in  
S h a ll buffet th e  vexed  forest in  h is rage.

H Y M N  TO  D E A T H .

O h  ! cou ld  I h ope  th e  wise a n d  p u re  in  h e a r t 
M igh t h e a r  m y  so n g  w ithout a  frow n, n o r  deem  
M y voice unw orthy  o f th e  th em e  it tr ie s ,—



I w ould ta k e  up  th e  h y m n  to  D eath , a n d  say  
T o  th e  g rim  pow er, T h e  w orld h a th  s la n d ere d  

th ee
A nd m o ck ed  thee . O n th y  dim  a n d  shadow y 

brow
T h ey  p lace  a n  iron  crow n, a n d  call th ee  k in g  
O f terrors, a n d  th e  spo iler of th e  world,
D ead ly  a ssass in , th a t  s tr ik ’st dow n th e  fair,
T h e  loved, th e  good— th a t b re a th es t on  th e  

lights
O f v irtue  se t a lo n g  th e  v a le  of life,
A n d  th ey  go out in  d a rk n ess . I am  com e,
N ot w ith rep roaches, n o t w ith cries a n d  p ray ers , 
Such  as h a v e  sto rm ed  th y  ste rn , in sen sib le  ear 
F ro m  th e  b eg in n in g . I am  com e to sp eak  
T h y  p raises. T ru e  it is, th a t I h a v e  w ept 
T h y  conquests , a n d  m ay  w eep th em  ye t a g a in : 
A n d  thou  from  som e I love w ilt ta k e  a  life 
D e a r to  m e as m y  ow n. Y et w hile th e  spell 
Is on m y  spirit, a n d  I ta lk  w ith th ee  
In  sigh t o f a ll th y  trophies, face to face,
M eet is it th a t  m y  voice shou ld  u tte r  forth  
T h y  n o b le r triu m p h s ; I will tea ch  th e  w orld  
T o  th a n k  th ee .— W h o  a re  th in e  a c c u se rs? — 

W h o ?
T h e  liv ing  !— they  w ho n e v e r felt th y  pow er, 
A nd  know  th ee  not. T h e  cu rses o f th e  w retch



W hose crim es a re  ripe, his sufferings w hen thy 
h a n d

Is on  him , a n d  th e  h o u r he  d re ad s  is com e,
A re w rit am o n g  th y  p raises. B ut th e  good—  
D oes he  w hom  th y  k in d  h a n d  d ism issed  to 

peace,
U pbraid  th e  g en tle  v io lence th a t took  off 
H is fetters, an d  u n b a rre d  his prison  cell ?

R a ise  th en  th e  h y m n  to d ea th . D e liv e re r ! 
G od h a th  an o in ted  th ee  to  free  th e  o ppressed  
A n d  c ru sh  th e  oppressor. W h en  th e  a rm ed  

chief,
T h e  c o n q u ero r o f nations, w alks th e  world, 
A n d  it is c h an g e d  b e n ea th  h is feet, a n d  a ll 
Its k in g d o m s m elt in to  o ne  m igh ty  rea lm —  
T hou , w hile  h is h e a d  is loftiest a n d  his h e a r t 
B lasphem es, im ag in in g  his ow n rig h t h a n d  
A lm ighty , thou  dost se t th y  su d d en  g ra sp  
U pon h im , a n d  th e  lin k s o f th a t stro n g  ch a in  
T h a t b o u n d  m an k in d  a re  c ru m b led ; thou  dost 

b re ak
S cep tre  a n d  crow n, a n d  b ea t h is th ro n e  to  dust. 
T h en  th e  e a r th  shou ts with g lad n ess , a n d  h e r 

tribes
G ath er w ith in  th e ir a n c ien t bou n d s again .
E lse  h a d  th e  m igh ty  o f th e  o ld en  tim e.



N im rod, Sesostris, or th e  youth  who fe igned  
H is b ir th  from  L ibyan  A m m on, sm itten  yet 
T h e  na tio n s w ith a  ro d  o f iron , a n d  driven  
T h e ir  chario t o ’er o u r necks. T h o u  dost 

av enge ,
In  thy  good  tim e, th e  w rongs o f those  who 

know
No o th er friend. N or dost thou  in terpose  
O nly to  lay  th e  sufferer asleep,
W h ere  he  w ho m ad e  h im  w retched  troubles 

not
H is  re s t— th o u  dost strike  dow n his ty ra n t too. 
O h, th e re  is jo y  w hen h a n d s  th a t h e ld  th e  

scourge
D ro p  lifeless, a n d  th e  p itiless h e a r t  is cold 
T h o u  too d o st p u rg e  from  e a rth  its ho rrib le  
A n d  o ld  ido latries ;— from  th e  p ro u d  fanes 
E a c h  to  h is g ra v e  th e ir  p riests go  out, till n one  
Is left to  teach  th e ir  w orship  ; th en  th e  fires 
O f sacrifice a re  ch illed , a n d  th e  g reen  m oss 
O ’ercreeps th e ir  a lta rs  ; th e  fa llen  im ages 
C um ber th e  w eedy courts, a n d  for loud  hym ns, 
C h an ted  by  k n ee lin g  m ultitudes, th e  w ind 
S h riek s in  th e  so litary  aisles. W h en  he 
W h o  g ives h is life to  gu ilt, a n d  lau g h s  a t all 
T h e  law s th a t G od o r m an  h as m ade , and  

ro u n d



H ed g es h is sea t w ith pow er, a n d  sh ines in 
w ealth ,—

Lifts up  h is a the ist fron t to scoff a t H eav en ,
A nd  ce leb ra tes  h is  sh am e  in  open  day,
T hou , in  th e  p ride  o f a ll h is crim es, c u tt’st off 
T h e  h o rrib le  ex am ple . T o u ch ed  by  th ine ,
T h e  ex to rtio n er’s h a rd  h a n d  foregoes th e  gold  
W ru n g  from  th e  o ’er-w orn poor. T h e  perju rer, 
W hose  to n g u e  w as lithe, e ’en  now , a n d  vo lub le  
A g a in st his n e ig h b o u r’s life, a n d  h e  who 

lau g h ed
A nd  leap ed  for jo y  to  see  a  spotless fam e 
B lasted  before  h is ow n foul ca lum nies,
A re sm it with d ead ly  silence. H e, w ho so ld  
H is consc ience  to  p re se rv e  a  w orth less life, 
E v en  w hile h e  hu g s h im se lf  on h is escape, 
T rem b les, as, d oub ly  te rrib le , a t leng th ,
T h y  steps o ’e r ta k e  h im , a n d  th e re  is no tim e 
F o r  p a rle y — n o r will b rib es u n c len ch  thy  g rasp . 
Oft, too, do st th o u  reform  th y  v ictim , long  
E re  h is las t h our. A n d  w hen th e  revelle r,
M ad  in  th e  ch ase  o f p leasu re , s tre tch es  on,
A n d  stra ins each  n e rv e , a n d  c lea rs  th e  p a th  of 

life
L ike w ind, th o u  p o in t’st h im  to th e  d read fu l 

goal,
A nd s h a k ’st thy  hour-g lass in  h is reeling-eye,



A n d  ch ec k ’st h im  in m id  course. T h y  skeleton  
h a n d

Show s to th e  fa in t o f sp irit th e  r ig h t pa th ,
A n d  he  is w arn ed , a n d  fears to  step  aside.
T h o u  se tt’st b e tw een  th e  ruffian a n d  h is crim e 
T h y  g h a stly  cou n ten an ce , a n d  h is s la ck  h a n d  
D ro p s th e  d raw n  kn ife. B ut, oh, m ost fearfu lly  
D ost thou  show  forth  H e a v e n ’s ju stice , w hen  

thy  shafts
D rin k  u p  th e  eb b in g  sp irit— th en  th e  h a rd  
O f h e a r t a n d  v io len t o f h a n d  resto res 
T h e  trea su re  to  th e  friend less w retch  he  

w ronged .
T h e n  from  th e  w rith ing  bosom  thou  dost p lu ck  
T h e  gu ilty  s e c re t ; lips, for ag es sealed ,
A re fa ith less to  th e  d read fu l tru s t a t len g th , 
A n d  g ive  it up  ; th e  fe lon’s la te s t b re a th  
A bsolves th e  in n o cen t m a n  w ho b e a rs  his 

c r im e ;
T h e  s la n d ere r , ho rro r-sm itten , a n d  in  tears, 
R ecalls th e  d e ad ly  ob loquy  h e  fo rged  
T o  w ork his b ro th e r’s ru in . T h o u  d o st m a k e  
T h y  p e n ite n t v ictim  u tte r to  th e  a ir 
T h e  d a rk  con sp iracy  th a t  strik es a t  life,
A nd aim s to  w helm  th e  la w s ; e re  ye t th e  h o u r 
Is com e, a n d  th e  d re ad  sign o f m u rd e r  g iv en .



T hus, from  th e  first o f tim e, h a s t thou  b een  
found

O n v irtu e ’s side  ! th e  w icked, bu t for thee ,
F a d  been  too s tro n g  for th e  good ; th e  g re a t of 

earth
H a d  c ru sh ed  th e  w eak  for ever. Schooled  in 

guile
F o r  ages, w hile each  p assin g  y ea r h a d  b ro u g h t 
Its banefu l lesson, th ey  h a d  filled th e  w orld 
W ith  th e ir ab o m in a tio n s ; w hile  its tribes, 
T ro d d en  to  earth , im b ru ted , a n d  despoiled , 
H a d  k n e lt to  th em  in w orship  ; sacrifice 
H a d  sm o k ed  on m an y  an  a lta r, tem p le  roofs 
H a d  echoed  w ith th e  b lasphem ous p ra y er an d  

hy m n  :
B ut thou , th e  g re a t re fo rm er o f th e  w orld, 
T a k ’s t  off th e  sons o f  v io lence a n d  fraud  
In  th e ir  g reen  pupilage, th e ir  lo re  h a lf  le a rn e d —  
E re  g u ilt h a d  qu ite  o ’e rru n  th e  sim ple  h e a r t 
God g av e  th em  a t th e ir b irth , a n d  b lo tted  ou t 
H is im age. T h o u  dost m a rk  th em  flushed with 

hope,
A s on  th e  th resh o ld  o f th e ir v a st designs 
D oubtfu l a n d  loose th ey  s tan d , a n d  s tr ik ’st them  

dow n.



A las ! I little  th o u g h t th a t th e  s te rn  pow er 
W h o se  fearfu l p ra ise  I sung , w ould  try  m e thus 
B efore th e  s tra in  w as en d ed . I t m u st cease—  
F o r  h e  is in  h is  g rav e  who tau g h t m y you th  
T h e  a r t  o f verse, a n d  in  th e  b u d  o f life 
O ffered m e to th e  m uses. O h, cu t off 
U n tim ely  ! w hen  th y  reaso n  in  its s tren g th , 
R ip en ed  b y  y ea rs  o f  toil a n d  studious search , 
A nd  w atch  of N a tu re ’s silen t lessons, tau g h t 
T h y  h a n d  to  p ractice  b e s t th e  len ien t a rt,
T o  w hich th o u  g av est th y  laborious d ays,
A nd , last, th y  life. A nd , th erefo re , w hen  th e  

ea rth
R eceived  thee , tea rs  w ere  in  u n y ield ing  eyes 
A n d  on  h a rd  cheeks, a n d  th ey  w ho deem ed  thy  

skill
D e lay ed  their d ea th -h o u r, sh u d d e red  an d  tu rn ed  

p a le
W h en  th o u  w ert gone. T h is fa ltering  verse, 

w hich  thou  
S h a lt no t, a s  w ont, o ’erlook , is a ll I h av e  
T o  offer a t th y  g ra v e — th is— an d  th e  h ope  
T o  copy th y  exam p le , a n d  to  leav e  
A  n am e  o f w hich  th e  w re tched  shall not th in k  
A s o f an  en em y ’s, w hom  th ey  forgive 
A s a ll forgive th e  d ead . R est, th erefo re , th o u  
W h o se  early  gu id an ce  tra in ed  m y in fan t steps—



R est, in the  bosom  o f  G od, till the  b rie f  sleep 
O f d ea th  is over, an d  a  h a p p ie r  life 
Shall daw n to w ak en  th in e  in sen sib le  dust.

Now th o u  a r t  n o t— a n d  ye t the  m en  whose 
gu ilt

H a s  w earied  H eav en  for v e n g ea n ce — he who 
bears

F a lse  w itness— he w ho tak e s  th e  o rp h a n ’s b read , 
A n d  robs th e  widow— he w ho sp read s  ab ro ad  
Po llu ted  h a n d s  o f  m ockery  o f p ray er,
A re  left to cu m b er ea rth . S h u d d e rin g  I look  
O n w hat is w ritten, ye t I b lo t n o t out 
T h e  desu lto ry  n u m b ers— let th em  sta n d ,
"Hie reco rd  o f an  id le revery .

L IN E S  O N  R E V IS IT IN G  T H E  C O U N T R Y .

I s t a n d  u pon  m y  n a tiv e  h ills  aga in ,
B road , ro u n d , a n d  g reen , th a t in  th e  su m ­

m e r  sky
W ith  g a rn itu re  o f w aving  g rass  a n d  g ra in , 

O rchards, a n d  b eech en  forests, b a sk in g  lie,
W h ile  d eep  th e  sun less g len s a re  scooped  b e ­

tw een,
W h ere  braw l 0  e r  shallow  bed s th e  s tream s u n ­

seen .



A lisp ing voice a n d  g lan c in g  eyes a re  near,
A n d  ev er restless feet of one, w ho, now, 

G athers th e  b lossom s of h e r  fourth  b rig h t y e a r ; 
T h e re  p lay s a  g lad n ess o ’e r h e r  fair young 

brow ,
A s b re ak s  th e  v a ried  scene upon  h e r  sight, 
U p h eav ed  a n d  sp read  in v e rd u re  an d  in  ligh t.

F o r  I h av e  tau g h t h e r, w ith d e lig h ted  eye,
T o  gaze upon  th e  m o u n ta in s ,— to beho ld , 

W ith  d eep  affection, th e  p u re  am p le  sky ,
A n d  c louds a long  its b lu e  abysses ro lled ,— 

T o  love th e  song  o f w aters, an d  to  h e a r 
T h e  m elody  of w inds w ith ch arm ed  ear.

H ere , I h av e  ’scap ed  th e  city’s stifling heat,
Its  h o rrid  sounds, a n d  its po llu ted  a ir ;

A nd , w here th e  sea so n ’s m ild e r fervours beat, 
A n d  gales, th a t  sw eep th e  fo rest borders, 

b e a r
T h e  song  of b ird , a n d  sound  of ru n n in g  stream , 
A m  com e aw hile to  w an d er a n d  to  d ream .

Ay, flam e th y  fiercest, s u n ! thou  can s t not 
w ake,

In  th is pu re  a ir th e  p lag u e  th a t  w alks u n ­
seen .
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T h e  m aize le a f  a n d  th e  m ap le  bough  b u t take , 
F ro m  th y  stro n g  h eats, a  d eeper, glossier 

g reen .
T h e  m o un ta in  w ind, th a t fa in ts not in thy  ray  
Sw eeps th e  b lu e  s tream s of p estilen ce  aw ay .

T h e  m oun ta in  w ind ! m ost sp iritual th in g  o f all 
T h e  w ide e a r th  k n o w s ; w hen , in  th e  su ltry  

tim e,
H e  stoops h im  from  his v ast ceru lean  h a ll,

H e  seem s th e  b re a th  o f a  celestial clim e !
A s if  from  h e a v e n ’s w ide-open gates d id  flow 
H e a lth  an d  re fre sh m en t on th e  w orld  below .

“ U P O N  T H E  M O U N T A IN ’S D IS T A N T  
H E A D .”

U po n  th e  m o u n ta in ’s d istan t h ea d ,
W ith  track le ss  snow s for ev er white, 

W h ere  a ll is still, a n d  cold, a n d  dead ,
L ate  sh ines th e  d a y ’s d e p artin g  ligh t.

B ut fa r below  those  icy rocks,
T h e  vales, in  su m m er bloom  a rray ed , 

W oods full o f b irds, a n d  fields o f flocks,
A re  d im  w ith m ist a n d  d a rk  w ith shade .



’T is thus, from  w arm  a n d  k in d ly  hearts ,
A n d  eyes w here  gen ero u s m ean in g s bu rn .

E arlie st th e  lig h t o f  life d eparts,
B ut lingers w ith th e  cold  a n d  ste rn .

T H E  JO U R N E Y  O F  L IF E .

B e n e a t h  th e  w an in g  m oon I w alk  a t n ight, 
A n d  m u se  on  h u m an  life— for a ll a ro u n d

A re  d im  u n certa in  sh ap es  th a t  c h ea t th e  sight, 
A n d  pitfalls lu rk  in  sh ad e  a lo n g  th e  g round ,

A n d  b ro k e n  g leam s o f b righ tness , h e re  an d  
th ere ,

G lance  th ro u g h , an d  leav e  u n w arm ed  the  
dea th -lik e  air.

T h e  tram p led  e a r th  re tu rn s  a  so u n d  o f fear—  
A  hollow  sound , as if  I w a lk ed  on  tom bs ;

A n d  lights, th a t  tell o f cheerfu l hom es, ap p ear 
F a r  off, a n d  d ie  lik e  hope  am id  th e  g loom s.

A m ou rn fu l w ind  acro ss  th e  la n d sc a p e  flies,
A n d  th e  w ide a tm o sp h e re  is full of sighs.

A nd I, w ith fa ltering  footsteps, jo u rn ey  on. 
W atch in g  th e  sta rs  th a t  roll th e  h ours aw ay,



Till th e  fa in t ligh t th a t gu ides m e  now is gone, 
A n d  lik e  an o th e r life, th e  g lorious d ay  

Shall open o ’e r m e from  th e  em p y rea l heigh t, 
W ith  w arm th , a n d  certa in ty , a n d  b ound less 

ligh t.

L O V E  A N D  FO LL Y .

(F R O M  L A  F O N T A IN E .)

Lo v e ’s w orsh ippers a lo n e  ca n  k n o w  
T h e  tho u sa n d  m ysteries that are h i s ;

H is b laz in g  to rch , his tw an g in g  bow,
H is b loom ing  ag e  a re  m ysteries.

A  c h a rm in g  sc ience— b u t th e  d ay  
W ere  a ll too sh o rt to  con it o ’e r ;

So ta k e  o f m e th is little  lay ,
A  sam p le  o f its bo u n d less  lore.

As once, b e n ea th  th e  f rag ra n t sh ad e  
O f m y rtle s b re a th in g  h e a v e n ’s ow n air,

T h e  ch ild ren , L ove a n d  Fo lly , p lay e d —
A q u a rre l ro se  betw ixt th e  pair.

Love sa id  th e  gods shou ld  do  h im  rig h t—
B ut F o lly  vow ed to  do it th en ,

A nd  stru ck  h im , o ’er th e  orbs o f sight,
So h a rd  h e  n ev er saw  again .



H is lovely m o th e r’s g rief w as deep ,
S he  ca lled  for v e n g ea n ce  on  th e  d e ed  ;

A  beau ty  does n o t v a in ly  w eep,
N or co ld ly  does a  m o th e r p lead .

A  sh a d e  cam e  o ’e r th e  e te rn a l bliss 
T h a t  fills the  dw ellers of the  s k ie s ;

E v e n  sto n y -h earted  N em esis,
A n d  R h ad am an th u s , w iped th e ir eyes.

“  B eh o ld ,” she  said , “  this lovely  b o y ,” 
W h ile  s tream ed  afresh  h e r g racefu l te a rs , 

“  Im m orta l, ye t sh u t out from  joy  
A n d  su n sh in e , a ll h is fu tu re  years.

T h e  ch ild  can  n e v e r tak e , you see,
A  sing le  step  w ithout a  staff—

T h e  h a rsh es t p u n ish m en t w ould  be  
T oo len ien t for th e  crim e by  h a lf .”

A ll sa id  th a t L ove h a d  suffered  w rong,
A n d  well th a t  w rong  should  b e  rep a id  „ 

T h e n  w eighed  th e  pub lic  in te res t long,
A n d  lo n g  th e  p a rty ’s in te res t w eighed. 

A n d  th u s d ecreed  th e  co u rt a b o v e—
“ Since Love is b lin d  from  F o lly ’s blow, 

L et F o lly  be  th e  gu ide  of Love,
W h e re ’er th e  boy m ay  choose to  g o .”



T H E  L O V E  O F  GO D.

(F R O M  T H E  P R O V E N C A L  O F  B E R N A R D  R A S C A S .)

A l l  th in g s that are on earth sh a ll w h o lly  
p a ss aw ay,

E x ce p t th e  love o f God, w hich sha ll live a n d  
la s t for aye.

T h e  form s of m en  sha ll be as th ey  h a d  n ev er 
b e e n ;

T h e  b las ted  g roves sha ll lose th e ir fresh  a n d  
te n d e r  g r e e n ;

T h e  b irds o f th e  th ic k e t sh a ll en d  their p lea san t 
song,

A n d  th e  n ig h tin g a le  sha ll cease  to  c h an t th e  
e v en in g  long.

T h e  k in e  o f th e  p as tu re  sh a ll feel th e  d a r t th a t  
k ills,

A n d  a ll th e  fa ir w hite  flocks sha ll perish  from  
th e  h ills.

T h e  go a t a n d  a n tle red  stag , th e  w olf a n d  th e  
fox,

T h e  w ild b o a r o f th e  wood, a n d  th e  cham ois of 
th e  rock s,

A nd  th e  strong  a n d  fearless bear, in  th e  tro d d en  
d u st sh a ll l i e ;

A n d  th e  do lp h in  o f th e  sea, a n d  the  m ighty  
w hale, sh a ll die.



A n d  realm s sha ll b e  d isso lved , a n d  em pires be  
no  m ore,

A n d  th ey  shall bow  to d eath , w ho ru led  from  
sh o re  to  s h o re ;

A n d  th e  g re a t globe itself, (so th e  holy  w ritings 
te ll,) (

W ith  th e  ro lling  firm am en t, w here  th e  starry 
a rm ies dw ell,

Shall m elt w ith fe rv en t h e a t—th ey  sh a ll all 
pass away,

E x cep t th e  love o f G od, w hich  sh a ll live  a n d  
la s t  for aye.

E A R T H .

A  m i d n i g h t  b lac k  w ith c louds i s  i n  th e  sky  ; , 
I seem  to feel, upon  m y lim bs, th e  w eight 
O f its v a s t  b ro o d in g  shadow . A ll in  vain  
T u rn s  th e  tired  ey e  in  sea rch  o f form  ; n o  sta r 
P ierces th e  p itchy  v e i l ; no  ru d d y  blaze,
F ro m  dw ellings lig h ted  b y  th e  cheerfu l h earth , 
T in g es th e  flow ering sum m its o f th e  grass.
N o so u n d  o f life is h ea rd , no  v illage  hum ,
N or m easu red  tram p  o f footstep in  th e  p a th ,
N or ru sh  o f w ing, while, on th e  b re as t o f E arth ,
I lie a n d  lis ten  to  h e r  m igh ty  v o ic e :



A voice of m an y  to n es— sen t up  from  stream s 
T h a t w an d er th ro u g h  th e  g loom , from  woods 

un seen ,
Sw ayed by  th e  sw eeping of th e  tides o f air, 
F rom  ro ck y  ch asm s w here  d a rk n ess  dw ells all 

day,
A n d  hollow s o f th e  g re a t inv isib le  hills,
A n d  sa n d s  th a t ed g e  th e  ocean , stre tch in g  far 
In to  th e  n ig h t— a m elancho ly  so und  !

O E a rth  ! dost thou  too sorrow  for th e  p a st 
L ike m an  th y  offspring ? D o I h e a r  th ee  m ourn  
T h y  ch ild h o o d ’s u n re tu rn in g  hours, th y  sp rings 
G one w ith th e ir g en ia l airs a n d  m elodies,
T h e  g en tle  g en era tio n s o f th y  flowers,
A n d  th y  m ajestic  g roves of o lden  tim e, 
P e rish ed  w ith a ll th e ir  dw ellers ? D ost thou  

wail
F o r th a t fa ir age  o f w hich  th e  poets tell,
E re  th e  ru d e  w inds grew  k een  w ith frost, o r fire 
F e ll w ith th e  ra ins , o r spouted  from  th e  hills, 
T o  b las t th y  g reen n ess, w hile th e  virg in  n ig h t 
W as gu iltless a n d  salub rious as th e  day  ?
O r h ap ly  do st th o u  g riev e  for those th a t d ie—  
F o r liv ing  th in g s  th a t  tro d  th y  p a th s  aw hile, 
T h e  love of th ee  a n d  h e av e n — a n d  now  they 

sleep



M ixed w ith th e  sh ap e less du st on  w hich thy  
h e rd s

T ram p le  a n d  g raze?  I too m u st g rieve w ith 
thee,

O ’e r  loved  ones lost. T h e ir  g rav es a re  far 
aw ay

U p o n  th y  m o u n ta in s ; yet, w hile I recline  
A lone, in  d a rk n ess , on  th y  n a k e d  soil,
T h e  m igh ty  nourish e r a n d  b u ria l-p lace  
O f m an , I feel th a t I em b race  th e ir dust.

H a  ! how  th e  m u rm u r d eep en s ! I perceive 
A n d  trem b le  a t  its d read fu l im port. E a r th  
U plifts a  g e n era l cry  for g u ilt a n d  w rong,
A n d  h e av e n  is lis ten ing . T h e  forgotten  grave 
O f th e  h e a rt-b ro k en  u tte r  fo rth  th e ir  p la in t. 
T h e  d u s t of h e r  w ho lo v ed  a n d  w as be trayed , 
A n d  h im  w ho d ied  n eg lec ted  in  h is a g e ;
T h e  sep u lch res o f  those  w ho for m an k in d  
L aboured , a n d  e a rn e d  th e  reco m p en se  of scorn  
A shes o f m arty rs  for th e  tru th , a n d  bones 
O f those  who, in  th e  strife  for liberty ,
W ere  b e a ten  dow n, th e ir  corses g iven  to  dog»,, 
T h e ir  n am es to  infam y, a ll find a  voice.
T h e  n o o k  in  w hich th e  cap tive, overto iled ,
L ay  dow n to re st a t last, a n d  th a t  w hich  ho ld s



C h ildhood’s sw eet b lossom s, c ru sh ed  by  cruel 
h an d s,

Sen d  up  a  p la in tiv e  so u n d . F ro m  battle-fields, 
W h ere  hero es m ad ly  d ra v e  a n d  d ash ed  th e ir 

hosts
A g a in st e ach  o ther, rises up  a  noise,
As if  th e  a rm e d  m u ltitudes o f  d ead
S tirred  in th e ir h eav y  slum ber. M ournfu l tones
C om e from  th e  g re en  ab y sses o f th e  sea—
A sto ry  o f th e  crim es th e  gu ilty  sought 
T o  h id e  b e n ea th  its w aves. T h e  g lens, th e  

groves,
P a th s in th e  th icke t, pools o f ru n n in g  brook , 
A n d  b a n k s  a n d  d ep th s o f lak e , a n d  streets a n d  

lan es
O f cities, now th a t liv ing  so unds a re  hushed , 
M urm ur o f gu ilty  force a n d  treach ery .

H ere , w here  I rest, th e  va les  of Ita ly  
A re ro u n d  m e, populous from  early  tim e,
A n d  field o f th e  trem en d o u s w arfare w aged  
’T w ixt good  a n d  evil. W h o , a la s , sh a ll d a re  
In te rp re t to  m a n ’s e a r  th e  m ing led  voice 
T h a t  com es from  h e r  old du n g eo n s y aw n in g  now  
T o th e  b lac k  air, h e r  am p h ith ea tres ,
W h ere  th e  dew  g a th e rs  on  th e  m ouldering  

stones,



A n d  fanes o f b a n ish ed  gods, a n d  open tombs, 
A n d  roofless pa laces, a n d  streets a n d  h earth s  
O f cities d u g  from  th e ir  vo lcan ic  g rav es ?
I h e a r  a  so u n d  o f m an y  lan g u ag es ,
T h e  u tte ran c e  o f n a tio n s now  no m ore,
D riven  o u t by  m igh tier, a s  th e  d ay s o f h eaven  
C h ase  one a n o th e r from  th e  sky . T h e  blood 
O f freem en sh ed  b y  freem en , till s tran g e  lords 
C am e in  th e  h o u r o f  w eakness, a n d  m ad e  fast 
T h e  yoke  th a t  y e t is w orn, cries ou t to  H eav en .

W h a t th en  sh a ll c leanse  th y  bosom , gentle  
E a rth ,

F ro m  all its p a in fu l m em ories o f gu ilt ?
T h e  w helm ing  flood, or th e  ren ew in g  fire,
O r th e  slow c h an g e  o f tim e ? th a t  so, a t last, 
T h e  ho rrid  ta le  o f p e rju ry  a n d  strife,
M u rd e r a n d  spoil, w hich  m en  call history ,
M ay seem  a  fable, like  th e  in v en tio n s to ld  
By poets o f th e  gods o f G reece. O thou.
W h o  sittest fa r b ey o n d  th e  A tlan tic  deep , 
A m o n g  th e  sources o f th y  g lo rious stream s.
M y n a tiv e  L an d  o f G roves ! a  new er p ag e  
In  th e  g re a t reco rd  o f th e  w orld  is th in e  ;
Shall it be  fa irer ? F ea r, a n d  frien d ly  hope, 
A n d  en v y , w atch  th e  issue, w hile th e  lines,
B y w hich  thou  sh a lt b e  ju d g e d , a re  w ritten  

dow n.



C A T T E R S K IL L  FA LL S.

M id s t  green s a n d  shad es th e  C atte rsk ill leaps, 
F ro m  cliffs w here  th e  w ood-flower clings ;

All su m m er he  m oistens his v e rd a n t steeps 
W ith  th e  sw eet lig h t sp ray  of th e  m ountain  

s p r in g s ;
And he  sh ak es  th e  woods on  th e  m o u n ta in  side, 
W hen th ey  drip  w ith th e  ra in s  o f au tum n-tide .

$ u t w hen , in  th e  forest b a re  a n d  old,
T h e  b las t o f D ecem b er calls,

H e bu ilds, in  th e  s ta rlig h t c lear a n d  cold,
A  pa lace  o f ice w here  his to rren t falls,

W ith tu rre t, a n d  arch , a n d  fretw ork  fair,
A nd p illa rs b lu e  as th e  su m m er air.

F o r w hom  a re  those  g lorious ch am b ers  w rought, 
In  th e  co ld  a n d  c loudless n ig h t ? 

is  th ere  n e ith e r sp irit n o r m otion  of th o u g h t 
In  form s so lovely , a n d  h u es so b rig h t ? 

H e a r  w h a t th e  g ray -h a ired  jvoodm en  tell 
O f th is  w ild s tream  a n d  its ro ck y  dell.

'T w as  h ith e r a  you th  of d ream y  m ood,
A  h u n d re d  w in ters ago,

H a d  w an d ered  over th e  m igh ty  wood,



W h en  th e  p a n th e r’s tra c k  w as fresh  on th e  
snow,

A n d  k e en  w ere  th e  w inds th a t cam e  to  stir 
T h e  long  d a rk  bou g h s o f th e  hem lock  fir.

T oo  g en tle  o f  m ien  h e  seem ed  a n d  fair,
F o r  a  ch ild  o f those  rugged / steeps ;

H is  hom e lay  low in th e  va lley  w here  
T h e  k ing ly  H u d so n  rolls to  th e  d eeps ;

B ut h e  w ore th e  h u n te r’s frock th a t  day ,
A n d  a  s len d er gu n  on his sh o u ld er lay .

A n d  h e re  h e  pau sed , a n d  a g a in s t the  tru n k  
O f a  ta ll g ray  lin d en  lean t,

W h en  th e  b ro a d  c lea r o rb  o f th e  sun  h a d  sunk  
F ro m  his p a th  in  th e  frosty  firm am ent,

A n d  o ver th e  ro u n d  d a rk  edge  o f th e  hill 
A  cold  g reen  ligh t w as q u ivering  still.

A n d  th e  c rescen t m oon, h igh  o ver th e  g reen , 
F ro m  a  sky  o f crim son  shone ,

O n th a t  icy  p a lace , w hose tow ers w ere seen  
T o  sp a rk le  as if 'w ith  s ta rs  o f th e ir  ow n ; 

W h ile  th e  w a ter fell w ith a  hollow  sound, 
’T w ix t th e  g lis ten ing  p illa rs ra n g ed  aro u n d .

Is  th a t  a  b e in g  o f  life, th a t m oves 
W h ere  th e  c rysta l b a ttlem en ts  rise  ?



A m aid en  w a tch ing  th e  m oon sh e  loves,
A t th e  tw ilight h our, w ith  pensive  eyes ?

W as th a t a  g a rm e n t w hich  seem ed  to  g leam  
Betw ixt th e  eye a n d  th e  fa lling  stream  ?

’T is only th e  to rren t tu m b lin g  o ’er,
In  th e  m id st o f  those  g lassy  walls,

G ushing, a n d  p lung ing , a n d  b ea tin g  th e  if *«■ 
O f th e  rocky  b asin  in  w hich it falls.

’T is only  th e  to rren t— b u t w hy th a t  s ta r t ?
W h y  gazes th e  y ou th  w ith a  th ro b b in g  h e a r t  ?

H e  th in k s  no m ore  o f h is h o m e afar,
W h ere  h is sire  a n d  sister wait.

H e  h eed s  no  lo n g er how  sta r  a fte r s ta r
L ooks fo rth  on th e  n ig h t as th e  h o u r grows 

late .
H e  h eeds no t th e  snow -w reaths, lifted  a n d  cast 
F ro m  a  th o u sa n d  boughs, by th e  rising  b las t.

H is th o u g h ts  a re  a lo n e  of th o se  w ho dw ell 
In  th e  h a lls  of frost a n d  snow,

W h o  p ass w here th e  c ry sta l dom es upsw ell 
F ro m  th e  a la b as te r  floors below ,

W h ere  th e  frost-trees shoot w ith lea f  a n d  spray . 
A nd  frost-gem s sca tte r  a  silvery  day .



"A n d  oh  th a t  those  glorious h au n ts  w ere m in e  I” 
H e  sp eak s, a n d  th ro u g h o u t th e  g len  

T h in  shadow s sw im  in  th e  fa in t m oonsh ine,
A n d  ta k e  a  g h astly  lik en ess o f m en ,

As if th e  sla in  b y  th e  w intry  storm s 
C am e forth  to th e  a ir in  th e ir earth ly  form s.

T h e re  p ass  th e  ch ase rs  o f seal a n d  w hale,
W ith  th e ir  w eapons q u a in t a n d  grim ,

A n d  b a n d s  o f w arrio rs in  g littering  m ail,
A n d  herd sm en  a n d  h u n ters  h u g e  o f lim b. 

T h e re  a re  n a k e d  a rm s, w ith bow an d  spear, 
A n d  furry  g au n tle ts  th e  carb in e  rear.

T h e re  a re  m o th e rs— a n d  oh  how  sad ly  their 
eyes

On th e ir c h ild ren ’s w hite brow s r e s t !
T h e re  a re  youthfu l lo v ers— th e  m aid en  lies,

In  a  seem in g  sleep , o n  th e  ch o sen  b re a s t ;  
T h e re  a re  fa ir w an  w om en w ith m o o n stru ck  air, 
T h e  snow  sta rs flecking their long  loose hair.

T h e y  eye h im  n o t a s  th ey  p ass  along ,
B ut h is h a ir  s ta n d s  up  w ith d read ,

W h e n  h e  feels th a t  he  m oves w ith  th a t  p h a n ­
tom  th ro n g ,

T ill th o se  icy  tu rre ts  a re  over his h ead ,



A n d  th e  to rre n t’s ro a r as th ey  e n te r  seem s 
L ike a  drow sy m u rm u r h e a rd  in d ream s.

T h e  g littering  th resh o ld  is scarce ly  passed , 
W h e n  th e re  g a th e rs  a n d  w raps h im  ro u n d  

A  th ick  w hite  tw ilight, su llen  a n d  v ast,
In  w hich  th e re  is n e ith e r form  n o r s o u n d ; 

T h e  p h an to m s, th e  g lory , v a n ish  all,
W ith  th e  d y ing  voice o f th e  w aterfall.

Slow passes th e  d a rk n ess  o f th a t tran ce ,
A n d  th e  you th  now  fa in tly  sees 

H u g e  shadow s a n d  gu sh es o f  ligh t th a t  d a n ce  
O n a  ru g g ed  ceiling  o f  un h ew n  trees,

A n d  w alls w here  th e  sk in s o f b eas ts  a re  hung, 
A nd  rifles g litte r on  an tle rs  s tru n g .

O n a  couch  of sh aggy  sk in s h e  lies ;
A s he  strives to  ra ise  h is h ead ,

H ard -fea tu red  w oodm en, w ith k in d ly  eyes, 
C om e ro u n d  h im  a n d  sm ooth  h is furry  bed . 

A n d  b id  h im  rest, for th e  ev en in g  s ta r  
Is sca rce ly  se t a n d  th e  d ay  is far.

T h e y  h a d  found  a t eve th e  d ream in g  one 
By th e  b a se  o f th a t  icy steep ,

W h e n  o v er h is stiffening lim bs b egun



T h e  d ead ly  slu m b er o f frost to creep ,
A nd  th ey  ch erish ed  th e  p a le  a n d  b reath less 

form ,
T ill th e  s ta g n a n t b lo o d  ra n  free a n d  w arm .

L IF E .

O h  Life ! I b re a th e  thee  in  th e  breeze,
I feel th ee  b o u n d in g  in  m y  veins,

I see th ee  in  these  s tre tc h in g  trees,
T h ese  flowers, th is  still ro c k ’s m ossy  sta in s .

T h is  stream  of odours flowing by
F ro m  c lover-fie ld  a n d  c lum ps o f p ine.

T h is  m usic, th rillin g  a ll th e  sky ,
F ro m  a ll th e  m o rn in g  b irds, a re  th in e .

T h o u  fill’st w ith jo y  th is little  one,
T h a t  leaps a n d  shou ts besid e  m e here , 

W h ere  I s a r ’s c lay -w hite  riv u le ts ru n
T h ro u g h  th e  d a rk  w oods like  frig h ted  deer,

A h  ! m ust th y  m igh ty  b re a th , th a t w akes 
In se c t a n d  b ird , a n d  flower a n d  tree,

F ro m  th e  low tro d d en  dust, a n d  m ak es  
T h eir d a ily  g lad n ess , p a ss  from  m e—



Pass, pulse by  pulse, till o ’e r  th e  g ro u n d  
T h ese  lim bs, now strong , sh a ll c reep  w ith 

pain ,
A nd th is  fa ir w orld of sigh t a n d  sound  

Seem  fad in g  into n ig h t again  ?

T h e  th ings, oh L if e  ! thou  q u ickenest, a ll 
S trive upw ard  to w ard  the  b ro ad  b rig h t sky ,

U pw ard a n d  ou tw ard , a n d  th ey  fa ll 
B ack  to  e a r th ’s bosom  w hen  th ey  die.

A ll th a t h a v e  b o rn e  th e  touch  o f d ea th ,
A ll th a t  sh a ll live , lie m ing led  there ,

B enea th  th a t  veil o f  b loom  a n d  b rea th ,
T h a t  liv ing  zone ’tw ixt e a rth  a n d  air.

T h ere  lies m y  c h am b er d a rk  a n d  still,
T h e  a tom s tram p led  by  m y  feet,

T h e re  w ait, to  ta k e  th e  p lace  I fill 
In  th e  sw eet a ir  a n d  su n sh in e  sw eet.

W ell, I h av e  h a d  m y tu rn , h a v e  b een  
R aised  from  th e  d a rk n e ss  o f th e  clod,

A nd  for a  glorious m o m en t seen
T h e  b rig h tn ess  o f th e  sk irts o f G o d ;

A nd  knew  th e  ligh t w ithin m y b reast,
T h o u g h  w avering  often tim es a n d  d im .
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T h e  pow er, th e  will, th a t n e v er rest,
A n d  can n o t die, w ere a ll from  h im .

D ear child  ! I k n o w  th a t  thou  w ilt g rieve 
T o  see m e ta k e n  from  thy  love,

W ilt seek  m y g rav e  a t S ab b a th  eve,
A n d  w eep, a n d  sca tte r flowers above.

T h y  little  h e a r t will soon be h ea led ,
A n d  be ing  sh a ll be  bliss, till thou 

T o  yo u n g er form s of life m u st y ield  
T h e  p lace  thou  fill’st w ith b eau ty  now.

W h e n  we d escen d  to du st again ,
W h ere  will th e  final dw elling  be 

O f T h o u g h t a n d  a ll its m em ories th en , 
M y love for thee , a n d  th in e  for m e ?

T H E  F O U N T A IN .

F o u n t a in , th a t sp rin g est on this g rassy  slope. 
T h y  qu ick  cool m u rm u r m ingles p lea san tly , 
W ith  th e  cool sound  o f b reezes in  th e  b each , 
A b o v e  m e in  th e  noon tide . T h o u  dost w ear 
N o sta in  o f th y  d a rk  b irth p lace  ; g u sh in g  u p  
F ro m  th e  red  m ould  a n d  slim y roots of e a rth , 
T h o u  flashest in  th e  sun . T h e  m o un ta in  air,



In  w inter, is n o t c learer, n o r  th e  de  r 

T h a t «hines on  m o un ta in  b lossom . 'Thus do th  
G od

B ring, from  th e  d a rk  a n d  foul, th e  p u re  a n d  
brigh t.

T h is  tan g le d  th ick e t on th e  b a n k  above 
T h y  b asin , how  th y  w aters k e ep  it g reen  !
F o r  th o u  dost feed  th e  roots o f the  w ild v ine 
T h a t tra ils  a ll over it, a n d  to  th e  tw igs 
T ies fast h e r  c lusters. T h e re  th e  sp ice-bush  

lifts
H e r  leafy lancor.: th e  v ib u rn u m  there ,
P a le r  o f  foliage, Vo th e  su n  ho ld s up  
H e r  c irc le t o f g reen  berries. In  a n d  out 
T h e  ch ip p in g  sparrow , in  h e r  coat o f b row n, 
S teals silen tly , lest I should  m a rk  h e r  nest.

N ot such  thou  w ert of yore , e re  ye t th e  axe 
H a d  sm itten  th e  o ld  w oods. Then hoary  

tru n k s
O f oak, a n d  p lane , a n d  h ickory , o ’e r  th ee  h e ld  
A  m igh ty  canopy . W h e n  A pril w inds 
G rew  soft, th e  m ap le  b u rs t in to  a  flush 
Of sca rle t flowers. T h e  tu fip -tree , h ig h  up. 
O p ened , in  airs o f Ju n e , h e r m u ltitu d e  
O f go lden  chalices to  hum m ing-b irds 
A nd silken -w inged  in sects o f th e  sky.



F ra il w ood-p lan ts c lu s te red  ro u n d  thy edge  
in  Spring.

T h e  liv e rlea f p u t forth  h e r sister b loom s 
O f fa in test b lue. H e re  th e  qu ick-foo ted  wolf, 
Passing  to  lap  th y  w aters, c ru sh ed  th e  flower 
O f sa n g u in aria , from  whose b rittle  stem  
T h e  red  drops fell lik e  b lood. T h e  deer, too, 

left
H e r  de licate  foo t-prin t in  th e  soft m oist m ould , 
A n d  on th e  fa llen  leaves. T h e  slow -paced 

bear,
In  such  a  su ltry  su m m er noon as this,
S topped  a t th y  stream , a n d  d ra n k , a n d  leap ed  

across.

B ut thou  h a s t h isto ries th a t  stir th e  h e a it  
W ith  d eep er fe e l in g ; w hile I look  on th ee  
T h ey  rise  before m e. I b eh o ld  th e  scene  
H o a ry  again  w ith forests ; I b eh o ld  
T h e  In d ia n  w arrior, w hom  a  h a n d  u n seen  
H a s  sm itten  w ith h is  death -w o u n d  in  th e  woods, 
C reep slow ly to  th y  w ell-know n rivulet,
A n d  s la k e  h is d ea th -th irs t. H a rk , th a t  qu ick  

fierce cry
T h a t  ren d s  th e  u tte r s i le n c e ; ’tis th e  w hoop 
O f b a ttle , a n d  a  th ro n g  o f savage  m en  
W ith  n a k e d  a rm s an d  faces sta in ed  like  b lood.



F ill th e  g reen  w ild e rn e ss ; th e  lo n g  b a re  a rm s 
A re h e av e d  aloft, bow s tw an g  a n d  arrow s 

s t r e a m ;
E ac h  m ak es  a  tree  his sh ie ld , a n d  ev ery  tree  
S en d s forth  its arrow . F ie rce  th e  fight an d  

short,
A s is th e  w hirlw ind. Soon th e  co n q u ero rs 
A n d  co n q u ered  van ish , a n d  th e  d e ad  rem a in  
M an g led  by  to m ah aw k s. T h e  m ig h ty  w oods 
A re still aga in , th e  frig h ted  b ird  com es b a ck  
A n d  p lum es her w in g s ; b u t th y  sw eet w aters 

ru n
C rim son w ith b lood. T h en , as th e  sun  goes 

dow n,
A m id  th e  d eep en in g  tw ilight I descry  
F igu res o f m en  th a t crouch  a n d  creep  u n h e a rd , 
A nd  b e a r  aw ay th e  d ead . T h e  n e x t d a y ’s 

show er
S h a ll w ash th e  to k en s of th e  fight aw ay.

I look  a g a in — a  h u n te r ’s lodge is bu ilt,
W ith  poles an d  boughs, beside  th y  crysta l well, 
W h ile  th e  m eek  au tu m n  s ta in s  th e  w oods with 

gold,
A n d  sh ed s h is go lden  sunsh ine . T o  th e  door 
T h e  red  m an  slowly d rag s th e  enorm ous b e a r 
S la in  in  th e  ch estn u t th ick e t, or flings dow n



T h e  deer from  his s tro n g  shoulders. Shaggy 
fells

O f w olf a n d  cougar h a n g  upon  th e  walls,
A n d  loud  th e  b lack -ey ed  In d ian  m aidens laugh , 
T h a t g a th e r, from  th e  rustlin g  h eap s  of leaves, 
T h e  h ick o ry ’s w hite nu ts , a n d  th e  d a rk  fruit 
T h a t  falls from  the  g ray  b u tte rn u t’s long  boughs.

So cen tu ries p a ssed  b y , a n d  still th e  w oods 
B lossom ed in  sp ring , a n d  re d d e n e d  w hen th e  

y e a r •
G rew  chill, a n d  g lis tened  in  th e  frozen ra in s 
O f w inter, till th e  w hite m a n  sw ung th e  axe  
B eside  th ee— signal o f a  m igh ty  chan g e .
T h e n  a ll a ro u n d  w as h e a rd  th e  c rash  o f trees, 
T rem b lin g  aw hile  a n d  ru sh in g  to  th e  g round , 
T h e  low o f ox, a n d  shouts of m en  who fired 
T h e  b rushw ood, or w ho to re  th e  e a rth  w ith 

p loughs.
T h e  g ra in  sp ra n g  th ick  a nd  tall, a n d  h id  in g reen  
T h e  b lac k en e d  h ill-side ; ra n k s  o f  sp iky  m aize 
R o se  like  a  h o st em b a ttled  ; th e  b u ck w h ea t 
W h iten ed  b ro ad  acres, sw eeten ing  w ith its 

flowers
T h e  A ugust w ind. W h ite  co ttages w ere seen  
W ith rose-trees a t  th e  w in d o w s; barns from  

w hich



C am e loud a n d  shrill th e  crow ing o f th e  c o c k ; 
P astu res w here  ro lled  a n d  n e ighed  th e  lo rd ly  

horse ,
A n d  w hite flocks b row sed an d  b lea ted . A rich 

tu rf
O f g rasses b ro u g h t from  far o ’e rcrep t thy  b a n k , 
S po tted  with th e  w hite clover. B lue-eyed  g irls 
B rough t pa ils  a n d  d ip p ed  th em  in  th y  c rysta l 

p o o l ;
A n d  ch ild ren , ru d d y -ch eek ed  a n d  flaxen-haired , 
G a th ered  th e  g lis ten ing  cowslip from  th y  edge.

S ince then , w hat steps h av e  tro d  th y  b o rd e r!  
H e re

0*> th y  g reen  b a n k , th e  w oodm an of th e  sw am p 
H as la id  his axe, th e  re ap e r o f th e  h ill 
H is sickle , a s  th ey  stooped  to ta s te  th y  s tream . 
T h e  spo rtsm an , tired  w ith w an d erin g  in  th e  still 
S ep tem b er n o on , h a s  b a th e d  h is h e a ted  brow  
In th y  cool cu rren t. Shou ting  boys, le t loose 
For a  w ild ho liday , h av e  q u ain tly  sh ap ed  
Into a  cup th e  fo lded  lin d en  leaf,
A nd d ip p ed  th y  slid ing  c ry sta l. F ro m  th e  w ars 
R etu rn ing , th e  p lu m ed  so ld ier by  th y  side 
H as sat, a n d  m used  how  p lea sa n t ’tw ere  to 

dw ell
In  such  a  spot, a n d  b e  as free  as thou,



A n d  m ove for no m a n ’s b id d in g  m ore. A t eve, 
W h en  thou  w ert crim son  w ith th e  c rim son  sky, 
L overs h av e  g azed  upon  thee , a n d  h av e  thought 
T h e ir  m in g led  lives sh o u ld  flow as peacefu lly  
A n d  b rig h tly  as th y  w aters. H e re  th e  sage, 
G azing in to  th y  se lf-rep len ished  d ep th ,
H a s  seen  e te rn a l o rd e r c ircum scribe  
A n d  b ind  th e  m otions o f e te rn a l chan g e ,
A nd  from  th e  g u sh in g  o f th y  sim ple foun t 
H as reaso n ed  to th e  m igh ty  universe.

Is  th e re  no  o th e r c h an g e  for thee, th a t lu rk s 
A m ong th e  fu tu re  ages ? W ill n o t m an  
Seek  ou t s tran g e  a rts  to w ither a n d  deform  
T h e  p le a sa n t lan d sca p e  w hich thou  m ak est 

g reen  ?
O r shall th e  v e in s th a t feed  th y  c o n stan t stream  
Be c h o k ed  in  m id d le  e a rth , a n d  flow no m ore  
F o r ev er, th a t  th e  w a ter-p lan ts  a long  
T h y  c h an n e l perish , a n d  th e  b ird  in  v a in  
A lig h t to  d rin k  ? H a p ly  sha ll th ese  g re en  h ills 
S ink , w ith  th e  lap se  of y ears , in to  th e  g u lf 
O f o cean  w a ters, a n d  th y  source  b e  lost 
A m idst th e  b itte r  b rin e  ? O r sh a ll they  rise, 
U p h eav ed  in  b ro k e n  cliffs a n d  a iry  peaks, 
H a u n ts  o f th e  eag le  a n d  th e  sn ak e , a n d  thou 
G ush  m idw ay  from  th e  b a re  a n d  b a rre n  steep  ?



S O N G .

S o o n  as the  glazed and  g leam in g  sn o w  
Reflects the  day-dawn cold a n d  clear,

T h e  h u n te r  of the  west m ust  go 
In  dep th  of w oods  to seek the  deer.

H is  rifle on  his shou lde r  placed,
H is  s tores  of death  a r ra n g e d  w ith  skill,

H is  m occas ins and  snow -shoes  laced,— 
W h y  lingers  he beside the  hill?

F a r ,  in the  d im and  doubtful l ight,
W h e re  w oody  slopes a valley leave,

H e  sees w hat  none  bu t  lover m igh t ,
T h e  dwelling  of his Genevieve.

A n d  oft  he tu rn s  his t ru an t  eye,
A n d  pauses oft, and  lingers  near ;

B u t  w hen  he m arks  the  redd en in g  sky, 
H e  b o u n d s  away to  h u n t  the  deer.

T H E  W E S T  W I N D .

B e n e a t h  the  forest’s sk irts I rest,
W h o se  b ra n ch in g  pines rise da rk  and  h igh  

A n d  hear  the  breezes of the  W es t  
A m o n g  the  th read ed  foliage sigh.



Sweet Z ephyr!  why th a t  so u n d  of woe?
Is  n o t  thy h o m e  a m o n g  the  flowers?

D o  n o t  the  b r ig h t  Ju n e  roses blow,
T o  m eet  thy  kiss at m o rn in g  hours?

A n d  lo! thy  g lo r ious  realm ou tsp read —
Y o n  s t re tch ing  valleys, g reen  and  gay,

A n d  yo n  free hill-tops, o ’er whose head 
T h e  loose  white c louds are  bo rn e  away.

A n d  there  the  full b ro ad  r iver runs,
A n d  m any a fount  wells fresh and  sweet,

T o  cool thee when the  mid-day suns 
H av e  m ade  thee  faint benea th  their  heat.

T h o u  w ind  of joy , and  youth ,  and  love; 
Spir i t  of the  new -w akened  year!

T h e  sun in his blue realm  above
S m o o th s  a b r ig h t  pa th  when  th o u  a r t  here.

I n  lawns the  m u rm u r in g  bee is heard,
T h e  w o o in g  r ing -dove  in the  shade;

O n  thy  soft  b rea th ,  the  new-fledged b ird  
T ak es  wing, half happy, half afraid.

Ah! th o u  a r t  like o u r  w ayw ard  race ;—
W h e n  no t  a shade of pain o r  ill

D im s  the  b r ig h t  smile  of N a tu re ’s face, 
T h o u  lovest to s igh  a n d  m u r m u r  still.



T H E  B U R I A L - P L A C E .

A F R A G M E N T .

E r e y v i i i l e , on  E n g la n d ’s p leasant shores,  o u r  
sires

Left  n o t  th e i r  church y a rd s  u n a d o rn ed  with  
shades

O r  b lossom s;  and  indu lgen t  to  the  s t ro n g  
A n d  na tura l  d read  of m a n ’s last hom e,  the  grave, 
I ts  frost and  silence—thev  disposed a round ,
T o  soo the  the  m elancholy  spiri t  th a t  dwelt 
T o o  sadly on life’s close, the  form s and  hues 
O f  vegetable  beauty .—T h ere  the  yew,
G reen  even amid the  snow s of winter,  to ld
O f  im m orta l i ty ,  and  gracefully
T h e  willow, a perpetual  m o u rn er ,  d ro o p ed ;
A n d  there  the  g a d d in g  w oodb ine  c rep t  about,  
A n d  there  the  ancient  ivy. F r o m  the spot 
W h e re  the  sweet m aiden, in he r  b lo sso m in g  years 
Cut off, was laid with  s t ream in g  eyes, and  hands  
T h a t  t rem b led  as they placed he r  there ,  the  rose 
S p ru n g  m odest,  on bow ed stalk, and  be tte r  spoke 
H e r  graces,  than  the  p ro u d es t  m onum ent .
T h e re  ch ild ren  set abou t  the ir  p laym ate ’s grave  
T h e  pansy. O n  the  in fan t’s little bed,
W e t  at its p lan t ing  with m ate rna l  tears,
E m b lem  of early sweetness, early death,
Nestled  the  lowly prim rose.  Childless dames,



A n d  m aids th a t  w ould  n o t  raise the  reddened  
eye—

O rp h a n s ,  f rom  w hose  y o u n g  lids the  l igh t  of joy  
F led  early,— silent lovers, w ho  had  given 
All tha t  they  lived o r  to  the a rm s  of earth,
Came often, o ’er the  recent graves to  strew 
T h e i r  offerings, rue, and  rosem ary ,  and  flowers.

T h e  p i lg r im  bands  w ho  passed the  sea to  keep 
T h e i r  Sab b a th s  in the  eye of G od alone,
In  his wide tem ple  of the  wilderness,
B ro u g h t  n o t  these  simple  cus tom s of th e  hea r t  
W ith  them . I t  m ig h t  be, while they laid th e i r  

dead
By the  vast so lemn skir ts  of the  old g roves,
A n d  the  fresh v irg in  soil pou red  forth  s t range  

flowers
A b o u t  the ir  g raves ;  and  the  familiar shades 
Of the i r  own native isle, and  w on ted  b loom s,  
A n d  he rbs  were  w anting ,  which  the  p ious  h and  
M ig h t  p lan t  o r  sca tter  there ,  these  gentle  rites 
Passed  ou t  of use. N o w  they  are  scarcely 

know n,
A n d  rare ly in o u r  b o rd e rs  m ay you  m eet  
T h e  tall larch, s ig h in g  in the  bury ing-p lace ,
O r  willow, t ra i l ing  low its b o u g h s  to  hide 
T h e  g leam ing  marble.  N a k ed  rows of graves 
A n d  m elancholy  ran k s  of m o n u m e n ts



A re  seen instead, where  the  coarse  gras9, 
between,

S h o o ts  up its dull g reen  spikes, and  in the  wind 
Hisses ,  an d  the  neglected  b ram ble  nigh,
Offers its berries  to  the  scho o lb o y ’s hand,
In  vain—they g ro w  to o  near  the  dead. Y e t  here, 
N a tu re ,  re b u k in g  the  neg lect  of man,
P lans  often, by the  ancien t  m ossy  stone,
T h e  br ie r  rose, and  u p o n  the  b ro k en  turf  
T h a t  clo thes the  fresher grave, the  s t raw berry  

vine
Sprink les  its swell with  b lossom s,  and  lays fo r th  
H e r  ruddy, p o u t in g  fruit. * * * * *

T H E  L I V I N G  L O S T .

M a t r o n ! the ch ildren  of  w h o se  love ,
Each  to his grave, in yo u th  ha th  passed, 

A n d  no w  the m ould  is heaped above 
T h e  dearest  and  the  last!

B ride! who dost  wear  the  w idow’s veil 
Before  the  w edd ing  flowers are pale!
Ye  deem the h u m an  hear t  endures 
N o  deeper,  b i t te rer  grief than  yours.

Y e t  th e re  are pan g s  of keener  wo,
O f  which  the  sufferers never speak,

N o r  to  the  w o r ld ’s cold pity  show 
T h e  tears  th a t  scald the  cheek,



W r u n g  from  their  eyelids by the  sham e 
A n d  guilt  of those  they sh r in k  to  name, 
W h o m  once they loved with cheerful will, 
A n d  love, t h o u g h  fallen and  branded ,  still.

W eep, ye w ho so rrow  for the  dead,
T h u s  b reak in g  hear ts  the ir  pain relieve; 

A n d  reverenced are  the  tears  ye shed,
A n d  h o n o re d  ye w ho grieve.

T h e  praise of those  w ho sleep in earth ,
T h e  p leasant  m em o ry  of the ir  worth ,
T h e  h ope  to m eet  when life is past,
Shall heal the  to r tu re d  m ind  at last.

But ye, w ho for the  liv ing lost  
T h a t  agony  in secre t bear,

W h o  shall with so o th in g  w ords  accost 
T h e  s t ren g th  of y o u r  despair?

Grief for y o u r  sake is scorn  for them  
W h o m  ye lam ent and  all c o ndem n;
A n d  o ’er the  world  of spiri ts  lies 
A  g loom  from  which ye tu rn  y o u r  eyes.

T H E  M A S S A C R E  A T  S C IO .

W e e p  n o t  for Sc io ’s children  slain;
T h e i r  b lood, by T u rk ish  fa lchions shed. 

Sends n o t  its c ry  to  H eav en  in vain 
F o r  vengeance  on  the  m u rd e re r ’s head.



T h o u g h  h igh  the  w arm  red  to r r e n t  ran  
Between the  flames th a t  lit the sky, 

Yet, for each drop, an  a rm ed  m an 
Shall rise, to free the  land, o r  die.

A n d  for each corpse,  th a t  in the  sea 
W as  th ro w n ,  to feast the  scaly herds,  

A  h u n d re d  of the  foe shall be 
A  b an q u e t  for the  m o u n ta in  birds.

S te rn  ri tes and  sad, shall Greece orda in  
T o  keep th a t  day, a long  he r  shore ,  

Til l  the  last l ink  of slavery’s chain 
Is  sh ivered,  to be w o rn  no  more.

T H E  I N D I A N  G I R L ’S L A M E N T

A n In d ian  girl was s i t t ing  where 
H e r  lover, slain in batt le, slept;

H e r  m aiden veil, he r  own black hair,
Came d ow n  o ’er eyes th a t  wept;

A n d  wildly, in h e r  w ood land  tongue ,
T h is  sad and  simple lay she sung :

“ I 've  pulled away the  sh rubs  th a t  grew 
T o o  close above  thy  s leeping head, 

A n d  b ro k e  the  forest  b o u g h s  tha t  th rew  
T h e i r  shadow s o ’er thy  bed,

T h a t ,  sh in ing  from  the  sweet south-west ,  
T h e  sunbeam s m ig h t  rejoice thy  rest.



“ I t  was a weary, weary  road  
T h a t  led thee to  the  p leasant coast,

W here  thou ,  in his serene abode,
H a s t  m et thy fa ther’s g h o s t ;

W h e re  everlas ting  au tu m n  lies 
O n  yellow woods and  sunny  skies.

“ ’Tw as I the b ro idered  m ocsen  made,
T h a t  shod  thee for that  d is tant  land;

’T w as  I thy bow and  a r ro w s  laid 
Beside thy  still cold h and ;

T h y  bow in m any  a battle  bent,
T hy  a r row s never vainly sent.

“ W ith  w am pum  belts I crossed thy breast,,
A n d  w rapped  thee in the  b iso n ’s hide,

A n d  laid the  food tha t  pleased thee best,
In  plenty, by thy side,

A n d  decked thee bravely, as became 
A w a rr io r  of i llustr ious name.

“ T h o u ’r t  happy now, for thou  hast passed  
T he  lo n g  da rk  jo u rn ey  of the grave,

A n d  in the  land of light, at last,
H as t  jo ined  the  g o o d  and  brave;

A m id  the flushed and  balm y air,
T h e  braves t  and  the  loveliest there.

“ Yet, oft to th ine  own In d ian  maid  
E v en  there  thy  th o u g h ts  will ea r th w ard  stray,—



T o  h e r  w ho  sits where  th o u  wert laid, 
A n d  weeps the  hours  away,

Y e t  a lm ost  can her grief forget,
T o  th in k  th a t  th o u  dost love h e r  yet.

“A n d  thou,  by one of those  still lakes 
T h a t  in a sh in ing  c luster lie,

O n  which the  sou th  wind scarcely b reaks  
The  im age  of the sky,

A bow er  for thee  and  me hast  m ade  
B enea th  the  m any-co lo red  shade.

“ A n d  th o u  dost wait and watch  to  m eet  
M y spiri t  sent to jo in  the  blessed, 

A nd ,  w o n d e r in g  what deta ins my feet 
F r o m  the b r ig h t  land of rest,

D o s t  seem, in every sound ,  to  hear 
T h e  rus t l ing  of my footsteps near .”

O D E  F O R  A N  A G R I C U L T U R A L  C E L E ­
B R A T I O N .

F a r  Pack in the ages ,
The  p lo u g h  with w rea ths  was c ro w n ed ;  
E n tw in e d  the  chaplet  ro u n d ;

Till  m en of spoil d isdained the  toil  
By which  the  w orld  was nourished ,

T h e  hands  of k ings  and  sages 
13 G



A n d  dews of b lood  enriched  the  soil 
W h ere  g reen  the ir  laurels f lourished 

— N o w  the  world  he r  fault repairs— 
T h e  guilt  th a t  stains he r  s to ry ;

A n d  weeps he r  crim es am id  the  cares 
T h a t  fo rm ed h e r  earliest glory.

T h e  p ro u d  th ro n e  shall c rumble,
T h e  d iadem  shall wane,

T h e  tr ibes of ear th  shall hum ble  
T h e  pride  of those  w ho re ign ;

A n d  W a r  shall lay his pom p aw ay;—  
T h e  fame tha t  heroes cherish,

T h e  g lory  earned in deadly fray 
Shall fade, decay, and  perish.

H o n o r  waits, o ’er all the E arth ,  
T h r o u g h  endless genera tions,

T h e  a r t  tha t  calls he r  harvests  forth, 
A n d  feeds the  expec tan t  nations.

T H E  R I V U L E T .

T his lit tle  rill, tha t  from the sp r ings  
O f  y o n d e r  g rove  its c u rren t  b rings,  
P lays  on  the  slope a while, and  th en  
Goes p ra t t l in g  into g roves  again,
O f t  to  its w a rb l ing  waters  drew 
M y little feet, w hen  life was new.



W h e n  w o o d s  in early g reen  were dressed, 
A n d  from  the  cham b ers  of the  west 
T h e  w a rm er  breezes, t rave ling  out, 
B rea thed  the  new scent of flowers about,  
M y t ru an t  steps from hom e w ould  stray, 
U p o n  its grassy  side to  play,
L is t  the  b ro w n  th ra sh e r ’s vernal hym n, 
A n d  c rop  the  violet on its brim,
W ith  b lo o m in g  cheek and  open b row ,
As y o u n g  and gay, sweet rill, as thou.

A n d  when  the  days of b o y h o o d  came, 
A n d  I had  g row n  in love with fame, 
D uly  I so u g h t  thy  banks,  and  tr ied 
M y first rude num bers  by thy  side. 
W o r d s  canno t  tell h ow  b r ig h t  and gay 
T h e  scenes of life before me lay.
T h en  g lo r ious  hopes,  tha t  now to speak 
W o u ld  b r in g  the  b lood  in to  my cheek, 
P assed  o ’er m e;  and I wrote ,  on high,
A nam e I deem ed should never die.

Y ears  change  thee not. U p o n  yon hill 
T h e  tall old  maples, ve rdan t  still,
Y et  tell, in g ra n d eu r  of decay,
H o w  swift the  years  have passed away, 
Since first, a child, and  half afraid,
I  w andered  in the  forest  shade.
T h o u  ever joyous  rivulet,
D o s t  dimple, leap, and  p ra tt le  ye t;



A n d  sp o r t in g  with  the  sands tha t  pave 
T h e  w ind ings  of thy  silver wave,
A n d  dan c in g  to  th y  own wild chime, 
T h o u  laughcst  at the  lapse of time.
T h e  same sweet sounds  are in m y ear 
M y early ch ildhood  loved to hear ;
As pure  thy l impid  waters  run,
As b r ig h t  they  sparkle  to  the  sun;
As fresh and  th ick  the  b en d in g  ranks  
O f herbs tha t  line ny oozy banks;
T h e  viole t there ,  in soft M ay dew,
C om es up, as m odes t  and  as blue;
As green  am id  thy  c u r re n t ’s stress,
F lo a ts  the  sca rce - roo ted  watercress:
A n d  the b ro w n  g ro u n d -b i rd ,  in thy  glen. 
Still ch irps as m err i ly  as then.

T h o u  chan g es t  n o t—b u t  I am change«!. 
Since first thy  p leasant  banks  I ran g ed ;  
A n d  the  g rave  s t ranger ,  come to  see 
T h e  p lay-place of his infancy,
H a s  scarce  a single trace  of h im  
W h o  spor ted  once upon  th y  brim.
T h e  visions of my yo u th  are pas t—
T o o  b r igh t ,  to o  beautiful to  last.
I ’ve t r ied  the  w o r ld — it wears  no m o re  
T h e  c o lo r in g  of ro m ance  it wore.
Y e t  well has N a tu re  kep t  the  t ru th  
She  p ro m ised  to  m y earliest  youth .



T h e  rad ian t  beau ty  shed ab ro ad  
O n  all the  g lo r ious  w orks  of God, 
Show s freshly,  to  my sobered  eye,
E ach  charm  it wore  in days gone  by.

A  few brief years  shall pass away,
A n d  I, all t rem bling ,  weak, and gray, 
B ow ed to the  ear th ,  which waits to  fold 
M y ashes in the  e m b rac in g  m ould ,
( I f  haply the  d a rk  will of fate 
In d u lg e  my life so lo n g  a date ,)
M ay com e for the  last t im e to lo o k  
U p o n  my c h i ld h o o d ’s favorite b rook .  
T h en  dimly on my eyes shall g leam  
T h e  sparkle  of thy  dan c in g  s tream ;
A n d  faintly on  my ear shall fall 
T h y  p ra t t l in g  cu rren t 's  m erry  call;
Y e t  shalt th o u  flow as g lad and b r ig h t  
As when  th o u  m e t’st  my infant sight.

A n d  I shall sleep—and  on thy side,
A s ages after ages glide,
C hildren  the ir  early sports  shall try ,  
A n d  pass to  ho a ry  age and  die.
But thou ,  u n c h an g ed  from year  to  year,  
Gayly shalt  play and  gl it ter  here;
A m id  y o u n g  flowers and  ten d e r  grass  
T hy  endless infancy shalt pass;
A n d ,  s ing ing  down thy  n a r ro w  glen, 
Shalt  m o ck  the  fading race of men.



M A R C H .

T h e  s to rm y  M arch  is c o m e  at last,
W ith  wind, and  cloud, and  ch an g in g  skies, 

I  hear  the  ru sh in g  of the blast,
T h a t  th ro u g h  the  snow y valley flies.

A h,  passing  few are they w ho speak,
W ild  s to rm y  m o n th !  in praise of thee;

Yet ,  t h o u g h  thy  winds are loud and  bleak,
T h o u  art  a welcome m o n th  to  me.

»
F o r  thou ,  to n o r th e rn  lands, again  

T h e  glad and  g lor ious  sun dost  bring ,
A n d  th o u  hast  jo in ed  the  gentle  t ra in  

A n d  w ear’st the  gentle  nam e  of Spring.

A nd ,  in thy  re ign  of blast and  sto rm ,
Smiles m any  a long, b r igh t,  sunny day, 

W h e n  the  ch an g ed  winds are soft and  warm , 
A n d  heaven puts on  the  blue of May.

T h e n  sing  a loud  the gu sh in g  rills
A n d  the  full springs,  f rom  frost set free, 

T h a t ,  b r ig h tly  leap ing  dow n  the hills,
A re  ju s t  set o u t  to  m eet  the  sea.

T h e  y ear’s d ep a r t in g  beauty  hides 
O f ,w in try  s to rm s  the sullen th rea t ;

B u t  in thy  s te rnes t  frown abides 
A  lo o k  of k indly  prom ise  yet.



T h o u  b r in g ’st the  hope  of those  calm skies,  
A n d  th a t  soft t ime of sunny showers ,  

W h e n  the  wide b loom , on ear th  th a t  lies, 
Seems of a b r ig h te r  world  th an  ours.

S O N N E T  T O  ------------- .

A y , th o u  a r t  for the  g rave ;  thy  glances shine 
T o o  brigh tly  to  shine lo n g ;  an o th e r  S p r in g  

Shall deck h e r  for  m e n ’s eyes,— but  n o t  for 
th ine—

Sealed in a sleep which  kn o w s no  w akening .  
T h e  fields for thee have no  medicinal leaf,

A n d  the  vexed  ore  no  m ineral  of pow er ;
And they w ho  love thee wait  in an x io u s  grief 

Till  the  slow p lague  shall b r in g  the  fatal hour .  
Glide softly to  thy  rest  th en ;  D ea th  should  com e 

Gently , to  one of gentle  m ou ld  like thee,
As l ight  winds w an d er in g  th ro u g h  g roves  of 

b loom
D etach  the  delicate b lossom  from  the  tree. 

Close thy  sweet eyes, calmly, and  w ith o u t  p a in ;  
A n d  we will t ru s t  in G o d  to  see thee  yet again.



A N  I N D I A N  S T O R Y .

“ I  k n o w  w h ere  the  t im id  fawn abides  
In  the depths  of the shaded  dell,

W here  the leaves are  b ro ad  and the th icke t  hides, 
W ith  its m any  stems and  its tang led  sides,

F r o m  the eye of the  h u n te r  well.

" I  know  where  the  y o u n g  M ay violet grows,
In  its lone and lowly nook ,

O n  the m ossy bank, where  the  larch- tree  th ro w s  
I ts  b ro ad  da rk  boughs,  in so lem n repose,

F a r  over  the  silent b rook .

“ A n d  tha t  t im id  fawn starts  n o t  with fear 
W h e n  I steal to  he r  secret bow er ;

A n d  tha t  y o u n g  M ay violet  to me is dear,
A n d  I visit the  silent steamlet near,

T o  look  on the  lovely flower.”

T h u s  M aq u o n  sings as he l ightly  walks 
T o  the  h u n t in g -g ro u n d  on the  hills;

’T is  a so n g  of his m aid  of the  w oods  and  rocks, 
W ith  he r  b r ig h t  black eyes and  lo n g  b lack  locks, 

A n d  voice like the  music of rills.

H e  goes to  the  chase—but evil eyes 
Are  at watch in the  th ick e r  shades;

F o r  she was lovely th a t  smiled on his sighs,
A n d  he bore ,  from a h u n d red  lovers, his prize, 

T h e  flower of the  forest maids.



T h e  b o u g h s  in the  m o rn in g  wind are stirred,
A n d  the w oods the ir  so n g  renew,

W ith  the  early carol of m any  a bird,
A n d  the  quickened  tune of the  s tream le t  heard  

W h ere  the hazels tr ickle  with dew.

A n d  M aq u o n  has p rom ised  his da rk -h a ired  maid, 
E re  eve shall redden  the  sky,

A g o o d  red deer from the  forest  shade,
T h a t  b o u n d s  with  the  h e rd  th ro u g h  g ro v e  and  

glade,
A t h e r  c ab in -^o o r  shall lie.

T h e  ho llow  woods, in the  se t t ing  sun,
R in g  shrill with the  fire-b ird’s lay;

A nd M a q u o n ’s sylvan labors  are done,
A nd his shafts are spent, bu t  the  spoil they  w o n  

H e  bears  on his h o m ew ard  way.

H e  stops near  his b o w er— his eye perceives 
S t ran g e  traces a long  the  g ro u n d —

A t once to  the  ear th  his bu rd en  he heaves,
H e  b reaks  th ro u g h  the  veil of b o u g h s  and  leaves, 

A nd gains its d o o r  with a bound.

B ut the  vines are to rn  on its walls th a t  leant,  
A n d  all from the y o u n g  sh rubs  there  

By s t ru g g l in g  hands  have the  leaves been  rent,  
A n d  there  h an g s  on the  sassafras,  b ro k e n  a n d  

bent,
O n e  tress of the  w e ll-know n hair .



B u t  where  is she who, a t  th is  calm hour ,
E v e r  w atched  his co m in g  to  see?

She is n o t  at the  door ,  n o r  yet in the  b o w er ;
H e  calls—b u t  he only hears on the flower 

T h e  h u m  of the laden bee.

I t  is n o t  a t im e for idle grief,
N o r  a t im e  for tears  to  flow;

T h e  h o r r o r  th a t  freezes his l imbs is brief—
H e  g rasps  his w ar-axe  and  bow, and  a sheaf 

O f  dar ts  m ade  sha rp  for the  foe.

A n d  he looks  for the  p r in t  of the ruffian’s feet, 
W h e re  he bore  the  m aiden away;

A n d  he dar ts  on the  fatal pa th  m o re  fleet
T h a n  the  blast  tha t  hu rr ies  the  v ap o r  an d  sleet  

O ’er  the  wild N o v e m b er  day.

’Tw as early su m m er  when M a q u o n ’s bride  
W as  sto len  away from  his d o o r ;

B ut at leng th  the  maples in c r im son  are  dyed,
A n d  the  g rape  is b lack  on the  cabin side,— 

A n d  she smiles at his hear th  once more.

B u t  far in the p ine-grove , da rk  and  cold, 
W h ere  the  yellow leaf falls not,

N o r  the  au tu m n  shines in scarle t  and  gold ,
T h e re  lies a h illock  of fresh d a rk  m ould ,

* I n  the  deepest g lo o m  of the  s p o t



A n d  the  In d ian  girls, th a t  pass th a t  way,
P o in t  ou t  the  rav isher’s grave;

“ A n d  how  so o n  to  the  bo w er  she loved,” th ey  
say,

“ R e tu rn e d  the  m aid  th a t  was b o rn e  away 
F r o m  M aq u o n ,  the  fond and  the  b rave .”

S U M M E R  W I N D .

I t is sultry  day;  the  sun has d ru n k  
T h e  dew th a t  lay upon  the  m o rn in g  grass ;
T h e re  is no  rus t l ing  in the  lofty elm 
T h a t  canopies my dwelling, and  its shade 
Scarce cools  me. All is silent,  save th e  faint 
A n d  in te r rup ted  m u rm u r  of the  bee,
Se ttl ing  on the  sick flowers,  and  then  aga in  
In s tan tly  on the  wing. T h e  p lan ts  a ro u n d  
Feel the  to o  po ten t  fe rvors :  the  tall maize 
Rolls  up its lo n g  green  leaves; the  c lover  d ro o p s  
I ts  ten d e r  foliage, and  declines its b loom s.
B ut far in the  fierce sunsh ine  to w er  the  hills, 
W ith  all the ir  g ro w th  of woods ,  silent and  stern, 
As if the  sco rch in g  heat and  dazzling  l ight  
W ere  b u t  an  e lem ent they  loved. B r ig h t  clouds, 
M otion less  pillars of the  b razen  heaven,—
T h e ir  bases on  the m o u n ta in s—their  white  tope 
Sh in in g  in the  far e the r— fire the  air 
W ith  a reflected radiance, a n d  m ake  tu rn



T h e  g aze r’s eye away. F o r  me, I lie 
L an g u id ly  in the  shade,  where  the  th ick  turf,  
Y e t  v irg in  from the kisses of the  sun,
R e ta in s  som e freshness, and  I w oo the  wind 
T h a t  still delays its com ing .  W h y  so slow. 
Gentle  and  voluble  spiri t  of the  air?
O h ,  com e and  brea the  upon  the  fa in t ing  e a r th  
Coolness  and  life. Is  it th a t  in his caves 
H e  hears  m e? See, on  yo n d e r  w oody r idge,
T h e  pine is b en d in g  his p ro u d  top , and  now 
A m o n g  the  neare r  groves,  ches tnu t  and  oak  
A re  to ss ing  the ir  g reen  b o u g h s  about.  l i e  

comes!
L o ,  where  the  grassy  m eadow  runs  in waves!
T h e  deep distressful silence of the  scene 
B reaks  up with m in g l in g  of u n n u m b ere d  sounds 
A n d  universal m otion .  H e  is come,
S h a k in g  a' show er of b lossom s from the  shrubs ,  
A n d  b ea r in g  on their  f ragrance;  and  he b r in g s  
M usic  of birds, and  rus t l ing  of y o u n g  boughs ,  
A n d  sound  of sw aying branches,  and  the  voice 
O f  d is tan t  waterfalls. All the  g reen  herbs 
A rc  s t i r r in g  in his b rea th ;  a th o u sa n d  flowers,  
By the  road-s ide  and  the  b o rd e rs  of the  b rook ,  
N o d  gayly to each o th e r ;  g lossy  leaves 
A re  tw in k lin g  in the sun, as if the  dew 
W e re  on them  yet,  and  si lver waters b reak  
I n t o  sm all  waves a n d  spark le  as he comes.



S O N G .

D o s t  th o u  idly ask  to  hear  
A t  what  gentle  seasons

N y m p h s  relent,  when lovers nea r  
P re ss  the  tenderes t  reasons?

A h, they give the ir  faith to o  oft 
T o  the  careless w ooer;

M a id en s ’ hear ts  are  always soft:
W o u ld  tha t  m en ’s were  t ru e r l

W o o  the  fair one, when a ro u n d  
E ar ly  b irds are  s ing ing ;

W h en ,  o ’er all the  frag ran t  g ro u n d ,
E ar ly  he rbs  are sp r in g in g :

W h e n  the  b rookside ,  bank ,  and  g rove ,
All with b lossom s laden,

Shine  with beauty, b rea th e  of love,—
W o o  the  t im id  maiden.

W o o  h e r  when, with rosy blush,
S u m m e r  eve is s ink ing ;

W h en ,  on  rills th a t  softly gush,
S tars  are  softly w ink ing ;

W h en ,  t h r o u g h  b o u g h s  th a t  kn i t  the  bow er ,  
M o o n l ig h t  g leam s are s teal ing;

W o o  her,  till the  gentle  h o u r  
W a k e  a  gen tle r  feeling.



W o o  her,  w hen  au tum na l  dyes 
T in g e  the  w oody m o u n ta in ;

W h e n  the d ro p p in g  foliage lies 
In  the  weedy fountain ;

L e t  the  scene, th a t  tells how  fast 
Y o u th  is passing  over,

W a r n  her,  ere he r  b lo o m  is past ,
T o  secure her lover.

* W o o  her, when the  n o r th  winds call 
A t  the  lattice n igh tly ;

W h e n ,  with in  the  cheerful hall,
Blaze the  fagots b r igh tly ;

W h ile  the  w intry  tem pest  ro u n d  
Sweeps the  landscape hoary,

Sw ee ter  in her ear  shall sound  
L o v e ’s delightful story.

A F T E R  A T E M P E S T .

T h e  day had  been a day of wind and  s to r m ;— 
T h e  w ind  was laid, the  s to rm  was overpas t ,— 
A n d  s to o p in g  from the  zenith  and  w arm  
Sh o n e  the  g rea t  sun on the  wide ear th  a t  last. 
I s tood  upo n  the  up land  slope, and  cast 
M y  eye upo n  a b ro a d  and  beau teous  scene, 
W h e r e  the  vast plain lay g ir t  by m oun ta ins  

vast,
A n d  hills o ’er hills lifted th e i r  heads of green, 

W ith  p leasant  vales scooped  o u t  and  villages 
between.



T h e  ra in -d ro p s  g lis tened on  the  trees a round ,
W h o se  shadows on  the  tall g rass  were n o t  

st irred,
Save when  a show er  of d iam onds,  to  the  

g ro u n d ,
W a s  shaken  by the  flight of sta r tled  b ird ;
F o r  b irds were  w arb l ing  rou n d ,  and  bees were 

heard
A b o u t  the flowers; the  cheerful r ivule t  su n g
A n d  gossiped, as he  h as tened  o cean-w ard ;
T o  the  gray  oak  the  squirre l,  ch id ing, c lung, 

A n d  c h irp ing  from  the  g r o u n d  the  g ra ssh o p p e r  
upsp ru n g .

A n d  from  benea th  the  leaves th a t  k ep t  th em  
d ry

F lew  m any  a g l i t te r ing  insect here  and  there ,
A n d  dar ted  up and  dow n  the  butterfly,
T h a t  seemed a liv ing b lo sso m  of the  air.
T h e  flocks cam e sca t te r ing  from  the  th icke t,  

where
T h e  v io lent ra in  had  pen t  th em ;  in the  way
Stro l led  g ro u p s  of damsels f ro l icksom e and  

fair;
T h e  fa rm er sw u n g  the  scythe o r  tu rn e d  the  

hay,
A n d  ’tw ix t  the  heavy sw aths his ch ild ren  were  at 

play.



I t  was a scene of peace—and, like a spell,
D id  tha t  serene and golden  sun ligh t  fall 
U p o n  the  m otion less  w ood  th a t  c lo thed the  

fell,
A n d  precipice u p sp r in g in g  like a wall,
A n d  glassy r iver and  white waterfall,
A n d  happy  l iving th in g s  th a t  t ro d  the b r ig h t  
A n d  beau teous  scene; while far beyond  them  

all,
O n  m any  a lovely valley, ou t  of sight,

W a s  p o u re d  from  the  blue heavens the  same soft 
go lden  light.

I  looked,  and  th o u g h t  the  quiet of the  scene 
A n  em blem  of the  peace tha t  yet shall be, 
W h e n  o ’er e a r th ’s con tinen ts ,  and  isles be ­

tween,
T h e  noise  of w ar  shall cease from sea to sea. 
A n d  m arr ied  na tions  dwell in h a rm o n y ;
W h e n  millions, c ro u ch in g  in the  dust to  one,. 
N o  m ore  shall b e g  the ir  lives on bended  knee, 
N o r  the  b lack  s take be dressed, n o r  in the  sun 

T h e  o ’e r labo red  captive toil, and  wish his life 
were  done.

T o o  long,  at clash of a rm s  amid h e r  bow ers  
A n d  pools  of b lo o d , th e  ear th  has s tood  aghast,  
T h e  fair  ear th ,  tha t  should  only blush with 

flowers
A n d  ruddy  fruits ;  b u t  n o t  for aye can last



T h e  s to rm , and  sweet the sunsh ine  w'hen 't is  ' 
past.

L o ,  the  clouds roll away—they b re ak —they fly, 
A nd ,  like the g lo r ious  l igh t  of sum m er ,  cast 
O ’er the  wide landscape from  the  e m b ra c in g  

sky,
O n  all the  peaceful world  the  smile  of heaven 

shall lie.

A U T U M N  W O O D S .

E r e , in the n orthern  gale,
T h e  su m m er  tresses of the trees  are gone,
T h e  w oods  of A u tu m n ,  all a ro u n d  our  vale, 

H a v e  pu t  the ir  g lo ry  on.

T h e  m o u n ta in s  tha t  infold,
In  the ir  wide sweep, the  co lored  landscape 

round,
Seem  g ro u p s  of g ian t  k ings ,  in purple  and  gold, 

T h a t  g u a rd  the  enchan ted  g round .

I roam  the w oods  th a t  c row n 
T h e  upland,  where  the m ing led  sp lendors  glow, 
W h e re  the  gay co m pany  of trees lo o k  down 

O n  the  g reen  fields below.



M y steps are n o t  a lone 
In  these  b r ig h t  walks; the  sweet south-west ,  a t  

play,
Flies, rust l ing ,  where  the  pa in ted  leaves a re  

s t ro w n  
A lo n g  the  w ind ing  way.

A n d  far in heaven, the  while,
T h e  sun, th a t  sends tha t  gale  to  w ander  here,  
P o u r s  ou t  on  the  fair ear th  his quiet smile,—

T h e  sweetest  of the year.

W h ere  now  the  so lem n shade,
V e rd u re  and  g lo o m  where  m any  b ranches  m eet;  
So  grateful,  when the  noo n  of su m m er  m ade  

T h e  valleys sick with heat?

L e t  in th ro u g h  all the  trees 
C om e the  s t range  rays; the  forest  dep ths  a re  

b r ig h t?
T h e i r  sunny-co lo red  foliage, in the  breeze 

T winkles ,  like beam s of light.

T h e  rivulet,  late unseen,
W h e re  b ick e r in g  th ro u g h  the  sh rubs  its waters  

run,
Shines with the  im age  of its go lden  screen,

A n d  g l im m er in g s  of the  sun.



B ut  ’neath  yon  c r im so n  tree,
L o v e r  to l is tening maid  m ig h t  b rea the  his flame, 
N o r  m ark ,  within its roseate  canopy,

H e r  blush  of maiden shame.

O h ,  A u tu m n !  why so soon  
D e p a r t  the  hues th a t  m ake  thy  forests g lad ;
T h y  gentle  wind and  thy fair sunny  noon ,

A n d  leave thee wild and  sad!

A h!  ’twere  a lot  too  blessed 
F o r  ever in thy  co lored  shades to  stray;
A m id  the  kisses of the soft sou th -w est  

T o  rove and  dream  for aye;

A n d  leave the  vain low strife 
T h a t  m akes m en  m ad —the tu g  for wealth  and 

power,
T h e  passions a n d  the  cares th a t  w ither life,

A n d  waste its little hour.

N O V E M B E R .

A S O N N E T .

Y et  o n e  sm ile  m ore ,  depart ing,  distant sun!
O n e  m ellow  smile th ro u g h  the  soft vapory  

air,
E re ,  o ’er the frozen earth, the  loud  winds run,

O r  snow s are  sifted o ’er  the  m eadow s bare.



O n e  smile on the  b ro w n  hills and  n aked  trees, 
A n d  the  d a rk  rocks  whose  su m m er  wreaths 

are cast,
A n d  the  blue gen tian  flower, that,  in the  breeze* 

Nods, lonely, of he r  beau teous  race the  last. 
Y e t  a few sunny  days, in which  the  bee 

Shall m u rm u r  by the hedge  tha t  sk ir ts  the  way, 
T h e  cr icket  chirp  upo n  the  russet  lea,

A n d  m an  de ligh t  to l inger  in thy  ray.
Y e t  one rich smile, and  we will try  to  bear  
T h e  p ierc ing  w in ter  frost, and  winds, and  d a rk ­

ened air.

S O N G  O F  T H E  G R E E K  A M A Z O N .

I b u c k l e  to  my slender side 
T h e  pistol and  the  scimitar,

A n d  in my m aiden  flower and  pride  
A m  com e to  share  the  tasks of war.

A n d  y o n d e r  s tands m y fiery steed,
T h a t  paws the  g ro u n d  and  ne ighs  to  go,

M y  ch a rg e r  of the  A ra b  breed ,—
I to o k  h im  from the rou ted  foe.

M y m ir ro r  is the  m o u n ta in  spring,
A t which I dress m y rufifled ha ir ;

M y  d im m ed  and  dusty  a rm s  I b r ing ,
A n d  wash away the  b lood-sta in  there.



W h y  shou ld  I gu a rd  from  wind and  sun 
This  cheek, whose v irg in  rose is fled?

I t  was for o n e—oh, only one-—
I kept  its b loom , and  he is dead.

B u t  they who slew h im —unaware  
O f cow ard  m u rd ere rs  lu rk in g  n ig h —

A n d  left him  to the  fowls of air,
A re  yet alive—and  they m ust  die.

T h ey  slew h im —a nd  my virg in  years 
A re  vowed to Greece and  vengeance  n o w ,

A n d  m any  an O th m a n  dame, in tears ,
Shall  rue the  Grecian  m aid en ’s vow.

I  to u ch ed  the  lute in be t te r  days,
I led in dance  the  jo y o u s  band;

A h!  they may m ove to mirthful  lays 
W h o se  hands can touch  a lover’s hand.

T h e  m arch  of hosts  tha t  haste to meet 
Seems gayer  th an  the  dance to m e;

T h e  lu te ’s sweet tones  are  no t  so sweet 
A s the  fierce shou t  of victory.

T H E  M U R D E R E D  T R A V E L E R .

W h e n  sp r in g , to w oods  and  wastes a round ,  
B ro u g h t  b lo o m  and  joy  again,

T h e  m u rd ered  t rav e le r ’s bones were found, 
F a r  d o w n  a^narrow  glen. •



T h e  f rag ran t  b irch ,  above h im , h u n g  
H e r  tassels  in the  sky;

A n d  m any  a vernal  b lossom  sp rung ,
A n d  no d d ed  careless by.

T h e  red -b ird  warbled , as he w ro u g h t  
H is  h a n g in g  nest o ’erhead,

A n d  fearless, near the  fatal spot,
H e r  y o u n g  the  p a r tr id g e  led.

B u t  th e re  was weeping  far away,
A n d  gentle  eyes, for h im,

W ith  w a tch ing  m any  an an x io u s  day,
W ere  sorrow ful  and  dim.

T h ey  lit tle  knew, w ho loved him so,
T h e  fearful death  he met,

W h e n  sh o u t in g  o’er the desert  snow , 
U n a rm ed ,  and  h a rd  b ese t ;—

N o r  how, when ro u n d  the  frosty pole  
T h e  n o r th e rn  dawn was red,

T h e  m o u n ta in  wolf and  wild-cat stole 
T o  b anquet  on the  d ead ;—

N o r  how, when s t rangers  found  his bones ,  
T hey  dressed  the  hasty  bier,

A n d  m ark ed  his grave  with nam eless  s tones,  
U n m o is ten e d  by a tear.  0



B u t  long  they looked, and  feared, and  wept*.
W ith in  his d is tant  ho m e;

A n d  dream ed,  and  sta r ted  as they slept,
F o r  jo y  tha t  he was come.

L o n g ,  lo n g  they loo k ed —but never spied 
H is  welcome step again,

N o r  knew the  fearful death  he died 
F a r  dow n  tha t  n a r ro w  glen.

J U N E .

I  g a z e d  u pon  the g lo r io u s  sk y
A n d  the  g reen  m o u n ta in s  ro u n d ;

A n d  th o u g h t  tha t  when I cam e to lie 
W ith in  the  silent g ro u n d ,

’T w ere  p leasant,  tha t  in flowery June ,
W h e n  b ro o k s  send up a cheerful tune,

A n d  g roves  a joyous  sound,
T h e  s e x to n ’s hand, m y grave  to make,
T h e  rich, g reen  m o u n ta in  tu rf  should  break.

A  cell w ith in  the frozen m ould,
A coffin b o rn e  th ro u g h  sleet,

A n d  icy clouds above it rolled,
W hile  fierce the  tem pests  beat—

A w ay !— I will no t  th in k  of these—
Blue  be the  sky and  soft the  breeze,

E a r th  g reen  beneath  the  feet,
And be the  d am p m ould  gently  pressed  
In to  m y n a r ro w  place of rest.



T h ere  th ro u g h  the long,  lo n g  su m m er  hours* 
T h e  golden  l ight  should  lie,

A nd  th ick  y o u n g  he rbs  and  g ro u p s  of f lowers 
S tand  in their  beauty  by.

T h e  oriole should  build  and  tell 
H is  love-tale  close beside my cell;

T h e  idle butterfly 
S h ou ld  rest h im  there,  and  there  be  h ea rd  
T h e  housewife bee and  h u m m in g -b i rd .

A n d  w hat if cheerful shouts  at n o o n  
C om e, f rom  the  village sent,

O r  songs  of maids, ben ea th  the  m o o n  
W ith  fairy lau g h te r  b lent?

A n d  what if, in the even ing  l ight,
B e tro th e d  lovers walk in s ight  

O f  my low m o n u m e n t?
I w ould  the  lovely scene a ro u n d  
M ig h t  kn o w  no  sadder  s igh t  n o r  so u n d .

I know , I kn o w  I should  n o t  see 
T h e  season’s g lo r ious  show,

N o r  w ould  its b r ig h tn ess  shine for me,
N o r  its wild m usic  flow;

B ut if, a ro u n d  my place of sleep,
T h e  friends I love should  com e to  weep, 

T h ey  m ig h t  n o t  haste  to  go.
Soft airs, and  song,  and l ight,  and  b lo o m ,  
S h ou ld  keep th em  l in g e r in g  by my tomb.



T hese  to the ir  softened hear ts  shou ld  bear  
T h e  th o u g h t  of what  has been,

A n d  speak of one w ho can n o t  share  
T he  g ladness of the  scene;

W h o se  part,  in all the  pom p tha t  fills 
T h e  c ircuit  of the  su m m er  hills,

Is—th a t  his g rave  is g reen ;
A n d  deeply w ou ld  th e i r  hear ts  re joice  
T o  hear  again  his l iv ing  voice.

T H E  S K I E S .

A y ! g lo r ious  th o u  standest there ,  
Beautiful,  boundless  f i rmam ent!

T ha t ,  swelling wide o ’er ear th  a n d  air,  
A n d  ro u n d  the  h o r izon  bent,

W ith  thy  b r ig h t  vault,  and  sapphire  wall, 
D o s t  o v e rh an g  and  circle all.

Fa r ,  far below thee, tall old trees 
Arise, an d  piles built  up of old,

A n d  hills, whose  ancien t  sum m its  freeze 
In  the  fierce l ight  and  cold.

T h e  eagle soars  his u tm o s t  he ight ,
Y et  far th o u  s tre iches t  o ’er his flight.

T h o u  hast  thy  frow ns—with  thee on  h ig h  
T h e  s to rm  has m ade  his airy  seat,



B eyond  th a t  soft blue curta in  lie 
H is  s tores  of hail  and  sleet.

T h en ce  the co n su m in g  l igh tn ings  break,
T h ere  the  s t ro n g  hu rr icanes  awake.

Y e t  a r t  thou  p rod iga l  of smiles—
Smiles sweeter  th an  thy  frowns are stern :  

E a r th  sends, from all her th o u sa n d  isles,
A  shout  at thy  re turn .

T h e  g lory  th a t  comes down from thee,
Bathes,  in deep joy, the  land and  sea.

T he  sun, the  g o rg e o u s  sun is thine,
T he  po m p  tha t  b r in g s  and  shuts  the  day,

T h e  c louds tha t  ro u n d  him change  and  shine, 
T h e  airs tha t  fan his way.

T hence  look  the  though tfu l  stars, and there  
The  m eek  m o o n  walks the  silent air.

T h e  sunny Ita ly  may boast
The  beau teous  t in ts tha t  flush he r  skies,

A n d  lovely, ro u n d  the Grecian coast,
May thy  blue pillars rise.

I only k now  how fair they stand 
A ro u n d  my ow n beloved land.

A nd  they are fair—a ch arm  is theirs,
T h a t  ear th ,  the  p ro u d  g reen  earth ,  has no t—



W ith  all the  forms, and  hues, and airs,
T h a t  h a u n t  he r  sweetest  spot.

W e  gaze u p o n  thy calm pure  sphere,
A n d  read of H e a v e n ’s eternal year.

O h ,  when, am id  the  t h r o n g  of men, ^
T h e  hear t  g row s sick of hollow m irth ,

H o w  willingly we tu rn  us then  
Away from th is  cold earth,

A nd look  in to  thy  azure breast,
F o r  seats of innocence  and  rest!

A  M E D I T A T I O N  O N  R H O D E - I S L A N D  
C O A L .

D eco lo r ,  obscuris,  vilis, n on  ille rep ex am
Cesariem  regum , n on  candida  v irg in is  o rn a t
Colla, nec insigni sp lendet  per c ingu la  m orsu .
Sed nova  si n ig r i  videas m iracu la  saxi,
T u n c  superat  pu lch ros  cultus  et qu icquid  E o is
In d u s  l itoribus ru b ra  s c ru ta tu r  in alga.

C l a u d i a n .

I -SAT beside the g lo w in g  grate,  fresh heaped  
W ith  N e w p o r t  coal, and  as the  flame grew

b rig h t
—T h e  m any-co lo red  flame— and played and  

leaped,
I th o u g h t  of ra inbow s and  the  n o r th e rn  light,  

M o o r e ’s Lalla  R o o k h ,  the  T reasu ry  R ep o r t ,
And o th e r  br ill iant m a t te rs  of the  sort.



A n d  last I th o u g h t  of th a t  fair isle which sent 
T h e  m ineral  fuel; on a su m m er  day

I saw it once, with heat and travel spent,
A n d  scratched by dwarf-oaks in the  hollow 

way;
N o w  d ra g g ed  th ro u g h  sand, now  jo lted  over 

stone—
A ru g g ed  ro ad  th ro u g h  ru g g e d  T iver ton .

A nd h o t te r  g rew  the  air,  and ho llow er  g rew 
T h e  deep-w orn  pa th ,  and  h o r ro r - s t ru ck ,  I 

th o u g h t ,
W h e re  will th is  d reary  passage lead me to?

T h is  lo n g  dull road, so na rrow , deep, and  ho t?
I looked  to  see it dive in ear th  o u t r ig h t ;
I loo k ed — but saw a far m ore  welcome sight.

L ike  a soft mist upon  the  even ing  shore,
A t  once a lovely isle before  me lay,

S m o o th  and  with tender  .verdure covered  o ’er, 
As if ju s t  risen from its calm inland bay;

Sloped each way gently  to  the  grassy  edge,
A n d  the  small  waves tha t  dall ied with the  sedg’e.

T h e  barley was ju s t  reaped— its heavy sheaves 
L ay  on  the  stubble field—the tall maize stood

D a r k  in its su m m er  g ro w th ,  a n d  sh o o k  its 
leaves—



A n d  b r ig h t  the  sun l igh t  played on  the  y o u n g  
w o o d —

F o r  fifty years  ago,  the  old m en  say,
T h e  B r i to n  hewed the ir  ancien t  g roves away.

I saw where  fountains f reshened the  g reen  land, 
A n d  where  the  p leasant  road, f rom  d o o r  to 

door ,
W ith  row s of cherry- trees  on  e ither hand,

W e n t  w an d er in g  all th a t  fertile reg ion  o ’er—
R o g u e ’s Is land  once—but  when the  rogues  were 

dead,
R h o d e  Is land  was the  nam e  it to o k  instead.

Beautiful island! th en  it only seemed 
A  lovely s t ra n g e r—it has g ro w n  a friend.

I gazed on  its sm o o th  slopes, bu t  never d ream ed  
Flow soon  th a t  b r ig h t  m agnificent  isle would 

send
T h e  treasures  of its w o m b  across the  sea,
T o  w arm  a p o e t ’s ro o m  and  boil his tea.

D a r k  an thrac i te !  th a t  reddenest  on m y hear th ,  
T h o u  in those  island mines didst s lum ber  lo n g ;

But now th o u  a r t  com e  for th  to m ove  the earth, 
A n d  put  to  sham e  the m en  th a t  m ean  thee 

w rong .
T h o u  shalt  be coals of fire to those  tha t  hate 

thee,
And warm the shins of all that underrate thee.



Yea, they  did w ro n g  thee foully—they  w ho 
m ocked

T h y  honest  face, and  said th o u  wouldst  not  
b u rn ;

O f h ew ing  thee  to  chimney-pieces talked,
A n d  grew  p ro fane—and swore, in b i t te r  scorn,  

T h a t  m en  m ig h t  to thy inner  caves retire,
A n d  there ,  unsinged ,  abide the  day of fire.

Y e t  is thy  g rea tness  nigh. I pause to  state,
T h a t  I  to o  have seen g rea tness—even I — 

S h o o k  hands  w ith  A d a m s— stared  at L a  Fayette ,  
W h en ,  ba rehead ,  in the  h o t  n o o n  of July,

H e  would n o t  let the  um brella  be held o ’er h im, 
F o r  which th ree  cheers b u rs t  from  the  m o b  

before  him.

A n d  I have seen— n o t  m an y  m o n th s  ago—
A n  eas tern  G o v e rn o r  in chapeau  bras 

A n d  mil i tary  coat,  a g lo r ious  show!
R ide  fo r th  to  visi t the  reviews, and  ah!

H o w  oft he smiled and  b ow ed  to  Jo n a th an !  
H o w  m any  hands  were  sh o o k  and  votes  were 

w on!

*Twas a g rea t  G o v e rn o r—th o u  to o  shalt  be  
G reat  in thy  tu r n —a n d  wide shall sp read  t.hy 

fame,



y.nd  swiftly;  farthest M aine shall hear  of thee, 
A n d  cold N ew B runsw ick  g ladden  at thy 

name,
A nd ,  faintly th ro u g h  its sleets, the  weeping  isle 
T h a t  sends the B oston  folks the i r  cod  shall smile.

F o r  th o u  shalt forge vast  railways, and  shalt heat 
T h e  h iss ing  rivers in to  steam, and  drive 

H u g e  masses from thy mines, on iron feet, 
W a lk in g  the ir  steady way, as if alive, 

N o r th w a rd ,  till ever las ting  ice besets thee,
A n d  sou th  as far as the g r im  S p an ia rd  lets thee.

T h o u  shalt  m ake  m ig h ty  eng ines swim the  sea, 
L ike  its ow n m o n s te rs—b oats  th a t  for a gu inea  

W ill  take  a m an  to H a v re —and shalt be 
T h e ,m o v in g  soul of m any  a sp inn ing-jenny ,  

A n d  ply thy  shuttles, till a b a rd  can wear 
As g o o d  a suit of b roadclo th  as the  mayor.

T h en  we will laugh  at w in ter  when we h ear  
T h e  g r im  old churl  ab o u t  our. dwellings rave: 

T h o u ,  from th a t  “ ru ler  of the  inverted  year ,’’ 
Sha lt  p luck  the  k n o t ty  sceptre  C ow per  gave, 

A n d  pull h im  from his sledge, and  d ra g  h im in, 
A n d  m elt  the  icicles f rom  off his chin.



T H E  N E W  M O O N .

W hen , as the garish day is done,
H eav e n  b u rn s  with the  descended sun, 

’T is  pass ing  sweet to  m ark .
A m id  tha t  Hush of c r im son  light,
T h e  new m o o n ’s m odes t  bow g ro w  b r ig h t  

As ear th  and  sky g row  dark.

Few  are the hear ts  too  cold to  feel 
A  thril l  of gladness o ’er them  steal,

W h e n  first the  w a n d er in g  eye 
Sees faintly, in the  even ing  blaze,
T h a t  g l im m er in g  curve of t en d e r  rays 

Ju s t  p lanted in the  sky.

T h e  sight  of tha t  y o u n g  crescent  b r in g s  
T h o u g h ts  of all fair and youthful th in g s— 

T h e  hopes  of early years;
A n d  c h i ld h o o d ’s puri ty  and  grace,
A n d  joys th a t  like a ra inbow  chase 

T h e  passing  show er of tears.

T h e  captive yields h im to  the  d ream  
O f  freedom, when that  v irg in  beam  

Com es out upon  the  air:
A n d  painfully the  sick m an tries 
T o  fix his dim and  b u rn in g  eyes 

O n  the  soft p rom ise  there.



B ryant’s Poems-





M ost  welcome to the  lover’s sight, 
Glitters tha t  pure,  e m erg in g  l igh t ;

F o r  p ra t t l ing  poets say,
T h a t  sweetest  is the  lovers’ walk, 

A n d  tenderes t  is the i r  m u rm u re d  talk, 
B eneath  its gentle  ray.

A nd there  do g rav er  m en beho ld  
A  type of errork, loved of old, 

F o rsak e n  and  fo rg iven ;
A n d  th o u g h ts  and  wishes n o t  of earth ,  
Ju s t  o p en in g  in the ir  early b ir th ,

L ike  tha t  new l ight in heaven.

O C T O B E R .

A S O N N E T .

A y , th o u  a r t  welcome, heaven’s delicious b rea th ,  
W h e n  w oods begin  to  wear the  c r im son  leaf, 
A nd  suns g ro w  meek, and the  m eek  suns g row  

brief,
A n d  the year smiles as it draws n ear  its death. 
W in d  of the  sunny  sou th!  oh  still delay 

In  the gay w o o d s  and in the  golden  air,
L ike  to  a g o o d  old age released from  care, 

J o u rn ey in g , in lo n g  seren ity , aw ay.



In  such a b r igh t ,  late quiet ,  would  that  I 
M ig h t  wear ou t  life like thee,  m id  bow ers  and  

b ro o k s ,
A nd ,  deare r  yet, the  sunsh ine  of k ind  looks, 

A n d  m usic  of k ind  voices ever n igh ;
A n d  when my last sand tw ink led  in the  glass,  
P ass  silently f rom  men, as th o u  dost  pass.

T H E  D A M S E L  O F  P E R U .

W h e r e  o liv e  lea v es w ere tw in k lin g  in  every  
w in d  that b lew ,

T h ere  sat b enea th  the  p leasan t  shade a damsel 
of Peru .

B e tw ix t  the s lender  b o u g h s ,  as they  o pened  to  
the  air,

Came glim pses of he r  ivory neck  and  of her 
glossy ha ir ;

A n d  sweetly ra n g  h e r  silver voice, within th a t  
shady nook ,

A s from  the sh ru b b y  glen is h e a rd  the  sound  of 
h idden  b ro o k .

'T is  a so n g  of love a n d  valor,  in the  noble 
Spanish  tongue ,

T h a t  once u p o n  the  sunny  plains of old  Castile  
was su n g ;



W h en ,  í rom  the ir  m o u n ta in  holds,  on the  
M o o r ish  ro u t  below,

H a d  rushed  the  C hris t ians  like a flood, and  
swept away the  foe.

Awhile  th a t  melody is still, and  then  b reak s  forth  
anew

A wilder rhym e,  a livelier note,  of freedom  and  
Peru.

F o r  she has b o u n d  the  sw o rd  to  a you thfu l  
lover’s side,

A n d  sent h im  to the w ar  the  day she shou ld  have 
been his bride,

A n d  bade h im  bear  a faithful hea r t  to  batt le  for 
the  r igh t,

A n d  held the  fountains of h e r  eyes till he was 
o u t  of sight.

Since the  p a r t in g  kiss was given, six  weary  
m o n th s  are fled,

A nd yet the  foe is in the  land, and  b lo o d  m ust  
yet be shed.

A white  h an d  par ts  the  b ranches ,  a lovely face 
looks forth,

A n d  b r ig h t  da rk  eyes gaze steadfastly and  sadly 
to w ard  the  north .

T h o u  lo o k ’st in vain, sweet m aiden, the  sharpes t  
s ight  w ould  fail

T o  spy a sign of h um an life  abroad  in  a ll the  
vale;



F o r  the n o o n  is co m in g  on, and  the  sunbeam s 
fiercely beat ,

A n d  the  silent hills and  fo res t- tops seem reeling 
in the  heat.

T h a t  white h an d  is w i thdraw n,  th a t  fair sad face 
is gone,

B u t  the  music of th a t  silver voice is flowing 
sweetly on.

N o t  as of late, in cheerful tones ,  b u t  mournfully  
and  low,—

A  ballad of a t en d e r  m aid  h e a r t -b ro k en  long  
ago,

O f  h im  who died in batt le, the  youthful  and  the 
brave,

A n d  he r  w ho  died of so rrow , u p o n  his early 
grave.

B u t  see, a long  th a t  m o u n ta in ’s slope, a fiery 
h o rsem an  ride;

M a r k  his to rn  p lume, his t a rn ish ed  belt ,  the 
sabre  a t  his side.

H is  spurs  are buried  rowel-de»p, he  rides with 
loosened  rein,

T h e r e ’s b lood  up o n  his c h a r g e ' s  flank and  foam 
u p o n  the  m ane;

H e  speeds h im to w a rd  the  d ive-grove ,  " lo n g  
th a t  shaded  hill :

G o d  shie ld the  helpless ma. den there ,  if he 
sh o u ld  m ean  h e r  ill I



A n d  suddenly  th a t  so n g  has ceased, and sud­
denly I hear

A  shriek  sent up am id  the  shade,  a shr iek— b u t  
n o t  of fear.

F o r  t en d e r  accents follow, and  ten d e r  pauses 
speak

T h e  overflow of gladness,  when w ords  are  all 
to o  weak:

“ I lay my g o o d  sw ord  a t  thy  feet, for now  P e ru  
is free,

A n d  I am com e to  dwell beside the  o l ive-grove  
with  thee .”

T H E  A F R I C A N  C H I E F .

C h a in e d  in the m ark et-p lace  he stood,  
A  m an o f g ia n t fram e,

A m id  the  g a th e r in g  m ult i tude  
T h a t  sh ru n k  to  hear  his nam e—

All stern of look  and  s t ro n g  of limb, 
H is  da rk  eye on  the  g r o u n d :—

A n d  silently they gazed on him,
A s on  a lio n  bound.

Vainly,  b u t  well, th a t  chief had  fought ,  
H e  was a captive now,

Y e t  pride,  tha t  for tune  h um bles  not,  
W a s  w rit ten  o n  his brow .



T h e  scars his d a rk  b ro ad  b o so m  wore,  
Show ed w arr io r  true  a n d  brave;

A  prince a m o n g  his tr ibe  before,
H e  could no t  be a slave.

T h e n  to his c o n q u e ro r  he spake—
“ M y b ro th e r  is a k ing ;

U n d o  this necklace from my neck,
A n d  take  this  bracele t  ring,

A n d  send me where  my b ro th e r  reigns, 
A n d  I will fill thy  hands

W ith  s tore  of ivory from the plains,  
A n d  go ld -dust  from the  sands.”

“ N o t  for thy  ivory n o r  thy go ld  
W ill  I unb in d  thy  chain ;

T h a t  b loody  h an d  shall never ho ld  
T h e  ba t t le-spear  again.

A  price  thy  na tion  never gave 
Shall yet be paid for thee;

F o r  th o u  shalt  be the  C hr is t ian ’s slave, 
In  lands b eyond  the  sea.”

T h e n  wept the  w a r r io r  chief, and  bade 
T o  shred  his locks away;

A n d  one by one, each heavy b ra id  
Before  the  v ic tor  lay.

T h ic k  were the  p la t ted  locks, and  long, 
A n d  closely h idden  there

Sh o n e  m any  a wedge  of go ld  a m o n g  
T h e  d a rk  an d  crisped hair .



“ L o o k ,  feast thy  g reedy  eye with gold  
L o n g  kep t  for sorest  need:

T ak e  it—th o u  askest sums untold,
A n d  say th a t  I am freed.

T ak e  it— my wife, the  long, lo n g  day, 
W eeps  by the  cocoa-tree,

A n d  my y o u n g  children  leave the ir  play, 
A n d  ask  in vain for m e.”

“ I take  thy  go ld—but I have m ade  
T h y  fetters fast and  s t rong ,

A n d  ween tha t  by the  cocoa  shade 
T h y  wife will wait thee  lo n g .”

S t r o n g  was the  a gony  th a t  sh o o k  
T h e  captive’s frame to  hear,

A n d  the p ro u d  m ean in g  of his lo o k  
W as  changed  to m or ta l  fear.

H is  hear t  was b ro k e n — crazed his b ra in :  
A t once his eye g rew  wild;

H e  s t rugg led  fiercely with his chain, 
W hispered ,  and  wept, and  sm iled;

Y e t  wore  no t  lo n g  those  fatal bands,  
A n d  once, at shu t  of day,

T h ey  drew him forth  u p o n  the  sands, 
T h e  foul hyen a ’s prey.



S P R I N G  I N  T O W N .

T h e  cou n try  ever  has a lagg ing  Spring ,
W a i t in g  for M ay to  call its violets forth,

A n d  Ju n e  its roses—show ers and  sunshine b r ing ,  
Slowly, the  d eepen ing  verdure  o ’er the  ea r th ;

T o  pu t  the ir  foliage out, the woods are slack,
A n d  one by one  the  s ing ing-b irds  come back.

W ith in  the  city’s bo u n d s  the  t ime of flowers 
C om e earlier. L e t  a mild and  sunny day,

Such  as full often, for a few b r ig h t  hours ,  
B rea thes  th ro u g h  the  sky of M arch  the  airs of 

May,
Shine  on  o u r  roofs and  chase the  w intry  g lo o m —
A n d  lo! o u r  b o rd e rs  g low with sudden b loom.

F o r  the  wide sidewalks of B ro ad w ay  are  then 
G o rg eo u s  as are a r ivule t’s banks  in June ,  «

T h a t  o v e rh u n g  with b lossom s,  th ro u g h  its glen. 
Slides soft away benea th  the  sunny  noon ,

A n d  they  w ho search the u n t ro d d en  w ood  for 
flowers

Meet  in its dep ths no lovelier ones than  ours.

F o r  here  are eyes tha t  sham e the  violet,
O r  the  da rk  d rop  tha t  on the  pansy lies,



A n d  foreheads,  white, as when in c lusters set, 
T h e  a n em o n es  by forest fountains rise;

A n d  the  sp r ing -beau ty  boasts  no ten d e re r  s t reak  
T h a n  the  soft red  on  m any  a youthful  cheek.

A n d  th ick  ab o u t  those  lovely tem ples  lie 
L o ck s  th a t  the  lucky V ig n a rd o n n e  has curled,  

T hr ice  happy  m an ;  whose  trade  it is to  buy,
A n d  bake, a n d  b ra id  those  love-knots  of the 

w or ld ;
W h o  curls  of every g lossy  co lor  keepcst,
And sellest, it is said, the blackest cheapest.

A nd well th o u  m ays t— for I ta ly ’s b ro w n  m aids 
Send  the  d a rk  locks with which the ir  b row s  

are  dressed,
A n d  Gascon lasses, from the ir  je t ty  braids,

C rop  half, to  buy  a r iband  for the  rest;
B u t  the  fresh N o rm a n  girls  the ir  t resses spare,  
A n d  the D u tc h  damsel keeps her flaxen hair.

T hen ,  hencefor th ,  let  no m aid  n o r  m a t ro n  g r iev e , 
T o  see he r  locks of an unlovely hue,

F ro u zy  o r  th in ,  for liberal art  shall give 
Such piles of curls as na tu re  never knew.

Eve, with he r  veil of tresses, at the  s ight  
H a d  blushed, ou tdone,  and  ow ned  h erself a 

fright.



Soft voices and  l igh t  lau g h te r  wake the  street,  
L ike  notes  of w oodbirds ,  and  w h e re ’er the  eye 

T h read s  the lo n g  way, p lum es wave, a n d  tw in k ­
ling  feet

Fall  light,  as hastes th a t  c row d  of beauty  by. 
T h e  ostr ich,  h u r ry in g  o 'e r  the  desert  space, 
Scarce  bore  those  to ss ing  p lumes with fleeter 

pace.

N o  sw im m in g  Ju n o  gait ,  of l an g u o r  born ,
Is  theirs,  bu t  a l ight  step of freest grace,

L ig h t  as Camilla ’s o ’er the  u nben t  corn ,—
A  step tha t  speaks the  spiri t  of the  place,

Since Quie t,  m eek  old dame, was d riven away 
T o  S in g  S in g  and  the  shores of T a p p a n  bay.

Ye th a t  dash by in char io ts !  w ho  will care 
F o r  steeds o r  foo tm en  n ow ?  ye c an n o t  show 

F a i r  face, and  dazzling  dress, and  graceful air, 
A n d  last edition of the  shape! A h  no,

T h ese  sights  are for the  ea r th  and  open sky,
A n d  y o u r  loud  wheels u n h eed ed  ra tt le  by.



T H E  G L A D N E S S  O F  N A T U R E .

Is  t h is  a tim e to  be c lou d y  and sad,
W h en  o u r  m o th e r  N a tu re  laughs  a ro u n d ;

W h en  even the  deep blue heavens look  glad,
A nd gladness b rea thes  f rom  the b lo sso m in g  

g ro u n d ?

T here  are notes  of joy  from  the  h a n g -b ird  and  
wren,

A nd the  gossip of swallows th ro u g h  all the  sky;
The  ground-squ ir re l  gayly ch irps  by his den,

A nd the  wild ing bee h u m s  merri ly  by.

T he  clouds are at play in the  azure space,
A n d  their  shadows at play on the  b r ig h t  g reen  

vale,
A nd  here they  stre tch  to  the  frolic chase,

A nd  there  they roll on the  easy gale.

T h e re ’s a dance of leaves in th a t  aspen bow er,  
T h e re ’s a t i t ter  of winds in tha t  beechen  tree,

T h e re ’s a smile on the  fruit,  and  a smile  o n  the  
flower,

A nd  a laugh  from  the  b r o o k  th a t  runs  to  the  
sea.

A nd look  at the  b road-faced  sun, h o w  he smiles 
O n  th e  dewy ear th  th a t  smiles in his ray,

O n  the leap ing  w a ters  and  gay y o u n g  isles;
Ay, look,  and  he ’ll smile  thy  g lo o m  away.



T H E  T W O  G R A V E S .

'T i s  a b leak  wild hill,—but g reen  and  br igh t  
In  the  su m m er  w a rm th  and  the  m id-day  l ight;  
T h e r e ’s the  hum  of the  bee and  the  ch irp  of the  

wren,
A n d  the  dash of the b ro o k  from the  a lder  glen; 
T h e r e ’s the  so u n d  of a bell from  the scattered 

flock,
A n d  the  shade of the  beech lies cool on  the rock, 
A n d  fresh from  the  west is the  free w in d ’s 

b rea th ,—
T h e re  is n o th in g  here  th a t  speaks of death.

F a r  yonder ,  where  o rch a rd s  and  ga rdens  lie, 
A n d  dwellings cluster,  ’tis there  m en  die.
T h ey  are  born ,  they  die, and  are bu ried  near, 
W h e re  the  popu lous  g rave-yard  l ightens the  

bier;
F o r  str ict  and  close are  the  ties th a t  b ind  
I n  death  the  children  of h u m an -k in d ;
Yea, s tr ic te r  and  c loser th an  those  of life,— 
’Tis  a n e ig h b o rh o o d  th a t  know s no strife.
T h ey  are  noiselessly g a th e red — friend and  foe— 
T o  the  still and  d a rk  assemblies below: 
W ith o u t  a frown o r  a smile they  meet,
E ach  pale and  calm  in his winding-sheet;
In  tha t  sullen h o m e  of peace and  g loom , 
C row ded ,  like guests  in a b a nque t- room .



Y et  there  are g raves  in th is  lonely spot,
T w o  hum ble  graves,—b u t  I m eet  th em  not.
I have seen th em ,— eighteen  years  are  past ,  
Since I found  the ir  place in the b ram bles  last,— 
T h e  place where,  fifty w in ters  ago,
A n  ag ed  m an  in his locks of snow,
A n d  an aged  m atro n ,  w ithered  with  years, 
W ere  solemnly  laid!—but no t  with tears.
F o r  none, who sat by the  l ight  of their  hear th ,  
Beheld  their  coffins covered  with  ear th ;
T h e ir  k ind red  were far, and  their  ch ild ren  dead, 
W h e n  the  funeral p ray er  was coldly said.

T w o  low g reen  hillocks,  tw o small  g ray  stones,  
R ose  over the  place th a t  held the ir  b o n es ;
B u t  the  grassy  hi llocks are  leveled again,
A n d  the  keenest  eye m ig h t  search  in vain, 
’M o n g  briers ,  and  ferns, an d  pa ths  of sheep, 
F o r  the  spo t  where  the  aged  couple  sleep.

Y e t  well m ig h t  they  lay, ben ea th  the  soil 
O f  th is  lonely spot, th a t  m an  of toil ,
A n d  tren ch  the  s t ro n g  h a rd  m o u ld  w ith  the  

spade,
W h e re  never before  a grave  was m ade ;
F o r  he hewed the  d a rk  o ld  w oods  away,
A n d  g a v e  th e  v irg in  fie lds to  th e  day;



A n d  the  g o u rd  and  the  bean, beside his door,  
B lo o m e d  where  the ir  flowers n e ’er opened  be­

fore;
A n d  the maize s to o d  up, and  the  bearded  rye 
Bent low in the  b rea th  of an u n k n o w n  sky.

T i s  said tha t  when  life is ended here,
T h e  spiri t  is b o rn e  to  a d is tan t  sphere;
T h a t  it visits its earth ly  h om e no  more,
N o r  looks  on  the h au n ts  it loved before.
B u t  why shou ld  the  bodiless soul be sent 
F a r  off, to  a long,  lo n g  ban ishm en t?
T a lk  n o t  of the  l igh t  and  the  liv ing green!
I t  will pine  for the  dear  familiar scene;
I t  will yearn ,  in th a t  s t range  b r ig h t  world, to  be 

h o ld
T h e  ro c k  and  the  s t ream  it knew  of old.

'T is  a cruel creed, believe it not!
D e a th  to  the  g o o d  is a m ilder  lot.
T h ey  are here,— they  are  here,—that  harm less  

pair,
I n  the  yellow sunsh ine  and  flowing air,
I n  the  l igh t  c loud-shadow s th a t  slowly pass,
I n  the  sounds  th a t  rise f rom  the  m u rm u r in g  

grass.
T h e y  sit where  the ir  hum b le  co ttage  s tood,
T h e y  walk by the  w aving  edge of the  wood ,



A n d  list to  the  lo n g -accu s to m ed  flow 
O f  the  b ro o k  th a t  wets the  rocks  below. 
Pa tien t ,  and  peaceful, and  passionless,
As seasons on seasons swiftly press,
T hey  watch, and  wait, and  l inger  a round ,
Till  the  day w hen  the ir  bod ies  shall leave the  

g round .

A  S U M M E R  R A M B L E .

T h e  qu iet A u g u st  n o o n  has co m e,
A s lum berous  silence fills the  sky,

T h e  fields are still, the  w oods  are  d um b,
In  glassy sleep the  waters  lie.

A n d  m a rk  yon soft white  c louds th a t  rest  
Above  o u r  vale, a m oveless t h r o n g ;

T h e  cattle  on  the  m o u n ta in ’s b reas t  
E n jo y  the  gratefu l shad o w s long.

O h ,  how unlike  those  m er ry  h o u rs  
In  early Ju n e  when E a r th  laughs  out,

W h e n  the  fresh winds m ak e  love to  flowers,  
A n d  w ood lands  s ing  and  w aters  shout .

W h e n  in the  grass  sweet voices talk.
A n d  stra ins of t iny  m usic  swell 

F r o m  every m oss-cup  of the  rock,
F rom  ev ery  n a m eless b lo ss o m ’s bell.



B ut now a joy  to o  deep for sound,
A peace no o th e r  season knows,

H u sh es  the  heavens and  wraps the ground, 
T h e  b less ing  of suprem e repose.

Away! I will n o t  be, to-day,
T h e  only  slave of toil  and  care.

A w ay  f ro m  desk  and  dust!  away!
I ’ll be as idle as the  air.

B enea th  the  open sky abroad,
A m o n g  the  p lants  and  b re a th in g  th ings ,

T h e  sinless, peaceful w orks  of God,
I ’ll sha re  the  calm the  season brings.

C om e, thou ,  in whose  soft eyes I see 
T h e  gentle  m ean ings  of thy  heart ,

O n e  day am id  the  w oods  with me,
F r o m  m en and  all the i r  cares apart .

/

A n d  where,  upo n  the  m ea d o w ’s breast,
T h e  shadow  of the  th icke t  lies,

T h e  blue wild flowers th o u  ga the res t  
Shall glow yet deeper  n ear  th ine  eyes.

C om e, and  when m id the  calm profound ,
I tu rn ,  those  gentle  eyes to  seek,

T hey ,  like the  lovely landscape  round ,
O f  innocence  a n d  peace shall speak.



Rest  here, benea th  the  u n m o v in g  shade,
A n d  on the silent valleys gaze,

W in d in g  and  widening, till they fade 
I n  yo n  soft r ing  of su m m er  haze.

T h e  village trees their  sum m its  rear  
Still as its spire, and  y o n d e r  flock 

A t  rest  in those  calm fields appear  
As chiseled from die  lifeless rock.

O n e  t ranquil  m o u n t  the  scene o ’e r looks— 
T h e re  the  hushed  winds the i r  sabbath  keep, 

W hile  a near h u m  from  bees and  b ro o k s  
C om es faintly like the  b rea th  of sleep.

W ell  m ay the  gazer  deem th a t  when,
W o r n  with the s t rugg le  and  the  strife,

A n d  heart-s ick  at the  w rongs  of men,
T h e  g o o d  forsakes the scene of life;

L ike  this deep quiet that ,  awhile,
L in g e rs  the  lovely landscape o ’er,

Shall be the  peace whose  holy smile 
W elco m es  h im  to  a h a p p ie r  shore.



A  S C E N E  O N  T H E  B A N K S  O F  T H E  
H U D S O N .

C ool  sh ad es and dew s are round  m y w ay,
A n d  silence of the  early day;
Mid the da rk  rocks tha t  watch his bed, 
Glitters the  m igh ty  H u d so n  spread,
U nripp led ,  save by d rops  tha t  fall 
F r o m  shrubs  tha t  fringe his m ou n ta in  wall;  
A n d  o ’er the  c lear still w a ter  swells 
T h e  m usic  of the  Sabba th  bells.

All, save this little n o o k  of land 
Circled with  trees on which I s tand;
All, save tha t  line of hills which lie 
Suspended  in the  mim ic sky—
Seems a blue void, above, below,
T h r o u g h  which the  white clouds com e a n d  go, 
A n d  from the  g reen  w o r ld ’s farthest steep 
I gaze in to  the  airy deep.

Lovelies t  of lovely th ings  are they,
’ O n  earth ,  th a t  soonest  pass away.

T h e  rose  th a t  lives its little h o u r  
Is  prized beyond  the  scu lp tured  flower.
E ven  love, lo n g  tr ied  and  cher ished  long,  
Becom es m o re  t en d e r  and  m ore  s t rong ,
A t  th o u g h t  of th a t  insatia te  g rave 
F r o m  which its yea rn in g s  can n o t  save.



River! in this  still h o u r  th o u  hast 
T o o  m uch  of heaven on  ear th  to last;
N o r  lo n g  may thy  still waters  lie,
An  im age  of the  g lo r ious  sky.
T h y  fate and  m ine  are no t  repose,
A n d  ere a n o th e r  even ing  close,
T h o u  to  thy  tides shalt  tu rn  again,
A n d  I to  seek the  c row d  of men.

W I L L I A M  T E L L .
A  S O N N E T .

C h a in s  m ay su b d u e th e  feeb le sp irit, but th ee , 
T e l l , o f the iron  heart! they  co u ld  n o t tam e! 
F o r  th o u  w ert of the m ou n ta in s; they  procla im  

T h e ev er la stin g  creed  of liberty.
T h a t  creed is w ri t ten  on the  u n tram p led  snow, 

T h u n d e re d  by to r ren ts  which no pow er  can 
hold,

Save th a t  of God, w hen  he sends fo r th  his 
co ld ,

A n d  b rea th ed  by w inds th a t  th ro u g h  the  free 
heaven blow.

T h o u ,  while thy  pr ison  walls were da rk  a round ,  
D ids t  m editate  the  lesson N a tu re  taugh t ,
A n d  to  thy  brief captivity  was b ro u g h t  

A  vision of thy  Sw itzer land  unbound .
T h e  b i t te r  cup they m ingled ,  s t ren g th e n ed  

thee
F o r  the  g rea t  w o rk  to  se t  thy  co u n try  free.



T H E  H U N T E R ’S S E R E N A D E .

T h y  b o w er  is fin ish ed , fa irest!
F i t  bo w er  for h u n te r ’s bride—

W h e re  old w oods overshadow  
T h e  g reen  savanna ’s side.

I ’ve w andered  long, and  w andered  far, 
A n d  never have I m et  

In  all this lovely western  land,
A spo t  so lovely yet.

B u t  I shall th in k  it fairer,
W h e n  th o u  a r t  come to  bless,

W ith  thy  sweet smile  and  silver voice. 
I ts  si lent loveliness.

F o r  thee  the  wild g rape  gl is tens,
O n  sunny knoll  and  tree,

T h e  slim papaya  r ipens 
ItS yellow fruit for thee.

F o r  thee  the  duck, o n  glassy stream , 
T h e  prairie-fowl shall die,

M y rifle for thy  feast shall b r in g  
T h e  wild swan from  the  sky.

T h e  fores t’s leap ing  pan ther ,
Fierce,  beautiful,  and  fleet,

Shall yield his spo tted  hide to  be 
A  carpe t  for  thy  feet.



I  know , for th o u  has t  to ld  me,
T h y  m aiden love of flowers;

Ah, those  tha t  deck thy  ga rdens  
Are  pale co m p ared  with  ours.

W h e n  o u r  wide woods and  m igh ty  lawns 
B lo o m  to  the  April  skies,

T h e  ear th  has no m ore  g o rg e o u s  s igh t  
T o  show  to hum an  eyes.

I n  m eadow s red with blossom s,
All su m m er  long, the  bee 

M u rm u rs ,  and  loads his yellow th ighs ,  
F o r  thee, my love, and  me.

O r  w ou lds t  th o u  gaze a t  tokens  
O f ages lo n g  a g o —

O u r  old oaks s tream  with mosses,
A n d  sp ro u t  with mis tle toe ;

A n d  m igh ty  vines, like serpents ,  c limb 
T h e  g ian t  sycam ore ;

A n d  t runks ,  o ’e r th ro w n  for centuries,  
C u m b er  the  forest floor;

A n d  in the  g reat  savanna,
T h e  solitary m ound ,

B uilt  by the  e lder world,  o ’e r looks  
T h e  loneliness a round .

C om e,  th o u  hast  n o t  fo rgo t ten  
T h y  pledge  and  p rom ise  quite,

W i th  m any  blushes m u rm u red ,
B enea th  the  even ing  light.



Com e, the  y o u n g  violets c row d  my d oor ,  
T h y  earliest look  to  win,

A n d  at m y silent window-sill  
T h e  jessamine peeps in.

All day the  red-b ird  warbles,
U p o n  the  m ulberry  near,

A n d  the  n ig h t-sp arro w  tril ls h e r  song ,  
All n ight,  with none  to hear.

T H E  G R E E K  B O Y .

G o n e  are the g lo r io u s  G reek s o f o ld , 
G lo rio u s in m ien  and m ind;

T h e i r  bones  are m ingled  with the  m ould  
T h e i r  dust is on the  wind;

T h e  forms they hewed from l iving stone 
Survive  the  waste of years, alone,
And,  sca ttered  with the ir  ashes, show 
W h a t  g rea tness  per ished  lo n g  ago.

Yet fresh the  m yrtles  th e re —the  sp r ings  
Gush b r ig h tly  as of yore ;

F low ers  b lossom  from the  dust of k ings ,  
As m any  an  age before.

T h e re  na tu re  m ou lds  as nob ly  now,
As e’er of old, the  h u m an  b ro w ;
A n d  copies still the  martial  form 
T h a t  b raved  Plataea’s ba tt le  s torm .



Boy! thy  first looks were tau g h t  to seek 
T h e i r  heaven in H e l la s ’ skies;

H e r  airs have t inged  thy  dusky cheek,
H e r  sunsh ine  lit th ine  eyes;

T h in e  ears have d ru n k  the  w ood land  stra ins 
H e a r d  by old poets ,  and  thy  veins 
Swell with  the b lo o d  of dem igods,
T h a t  s lum ber  in thy c o u n try 's  sods.

N o w  is thy  na tion  free— th o u g h  late—
T h y  elder b re th ren  b ro k e—

B roke ,  ere thy  spir i t  felt its weight,
T h e  in to lerable  yoke.

A n d  Greece, decayed, de th roned ,  d o th  see 
H e r  y o u th  renewed in such as thee:
A  sh o o t  of th a t  old  vine tha t  made 
T h e  na tions silent in its shade.

T H E  P A S T .

T h o u  u n re len tin g  Past!
S t r o n g  are the  b a rrie rs  ro u n d  thy  d a rk  dom ain ,  

A n d  fe tters , 'su re  and  fast,
H o ld  all tha t  en ter  thy  u n b re a th in g  re ign.

F a r  in thy  realm w ithd raw n  
O ld  empires  sit in sullenness and  g loom ,

A n d  g lo r ious  ages gone  
Lie  deep within the  shadow  of thy  womb.



C hidhood ,  with  all its m ir th ,
Y o u th ,  M an h o o d ,  Age,  th a t  d raw s us to  the  

g ro u n d ,
A n d  last, M a n ’s Life on  earth,

Glide to  thy dim dom in ions ,  and  are bound .

T h o u  hast  my be tte r  years,
T h o u  hast  my earlier  friends—the  g o o d —the 

kind,
Yielded to  thee  with tears—

T h e  venerable  fo rm —the  exalted  mind.

M y spirit  yearns  to  b r in g  
T h e  lost ones back —y earns  with  desire intense,

A n d  s t rugg les  h a rd  to  wring  
T h y  bolts  apart ,  and  p luck  thy  captives thence.

I n  vain—thy  gates  deny 
All passage  save to  those  w ho  hence  depart ;

N o r  to  the  s t ream in g  eye 
T h o u  g iv ’st them  back — n o r  to  the  b ro k en  heart.

In  thy  abysses hide 
B eauty  and  excellence u n k n o w n —to thee

E a r t h ’s w o n d e r  and  h e r  pride 
A re  ga the red ,  as the  w a ters  to  the  sea;

L a b o u rs  of g o o d  to  m an,
U n p u b l i sh e d  charity ,  u n b ro k e n  faith,—

Love, th a t  m idst  grief began,
A n d  g rew  with  years,  and  faltered n o t  in death.



Full  m any  a m igh ty  name 
L u rk s  in thy  depths,  unu t te red ,  u n revered ;

W ith  thee  are silent fame,
F o rg o t te n  arts , and  wisdom disappeared.

T h ine  for a space are  they—
Yet shal t  th o u  yield thy  treasures  up a t  last;

T hy  gates shall yet give way,
T h y  bolts shall fall, inexorab le  Pas t!

All th a t  of g o o d  and  fair 
H a s  gone  into thy  w o m b  from  earliest time,

Shall then  com e forth to  wear  
T h e  glory  and  the beauty  of its prime.

T h ey  have no t  per ished— no! '
K in d  words,  rem em b ered  voices once  so sweet,

Smiles, rad ian t  lo n g  ago,
A n d  features,  the  g rea t  sou l’s a p p are n t  seat.

All shall come back, each tie 
O f pure  affection shall be kn it  again ;

A lone  shall Evil  die,
A n d  S o r ro w  dwell a p r iso n e r  in thy  reign.

A n d  then  shall I beho ld  
H im ,  by whose k ind  pa te rna l  side I sp rung ,

A n d  her, who, still and  cold,
Fills  the n ex t  g rave—the beautiful an d  y o u n g .



“W H E N  T H E  F I R M A M E N T  Q U I V E R S  
W I T H  D A Y L I G H T ’S Y O U N G  B E A M .”

W h e n  the firm am ent qu ivers w ith  d a y lig h t’s 
y o u n g  beam ,

A n d  the  w ood lands  a w ak in g  bu rs t  in to  a 
hym n,

A n d  the  g low  of the  sky blazes back  from the 
s tream ,

H o w  the b r ig h t  ones of heaven in the  b r ig h t ­
ness g row  dim.

O h !  'tis sad, in th a t  m o m e n t  of g lory  and  song ,
T o  see, while the  hill-tops are  w a i ting  the  sun,

T h e  g l i t te r in g  b and  th a t  kep t  watch  all n igh t  
long

O ’er L ove  and  o ’er S lum ber ,  go  out  one by
one:

Till  the  circle of e ther,  deep, ruddy, and  vast,
Scarce  g l im m ers  with  one  of the  t ra in  that  

were there ;
A n d  the ir  leader  the  day-star ,  the b r ig h te s t  and  

last,.
T w in k led  faintly and  fades in the  desert  of air.

T hus ,  Obliv ion ,  from  m idst  of whose  shadow 
we came,

Steals o’er us again when life’s twilight is 
gone;



A n d  the  c row d  of b r ig h t  names,  in the  heaven 
of fame,

G row  pale and  are quenched  as the  years 
has ten  on.

L e t  th em  fade—but w e’ll p ray  th a t  the  age, in 
whose  flight,

O f  ourselves and  o u r  fr iends the  rem em b ran ce  
shall die,

M ay rise o ’er the  world ,  with the  g ladness and  
l ight

O f  the  m o rn in g  th a t  withers  the  s ta rs  from  the 
sky.

T O  T H E  R I V E R  A R V E .

S U P P O S E D  T O  B E  W R IT T E N  A T  A H A M L E T  N E A R  

T H E  F O O T  O F  M O N T  B L A N C .

N ot from  th e sands or c lo v e n  rocks,
T h o u  rap id  Arve! thy  waters  flow;

N o r  ear th ,  within h e r  bosom , locks 
T h y  d a rk  un fa th o m ed  wells below.

T h y  sp r ings  are  in the  c loud, thy  s tream  
B eg ins  to  m ove  and  m u rm u r  first 

W h e r e  ice-peaks feel the  no o n d ay  beam,
O r  ra in -s to rm s  on  the glacier  burst .



B o rn  where  the  th u n d e r  and  the  blast,
A n d  m o r n in g ’s earliest  l igh t  are born ,  

T h o u  rushest  swoln, and  loud, and  fast,
By these  low homes, as if in scorn :

Y e t  h u m b le r  springs yield pur<y waves;
A n d  br igh te r ,  g lassier s tream s than  thine, 

Sen t  up from e a r th ’s un l igh ted  caves,
W ith  heaven’s own beam  and  im age  shine.

Y e t  stay; for here  are  flowers and  trees;
W a r m  rays on  co ttage  roofs  are  here, 

A n d  laugh  of girls ,  and hum  of bees—
H e re  l inger  till thy  waves are clear.

T h o u  heedest n o t—th o u  hastes t  on;
F r o m  steep to  steep thy  to r r e n t  falls,

Til l ,  m in g l in g  with  the  m igh ty  R hone ,
I t  rests b enea th  G eneva’s walls.

R u sh  o n —b ut  were  there  one with me 
T h a t  loved me, I w ould  l ight  m y hear th  

H e re ,  where  with G o d ’s own majesty  
A re  to u ch ed  the  features of the  earth.

By these  old  peaks,  white, h igh ,  and  vast, 
Still r is ing  as the  tem pests  beat,

H e r e  w ould  I dwell,  and  sleep, at last, 
A m o n g  the  b lossom s at th e i r  feet.



TO C O L E ,  T H E  P A I N T E R ,  D E P A R T I N G  
F O R  E U R O P E .

A S O N N E T .

T h in e  eyes shall see the  l igh t  of d is tan t  skies:  
Yet, C o l e ! thy  h e ar t  shall bear  to  E u r o p e ’s 

s t rand
A  l iving im age  of thy  native land,

Such  as on  th ine  ow n  g lo r ious  canvas lies;
L o n e  lakes— savannas where  the  b ison  roves—  

R o c k s  rich w ith  su m m e r  g a r lands— solem n 
s tream s—

Skies, where  the  desert  eagle wheels and  
scream s—

S p r in g  b loom  and  a u tu m n  blaze of boundless  
groves.

F a i r  scenes shall g ree t  thee  where  th o u  goest— 
fair,

B u t  different— everywhere  the  trace  of men, 
Pa ths ,  hom es,  graves,  ruins, from  the  lowest  

glen
T o  where  life sh r inks  from  the  fierce A lpine  air,  

Gaze on them , till the  tears  shall d im  thy  
sight,

B u t  keep th a t  earlier,  w ilder im age  b r i g h t



H Y M N  O F  T H E  C IT Y .

N o t  in the  solitude 
A lone  m ay m an  co m m u n e  with Heaven ,  o r  see

O n ly  in savage w ood  
A n d  sunny  vale, the  p resen t  Deity ;

O r  only hear  his voice 
W h e re  the  winds whisper  and  the  waves rejoice.

E v en  here  do I behold  
T h y  steps, A lm ig h ty !— here, am idst  the crowd,

T h r o u g h  the  g rea t  city rolled,
W ith  everlas ting  m u rm u r  deep and  loud—

C h o k in g  the  ways th a t  w ind 
’M o n g s t  the  p ro u d  piles, the  w o rk  of h u m an  

kind.

T h y  go lden  sunsh ine  comes 
F r o m  the  ro u n d  heaven, and  on  the ir  dwellings 

lies,
A n d  l ights  th e i r  inner  hom es ;

F o r  th em  th o u  fill’st with a ir  the  u n b o u n d e d  
skies,

A n d  givest th em  the  stores 
O f  ocean, and  the  harvests  of its shores.

T h y  Spiri t  is a round ,
Q u ic k en in g  the  restless mass tha t  sweeps a lo n g ,

A n d  this e ternal  so u n d —
V oices  and  footfalls of the  num berless  t h r o n g —

Like  the  re so u n d in g  sea,
O r  like the  ra iny tem pest ,  speaks of thee.



A nd when the  h o u rs  of rest 
Come, like a calm upo n  the  m id-sea  brine, 

H u s h in g  its billowy b reas t—
T h e  quiet of th a t  m o m e n t  too  is th ine ;

I t  b rea thes  of H im  w ho keeps 
T h e  vast and  helpless city while  it sleeps.

TH B b n d .
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. .207 T o m  B r o w n 's  S c h o o l  D a y s .  H u g h e s .

. .208 T r e a s u r e  I s l a n d .  S t e v e n s o n .

. .209  T w i c e  T o l d  T a l e s .  H a w t h o r n e .

. .210  T w o Y e a r s  B e f o r e  t h e  M a s t .  D a n a .

. .217 U n c l e  T o m 's  C a b i n .  S t o w e .

. .223 V i c a r  o f  W a k e f i e l d ,  T h e .  G o l d s m i t h .

. .226 W a l d e n .  T h o r e a u .

. .227  W a t e r - B a b t e s ,  T h e .  K i n g s l e y .

. .228  W e i r d  T a l e s .  P o e .

. .230 W h i t t i e r ' s  P o e m s ,  V o l .  I.

. .231 W h i t t i e r ' s  P o e m s ,  V o l .  II.

. .232  W in d o w  i n  T h r u m s .  B a r r i e .

. .234  W o n d e r  B o o k / A .  H a w t h o r n e .

, . 2 4 1  Y e l l o w p l u s h  P a p e r s ,  T h e .  T h a c k e r a y .

. .2 4 4  Z o e . B y  a u t h o r  o f  “ L a d d i e , ”  e t c .



A l t e m u s ’

I l l u s t r a t e d  P e t i t - T r i a n o n  S e r i e s

A selected list of popular titles in handy 
volume size, presented in dainty and effective 
bindings. H alf white vellum and gold, with 
artistic effects in colors. Gold sides and gilt 
top, boxed, 50 cents.
. .  i  A b b e  C o n s t a n t i n ,  T h e .  H alevy .
. .  2  A d v e n t u r e s  o f  a  B r o w n ie .  M ulock.
. .  3 A l i c e ’s  A d v e n t u r e s  i n  W o n d e r l a n d .  

Carroll.
. .  6  A u t o c r a t  o f  t h e  B r e a k f a s t  T a b l e ,  T h e .  

H olm es.
. 10 A l l e g o r i e s  o f  t h e  H e a r t .  H aw thorne.

. .  11 B a b  B a l l a d s  a n d  S a v o y  S o n g s .  Gilbert.

. .  13 B a l z a c ’s  S h o r t e r  S t o r ie s .

. .  16 B ig lo w  P a p e r s ,  T h e .  Low ell.

. .  17 B l a c k  B e a u t y .  Sew ell.

. .  18 B l i t h e d a l e  R o m a n c e ,  T h e .  H aw thorne .
. 19 B r a c e b r id g f .  H a l l .  Irv ing .

. .  20  B r y a n t ’s P o e m s . '

. .  24 B l a c k  R o c k .  Connor.

. .  26  C a m i l l e .  D um as, Jr.
. 27  C a r m e n .  M erim ee.

. .  28  C h a r l o t t e  T e m p le .  R o w s on..

. .  30  C h i l d ’s  G a r d e n  o f  V e r s e s ,  A. S teven so n . 

. .  31 C H i ld e  H a r o l d ’s  P i l g r i m a g e .  B yron .

. .  32  C h im e s ,  T h e .  D ickens.
. .  33 C h r i s t i e ’s  O l d  O r g a n .  W alton .

. 34  C h r i s t m a s  C a r o l ,  A. D ickens.



. .  36  C r a n f o r d .  G a s k e i l .

. .  37 C r i c k e t  o n  t h e  H e a r t h ,  T h e .  D i c k e n s .  

. .  40  C r u c i f i x i o n  o f  P h i l i p  S t r o n g ,  T h e .  
S h e l d o n .

. .  42 C o u r t s h i p  o f  M i l e s  S t a n d i s i i ,  T h e .  
L o n g f e l l o w .

. .  44 D a y s  w i t h  S i r  'A o g e r D e  C o v e r le y .
A d d i s o n .

. 46  D o g  o f  F l a n d e r s ,  A. O u i d a .

. .  47 D r e a m  L i f e .  M i t c h e l l .

„ . 53 E n d y m io n .  K e a t s .

. .  56  E v a n g e l i n e .  L o n g f e l l o z v .

. .  57 E l iz a b e t h  a n d  h e r  G e r m a n  G a r d e n .

. .  58  E n g l is h  W o m a n ’s L ove L e t t e r s , A n .

. .  62  F a n c i - io n .  S a n d .

. .  68  G r e e k  H e r o e s .  K i n g s l e y .

. .  69  G u l l i v e r ’s  T r a v e l s .  S w i f t .

. .  77 H i a w a t h a ,  T h e  S o n g  o f .  L o n g f e l l o w .

. .  78 H o l m e s ’ P o e m s .

. .  79 H o u s e  o f  t h e  S e v e n  G a b le s ,  T h e .  H a z v -  
t h o r n e .

. .  81 H y p e r i o n .  L o n g f e l l o w .

. .  87  I d l e  T h o u g h t s  o f  a n  I d l e  F e l l o w .  
J e r o m e .

. .  88  I d y l l s  o f  t h e  K in g .  T e n n y s o n .

. .  91 I n  M e m o r ia m .  T e n n y s o n .

. .  93 I n  P I is  S te p s .  S h e l d o n .

. .  96  J e s s i c a ’s  F i r s t  P r a y e r .  S t r e t t o n .

. .  97  J.  C o le .  G e l l i b r a n d .

. .  101 K a v a n a g h .  L o n g f e l l o w .

. .1 0 2  K id n a p p e d .  S t e v e n s o n .

. .1 0 3  K n i c k e r b o c k e r ’s  H i s t o r y  o f  N e w  Y o r k .  
I r v i n g .



. .1 0 7  L a  B e l l e  N i v e r n a i s e .  D a u d e t .

. .  108 L a d d ie  a n d  M is s  T o o se y ’s M is s i o n .

. .1 0 9  L a d y  o f  t h e  L a k e ,  T h e .  S c o t t .

. . n o  L a l l a  R o o k h .  M oore.

. .1 1 2  L a y s  o f  A n c i e n t  R o m e , T h e .  M a c a u l a y .  

. .1 1 4  L i g h t  o f  A s i a ,  T h e .  A r n o l d .

. .1 1 6  L i t t l e  L a m e  P r i n c e ,  T h e .  M u l o c k .

. .1 1 7  L o n g f e l l o w ’s  P o e m s , V oi I .

. .1 1 8  L o n g f e l l o w ’s  P o e m s , V ol. I I .

. .1 1 9  L o w e l l ’s  P o e m s .

. .  120 L u c i l l e .  M e r e d i t h .

. .  122 L e g e n d s  o f  t h e  P r o v i n c e - H o u s e .  H a w  

t h o r n e .

. .1 2 6  M a g ic  N u t s ,  T h e .  M o l e s w o r t h .

. .  127 M a n q n  L e s c a u t .  P r e v o s t .

. .  128 M a r m i o n .  S c o t t .

. .1 3 0  M il t o n ’s P o e m s .

. .1 3 3  M o s s e s  f r o m  a n  O l d  M a n s e .  H a w t h o r n e .  

. .  145 O ld  C h r i s t m a s .  I r v i n g .

. .  146 O u t r e - M e r .  L o n g f e l l o w .

. .1 5 0  P a r a d i s e  L o s t .  M i l t o n .

. .1 5 1  P a r a d i s e  R e g a in e d .  M i l t o n .

. .1 5 2  P a u l  a n d  V i r g i n i a .  S a i n t e  P i e r r e .

. .  157 P l e a s u r e s  o f  L i f e ,  T h e .  L u b b o c k .

. .1 5 9  P oe’s P o e m s .

. .1 6 1  P r i n c e s s  a n d  M a u d .  T e n n y s o n .

. .1 6 2  P r u e  a n d  I. C u r t i s .

. .1 6 9  Q u e e n  o f  t h e  A i r ,  T h e .  R u s k i n .

. .1 7 2  R a d  a n d  I I i s  F r i e n d s .  B r o w n .

. .1 7 4  R e v e r i e s  o f  a  B a c h e l o r ,  T h e .  M i t c h e l l .  

. .1 7 5  R ip  V a n  W i n k l e .  I r v i n g .

. .1 7 7  R u b a iy a t  o f  O m a r  K h a y y a m .



. .1 7 9  R o b e r t  H a r d y ’s  S e v e n  D a y s .  S h e l d o n .  

. .1 8 4  S c a r l e t  L e t t e r ,  T h e .  H a w t h o r n e .

. .1 8 6  S e n t i m e n t a l  J o u r n e y ,  A . S t e r n e .

. .1 8 7  S e s a m e  a n d  L i l i e s .  R u s k i n .

. .1 8 8  S h a k e s p e a r e ’s  H e r o i n e s .  J a m e s o n .

. .1 8 9  S h e  S to o p s  t o  C o n q u e r .  G o l d s m i t h .

. .1 9 0  S i l a s  M a r n e r .  E l i o t .

. .1 9 1  S k e t c h  B o o k ,  T h e .  I r v i n g .

. .1 9 2  S n o w  I m a g e ,  T h e .  H a w t h o r n e .

. .1 9 9  T a l e s  f r o m  S h a k e s p e a r e .  L a m b .

. .2 0 0  T a n g l e w o o d  T a l e s .  H a w t h o r n e .

. .201 T a r t a r i n  o f  T a r a s c o n .  D a u d e t .

. .2 0 2  T a r t a r i n  o n  t h e  A lp s .  D a u d e t .

. .2 0 4  T h i n g s  W i l l  T a k e  a  T u r n .  H a r r a d e n .

. .2 0 6  T h r o u g h  t h e  L o o k i n g  G l a s s ,  a n d  W h a t  
A l i c e  F o u n d  T h e r e .  C a r r o l l .

. .2 0 7  T o m  B r o w n ’s  S c h o o l  D a y s .  l l u g h e s .  

. .2 0 8  T r e a s u r e  I s l a n d .  S t e v e n s o n .

. .2 0 9  T w i c e  T o l d  T a l e s .  H a w t h o r n e .

. .2 1 0  T w o  Y e a r s  B e f o r e  t h e  M a s t .  D a n a .

. .2 1 7  U n c l e  T o m ’s  C a b i n .  S t o w e .

. .2 1 8  U n d i n e .  F o u q u e .

. .2 2 2  V ic ,  t h e  A u t o b i o g r a p h y  o f  a  F o x -  
T e r r i e r .  M a r s h .

. .2 2 3  V i c a r  o f  W a k e f i e l d ,  T h e .  G o l d s m i t h .  

. .2 2 4  V i s i t s  o f  E l i z a b e t h ,  T h e .  E l i n o r  G l y n .  

. .2 2 6  W a l d e n .  T h o r e a u .

. .2 2 7  W a t e r - B a b i e s ,  T h e .  K i n g s l e y .

. .2 3 0  W h i t t i e r ’s  P o e m s ,  V o l . I .

. .2 3 1  W h i t t ie r ' s P o e m s , V o l . I I .

. .2 3 2  W in d o w  i n  T h r u m s ,  A . B a r r i e .

. .2 3 4  W o n d e r  B o o k , A . H a w t h o r n e .

. .2 4 4  Z o e . B y  a u t h o r  o f  “ L a d d i e ”  e t c .



A l t e m u s ’ Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’s L ib r a r y

A new series of choice literature for chil­
dren, selected from the best and most popular 
works. The handsomest and most attractive 
series of juvenile classics before the public.

F ine English cloth, handsome new original 
designs, colored pictures, 50 cents.

. .  I  T h e  A d v e n t u r e s  o f  R o b in s o n  C r u s o e .  70 
i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. . .  2  A l ic e ’s  ' A d v e n t u r e s  i n  W o n d e r l a n d . 42 
i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. 3  T h r o u g h  t h e  L o o k in c  G l a s s  a n d  W h a t  
A l ic e  F o u n d  T h e r e . 50 i l lu s t r a t io n s .  

. .  4 B u n y a n ’s P il g r im ’s  P r o g r e s s . 46 i l lu s ­
t r a t io n s .

. .  5 A  C h i l d ’s  S t o r y  o f  t h e  B ib le .  72 i l lu s ­
t r a t i o n s .

. .  6  A  C h i l d ’s  L i f e  o f  C h r i s t .  49  i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. 7 y E s o p ’s  F a b l e s .  62  i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. 8  S w i s s  F a m il y  R o b in s o n . 50  i l lu s t r a t io n s .  

. .  9  C h r is t o p h e r  C o l u m b u s  a n d  t h e  D i s ­
covery  o f  A m e r ic a . 70 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

„ . 10 E x p l o r a t io n  a n d  A d v e n t u r e  i n  A f r ic a .
80  i l lu s t r a t io n s ,  

e .  i i  G u l l iv e r ’s T r a v e l s . 50 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

12 M o t h e r  G o ose’s R h y m e s , J in g l e s  a n d  
F a ir y  T a l e s . 234  i l lu s t r a t io n s .



. .  13 L iv e s  o f  t h e  P r e s id e n t s  o f  t h e  U n it e d  
S t a t e s . W i t h  p o r t r a i t s  a n d  i l l u s t r a ­
t io n s .

. .  14 T h e  S to ry  o f  t h e  F r o z e n  S e a s . 70 i l lu s ­
t r a t io n s .

15 W ood’s  N a t u r a l  H is t o r y . 80  i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. .  16 D ic k e n s ’ C h i l d ’s  H is t o r y  o f  E n g l a n d . 
80 illustra tions.

. .  17 B l a c k  B e a u t y . B y  A n n a  S e w e l l .  50 i l lu s ­
tra tio n s.

. .  18 A r a b ia n  N i g h t s ’ E n t e r t a i n m e n t s . 130 
i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  19 A n d e r s e n ’s F a ir y  T a l e s . 75 i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. .  20  G r i m m ’s F a ir y  T a l e s . 50 i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. .  21 G r a n d f a t h e r ’s  C h a i r . B y  N a t h a n i e l  H a w ­

t h o r n e .  68  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  22  F l o w e r  F a b l e s . B y  L o u i s a  M .  A l c o t t .  50 
i l lu s t r a t io n s .

23 A u n t  M a r t h a ’s C o r n e r  C u p b o a r d . B y  

M a r y  a n d  E l i s a b e t h  K i r b y .  54 i l l u s ­
t r a t i o n s .

. .  24  W a t e r  B a b ie s . B y  C h a r l e s  K i n g s l e y .  84  
i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  25 B a t t l e s  o f  t h e  W a r  for  I n d e p e n d e n c e .
B y  P r e s c o t t  H o l m e s .  70  i l l u s t r a t i o n s .

. .  26  B a t t l e s  o f  t h e  W a r  for  t h e  U n i o n . B y  

P r e s c o t t  H o l m e s .  8 0  i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. .  27 Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’s  H is t o r y  o f  t h e  W a r  
w i t h  S p a i n . 50 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  28  H e ro es  o f  t h e  U n it e d  S t a t e s  N a v y . 60  
i l l u s t r a t io n s .



. .  29  M il it a r y  H ero es  o f  t h e  U n it e d  S t a t e s . 
60  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  30  U n c l e  T o m ’s  C a b i n . 90  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  31 V i c ;  t h e  A u t o b io g r a p h y  o f  a  F o x - 
I e r r ie r . B y  M a r i e  M o r e  M a r s h ,  I llu s ­

t r a te d .

. .  32 T a l e s  f r o m  S h a k e s p e a r e . B y  C h a r l e s  

a n d  M a r y  L a m b .  65 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  33  A d v e n t u r e s  i n  T o y l a n d . 70  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

o . 34  A d v e n t u r e s  o f  a  B r o w n ie . 18 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  35 M ix e d  P i c k l e s .  31 illustrations.
o . 36  L it t l e  L a m e  P r in c e . 24  i l l u s t r a t i o n s .

. .  3 7  T h e  S l e e p y  K i n g . 77 i l l u s t r a t io n s .

. .  t 8  R i p  V a n  W i n k l e . B y  J V a s h i n g t o n  I r v i n g .  

46  i l l u s t r a t i o n s .

. .  39  A  C h i l d ’s  G a r d e n  o f  V e r s e s .  B y  R o b e r t  

L o u i s  S t e v e n s o n .  100 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  40  R o m u l u s , t h e  F o u n d e r  o f  R o m e . B y  

J a c o b  A b b o t t .  49  i l lu s t r a t i o n s .

41 C y r u s  t h e  G r e a t , t h e  F o u n d e r  o f  t h e  
P e r s ia n  E m p ir e . B y  J a c o b  A b b o t t .  

40 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  42  D a r i u s  t h e  G r e a t ,  K i n g  o f  t h e  M e d e s  
a n d  P e r s i a n s .  B y  J a c o b  A b b o t t .  34 
i l l u s t r a t i o n s .

K,. 43  X e r x e s  t h e  G r e a t ,  K i n g  o f  P e r s i a .  B y  

J a c o b  A b b o t t .  39  i l lu s t r a t io n s ,  

tr- 44 A l e x a n d e r  t h e  G r e a t ,  K i n g  o f  M a c e d ó n .  
B y  J a c o b  A b b o t t .  51 i l lu s t r a t io n s .



. 45 P y r r h u s ,  K i n g  o f  E p i r u s .  B y  Jacob  
Abbott .  45 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  46  H a n n i b a l ,  t h e  C a r t h a g i n i a n .  B y  Jacob 
Abbott .  37  i l l u s t r a t io n s .

„ . 47  J u l i u s  C z e s a r ,  t h e  R o m a n  C o n q u e r o r .  
B y  Jacob Abbott .  44  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  48  A l f r e d  t h e  G r e a t ,  o f  E n g l a n d .  B y  Jacob 
Abbott .  40  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  49  W i l l i a m  t h e  C o n q u e r o r ,  o f  E n g l a n d .  
B y  Jacob Abbott .  43 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  50 H e r n a n d o  C o r t e z ,  t h e  C o n q u e r o r  o f  M e x ­
ic o . B y  Jacob Abbott .  30  i l lu s tra t io n s .,

_ 51 M a r y ,  Q u e e n  o f  S c o t s .  B y  Jacob Abbott .  
45 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  52 Q u e e n  E l i z a b e t h ,  o f  E n g l a n d .  B y  Jacob 
Abbott .  49  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  53 K i n g  C h a r l e s  t h e  F i r s t ,  o f  E n g l a n d .  B y  

Jacob Abbott .  41 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  54 K i n g  C h a r l e s  t h e  S e c o n d ,  o f  E n g l a n d  
B y  Jacob Abbott .  38  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  55 M a r i e  A n t o i n e t t e ,  Q u e e n  o f  F r a n c e .  B y  
John  S'. C. Abbott .  30  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  56  M a d a m e  R o l a n d .  A H e r o i n e  o f  t h e  
F r e n c h  R e v o l u t i o n .  B y  Jacob Abbott ,  
42  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

• • 57 J o s e p h i n e ,  E m p r e s s  o f  F r a n c e .  B y  J a c o b  

Abbott .  40  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  58  A n i m a l  S t o r i e s  fo r  L i t t l e  P e o p l e . 5c 
i l lu s t r a t io n s .



A l t e m u s ’ G r o l ie r  S e r ie s

A library of choice literature em bracing the 
masterpieces of famous authors. Ooze calf. 
Deckle edges, gilt top, boxed, $1.25.

„ . i A b b e  C o n s t a n t i n , T h e .  H a l e v y .

. .  5 A u t o b io g r a p h y  o f  B e n j a m i n  F r a n k l i n .

. .  29  C h e s t e r f ie l d ’s  L e t t e r s , S e n t e n c e s  a n d  
M a x i m s .

. .  36 C r a n f o r d . G a s k e l l .

. .  42  C o u r t s h i p  of  M il e s  S t a n d i s h , T h e , 
L o n g f e l l o w .

. .  47  D r e a m  L i f e . M i t c h e l l .

. 51 E m e r s o n ’s E s s a y s , F irs t  Series.
. .  52 E m e r s o n ’s E s s a y s , Second Series.

. 56 E v a n g e l in e . L o n g f e l l o z u .  

i . .  77  H i a w a t h a , T h e  S o n g  o f . L o n g f e l l o w .

. 87  I d l e  T h o u g h t s  o f  a n  I d le  F e l l o w , T h e  
J e r o m e .

. .1 0 9  L a d y  o f  t h e  L a k e ,  T h e .  S c o t t .

. . 1 10 L a l l a  R o o k h .  M o o r e .

. .1 1 7  L o n g f e l l o w ’s  P o e m s , V o l . I.

. .1 1 8  L o n g f e l l o w ’s P o e m s , V ol . I I .

. . 1 1 9  L o w e l l ’s  P o e m s .

. . I 2 o L u c il e . M e r e d i t h .

. .1 5 0  P a r a d is e  L o s t . M i l t o n .

. .1 5 7  P l e a s u r e s  o f  L i f e , T h e . T ^ u b b o c k .

. .1 6 2  P r u e  a n d  I. C u r t i s .

. .1 7 4  R e v e r ie s  o f  a  B a c h e l o r . M i t c h e l l .

. . .1 7 7  R u b a iy a t  o f  O m a r  K h a y y a m , T h e .
» .1 8 3  S artor  R e s a r t u s . C a r l y l e .



,.,187 S e s a m e  a n d  L i l i e s .  R usk in .
.188 S h a k e s p e a r e ’s H e r o in e s . J a m e s o n .  

..2 2 3  V ic a r  o f  W a k e f ie l d , T h e . G o l d s m i t h .  

..2 3 0  W h i t t ie r ’s  P o e m s , V o l . I.

..231  W h i t t ie r ’s  P o e m s , V ol. I I .

A l t e m u s ’ M o t h e r  G o o s e  S e r ie s

Entirely new editions of the most popular 
books for young people, each volume contain­
ing about one hundred illustrations. 

H alf vellum, illum inated sides (6^3 x 
inches), price, 5 0  cents.

i  A l a d d in  ; or , T h e  W o n d e r f u l  L a m p .

. .  2 O u r  A n i m a l  F r ie n d s ,

. .  3 B e a u t y  a n d  t h e  B e a s t .

. .  4 B ird  S t o r ie s  for  L it t l e  P e o p l e .

5  C i n d e r e l l a ;  or, T i l e  L i t t l e  G l a s s  S l i p ­
p e r .

6  T il e  H o u s e  t h a t  J a c k  B u i l t .

. .  7 J a c k  a n d  t h e  B e a n - S t a l k .

. .  8  J a c k  t il e  G i a n t - K il l e r .

. .  9  L it t l e  R ed R id in g , H ood.

. .  10 P u ss i n  B o o ts .

. .  11 T h e  S l e e p i n g  B e a u t y .

12 W h o  K il l e d  C o c k  R o b i n ?



A l t e m u s ’ G o o d  T im e s  S e r ie s

Each volume contains qualities which chil­
dren will be quick to perceive and appreciate, 
and strongly appeals to those who judiciously 
select what children shall read.

Cloth, illum inated covers, profusely illus­
trated ( 5 ^  x 7 ^  inches), 50 cents.

. .  U n d e r  t h e  S t a r s . F o u r beau tifu l stories 
from  the  life of Jesus. B y  F l o r e n c e  

M o r s e  K i n g s l e y .

. .  2  T h e  S to ry  o f  t h e  R o b in s . B y  S a r a h  

T r i m m e r .

. .  3 J a c k a n a p e s . B y  J u l i a n a  H .  E w i n g .

. .  4 T h e  C h r i s t m a s  S t o c k in g . B y  E l i s a b e t h  

W e t h e r e l l .

. .  5 L a d d ie . B y  t h e  a u t h o r  o f  “ M i s s  T o o s e y ’s  

M i s s i o n . ”

„ . 6 M a k i n g  a  S t a r t . B y  T u d o r  J e n k s .

. .  7 T h e  S to ry  o f  a  D o n k e y . B y  M a d a m e

L a  C o m t e s s e ' D e  S e g u r .

. .  8  M i s s  T oo sk y ’s M i s s i o n . B y  t h e  a u t h o r  o f  

“ L a d d i e . ”

. .  9  A B l u e  G r a s s  B e a u t y . B y  G á b r i e l l é  E .  

J a c k s o n .

. .  10 T h e  S to ry  o f  a  S h o r t  L if e . B y  J u l i a n a

H .  E w i n g .

. . .  11 J e s s ic a ' s  F ir s t  P r a y e r . B y  H e s b a  S t r e t -  

t o n .

r.« 12 T h e  A d v e n t u r e s  o f  B a r o n  M u n c h a u s e n . 
B y  R u d o l p h  E r i c h  R a s p e .



A l t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  D a in t y  S e r ie s  of  

C h o ic e  G if t  B oo k s

B o u n d  in  h a lf-w h ite  v e llu m , illu m in a te d  
s id es, u n iq u e  d es ig n s  in  g o ld  a n d  c o lo rs , w ith  
n u m e ro u s  h a lf - to n e  illu s tra tio n s . S ize, 6 ^ x 8  

in ch es. P r ic e , 50 cen ts .

1 T h e  S il v e r  B u c k l e . B y  M .  N a t a l i n e

C r u m p t o n .  W ith  12 illu stra tions.
2 C h a r l e s  D i c k e n s ’ C h il d r e n  S t o r ie s .

W ith  30 illu stra tions.
3 T h e  C h il d r e n ’s  S h a k e s p e a r e . W ith  30

illu stra tions.
4 Y o u n g  R o b in  H ood. B y  G .  M a n v i l l e  F e n n .

W ith  30 illu stra tions.
5 H o n o r  B r ig h t . B y  M a r y  C .  R o z v s e l l .

W ith  24 illu stra tions.
6 T h e  V o y a g e  o f  t h e  'M a r y  A d a i r .  B y

F r a n c e s  F .  C r o m p t o n .  W ith  19 illus­
tra tions.

7 T h e  K i n g f i s h e r ’s  E g g . B y  L.  7 . M e a d e .

W ith  24 illu stra tions.
8 T a t t i n e . B y  R u t h  O g d e n .  W ith  24 illus­

tra tio n s.
. .  9  T h e  D o in g s  o f  a  D e a r  L it t l e  C o u p l e . B y

M a r y  D .  B r i n e .  W ith  20 illustra tions. 
. . 10 O u r  S o l d ie r  B o y . B y  G .  M a n v i l l e  l e n n .

W ith  23 illu stra tions.
. .  11 T h e  L it t l e  S k i p p e r . B y  G .  M a n v i l l e  

F e n n .  W ith  22 illustra tions.



. .  12 L it t l e  G e r v a is e  a n d  o t h e r  S t o r ie s . W ith  
22 illu stra tions.

• • 13 T  h e  C h r i s t m a s  F a ir y . B y  J o h n  S t r a n g e  

W i n t e r .  .W ith  24 illustra tions.
. .  14 M o l ly  t h e  D r u m m e r  B o y . B y  H a r r i e t  T .

C o m s t o c k .  W ith  o rig inal illustra tions. 
. .  15 H ow  a  “ D e a r  L it t l e  C o u p l e ” W e n t  

A broad . B y  M a r y  D .  B r i n e .  W ith  17 
illu stra tions.

A l t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  B e s t  T h o u g h t s  

S e r ie s

P o p u la r  R e lig io u s  L ite ra tu re ,  w e ll p r in te d  
o n  fine p a p e r , h a n d so m e ly  i l lu s tra te d , a n d  
d u ra b ly  b o u n d  in  h a n d y  v o lu m e  size . C lo th , 
b o x e d , 50 cen ts .

. .  4 B e s t  I h o u g h t s .  F r o m  H e n r y  D r u m m o n d .

. .  6 B r o o k s ’ A d d r e s s e s .

. .  14 D a il y  F ood for  C h r i s t i a n s .

. . 1 7  D r u m m o n d ’s A d d r e s s e s .

. . 1 9  G old D u s t .

. .2 1  I m it a t io n  o f  C h r i s t , T h e . A ’K e m p i s .

. .2 4  J o h n  P l o u g h m a n  s  P i c t u r e s .  S p u r g e o n .

• •25 J o h n  P l o u g h m a n ’s  I a l k . S p u r g e o n .

. .2 6  K e p t  for  t h e  M a s t e r ’s U s e . H a v e r  g a l .

. .3 5  N a t u r a l  L a w  i n  t h e  S p i r i t u a l  W o r ld .  
D r u m m o n d .

. .4 2  P r i n c e  o f  t h e  H o u s e  o f  D a v id ,  T h e .  I n ­
g r a h a m .

• .4 6  S t e p p in g  H e a v e n w a r d . P r e n t i s s .



.Al t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  O n e -S y l l a b l e  S e r ie s  

F o r  Y o u n g  R e a d e r s

E m b ra c in g  p o p u la r  w o rk s a r ra n g e d  fo r th e  
y o u n g  fo lks in  w o rd s o f  o n e  sy llab le . P r in te d  
fro m  e x tra - la rg e , c le a r  ty p e  o n  fine p a p e r , a n d  
fu lly  illu s tra te d  b y  th e  b e s t a r tis ts . 'The h a n d  
so m est lin e  o f  b o o k s  fo r y o u n g  c h ild re n  b e fo re  
th e  p u b lic .

H a n d so m e ly  b o u n d  in  c lo th  a n d  g o ld , w ith  
i llu m in a te d  s ides, 50 cen ts .

. .  i  / E s o p ’s  F a b l e s . 62  i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  2 A C h il d ’s L i f e  o f  C h r i s t . 49 i l l u s t r a ­
t io n s .

. .  4 T h e  A d v e n t u r e s  o f  R o b in s o n  C r u s o e . 70
i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  5 B u n y a n ’s  P i l g r i m ’s  P r o g r e s s .  46  i l lu s ­
t r a t i o n s .

. .  6 S w iss  F a m il y  R o b in s o n . 50 illustra tions.

. .  7 G u l l iv e r ’s T r a v e l s . 50 illustra tions.

. .  9  A C h i l d ’s S to ry  o f  t h e  O ld T e s t a m e n t .
33 i l lu s t r a t io n s .

. .  10 A  C h i l d ’s  S t o r y  o f  t h e  N e w  T e s t a m e n t .
40 illu stra tions.

« . 11 B ib l e  S t o r ie s  for  L it t l e  C h il d r e n . 41 
i l lu s t r a t i o n s .

. .  12 T h e  S t o r y  o f  J e s u s .  40 i l l u s t r a t io n s .



A l t e m u s ’ I n  H is  N a m e  S e r ie s

G e m s o f  re lig io u s  th o u g h t, co u n se l a n d  c o n ­
s o la tio n , se le c te d  fro m  th e  m o st fam ous r e lig ­
io u s a u th o rs . P r in te d  in  a  su p e r io r  m a n n e r  o n  
fine  p a p e r . H a l f  w h ite  v e llu m  a n d  g o ld , w ith  
e x q u is ite  flo ral s ides. 25 cen ts .

F R A N C E S  R ID L E Y  H A V E R G A L .
. .  i  M y K i n g .
. .  2  R o y a l  B o u n t y  for  t h e  K in g ’s G u e s t s .
. .  3 R o y a l  C o m m a n d m e n t s  for  t h e  K i n g 's  

S e r v a n t s .
. .  4  R o y a l  I n v it a t io n  fo r  t h e  K in g ’s  C h i l ­

d r e n .
. .  5 L o y a l  R e s p o n s e s  for  t h e  K in g ’s  M i n ­

s t r e l s .
. .  6  L it t l e  P il l o w s .
. .  7 M o r n in g  B e l l s .
. .  8  K e p t  fo r  t h e  M a s t e r ’s  U s e .

P H I L L I P S  B R O O K S .
. .  9  T h e  C h r i s t  i n  W h o m  C h r i s t i a n s  B e ­

l ie v e .
. .1 0  T r u e  L ib e r t y .
. .11  T h e  B e a u t y  o f  a  L if e  o f  S e r v ic e .
. .1 2  T h o u g h t  a n d  A c t io n .
. . 4 2  T h e  D u t y  o f  t h e  C h r i s t i a n  B u s i n e s s  

M \ n .

D W IG H T  L. M O O D Y .
..1 3  H o w  t o  S tu d y  t h e  B ib l e ,



A N D R E W  M U R R A Y .
. .1 4  L ord, T e a c h  U s  to  P r a y .
. .1 5  I n  M y  N a m e .
. .41  H a v e  F a i t h  i n  G od.

H E N R Y  D R U M M O N D .
. . 1 6  T h e  G r e a t e s t  T h i n g  i n  t h e  W orld .
. . 1 7  E t e r n a l  L i f e .
. .1 8  W h a t  I s  a  C h r i s t i a n ? T h e  S t u d y  o f  

t h e  B i b l e ; A  T a l k  o n  B o o k s .
. . 1 9  T h e  C h a n g e d  L i f e .
. . 2 0  F i r s t !  A  T a l k  w i t h  B oys .
. .4 5  H ow  to  L e a r n  Flow.
. .4 6  P a x  V o b is c u m .

M A R T IN  L U T H E R .
. .21  G od’s  W ord a n d  G od’s W o r k .

T H O M A S  A R N O L D .
. .2 2  F a i t h .

W IL L IA M  E . G L A D S T O N E .
. . 2 3  T h e  C r e a t io n  S t o r y .

A S H T O N  O X E N D E N .
. . 2 4  T h e  M e s s a g e  o f  C o m f o r t .

D E A N  S T A N L E Y .

. . 2 5  T h e  L ord’s  P r a y e r  a n d  t h e  T e n  Com­
m a n d m e n t s .

E L IS A B E T H  R O B IN S O N  S C O V IL .

. .2 6  H y m n s  o f  P r a is e  a n d  G l a d n e s s .

. . 2 7  M o r n in g  S t r e n g t h .

. .2 8  E v e n in g  C o m f o r t .



H A N N A H  W H IT A L L  S M IT H .
. .2 9  D i f f i c u l t i e s .

R E V . F. B. M E Y E R .

. .3 0  T h e  H e a v e n l y  V i s i o n .

. .3 1  W ords  o f  H e l p  for  C h r i s t i a n  G ir l s

H E S B A  S T R E T T O N .
. .3 2  J e s s ic a ' s F ir s t  P r a y e r .
. .3 3  J e s s ic a ' s  M o t h e r .

R. W . C H U R C H .
. .3 4  T h e  M e s s a g e  o f  P e a c e .

R O B E R T  ? .  H O R T O N .

• -35 T h e  M e m o i r s  o f  J e s u s .

H E N R Y  W A R D  B E E C H E R .
. .3 6  I n d u s t r y  a n d  I d l e n e s s .
. .3 7  P o p u l a r  A m u s e m e n t s .
. . 3 8  T w e l v e  C a u s e s  o f  D i s h o n e s t y .

E. S. E L L IO T .

. . 3 9  E x p e c t a t io n  C o r n e r .

J. R. M IL L E R .
. .4 0  T h e  O ld  a n d  t h e  N e w .

D R . A . T . P IE R S O N .

. .4 3  T h e  S e c o n d  C o m in g  o f  O u r  L ord ,

E D I T H  V. B R A D T .

. .4 4  F or t h e  Q u ie t  H o u r .



A l t e m u s ’ L o v e  a n d  F r ie n d s h i p  S e r ie -s

Dainty, inexpensive volumes, very popular 
as gifts for holidays and anniversaries. Hall 
white vellum and gold with exquisite floral 
sides, 25 cents. 

R A L P H  W A L D O  E M E R S O N .
. .  i  L ove a n d  F r i e n d s h i p .
. .  2 I n t e l l e c t .
. .  3 S e l f  R e l ia n c e .
. .  4 M a n n e r s .

. s  C h a r a c t e r .
. .  6  S p ir it u a l  L a w .

F R E D E R IC  H A R R IS O N .
. .  7 T h e  U s e  a n d  M i s u s e  o f  B oo k s

E U G E N E  F IE L D .
. .  8  T h e  T r ib u n e  P r im e r .

E M M A  G E L L IB R A N D .
. .  9 J .  C o le .
. .  10 M a x  a n d  G e r a l d . *

M A T T P IE W  A R N O L D .
. .1 1  S w e e t n e s s  a n d  L ig h t .

E D W A R D  E V E R E T T  H A L E .
. .  12 I n d e p e n d e n c e  D a y .

S IR  J O H N  L U B B O C K .
. .  13 A r t , P o e tr y  a n d  M u s ic .
. .1 4  T h e  B e a u t ie s  o f  N a t u r e ,



. .1 5  T h e  C h o ic e  o f  B o o k s .

. . 1 6  T h e  D e s t i n y  o f  M a n .

R U D Y A R D  K IP L IN G .
. .1 7  T h e  D r u m s  o f  t h e  F o r e  a n d  A f t .
. .  18 T h e  T h r e e  M u s k e t e e r s .
. .1 9  O n  t h e  C it y  W a l l .
. .2 0  T il e  M a n  W h o  W a s .
. .21 T h e  J u d g m e n t  o f  D u n g a r a .
. .2 2  T h e  C o u r t in g  o f  D i n a h  S h a d d .
. . 2 3  O n  G r e e n h o w  H il l .

W A S H IN G T O N  IR V IN G .
. .2 4  R i p  V a n  W i n k l e .
. .25  T i-i e  L e g e n d  o f  S l e e p y  H o l l o w .
. . 2 6  O ld C h r i s t m a s .

J O H N  R U S K IN .
. .2 7  W o r k .

BY T H E  A U T H O R  O F  “L A D D IE .”
. .2 8  M i s s  T o o se y ’s M i s s i o n .
. .2 9  L a d d ie .

M A U R IC E  H E W L E T T .
( A u t h o r  o f  “ R i c h a r d  Y e a  a n d  N a y . ” )  

. .3 0  A S a c r if ic e  a t  P ra t o .

. .31  Q u a t t r o c e n t is t e r ia .

R A L P H  C O N N O R .
( A u t h o r  o f  “ B l a c k  R o c k . ” )

. .3 2  B e y o n d  t h e  M a r s h e s .

W . A. F R A S E R .
( A u t h o r  o f  “ M o o s w a .” )

. .3 3  S o r r o w .



A l t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  H o l l y -T r e e  S e r ie s

A series of good, clean books for young 
people, by authors whose fame for delightful 

stories is world-wide. They are well printed 
on fine paper, handsomely illustrated, have 
colored frontispieces, and are bound in cloth 
decorated in gold and colors. 50 cents.

. .  i  T h e  H o l l y - T r e e . B y  C h a r l e s  D i c k e n s .

. .  2  T h e n  M a r c h e d  t h e  B r a v e . B y  H a r r i e t  

T .  C o m s to c k .

. .  3 A M o d e r n  C i n d e r e l l a .  B y  L o u i s a  M .  A l-  
c o t t .

. .  4  T i-i e  L it t l e  M is s io n a r y . B y  A m a n d a  M .  

D o u g l a s .

. .  5 T h e  R u l e  o f  T h r e e . B y  S u s a n  C o o l -

i d g e .

. .  6  C h u g g i n s .  B y > H .  I r v i n g  H a n c o c k .

. .  7 W h e n  t h e  B r i t is h  C a m e . B y  H a r r i e t  T ,  

C o m s t o c k .

. .  8  L i t t l e  F o x e s .  B y  R o s e  T e r r y  C o o k e .

. 9  A n  U nrecorded  M ir a c l e . B y  F l o r e n c e  

M o r s e  K i n g s l e y .

* .  10 T h e  S to r y  W it h o u t  a n  E n d . B y  S a r a h  

A u s t i n .

B-. 11 C lover’s P r in c e s s . B y  A m a n d a  M .  D o u g l a s ,  

n . 12 T h e  S w e e t  S to ry  o f  O ld . B y  L .  H a s k e l l



A l t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  B a n b u r y  C r o ss  S e r ie s

This is a series o f old favorites— immortal 
tales of which children never tire. Each v o l­
ume is prin ted  with great care on plate paper, 
and  contains about forty beautiful illustrations, 
including a frontispiece in colors. Square 
i6m o, half vellum and gold, w ith illum inated 
sides. Price, 50 cents each.

. .  i  O ld M o t h e r  H u bb a r d .

. .  2  C h i c k e n  L it t l e .

. .  3 B l u e  B ea rd .

. .  '4 T o m  T h u m b .

. .  5 T h e  T h r e e  B e a r s .

. .  6 T h e  W h i t e  C a t .

. .  7 T h e  F a ir y  G if t s .

. .  8  S n o w  W h i t e  a n d  R o s e  R ed .

. .  9  A l a d d in  ; or, t h e  W o n d e r f u l  Lam p.

. .  10 A l i  B a b a  a n d  t h e  F orty  T h ie v e s .

A l t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  W e e  B o o k s  
f o r  W e e  F o l k s

Filled w ith charm ing stories, beautifully 
illustrated with pictures in colors, and black 
and  white. D aintily, yet durably bound. 
Price, 50 cents each.

. .  i  N u r s e r y  T a l e s .

. .  2 N u r s e r y  R h y m e s .

. .  3 T h e  S to ry  o f  P e t e r  R ab b it.

. .  4  T h e  F o o l is h  F o x .

. .  s  T h r e e  L it t l e  P ig s .

... 6  T h e  R obber  K it t e n .



A l t e m u s ’ E d it io n  S h a k e s p e a r e ’s P l a y s

H andy volume size. Cloth binding, gold 
top, illuminated title and frontispiece, 35 cents 
Full limp leather, gold top, 50 cents.

. . I A l l ’s W e l l  t h a t  E n d s  W e l l .

. . 2 A n t o n y  a n d  C l e o p a t r a .

• • 3 A M id s u m m e r  N i g h t ’s  D r e a m .
. .  4 A s Y ou L i k e  I t .

•• 5 C o m e d y  o f  E rr o rs .
. .  6 C o r io l a n u s .

• • 7 C y m b e l in e .
. .  8 PI AM LET.

. .  9 J u l iu s  C .e s a r .

. .  10 K in g  I I e n r y  I V .  ( P a r t I . )

. .  11 K in g  P Ie n r y  I V .  ( P a rt I I . )

. .  12 K in g  H e n r y  V .

. .  13 K i n g  H e n r y  V I .  ( P a r t I . )

. .  14 K in g  P Ie n r y  V I. ( P a r t I I . )
• • 15 K in g  H e n r y  V I .  ( P a r t I I I . )
. .  16 K in g  H e n r y  V I I I .
. .  17 K in g  J o h n .
. .  18 K in g  L e a r .
. .  19 K in g  R ic h a r d  I I .
. .  20 K in g  R ic h a r d  I I I .
. .  21 L ove’s  L abor L o s t .
. .  22 M a c b e t h .
. .  23 M e a s u r e  fo r  M e a s u r e .
. .  24 M u c h  A d o  A b o u t  N o t h i n g .

• • 25 O t h e l l o .
. .  26 P e r ic l e s .



. .  27  R o m e o  a n d  J u l ie t .

. .  28  T h e  M e r c h a n t  o f  V e n ic e .

. .  29  T h e  M e rry  W iv e s  o f  W in d s o r .

. .  30  T h e  T a m in g  o f  t h e  S h r e w .

. .  31 T h e  T e m p e s t .

. .  32  T h e  T w o  G e n t l e m e n  o f  V e r o n a .

. .  33 T h e  W i n t e r ’s T a l e .

. .  34  T im o n  o f  A t h e n s .

. .  35 T i t u s  A n d r o n i c u s .

. .  36  T r o i l u s  a n d  C r e s s id a .

. .  37 T w e l f t h  N ig h t .

. .  38  V e n u s  a n d  A d o n is  a n d  L u c r e c e .

. .  39  S o n n e t s , P a s s io n a t e  P il g r im , e t c .

A l t e m u s ’ I l l u s t r a t e d  Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’ s  

H i s t o r i e s

B Y  E D W A R D  S . E L L I S ,  A . M .

Profusely illustrated with frontispieces, por­
traits of the great makers of history, and superb 
pictures of leading events and incidents, making 
the handsomest and most interesting series of 
Histories ever offered for young readers.

Cloth, illustrated, $1.00 each.
Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’s  H is t o r y  o f  t h e  U n it e d  S t a t e s . 

Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’s  H is t o r y  o f  E n g l a n d .

Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’s  H is t o r y  o f  F r a n c e .

Y o u n g  P e o p l e ’s  H is t o r y  o f  G e r m a n y .



N a k e d  T r u t h s  a n d  V e il e d  A l l u s i o n s . B y  M i n n a  

T h o m a s  A n t r i m .  C loth, o rnam ental, $0.50; 
ooze calf, g ilt top, boxed, $1.00.

T h e  W is d o m  o f  t h e  F o o l i s h  a n d  t h e  F o l l y  o f  

t h e  W i s e . B y  M i n n a  T h o m a s  A n t r i m ,  a u ­
th o r  o f “ N aked  T ru th s  and  Veiled A llusions.” 
C loth, o rnam ental, $0.50; ooze calf, g d t top, 
boxed, $1.00.

A  B o o k  o f  T o a s t s . B y  M i n n a  T h o m a s  A n t r i m ,  

au th o r o f “ N aked  T ru th s  and  V eiled  A llu ­
sions.” Cloth, o rnam ental, $0.50; ooze calf, 
g ilt top, boxed, $1.00.

D o n t ’s  f o r  G i r l s . B y  M i n n a  T h o m a s  A n t r i m .  

A  M anual of M istakes. Cloth, ornam ental, 
$0.50; ooze calf, g ilt top, boxed, $1.00.

D o n t ’s  f o r  B o y s . B y  A n  O l d  B o y .  E rro rs  of 
C onduct C orrected . Cloth, ornam enta l, $0.50; 
ooze calf, g ilt top, boxed, $1.00.

T h e  L o v e  L e t t e r s  o f  a  C o q u e t t e .  B y  W a r r e n  A. 
H a w l e y .  C loth, ornam enta l, $0.50; ooze calf, 
g ilt top, boxed, $1.00.

A l t e m u s ’ C o n v e r s a t io n  D i c t i o n a r i e s .
E ng lish -F ren ch , E nglish-G erm an, E ng lish  
Spanish. $1.00 each.

B e a u t i f u l  S t o r i e s  f r o m  t h e  O l d  T e s t a m e n t . 
H a lf vellum  w ith  illum inated  sides. 45 illus­
tra tio n s  ........................................................................5°

B e a u t i f u l  S t o r ie s  f r o m  t h e  N e w  T e s t a m e n t . 
H a lf  vellum  w ith  illum inated  sides. 45 illu s­
tra tio n s  .......................................................   50



B r e w e r ' s  D i c t i o n a r y  o f  P h r a s e  a n d  F a b l e . B y  

R e v .  E .  C o b h a m  B r e w e r ,  L L .  D .  N ew  edi­
tion , revised, correc ted  and  enlarged, to  which 
is added a concise bib liography of E nglish  
lite ra tu re . N early  1,500 pages. Im ita tion  
ha lf m orocco.........................................................$1.50

T h e  A g e  o f  F a b l e ; o r , B e a u t i e s  o f  M y t h o l o g y . 

B y  T h o m a s  B u l f m c h .  W ith  notes, revisions 
and  additions by W illiam  H . Klapp, H e ad ­
m aster o f the  E piscopal A cadem y, P h ilad e l­
phia. L arge  i2m o, cloth, 448 pages, 200 il­
lu stra tio n s and  a com plete in d e x  $1.25

A t  t h e  B e a u t i f u l  G a t e . B y  R e v .  I .  M e n c l i  

C h a m b e r s ,  A .  M .  A  Book of Poem s of the 
H eart. 12010, cloth, g ilt top, i l lu s t r a te d . . .50

“ T h e y  a re  as  g o o d  as  se rm o n s —b e t te r  th a n  m a n y  
se rm o n s , c a rry in g  in  th e m  th o u g h ts  of h e lp fu ln e s s .”  

R E V . J .  R . M I L L E R ,  D . D .

B u m p e r  a n d  B a b y  J o h n . B y  A n n a  C h a p i n  R a y .  

i6m o, cloth, illu s tra te d ......................................... 50
A n  ir re s is t ib ly  h u m o ro u s  re la tio n  of th e  h a p s  a n d  

m ish a p s  of th e  h o m e lie s t d o g  in  th e  w o rld , a n d  a  d e l ig h t­
fu l re d -h a ire d  a n d  freck led  ch ild , w h o se  u n ite d  ag e s  d id  
n o t  e x c eed  sev en  y ea rs .

H o w  B e s s i e  K e p t  H o u s e . B y  A m a n d a  M .  D o u g ­

l a s .  i6m o, cloth, illu s tra te d .............................. 50
B ess ie  w as to  k ee p  h o u s e  fo r h e r  fa th e r  a n d  b ro th e r s  

a n d  s is te rs  w h ile  h e r  m o th e r  w en t o n  a v is it . S he  h ad  
p le a d e d  h a rd  to  b e  a llow ed  to  do  th i s ;  b u t  so m eh o w  
m a n y  th in g s  w e n t w ro n g . W h a t th o s e  th in g s  w ere  a n d  
h ow  h e r  e x p e rie n c e s  b ec am e  of th e  g re a te s t  v a lu e  to  h e r , 
o n e  m u s t re a d  to  f ind  o u t.

T h e  L it t l e  B o y  a n d  t h e  E l e p h a n t . B y  G u s -  

t a v u s  F r a n k e n s t e i n ,  iőm o, cloth, illu stra ted . .50
T h e  fa s c in a tio n  of th e  s to ry  o f N o o ro  a n d  P o p o  is



lik e  th a t  of “ M u ti G u j, M u tin e e r ,”  w h ich  K ip lin g  n ev e r  
w ou id  h av e  w r itte n  h a d  h e  re a d  th e  s to ry  o f  th e  L i t t le  
B o y  a n d  th e  E le p h a n t .

P oor B o y s '  C h a n c e s . B y  J o h n  H a b b e r t o n .  i2 m o ,
c lo th ,  i l l u s t r a t e d  .............................................................5c

M r. H a b b e r to n ’s s ty le  is  c le a r  a n d  d e lig h tfu l. H e  
n e v e r  p re a c h e s , b u t h e  d r iv e s  h o m e  h is  le sso n  in  fo rce fu l 
s e n te n c e s  w h ich  a re  b o u n d  to  s e t th e  re a d e r  to  th in k in g .

T r i f  a n d  T r i x y .  i2 m o , c lo th ,  i l l u s t r a t e d . . .  .50
A  s to ry  of a d read fu lly  d e l ig h tfu l l i t t le  g ir l a n d  h e r  

a d o r in g  a n d  to rm e n te d  p a re n ts , re la tiv e s , a n d  fr ie n d s .

C a p s  a n d  C a t e r s . B y  G á b r i e l l é  E .  J a c k s o n .  i2 m o ,
c lo th ,  i l l u s t r a t e d  .........................................................$1 .00

“ A h a p p y  ti t le  to  a  h a p p y  b o o k . A  m e rry  c h ro n ic le  of 
b o a rd in g -sc h o o l life .” —Journal, N ew  Y ork, N . Y .

D o u g h n u t s  a n d  D ip l o m a s . 121110, c lo th ,  i l lu s ­
t r a t e d  ..................................................................................$1 .00

T h e  h e ro in e  is a n  e n e rg e tic  p ie ce  of fe m in in i ty  a n d  
m a n a g e s  a n  in c a p a b le  m o th e r  a n d  a fa th e r le s s  fam ily  
in  su ch  a ca p ab le  w ay  a s  to  o b ta in  th e  e d u c a tio n  she  
c o v e ts . E v e n tu a l ly  sh e  m a k es  d o u g h n u ts  in  th e  A di- 
ro n d a c k s  to  e n a b le  h e r  to  a c q u ire  a d ip lo m a  in  th e  
U n iv e rs ity  o f M ich ig an .

S e a  K in g s  a n d  N a v a l  H e r o e s . B y  H a r t w e l l  

J a m e s .  i2 m o , c lo th ,  i l l u s t r a t e d ............................50
B o y s  w ho  d e l ig h t in  s to r ie s  o f sea  f ig h ts  a n d  a d v e n ­

tu re s —a n d  w h a t b o y  d o es  n o t? —w ill find  in  ‘‘S ea  K in g s  
an d  N av a l H e ro e s  ’ s in g u la r ly  r e a l is t ic  d e s c r ip tio n s  of 
fam o u s  v ic to r ie s  a n d  e x p lo its  o n  th e  b ro a d  b o so m  of 
o ld  ocean .

G a l o p o f f , t h e  T a l k in g  P o n y . B y  T u d o r  J c n h s .  

i2 m o , c lo th ,  i l l u s t r a t e d ..........................................$1 .00
“ T h e  ta lk in g  p o n y  is  a  c h a ra c te r  w ith  w h o m  c h ild re n  

a n d  o th e r  p eo p le , to o , w o u ld  c e r ta in ly  d o  w ell to  h av e  
a  l i s te n in g  a c q u a in ta n c e .” —The Criterion, N ew  Y ork , N . Y .

G y p s y , t h e  T a l k in g  D og. B y  T u d o r  J e n k s .  

i2 m o , c lo th ,  i l l u s t r a t e d ..........................................$1 .00
I t  is  h a rd  n o t to  a c tu a lly  b e liev e  in  th e  c lev e r d o g ’s 

fea ts , an d  as  to  th e  c h i ld re n  in  th e  s to ry  th e y  a re  reá tly  
d e lig h tfu l. T h e  lo n g  c o n v e rs a t io n  b e tw e en  G y p sy  a n a  
“ G alopoff, th e  T a lk in g  P o n y ”  is  o n e  of th e  m o s t h u ­
m o ro u s  a n d  in te re s t in g  c h a p te rs  in  th e  b o o k .



P a u l ,  a  H e r a l d  o f  t h e  C r o s s . B y  F l o r e n c e  

M o r s e  K i n g s l e y .  i2m o, cloth, illu stra ted  in 
color .......................................................................$1.00

I n  th e se  scen es  f ro m  th e  life a n d  tim e s  o f S t. P a u l, th e  
a u th o r  p re s e n ts  n o t m e re ly  P a u l, th e  th e o lo g ia n ; P a u l 
th e  s e tte r-fo r th  of “ th e  sch em e  of s a lv a tio n ” ; P a u l, th e  
s te rn  a sce tic , th u n d e r in g  fo r th  re p ro o f  a n d  d e n u n c ia tio n  
a g a in s t ev il-d o e rs—b u t P a u l, th e  fea rless  h e ra ld  of th e  
C ro ss, p o u r in g  o u t h is  life lik e  w a te r  th a t  he  m ig h t 
save th e  lo s t ;  a n d  so  re a d in g , w e sha ll lo n g  to  be  
n u m b e re d  a m o n g  th e  sa in ts  a n d  fa ith fu l b re th re n  to  
w h o m  h e  w rite s .

S t e p h e n , a  S o l d ie r  o f  t h e  C r o s s . B y  F l o r e n c e  

M o r s e  K i n g s l e y .  121110, cloth, illu stra ted  in 
color ...................................................................... $1.00

T he s to ry  o f S te p h e n  is l i t t le  k n o w n ; sca rce ly  fo r a 
s in g le  day  d o es  th e  l ig h t  s h in e  c lea rly  u p o n  h im , a n d  
th a t  d ay  th e  la s t  of h is  m o r ta l life. A s a n c ie n t a lchem - 
is ts  r e s u r re c te d  fro m  th e  a sh e s  of a p e r ish e d  flow er a 
d im  g h o s t of th e  flow er itse lf, so  th e  a u th o r  h as  g a th e re d  
t>he f ra g ra n t  d u s t  of th is  v a n ish e d  life  f ro m  th e  w r itin g s  
a n d  le g e n d s  of p a s t  ag e s , a n d  fro m  i t  b u i l t  anew  som e 
fa in t im ag e  of i ts  fo rg o tte n  b ea u ty .

T h e  C r o s s  T r i u m p h a n t . B y  F l o r e n c e  M o r s e  

K i n g s l e y .  i2m o, c lo th ,illu s tra ted  in c o lo r .$1.00
A  s to ry  o f “ a  c h ild  o f th e  law ”  w ho  w itn e sse s , am id  

th e  scen es  of th e  r e c e n t life  an d  d e a th  of J e s u s  th e  
d e e p e n in g  co n flic t b e tw e en  th e  L aw  a n d  th e  C ross. 
N a z a r i te , p r ie s t ,  a n d  w a rr io r , in flu en ced  by  th re e  w o m en  
o f w id e ly -v a ry in g  c h a ra c te r , h e  b e h o ld s  a t  h is t in  th e  
te r r ib le  h o u r  o f J e ru s a le m ’s d ow nfa ll “ T h e  C ro ss  
T r iu m p h a n t .”  T h e  d e s c r ip tio n  • of J e w ish  c u s to m s  a n d  
c h a ra c te r  is  u n c o m m o n ly  good .

W i n g s  a n d  F e t t e r s . B y  F l o r e n c e  M o r s e  K i n g s ­

l e y .  i2m o, cloth, illu s tra te d .........................$1.00
T h e  h e ro in e  is  a n  a t tr a c t iv e  y o u n g  w o m an  of n in e te e n , 

w ho  sacrifices  a  life of ea se  to  c a re  fo r a n  in v a lid  a u n t  
a n d  h e r  d a u g h te r .

T o r , A  S t r e e t  B o y  o f  J e r u s a l e m . B y  F l o r e n c e  

M o r s e  K i n g s l e y .  i2m o, cloth, illu stra ted . .$1.00
T h e  s to ry  of a  boy  w ho  is  h ea led  by  J e s u s .



T h e  S t o r y  o f  t h e  G o l d e n  F l e e c e . B y  A n d r e w  

L a n g .  i6m o, cloth, i llu s tra te d .......................... 50
I t  h a p p e n e d  lo n g  ag o , th is  a d v e n tu re  of th e  G o ld en  

F le e c e , b u t th e  fam e of th e  h e ro e s  w ho  sa iled  aw ay  to  
a  d is ta n t  la n d  to  w in  th e m se lv e s  re n o w n  fo rev e r  has  
liv ed , h a v in g  b ee n  to ld  m a n y  tim es  in  s to ry  a n d  so n g . 
Y e t w ho  co u ld  te ll i t  lik e  M r. L a n g , w ith  h is  p o e t s 
p a s s io n  fo r b e a u ty , h is  a r t i s t ’s eye fo r co lo r  a n d  d e ta il?

P o l l y  P e r k i n s '  A d v e n t u r e s . B y  E .  L o u i s e  L i d ­

d e l l .  i2m o, cloth, illu s tra te d .......................$1.00
“ T h e  g ir l  w ho  loves  fa iry  ta le s —a n d  th a t  ta k e s  in  m o s t 

g ir l s  of o u r  a c q u a in ta n c e —w ill n o t b e  sa tisfied  w ith  o n e  
re a d in g  of P o lly ’s r e m a rk a b le  a d v e n tu re s .”—Young Peo­
ple's W eekly, E lg in , III.

L it t l e  M i s s  J o y - S i n g . B y  J o h n  L u t h e r  L o n g .  

i6m o, cloth, illu s tra te d ....................................$1.00
L i t t l e  M iss  Jo y -S in g , w ith  a  p o p p y  b e h in d  h e r  ear, 

is  a c h ild  o f th e  su n sh in e . S h e  s lep t a n d  she  w oke 
a n d  sh e  w is h e d ; a n d  th e re  is  a  b e a u tifu l p r in c e , a n d  a 
fox  th a t  ca n  ta lk —b u t th e  b o o k  is to o  c lev er to  b e  
c u t  u p  in  p ieces  fo r in s p e c tio n . M r. L o n g  s ta n d s  in s id e  
th e  c irc le  of th e  m ig h ty  a n d  a lw ay s h a s  la rg e  a u d ien ces .

T h e  R i s e  o f  t h e  D u t c h  R e p u b l i c . B y  J o h n  

L o t h r o p  M o t l e y . ( A  H isto ry .)  Com plete in 
tw o volum es—over 1,600 p ages; over 50 full- 
page half-tone  engrav ings and  a map. L arge
i2m o, cloth, per s e t .......................................... $2.00
H a lf  m orocco, g ilt top, p e r s e t .....................$3-25

A  new  a n d  h a n d s o m e  lib ra ry  e d i tio n  o f a  g ra n d  h is ­
to r ic a l w o rk . T h e  m a s te rp ie c e  o f a  g re a t A m e ric a n  
h is to r ia n .

M a n u a l  o f  M y t h o l o g y . B y  A l e x a n d e r  S .  M u r ­

r a y .  G reek and  R om an, N orse  and O ld G er­
m an, H in d o o  and  E gyptian  M ythology. W ith  
notes, revisions, and add itions by W illiam  H . 
K lapp, H ead m aster of the  E piscopal Academ y,

P hiladelph ia . L arge  i2m o, cloth, 465 pages. 
T w o  hun d red  illu s tra tio n s ............................. $L25



W i t c h e r y  W a y s .  B y  A m o s  R .  W e l l s .  i 6m o , 
cloth ............................................................................50

O rig in a l F a iry  T a le s  w h ich  a re  a  n e v e r-e n d in g  d e lig h t 
to  ev e ry  read e r .

T o m m y  F o s t e r ’s  A d v e n t u r e s . B y  F r e d e r i c  A .  

O b e r .  121110, cloth, i llu s tra te d .................. $1.00
“ T o m m y  is a n  ev e ry d a y , h o n e s t,  w ide-aw ake  l i t t le  fe l­

low , w ho  w e n t o u t in to  th e  w o rld  b y  h im se lf  a n d  rea lly  
saw  th in g s .” —C hristian  Register, Boston, M ass.

“ A  th o ro u g h ly  b reez y  s to ry  of o u td o o r  life th a t  c a n n o t 
fail to  d e l ig h t bo y  re a d e rs .” — Young People's W eekly. 
Elgin, III.

F o r  P r e y  a n d  S p o i l s ; o r ,  T h e  B o y  B u c c a n e e r . 
121110, cloth, illustra ted .

“ T h is  s to ry  of a ‘b o y  b u c c a n e e r ’ is  c a lc u la te d  to  sa tisfy  
th e  m o s t e x o rb i ta n t d e m a n d  fo r a c tio n , th o u g h  th e  to n e  
of th e  b o o k  is n o t a t  a ll to  be  feared . I t  is a  g o o d  s to ry  
fo r  tire h o lid ay  se a s o n .” —S t. Louis Globe-Ucntocrat.

T h e  L it t l e  L a d y — H e r  B o o k . B y  A l b e r t  B i g e l o w  

P a i n e .  i2m o, cloth, illu s tra te d .....................$1.00
“ A  d a in tie r  b it  of ch ild  l i te ra tu re  n e v e r  h a s  b ee n  w r it­

te n  th a n  th is  e x q u is i te  s to ry .” — The Household R ealm , 
Chicago, III.

T h e  A r k a n s a w  B e a r . B y  A l b e r t  B i g c l o z u  P a i n e .  

i2m o, cloth, i llu s tra te d ..................................$1.00
I n  th is  w itty  a n d  in g e n io u s  b o o k  a l i t t le  b o y  a n d  a b ig  

b la c k  b e a r  b ec o m e co m p a n io n s  in  a d v e n tu re s  th a t  a re  a l­
w ay s  d iv e r tin g , so m e tim e s  p a th e tic , b u t  n e v e r  tra g ic .

T h e  W a n d e r i n g s  o f  J o e  a n d  E m . B y  A l b e r t  

B i g e l o w  P a i n e .  i6m o, cloth, illu s tra ted . .50
J o e  is a  N ew  H a m p s h ire  b o y  w ith  “ a s o n g b ird  in  h is  

th r o a t ,”  a n d  L i t t le  L m  is h is  s is te r . T h e  tw o  o rp h a n s  
s ta r t  o n  fo o t fo r N ew  Y o rk  to  find  a  fam o u s  o p e ra  s in g e r  
w ho  has  h e a rd  J o e ’s v o ic e  a n d  to ld  h im  to  co m e to  her. 
T h e  s tr a n g e  th in g s  th a t  h a p p e n e d  to  th e m  o n  th e  w ay 
a re  so  d e lig h tfu lly  to ld  by  M r. P a in e  th a t  w e co m e to  
lo v e  b o th  th e  c h ild re n . O n e  s h o u ld  n o t  m iss  a  w o rd  of 
th is  b o o k .



A  L it t l e  R o u g h  R id e r . B y  T u d o r  J c n k s .  161110,
cloth, illu stra ted  ................................................ -0

T h e  s to ry  of a li t t le  g irl, w ho , as  S e n o r ita  F in e t te , th e
■equestrienne, saved  th e  fo r tu n e s  of a c irc u s  d u r in g  th e
e a r ly  y e a rs  of th e  g o ld -fe v e r in  C alifo rn ia .

A n o t h e r  Y e a r  w i t h  D e n is e  a n d  N ed  T o o dles . 
B y  G á b r i e l l é  E .  J a c k s o n .  i6m o, cloth, illus­
tra ted  ......................................................... _0

h eT h e etSst0 ry  ° f a n 0 th e r  h a p p y  y e a r  w ith  D e n ise  a n d

A m y  D o r a ’s  A m u s i n g  D a y . B y  F r a n k  M .  B i c k -  

n c l l .  i6m o, cloth, i l lu s t r a te d ............................50

I he  a d v e n tu re s  of a li t t le  g ir l  in  a  d e p a rtm e n t s to re .

B a b y  B ib l e  S t o r i e s . B y  G e r t r u d e  S m i t h . . . i6m o, 
o rnam ental, illu stra ted  ...................................  -o

T h e  B ab y  B ib le  S to r ie s  c a rry  b ea u tifu l, ea sily  u n d e r-

be0Ä T L r th e m Wee ^  thousands of mothers w ill

•Ge o r g e  W a s h i n g t o n  J o n e s . A C hristm as Gift 
th a t W en t A -begging. B y  R u t h  M c E n e r y  

S t u a r t ,  iőm o, cloth, ornam ental, illus-
„  tra ted  .................................................................... $1.00
G eo rg e  W a sh in g to n  J o n e s , “ te n  y e a rs  o ld . l i t t le , b lack  

s e n s 't 'v e .”  t r .e s  to  g iv e  h im se lf  aw ay to  a  love ly  y o u n g  
w 10 w ou ld  m a k e  h im  h e r  p ag e , as  in  th e  dnvs 

befo  th e  w a h .’ E v e n  w ith o u t Ih e  m a g ic  of h e  a u t h o r s  
o f X T  "I* w [* t-ng  w o rld , th i s  b o o k  w ill s u rv iv e  as  o n e  
■of th e  b e s t a n d  p r e t t ie s t  s to n e s  ev e r w ritte n .

M a r \  A u g u s t a  s  P r i c e .  B y  S o p h i e  S w e t t .  i 6m o , 
cloth, illu stra ted  ................................................

-fu!?fw aoUi u f  M Ary  A IJg VIs,t.a  is t , le  h e ro in e —h e r  n am e  in  
e le s  a n a  1 1 USta - g —a n d  h e r  a s Pira tio n s , s tru g -
f iT  tnM  i  d e v e lo p m e n t in to  a su ccesss fu l b u s in e s s  w om an  
a i e  to ld  as  o n ly  M iss  S w e tt c a n  te ll th e m . T o  read  it is 
t o  read  a v e ry  re a l book .



Publications of Henry  Alternus C o m p an y

R a t a p l a n , a  R o g u e  E l e p h a n t , a n d  O t h e r  
S t o r ie s . B y  E l l e n  V e l v i t t ,  F .  Z .  S .  121110,

cloth, illu stra tio n s in c o lo r ................• .......... $1.00
N o  b e t te r  ta le s  o f a n im a l life  h av e  b e e n  w r itte n , fo r th e  

A uthor ta k e s  u s  in to  th e  v e ry  h e a r t  of th in g s , g iv in g  u s  
th e  tra g e d ie s  a n d  th e  co m e d ie s  in  th e  daily  life and  ex- 
o e r ie n c e s  of w ild  an im a ls .

W il d  A n i m a l s  A f i e l d . B y  E l l e n  V e l v i n ,  F .  Z .  S .  

i2m o, cloth, illu s tra te d ................................... $ 1-00
T w e n ty  in  n u m b e r , th e se  w ild  c re a tu re s  a re , an d  th e ir  

life -s to ries  a re  ir r e s is t ib le  in  t h e i r  in te re s t ,  ev e n  fo 
srrown p eo p le , b e in g  th e  m o s t w o n d e rfu l an im al b og- 
ra p h ie s  e v e r w r i t t e n *  T h e  b o o k  w ill fo s te r  o u r  in te re s t  ,n  
an im a ls  a n d  a  c o n s e q u e n t lo v e  fo r th e m .

S h e  W h o  W i l l  N o t  W h e n  S h e  M a y . B y  

E l e a n o r  G .  W a l t o n .  i2m o, cloth, gilt top,
deckle edges, illu stra ted  ................................S1-00
Ooze calf, g ilt top, b o x e d ...............................$ 1-50

A sto ry  of a  c lev e r w o m a n ’s h e a rt . A m e lo d y  of p ro se , 
>rs d e lica te , a s  a k in  to  l ig h t  a n d  co lo r as th e  opal.

F o l l y  i n  F a i r y l a n d . B y  C a r o l y n  W e l l s .  121110,

cloth, illu stra ted  .............................. ...............í 1-00
“ I t  re c o u n ts  th e  a d v e n tu re s  of a  l i t t le  g ir l w ho  w en t 

to  th e  re a lm  of th e  fa ir ies , b u t ,  u n lik e  th e  im m o rta l 
A lice , h e r  e x p e rie n c e s  w ere  all p le a sa n t. Chiontcle, 
Francisco , Cal.

F o l l y  i n  t h e  F o r e s t . B y  C a r o l y n  W e l l s .  121110,

cloth, illu stra ted  .......................... .............. . . .$ 1 .0 °
\ n o t h e r  of M iss  W e lls ’ u n r iv a le d  b o o k s . T h is  tim e  

F o llv  v fsiU  th e  F o re s t  of th e  P a s t, w h e r e  she  m e e ts  
•and is e n te r ta in e d  by  th e  'a m o u s  A n im a ls  of M y th o lo g y , 
H is to ry , a n d  L i te ra tu re .

H a l f -A tD o z e n  H o u s e k e e p e r s . B y  K a t e  D o u g l a s  

W i g g i n .  A  S to ry  fo r G irls in H alf-a-D ozen  
C hapters. i6m o, cloth, i llu s tra te d   -75

T h e  c h a rm  of th is  b o o k  is  th e  in s ig h t th e  a u th o r  g iv e s  
«« in to  th e  n a tu ra l fe of n a tu ra l p eop le . L v e ry  g in  
w h o  r e a d s  i t  w H p u t  th e  v o lu m e  in  h e r  c o llec tio n  o 
p e rm a n e n t a c q u is itio n s . I t  is  d e lic io u sly  fre sh  an d  
am u sin g .










