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PREFACE.

It is hoped that the title-page of this work will suffi-
ciently indicate its general character, and render
& lengthened preface unnecessary. The Editor trusts
that while it may be found specially adapted for
Schools, as a. Reading Book in English Poetry for the
more advanced pupils, it may also be a welcome guest
in the family and social circle ; in winter, a cosy friend
when sitting otherwise lonely in the chimney-corner;
and one with whom, in the more genial seasons of the
year, we may hold pleasant converse by the breezy
hill-side or on the sea-shore; and thus be alike useful
as & school-book, a presentation-volume, or a pocket-
companion j——that it may in some degree deepen the
love of Nature, give a pure and healthful stimulus to
the Imagination and Fancy, minister to habits of
elevated Reflection and Sentiment, strengthen the
Social and Domestic Affections, favour the love of
rotional Freedom, and the growth of true Patriotism,
and through all these lead the mind and heart onward
and upward to Religion, which, pure and undefiled, is
the perfect flower—the consummate and erowning
excellence of human character,



vi PREFACE.

If this volume at all answers the purposes for which
it is designed, it is mainly due to the kind co-operation
of the Authors and Publishers who have permitted
the insertion of the numerous copyright pieces in this
collection ; and to whom the thanks of the Editor and
of his readers ave due. While, however, borrowing
largely from the works of living and recent Poets, their
elder brethren have not been neglected ; it being the
Editor’s object to present as many of the best passages
aud minor poems in the English language as could be
given within the compass of a pocket volume.
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PART 1

POEMS OF NATURE.

"Tis born with all : the love of Natare's works

1s an Ingredient In the compound, man,

Infused at the creation of the kind.

And, thoagh the Almighty Maker has throughout

Discriminated aach from asch, by strokes

And touches of his hand, with so moch art

Diversified, that two were never found

Twion at all points—yet this obtains in all,

That all dlscern & beadty in his works,

And all can taste them: minds that have been form'd
, And tator'd with a relish more axact,

Bt pone without soms relish, none nomoyed

Are might and beauty to the mind and aye;
To the lona heart, though coeans roll bat ween,
Bhe speaks of things that but with life can die
Bruorr.
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POEMS OF NATURE.

IV ——

@he Whozld is too wmch boith ns.

%’x: i1:01-11.’."11'.1: too much witﬁ us ; late and soon,

etting and & ing, we waste our ers:

Little gvaneefnmnmtht}i‘lom; e

‘We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon ;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gather'd now like eleeping flowers ;

For this, for every thing, we are out of tune;

1t moves us not.—Great God | I'd rather be

A n suckled in a creed outworn ;

8o might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me legs forloru ;-

Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea ;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.
WornsworTH.

Himstrations of ¥atore,
Wire other ministrations thou, O Nature,
Healest thy wandering and distemper'd child !
Thou pourest on him thy soft influences,
Thy sunny hues, fair forms, and breathing aweats,
%{ melodies of woods, and winds, and waters;

ill he relent, and can no more endure

To be a jarring and discordant thing
Amid this general dance and minstrelsy ;
But, bursting into tears, wins back his way,
His angry spirit heal'd and harmonized

By the benignant tonch of love and benuty.
COLERIDGE.



POEMS OF NATURE.

Kloboers, the Sturs of Encth.

Braxe full well, in language quaint and olden,
Ove who dwelleth by the ciatied Rhine,

When he call’d the flowers, 8o blue and golden,
Btars, that in earth’s irmament do shine.

Btars they are, wherein we read our history,
As astrologers and seers of eld ;

Yot not wrapp'd about with awful mysta:{.
Like the burning stars which they beheld.

Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous,
God hath written in those stars above ;
But not less in the bright flowerets under us

Stands the revelation of his love.

Bright and glorious is that revelation
ritten all over this great world of ours;
Making evident our own creation,
In these stars of earth—these golden flowers.

And the Poet, faithful and far-seeing,
alike in stars and flowers, a part
Of the self-same universal being,
Which i throbbing in his brain and heart.

Gorgeous flowereta in the sun-light shining;
Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day,

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining,
Buds that open only to decay;

Brilliant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tissues,
muntingp;:‘.ily in the goldenrﬁgl’:b;
desires, with most uncertain issues;

?ender wishes, blossoming at night |

These in flowers and men are more than seeming ;
‘Workinga are they of the self-same powers,
"Which the Poet, in no idle dreaming,
Beeth in himself and in the flowers.

Everywhere about us are they glowing,
Some like stars, to tell us Spring is born ;
Others, their blue eyes with tears o’erflowing,
Stand like Ruth amid the golden corn;
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Xot alone in Spring’s armorial bearin dg
And in Summer's green-emblazon'd field,
But in arms of brave old Autumn's wearing,
In the centre of his brazen shield ;

Not alone in meadows and
On the mountain-top, and by the brmk

Of sequester’d pools in woodland valleys,
Where the slaves of Nature stoop to drink ;

Not alone in her vast dome of glory,

Not on graves of bird and beast a‘one,
But on oltFrcuathedn]-, high and hoary,

On the tombs of heroes, carved in stone;

In the cottage of the rudest peasant ;

In ancestral homes, whoee crumbling towers,
Speaking of the Past unto the Present,

Tell ua of the aucient Gamea of Flowers ;

In all places, then, and in all sea
Flowers expand their light and soul-like wingn,
Teaching us, by most persunsive reasons,
How akin they are to human things.

And with child-like credulous affection
‘We behold their tender buds expand ;

Emblems of our own great resurrection,
Emblems of the bright and better land.

LoxvereLrow.

The Primrose.

Tae milk-white blomma of the thorn
Are wnving o'er the pool,
Moved by the wind that breathes along,
8o sweetly and 8o cool,
The hawthorn clusters bloom above,
The primrose hides below,
Axnd on the lonely
A modest glance doth thmw !
Nicorr
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Elanhegibing for flofoers.

O Farser! Lord!

The All-beneficent ! I bless thy name,
That thou hast mantled the green earth with flowers,
Linking our hearts to patara! By the love
Of their wild blossomas, our young footsteps first
Into her deep recesses are beguiled—
Her minster cells—dark glen and forest bower,
Where, thrilling with its earlieat sense of thee,
Amidst the low, religious whisperin
The shivery leaf sounds of the solitnde,
The spirit wakes to worship, and is made
Thy living femple. By the breath of flowers,
Thou eallest us, from city throngas and cares,
Back to the woods, the birds, the mountain-atreams,
That sing of thee | back to free childhood’s heart,
Fresh with the dews of tenderness | Thou bidd'st
The lilies of the field with placid smile
Reprove man's feverish strivings, and infuse
Through his worn soul a more wnworldly li
‘With their soft, holy breath. Thou hast not left
His purer nature, with its fine desires,
TUncared for in this universe of thine |
The glowing rose attests it, the beloved
Of poet-hearts, tonch’d by their fervent drean
With spiritual light, and made a source
Of heaven-aacending thoughts. F’en to faint age
Thou lend'st the vernal bliss : the old man's eye
Falls on the kindling blossoms, and his soul
Remembers youth and love, and hopefully
Turns unto thee, who call’st earth’s buried germs
From dust to splendour ; as the mortal se
Bhall, at thy eummons, from the grave spring up
To gut on glory, to be girt with power,
And filled with immortality. Receive
Thanks, blessings, love, for these, thy lavish boons,
And, most of all, their heavenward influences,
O thou that gavest us flowera |

Mrs. Hemaxs,
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Hour Boiceless Figs, © SFloforrs! are Wifing Preuchers,

Your voiceless lips, O Flowers | are living preachers,
3 En.chl cup a pulpit, and each lul': book,
u to m numerous teachers,
ppy. i) From lonelieat nook.
In the sweet-scented pictures, Heavenly artist |
With which thou paintest Nature's wide-spread hall,
What a delightful lesson thou impartest
Of love to all |
Ephemeral sages | what instructors hoary,
For such a world of thought could furniah scope,
Esach fading calyx a memento mori,
Yet fount of hope |
Posthumons glories | angel-like collection !
Upraised from seed or bulb interr'd in earth,
Ye are to me a type of resurrection,
And second birth |
Were I, O God ! in churchless lands remaining,
Far from all voice of teachers or divines,
My eoul would find in flowers of thy ordaining,
Prieats, sermons, ehrines !
Honacs Surra,

Slotoers,

Yz valloys low, where the mild whispers nse
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing hrooks,
On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks,
Throw hither all your quaint enamell'd e

That on the turf suck the honied showers,
Aund purple all the ground with vernal flowers,
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,
The tufted cmw-m and pale jessamine,

The white pink, the pansy freak’'d with jet,
The glowing viol

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,
And every flower that sad embroidery wears:
Bid amaranthus all his beanty shed,

And daffodillies fill their cupas with tears,

To strew the lanreat hearse where Liyecid lea
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€he Sensitife Plant.

A Sewsimive Plant in a en grew,

And the young winds fed it with silver dew,
And it open'd its fan-like leaves to the light,
And closed them beneath the kisses of night.

And the Bpring arose on the garden fair,

Like the Bpirit of Love felt every where ;

And each flower and herb on Earth's dark breast
Rose from the dreams of ite wintry rest.

But none ever trembled and panted with bliss

In the garden, the field, or the wilderneas,

Like a doe in the noontide with love's sweet want,
As the companionless Sensitive Plant.

The snow-drop, and then the violet,

Arose from the ‘Eround with warm rain wet,

And their breath was mix'd with fresh odour, sent
From the turf, like the voice and the instrument,

Then the pied wind-flowers and the tulip tall,
And narcissi, the faireast among them al

‘Who gaze on their ayes in the stream’s recess,
Till they die of their own dear loveliness ;

And the Naiad-like lily of the vale,

‘Whom youth makes so fair, and passion so pale,
That the light of its tremulous bells is seen
Through their pavilions of tender green ;

And the hyacinth purple, and white, and blue,

g}hieh flung ;rom its m}lt: a ;veat peal anew
musie, so delicate, and intense,

It was felt like an odour within the sense

And the rose like a nymph to the bath addrest,
‘Which unveil'd the depth of her glowing breast,
Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air

The soul of her beauty and love lay bare ;

And the wand-like lily, which lifted up,

As a Mmnad, its mooneiﬁht-uolonmd cup,
Till the fiery star, which ia ita eye,

Gazed through clear dew on the tender sky ;
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And the jessamine faint, and the sweet taberoae,
The sweetest flower for scent that blows ;

And all rare blossoms from every clime

Grew in that garden in perfect prime.

And on the stream, whose inconstant bosom

‘Was prankt under boughs of embowering bloasom,
‘With io]den and green light slanting through
Their heaven of many & tangled hue,

Broad water-lilies lay tremulously,

And starry river-buda glimmer'd by,

And around them the soft stream Ji‘d lide and dance
‘With a motion of eweet sound and radiance.

And the sinnouns paths of lawn and of moss,
Which led througg:tha garden along and acroas,
Some open at once to the sun and the breeze,
Bome loat among bowers of blossoming trees,

‘Were all paved with daisies and delicate bells

As fair aa the fabulous asphodels ;

And flowereta which, drooping as day droop’d too,

Fell into l‘gm\rilionu, white, purple, and blue,

To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew.
SezLrEY,

uisies,

Taese fow'rés white and red,
Boch that men callen Daisies in our town ;
To them have I so great affection,
Ags I eaid erut, when comen is the May,
That in my bed there daweth me no day
That I n'am up and walking in the mead
To see this flow’r agrinst the sunué spread,
When it upriseth early by the morrow ;
That blissful sight softeneth all my sorrow ;
Bo glad am I when that I have presénce
Of 1t, to doen it all réverence,

CrAvcee,
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o n Buisy, on tuning ene doton i} the Plougl.

WeE, modest, crimson-tipped flow'r,
Thou'st met me in an evil hour;
For I maun crush amang the stours
Thy slender stem ;
To spare thee now is past my pow’r,
Thou bonnie gem.
Alas! it's no thy neebor sweet,
The bonnie lark, companion meet |
Bending theo 'mang the dewy weet
‘W' spreckled breast,
When upward-springing, blithe, to greet
e purpling east.
Cauld blew the bitter-biting north
Upon thy early, humble birth ;
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth
Amid the storm ;
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth
Thy tender form.
The flaunting flowers our gardens yield,
High shelt'ring woods and wa’s maun shield,
But thou, beneath the random bield
0' clod or stane,
Adorns the histie stibble-field,

Unseen, alane,
There, in thy scanty mantle clad,
Thy snawy sunward spread,
Thou lifts thy unassuming head
In humble guise ;
But now the share uptears thy bed,
And low thou lies ! Bursa
The Wiind-flofoer.

Lobpakp in sunny clefk,
‘Waenz the cold breezea come not, blooms alome
The little wind-flower, whose just-open’d eya
Is blue a= the spring heaven it at,
Startling the loiterer in the naked groves
With anexpeocted beauty, for the time
Of blossoms and green leaves is yet afar.

Beraxr.
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Ehe Bla Epebright.®

Bruz Eyebright | loveliest flower of all that grow

In flower-loved England ! Flower, whoae hedge-side gaza
Is like an infant’s | What heart doth not know

Thes, cluster’d amiler of the bank | where plays

The sunbeam with the emerald snake, and strays

The dazzling rill, companion of the road

Which the lone bard moet loveth, in the days

When hope and love are young! O come abroad,
Blue Eyebright! and this rill shall woo thee with an ode.

Awake, blue Eyebright, while the singing wave

Tts cold, bright, beauteous, scothing tribute dropa

From many a grey rock's foot and dripping cave ;

‘While {onder, lo, the starting stone-chat hops !

‘While here the cottar's cow ita aweet food erops;

While blackfaced ewes and lambs are bleating there :

And, bursting through the briers, the wild ass stops—

Kicks at the strangers—then turns round to stare—

Then lowers his large red ears, and shakes hia long dark
hair, Ewriorr,

&0 1 Snobodrog.

Lo¥e Flower | hemm'd in with snows as white as they,
But hardier far, once more I see thee bend

Thy forehead, as if fearful to offend

Like an unbidden guest. Though éay by day,
Btorms, sallying from the mountain-tops, way-lay
The rising sun, and on the plains descend ;

Yot art thou welecome, welcome as a friend

‘Whose zeal outruns his promise! Blue-oyed May
Shall soon behoeld thia border thiekly set

‘With bright jonquils, their odonrs lavishing

On the soft weat-wind and his frolie peers ;

Nor will I then thy modest grace forget,

Chaste Snowdrop, venturous harbinger of Spring,
And pensive monitor of fleeting yeara |
WoRDSWORT,

* The Geornander Speedwell
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To the Small €elandine®

Paysres, lilies, kingcupa, daisies,

Let them live upon their praises;
Long as there's a sun that sets,

Primroses will have their glory ;
Long as there are violets,

They will have a place in story :

There's a flower that shall be mine,

"Tis the little celandine.

Ere a leaf is on & bush,
Iu the time before the thrash
Has a thought about her nest,
Thou wilt come with half a call,
Spreading out thy glossy breast
Like a careless prodigal ;
Telling tales about the sun,
When we've little warmth, or nona,

Comfort have thou of thy merit,
Kindly, unassuming Spirit |
Careleas of thy neighbourhood,
Thou dost show thy pleasant face
On the moor, and in the wood,
In the lane ;—there's not a place,
Howsoever mean it be,
But "tis good enough for thee, WornaworTH.

©On the Hight-blooming Cerens.

As the fair flower which shuns the golden day,
And blooms amidst the shades of sileut nig{z,
Spreads her pale petals to the lunar ray,
And hails with balmy breath the silver light ;
Bo virtue ehuns the world’s applause and guﬂ:,
In secret sheds her balmy aweets abroad,
Nor seeks the voice of fame, nor glory’s blaze
But blooms and blossoms to the praise of God |
Lipy Frora HasTings.

* Common Pllowort.
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To the Fringed Gentiur,

Taov blossom bright with antumn dew,
And colour'd with the heaven’s own blue,
That openest when the quiet light

Succeeds the keen and frosty night.

Thou comest not when violets lean

O'er wandering brooks and springs nnseen,
Or columbines, in purple dress'd,

Nod o'er the ground-bird’s hidden nest,

Thou waitest late, and com’st alone,
When woods are bare and birds are flown,
And frosts and shortening days portend
The aged year is near his end.

Then doth thy sweet and quiet eye
Look through its fringes to the sky,
Blue—blue—as if that sky let fall
A flower from its cerulean wall,

-1 would that thus, when I shall see
The hour of death draw near to me,
'Eopel blossoming within the heart,
May look to heaven as I depart. Bryawr,

Sygring Slofoers,

DarropiLs,
That come before the swallow dares, and take
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim,
But aweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes,
Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses,
That die unmarried, ere they can behold
Bright Pheebus in his strength, a malad
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips, an
The erown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds,
The flower-de-luce being ons |

SHAKESPEARE
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e Silies of the Fizlb,

Frowers | when the Saviour's calm benignant eye
Fell on your gentle besuty—when from you
That heavenly lesson for all hearts he drew,

%Lema_l, l:i:ivml, nfthe sky—

en, 10 the m of your purity,
A voice he set asin a templa-xrine,

That life’s quick travellers ne'er might pass you by
Unwarn'd of that sweet oracle divine,

And though too oft ita low, celestial sound

By the harsh notes of work-day Care is drown'd,
And the loud etape of vain, unlistening Haste:

Yet the great ocean hath no tone of power

Mightier to reach the soul in thought's hush'd hoar,

your’s, ye lilies ]—chosen thus and graced |
Mza HEMANS

¥o Bafiohils,

Farr Daffodils, we weep to see
A"'You ]:]x:ate a;my 80 8000 ;
et the early rising sun
]is not attag:‘d hing noon.
Until the hast; sﬁ' -
ntil the i y
mﬁu run

But to the even-song ;
And, having pray'd together,
e will go with you along.
‘We have short time to stay as you,
‘We have as short & sprlnﬁ;
Ag quick a growth to meet decay
As you or any thi::g.
e die

As your hoars do, and dry
WAY,
Like to the sunmmet’s rain ;
Or as the pearls of morning dew,
Ne'er to be found again.
HEesrior,
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The Pullodils,

' I waxDER'D lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host of golden daffodils ;
Benide the lake, beneath the trees
Fluttering and daneing in the breeze.

Continuous aa the stara that shine
And twinkle on the milkg-waﬂn
They stretched in never-ending line
ong the margin of a bay ;
Ten thousand saw I at a glance
Toesing their heads in sprightly dancs.

The waves beside them danced ; but they
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee :
A could not but be gay
such a jocund company !

1 d—an d—but Little thought
Wﬁ:::wealth e show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
ich is &oa bliss of solitude ;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils,
‘WoRrDswORTH.

To the Blur Jnemone.

Frowen ! the laurel still may shed
Bri&htuaas round the victor's head ;
And the rose, in beauty's hair,

Btill its festal glory wear ;

And the willow-leaves droop o’er
Brows which love sustaing no more :
But by living raya refined,

Thou, the trembler of the wind,
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Thou, the spiritual flower,

Sentient of each breeze and shower,

Thou, rejoicing in the skies,

And transpierced with all their dyes ;

Breathing vase, with light o’erflowing,

Gem-like to thy centre glowing,

Thonu, the poet’s type shalt be,

Flower of soul, Anemone ! M=zs, Hemaws

Erees.
I

No tree in all the grove but has ita charms,

Though each its hue peculiar ; paler some,

And of a wannish grey ; the willow such,

And pogla.r, that with ailver lines his leaf;

And ash, far stretching his umbrageous arm,

Of deeper green the elm, and deeper atill,

T.ord of the woods, the long-surviving oak.

Some glossy-leaved, and nhininf in the sun ;

The maple and the beech, of oily nuts

Prolific ; and the lime, at dewy eve

Diffusing odours ; nor unnoted pasa

The sycamore, capricious in attire,

Now green, now tawny, and, ere sutumn yet

Have changed the woods, in scarlet houourg:ﬁght.
WEER.

1L

Axp forth they pass, with pleasure forward led,
Joying to hear the sweet birds’ harmony,

Which, therein shronded from the tempeat dread,
Seem'd in their song to scorn the cruel sky ;

Much can they praise, the trees so al:rai&ht and high,
The sailing pine, the cedar proud and tall,

The vine-prop elm, the poplar never dry,
The builder oak, sole king of forests all ;

The aspen, good for staves, the cypress, funeral.
The Ymn-e ,meed of migl’:ty conquerors,

And poets sage ; the fir, that weepeth still ;
The willow, worn of forlorn paramours ;
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The {ew obedient to the bender's will ;

The birch for shafts, the sallow for the mill ;

The warlike beech, the ash for nothing ill,

The fruitful olive, and the platane round,.

The carver holm, the maple, seldom inward sound.
PENEER.

uL

gracious treea !—how rich a gift ye are !

Crown of the earth to human hearta and eyes !
How doth the thought of home, in lands afar,

Link’d with your forms, and kindly whisperinge rise !
How the whole picture of a childhood lies, -

Oft midst your I:ou&ln forgotten, buried deep !

Till, gazing through them up the summer skies,

As hush'd we stand, a breeze perchance may creep,
And old, sweet leaf-sounds reach the inner world
‘Where memory coils—and lo! at ~nce unfurl’d

The past, a glowing scroll, before our sight
gprendn clear ; while, gushing from their long-seal'd urn,

oung thonghts, Eurs dreams, undnubt.'mﬁ ;inEen return,

o

Aud a lost mother'’s eye gives back its ht.

Mus. 8.
Qrchurd Blossoms.
Dotu thy heart stir within thee at the sight
of oreia.rd-bloomu upou th

e mosay bough 1
Doth their sweet household-smile waft Eacl: the glow
Of childhood’s morn—the wondering, fresh delight
In earth’s new colouring, then all strangely bright,
A joy of fairy-land T “Doth gome old nook,
Hauuted by visions of thy first-loved book,

Rise on ths soul, with faint-streak’d blossoms white
Blhiower'd o'er the turf, and the lone primrose knot,
And robin's nest, still faithful to the spot, :

Aud the bee's dreary chime? O gentle friend !

The world’s cold breath, not Time's, this life bereaves
Of verual gifts; Time hallows what he leaves,
And will for us endear epring memories to the end.

Mges, Hemaxs,

(] "



16 PORME OF NATURE

o Blossoms.

Fais pledges of & fruitful tree,
‘Why do ye fall so fast ]
Your date is not so gnt,
But you may stay yet here a while
To blush and gently smile,
And go at laat.

‘What, were ye born to be
An hour or half’s delight,
And so to bid good-night 1
"T'was pity Nature brought ye forth
Merely to show your worth,
.znd lose you qnite.

But you are lovely leaves, where we
how eoon things have
Their end, though ne’er so brave ;
And after they have shown their pride
Like you, a while, they glide
Into the grave.
CK.

Faliage.

Coue forth, and let us through our hearts receive
The joy of verdure. Bee! the honey'd lime
Bhowerscool greenlight o’er banka where wild-flowers weave
Thick tapestry, and woodbine tendrils climb
Up the brown oak, from buds of moss and thyme,
The rich deep masses of the sycamore
Hang heavy with the fulness of their prime ;
And the white po[)]ar, from ita foliage hoar,
Beattera forth gleams like moonlight, with each gale
That sweepa the bougha ; the chestnut-flowers are past,
The crowning glories of the bawthorn fail,
Bnut arches of sweet eglantine aré cast
From every hedge. 8]1[ never may we lose,
Dear friend | our fresh delight in simplest Nature's hues,
Mes, Heuavs.
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@he Voice of the Srass,

Hexe I come creeping, creeping everywhars ;
By the dmtymzﬁdﬂl:,
On the sunny hill-gide,
Close by the noisy brook,
In every shady nook,
I come creeping, creeping everywhere,

Here I come creeping, smiling everywhere ;
All round the open door
‘Where sit the aged poor,
Here, where the children play
In the bright and merry May,
I come creeping, creeping everywhere,

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ;
In the noisy ecity street
My pleasant face you'll meet,
Cheering ths sick at heart,
Toiling his busy part,
Silently creeping, creeping everywhers,

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ;
You cannot ses me coming,
Nor hear my low sweet humming ;
For in the starry 1.'|ighr.i
And the glad morning light,

I come quietly creeping everyw

Here 1 come creeping, creeping everywhere
More we]aop‘mneg,t.han pt;:zsﬂowen l
In summer's pleasant hours ;
The gentle cow is glad,
And the merry bird not sad,

To see me creeping, creeping everywhere.

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhepe ;
My himble Kb of gk | e
Most gratefully I raise
To Him, at whose command
I hen.utig the land,
Creeping, silently creeping everywhere,
BSaran BoBERTE,
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 @he Shylach.
Hair to thee, blithe spirit |
_ Bird thou never wert,
That from heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher,
rom the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire ;
The blue deep thou wingest,
And einging still dost sear, and soaring ever singest,

In the golden lightoing
Of the sunken sun,
O'er which clouds are brightening,
Thou dost float and run ;
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.
The pale purple even
Mgﬁ.lu ngcugd thy flight ;
Like a star of heaven,
In the broad daylight
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight,

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere,
‘Whose intenze lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear,
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.

All the earth and air
‘With thy voice is loud,
As, when niﬁ‘ht is bare,
From one lonely cloud
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overfluwe.l,

What thou art we know not ;
What'is most like thee 1
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see,
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody,

Like a poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns nnbidden,
'I%.I the world is wrought .
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not :
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Like a high-born maiden
In » palace tower,
Boothing ber love-laden
Boul in secret hour
With music sweek as love, which overflows her bower :

Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,

Scattering unbeholden
Its asrial hue x
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the
view,

Like a rose embowered
In its own n Jeaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Till the scent it gives
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged
thieves,

Bound of vernal ehowers
On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awakened flowers,
All that ever was
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpaea,

Teach us, sprite or bird,
‘What sweet thoughts are thine:
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus hymeneal,
Or triumphal chant,
Match’d with thine would be all
But an empty vaunt—
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want,

‘What objecta are the fountains
Of thy happy strain 1
‘What fields, or waves, or mountains 1
_ . What shapea of sky or plain ?
What love of thine own kind | what ignorance of pain 1

‘With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be:
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee:
Thou lovest ; but ne'er knew love's ead satiety.
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Waking or aaleep,
Thou of death mnat deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream
Or how tonld thy notes flow in such a eryutal stream 1

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not :
Our sincerest laughter
With some pain ia fraught ;
Our sweetest songs are thoae that tell of saddest thought.
Yet if we could scorn
Hate, and pride, and fear ;
If we were things born =
Not to shed a tear,
I know not how thy joya we ever should come near.

Batter than all measures
Of delightful sound,
Better than all treasurea
That in booka are found,
Thy ekill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!

Teach me half the gladnesa’
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
m my lips would flow,
The world should listen then, as T am listening now.
BBELLEY.

@0 u Shplazh.

Eraerear, minstrel | pilgrim of the sky 1
Doat thon despisa the earth where cares nbound 1
Or, while the wings aapire, are heart and eye
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground ?
Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will,
Those quivering wings composed, that music still !

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood,
A privaey of glorious light is thine ; i
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood
Of harmony, with instinet more divine ;
% of the wise who soar, but néver roam ;
to the kindred points of heaven and home.
Wonnswortn.
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Xo! here the gentle ¥ach|

Lo here the gentle lark, weary of rest,
his moist eabinet mounts up on high,
And wakes the morning, from whoee silver brenat
The eun ariseth in his majeuz :
‘Who doth the world so gloriously behold,
That cedar-tops and hills seem bnrniash'd gold.

To the Wightingale,
 Bweer bird ! that sing'st away the early hours
Of winters past or coming, void of care ;
Well pleaséd with delights which present are,
Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling floweza
To rocks, to (s:prings. to rills, from leafy howers,
Thou thy Crentor's goodness dost declare,
And what dear gifts on thee he did not spare,
A stain to human sense in sin that lowers.
‘What soul can be so sick which by thy songs
(Attired in eweetness) aweetly is not driven
uite to forget earth’s turmoils, spites, and wrongs,
And lift a reverend eye and thought to Heaven ?
Sweet, artless gongster! thon my mind dost raise
To airs of spheres—yes, and to angels’ lays,
DrumMmornp, -

3 Hightingale Singing,

Hzgr supple breast thrilla out
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt
Of dallying sweetness, hovers o'er her skill,
And fo]{is in wavéd notes, with a trembling bill,
The pliant series of her slippery song ;
Then starts she suddenly into a throng
Of short, thick sobs, 25 PR et s o
That roll themselves over her lubric throat
In panting murmurs 'stilled out of her breast,
That ever bubbling epring, the sugar'd neat
Of her delicious sonl, that there doth lie
.Bathing in streams of liquid melody.

Crasnaws.
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The Finnet,

Some humble heart is sore and sick with grief,
-And straight thou comest with thy gentle song -
To wile the sufferer from his hate or wrong,
By bringing Nature’s love to his relief, -
Thou churmest by the sick child’s window long,
Till racking pain itself be woo'd to eleep;
And when away have vanish’d flower and leaf,
Thy lonely wailing voice for them doth weelr—
Linuet ! wild linnet |

God saw how much of woe, and grief, and care,
Man’s faults and follies on the earth would make ;
And thee, sweet einger, for his creatures’ sake,
He sent to warble wildly every where,
And by our souls o love to wake.
Oh, blessed wandering spirit! nnto theas
Pure hearts are knit, as unto things too fair,
And good, and beautiful of earth to be—
Linnet! wild linnet |
Nicownt.

®x hearing # Thosh sing v 1 Winter Porming nlk
on lis Hirthday,
Bine on, sweet thrush, npon the leafless bough,
Sing on, sweet bird, I fint.en to thy strain ;
See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign,
At thy blithe carol clears his furrow’d brow.

8o in lone Poverty’s dominion drear,

. Bita meek Content with light unanxious heart,
* Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part,
Nor asks if they bring anght to hope or fear.

I thank Thee, Author of this opening day !
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient skies |
Riches denied, ‘Thy boon was purer joys,
‘What wealth could neither give nor take away !
Yet come, thou child of poverty and care,
The mite. high heaven bestow'd, that mite with
: thee I'll shara. Burxs.
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&o the @uchoo.

O prireE New-comer | I have heard,
I hear thee, and rejoice.

O cuckoo ! shall T eall thee Bird,
Or but a wandering Voice §

‘While I am lying on the grass
Thy twofold shout I hear,

From hill to hill it seems to paas,
At once far off, and near.

Though babbling only to the vale
f sanshine and of flowers,
Thou bringest unto me a tale
Of visionary hours.

Thrice welcome, darling of the spring !
Even yet thou art tgg e

No bird, but an invisible thing,
A voice, & mystery ;

The same whom in my school-boy days
I listen’d to ; that cry

‘Which made me look a thousand ways
In bush, and tree, and eky.

To seck t]lzlee gil;’u dig I rot;a
Through w and on the n;

And thou wert still a hope, a love ¢
Btill long'd for, never seen.

And T can listen to thee yet ;
Can lie upon the plain

And listen, till I do beget
That goiden time again,

O blessed bird ! the earth we pace
Agnin appears to ba
An unsubstantial fadry Ehce,
That is fit homs for thee.
WornewonTh.
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Tlye Stormg Peirel,

A THOUSAND miles from land are we,

Toesing about on the roaring sea ;

From billow to bounding billow cast,

Like fleecy snow on the stormy blast :

The sails are scatiter'd abroad, like weeds ;

The strong masts shake, like quivering reeds ;
The mighty cables, and iron chai

The hull, which all earthly strength diadains,
They atrain and they c and hearta of stone,
Their natural hard proud strength disown.

Up and down ! up and down!
I‘rou:! thath,ba;:.of the w;‘lr_e h‘:: !I_:i!low‘n crown,
Amidst hing and feathery foam,
The Stormy Petrel finds a home,—
A home—if such & place mni be
For her who lives on the wide wide sea,
On the craggy ice, in the frozen air,
And only ing her rocky lair
To warm her young, and to teach them to spring
At once o'er the waves on their stormy wing !

Qer the Dee‘ﬁ O'er the Deep!
‘Where the whale, and shark, and the sword-fish

sleep,
O'Iltﬁ;mg the blast and the driving rain,
The Petrel telleth her tale—in v:g:;
For the mariner curseth the warning bird,
Who bringeth him news of the storm unheard |
—Ah | thos does the prophet, of good or ill,
Meet hate from the creatures he serveth still ¢
Yet e never falters—So, Petrel | apring
Once more o'er the waves on thy stormy wing !
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Ehe Green Fimmet,
BrxeaTH these fruit-tree boughs that shed
Their snow-white blossoms on my head,
With bﬁ%}awﬂt sunshine round me spread
f spring's unclonded weather :

In this sequester’d nook how sweet
To sit upon my orchard-seat !
And birde and flowers once more to t.

My last year's friends together.

One bave I mark’d, the happiest guest
In all this covert of the blest:
Hail to thee, far above the rest

In joy of voice and pinion |
Thou, Linnet ! in thy green array,
Preeiding Spirit here to-day,
Dost mﬁ the revels of the May ;

And this is thy dominion.

‘While birds, and butterflies, and flowers,
Make all one band of paramoura
Thou, rangi.ng up and down the iaoweu,
rt gole in thy employment :

A Life, a Presence like the Air,
Seattering thy gladness without cars,
Too blest with any one to pair;

Thyself thy own enjoyment,
Amid yon tuft of hazel-trees,
That twinkle to the gusty breeze,
Behold him perch'd in ecstasies,

Yet seeming still to hover ;
There | where the fintter of his wings
Upon his back and body flings
Shadows and sunny glimmerings,

That cover him all over.

My dazzled sight he oft deceives,
A brother of the dancing leaves i
Then flits, and from the cottage saves
Pours forth his song in gushes §
As if by that exulting strain
He mock'd and treated with diadain
The voiceleas form he chose to feign,
‘While fluttering in the bushes.
WORDEWORTE,
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@he Bobin und Blackbicd.

Wira the sweet airs of apring the Robin comes ;
And in her simple song there seems to gush

A strain of sorrow when she visiteth

Her last year's wither'd nest. But when the gloom
Of the deep twilight falls, she takes her perch
Upon the red-stemm'd hazel's slender twig

That overbangs the brook, and suits her song

To the slow rivulet’s inconstant chime.

In the last days of autumn, when the corn
Lies sweet and yellow in the harvest-field,
And the gay company of reapers bind
The bearded wheat in sheaves—then peals abroad
The blackbird's merry chant. I love to heer,
Bold plunderer, thy mellow burst of song
Float from thy watch-place on the mosay tree,
Close at the corn-field edge.

MLELLAN,

The Sun,

Moer glorions orb | that wert a worship, ere
The myatery of thy making was reveal'd !
Thou earliest minister of the Almighty,
‘Which gladden'd, on their mountain tops, the hearts
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd
Themselves in orisons | Thou matenal god !
And representative of th’ Unknown—
‘Who chose thee for his shadow, Thou chief star |
Centre of many stara| which mak’st our earth
Endurable, and temperest the hues
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays!
Bire of the seasons | Monarch of the elimes,
And thoss who dwell in them ! for near or far
Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee,
Even as our outward aspects ;—thoun dost rise,
And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well !
I ne'er shall see thee more.

Brrox.
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The Setfing San.

Look yonder, with delighted heart and eye,

On those low cot t shine so bright

Each with its f en plot of smiling Treen),

bed in the glory of the setting sun

But he is parting—fading—day is over—

" Yonder he hastens to diffuse new life,
Oh, for a wing to raise me up from earth,
Nearer, and yel more near, to the bright orb,
That anrestrain'd I still might follow him !
Then ehould I see, in one unvarying glow
Of deathless evening, the reposing world
Beneath me—the kindling—the sweet vales,
Beyond the hills, asleep in the soft beams ;
The gilver streamlet, at the silent touch
Of heavenly light, transfigured into gold,
Flowing in brightness inexpressible |
Nothing to stop or stay my godlike motion !
The rugged hill, with ita wild eliffy, in vain
Would rise to hide the sun ; in vain would strive
To check my glorious course ; the sea already,
With ita illumined bays, that burn beneath
The lord of day, before the astonished eyes
Opens its bosom—and he seems at lust
Just sinking—No—a power unfelt before—
An impulse indescribable, succeeds |
Onward, entranced, I haste to drink the beams
Of the unfading light—before me day—
And night left still behind—and overhead
Wide heaven—and under me the spreading sea |
A glorious vision, while the setting sun
Is lingering ! Oh, to the spirit’s flight,
How faint and feeble are material wings !
Yet such our nature is, that when the%uk
High over us, unseen, in the blue sky
Thrille his henrt—piarcing song, we feel ourselves
Press up from earth, a8 "twere in rivalry,—
And when above the savage hill of pines,
The eagle sweeps with ontspread wings,—and when
The crane pursues, high off, his homeward patl,
Flying o’er watery moors and wide lakes lonely !

Translated from Goethe. A NSTER.
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Snngef at Hea,

"T'1s sunset ; to thie irmament gerena

The Atlantic wave reflects a gorgeons scene ;

Broad in the cloudless west, & belt of gold

(irds the blue hemisphere ; above unroll'd

The keen clear air growa palpable to sight,

Embodied in a flush of crimson light,

Through which the evening-star, with milder gleam,

Descends to meet her image in the stream,
MoxrTGOMERT.

The Stars,

How calm,

How awful calm they shine—unmoved, untouched,
Amid the tempeats of poor human thought !
There they have watched this weary earth grow old,
And still they beam as fair as at the first,
In all their radiant youth ! Still they keep watch
O'er the great march of life, and time, and change,
And even o'er me they bend ! Alas, alas !
Meek, silent witnesses of sin aud shame,
How much do they endurs to Tuok upou !
Now, in the byeways of the lone(lly night,
Love wanders with her one child, Misery,
And eannot see the heavens through her tears.
Mosning, she wanders with slow fainting steps,
And bends her dying eyes upon the ground
To find a welcome grave.

WaITMORE,

The Geenn.

'RoLL on, thou deep and dark blue ocean—roll !
thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ;
Man marks the earth with ruin—his control
Stope with the shore ;—upon the walery plain
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain
A shadow of man's ravage, save his own,
‘When for a moment, like a drop of rain,
g He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,
Without & grave, unknell'd, uncoffin'd, and unknown,
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The armaments which thunderstrike the walls
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble in their capitals,
The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make
Their clay creator the vain title take
of 10;'121v of thee, and arbiter of war ;
These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake,
They welt into thy yeast of waves, which mar
Alike th’ Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafalgar,

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee—
Xuyri.u, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they .
Thy waters wasted them while they were free,
And mauy a tyrant since ; their shorea obey
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay
Haas dried up realms to deserts :—not so thou,—
TUnchangeable eave to thy wild waves' play—
Time writee no wrinkle on thine azore brow—
Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now.

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty's form
Glnases itaelf in tempesta ; in all time,

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm,
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime

Dark-heaving ; i)oundleiu, endless, and sublime—
The image of Eternity—the throne

Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone

Obeys thee ; thou goest forth, dread, fltj:om.lela, alone.

And T have loved thee, Ocean ! and my j
Of youthful sports was on thy breast toa{e
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy
I wanton'd with th{ breakers—they to me
Were a delight ; and If the freshening sea
Made them & terror—'twas a kEl.e!m'ug fear,
For I was as it were a child of thea,
And trusted to thy billows far and near,
And laid my hand upon thy mane—as I do here,
Brrox,
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The Sea at Widnight,

Ir is the midnight hour ;:—the beauteons ses,
Calm as the cloudless heaven, the heaven discloses,
‘While many a sparkling star, in quiet glee,
Far down withio the watery sky raposea.
ABg if the ocean's heart were stirr'd
With inward life, a sound is heard,
Like that of dreamer murmuring in his sleep;
'Tis partly the billow, and partly the air,
That lies like a garment floating fair
Above the happy deep.
The sea, I ween, cannot be fann’d
By evenin freshness from the land,
For the land it is far away ;
But God hath will'd that the sky-born breeze
In the centre of the loneliest seas
Should ever sport and play.
The mighty Moon she sits above,
Encircled with a zone of love
A zone of dim nnd tender ligilt
That makea ber wakeful eye more bright :
She seems to shine with & sunny ray,
And the night looks like a mellow‘:{ day!
The gracious mistreas of the Main
Hath now an undisturbéd reign,
And from her silent throne looks down,
As upon children of her awn,
On the waves that lend their gentle breast
In gladness for her couch of rest,
WiLsow,

1.

Ar midnight
The moon aroee ; and, 1o! the ethereal cliffs
Of Caucasus, whose icy summits shone
Among the stars like sunlight, and around
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Whose cavern'd base the whirll:lvooll and the waves,
Bursting and eddying irresistibly,
RBage and resound for ever. i T

The crags closed round with black and jagged arms,
The shatter'd mountain overhung the sea,

And faster still beyond all human apeed,

Buspended on the aweep of the smooth wave,

The little boat was driven. A cavern there
Yawn'd, and amid its slant and winding depths
Ingulf'd the rushing sea. SEELLEY

Sifting on the Shore.

TEE tide has ebb’d away:
No more wild dashings 'gninst the adamant rocks,
Nor swaying amidst seaweed false, that mocka
The hues of garden gay :
No laugh of little wavelets at their play :
No lucid pools reflecting heaven's clear brow—
Both storm and calm slike are ended now.

The rocke sit grey and lone:
The shifting sund is spread eo smooth and dry
That not & tide might ever have swept by

Stirring it with rude moan:

Only some weedy fragment, idly thrown
To rot beneath the sky, tell what has beeu :
But Desolation's self has grown serene,

Afar the mountains rise,
And the broad estuary widens out,
All sunshine ; wheeling round and round aboat
Seaward, a white bird flies,
A bird 1 Nay, seems it rather in these eyes
A spirit, o'er Eternity's dim sea,
Calling—* Come thou where all we glad souls be.”
0O life] O silent shore,
Where we sit patient | O great sea beyond,
To which we turn with solemn hope and fond,
But sorrawful no more !
A little while, and then we, too, shall soar
Like white-wing'l sea-birds into the Infinite Deep ;
Till then, Thou, Father—wilt our epirits keep.
Miss MuoLock.

2



TOEMS OF NATURE

Au Zaland,

TaE island liea nine leagues away,
Along ita golitary ghore,
Of craggy rock and sandy bay,
No sound but ocean’s roar,
Bave, where the bold, wild sea-bird makes her home ;
Her shrill ery coming through the sparkling foam,

But when the light winds lie at rest,
And on the glassy, heaving sea,
The black duck, with her glossy breast,
Bita swinging silently ;
How beantiful! no ripples break ths reach,
And silvery wavea go noiseless up the beach.

And inland resta the green, warm dell
The brook comes tinkling down ita side ;
From.out the trees the Sabbath-bell
Rings cheerful, far and wide,
Mingling its sounds with bleatings of the flocks,
That feed about the vale amongst the rocks.
R. H. Dawa

3 tily Bocky Srene.

I REMEMBER,
Tywo miles on this side of the fort, the road
Crosses a deep ravine : "tie rough and narrow,
And winds with shert turns down the precipice ;
And in its depths there is a mighty rmil,'a
‘Which has, from nnimaginable years,
Bustain’d itself with terror and with teil
Over & pulf, und with the agony
‘With which it clings, seema slowly coming down ;
Even as a wretcha&s' soul, hour after hour,
Clings to the masa of life ; yet clinging, leans,
And, leaning, makes more dark the dread abyss
In which it fears to full, Beneath this crag,
Huge 28 despair, as if in wearineas,
The melanchioly mountain yawns, Below,
You hear, but see not, an impetuous torrent
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Raging among the caverns, and s bridge

Crosses the chasm ; and high above these grow,

‘With intersecting trunks, from erag to crag,

Cedars, and yews, and pines ; whose tangled heir

Is matted in one solid roof of shade

By the dark ivy's twine. At noonday here

*Tis twilight, and at sunset blackest night.
SEsLIEY.

An English Sunbnzjz.

Tae thrughes sang,
And shook my pulses and the elm's new leaves ;
And then I turn’d and held my finger up,
And bade him mark, that howsov'er the world
‘Wenl ill, as he related, certainl
The thrushes still eang in it. At which word
His brow would soften, and he bore with me
In melancholy patience, not unkind ;
While, breaking into voluble ecstasy,
I flatter'd all the beauteous country round,
As poeta nse—the skies, the clouds, the fields,
The happy violets, hiding from the roads
The primroses run down to, carr{ing gold—
The tanfled hedge-rows, where the cows push out
Their tolerant horns and patient churning mouths
"Twixt dripping ash-boughs—hedge-rows all alive,
‘With birds, and gnats, and large white butterflies,
‘Which look as if the May-flower had caught life
And palpitated forth upon the wind—
Hills, vales, woods, netted in a silver mist ;
Farms, granges, doubled up among the hills,
And cattle grazing in the water'd vales,
And cottage chimopeys smoking from the woods,
And cottage ens smelling everywhere,
Confused with amell of orchards, “See,” I said,
f And see, is God not with us on the earth 7
And shall we put Him down by aught we do ¥
Who says there's nothing for the %oor and vile,
Bave poverty and wickedness 1 behold !”
And ankle-deep in Euglish grass I leap'd,
And clapp'd my hands, and eall'd all very fair.

Euizasere B. Baowniye.
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3 Scene i Kend,

*Moxe the green lanes of Eent—green sunny lanes—
Where troops of children shout, snd laugh, and play,
And gather daisies, stood an autique home ;

‘Within its orchard, rich with ruddy fruits,

For the full year was laughing in his prime.

"Wealth of all flowers grew in that garden green,

And the old porch with its great onken door

‘Was smother'd in rose-blooms, while o'er the walls

The honeysuckle clung deliciously.

Before the door there lay a plot of grass,

Snow'd o'er with daisies—flower by all beloved,

And famousest in song—and in the midst,

A carvéd fountain stood, dried up and broken,

On which a peacock perch'd and sunn'd itself.

Benenth, two petted rabbits, snowy white,

Squatted upon the award.

A row of poplars darkly rose behind,

Around whose tops, and the old-fashion’d vanes,

‘White pigeons flutter’d, and o'er all was tent

The mighty eky, with sailing sunny clouda,
ALEXANDER SMITH,

Fines composed u fefo miles nbobe Tintern Abbep, on

rebisiting 1he Bunks of the Wipe.

Five years have past ; five summers, with the length
Of five long winters | and again I hear

These waters, rolling from their monntain-springs
‘With a soft inland murmur.—Once again

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,

That on a wild secluded scene impress

Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and connect
The landacape with the quiet of the sky.

The day is come when I again repose

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view

These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,
‘Which st this season, with their unripe fruits,
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves
'Mid grovea and coraea. Omnce again I ses

These hedge-rows, harily hedge-rows, little lines

{Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farws
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Green to the very door ; and wreaths of smoke
Bent up, in silence, from among the trees |
With some uncertain notice, a8 might seem

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,

Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire
The Hermit sits alone.

These beauteons forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me
Asisa landscaPs to a blind man's eye :
But oft in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart ;
And passing even into my purer mind,
‘With tranquil restoration :—feelinga too
Of unremember'd pleasure : such, perbaps,
As have no elight or trivial influence
On that best portion of a good man’s life,
His little, nameless, unremember’d acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
To them I may have owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime ; that bleesed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of ull this unintellighle world,
Is lighten'd :—that serene and blessed mood
In which the affections gently lead us on,—
Until the breath of this corporeal frame,
And even the motion of our human blood,
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living sonl :
‘While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the life of things,

If this
Be but a vain belief, yet oh ! bow oft—
In darkness and amid the many sha;
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart—
How oft, in spirit, have I turn'd to thee,
O eylvan Wye! thou wanderer through the woods,
How often has my spirit turn'd to thee!
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Avd now, with gleams of half-extinguish'd thonght,

With many recognitions dim and fuint,

And somewhat of a sad perplexity,

The picture of the mind revives again :

W'hlBa here I stand, not ouly with the sense

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts

That in this moment there is life and food

For future years, And so I dare to hope,

Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when firat

I came among these hills ; when like 2 roe

I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides

Of the deep rivers, and the lonely atreams,

‘Wherever naturs led : more like & man

Flying from something that he dreads, than one

Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then

(The coarser pleasurea of my boyish days,

And their glad animal movements all gone by)

To me was all in all.—I cannot paint

What then I was, The sounding cataract

Haunted me like a pnssion : the tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,

Their colours and their forms, were then to ms

An a?lpetita ; a feeling and a love,

That had no need of a remoter charm,

%7 thooght sapplied, nor any intereat
nborrow'd from the eye.—That time is paat,

And all its aching joys are now no maore,

And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this

Faint [, nor mourn nor murmur ; other gifts

Have follow’d ; for auch loss, I would believe,

Abundant recompense. For I have learn'd

To look on nature, not aa in the hour

Of thouglitless youth, but hearing oftentimea

The still, ead musie of bumanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

A presenca that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling s the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean, and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man 3

A motion and a epirit that impels

All thinking things, all objeats of all thought,
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And rolls throngh all things. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadowe and the woods,

And mountains ; and of all that we behold

From this green earth ; of all the mighty world
Of eye and ear—both what they hll) creats,

And what perceive ; well pleased to recognise

In nature and the language of the sense,

The anchor of my pureet thoughts, the nurse,

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul

of nﬁ my moral being.

Nor fercha.nee,
1f T were not thus taught, :lhould the more
Bufler my genial spirits to decay :

For thouyn't with me here upon the banks

Of this fair river ; thou my dearest Friend,
My dear, dear Friend ; and in thy voice I cal
The language of my former heart, and read

My former pleasures in the shooting lights

Of thy wild eyes. Oh| yet a little while
May I behold in thee what I was once,

My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer [ make,
Enowing that nature never did betray

The heart that loved her ; "tia her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy: For she can sa inform

The mind that is within us, so impress

With quietness and beauty, and 8o feed

With lofty thonghts, that peitler evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sueers of selfish men,
Nor sreer.inga where no kindness is, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,

Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behald
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon
Bhine'on thee in thy solitary walk ;

And let the misty mountain-winda be frea

To blow against thes : and iu after years,
When these wild eostasies shall be matured
Tuto a sober pleasure; when thy mind

Bhall be a mansion for all lovely forms,

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place

For all sweet sounds and harmonies ; oh | then,
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

Should be thy portion, what healing thoughts
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Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,

And these my exhortationa! Nor, perchance—

If I should be where I no more can hear

Thy voice, nor enteh from thy wild eyes these gleams

Of past existence—wilt thom then forget

That on the banks of this delightful stream

We atood together ; and that I, so long

A worshipper of Nature, hither came

Unwearied in that service : rather say

With warmer love—oh ! with far deeper zeal

Of holier love. Nor wilt thon then forget,

That after many wanderings, many years

Of abeencs, these steep woeds and lofty cliffs,

And this green pastoral landacape, were to me

More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake !
‘WoRDSWORTH.

A Bemembranee of Grasmere,

" O vaLe and lake, within your mountain-urn

Bmiliu%lao tranquilly, and set so deep !

Oft doth your dreamy loveliness return,
Colouring the tender shadows of my sleep

With light Elysian ; for the hues tbat steep
Your shores in melting lustre, seem to float

On golden clouds from spirit-lands remote,

Isles of the blest ; and in our memory keep
Their place with holiest barmonies, Fair acene,
Most loved by evening and her dewy star] -
Oh | ne'er may man, with touch anhallow'd, jar
The perfect music of thy charm serene !

Btill, still unchanged, msy one sweet region wear
Bmiles that subdue the soul to love, and tears, and

prayer.
Mes, Hemaxa,
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3 “ place of nestling green for Poets made.”

I sroon tiptoe upon a little hill,

The air was cooling, and so very still

That the sweet buds which, with a modest pride,
Pull droopinﬁly, in slanting curve aside,

Their seanty-leaved and finely tapering stems,

Had not yet lost their starry diadema

Caught from the early sobbing of the morn.

The clouds were pure and white as flocks new-shorn,
And fresh from the clear brook ; sweetly they slept
On the blue fielda of heaven, and then there crept
A little noiselesa noise among the leaves,

Born of the very sigh that silence heaves ;

For not the faiutest motion could be seen

Of all the shadea that slanted o'er the green.

There was wide wandering for the greediest eye

To peer about npon variety;

Far round the horizon's erystal air to skim,

And trace the dwindled edgings of ita brim ;

To picture out the 3unint and curious hending

Of & fresh woodland alley never-ending :

Or by the bowery clefta and leafy shelves,

Guess whera the jaunty streams refresh themaselves,

Here are sweet peas, on tiptoe for a flight :

With wings of gentle flush o'er delicate whits,
And taper fingers catching at all things,

To bind them all about with tiny rings.

Linger awhile upon some bending planks

That lean against s streamlet’s rushy hanks,

And watch intently Nature's gentle doings :

They will be found softer than ringdoves' cooings.
How silent comes the water round that bend !
Not the minutest whisper does it send

To the o’erhanging sallows : blades of grass
Slowly across the checker'd shadows pass.

Why, you might read two sonnets ere they reach
To where the hurrying freshuesses aye

A patural sermon o’er their pebbly beds ;

Where swarma of minnowa show their little heads,
Staying their wavy bodies 'gainst the streams,
To taste the luxury of sunny beams

Temper'd with coolness. How they ever wrestle
With their own sweet delight, and ever neatle
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Their gilver belliea on the pebbly saud !

If you but scantily hold out the hand,

That very instant not one will remain ;

But turn your eye, and they are there again.

The ripples seem right glad to reach those cresses,
And cool themselves among the emerald tresaes ;
The while they cool themselves, they freshness give,
And moisture, that the bowery t_gmmn may live :
So keeping up an inlerchange of favours,

Like men in the truth of their behaviours.
Sometimes goldfinches one by oue will drop

From low hung branches : little space they stop ;
Baut sip, and twitter, and their feathers sleek ;
Then off at once, as in a wanton freak:

Or perhaps, to show their black and golden wings,
Pausing nupon their yellow flutterings.

‘What next ! a tuft of evening primroses,
O'er which tLe mind may hogeg till it doses ;
O'er which it well might take a pleasant sleep,
But that ’tis ever startled by the lenp
Of buds into ripe flowers ; or by the flitting
Of divers moths that aye their rest are quitting ;
Or by the moon lifting her silver rim
Above a cloud, and with a gradual swim
Coming into the blue with all her light.
Erars,

———

Toch Ralrine,

Tre summer dawn's reflected hue
To purple changed Loch Katrine blue,
i and soft the western breeze

Just kiss'd the lake, just slirr'd the trees,
And the pleased lake, like maiden coy,
Trembled but dimpled not for joy ;

- The mountain-shadows on her 11
Were neither broken nor at rest ;
In bright uncertainty they lie,
Like future joya to Fancy's eye,

_ The water-lily to the light
Her chalice rear’d of silver bright ;
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The doe awoke, and to the la
Begemm'd with dew-drops, 1&« fawn;
The grey mist left the mountain-side,

The torrent show'd its glistening pride ;
Invisible in flecked aky,

The lark sent down her revelry ;

The blackbird aud the epeckled thrush
Good-morrow gave from brake and bush ;
In answer coo'd the cushat-dove

Her notes of peace, and rest, and love.

Cbe Bunks of the Tpe.

O r= dales

or and ya most ancient woodlands ; where
Oft, as the giant flood obliquely strides,
And his banks open and his lawns extend,
Stops short the pleased traveller to view,
Presiding o’er the seens, some rustic tower
Founded by Norman or by Sexon hands:
O ye Northumbrian shades, which overlook
The rocky pavement and the mossy falls
of aolimy ensbeck's limpid stream I
How g lfy I recall your well-known seats
Beloved of old, and that delightful time
‘When all alone, for many & summer’s day,
I wander'd through your ealm recesses, led
In silence by some powerful hand unseen.
Nor will I ¢'er forget you ; nor shall e'er
* The graver tasks of manhood, or the advica
Of vulgar wisdom, move me to disclaim
Those studiea which possess’d me in the dawn
Of life, and fix'd the colour of my mind
For every future year: whence even now
From sleep I rescue the clear hours of morn,
Md& while the world around lies overwhelm'd
In idle derkness, am alive to thoughts
Of honourable famse, of truth divine
Or moral, and of minds to virtue won
By the sweet magic of harmonious versa

. AKENSIDE.



POEMS OF NATURE

hritten ohile Suiling in  Bout af Ebening,

How richly glows the water's breast

Before ns, tinged with evening hues,
While, facing thus the crimson west,

The boat her silent course pursues!
A:il l‘r.et:ihow dark the backward stream!

ittle moment 8o smiling |

And still, perhaps, m faithless gleam,

Bome other loiterera beguiling.

‘WorpswoRTE.

The Pleasares of a forest Fife,

Magiaw, thou seest, though courtly pleasures want ;
Yet eou;itry aport in Bherwood ia zot scant :
For the sonl-ravishing delicions sonnd
% instrumental mosie :x.i.h Iudu found

& win uiristers, with divers notes
Sent ho:g:(tihzir quaint recording pretty throats,
On every branch that compasseth our bower,
‘Withont command contenting us each hour,
For arras hangings and rich tapestry
‘We have sweet Nature’s best embroidery.
For thy steel glase, wherein thon wont'st to lock,
Thy erystal eyes gaze in a brook.
At court a flower or two did deck thy head,
Now with whole garlands it is eireled ;
For what we want in wealth, we have in flowers ;
And what we lose in halls we find in bowers.

SkxuTON.

Ehe Sorest xt Foonda.

% Tk noonday san
Now shone the forest, one vast mass
of minglingm whose brown magnificence
A narrow vale embosoma. There, huge caves,
'd in the dark base of those aéry rocks,
ing its moans, respond and roar for ever.
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The meeting boughs and implicated leaves
Wove twilight o'er the Poet's path, as led
g love, 'or dréawm, or god, or mightier Death,

sought in Nature's dearest haunt, some bauk,
Her cradle, and his sepulchre. More dark
And dark the shades sccumulate—the oak,
Expanding its immense and knotty arms,
Embraces the light beeeh. The pyramids
Of the tall cedar, overarching, frame
Most solemn domes within, and far below,
Like clouds suspended in an emerald sky,
The ash and the acacia floating hang
Tremulous eod pale. Like restless serpents, clothed
In rainbow aud in fire, the [I,\ara.nitea,
Starr'd with ten thousand blossoms, flow around
The grey trunks ; and, as esome infants' eyes,
With gentle meanings, and moat innoceut wiles,
Fold lgeir beams round the hearts of those that love,
These twine their tendrils, with the wedded boughs
Unitiog their close union ; the woven lenves
Make net-work of the dark blue light of day,
And the night's noontide clearness, mutable
As shapes in the weird clouds. Boft mossy lawns
Beneath these canopies extend their awells,
Fragrant with perfumed herbs, nnd eyed with blooms
Minute, yet beantiful. One darkest glen
Sends from its woods of musk-rose,twined with jasmine,
A sonl-dissolving odour, to invite
To some more lovely mystery. Through the dell,
Bilence and twilight here, twin-sisters, keep
Their noonday watch, and sail among the shades,
Like vaporous shapes half-seen ; beyond, a well,
Dark, gleaming, nnd of most translucent wave,
Images all the woven boughs above,
And each depending leaf, and every speck
Of azure sky, darting between tllﬂ‘?l" chusms ;
Nor aught else in the liquid mirror luves
Ita portraiture, but some inconstant star
Between one foliaged lattice twinkliog fair,
Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon,
Or gorgeous insect, floating motionless,
Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings
Have spread their glories to the gaze of noon.

SBELLEY.
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Forest Fanbacage.
Inro that foreat far they theace him led,
‘Where was their dwelling, in a pleasant glade
With mountaing round about environed ;
And mighty woods which did the valley shade
And like a atately theatre it made,
Bpreading itself into & spacious plain ;
And in the midst a little river play'd
Amongst the pumy atones, which seem'd to plain
With gentle murmur that his course they did restrain,
Beside the same a dainty place there Iy,
Planted with myrtle-trees and laurels green,
In which the birds sung mn‘: a Iovelr lay
Of God's high praise and of their love’s aweet tesn,
As it an earthly paradise had been ;
In whose enclosdil shadow there was pight -
A fair pavilion, scarcely to be seen,
The which was all within most richly di b&
That greatest princes living it might weﬁ elight.
SPENSER,

The ann Foreat by the Sea.
‘Wz wander'd to the Pine Forest
That skirts the ocean's foam ;
The lightest wind was in 1ts neat,
The tempest in its home.
The whisp’ring waves were half asleep,
The clouds were gone to play,
And on the bosom of the deep
The smile of heaven lay ;
It seem’d as if the hour were one
Bent from beyond the skies,
‘Which scatter’d from above the sun
A light of Paradise !

'We paused amid the pines that stood
The gianta of the waste,

Tortured by storms to shapes as rude
Ag serpents interlaced,—

And soothed by every azure breath
That under heaven is blown,

To harmonies and hues beneath,
An tender aa ita own :
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Now all the tree-tops lay asleep
Like green waves on the sea ;

As still as is the silent deep
The ocean-woods may be.

How calm it was! the silence there
By euch & chain was bound,

That even the bus{ woodpecker
Made stiller by her sound

The inviolable quietness ;
The breath of peace we drew,

‘With its soft motion made not less
The calm that round us grew.

There seem’d from the remotest seat
Of the wide mountain waste,

To the soft flower beneath our feet,
A magie circle traced.

A apirit interfused around,
A thrilling eilent life ;

To momentary peace it bound
Our mortal nature’s strife ;

And still I felt the centre of
The magic circle there

Was one fair form that ll'd with Tove
The lifeless atmosphere.

We paused beside the poola that lie
Under the forest hougti ;

Each seem’d as ’twere a little sky
Guif'd in a world below ;

A firmament of purple light
Which in the dark earth lay,

More boundless than the depth of night,
And purer than the day—

In which the lovely forests grew,
As in the ugger air,

More perfect both in shape and hue
Than any spreading there.

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn,
And through the dark green wooda

The white sun, twinkling like the dawn
Qut of a speckled clou
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Sweet views which in our world above
Can never well be seen,
‘Were imaged by the water’s love
Of that fair forest green:
And all was interfused beneath
With an Elysian tEIow,
An atmosphere without a breath,
A softer day below.
BEELLEY.

The grand ol Woods,

O zvER welcome are the grand old woods,

Fresh in young April, quick with shooting green ;
Or rich in June, with luxury of leaves ;

Right lovely are they in their growing pride,

But lovelier in their glory of decay.

Rith joyous are they when the happy birda
Salute the morn with thousand-throated songs,
Or pour soft vespers to the setting sun,

Binging the sumsner day to balmy rest.

Or when alone the cuckoo’s monotone

Lulls drowsy noon ; or when eweet Philomel
Trills passionate music to the listening niﬁht,
And wakes the dreaming rose-buds with her song.

O fair and joyous are the woods in summer!
But when the birds are still, and {aded leaves
Fall in the silence, silently and slow,
Then their solemnitiea have deeper joy,
Though less of rapture. And it is the prime
Of the years cFrowth, and prodigality
Of ever-new delights, to linger lon
‘When Queenly Autumn, laden with the wealth
Of all the seasous, passes in her pomp.
‘WaiTMORE.

Gartl, Ocenr, Jir.

Eanta, Ocean, Air, beloved brotherhood !

If our great Mother have imbued my soul

With aught of natural piety to feel

Your love, and recompense the boon with mine ;
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If dewy morn, and odorous noon, and even

With sunset and its gorgeous ministers,

And sclemn midnight’s tingling silentness ;

If Autumn's hollow sighs in the sere wood,

S?d Winter's t{::hing with 1:;111':l I::W gd ul:'.ons
starry ice the grass and bare boughs ;

If Spring's vnluitm tings when she i:ml.has

Her first sweet kisses, have been dear to me ;

If no bright bird, insect, or gentle beast

T consciously have injured, but still loved

And cherish'd these my kindred ;—then forgive

This boast, beloved brethren, and withdraw

No portion of your wonted favour now. SHELLEY.

Ebening on Xahe Feman.
It is the hush of night, and all between
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet clear,
Mellow’d and mingling, yet distinctly seen,
Save darken'd Js ura, whose capt heights appear
Precipitonsly steep ; and drawing near,
There brealhes a living fragrance from the shore,
Of flowers yet fresh with childhood ; on the ear
Dropa the lig{lt drip of the suspended oar,
Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night carol more ;

He isan evening reveller, who makes
Hia life an infaney, and sings his fill ;

At intervals, some bird from out the brakes
Starts into voice a moment, then is still.
There seems a floating whisper on the hill,

But that is fancy, for the starlight dews
All silently their tears of love inatil,

Weeping themselves away, till they infuse

Deep into Nature's breast the spirit of her hues.

Ye stars! which are the poetry of heaven |
If in your bright leaves we would read the fats
Of men and empires—'tis to be forgiven,
That in our aspiratione to be great,
Our destinies o'erleap their mortal state,
And claim a kindred with you ; for ye are
A beauty and a mystery, and create
Iu ue such love and reverence from afar,

That fortune, fame, power, life, have named themselves
a star,
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All heaven and earth are still—though not in sleep,
But breathlees, aa we grow when feeling moat ;

And silent, as we stand in thoughta too eea:—-
All heaven and earth are still: from the high host
Of stars, to the lull'd lake and mountain-const,

All is concentred in a life intense,
‘Where not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost,

But hath a part of being, and a sense

Of that which is of all Creator and defence.

Then stirs the feeling infinite, so felt
In solitude, where we are leasf alone ;
A truth, which through our being then doth melt,
And purifies from self: it is a tone
The soul and source of music, which makes knowu
Eternal harmony, and eheds a charm,
Like to the fabled Cytherea's zone,
Binding all things with beauty ;—'t would disarm
The spectre Death, had he substantial power to harm.
Not vainly did the early Persian make
His altar the high places, and the
OF earth-o'erguzing mountains, and thus take
A fit and unwnlf'd temple, there to seek
The Sgi.rit in whose honour shrines are weak,
Uprear’ of human hauds. Come, and compare
Columna and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek,
With nature’s realms of worship, earth and air ;
Nor fix on fond abodes to circumacribe thy Pl‘&gﬂr !
TEON.

@he Algs at Bagbreah,
Tae sunbeams streak the azure skies,
And line with light the mountain's brow ;
With hounds and horns the hunters rise,
And chase the rosbuck throogh the snow.

The goats wind slow their wonted way,
Up craggy eteeps and ridges rude,
Mark'd b gt-i\e wild wolf for his prey,
From degert cave or hanging wood.
And while the torrent thunders loud,
And as the echoing cliffs reply,
The huta peep o'er the morning cloud,
Perch'd like an eagle's nest on high, Boazns,
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Night Storm on the Figs.

Tae sky is changed !—and such a change ! Oh, vight,
And {bom, and darkness, ye are wondrous stroug,
Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light
Of a dark eye in woman! Far along,

From peak to peak, the mattlin
Leapa th‘:ﬁve th‘::endor : Not frgmao‘:?: moud,
But every mountain now hath found a 8,

And Jura answers, through her mis
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud !

And thia is in the night : Most glorious night!
Thou wert not sent for slumber! Let me be
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,—
A portion of the tempest and of thee!
How the lit lake shines, a phoaphoric sea,
Aund the big rain comes daneing to the earth |
And now again 'tis black,—and now, the gles
Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain-mirth,
As if they did rejoice o'er a young earthquake's birth,

51%.r mountaine, river, winds, lake, lightnings |' ye !
ith niﬁht, and cloods, and thunder, and a soul
To mnke these felt and feeling, well may be
Things that have made me watchful ; the far roll
Of your departing voices is the knoll
Of what in me is sleepless,—if I rest.
But where of ye, O tempesta! is the goal'l
Are ye like those within the human breast 1
Or do ye find at Jength, like eagles, some high ne];ﬂ
: TROM,

Summer Yongings,

An) my heart is weary waiting,
Waiting for the May—
Waiting for the pleasant rambles,
‘Where the fragrant hawthorn brambles,
With the woodbine alternating,
Scent the dewy way.
Ab ! my heart is weary waiting,
‘Waiting for the May.
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Ah ! my heart is sick with longing
Longing for the May— .
Longing to escape from study,
To the yonnE face fair and randdy,
And the thousand charms belonging
To the summer’s day,
Ah | my heart is sick with longing,
Longing for the May.
Ah! my heart is sore with sighing,
Bighing for the May—
%iribin for their sure returning,
en the summer beams are burning,
Hopes and flowera that, dead or dying
s thehwintar lay. h sighing, y
| my heart is sore with sighing,
Sighing for the May. c
Ah | my heart is pain'd with throbbing,
Throbbing for tEa May—
Throbbing for the sea-side billows,
Or the water-wooing willows;
Whers, in laughing and in sobbing
Glide the streams away.
Ah | my heart, my heart is throbbing,
Throbbing for the May.
‘Waiting sad, dejected, weary,
Waiting for the May.
grring goes by with wasted warnings,
con-lit evenings, sun-bright mornings ;
Bummer comes, yet dark and dreary
Life still ebbs away :
Man i8 ever wWeary, Weary,
Waiting for the May ! McCarray.

3u Bpril By,
Ary day the low-hung clonds have dropt
Their garner'd fulness down ;
All day that soft grey mist hath wrapt
Hill, valley, grove, and town.
There has not been a sound to-day
To break the calm of nature,
Nor motion, I might almost say,
Of life, or living creature ;
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Of waving bough, or warbling bird,
Or eattle faintly lowing :

T could have half-believed I heard
The leaves and blossoms growing.

I stood to hear—I love it well—
The rain’s continuons sound, .
Bmall drops, but thick and fast they fell,
Down straight into the ground,

For leafy thickness is not yet
Thwll:" nske:il breast t:r:crzap, L2
ough every drippin, och is

Wigh ahoorr.ya of t?ndgr green.

Ll
Bure, since I look’d at early morn,
Thoss honeysuckle buds
Have awell'd to double growth ; that thorn
Hath put forth larger studs ;

That lilac's eleaving cones have burst,
The milk-white flowers revealing ;

Even now, upon my senses tirst
Methinks their sweets are stealing.

The very earth, the steamy air,
Anlzallwithdﬁ'ngnnm ce rife ; ¢
grace an uty e where
Are fushing into lil;’a. b

Down, down they come—thoee fruitfnl stores !
Those earth-rejoicing drops !

A momentary delaoge pours,
Then thins, decreases, stops ;

And ere the dimples on the stream
Have circled out of sight,

Lo! from the west, a grtin gleam
Breaks forth, of amber light.

But yet behold—abrupt and loud
Comes down the glittering rain ;

The farewell of a passing cloud,
The fringes of her tram.

Cavesr. (Modernised.)
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Syguoncly of Syring,
Now that the winter’s gone, the earth hath loat
Her snow-white robes, and now no mora the frast
Candies the grass, or casts an icy cream
Upon the silver lake, or cr{atail atream ;
But the warm sun thaws the benumbédd earth,
And makes it tender ; gives a second birth
To the dead awallow ; wakes in hollow tres
The drowsy cuckoo, and the humble bee.
Now do a choir of chirping minstrels bring
In trinmph to the wo:l?l the youthful Spring:
The valleys, hills, and woods, in rich array,
Welcome the coming of the long'd-for May,

I >
The swallow, for a moment seen,
Skims in haste the village green ;
From the grey moor, on feeble wing,
The sereamivg plovers idly spring. '
Fraught with a transient onzan shower
If a clond should haply lour,
Sailing o’er the landscape dark,
Mute on a sudden is the lark ;
But when gleams the sun again,
O'er the pearl-besprinkled plain,
And from behind his watery veil
Looks through the thin-descending hail ;
She monnts, and, lessening to the sight,
Salutes the blithe retarn of light,
And high her tuneful track pursnes
'Mid the dim rainbow's ecatter'd hues.
Wazrox,

L]

Now Nature hangs her mantle green
On every blooming tres,

And spreads her sheets o' daisies white
Out o’er the grassy lea.

And lav'rocks wake the merry morr,
Aloft on dew;' wing ; £

The merle, in his noontide bower,
Makes woodland echoes ring
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The mavis wild, with many a nots,
Sings drowsy day to rest;

[n love and freedom they rejoice,
With care nor thrall opprest.

Now blooma thé lily by the bank,
The primrose down the brae ;
The hawthorn’s budding in the glen,
And milk-white is the slae, Burxe.

@he Wotre of Spring.

! 1 comg, I come! ye have call'd me long—

[ come o’er the mountains with light and eong |
Ye may trace my step o'er the waking earth
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth,
By the primrose-stars in the shadowy grass,

By the green leaves opening aa I pass.

T have breathed on the South, and the chestnut flowers,
By thousands, have burst from the forest-bowers,
And the ancient graves, and the fallen fanes

Are veil'd with wreaths on Italian plains j—
But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom,

To spenk of the ruin or the tomb!

I have look’d on the hills of the stormy North,

And the larch has hung sll his tassels forth,

The fisher is out on the sunny sea,

And the reindeer bounds throngh the pasture free,
And the pine hae a fringe of sgﬁer green,

And the moss looks bright where my foot hath been.

I have sent thre?cih the wood-paths a glowing sigh,
And eall'd out voice of the deep-blue sky ;
¥rom the night-bird's lay through tE;a starry-time,
In the groves of the soft Heeperian clime,

To the swan's wild note by the Iceland lakes,
"When the dark fir-branch into verdurs breaka.

From the streams and founta I have loosed the chain,
They are sweeping on to the silvery main,

They are flashing down from the mountain brows,
They are flinging o'er the forest boughs,

They are huratingm from their sparry caves,
And the earth resounds with the joy of waves |
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Bines foritten in Garlp Spring.

I granD a thousand blended notes
‘While in a grove I sat reclin'd,

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts
Bring sad thoughts to the mind.

To her fair works did Natura link
The human soul that through me ran ;
And much it grieved my heart to think
What man has made of man.

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower,
The periwinkle trail'd ita wreaths ; )
And ’tis my faith that every flower
Enjoys the air it breathes.

The birds around me hopp'd and play'd,
Their thoughts I cannot measure :—

But the least motion which they made,
It seem’d & thrill of pleasure.

The budding twigs spread out their fan
To catch the breezy air ;

And I must think, do all T can,
That there was pleasure there,

If this belief from heaven be sent,
If such be Nature's holy plan,
Have 1 not reason to lament
What man has made of man 1
WORDBWORTH.

Bome thouglts from Fbrond,

On, to be in Englan
Now that April's there,
And whoever wakes in England
Bees, some morning, UDAWArS,
That the lowest boughs and the brush-wood sheaf
Round the elm-trea bole are in tiny leaf ;

‘While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough
In England——now !
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And after April, when May follows,

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows—

Hark | where my blossom'd pear-tree in the hedge
Leaves to the field and scatters on the clover

Bloesoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s ed
That's the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice over,

Lest you should think he never could recapture

The first fine careless rapture |

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew

The buttercups, the littla children's dower,

Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower |

Browsiva.

Hluy.

Tarx came fair May, the fairest maid on ground,
Deck’d all with dainties of her season's pride,
And throwing flowers out of her lap around :
Upon two brethren's shouldera she did ride,
The Twins of Leda, which, on either side,
Supported her like to their sovereign queen,
| how all creatures laugh'd when her they spied,
And leap'd and danced as they had ravish'd been ;
And Cupid’s self about her flutter'd all in green.
SpENSER.

Song—on Fay Worning,

Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from the East, anyd lan.d‘:j:gth her
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose,

Hail bounteous May | that dost inspire

Mirth and youth, and warm desire ;

‘Woods and groves are of thy dressing,

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.
Thus we salute thee with our early song,
And welcome thee, and wish thee long.

N.
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3 Syring Song.

Bwarrow, swallow, hither wing,
Hither, swallow, bringing spring ;
From the Iake hath gone the teal,
TFled the widgeon from the stream,
Now no more our buntin;; woods
Hear the swooping merlin's scream ;
Come, thon dawn of summer, come,
Hither leaves and shadows bringing,
Bladed furrows—nested eaves,—
Bweetest songs the South is singing ;
Bringing violetse—bringing spring,
Hither, swallow, hither wing.

Bwallow, swallow, hither wing,
Dearest playmate of the spring ;
Come—the celandine no more
Dreads the gusty wrath of March,—
(Golden tassell’d is the birch,—
Pmerald fringes hath the larch ;—
Come, thou news of summer, come,
Trilla and hedge-row twitter ng bringing,
Quivering mountings of the lark,—
Bhrilleat songs the ousel's singing ;
Snowing ards, flight of spring,
Hither, swallow, hither wing.

Benwerr.

Spring Porning.
Swazr is the breath of Morn, her rising sweet,
With charm of earliest birds ; pleasant the sun,
When firet on this delightful land he spreada
His orient beams on herb, tree, fruit, and flower,
Glinerinﬁ with dew ; fragrant the earth
After soft showers ; and aweet the coming on
of Ttefnl Evening mild ;: then silent Night,
With thias ber solemn bird, and this fair m
And these the gema of heaven, her starry train.

MivTox,
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he Wosd Pane in Bpoiny.

T xxow a lane thick set with golden hroom,
‘Where the pale primroae and tall orchis bloom ;
And azure violets, lowly drooping, shed
Delicious perfiume round their mossy bed ;
And all the first-born blossoms of the year
That spring uncultured, bud and bloasom here.
Oh! tis a ovelg spot | high overhead
Gigantic oaks their lofty branches spread ;
The glossy ivy, the rich eglantine,
The ramblin i'sriony, and sweet woodbine,
Fling their fantastic wreaths from spray to spray,
And shower their treasures in the lap of May.
Here the blithe blackbird trills his matin song
Till woodland dells his bugle-notes prolong ;
And the gay linnet and the siry thrush
nsive whistle from the hawthorn bush ;

Near, though unseen, the lonely cuckoo floats,
And wakes the morn with his complaining notes ;
Here the shy partridge leads her, yellow brood,
And the majeatic pheasant from the wood
No longer dreads the cruel fowler's f“"
But sports his gorgeous plumage in the sun.
"Tie passing sweet to rove these woodland bowers,
When the young sun haa shed on leaves and flowers
A tender glory, and the balm, thorn
Bpreads hia white banner to the breath of morn—
Sporting a coronal of living light,
Strung from the dewdrops of the weeping night.
"Tis aweet to tracs the footstepa of the spring
O'er the green earth—to see ber lightly fling
Her flowery wreaths on Nature's breathing shrine,
And round the hoary woods ber garlande twine;
To hear her voice in every ing breeze
That atirs the new-born fol on the trees.
*Tis sweet to hear the songs of birds arise

At “rl{a dawn—ta gaze on clondless skies—
To scatter round you, as you lightly pass,
A ::cllm‘l;.{o of diamonds from euchhl; 5 e of 'g-ordn,n;
And while your footsteps prees the de
“To look tgrongh Nature up to Nnttu:{ God.”

Mary Howirr,
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Song om Sgring Hlorm,
THE year's at the spring,
And day's at the morn ;
Morning’s at seven ;
The hill-side’s dew-pearl'd.
The lark’s on the wing ;
The snail's on the thorn ;
God's in his heaven—
All’s right with the world ! Browwing.

Sgring and Summer,

GraceruLLY, gleefully, t.ripiingly go
O’er the bright mountaina the fawn and the roe;
J nﬁrfully, tunefully, lovingly amtg
,ﬁ the aweet b'f 1; in ty"lfehﬁ“ B; the spring,.

opefully, carefully, joyfully she
Beatters {uar smiles o’ilr the mountains and lea,
Bummer descenda like a Bridegroom, whose glow
Crimsona the blossoms the spring bade to blow ;
Bpring ia his bride, and she sita at hia feet,
‘g.i.l’ in his glory, but ruling him sweet. = Harnis,

Summer,
THEN came the jolly Summer, being dight
In a thin silken cassock colour'd greene,
That was unlynéd all, to be more light :
And on his head a girlond well beseene
He wore, from which as he had chauffed been
The swesat did drop ; and in his hand he bore,
A bowe and shaftes, as he in forrest greene
Had hunted late the Libbard or the Bore,
And now would bathe his limbs with labor hBeat-ed BoTe.
PENBER,

Sommer—=Early Woming, |
'T18 morn, but yet the full and cloudless moon
Pours from her atarry urn a chaaten'd light ;
"Tis but a little apace beyond the noon—
. The atill, delicious noon of summer’s night ;
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Forth from my home I take an early flight,
Down the lone vale pursne my devious way,
Bound o'er the meadows with a keen delight,
Brush from the forest leaves the dewy spray,
And scale the toilsome steep, to watch the kindling day.

The lark is up disdaioful of the earth,

Exulting in hie airy realm on high ;
His song, profuse in melody and mirth,

Malkes vocal all the region of the sky ;

The moor-cock, star with a sudden cry,
Springs from beneath my feet ; and, as I pass,

The sheep re me with an earnest eye,
Ceaaing to nibble at the scanty grass,
And scour the barren waste in one tumultuous mass.

Bat lo, the stars are waning, and the dawn

Blushes and burns athwart the east ;—behold,
The early sun, behind the upland lawn,

Looks o'er the summit with a front of gold ;

Back from his beaming brow the mista are roll'd,
And as he climbs the crystal tower of morn,

Rocks, woods, and glens their shadowy depths unfold ;
The trembling dewa grow brighter on tge thorn,
And Nature smiles as fresh as if but newly born,

@od of the boundless universe | 1 come
To hold communion with myself and Thee |
And though excess of beauty makes me dumb,
My thoughts are eloquent with all I see;
My foot 18 on the mountains—I am free,
And buoyant as the winds that round me blow,
My dreams are sunny as yon !})lemt lea,
And tranquil as the pool that sleeps below ;
While, circling round my heart, a poet'a raptures glow.

Oh, glorious summer! what a sight is here,
To wean the heart from selfishness and care |
Where the vaat prospect, briﬁht, distinet, and clear,
Looks up in silence through the stainless air;
The moorlands rre behind me, bleak and bare,
A rude and trackless wilderness of land ;
Beneath me lie the vales, calm, rich, and fair,
With Alpine summits rising on each hand ;
And stretching far before, the peopled plains ;':pmd.
RINCE.
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3 Summer Bug.

" I7 is & sultry day ; the sun has drunk

The dew that lay upon the morning grass ;

There is no rustling in the lofty elm

That canopies my dwelling, and ita shade

Bearce cools me. All is silent, save the faint

And interru murmur of the

Settling on the sick flowers, and then again

Instantly on the wing. The planta around

Feel the too potent fervours ; the tall maize

Rolls uLit.n long green leaves ; the clover droops

Its tender foliage, and declines its blooms,

But far in the fierco sunshine tower the hills,

With all their growth of woods silent and stern,

As if the scorching heat and dazzling light

‘Were but an element they loved. ]gngit clouds,

Motionlesa pillars of the brazen heaven—

Their bases on the mountains—their white tops

Bhining in the far ether—fire the air

‘With a reflected radiance, and make turn

The gnzer's eye away. For me, I lie

Launguidly in the shade, where the thick turf

Yet virgin from the kisses of the suo,

Retains some freshneas, and 1 woo the wind

That still del:fl its coming. Why so slow,

Gentle and voluble spirit of the air ?

Oh come and breathe upon the fainting earth

Coolness and life, Is it that in the caves

He hears me 1 Bee, on yonder woody ridgs,.

The pine is bending his proud top, and now

Among the nearer groves, chestnut and oalk

Are tossing their green bonghs about, He comes !

Lo, where the grassy meadow runs in waves !

The deep distressful silence of the scene

Breaks up with mingling of nnnumber'd sounds

And universal motion. He is come,

Bhaking a shower of blossoms from the shrubs,
bearing on their fragrance ; and he brings

Music of birds and rustling of young boughs,

And sound of swaying branches, and the voice

Of distant waterfalls. All the o herbs

Are stirring on his breath: a thousand flowery,

By the mug-aide and borders of the brook,
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Nod to each other; glossy leaves

Are f:?nykling in the sun, as if the dew

‘Were on them yet, and silver waters break

Into small waves and sparkle as he comea.
Bryaxsr.

Zummer Hoon.

Tae mid-day hour of twelve the clock counts o'er,
A sultry stillness lulls the air asleep ;

The very {'uzz of flies is heard no mors,
Nor faintest wrinkles o'er the waters creep.

_Like one large sheet of glass the waters shine,
flecting on their face thell:ot sunbeam ;

The very their sportive play declive,
Beeking the willow-shadows 'side the stream.
And, where the hawthorn branches o'er the pool,

The little bird, forsaking song and nest,
Flutters on dri ppini:wiga his linba to eool,
And splashes in the stream his burning breast,
Oh, free from thunder, for & sudden shower,
To cherish nature.in this noon-day hour !
Crane,

Poto stoeet at Summer's Yoon to sit and Fluee,

"How sweet, at summer’s noon, to sit and muse
Beneath the shadow of some ancient elm !

While at my feet the mazy streamlet flows

In tuneful lapse, laving the flowers that bend
To kiss its tide ; while sport the fiuny throng
On the emooth surface of the crystal depths

In silvery cirelets, or in shallowe lea

That sparkle to the sunbeam’s trembling glare,
Around the tiny jets, where humid bells

Bresk as they form, the water-spiders weave,
Brisk on the eddying pools, their coaseless dance,
The wild-bee winda horn, loat in the cups
Of honey'd flowers, or sweeps with ample curve ;
While o'er the summer’s lap is heard the hum
Of countless insects aporting]on the wing,
Inviting sleep. .And from the leafy woods

One varying song of bursting joy ascends:

Grzseie



FOEMS OF NATDURE,

Sammer's Ebe.

CreAR bad the day been from the dawn,
All chequer'd was the sky,

Thin clouds, like scarfs of cobweb lawn,
Veil'd heaven’s most glorious eye.

The wind had no more strength than this,
That leisurely it blew,

To make one leaf the next to kiss,
That closely by it grew.

The flowers, like brave embroider'd girls,
Look'd as they most desired,

To see whose head with orient pearls
Most curiously was tyred,

The rills that on the pebbles play'd,
Might now be heard at vn.lr i

This world the ouly music made,
Else every thing was still.

Anud to itself the subtle air
Buch sov'reignty assumes,
That it received too large a share
From Nature’s rich perfumes.
Deayrox.

@he Glndness of ¥auture,

I8 this a time to be cloudy and sad,
‘When our mother, Nature, langhs around ;
‘When even the deep blue heavens look glad,
And gladness breathes from the blossoming ground ?

.

There are notes of joy from the hang-bird and wren,
And the gossip o'}' swallows throu g]: all the sky ;
The grouund-squirrel gaily chirps byghis den,
And the wilding bee hums merrily by.

The clonds are at play in the azure spacs,

And their shadows at play on the bright green vale ;
And bere they stretch to the frolic chase,

And there they roll on the easy gale.
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There's a dance of leaves in that aspen bower,
There's & titter of winds in that n tree,

There's a smile on the fruit, and a smile on the flower,
And a laogh on the brook that runs to the sea.

And look at the broad-faced sun, how he smiles
On the dewy earth, that smiles in his ray,
On the leaping waters and ?y young isles ;
Ay, look, and he'll smile thy gloom away.
BeraxT,

S atomn,

Tae Summer-lower has run to seed
And yellow is the 'woodland bough ;
And every leaf of bush and weed
Is tipt with Autumn’s pencil now.

The woodbine-trees red berries bear,
That clustering hang upon the bower ;
While, fondly lingering here and there,
Peepa out a dwindling, sickly flower.
The trees’ gny leaves are turnéd brown,
By every little wind undress'd ;
..&.ndy as they flap and whistle down,
‘Wea see the bird's deserted nest.

No thrush or blackbird meets the eye,
Or fills the ear with summer’s strair ;
They but dart out for worm and fly,
en silent seek their rest again.

Beside the brook, in misty blue,
Bilberries glow on tendrils wenk.t

Where many a bare foot splashes through,
The pulpy, juicy prize to seek :

For "tis the rustic boy's delight,
Now Autumn's sun so warmly gleams,
And these ripe berries tempt his sight,
To dabble in the shallow streams.

And oft his rambles we may trace,
Delved in the mud his printing feet,
Aund oft we meet a chubby face
All ataindd with the berriea sweet.
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"Fis lovely now to turn one’s eye,
The changing face of heaven to mind )
How thin-spun clouds glide awiftly by
‘While lurking storma slow move behi

Now sunua are clear, now clouds pervade,
Each moment.changed, and changed again ;
And first a light, and then a ghade,
Bwift glooms and brightens o'er the plain,

Hark ! started are some lonely strains:
The robin-bird is urged to aing ;
Of chilly evening he complains,
And, dithering, droops his ruffled wing.
Blow o'er the wood the puddock sails;
And mournful, as the storms arise,
His feeble note of sorrow wails
To the unpitying, frowning skies,
More coldly blows the Autumn breeze ;
Old Winter grivs a hlast between ;
The north-winds rise and strip the trees,
And desolation shuts the scepe.
Crase

13,

Toe lark is singing in the blinding sky,
Hedges are wlg:: with May, The bridegroom sea
Is toying with the shore, his wedded bride,
And, in the fulnesa of his marriage joy,
He decoratea her tawny brow with slells,
Retires a 5 to ses how fuir she laoks,
Then proud, runs up to kiss her. All is fair—
All glad, from grass to sun! Yet more I love
Than thig, the s inking day, that sometimes comes
Ta Wiater's front, so fair 'mong its dark peers
It seems a straggler from the files of June,
Which in its wanderinga had lost ite wits
And half ita beanty ; and, when it return’d,
Fiuding its old companions gone away,
It join'd November's troop, then marching past ;
And go the frail thing comes, and greets the world
‘With a thin arazy smile, then bursata in tears,
And all the while it holds within its hand .
A few halfiwither'd flowers. I love and pity it!

ALEX. SMITR
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To Jutarm,

Bxasox of mists and mellow fruitfuloess !
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ;
Couspiring with him how to lvad and bless
With fruit, the vines thut round thethatch-eavesrun
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,
And fill all fruit with ripenesa to the cove ;
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
With a sweet kernel 7 to set bud.ling more,
And still more, later flowers for the Lees,
Uutil they think warm days will never cease,
For summer has o’er-brimm’d their clammy cells.

‘Who hath not seen thee oft beneath thy stare ]
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
Thee sitting careless on & ry floor,
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wiad ;
As on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep,

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook
Spares the next awnth and all its twindd flowera ;
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep

Bteady thy laden head across a brook ;
Or by a cider-press, with patient look,
Thou watcheat the last oozings, houra by hours.

Where are thesongs of Spring ! Ay, where are they {
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,
While barr’d clouds bloom the softly-dying day,
And tounch the stubble-plains with rosy hue ;
Then in & wailful choir the amall gnats mourn
Among the river sallows, borne aloft
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And fuﬁ grown lambs Toud bleat from hilly bourn ;
Hedge-crickets sing ; and now with treble soft,
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft,
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies,

Erits
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S Butamn Yomning,

Taeere is & beautiful spirit breathing now

Its mellow richness on the cluster’d trees,

And, from a beaker full of richest dyes,

Pouriog new glory o the Autumn w

And dipping in warm light the pillar’d clouds.

Morn on the mountain, like a summer bird,

Lifts up her purple wing, and in the vales

The gentle wind, a sweet and passionate wooer,

Kisaes the blushing leaf, and stirs up life

Within the soleran woods of ash deep-crimson’d,

And silver beech, and mnple yellow-fuud

‘Where Autumn, like a faint old man, sits down

By the wayside a-weary, Through the trees

The goldeu robin moves, The purple finch,

That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds,

A winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle,

And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud

From cottege roofa the warbling blue-bird sings,

And merrily, with oft-repeated stroke,

Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail.
LoNaFELLOW,

An Aotomn Ebening.

Tae winds breathe low ; the withering leaf
Scarce whispers from the tree,
Bo gently flows the parting breath
en good men cease to be.

And now, above the dews of night,
The yellow star appears ;

So faith springs in the heart of those
Whose eyes are bathed in tears.

But soon the morning’s happier light
Its glory ghall restore

And eyelids that are seal'd in death
8 wake to close no more.
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@riober,

Ocroser skies are misty, cool and gray,
The stubbles emptied of their latest aheaf,
The meadow of its mounda ; a noble grief
Has beautified the woods in their decay ;
How many colours on the falling leaf
Encurtaining onr solemn hills to-day,
b ‘thoae g_fwriuoonria hush’d and wintry brief.
nly a robin sings from suy ¥,
Amf Night lendls'up her pnla-g:lnd moon, and spills
‘White mist around the hollows of the-hills,
Phantoms of firth or lake ; the peasant sees
His cot and stackyard, with the homestead trees,
In-islanded ; but no vain terror thrills
Hia perfect harvesting ; he sleeps st eass,
ALuINGHAM,

3 Winder Wight.

How beautiful this night! the balmiest sigh,
Which vernal zephyrs breathe in evening's ear,
Were discord to the speaking quietuda
That wraps this moveless scene. Heaven's ebon vanlt,
Btudded with stars unutterably bright,
Beems like a canopy which love has spread
To curtain her sleeping world. Yon gentle hills,
Robed in a garment of untrodden snow ;
Yon darksome rocks, whenes icicles depend,—
8o stainless, that their white and glitterin ?ireu
Tinge not the moon's pure beam ; yon mﬁe steep,
‘Whose bauner ban o'er the time-worn tower
8o idly, that rapt fancy deemeth it
A mataphor of pence ; all form a scene
‘Where musing solitude might love to lift
Her soul above this sphere of earthliness;
‘Where silence, undisturb'd, might watch alone,
Bo cold, so bright, so still,

SHELLEY.
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Picture of Whinder,

LasTLY cnme 'Winter, clothed all in frieze,
Chatt'ring hia teeth for cold that Jid him chill |
‘Whilet on his hoary beard his breath did freeze.
And the dull drops that, from his purpled bill,
Asg from a limbeck, did adown distil :
In his right hand a tim)e:l stafl he held,
With which his feehle steps he stayed atill ;
For he was faint with cold, and weak witheld ;
That searce his looséd limbs he able was to weld.
- SPENEER.

ht Srofo Shotwer,

8raxp here by my side, and turn, T pm;
On the ln]]:zbeﬁ}w th,y gentle e’ymf g o

The clouds hang over it,hhenvy and gray,
And dsrk and silent the water lies :

And out of that frozen mist the snow

In wavering flakes begins to flow ;

Flake nlﬂr flake,
They sink in the dark and silent juke.

Bee how, in a living swarm, they come

From the chambers beyond that misty veil ;
Bome hover awhile in air, and some

Rush prone from the sky like summer hail,
All, dropping ewiftly or settling slow,
Meet, and are still in the depth below :

Flake after flake,

Dissolved in the dark and silent lnke.

Here, delicate snow-stars, out of the clond
Come flonting downward in airy play,
Like spangles dropp’d from the glistening crowd
That whiten by night the Milky Way :
There, broader and burlier mnsses fall,
The sullen waters bury them all :
Flake after flaks
All drown'd in the dark and silent lake.
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And some, as on tender wings they glide |

From their chilly birth-cloud, dim and gray,
Are join'd in their fall, and side by side

Come clinging along their unsteady way :
:{:{l‘iaud with friend, or husband with wifs,

es hand in hund the nge of life,
Each w:.-;tetip:l‘:itage )

Soon sinks in the dark but silent lake,

Lo ! while we are gazing, in ewifter haste
Strenth down the enows till the air ia white
As myriads, b{ myriads madly chased,
They fling themselves from their shadowy height.
The fair, frail creatures of middle sky,
What speed they make with the grave so nigh :
Flake after flake,
To liein the dark nnd silent lake |

1 mee in thy gentle eyes a tear:

They turn to me in sorrowful thought ;
Thon thinkest of friends, the good and dear,
‘Who were for a time, and now are not ;
Like these fair children of clou and frost,
That glisten a moment and then are lost j

: Flake after flake
"Alllost in the dark aud silent lake,

Yet look again, for the clourls divide :

A gleam of blue on the water lies ;
And far away on the mountain side

A sunbeam falls from the opening skies,
But the harrying host that flew between
The cloud and the water no more is seen 3

Flake after flake
At rest in the dark and silent lake.
BrraxnT,

e —

@he Bead Told Hear,

Tre warm sun is failing, the bléak wind is wailing,

The bare boughs are sighing, the pale flowers are dying,
And the year

On the earth her death-bed, in a shroud of leaves dead,
Is lying.
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Come, montha, come away,
From November to May,
In your saddest array ;
Follow the bier
Of the dead cold year,
And like dim shadows watch by her sepulchre,

The chill rain is fulling, the nipt worm is crawling,
The rivers are ewelling, the thunder ia knelling
For the year;
The blithe swallows are flown, and the lizards each gone
To hia dwelling ; _
Come, months, come away ;
Put on white, black, and gray,
Let your light sisters play—
Yo, follow the bier
Of the dead cold year,
And make her grave green with tear on tear.
SHELLET,

Gurly Babon.
Tae point of one white star ia quivering still
Deep in the orange light of widening morn,
Beyoud the Pul‘;pf: mountains ; throngh & chasm
Of wind-divided mist, the darker lake '
Reflecta it. Now it wanes: it gleams again
Asg the waves fade, and as the Eurning shreds
Of woven clond unravel in pale air:
*Tia logt | and through yon peaks of clond-like snow
The roseate sunlight quivers: hear I not
The Aolian music of her sea-green plumes

‘Winnowing the crimson dawn 1 BEELLEY.
Horning-Sonyg.
Harg!—hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings,
And Pheebus "gins arise,

His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced Aowera that lies ;
And, winking, Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes ;
‘With every thing that pretty bin :
My lady sweet, arise ;
ise, arise | BEARESPEARE
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Bagbreak.
L

Dar had awaken'd all things that be,
The lark, and the thrush, and the swallow free,
And the milkmaid’s song, and the mower's scythe,
And the matin-bell, and the mountain bee:
Fire-flies were quench'd on the dewy corn,
Glow-worms went out on the river's brim ;
Like lainps which a student forgets to trim :
The beetle forgot to wind his horn
The crickets wers still in the meadow and hill:
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer’s gun,
Night's dreams and terrors, evel“-yh one,

from the brains which are their prey,
From the lamp's death to the morning ray.

SeELLEY.

n

Sex, the day ns to break,

And the light shoots like a streak

Of subtle fire ; the wind blows cold

While the morning doth unfold :

Now the birda begin to rouse,

And the squirrel from the boughs

Leaps, to ﬁet him nuts and fruit ;

The early lark, that erst was mute,

Carola in the rising day

Many a note and many a lay.
Bravmosr and FrLercEER..

IIIL.

Bez, love ! what envious streaks
Do lace the lereﬂngbclouda in yonder eust |
Night's candles are burnt out,—and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain topa !
SHAKESPEARE.
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Sanrise,

‘WaAT soul was his, when, from the naked top

Of some bold headland, he beheld the sun

Rise up and hathe the world in light 7 He look'd—

Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth,

And ocean's liquid mass, beneath him lay

In gladuoess and deep joy. The clouds were toueh',

And in their silent El.ces could he read

Unutterable love. Sonnd needed none,

Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank

The spectacle ; sensation, soul, and form,

All melted into him ; they swallow'd up

His animal beiuﬁ; in them did he live,

And by them did he live ; they were his life.

In such acceas of mind, in such high hour

Of visitation, from the living God,

Thought was not; in enjoyment it expired.

No thanks he breathed, he preferr'd no request ;

Rapt into still communion that transcends

The imperfect offices of prayer and praise,

His mind was a thanksgiving to the power

That made him ! it was blessedness and love !
WoeRDSWORTH.

Worning,

Ix 'eustom'd glory bright, that morn the sun

Rose, visiting the :aﬂi with light, and heat,

And joy ; and acem'd as full of youth, and strong
To mount the steep of heaven, ns when the stara

Of morning sung to his first dawn, and nighs

Fled from his face ; the apacious sky received

Him, blushing as a brille when on her looks

The bridegroom ; and, spread out benenth his eye,
Earth smiled. Up to his warm embrace the dews,
That all night long had wept hia absence, flew ;
The herbs and flowera their fragrant stores unlock'd,
And gave the wanton breeze that, newly woke,
Revell'd in sweets, nod from its wings shook health,
A thousand grateful amells ; the joyous wood
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Dried in his beams their locks, wet with the drops

Of night ; and all the sor:s of music sung

Their matin song—from arliour’d bower the thrush

Concerting with the lark that hymn'd on high,

‘On the green hill the flocks, and in the vale

The herds, rejoiced ; and, light of heart, the hind

?«! amorously the milkmaid aa she pass'd,

ot heedless, though she look'd another way.

Izdtrtaﬂt.

11.

Wise’'p Morning’s come ; and now, upon the plains
And distant mountains, where they feed their flocks,
The happy shepherda leave their homel{;wta
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born day.
The lusty ewain comes with his well-611"d acrip
Of healthful viands, which, when hunger calls,
With much content and appetite he eats,
To follow in the field his daily toil,
And dress the grateful glebe that yields him fruits,
The beaats, that under the warm edfu slept,
And weather'd out the cold bleak night, are up;
And, looking towards the neighliouring pastures, raise
Their voice, and bid their fellow-brutes good-morrow,
The cheerful birds, too, on the tops of trees,
Assemble all in choirs ; and with their notes
Salute and weleome up the rising sun.

Orwar.

Blelodies of Womming,

Bur who the melodies of Morn can tell 1
The wild brook babbling down the mountain side ;
The lowing herd ; the sheepfold's simple bell ;
The pipe of early shepherd, dim descried
In the lone valley ; echoing far and wide
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above ;
The hollow murmur of the ocenn-tide ;
The hum of bees, the linnet's lay of love,
And the full choir that wakes the universal grove.



78

POEMS OF NATURE.

The eotf urs at earl Eilgrim bark ;
Crown'd with her pail the trippinﬁ milkmaid sings ;
The whistling ploughman stalks afield ; and, bark !
Down the rough slope the ponderous waggon rings ;
Through rustling corn the hare astonish'd springs §
Blow tolls the village-clock the drowsy hour ;
The partridge bursta away on whirring wings,
Deep mourns the turtle in sequeater'd bower,
And shrill lark carols clear from her a#rial tour,
BratnE,

Worn and Poom.

HacearD and chill, as a lost ghost, the Morn,
‘With hair unbraided, and unsandall'd feat,

Her colourlesa robe like a poor wandering smoke—
Moved feeblzun the heavens, and in her arms

A shadowy en heavily bore ; soon fading

In a dark rain, through which the sun arose

Scarce visible, and in his orb confused.

There was a slumb’rous silence in the air,

By noontide's sultry murmurs from withont

Made more oblivioua. Not a pipe was heard

From field or wood ; but the grave beetle’s drone

Pass'd near the entrance ; once the cuckoo eall'd

O'er distant meads, and once a horn began

Melodious plaint, then died away. A sound

Of murmurous music Eet. was on the breeze,

For silver gnats that harp on glaaay atrings,

And rise and fall in sparkling clouds, sustain’d

Their dizzy dances o'er the seething meada.H
ORNE.

Yoo,

Noox descends around me now :
'Tia the noon of Autumn's glow,
When a soft and purple mist
Like s vap'rous amethyst,
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Qur anhnir-lcg?olvéd star
ingling light and fragrance, far
From uﬁa curved horizon's bound,
Fills the overflowing sky ;
And the plains that silent lie
Underneath ; the leaves unsodden
‘Wherae the infant frost has trodden
‘With his morning-winged feet,
‘Whose bright print is gleaming yet ;
And the red and golden vines
Piercing with their trellie'd lines
The rough, dark-skirted wilderness ;
The dun aud bladed grass no less,
Pointivg from this hoary tower
In the windless air; the fower
Glimmering at my feet ; the line
Of the olive-sandall'd Appenine
In the south dimly islanded ;
Aud the Alps, whose snows are
High between the clouds and sun ;
And of living thiugs each one ;
And my spirit which so long
Darken’d this awift stream of song, |
[nterpenetrated lie,
By the glory of the sky.

s BHELLEY,

The Sunsed.

' He walk'd along the pathway of a field,

‘Which to the east a hoar-wood shadow'd o'er,

But to the west was open to the sky.

There now the sun had sunk, but lines of gold

Huog on the ashen clouds, and on the pointa

Of the far level grass and nodding flowers,

And the old dnn%lelion‘s hoary beard

And, mingled with the shades of twili ht, lay

On the brown massy woode ; and in the enst

The broad aud burning moon lingeringly rose

Between the black trunks of the crowded trees,

While the faint stars were gathering overhead,
SHYLLET,
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Tinilight.

! T Love thee, Twilight ! as thy shadows rofl,
The calm of evening ateals upon my sonl,
Sublimely tender, solemnly serene,
Btill as the hour, enchanting as the scene.
I love thee, Twilight ! for thy gleams impart
Their deur, their dying influence to my heart,
‘When o'er the harp of thought thy passing wind
Awakens ull the music of the mind,
And joy aud sorrow, as the spirit burna,
And hope and memory sweep the chords by turns,
‘While contempl.ition, on seraphic win
Mounts with the fliwe of sacrifice, and sings,
Twilight! I love thee ; let thy glooms incregse,
Till every feeling. every pulse, is peace,
Blow from the sky the light of day declines,
Clearer within, the duwn of glory shines,
Revealing, in the hour of Nature's rest,
A world of wonders in the poet’s breast ;
Deeper, O Twilight! then thy shadows roll,—
An awfu] vision opens on my soul.

MoNTGOMERY,

Gustern Tnilight.

It ia the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale’s high note is heard ;
It ia the hour when lovers' vowa
Seem aweet in every whisper'd word ;
And gentle winda and waters uear,
Make music to the lonely ear,
Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the stars are met,
And on the wave ia deeper blue,
And on the leaf a browner hue,
Anpd in the heaven that clear obecure,
So softly dark, and darkly pure,
Which follows the decline of day,
As twilight melts beneath the moon away.
Ereon,
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.

&bening.

L

Coue, Evening, once again, season of penes ;

Return, eweat Evening, and continue long!

Methinks I eee thee in the streaky weast,

‘With matron step slow moving, while the Night

Treads on thy sweepiug train ; one hand employ'd

In Jetting fall the curtain of repose

On bird and beast, the other charged for man

With sweet oblivion of the cares of day :

Not sumptuously adorn'd, nor needing aid,

Like homely-featured Night, of clustering gems ;

A star or two, just twinkling on thy brow,

Suffices thee ; save that the moon is thine

No less than hers, not worn indeed on hig’h

With ostentatious pageantry, but set

With modest grandeur in thy purple zone,

Resplendent less, but of an ampler round.
CowPER.

1.

Waex eve is purpling cliff and cave,
Thoughta of the heart, how soft ye fluw |
Not softer on the western wave
The golden lines of sunset glow.

Then all by chance or fate removed,
Like spirits, crowd upon the eye ;
The few we liked, the one we loved,
And the whole heart is memory :

And life is like a fading flower,
Its beauty dying as we gaze ;
Yet as the shadows round ua lower,
Heaven pouxs above a brighter blage. Cao
AQLT.
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I

Tre sun is set, ; the swallows are asleep, |
The bats are flitting fast in the gray air;
The slow soft toads out of damp corners creep ;
And evening's breath, wandering here and thers
Over the quivering surface of the stream,
Wakes not one ripple from its summer dream.

There are no dews on the dry grasa to-night,
Nor damp within the shadow of the trees;
The wind is intermitting, dry, and light ;
And in the inconstant motion of the breeza
The dust and atraws are driven up and down,
And whirl'd about the pavement of the town.

The chasm in which the sun has sunk, is shut
By darkest barriers of enormous cloud
Like mountain over mountain huddled—but
Growiug and moving upwards in a crowd,
And over it a space of watery blue,
‘Which the keen evening star is shining through.
=% SHELLEY,

@he Ebening Hour,

Sweer Evening hour ! sweet Evening hour !
That ealma the air and shuta the flower ;
That brings the wild-bee to ita nest—

The infant to its mother’s breast,

Sweet hour! that bids the labourer cease,
That givea the weary team release,

And leads them home, and crowns them there
With rest and shelter, food and care.

O season of soft sounds and hues,

Of twilight walks among the dews ;
Of feelings ealm and converse sweet,
And thonghts too shadowy to repeat !

Yes, lovely hour ! thoun art the time
When feelings flow and wishes climb ;
When timid souls begin to dave,

And God receives and answers prayer.
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Then, trembling, through the dewy skies,
Look out the stars, like thoughtful ayes
Of angels, calm mliniu% there,

And gazing on the world of care,

Bweet hour | for heavenly musing made,

‘When Isnac walk’'d and David pray'd ;

When Abraham's offering God did own,

Axnd Jesus loved to be alone, Axon,

@ he Goening Shy.

O Evevixg grey ! how oft have I admired
Thy airy tapestry, whose radiance fired
Tha %lowing minstrels of the olden time,
Unatil their very souls flow'd forth in rhyme|
And I have listen’d till my epirit grew
Familiar with their deathless strains, and drew
From the same source some portion of the glow
‘Which fill'd their apirits, when from earth below
They seann'd thy golden imagery. AndI
Have consecrated fhee, bright Evening Sky,
iliy fount of inspiration : and I fling

y apirit on thy clouda—an offering
To the great deity of dying day,
Wha hath transfused o'er thee his purple ray.

JusN BeTHUXE.

@The Ehening Cloud,

A oLovp lay cradled near the setting sun,

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow :
Long had I wateh'd the glory moving on

Q'er the still radiance of the lake below.

Tranquil its epirit seem’d, and floated slow !
Even in its very. motion there wns rest:

‘While every breath of wind that chanced to blow
Wafted the traveller to the beauteous weat.
Emblem, methought, of the departed soul,

To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given ;
And by the breath of mercy made to roll

Right onwards to the ﬁolden gates of heaven,
‘Where, to the eye of faith, it peaceful lies,

And tells to man hie glorious destinies, WiLsox.
=}

F 3
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Hloonrise,
Boixvi‘llltbeltgnhoonnndnll h;:-tnnbo hl::l:;
smiling light proclaims her o'er yon hill ;
Slowly she raises up her radiant -phe{u,

And stillnees at her smils becomes more still.

My heart forgets all thonght of human ill,
And man seems happy as hia place of birth ;

All things that y1elfl him joy my spirit 1l
With kindred joy ! and even én humblest mirth
Beems at this peaceful hour Lo beautify the vgrurt.h

ILBON.

@The Waning Foom,
—AxD like a dying lady, lean and pale,
Who totters forth,g wrapt in a gandy veil,
Out of her chamber, 1 the insane
And feeble wanderings of her faded brain,
The moon arose upon the murky earth,
A white and shapeless maas. BneLrey,

@o the Floom,

O Moox! old boughs lisp forth a holier din

The while they feel thine airy fellowship.

Thou dost. bless everywhere, with silver lip

Kissing dead things to life. The sleeping kine,

Couch’d in thy brightness, dream of fields divine :

Innumerable mountains rise, and rise

Ambitious for the hallowing of thine eyes;

And yet thy benediction passeth not

One obscure hiding-place, one little spot

Where pleasure may be sent : the nested wren

Has thy fair face within its tranquil ken,

And from beneath a sheltering ivy leaf

Takes glimpses of thee ; thou art a relief

To the poor patient oyster, where it nlaer

Within its pearly house :—The mighty deeps,

The monstrous sea, is thine—the myriad eea!

O Moon ! fars ing Ocean bows to thee,

And Tellus feels her forehead’s cumbrous load.
Eears.
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Hofo beantiful the Queen of Fight.

How beanutiful the Queen of Night, on high

Her way pursuing among scatter'd clouds,

‘Where, ever and anon, her hend she shrouds,

Hidden from view in dense obecurity.

Bat look, and to the watchful eys

A bright'ning edge will indicate, that soon

‘We shall behold the struggling moon

Break forth—again to walk the clear blue sky.
‘WoRDEWORTH.

& Hight Piece.

TxE sky is overcast
‘With a continuous eloud of texture, closs,
Heavy, and wan, all whiten'd by the Moon,
Which through that veil is indistinctly seen,
A dull, contracted circle, yieldin li?h
So feebly spread, that not a shadow falls,
Chequering the ground—from rock, plant, tree, or
tower.
At length a pleasant, instantaneous gleam
Startles the pensive traveller while he treads
His lonesome path, with unobserving eye
Bent earthw: He looks up—the clouds are split
Agunder, and above hia head he seea
The clear Moon, and the glory of the heavens ;
There, in a black-blue vault, she sails along,
Follow'd by multitudes of stars, that, emall,
And sharp, and bright, along the dark sbyss
Drive as she drives: how fast they wheel away,
Yet vanish not —The wind is in the tree,
But they are silent ;—still they roll along
Immeasurably distant ; and the vault,
Built round by those white clouds—enormous clouds,
Btill deapens ita unfathomable depth.
At langt?ths vision closes ; and the mind,
Not undisturb'd by the delight it feels,
‘Which slowly eettles into peaceful calm,
Ia left to musa upon the solemn scene.
WorDewoRTH,
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The Stillness of Fight.

Tae crackling embers on the hearth are dead ;
The in-door note of industry is atill ;
The latch ia fast ; upon the window-sill
The small birds wait not for their daily bread :
The voiceless flowers—how ﬂuietl they shed
Their nightly odours ! and the household rill
Murmurs continuous dulcet sounds, that fill
The vacant expectation, and the dread
Of listening night. And haply now she sleeps ;
For all the garrulons noises of the air
Are hush'd in peace.
Harrrey CoLERIDGE.

Hlibmight.

MiprigrT Was come, and every vital thing
With sweet soand sleep their weary limba did rest:
The beasts were still, the little birds that sing,
Now sweetly slept, beside their mother's breast,
The old and all well shrouded in their nest ;

The waters calm, the cruel seas did cease,

The woods, and fields, and all things held their pence,

The golden stars were whirl'd amid their race,
And on the earth dil Jaugh with twinkling light,
When each thing, nestled in hie resting-place,
Forgot duy's pain with pleasure of the night:
The hare had not the greedy hounds in sight,
The fearful deer of death stood not in doubt,
The partridge dream'd not of the falcon’s foot.

The ugly bear now minded not the stake,

Nor how the eruel mastiffs do Lim tear;

The stag lay still unrousdd from the brake ;

The foamy boar fear'd uot the hunter's spear:

All thinge were still in desert, bush, and brere.
SACKVILLE.
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Tue Moon shines white and silent
On the mist, which, like a tide
Of some enchanted ocean,
O’er the wide marsh doth glide,
Bpreading its ghost-like billows
Silently far and wide.

A vaine and starry magic
Makes all things mya%erieu,

And lurea the earth’s dumb spirit
Up to the longing skies,—

I seem to hear dim whispers,
And tremulous replies.

The ﬁre-ﬂi‘u o'er the meadow

Tu Ynluea come and go;
The elm-trees’ heavy aiadow
‘Weighs on the grass below ;
And faintly from the distance
The dreaming cock doth crow,

All things look strange and mysti
The vgy bushes avgel.l, o

And take wild shapes and motions,
As if beneath a spell,—

They seem not the eame lilacs
From childhood known so well.

The snow of deepest silence
Q'er ever{ thing doth fall,

Bo beautiful and quie
Andgat so like a pall,—

As if all life were ended’,
And rest wera coma to all.

0, wild and wondroue midnight,
There is a might in thee

To make the charméd body
Almost like spirit be,

And give it some faint glimpses
Of immortality.
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Widmight ut the Siege of Corinth.

"T1s Midnight ; on the mountains brown

The cold round moon shines deeply down;

Blue roll the waters, blue the sky

Bpreads like an ocean hung on hiih,

Bespangled with those isles of light,

Bo wildly, spiritually bright ;

Who ever gazed upon them shining

And turn'd to earth without repining,

Nor wish'd for wings to flee away,

And mix with their eternal ray 1

The waves on either shore lay there,

Calm, clear, and azure as the air;

And searce their foam the pebbles shook,

But murmur'd meekly rg the brook.

The winds wers pillow’d on the waves ;

The banners droop'd along their staves,

And, as they fell around them furling,

Above them shone the crescent curling ;

And that deeE silence was unbroke,

Bave where the watch his signal spoke ;

Bave where the ateed neigh'd oft and shrill,

And echo answer’d from the hill,

And the wild hum of that wild host

Rustled like leaves from coast to coast,

As rose the Muezzin's * voice in air

In midnight eall to wonted prayer.
Brrorw,

Hight.

Loox, the world'a comforter, with weary gait,

His day’s hot task has ended in the west :
The Owl, Night's berald, shrieks—'tis very late ;

The eheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest ;
And coal-black cﬁ\udn that shadow heaven's light,
Do summon us to part, and bid good-night.

BHAKESPEARE.

N:Haln& qg:%!hlﬁﬂl (who do mol gee bells) to sammon by
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POEMS

IMAGINATION AND FANCY.

Tax FPoel's eye, in a flne frenzy rolling,
Doth glance from beaven to earth, from earth to heaven;
And, as IMAGINATION bodles forth
The forms of things tuknown, the poet's pen
Turne them o shapes, and gives to alry nothlog
A local habitation and s name.
BNAKESPEARR.

« « Whose beart

!uhol:lhrmurmwunhptwm
WornsworTn.

Away with weary cares and themes |
Bwing wide the moonlit gate of drasma!
Leave fres once more the land which teoma

With wonders aud romances|
‘Where thou, with clear discerning eyes,
Bhalt rightly read the truth which lles
Bensath the qualntiy-masked gulse

Of wild and wizard Funcles,

Waomss
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IMAGINATION AND FANCY.

leasares of the Imagination,

O prest of heaven! whom not the languid songs
Of luxury, the siren! not the bribes 5
Of sordid wealth, nor all the gaudy spoils

Of pageant honour, can seduce to leave

Those ever blooming sweets, which from the store
Of Nature fair imagination culls

To charm the enliven'd soul!] What! though not all
Of mortal offspring can attain the heighta

Of envied life ; though only few

Patrician treasures or imperial state |

Yet Nature's care, to all her children just,

‘With richer treasures and an ampler state,
Endows at large whatever happy man

‘Will deign to use them. Hia the city's pomp,
The rural honours his. Whate'er adorns

The princely dome, the column and the arch,

The breathing marbles and the sculptured gold,
Beyond the proud possessor's narrow olaim,

His tuneful breast enjoys. For him the spring
Distila her dews, and from the silken gem

Ita lucid leaves unfolds: for him the hand

Of nutumn tinges every fertile branch

With blooming gold and blushes like the morn.
Each passing hour sheds tribute from her wings ;
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And still new beanties meet his lonely walk,

And loves unfelt attract him. Not a breeze

Flies o'er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes

The setting sun’s effulgence, not a strain

From all the tenants of the warbling shade

Ascends, but whence his bosom can partake

Freeh pleasure, unreproved. Nor thence partakes

Fresh pleasure only: for the attentive mind,

By this harmonious action on her powers,

Bucomes herself harmonious : wont so oft

In outward things to meditate the charm

Of sacred order, soon she secks at home

To find a kindred order, to exert

‘Within hLerself thie elegance of love,

This fair inspired delight: her temper'd powers

Refine at length, and every passion wears

A chaster, milder, more attractive mien.

But if to ampler prospects, if to gaze

On Nature's form, where, negligent of all

These lesser graces, slie assumes the port

Of that eternal majesty that weigh'd

The world’s foundations ; if to these the mind

Exalts her daring eye ; then mightier far

‘Will be the change, and nobler. Would the forms

Of servile custom cramp her generous power ;

‘Would sordid policies, the barbarous growth

Of ignorance and rapine, bow her down

To tame pursuits, to indolence and fear 1

To! she appesls to Nature, to the winda

And rolling waves, the sun's unwearied course,

The elemente and seasons : all declare

For what the eternal Maker has ordain’d

The powers of man : we feel within ourselvea

His energy divine : he tells the heart,

He meant, he made us to hehold and love

‘What He beholds and loves, the general orb

Of life and being ; to be great like Him,

Beneficent and active. Thus the men

‘Whom Nature’s works can eharm, with God himself

Hold converse: grow familiar day by day

‘With his conceptions, act upon his plan,

And form to his the relish of their souls.
AEENSIDE,
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Permanence of Beantp.

It TaING of beaunty i a joy for ever:

As loveliness increases ; it will never

Pass into nothingness ; but still will keep

A bower quiet for us, and a sleep

Full of eweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing
A flowery band to bind us to the earth,

Bpite of despondence, of the inhnman dearth

Of noble natures, of the glnom! days,

Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darken’d ways
Made for our searching : yes, in spite of all,
Some shape of beauty moves away the pall
From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon,
Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon
For simple sheep ; and such are daffodi

With the world theylive in ; and clear rills,
That for themselves a oooiy.ing covert make
'Gainst the hot season ; the mid-forest brake,
Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms :
And such is :Ea grandeur of the dooms

We have imagined for the mi%hty dead ;

All lovely tales that we have heard or read:

An endless fountain of immortal drink,

Pouring unto us from the heaven's brink.

Nor do we merely feel these essences

For one short hour ; no, even as the trees
That whisper round & temple become soon
Dear as the temple’s self, g0 does the moon,

The ion , glories infinite,
Hnun% ti]] they geeome a cheering light
Unto our souls, and bound to us so fast,
That, whether thers be shine, or gloom o'ercast,
They always must be with us, or we die.
EEaTs.
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@loubland,

Om | it is pleasant with a heart at ease,
Just after sunset, or by moonlight ski
To make the shining clonds be what you please,
Or let the easily persuaded eyes
Own each quaint likeness, issuing from the mould
Of a friend’s fancy; or with head bent low,
And cheek aslant, see rivers flow of gold
*Twixt crimson banks; and then, a trnveller, go
From hl;;n!mt to mount thruugh Cloudland, gorgeous

Or listening to the tide with closdd sight,
Be that blind bard who, on the Chian strand,
By those dee ms sounds poasesa'd with inward light,
Baheld the Iliad and the Odyssee
Rise to the swelling of the voiceful sea.
CoLERIDGE.

Funcp,

0O sweel Fa.ncyl let her loose ;
Summer’s joys are ?oﬂt by use,
And the anJoymg the Spring
Fades as does its blossoming :
Autumn’s red-lipp'd fruitage too,
Blushing through the mists and dew
Cloys with tusting : What do then 1
8it thee by the ingle, when
The sear fagot blazes bright,
Bpirit of a winter's night ;

en the soundless earth is muffled,
And the cakéd snow is shuffled
From the plouEhboy s heavy shoon ;
‘When the Night doth meet the Noon
In a dark couspiracy
To banish Even from her sky.
Bit thee there, and send abroad,
With a mind self-overawed,
Fancy, high-commiesion’d «—send her |
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She has vassals to attend her ;

Bhe will bring, in spite of frost,

Beauties that the earth hath lost ;

She will bring thee, all together,

All delights of summer weather ;

All the buds and bells of May,

From dewy sward or thorny spray ;

All the heapdd Autumn'’s wealth,

With a atill mysterious stealth ;

She will mix these pleasures up

Like three fit wines in a cu

And thou shalt quaff it :—thou shalt hear

Distant harvest-carols clear ;

Rustle of the reapéd corn ;

Bweet birds antheming the morn :

And, in the eame moment—hark !

"Tis the early April lark,

Or the rooks, with busy caw,

Foraging for sticks and straw.

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold

The daisy and the marigold ;

‘White-plumed lilies, and the firat

Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst ;

8 Bﬂyacint.h. alway

Bap&)hira queen of the mid-Muay,

And every leaf, and every flower

Pearl'd with the self-same shower,

Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep

Meagre from its cellad sleep ;

And the snake all winter-thin

Cast on sunny bank its skin ;

Freckled nest thou shalt see

Hatching in the bawthorn-tree,

‘When the hen-bird’s wing doth rest

Quiet on her mossy nest ;

Then the hurry and alarm

When the bee-hive casts ita swarm ;

Acorns ripe down-pattering,

While the Autumn breezes sing.
Kgears.
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The Jncient Flariner,

Tr is an ancient Mariner,
And he stoppeth one of three.
“ By thy long gray-beard and glittering eye,
ow wherefore stopp'st thou me {

“The bridegroom’s doors are open wide,
AndI nngnr:ext of kin ; o

The guests are met, the feast is set :
May'st hear the merry din.”

He holds him with his skinny hand,
“There was a ship,” quoth he.

“Hold off| unhand me, gray-beard loon 1"
Eftsoons his hand dropt he,

He holds him with his glittering eye—
The Wedding-Guest stood still,

And listens like a three-years’ child
The Mariner hath his will.

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone :
He cannot choose but hear ;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

“The ship was cheer’d, the harbour clear'd,
Merrily did we drop

Below the kirk, below the hill,
Below the light-house top.

“The sun came up upon the left,
Out of the sea came he !

And he shone bright, and on the right
Went down into the ses.

“ Higher and higher every day,
Till over the mast at noon "——

The Wedding-Gueat here beat his breast,
For he heard the lond bassoon.
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The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she :

Nodding their heads, before her goea
The merry minstrelsy.

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear ;

And thus lﬁn'l:e on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

“ And now the storm-blast came, and he
‘Was tyrannous and strong :

He struck with his o’ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.

“With sloping masts, and dipping prow,
As whoppunued with yell and L ow

8till treads the shadow of his foe,
And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, lond roar’d the blast,
And southward aye we fled.

“ And now there came both mist and anow,
And it grew wondrous cold ;

And ice mast-high eame floating by,
As green as emerald.

“And throngh the drifts the enowy clifts
Did send a dismal sheen :

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—
The ice was all between.

“The ice was here, the ice was there,
The ice was all around:

It crack'd and grow!l’d, and roar'd and howl'd,
Like noises in a swound |

“At length did cross an Albatross,
Through the fog it came ;

As it 'hng been a.Christian soul,
We hail'd it in God’s name.

“It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit ;
The helmsman steer'd us through |
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“And a south wind sprung up behind ;
The Albatross did follow, .
And every day, for food or Hla P
Came to the mariners’ hollo |

“In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
It perch'd for vespers nine ;

‘Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmer'd the white moon-shine.”

“God save thee, ancient Mariner,
From the fiends that plagne thee thus |
Why look'st thou so!” * With my cross-bow
I shot the Albatrosa.”

PART II.

“Tgr sun now rose upon the right :
Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left
‘Went down into the sea.

“ And the good sonth wind still blew behind,
But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or pla{r,
Came to the mariners’ hollo |

“ And T had done a hellish thing,
And it would work ’em wo ;

For all averr'd, I had kill'd the bird
That made the breeze to blow,

Ah wretch ! said they, the bird to slay
That made the brecze to blow |

“Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
The glorious sun uprist.:

Then all averr’d, T had kill'd the bird
That brought the fog and mist.

"Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
That Ering the fog and mist.

“The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
The furrow follow'd free;

‘We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.
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“Down drogt the breeze, the sails dropp'd down,
"Twas sad as sad could be ;

And we did speak only to break
The silence of the sea !

% All in & hot and copper sky,
The bloody Bun, at noon,
Right up above the mast did stand,
o bigger than the Moon.

a W’ after day, day after day,
o stuck, nor breath nor motion ;
As idle as a painted ship
Upon a painted ocean.

“ Water, water, everywhere,
And all the boards did shrink ;
Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink.

‘“The very deep did rot : O Christ
That ever this should be!
Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
pon the slimy sea.

¥ About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires danced at night ;

The water, like a witch’s oils,
Burnt green, and blue, and white,

“ Aud some in dreams nssured were
Of the Spirit that plagued us 8o ;
Nine fathom deep he had follow'd us
From the land of mist and snow.

% And every tongue, through utter drought,
Was wither'd at the root;

We could not speak, no more thau if
‘We bad been choked with soot.

#“Ah| well-a-day ! what evil looks
Had T from old and young|
Instead of the cross, the Albatross

About my neck was hung.” /
n
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PARBT UL

“ Tugre pass'd a weary time. Each throat
Was pa.p::;'d, and glazed each eye,

A weary time! 8 weary time !
How glazed each weary e{:

When, looking westward, I beheld
A something in the sky.

“ At first it seem'd o’ little speck,
And then it seem’d a mist ;

It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wiat.

“ A speck, a mist, a shape, T wiat |
And still it vear'd and near'd:
Asifit d a water-sprite,
It planged and tack'd and veer'd.

“ With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
‘We could nor laugh nor wail ;

Through utter drought all dumb we stood !

I bit my arm, I suck'd the blood,
And cried, A ssil | & sail!

“With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
Apgape they heard me call :

Gramerey ! they for joy did grin,

And all at once their breath drew in,.
As they were drinking all.

“See! see! (I cried)she tacks no more |
Hither to work us weal,—

Without a breeze, without a tide,
She steadies with upright keel !

“The western wave was all a-flame,
The day was wellnigh done!

Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad bright Sun ;

When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun,

“ And straight the SBun was fleck’d with bars,
(Heaven's Mother send us gracs!)

As if through a dungeon-grate he peer'd
With broad and burning face.
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“Alas ! (thonght I, and my heart beat Toud)
How fust she nears swd nedrs |

Are those her eaile that glanes in the Sun,
Like restleas gossameres 1

“ Are those her ribs through which the Sun
Did peer, as through a grate

And is that woman all her crew 1

Is that & Death 1 and are there twot
Is Death that woman’s mate 7

“Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold :

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Night-mare Life-in-Death was she,
‘Who thicks man's blood with cold.

“The naked hulk alongside came,
And the twain were casting dice ;

‘The game is done! I've won, I've won!'
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

“The Sun's rim dips, the stars rush out :
At one stride comes the dark ;

‘With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea
Off shot the spectre-bark.

“We listen'd and look'd sideways up |

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
My life-blood seem’d to sip !

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman’s face by his lamp gleam’d white
From the eails the dew did drip—

Till clomb above the eastern bar

The horned Moon, with one bright star
Within the nether tip.

“One after one, by the star-dogg'd Moon,
Too guick for n or sigh,

Each turn'd his with a ghastly pang,
And cursed me with his eye,

*Four times fifty living men,
And I heard nor si q: nor )
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
They dropp’d down one by oue.
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“ The sounls did from their bodies fly,—
They fled to bliss or woe !

And every soul, it 'd me by,
Like the whizz of my wi™

PART IV.

I yea®R thes, ancient Mariner,
I fear thy skinny hand |

And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
As is the ribb'd sea-sand.

“T fear thee and thy glittering eye,
And thy skinny hand, so brown,"—

“ Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest,
This body dropp’d not down.

“ Aloune, alone, all, all alone !
Alone on a wide wide sea !
And never a saint took pity on

My soul in agony.

“The many men, so beautiful !
And they all dead did lie :

Ard a thousand thousand slimy things
Lived on ; and so did I.

“1I look'd upon the rotting sea,
And drew my eyes away ;

I look’d upon the rotting deck,
And there the dead men lay.

“T look’d to heaven, and tried to pray ;
But or ever a prayer had gmh' A

A wicked whisper came, and made
My heart as dry as dust.

“T closed my lids. and kept them close,

And the balls like pulses beat ;
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky,
Lay like a load on my weary aye,

And the dead were at my feet.
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“The cold sweat melted from their limbs,
Nor rot nor reek did they :

The look with which they look'd on me
Had never'pass'd away,

“ An orphan's curse would drag to hell
A spirit from on high ;

But oh | more horrible than that
Ia the curse in a dend man's eye!

Seven days, seven nights, I saw that corse,
And yet I could not die.

“The moving Moou went up the sky,
And nowhere did abide :

Softly she was going up,
And s star or two beside—

“ Her beams bemock’d the sultry main,
Like April hoar-frost spread ;
But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,
The charmdd water burnt alway,
A still and awful red.

““Beyond the shadow of the ship
I watch'd the water-snakes :
Th:!y moved in tracks of ehining white,
And when they rear'd, the elfish light
Fell off in hoary flakes,

“ Within the shadow of the ship
I watch'd their rich attire :
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
coil'd and ewam ; and every
as a flash of golden fire.

“0 happy living things! no tongue
TheiI:' beauty might declare :

A gpring of love gush'd from my heart,
And T bless'd them unaware:

Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
And I bless'd them unaware.

“ The self-same moment I could pray ;
And from my neck so free

The Albatross fell off, and sank
Like lead into the sea.”
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FPARY V,

“Qm pleep ! it ia a gentle thing,
Beloved from pole to pole!
To Mary Queen the praise be given |
Bhe gent the gentle aleep from Heaven,
That slid into my =soul.
“The silly bucketa on the deck,
That had so long remain’d,
I dreamt that they were fill'd with dew ;
And when I awoks, it rain’d.

# My lips were wet, my throat waa celd,
¥y ents all were dank ;
Bure I had drunken in my dreams,
And etill my body drank.

“T moved, and could nat feel my limba:
I was so liglit—almost .

I thought that I had died in sleep,
And was a blesged ghoat.

¥ And soon I heard a roaring wiud :
It did nof, come a-near;

But with its sound it shook the sails,
That were 8o thin and sere.

“The upper air burst into life !

And & hundred fire-flags sheen,
To and fro they were hurried about!
Axnd to and fro, and in and out,

The wan stars danced between,

¢ And the coming wind did roar more Jeud,
And the sails did sigh like sedge 5

And the rain pour’d down from one black cloud ;
The Moon was at its edge.

“Ths thick black cloud was eleft, and still
The Moon was at its gide ;
Like waters shot from some high crag,
The lightning fell with never a jag,
A river steep and wide.
¥ The loud wind never reach'd the ship,
Yet now the ship moved on !
Beneath the lightning and the Moon
The dead men gave a groan,
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*They groan'd, they stirr'd, they all upross,
Nor spake nor moved their eves;

It had been strauge, even in a dream,
To have seen those dead men rise.

“The helmsman steer'd, the ship moved on ;
Yet never a breeze np blew ;

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,
Where they were wont to do:

They raised their limbs like lifeless toola—
We were a ghastly crew,

“The body of my brother’s son
Btood by me, knee to koee :

The body and I pull'd at one rops,
But he said nought to me.”

“T fear thee, ancient Mariner!"

“Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest,
*T'was not those souls that fled in pain,
Which to their corses came again,

But a troop of spirits blest :

*For when it dawn'd—they dropp’d their arms,
And cluster’d round the mast;

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,
And from their bodies pass'd.

® Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
Then darted to the Sun;

Slowly the sounds came back again,
Now mix'd, now one by one.

% Bometimes a-dropping from the sky
I heard the aky-iu-k sing ;

Bometimes all little birds that are,

How they seem'd to fill the sea and air
With their sweel jargoning !

“ And now "twas like all instruments,
Now like a lonsly flute ;

And now it is an angel’s song,
That makes the heavena be mute.

"1t coased ; yet still the sails made on
A plessant noise till noon,

A noise like of a hidden brook
In the leafy month of June,

That to the sleeping woods all night
Bingeth a quiet tune.
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“Till noon we quietly sail'd on,
Yet never a breeze did breathe :
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,

Moved onward from beneath.

¥ Under the keel nine fathom deep,
From the land of mist and snow,

The spirit slid ; and it was he
That made the ship to go.

The sails at noon left off their tune,
And the ship stood still also.

“The Sun, right up above the maat,
Had fix'd her to the ocean :

But in & minute she 'gan stir,
With a short uneasy motion—

Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

“Then like a pawing horse let go,
She made a sndden bound :

It flung the blaod into my head,
And 1 fell down in a swound.

“How long in fthat same fit T lay,
I haye not to declare ;

But ere my living life return'd,

1 heard, and in my soul discern'd
Two voices in the air.

“*Ta it he 1’ quoth one, ‘Is this the man 1
B{ him who died on cross,

‘With his cruel bow he laid full low
The harmless Albatross.

“* The spirit who bideth by himself
In the land of mist and snow,

He loved the bird that loved the man
‘Who shot him with his bow.’

“The other was a softer voice,
As poft a8 honey-dew ;

Quoth he, * The man hath penance done
And penance more will m“
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PART V1.
First Voice.

%*Bat tell me, tell me! speak again,
Thy soft mﬂ;:onae renewing—

What makes that ship drive on so fast1
‘What is the ocean doing 1’

Becond Voice.

1 8till as a elave before his lord,
The ocean hath no blast ;

His great bright eye most silently
Up to the Moon is cast—

“¢If he may know which way to go;
For she gunides him smooth or grim.

Bee, brother, see | how graciously
She looketh down on him.'

First Voioa.

“¢But why drivea on that ship 80 fast,
‘Without or wave or wind 1

Becond Voioe,

¢ The air is cut away before,
And cloees from ind

“* Fly, brother, ﬂ{i‘ more high, more high !
Or we shall be belated :

For slow and slow that ship will
When the Mariner's trance is abated.'

“1 woke, and we were sailing on
As in a gentle weather:

*T'was night, calm night, the moon was high ;
The dead men stood together.

% All stood together on the deck,
For a charnel-dungeon fitter :

All fix'd on me their atony eyes,
That in the Moon did glitter.

The pang, the curse, with which they died,
Had never pass'd away :

I could not draw my eyes from theirs,
Nor turn them up to pray.

106
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% And now this spell waa snapt: once more
I view'd the ocean green,

And look’d far forth, yet little saw
Of what had else been seen—

“Like one, that on a lonesome road
Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once twin'd round walks s,
And turns no more his head ;

Because he knows, a frightful flend
Doth close behind him tread.

® But soon there breathed & wind on me,
Nor sound nor motion made:

Its path was not upon the sea,
In ripple or in o.

“ It raised my hair, it fann'd my cheek
Like a mendow-fnla of lprir;p-

1t mingled strangely with my fears,
Yot it felt like & welcoming.

“Bwiftly, swiftly flew the ship,
Yet ehe sail’d softly too:

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—
On me alone it blew.

“Oh! dream of joy ! is this indeed
The lfﬁht.-lmnae top I see !

Ts this the hill 7 is this the kirk 1
Is this mine own countree 1

“We drifted o'ar the harbour-bar,
And T with sobs did pray—

O let me be awake, my God |
Or let me slesp alway.

“The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
8o smoothly it was strewn |

And on the bay the moonlight lay,
And the shadow of the hfoon.

“The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
That stands above the rock :

The moonlight steep’d in silentness,
The steady weathercock.
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"A.nd the bay was white with silent light,
mfhﬁwom the same,
pes that shadows were,
In erimson colours came.

# A little distance from the prow
Those crimson shadows were ;

I turn’d my erea upon the deeke—
Oh, Christ | what saw I there!

¢ Each ocorse lay flat, lifeloxs and flat,
d, by the holy rood !
Ammnﬂhght,saenphmm,
On every corse there stuod.

“This seraph-band, each waved his hand :
It was a heavenly sight !

They stood as signals to the land,
Each one a lovely light ;

“This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
No voioe did they impart—

No voice ; but oh | the silence sank
Like music on my heart.

“Bat soon I heard the dash of oars,
1 heard the Pilot’s cheer;

My head was turn'd perforce away,
And I saw a boat appear.

“The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,
I heard them coming fast:

Dear Lord in heaven! it was a joy
The desd men could not blast.

“1 saw & third~—I heard lu- voice :

Ha singath lond bieoodls &
i ud his y hymns
Tlmt he makes in gbe

He'll shrieve my soul, he’ll wash away
The Albetross’s blood.
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PART VIL

“Tms Hermit good lives in that wood
‘Which slopes down to the sea.

How loudly his sweet voice he rears!
He loves to talk with marineres

That come from a far countree,

*“He kueels at morn, and noon, and eve—
He hath a cushion plumg:

It ie the mosa that wholly hides
The rotted old onk-stump.

L 'I'hv;_h .kif:i:l:“ near'd : Irhnrdl them talk,
A is is strange, I trow

Wharei’m those lightl,e’m many and fair,
That signal made but now 1’

“¢Btrange, by my faith,’ the Hermit said—
¢ And they apswer'd not our cheer |

The planka look warp'd, and see these sails,
How thin they are and sere!

I never saw aught like to them,
Unless perchance it were

“¢ Brown skeletons of leaves that lag
My forest-brook along ;
When the ivy-tod is heavy with enow,
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf’s young.'

“¢Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look '—
(The Pilot made reply)

*1 am a-fear’d."—* Push on, push on 1"
Baid the Hermit cheerily.

“The boat came closer to the ship,
But I nor spake nor stirr'd ;

The boat came close beneath the ship,
And straight & sound was heard.

“ Under the water it rumbled on,
8till louder and more dread :

Tt reach’d the ship, it split the bay;
The ship went down like lead.
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“Stunn'd by that loud and dreadful sound,
Which sky ocean smote,

Like one that hath been seven days drown'd
My body lay afloat ;

But swift as dreams, myself I found
Within the Pilot’s boat.

“Upon the whirl, where sunk the ship,
@ boat spun round and round ;
And all was atill, save that the hill
Waa telling of the sound.

“I moved my lips—the Pilot shriek’d
And fell down in a fit ;

The holy Hermit raised his e
And pray’d where he did sit.

1 took the oars: the Pilot's boy,
‘Who now doth crazy go,
Laugh'd loud and long, and all the while
eyes went to and fro.
“Ha, ha!’ quoth he, ¢ full plain I see
e devil knows how to row.’

“ And now, all in my own countree,
I astood on the firm land |

The Hermit ataip'd forth from the boat,
And scarcely he could staud.

“% 0 shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man | *
- e Hermit cross'd his brow.
‘Bay quick,’ quoth he, ‘I bid thee say—
at manner of man art thou 7'
“ Forthwith thia frame of mine was wrench'd
With a woful agony,
Which forced me to begin my tale ;
And then it left me free.

“Bince then, at an uncertsin hour,
That agony returns :

And till my ghastly tale is told,
This heart within me burns.

“I pass, like night, from land to land ;
I have strange power of speech ;

That moment that his face I see,

I know the man that must hear me :
To him my tale I teach.
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“ What lond uprasr bursts from that door [
“The wedding-guests are there :.

Bat in the an-bower the bride
And bride-maids singing are :

And hark! the little vesper bell,
Which biddeth me to prayer I™

“0 Wedding-Guest ! this soul hath been
Alone on a wide wide gea :

8o lonely *twas, that God himaelf
Scarce seemed there to be,

“Q sweeter than the marriage-feast,
'Tis eweeter far to me,

To walk together to the kirk
With a goodly company —

“To walk together to the kirk,
And all together pray,
While each to his great Father bends,
Old men, and babes, and loving frien:| ,
And youths and maidens gay!

“ Farewell, farewell | but this I tall
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest :

He prayeth well, who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast.

“He prayeth beat, who loveth best .
All things both great and small ;

For the dear God that loveth us,
He made and loveth all.”

The Mariner whoss eye is bright,
‘Whoee beard with age is hoar,
Je gone : and now the Wedding-Guest
8 from the bridegroom’s door.

He went like one that hath been stumn'd,
And is of sense forlorn :
A sadder and & wiser man,
He rose the morrow morn,
CorzrinGe.
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The Baben,

Owce apen & midnight dreary, whiles I ponder’d, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and eurious volume of forgotten lore—
‘While I nodded, nearly nlpp{ng. sndd:nly there came a t.lppfn‘,

Ap of some one gently rapp Pr at my el
*'Tis some visitor,” [ muttem!. ] hppin' at my ohuwhmdow—
Only this, and nothing more,™

Ah| distinotly T remember it was In the bleak December,
And each reparate dying ember wrought Ita ghost npon tha floor,
Eagerly 1 wish'd the morrow ;—vainly T had sought to borrow

From my books of sorrow for the lost Lenore—
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lanore—
Nameless hers for evermone,

And the sllken sud uncertain rustfing of each purple curtaln

Thrill'd me—fill'd me with fantastio terrors never felt before;

Bo that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating,

“'Tis some visitor entresting entrance at my chamber-door—

Bome lats visitor entreating entranoes at my chamber-door;
This it is, and nothing more,”

Presently my soul grew atronger; hesitating then no longer,

# 8ir,” gald I, * or madam, truly your forgiveness T implore ;

But the fuct Is [ was napping, and so gently yon came rapping,

And so faintly you eame tapping, ugwng at my ohumber-door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you I open'd wide the door;—
Du-knul f..hu‘, and nothing maore,

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortsl ever dared to dream before ;

But the silence was nnbroken, and the stiliness gave no token,

And the only word there apoken was the whisper'd word, *  Lenore ?*

This T whisper'd, and an echo murmur'd back the word, “ Lenore| "—
Merely this, and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, sll my soul within me burning,
Boon mgain I beard a tapping something louder than before.
“ Surely,” said I, * surely that is, thing at my wind llttlm‘
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still & moment, and thiz mystery explore;—

'Tis the wind, and nothing more.™

Open here T flang the shatter, when, with many a flirt and flutter;

[o there stepp'd a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.

ot the least obelsance made he; not & minute stopp'd or stay'd he;

Baut, with mien of lord or lady, perch’d above my chamber-door—

Ferch'd upon a bust of Pn'lln. just above my chamber-door—
Perch'd, and sat, and nothing more.
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Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it

*Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, * art sure 0o eraven,

Ghastly, grim, and ancient Eaven, wandering from the Nightly shore—

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore]”
Qooth the Baven, “ Nevermore.”

Muooch I marvell'd this angainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Thoagh its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;

For we cannot belp sgreelog that no living homan being

Ever yet was bleas'd with seeing bird above his chamber-door—

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust sbove his chamber-door,
With such name as “ Nevermore."

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, epoke only

That one word, =& if his soul in that one word be did ontpoar.

Nothing farther then he utter'd ; not a feather then he Autterd—

Till T scarcely mare than mutier'd, * Other friends have fSown before—

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before,”
Then the bird said, " Nevermore.”

Btartled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly apoken,
“ Doubtless,” aaid T, * what it utters is its only etock and store,
Cuught from some uohappy master, whom iful Disast
Follow'd fast and follow’d faster, till his songs one burden bore—
Till the dirges of hia Hope that melancholy burden bore,

Of * Never—nevermore.””

But the Baven still beguiling all my ead soul into smiling,

Btraight I wheel'd s cushion’d seat in front of bird, and bust, and door;
Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto faney, thinking what Lhis ominoas bird of yore—

‘What this grim, ungalnly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore,
Meant in croaking “ Nevermore.”

This T sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expreasing

To the fowl whose flery eyea now burn'd into my bosom's core ;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease recliniog

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o'er,

But whose velvet violet lining, with the lamp-light gloating o'er,
She shall press; sh, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Seraphim, whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor.
* Wreteh I" I eried, " thy God bath lent thee—by these angels he hath
sent thee
‘Bespite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore !
Quaff, oh quafl this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore 1™
Quoth the Haven, " Nevermore I™

* Prophet " said I, “thing of evil {— prophet still, if bird or devil |—

‘Whether tempter sent, or whether tempest toss'd thee here ashore, *

Desolsate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—

On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore,

Is there—is there balm in Gilead ?—tell me—tell me, I implore!™
Quoth the Rsven, “ Nevermore.”
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* Prophet | ™ sald I, * thing of evil I—prophet still, if bird or devili—
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore—
Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if wilhin the distant Aldenn,

Clasp & rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore? ™
Quoth the Baven, * Nevermore,”

“ Be that word oar sign of parting, bird or flend 1™ I shriek’d opstarting—
' Get thee back Into the tempest and the Night's Plutonlan shore!

And the Raven, never flitting, still Is ditting, still ls sltting,
On the pallid bast of Pallas, just above my chamber-door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of s demon’s that la
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies fioating oo the floor,
Bhall be lifted—nevermorel o
E

The Bagpy Valleyg,

It waa a valley fill'd with sweetest sounds,
A languid music haunted everywhere,—
Like that with which a summer-eve abounds,
From rustling corn, and song-birds ealling clear,
Down ’loPiIklf uplands, which some wood surrounds,
With tinkling rills just heard, but not too near;
And low of cattle on the distant plain,
And peal of far-off bells, now caught, then lost again.

It seem'd like Eden’s angel-peopled vale,
So bright the sky, so soft the streams did flow ;
Such tones came riding on the musk-wing'd gale,
The very air seem’d sleepily to blow ;
And choicest flowers enamell’d every dale,
Flush'd with the richest sunlight'a rosy glow :
It was a valley drowsy with delight,
Such fragrance floated round, such beauty dimm'd thesight.

The golden-belted bees humm'd in the air,
The tall silk grasses bent and waved along ;
The trees slept in the steeping sunbeam’s glare,
The dreamy river chimed its undersong,
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And took its own free conrse without a care:
Amid the bonghs did lute-tongued aonﬁatfers throng,
And the green valley throbb'd beneath their lays,
While echo echo chased, through many a leafy maze.

And shapes were there, like spirita of the flowers,
Sent down to see the Summer-beauties dress,

And feed their fragrant mouths with silver showers ;
Their eyes peep’d out from many a green recess,

And their fair forma made light the thick-set bowers ;
The very flowers seem'd eager to caress

Such living sisters ; and the boughs, long-leaved,

C]uste:i';l to gaw.h the sighs their pearl-flush’d boroma
eaved.

One through her long loose hair was backward ing,
Or throging, wit;.rl:graised arm, the locks uide‘:“p g

Another high a pile of flowers was heaping,
Or looking love askance, and, when descried,

Her coy glance on the bedded greensward keeping ;
She pull’d the flowers to pieces as she sigh'd,—

Then blush'd like timid day-break when the dawn

Looks erimson on the night, and then again 's withdrawn.

One, with her warm and milk-white arms outspread,
On tip-toe tripp’d along a sun-lit glade ;
Half turn'd the matchless sculpture of her head,
And half shook down her sil‘l}:en cireling braid ;
She seem’d to float on air, so light she sped ;
Her bnck-blown scarf an archdd rainbow made,
Hhe skimm'd the wavy flowers, as she pasa'd by,
With fair and print-like feet, like clouds along the sky.

One sat alone within a shady nook,
With wild-wood songs the lazy hours beguiling ;
Or looking at her shadow in the brook,
Trying to frown, then at the effort amiling—
Her langhing eyes mock'd every serious look ;
"T'was as if Love stood at himself reviling :
She threw in flowers, and wateh'd them float away,
Then at her beauty look’d, then sang a sweeter lay.

Others on beds of roses lay reclined,
The regal flowera athwart their full lips thrown,
Aud in one fragrance both their sweeta combined,
As if they on the self-same atem had grown;



POEMS OF IMAGINATION AND FANCT, 116

So close were rose and lip together twined,

A double flower that one bud had blown,
Till none conld tell, so sweetly were they blended,
Where .;:2::1 the curving lip, or where the rose-bloom

en

One, half-nsleep, crushing the twindd flowers,
Upon & velvet alope like Dian lay;

Btill as & lark that 'mid the daisiea cowers:
Her loop’d-up tunic, toss'd in disarray,

Show'd rounded limbs too fair for earthly bowers ;
They look'd like roses on a cloudy day,

The warm white dull’d amid the colder n;

The flowers too rough a couch that lovely shape to sereen.

Some lay like Thetis’ nymphs along the shores,
With ocean-pear]l combing their golden locks,
And singing to the waves for evermore ;
Sinking like flowers at eve beside the rocks,
If but & sound above the mufled roar
Of the low waves was heard. 1In little flocks
Others went trooping through the wooded alleys,
Their kirtles glancing white, like streams in sunny vallsys.

They were such forma as, imaged in the night,
Sail in our dreams across the heavens’ steep blne ;
When the closed lid sees virions streaming bright,
Too beantiful to meet the naked view,
Like faces form'd in clouds of silver light,
Women they were | such as the angels knew—
Such as the lIImmoth look’d on, ere he fled,
Scared by the lovers' wings, that stream’d in sunset red.
MrLLER.

A Dream of Winder chpumyed to Spring.

T pream'p that, as T wander'd by the way.
Bare Winter suddenly was changed to ng,
And gentle odours led my steps astray,
Mix’d with a sound of waters murmuring
Along a shelving bank of turf, which la
Under s copse, and hardly dared to fling
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream,
But kisa'd it and then fled, ns Thou mightest in dream.
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There grew pied wind-flowers and violets,

Daisies, those pearl'd Arcturi of the earth,
The constellated flower that never sets ;

Faint oxlips ; tender blue-bells, at whose birth
The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall Aower that weta
Tts mother's face with heaven-collected tears,

‘When the low wind, its playmate’s voice, it hears.

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine,
Green cow-bind and the moonlight-colour'd May,
And cherry-blossoms, and white-cups, whoae wine
Waa the bright dew yet drain’d not by the day;
And wild roses, and ivy serpentine
With its dark bude and leaves, wandering astray ;
And flowers azure, black, and streak'd with gold,
Fairer than any waken'd eyes behold.

And nearer to the river's trembling edge
There grow broad flag-flowers, purple prankt with white,
And starry river-buds among the sed
And floating water-lilies, broad and bright,
Which lit the oak that overhung the hed
‘With moonlight beams of their own watery light ;
And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green
As soothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen.

Methonght that of these visionary flowers
I mcfe a nosegay, bound in such n way
That the eame hues, which in their natural bowers
Were mingled or opposed, the like array
Kept these imprison’d children of the Hours
Within my hand—and then, elate and gay,
I hasten'd to the spot whence I had come,
That I might there present it—0 ! to Whom ¢
SueLrer.

To the Buaisy.

Wirs little here to do or see
Of things that in the great world be,
Daiey ] again I talk to thee,

For thou art worthy ;
Thou unassuming Common-place
Of Nature, with that homely face,
And yet with something of a grace

Which Love makes for thee!
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Oft on the dappled turf at ease
I sit and play with similes,
Loose t of things through all degrees,
oughts of thy raising :
And many a fond and idle name
I give to thee, for praise or blame,
As is the humour of the game,
‘While I am gazing,

A pun demure of lowly port ;
Or nﬁrightly maiden of fgve‘s court,
In thy -ixn&licity the sport
Of all temptations ;
A queen in crown of rubies drest ;
A starveling in a scanty vest;
Are all, as seems to suit thee best,
Thy appellations.

A little eyclops, with oue eye
Staring, to threaten and defy,
That thought comea next—and instantly
The freak is over,
The shape will vanish, and behold
A silver shield with boss of gold,
That spreads itself, some fairy bold
u fight to cover!

T see thee glittering from afar—
And then thou art a pretty atar ;
Not quite so fair as many are

In heaven above thee!
Yet like a star, with glittering crest,
Self-poised in air thou seem’st to rest ;—
May peace come never to his neat

Who shall reprove thee!

Bright Flower! for by that name at last,
‘When all my reveries ara
I call thee, and to that clenve fast,

Bweet silent creature !
That breath’st with me in sun and alr,
Do thou, as thou art wont, repair
My heart with gladness, and a share

Of thy meek nature !

‘WorpsworTa.
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Stumyus boritten in Dejection near Fagles.

TaE sun is warm, the sky ia clear,
The waves are dancing fast and bright,
Bl%?lialea ulld snowy mountaing 1:1|'1ea}:'rt
urple noon’s transparent light :
The hrgat?l) of the moist air ie light
Around ita unexpanded buds ;
Like many a voice of one delight,
The winds’, the birds’, the ocesn-floods’,
The City's voice itself ia soft like Solitnde's.

I see the Deep’s unirampled floor
‘With green and purple sea-weeds strown :

1 see the waves upon the shore,
Like light dissolved in star-showers, thrown ;

I sit upon the sands alone, :
The lightning of the noon-tide ocean
flashing round me, and a tone
Ariges from its measured motion,

How sweet| did any heart now share in my emotion.

Alas! I have nor hope nor health,
Nor peace within nor ealm around,
Nor that conlent surpassing wealth
The sage in meditation found,
And walk'd with inward glory erown'd—
Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure,
Others I see whom these surround—
Smiling they live, and call life plensure ;
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure,

Yet now despair itself is mild,
Even as the winds and waters are ;
I could lie down like a tired child,
And weep away the life of care
Which I have borne, and yet must bear,
Till death like sleep might steal on me,
And I might feel in the warm air
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea
Braathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony.

SHELLEY,
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3 Bream.

I mEArD the dogs bark in the moonlight night,
And I went to the window to see the sight ;
All the dead that ever I knew

Goiug one by one, and two by two.

On they pass'd, and on they pass'd ;
Town's-fellows all from first to last ;
Born in the moonlight of the lane,

And quench’d in the heavy shadow again,

8chool-mates marching as when wae play’d
At soldiers once—but now more staid ;
Those were the st t sights to me

‘Who were drown’d, I knew, in the awful sea,

Straight and handsome folk ; bent aud wenk too ;
And some that I loved, and gasp'd to speak to;
Some just buried a day or two, 2

And some of whose death 1 never knew.

A long, long crowd—where each seem’d lonely ;
And yet of them all there wus one, one only—
That raised a head or look’d my way,

And she seem'd to linger, but might vot stay,

How long since I saw that fair pale face |
Ah, mother dear | might I ouly place
m head on thy breast, a moment to reat,
ile thy hand on my tearful chesk were prest!

On, on, a moving bridge they made

Acrosa the moon-stream from shade to shade:
Young and old, and women and men ;

Many long-forgot, but remember'd then,

And firat there came a bitter laughter ;
And & sound of tears the moment after ;
And then a music 8o lofty and gay,
That every moming:. day by day,
I strive to recall it if I may.
Arrveman.
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Bn Inbocntion,

Heag, sweet, pirit, hear the spell,
Lest n blacker charm compel |
8o shall the midnight breezes swell
With thy deep, long-lingering knell,
And at evening evermore,
In s chapel on the shore,
Bhall the chanters, ead and eaiotly,
Yellow tapera burning faintly,
Doleful masses chant for thee,
Miserere, Domine |
Hark! the cadence dies away

On the yellow moonlight sea :
The boatmen rest. their oars and say,

Miserere, Domine |

COLERIDGE.

Birge sung by n Spirit- Faiden ober the Poet Shelley.

Fero him with jonquils and anemones,

With jasmines, myrtles, roses where he lies;

Let all your kisses melt apon his mouth,
Balm-winds, fresh breathing from the tropic South ;
Myrrh, cassia, nutmeg-treea of Ceylon lave

Him in your odours, fan him as ye wave,

0 golden palms ! and thou, wild tamarind-tree,
Droop thy long sprays, caress him balmily ;

Ye crimeon cactus-flowers, that nimble bees
Vainly explore, oppress not his mild eyes;

0 sleeg—diﬂ’usi.ng poppies, rain not down

Your heavy juice; nor, sable cypress, frown

On him reposing ; silver lime-flowers, pour
Faint, starlike incense-drops from your full stare ;
Sweet pansies pillow him ; thy pipe, O Pan,

Blow with a mellow strain, thy syrinx blow ;

Our darling ie deliver'd from hie woe,

Freed from the hate of love-regnrdless man,

Our darlin%in not dead, he lieth here,

Where the blind, groping earth-worm finds him not.
As water-lilies mourn the fading year,

Fond hearts deplore him on the earth. No spot
Defiles the crystal pureneas of his fame.
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The efflorescence of his being blooms
On earth, blooms splendidly. Like May he came,
Bowing rich beauty over dene and tombs,
And rocky peaks and solitudes. He s{ed
Like a clear streamlet o'er its 'nsged ed,
That by no torture can be hush’d asleep,
But pours in music hastening to the deep.
Peace, peace, bewail him not with garlands sere,
Ye Automn Months, his is no funeral bier,
No dissolving Eidolon is he
Of that which was, but never more shall be ;—
Shelley, the Spirit, lives eternally |
Harris.

Sngpho.

SgE lay among the myrtles on the cliff ;
Above her glared the noon; beneath, the sea,
ngn the bright horizon Athos' peak

elter'd in burning haze; all airs were dead;
The cicale slept among the tamarisk’s hair;
The birde sat dumb and drooping. Far below
The lazy sea-weed flisten'd in the sun ;
The lazy sea-fowl dried their steaming wings;
The lazy swell crept whispering up the ledge,
And sank again. Great Pan was laid to rest;
And Mother Earth watch'd by him as he alept,
And hush'd her myrind children for awhile.
Bhe l#y among the myrtles on the cliff;
And sigh'd for sleep, for sleep that would not hear,
But left her tossing still; for night and day
A mighty hunger yearn'd within her heart,
Till all her veins ran fever; and her cheek,
Her long thin hands, and ivory-channell'd feet,
‘Were wasted with the wasting of her soul.
Then peevishly she flung her on her face,
And hid her eyeballa from the blinding glare,
And finger’d at the graes, and tried to cool
Her crisp hot lipa Ega.imt. the crisp hot sward ;
And then she raised her head, and npward cast
Wild looks from homeless eyes, whose liqlnid light
Gleam'd out between deep folds of blue-black hair,

As gleam twin lakes between the purple peaks
of geep Parnassus, at the mournful moon.
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Beside her lay her lyre. She snatch'd the shell,

And waked wild music from its silver strings ;

Then toes'd it sadly by.—* Ah, hush!" she cries,

“ Dead offspring of the tortoise and the mine [

Whg mock my discords with thine harmonies 7

Although a thrice-Olympian lot be thine,

Only to echo back in every tone

The moods of nobler natures than thine own.”

CRER e i TR *  *  *
KixesLEY.

Golian Harp.
WaAT saith the river to the rushes grey,
Rushes sadly bending,
River slowly weuding 1
Who can tell the whisper'd things they say 1
Youth and time and manhood's prime
For ever ever fled away !

Cast your wither’d inrlands in the stream,
Low autumnal branches,
Round the skiff that launches

Wavering downward through the lands of dream.
Ever, ever fled away !
This the burden, this the theme.

What saith the river to the rushes grey,
Rushes sadly bending,
River slowly wending ?

It is near the closing of the day.
Near the night. Life and light
For ever ever fled away !

]L'h:'a'w:ul:I hil?dti«lawTid ;io;rnl; but not in haste,
ouldering daylight lingers ;
Night with her cold fingers y
Bprinkles moonbeams on the dim sea-waste.
Ever, ever fled away !
Vainly cherish’d! vainly chased!

‘What saith the river to the rushes grey,
Rushes sadly bending,
River slowly wending 7
‘Where in darkest glooms his bed we lay,
Up the cave morns the wave,
For ever ever fled away | ALLINGHAM.
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Jable is ¥obe's Wlorld.

On, never rudely will I blame this faith
Iu the might of stars and angels! 'Tis not merely
The humsan being's pride that peoples space
‘With life and mystical predominance ;
Since likewise for the stricken heart of love
This visible nature, and this common world,
Is all too narrow ; yea, a deeper import
Lurks in the legend told my infant years
Than lies upon that truth wa live to learn.
For fable is love's world, his home, his birthplace :
Delightedly dwells he ’mm;f faye, and talisroans,
And spirits ; and delightedly believes
Divinities, being himself divine.
The intelligible forms of ancient poets,
The fair bumanities of old religion,
The %owar the beauty, and the wajesty,
That had their haunts in dale, or piny mounntain,
Or forest by slow stream, or pebbly apring,
Or chasms and watery depths; all these have vanish'd.
They live no longer in the faith of reason |
But still the heart doth need a language, still
Doth the old instiuct bring back the old names,
And to yon starry world they now are gone,
Spirits or gods, that used to shure this earth

ith man a8 with their friend ; and to the lover,
Yonder they move, from yondersvisible sky
Shoot influence down : and even at this day
"Tis Jupiter who brings whate'er is great,
And Veunus who brings every thing that's fair |
Translated from Schiller. COLERIDGE.

Fuiry ¥ore,

O nist the mystie lore sublime

Of fairy tales of ancient time |

I learn'd them in the lonely glen,

The last abodes of living men ;

There never atranger came our way

By suthmer night, or winter day;

Where neighbouring hind or cat was none,
Our converse was with heaven ulone—



124

TOEMS OF IMAGINATION AND FANCT.

‘With voices through the cloud that sung,
And brooding storms that round us hung.
O, lady, judge, if judge ye may,
How stern and ample was the sway
Of themes like these when darkness fell,
And grey-hair'd sires the tale would tell |
‘When doors were barr’d, and elder dame
Plied at Ler task beside the flame,
That through the smoke and gloom alone
On dim and nmber'd faces shone—
The bleat of mountaiu goat on high
That from the cliff came quavering i)y;
The echoing rock, the rushing flood,
The cataract’s swell, the moaning wood ;
The undefined and mingled hum—
Voice of the desert never dumb !
il} tt'ljnu have left within this lieart

eeling tongue can ne'er im 3
A witd::g-‘d u;'dn unearthly ﬂameptﬂ
A something that's without & name. 7

oaa.

he Beburn of the Fairies.

TeE mrﬁsic of an infant's feet

TUpon the floor, is passing sweet
Ft?ro Father's heart and lEIother'n ear,
As Angel chanting in his Sphere.

How soft the feather'd warblers si

‘What time the primrose decks the Spring ;
*Tis true their lays breathe small of art,
Yet they are fresh from Nature's Heart.

The skylark sings—** Rejoice ! rejoica |"

The robin pipes with cheerful voice ;

And the small wren joins in the tune,

While smiles in Heaven the young May-moon.

These vernal warblers all appear

As harbingers of Bummer near ;

Their notes, that fall like April showers,
Are Angel-music to the flowers.
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Not theirs the grand trinmphal chant
Of Summer days, but still they pant
‘With music, and the inmost core

Of life with love flows o'er and o'er.

And thus the Fairy-music falls

On Earth from Heaven's effulgent halls ;
And thus, like drops of crimson rain,
The Fairies troop to Earth again.

They bless the flowers and bridal birds,
And all the bleating flocks and herds ;
And whers they dwell more sweet the air,
And thrill'd with music soft and rare,

Small seems it to the worldly great
That Fairy land regains itastate ;
But simple children wake to song,
Attended by the Fairy throng,

And Poets wise again resume

An empire over fields bestrewn

With thoughts, that shape themselves as sweet
As myrtle-groves, where Fairies meet.

One draught from Natare's simple well,
One thrill from hearta with love that awelil,
Oune leaf from Nature's Fa.rdan green,

One elfin dance by maiden seen,

One page from Nature’s book divine,
Beatow'd from Heaven on men of Time,
Bespeak tha d Ausonian years,
‘Wherein Apollo and his Peers,

Enthroned, amid the rising Sun,

Shall make the vibrant horizon

Resound with music tuneful—grand,

And Earth be like their Morning Land.
HagRis.
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Fairp Songs,
L

Coueg, follow, follow me,

Ye fairy elvea that be

Light trilrpin o’er the green,

Cowe follow Mab, your queen ;
Hand in hand we'll danes around,
For this placa is fairy ground.

‘When mortals are at rest,

And snoring in their nest,

Unheard and unespied .

Through the key-holes we do glide ;
Over tables, stools, and shelves,
We trip it with our fairy elves.

Then o’er a mushroom's head

Our table-cloth we spread ;

A grain of rye or wheat

The diet that we eat:
Pearly drops of dew we drink,
In acorn-cups fill'd to the brink.

The grasshopper, gnat, and fly,

Servg for nnrptzinngmlay.

Graca said, we danoe awhile,

And so the time beguiles ;
Anud, if the moon doth hide her head,
The glow-worm lights us homs to bed.

O'er tops of dewy grass

So nimbly do we pass,

The young and tender stalk

Ne'er bends where we do walk ;
Yet in the morning may be seen
‘Where we the night before have been.

SHAKESPEARE.

L

Fux fairy beam upon you,
The stars to glisten on you ;
A noon of light
In the noon of night
Till the fire-drake hath o'ergone yon :
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The wheel of fortune guide you,
The with the bow beside you
un aye in the way
Till the bird ofd:y
And the luckier lot betide you !
Jowsck.

1L

SeED no tear! O shed no tear!
The flower will bloom another year.
Weep no more! O weep no more !
gonug buds alee% igr the root’s white core.

our eyes ! your eyes !
Fg f was taught in lgu.rndiuy
To ease my breast of melodies—

Shed no tear.
Overhead ! look overhead !
"Mong the blossoms white and red—
Look up, look up! I flutter now
Ou this fresh pomegranate bough.
See me | 'tia this silvery bill
Ever cures the 500(! man’s ill.
Shed no tear! O shed no tear |
The flower will bloom another year.
Adieu, adieu—I fly—adieu !
I vanish in the heaven's blue—
Adieu, adien !
KEams,

3 Fuhe mnd x Fairg Poat Song,

A vAgE and a fairy boat,
To gail in the moonlight clear—
And merrily we would float
From the dragons that watch us here !

Thy gown should be snow-white silk ;
d strings of orient pearls,

Like gossamers dipp'd in milk,

Bhould twine with thy raven curls!
Red rubies should deck thy hands,

And diamonds should be thy dower—
But fairies have broke their wands,

And wishing has lost its power. Hoob.
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Song of Fpollo.

I wiLL teach you how to blow
A silver hoim, whose notes shall flow
Like woodland echoes far below ;

And T will teach you how to sing
Bweet thoughts, like doves upon the wing;
And T for you from Heaven will bring

The eacred pipe that ancient Pan,
Before Earth's silver ago began,
As parting gift bestow'd on man ;

And I will end that ancient sage,
Who dwelt in Eden's Golden Age,
And he shall ope that mystic page,

‘Whose golden worda to golden airs
Are get, like heavenly thoughta to prayers ;
And T will lead you up the staira

That wind from Heaven to Heaven, and ye
Bhall dwell for evermore with me,

And share my crown of melody.
Hanzs.

Xa Belle Bame sans Heret,
A BALLAD,

“ O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms,
Alone, and palely loitering 1
The sedge has wither'd from the lake,
And no birds sing,

* 0 what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,
So haggard aud so woe-begone 1
The squirrel’s granary is full ;
And the harvest’s done.

“T see a lily on thy brow
With anguish moist and fever-dew,
And on thy cheeks a fading rose,
Fast withering too.”
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“T met a lady in the meads,
Full beautifal—a ‘s ehild,'
Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyes were wild.

“ I made a garland for her head,
And braceleta too, and t zone ;
Bhe look'd at me as she did love,
And made eweet moan,

“T set her on my Eeing steed
And nothing else saw all d,sy long ;
For sidelong would she bend, and ming

A fadiry's song,

“Bhe found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manua dew 3
And sure in strange ehe said—
‘I love thee truel’

% 8he took me to her elfin grot,
And there she wept, and :;ﬂz'd full sore,
And there I shut her wild wild eyes
With kisses four.

“ And there ghe lnlléd me asleep,
And there I dream'd—ah | woe betide |
The latest dream I ever dream'd
On the cold hill's side.

“J saw pale kings and princes too,
Pale warriors, denth-m:m f.hﬂ all;
They cried—* La Belle sans Merci
th thee in thrall !’

“ 1 saw their starved lips in the gloom,
‘With horrid warning, gaped wide ;
And I awoke and found me here,
On the cold hill’s side.

“ And this is why I sojourn hers, =
Alone and palely loitering ;
Though the sedge is wil.hu}d from the lake,
no birds sing.”
Kears.

E
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A Bnimed Cfmpel by the Shore.
By the shore, a plot of ground
Clips a ruin'd chapel round,
Buttress'd with a grassy mound ;

Where Day and Night and Day go by,
And bring no touch of homan soumd.
‘Washing of the lonely seas,
8haking of the udrm.n trees,

Piping of the salted breeze ;

Day and Night and Day go by
To the endless tune of these.

Or when, as winde and waters keep
A hush more dead than any sleep,
Btill morns to stiller evenin, ﬁa creep,

And Day and Night and Day ge by

Here the silence is most deep.

The chapel-ruins, lapeed a

Into Nature's wide t‘lmlmilinin

Bow themselves with seed and grain

As Day and Night and Day go by;
And hoard June's sun and April's raln.
Here fresh funeral tears were shed ;

And now, the graves are alao dead ;
And suckers from the ash-tree spread,

‘While Day and Night and Day go by ;

And stars move calmly overhead, AruineaAM.

Fubly Jipan; or, 3 Wision in n Prean,
A TRAGMENT.

Ix Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree :
‘Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
Through caverns measureleas to man,
Down to a sunless sea.
Ho ! twice five miles of fertile ground,
With walls and towers were girdled round:
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
Where bloszom'd many an incense-bearing tres ;
And here were forests ancient as the !:ﬁh,
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.
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But oh | that deep romantic chasm, which slanted
Down the green hill, athwart a cedarn cover |
A pavage place! a8 holy and enchanted
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted
By woman, wailing for her spirit-lover ;
from this ehasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,
Ag if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,
A mighty fountain momently was forced ;
Amid whose swift half intermitted burst
Huge fragments, vaulted like rebounding hail,
Or chaﬂz in beneath the thresher's flail :
Anpd "mi E:m dancing rocks at once and ever,
It flung up momently the sacred rivet.
Five miles meandering, with a mazy motlon,
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reach’d the eaverna messureless to mati,
And sank in tumalt to a lifeless ocean ;
And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from
Ancestral voices prophesying war'|

The shadow of the dome of pleasure,
Floated midway on the waves}
‘Where was h the miogled mehaure,
From the fountain and the caves,
It was a miracle of rare device,
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice |
A damsel with a dulcimer,
In & vision once I saw :
It was an Abyssinian maid,
And on her duleimer she play'd,
Singing of Mount Abora,
(E.‘,Iould ml:ivu witéhin me
er symphony and song,
To such a deep delight "twould win me,
That, with music loud and long,
I would build that dome in air,

That sunny deme | those caves of ioce |
And all who heard, should see them there,
And all should ery, Beware ! Beware |
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!

Weave & circle round him thrioce,

And close your eyes with hol
For he on omz—daw hath fed,
And drunk the milk of Paradise.  Corzrinex.
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The N bomhened Conacience.

Cazzn’p by this hope she bends her thither ;—
Btill laugha the radiant eye of heaven,
Nor have the golden bowers of even

In the rich West begun to wither ;—

When, o'er the vale of BaLero winging
Blowly, she sses a child at play,

Among the roay wild-lowers singing,
As rosy and s wild aa they ;

Chasing, with eager hands and eyes,

The beautiful blue damsel-flies,*

&t ﬂgt;l;dﬂmund the jasmine atems
e win owers or flying gems :—

And, near the boy when tired with play

Now nestling 'mid the roses luy,

Bhe eaw a wearied man dismount
From his hot steed, and on the brink

Of a small imaret's rustic fount +
Impatient fling him down to drink.

Then awift his h brow he turn'd
To the fair child who fearless eat,

Though never yet hath day-beam burn’d
Upon & brow more fierce than that,—

Bullenly flerce—a mixture dire,
Like thunder clouds of gloom and fire ;
In which the PEri's eye could read
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed ;
The ruin'd maid—the ehrine aned—
Qaths broken—and the old stain'd
With blood of guesta! there written, all
Black as the damning drops that fall
From the denouncing augel's pen,
Ere mercy wipes them out again.
Yet tranquil now that man of crime
Ag if the balmy evening time

ften’d his spirit) look'd and lay,
Watching the roey infant’s play :—
Though still, whene'er his e a{y chance
Fell on the boy's, ita lurid glance

* A beautifo! Insect so named.
1 A place where lodgiog and Pod 1s furnished gratls to 34l
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Met that unclonded joyous gaze,
As torches that have burnt all night
Through some im;pnra and godless rite,
Encounter morning's glorious rays.

But, hark | the vesper ealls to prayer,
As slow the orb of daylight sets,
Is rising eweetly on the air
From Syr1a’s thousand minarets | *
The boy haa started from the bed
Of flowers, where he had laid his head,
And down upon the f; t sod
Eneels, with his forehead to the sonth,
Lisping the eternal name of God
m Purity's own cherub mouth,
And looking, while his hands and eyes
Are liftéd to the glowing akies,
Like a stray babe of Paradise
Just lighted on that flow'ry plain,
And seeking for its home again.
Oh ! *twas a sight—that heaven—that child—
A scene, which might have well beguiled
Ev'n haughty Eblis of a sigh
For glories lost and peace ﬁg& by!
And how felt ke, the wretched man
Reclining there—while memory ran
O’er many a year of guilt and strife,
Flew o'er the dark flood of his life,
Nor found one sunny resting-place,
Nor brought him back one branch of grace.
“There was & time,” he eaid in mild,
Heart-humbled tones—*thou blessed child !
“ When, young and happy, Eure a8 thou,
T look’d and pray'd like thee—but now——-"
He hung his head—each nobler aim,
Ard hope, and feeling, which bad slept
. % ¢'HBoch Turks os at the o?mmnn hour of prayer are on the road, or go am-
F octe Mhat duty § nor Are fhey ver Knawn to fail, whatevor Duaiaese they Are
then about, bot pray immediately when the hoar slarms them, whataver
nra aboat, In that very place they chance to stand on; insomuch that when &
Jjannissary, whom yon have to guard you op and down the city, hears the notion
which lng!.:lon him from the steeples, he will torn abonot, stand still, and beckon
with his hand, to tali his charge e must have patience for awhile: when, taking
out his handkerchief, he spreads It on the groand, sits cross-legged thareupom,
ey P e s e e e b el e

ap,
;;:I:I‘:lqy with the r.n!:d axpression of Ghell gohnnum ghell; or, dear, follow
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From boyhood's hour, that instant came
Fresh o’er him, and he wept—he wept |
Blest tears of soul-felt penitence |
In whose baniﬂl, eeming flow
Ia felt the firat, the only sense
Of guiltless joy that guilt can know.
- L] * » * * L

And now—behold him kneeling there
By the child's side, in humble prayer,
'“;h.i.le the same sunbeam shines upan

The iuilty and the gniltlesa one,
And hymus of joy proclaim through heaven

The triumph of a soul forgiven.
MoORE.

Grcelsior.

Tur shades of night were falling fast,

As through an Alpine village pass’d

A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and iee,

A er with the strange device,
Excelsior !

His brow was sad ; his eye beneath,

Flash'd like a faulchion from ita sheath,

And like a silver clarion rung

The accents of that nnknown tongue,
Excelsior !

In happy homes he saw the light

Of household fires gleam warm and bright ;

Bat oot B lih 4aorped & gromn

u ir lips esca; & groan,

Excelsior |

“Try not the Pass!™ the old man said

“ Dark lowers the tempest overhead,

The roaring torrent is deep and wide |*

But lond that clarion voice replied
Excelsior |

% stay,” the maiden said, “and rest

Thy wsa’ry head upon thia breast | ™

A tear stood in his bright blue eye,

Bat still he answer'd with a sigh,
Excelsior |
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“ Beware the pine-tree’s wither'd branch |
%ﬂl‘ 01:‘ awful “lln.ll:ohal = b

is was the peasant's lnst Good-ni
A voice ied, far np the height,

et T

At break of day, as heavenward
The pious monks of S8aint Bernard
Utter'd the oft-repeated prayer,

A voice cried through the startled air,
Excelsior!

A traveller, by the faithful hound,

Half-buried in the snow waa found

Btill ing in his hand of ice

That ar with the strange devios,
Excelsior !

There, in the twilight cold and gray,

Lifeless, but beaut?ful, he lay,

And from the sky, serene far,

A voice fell, like a falling star,
Excelaior | " Losarzuow.

The Fallen Sngels guthersd again to S,

A1z, these and more came flocking ; but with looks
Downcast and damp, yet such wherein appear’d
Obacure some glimpee of joy, to have found their Chief
Not in despair, to have found themselves not lost

In loes itself : which on his countenance cast

Like doubtful hue : but he, his wonted pride

Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore
Semblance of worth, not substance, tly raised

Their fainting courage, and dispell'd their fears.

Then straight that at the warlike sonnd

Of trumpeta loud and clarions be u 'd

His mighty standard : that proud homour claim'd
Azazel as his right, a Cherub tall ;

‘Who forthwith irom the glittering staff unfurl'd

The imlfarial ensign ; which full hlﬁ': advanced,

Bhone like a meteor atreaming to the wind

With Ei““ and golden lustre rich omblmec!.

Beraphic arms and trophies ; all the while

Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds
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At which the universal host up sent

A shout that tore Hell's concave, and beyond
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night.

All in & moment through the gloom were seen
Ten thousand banners rise into the air

‘With orient colours waving : with them rose

A forest huge of spears ; and thronging helms
A 'd, and serried shields in thick array

Of depth immeasurable : anon they move

In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood

Of flutes and soft recorders ; such as raised

To height of noblest temper heroos old

Arming to battle ; and instead of ra

Deliberate valour breathed, firm unmoved
With dread of death to flight o foul retreat ;
Nor wanting power to mitigate and 'susge

‘With solemn touches troubled thoughts, and chase
Angpish, and doubt, and fear, and sorrow, and pain,
From mortal or immortal minds, Thus they,
Breathing united force with fixéd thought,
Moved on in silence to soft pipes, that charm'd
Their painful stepa o’er the burnt eoil : and now
Advanced in view they atand ; a horrid front

Of dreadful length and dazzling arms, in guise
Of warriors old with order’d spear and shield ;
Awaiting what command their mighty chief
Had to impose : he throngh the arméd files
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse
The whoele battalion views ; their order due,
Their vi and stature aa of gods ;

Their number last he sums. And now his heart
Distends with pride, and hard'ning in his strength,
Glories : for never, since created man,

Met such embodied foree, as pamed with these
Could merit more than that small infantry
‘Warr'd on by cranes ; though all the giant brood
Of Phlegra with the heroic race were join’d
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side
Mix'd with auxiliar gods ; and what resounda
In fable or romance of Uther's son

Begirt with British and Armorie knighta;

And all who since, baptized or infide

Jousted in Aspramont or Montalban,

Damasco, or Maroeco, or Trebisond,

Or whom Biseria sent from Afric shore,
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When Charlemain with all his peerage fell

By Fontarabbia. Thus far these beyond
Compare of mortal prowess, yet observed
Their dread commander ; he above the rest,
In llmre and gesture proudly eminent,

Stood like a tower: his form had not yet loat
All ber original brightnesa ; nora Pur'd

Less than arch-angel ruin’d, and th' excess

Of glory obscured ; as when the sun new risen
Louin through the horizontal miaty air

Shorn of his beams ; or from behind the moon
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds

On balf the nation, and with fear of change
Perplexes monarchs, Darken'd so, yet shone
Above them all the Arch-Angel ; but his face
Deep gcars of thunder had entrench'd, and care
Sat on his faded cheek, but under brows

Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride
‘Waiting revenge. Miuros.

Thr Xust Fan,

A1y worldly shapes shall melt in gloom,
The Sun himself must die,
Before this mortal shall assume
Its Tmmortality |
%:lsw a vision in my sleep, \
at gave my spirit strength to swee
Adown the gulf of Time | X
I saw the last of human mould
That shall Creation's death behold,
As Adam saw her prime !

The Suu’a had a sickly glare,
The with age was wan,
The skeletons of nations were
Around that lonely man |
Some had expired in fight,—the brands
Still rusted in their bony hands ;
In plague and famine some!
Earth's cities had no sound nor tread 3
And ships were drifting with the dead
To shores where all was dumb |
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Yet, t-like, that lone one stood,
With dauntless worde and higl
That shook the sere leaves from the woed
As if  storm pass'd by,
Saying, “ We are twina in death, proud San,
Th_{'i?ae is cold, thy race is run,
bide thee

For thou, ten thonsand thousand years,
Hast seen the tide of human tears,
That shall no longer flow.

“ What though beneath thee man put forth

Hie pomp, his pride, his skill ;

And arts that made fire, flood, and earth,
The vussals of his will ;—

Yet mourn T not tbgipartad BWAY,

Thou dim diserownéd king of day :
For all those trophied arta

And triumphs that beneath thee sprang,

Heal'd not a ion or a pang
Entail'd on human hearts,

’e Goﬁlet oblivion's curtain fall
pon the staga of men,
Nor with thy rising beams recall
Life’s tragedy again.
Its piteous pageants bring not back,
Nor weken flesh, upon the rack
Of pain anew to writhe ;
Btretch'd in disease’s shapes abhorr’d,
Or mown in battle by the sword
Like grass beneath the scythe,

“Ev'n I am weary in yon skies
To Fa.utch thy fading fire ;
Test of all sumless agoni
Behold not me e:g;e.es,

My lips that speak thy dirge of death—
Their round, and 1
To u?_a thc;\; ;Ealt not bgou;:!ing Hatk
eclipae atare spread pall,—
The majeaty of dark:near ahtl; ~
Recelve my parting ghost,



POEMS OF IMAGINATION AND FANCY. 138

* This spirit shall retarn to Him
That gave ita henveug rk;
Yet think not, Sun, it be dim
When thou thyself art dark |
No! it shall live again, and hinas
In bliss unknown to beams of thins,

By Him recall'd to breath,
Who mgtive led captivi::_y,
Who robb'd the grave of victory,
And took the sting from death |

% (o, Bun, while Mercy holds me up
On Nature's aw waate,
To drink this last and bitter cup
Of grief that man shall taste—
Go, tell the night that hides thy fuce,
Thou saw'st the lnst of Adam's race
On Earth's sepulchral clod,
The darkening universe defy
To quench his Immortality
Or shake his trust in God 1" CaMPBRLL.

Wishom.

Taere in his bosom Sapience doth ait,

The sovereign darling of the Deity,

Clad like & queen in royal robes, most fit

For so t power and peerlesa majesty ;

And all with gems and jewels gorgeonaly
Adorn'd, that brighter than the stars sppear
And make her native brightness seem more clear.

And on her head a crown of purest gold
Is set, in .iﬁ:g highest sovereignty ;

And in her a sceptre she doth hold

‘With which ehe rules the house of God on high,
And mavageth the ever-moving aky,

And in the same these lower creatures all
Subjected to her power imperial.

Both heaven and earth obey unto her will,
And all the creatures which they both contain:
For of her fulness, which the world doth fll,

sll partake, and do in state rerpain,
As their great Maker did at first ordain ;
Through observation of her high behest,
By which they first were made and atill increaseJ.
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The fairness of her face no tongue can tell ;
For she the daughters of all women's race,
And angels eke, in beanty doth excel,
Bpar! on her from (God's own glorious face,
And more incressed by her own goodly
That it doth far exceed all human thought,
Nor can on earth compared be to aught,
SPENSER.

Ehe Spirit's Gpilogue in Comeas,

To the Ocean now I fly,
And those happy climes that lie
‘Where day never shuts his eye,
Up in the broad fields of the sky:

ere I auck the liquid air
All amidst the ens fair
Of Hesperus, and his daughters three,
That sing about the golden tree :
Along the crispéd shades and bowers
Raevels the spruce and jocund Spring ;
The Graces, and the rosy-bosom'd Hours,
Thither all their bounties bring ;
There eternal summer dwells,
And west-winds, with musky wing,
About the cedarn alleys fling
Nard and Cassia's balmy smella
Iris there with humid bow
‘Waters the odorous banks, that blow
Flowers of mors mingled hue
Than her purfled scarf can shew,
And drenches with Elysian dew
g.:';l.. mortals, if your ears be true),

& of hyacinth and roses,

‘Where young Adonis oft
Waxing well of his deep wound
In slumber soft, and on the gronnd
Badly site the Assyrian queen :
But far abave in spangled sheen
Celestial Cupid, her famed son, advanced,
Holds his dear Psyche sweet entranced.
After her wandering labours long,
Till free consent the gods among
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Make her his eternal bride,
And from her fair unspotted side
Two blissful twins are to be born,
Youth and Joy ; so Jove hath sworn.

But now my task is smoothly done,
I can fly, or I can run
%t_lgckly to the green earth's end,

ere the bow'd welkin slow doth bend ;

And from thence can soar aa soon
To the corncrs of tho moon.

Mortals, that would follow me,
Love Virtue ; she alone ia free :
%Ige I;nn tt]r:ac.:h e hcl:w to climb

er than the sphery chime ;
Ol:.g if Virtue feabslg were,
Heaven itself would stoop to her.
Mivrow,

Cle Winged Fours,
Behold !

TuE rocks are cloven, and through the purple night
1 see cars drawn by rainbow-wingdd steeds,
‘Which trample the dim winds: in each there stands
A wild-eyed charioteer urging their flight.
Bome look behind, as fiends pursued them there,
And yet I see no shapes but the keen stars :
Others, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink
With eager lipa the wind of their own speed,
As if the thing they loved fled on before,
And now, evennow, they clasp'd it. Their brightlocks
Stream like a comet's flashing hair : they all
Sweep onward.

These are the immortal Hours,
Of whom thou didst demand. One waita for thee.

SHELLEY.

3 Hlnemospre,

a dim and distant far land
In a glorious golden atm*-lm!:
Out of Time, g:yond the Sea,
O'er an emrim all agree
Many-peopled, loyal, free,
Queenly rales Mnemosyns |
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High enthroned in palace en,
Fug'er Queen was ne'er beholden }
Men of every elime and sea

Bend to her a reverent knea,

Bwell her train, aud shout with glese
% God save onur Queen Mnoemosyna | ™

All the Arta they ocall her Mother |
Beience, too—their younger brother—
‘Waits upon her, as a lover

Doth around his mistreas hover :—
Beauty, Order, Liberty,

Environ Queen Mnemoayne |

Bhe inspires their every duty,
Gives to every grace new beanty:
‘Wit and Faney to her bring

Many & votive offering ;

The little birds on every tree,
Praise the good Mnemoeyna !

Bhe, as in a book, doth read
Every thought and every deed ;
Before her, as an open scroll,
Naked stands the human eounl :—
Trembling, fearing, hoping, see—
It supplicatea Mnemoseyne |

Every heart with grief o’erladen,
Every love-distracted maiden,
Blaves who toil beneath the line,
Wretches who in dnnﬁeons pioe ;
All to her for rafoge fles,
Powerful Maemosyne |

8in, and Shame, and Misery,
All despairing souls that be,
Own her power for good or ill,
Court her fuvour, dread her will,
As in a mirror, Destiny

Reflects the great Mnemosyne!
Mighty kings bow down to her,
Yea, and ﬁﬁhat ever were,
High, or low, or boud, or free,
‘Who hath empire wide as sha—
Out of Time, beyond the Sea—
Bovereign Queen Mnemosyne | BHORTER.
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O pexu not midst this worldly strifs,
An |dle art the Poet brings:

Lat high FPhllosaphy control

And sages calm the stream of life,
'Tin he refines its fonntaln-gprings,

The noblar pasaloms of the soul.
CAMPHELL.

He saw thra' 1ife and death, thro' good and W,
Ha saw thro' his own soul
The marvel of the everlasting will,
An open scroll,
Befors him lay: with echolng feet he threaded
The secretest walks of fame:
The viewless arrows of his thoughta wers haadsd
And wing'd with flame.
TENFTson.

Love had he fonnd in hata where poor men e ;
His daily teachers had been woods and rilla,
The allence that 18 in the starry aky,
The sleep that 1s mmong the lonely hills
WorDewoRTRE.
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@2 to Pulp,

Srerx Daughter of the Voics of God !
O Duty | if that name thou love
Who art a li'iht to guide, a rod
To check the erring, and reprove ;
Thou, who art victory and law
‘When empty terrors overawe ;
From vain temptations dost set free ;
And calm'st the weary etrife of frail humanity !

There are who ask not if thine eye
Be on them ; who, in love and truth,
Where no misgiving is, rely
Upon the genial sense of youth :
Glad hearts without reproach or blot ;
Who do thy waork, l.ndgr.uow it not :
Oh | if through confidence misplaced
They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power! around them cast.

Berene will be our days and bright,
And happy will our nature be,
‘When love is an unerring light,
And joy its own security.
And they a blissful course may hold
Eyen now, who, not unwisely bold,
Live in the epirit of this creed ;
Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need.
L
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1, loving freedom, and untried ;
No sport of every random gust,
Yet being to myself a guide,
Too blindly have reposed my trust:
And oft when in my heart was heard
Thy timely mandate, I deferr'd
The task, in amoother walks to stray ;
But Thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may,

Through no disturbance of my eoul,
Or strong compuunction in me wrought,
T supplicate for thy control ;
Baut io the quietness of thought :
Me this uncharter'd freedom tires ;
I feel the weight of chance-desires :
Mly hopes no more must change their name,
I long for a repose that ever is the same.

Stern Lawgiver | yet thou dost wear
The godhead’s most benignant grace ;
Nor know we any thing so fair
As the smile upon thy face :
Flowers laugh before Thee on their beds
And fragrance in thy footing treads;
Thou dosat preserve the stara from wmn%,h
And the most ancient heavens, through Thee are fresh and
strong.

To humbler fanctions, awful Power!
I call thee : I myself commend
Unto thy guidance from this hour ;
Oh, let my weakness have an end !
Give unto me, made lowly wise,
The spirit of self-sacrifice ;
The confidence of reason give,
And in the light of truth thy bondman let me live |
‘Worbeworra,

3 Tife Woet.

Mgy think it is an awful gight

5 Tg h:eada goul just sa:._ ndnfth i
n that drear voy. rom whose night
The ominous nh;g:wa never hﬂ'u],ng
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But "tis more awful to behold
A helpless infant newly borm,
Whose little hands uneconscious hold
The keys of darkneas and of morn,

Mine held them once ; I flungaway
Those keys that might have open set
The golden sluices of the day,
But clutch the keya of darkness yet ;
I hear the reapers singing go
Into God’s harvest ; 1, that might
With them have chosen, here below
Grope shuddering at the gate of night.

O glorions Yonth! that once wast mine !
high ideal! all in vain

Ye enter at this ruin'd shrine

‘Whence worship ne'er shall rise again ;
The bat and owl inhabit here,

The snake rests in the
The sacred vessels moulder near,

The image of the God is gone.

LowsLL

3 Pealm of Wi,

TEeLL me not, in mournful numbers,
“ Life is but an empty dream | "
For the soul iz dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! Life is earnest !
And the grave is not its goal ;
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,"
‘Was not spoken of the soul

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way ;
But to act, that each to-morrow

Find us farther than to-day.

Art is long, aud Time is flesting.
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, sre i
Funeral marches to the grave.
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In the world'’s brozad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle !
Be & hero in the atrife !

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead !

Act,—act in the living Present |
Heart within, and God o’erhead !

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints in the sands of time ;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Bailing o'er life's solemn main,
Some forlorn and shipwreck'd brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.
Let us, then, be up and doing,
‘With a heart for any fate ;
Btill achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labour and to wait. LONGFELLOW,

A spirations of Foutl.
HiarER, higher will we climb
Up the mount of Glory ;
That our names may live through time
In our country's story ;
Happy, when her welfare calls,
He who conquers, he who falls.

Dee deeper let us toil
p:;,e migzs of knowledge ;
Nature's wealth and learning’s spoil,
Win from school and eollege ;
Delve we there for richer gems
Than the stars of diadems.

Onward, onward will we press
Through the path of duty ;
Virtue ia troe hapglnese,
Excellence true eauty,
Minds are of supernal birth,
Msake we then & heaven of earth,
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Closer and ¢loser then we knit
Hearts and hands together,

‘Where our fireside comfortas sit
In the coldest weather:

01 they wander wide, who roam,

For the joys of life, from home,

Nearer, dearer bands of love
Draw our aouls in union,
To our Father's house above,
To the saints’ communion ;
Thither every hope ascend,
There may all our labours end.
MorreouEny.

0he Buppy Xife.

How happy is he born and taught,
That serveth not another’s will ;
‘Whose armour is his honest thought,

And simple truth his utmost skill !

‘Whose paesions not his masters are,
Whose soul is still prepared for death,
Untied unto the worldly care
Of public fame or private breath ;

‘Who envies none that chance doth raise,
Or vice ; who never understood

How deepest wounds are given by praise ;
Nor rules of state, but rales of good ;

‘Who hath his life from rumours freed,
‘Whose conscience is his strong retreat ;

‘Whose state can neither flatterers feed,
Nor ruin make oppressors great ;

Who God doth late and early pray,
More of his grace than gifts to lend ;

And entertains the harmless day
With a religious book or friend ;

This man is fireed from servile bands
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall ;

Lord of himself, though not of lands ;
And, having nothing, yet hath all.
‘Worron.

-
#
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¥n short measures Fife may pecfect be.

Ir is not growing like a tree

In bulk, doth make man better be ;

Or standing like an oak three hundred year,

To fall a log at laat, dry, bald, and sear:

A lily of a day

Is fairer far in May,

Although it fal and die that night—

It was the plant and flower of Light !

In small proportions we just beauties see ;

And in short measures life may perfect be.
B. Joxsox.

Education the dutg of the State,

O yor the coming of thut glorious time

‘When, prizing knowledge as her noblest wealth
And best protection, this imperial Realm,
‘While she exacts allegiance, shall admit

An obligation, on her part, to teach

Them who are boru to serve her and obey ;
Binding herself by statute to secure

For all the children whom her soil maintains
The rudiments of letters, and inform

The mind with moral and religious truth,

Both understood and practised,—so that none,
However destitite, be left to droop

By timely colture unsustain'd ; or run

Into a wild disorder ; or be forced

To drudge through a weary life without the help
Of intellectual implements and tools ;

A savage horde among the civilized,

A gervile band among the lordly free |

This sacred right, the lisping babe proclaima
To be inherent in him, by Heaven's will,

For the protection of his innocenoce ;

And the rude boy—who, having overpaat

The sinless age, by conscience ia aumli}’:i..

Yet mutinously knits his angry brow,

And lifts his wilful hand on mischief bent,

Or turns the godlike faculty of speech

To impious use—by process indirect

Declares his due, while he makes known his need.
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This sacred right is fruitleasly announced,
This univ plea in vain addresa'd,
'T'o eyes and ears of parents who themselves
gl'd, in the time of their neroeui L

rge it in vain ; and, therefore, like a prayer
That from the humblest floor ascends to Heaven,
It mounts to reach the State's parental ear ;
Who, if indeed she owns a mother’s heart,
Aud be not most unfeelingly devoid
Of gratitude to Providence, will grant
The unquestionable good—which, England, safe
From interference of external force,
May grant at leisure ; without risk incur’d
That what iu wisdom for herself she doth,
Others shall e'er be able to undo.

WorpsworTu.

Taste,

Waar then ia taste, but these internal powers
Active, and strong, and feelingly alive
To each fine impulse 1 a discerning sense
Of decent and sublime, with quick disgust
From things deform’d or disarranged, or gross
In speciee 1 This, nor gems, nor stores oF:::ld,
Nor Ev:zp‘le state, nor culture can bestow ;
Bat slone, when firet his active hand
Imprints the secret bias of the soul.
He, mighty parent ! wise and just in all,
Free as the vital breeze or light of Heaven,
Reveals the charms of nature. Ask the swain
‘Who journeys homeward from a summer day’s
Lomnlg labour, why, forgetful of his toils
And due repose, he loiters to behold
The sunshine gleaming, as through amber clouds,
Q'er all the western sky ; full soon, I ween,
His rude expression and untutor'd airs,
Beyond the power of language, will unfold
The form of beauty smiling at his heart
How lovely | how commanding! But ti:ough heaven
In every bresst hath sown these early seeds
Of love and admiration, yet iu vain,
‘Without fair culture’s kind parental aid,
‘Withont enlivening suns, and genial showers
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And shelter from the blast—in vain we bo{ne

The tender plant should rear its blooming head,

Or yield the harvest promised in its spring.

Nor yet will every soil with equnal stores

Repay the tiller's labour ; or attend

His will, obsequious, whether to produce

The olive or the laurel. Different minds

Incline to different objects : one pursues

The vast alone, the wonderful, the wild ;

Another sighs for harmony, and grace,

And gentlest beauty. Hence when lightning fires

The arch of heaven, and thunders rock the ground ;

‘When farious whirlwinds rend the howling air,

And ocean, groaning from his lowest bed,

Heaves his tempestuous billows to the sky

Amid the mighty uproar, while below

The nations tremble, Shakespeare looks abroad

From some high cliff superior, and enjoys

The elemental war. But Waller longs

All on the margin of some Howery stream

To apread his careless limba amid the cool

of pE\nmin shades, and to the listening deer

The tale of elighted vows and love's disdain

Resound mﬂ-wnblinghall the livelong day :

Consenting zephyr sighs ; the weeping rill

Joins in his plaint, melodious ; mute the groves,

And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn :

Buch and so various are the tastes of men |
AKENSIDE.

Hoto fo build up the Palace of the Wind.

Tz swallow's nest of mnd beneath the eaves
Holds not the white swan's golden feather'd brood.
If thou would’st make thy t ouiht] O man, the home
‘Where other minds may 'habit, build it large.
Make its vast roof translucent to the skies,

And let the upper glory dawn thereon,

Till morn and evening, circling round, shall drop
Their jewell'd plomes of aun-flame and of stars,
Build thou that home upon a mountain top,

Where all the free windas shall have w to blow.
Open its casements to the East and West,

To North and South, to Greece and Palestine.
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Let all sweet flowers bloom in its green retreats ;
Let every wild-bird find sweet welcome there ;
And every thing that sharea the breathing joy
Of nniversal air and earth, be free

Of thy well-ordered empire ; and inl.lg

‘With precious gems, with diamond and white pear],
And blood-red ruby and green emerald,

The sumptuous pavement till it shines afar
Like the Apocalyptic shrine, whose walla

Of massive light from Earth and Bun received
All varying lustres, and diffused their beams.
Fresco ita mner walls with all that Art

E'er pictured of the Benutiful, but still

Let Nature freely come to see that Art

Hath rightly drawn her perfect lovelinesa,

Fill the grand halls with statues of old time.
Let Gods and Demi-Gods and Heroee range
‘With Goddesses and Graces. Let the Sainta
And Seers and Sages, and the valiant throng
Of modern Heroes, and the ever young

And ever tuneful Poets of all climes,

And Hierophants of all religions, have

Their place among them, some in silver carved,
Some in the Parian marble, some in gold ;
Ench aymbolizqu that interior truth

Or outward nse he lived, tanght, acted, sung,
Or sought to live, or act, or sing, that men,
Tired by that pure ideal, might become

Gods, and the Earth a new-born Paradise.
Gather all books within its Libraries.

Bid Greece awake through all her words of fire,
And Athens wear her violet crown again,

And the geven cities plead for Homer dead.
Let Marathon and Salamis come forth,
Leuctra and Thermopyles, with all

The hosts who fling their free lives on the pile
Of patriotic virtue, or who cast

The gage of battle to unnumber'd foes,

And then redeem’d it, giving to the earth
Their dust, their lives to the great mother-land,
Their Spirita to the Hero-halls above,

Chant thou thy Epie, Homer ; tell the tale

Of Troy to modern %eum of living men.

Bid India from her Sanscrit speak; let all

The Vedas wide unroll their parchment gates,
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Gather the wisdom of the Pyramids,

The secrets that Egyptian Hierophanta
Practised in erypts and caverns, which they veil'd
In many a rite and symbol—none forget.

Let every Nation's mind unfold its thought,
And every Sage depict the starry scheme ;

And every Hero tell how once Le.died ;

And every Poet sing, while Nature smiles

To find her buried eras bloom anew.

Forget not thine own time ; give ample place
To wisdom shower'd from heaven, renewing earth.
Let Dante sing from out his Middle Age;

Aud Machiavelli with his subtle skill

Unveil the craft of tyrants ; nor forget

The richly-flower’d muse of Camoens;

Or love-lays, born of Europe's loyal beart,
Chanted by Troubadours in sweet Provence.
Let manly Chaucer tread his pilgrim round ;
And Spenser preach of heavenly chastity ;

Let Herbert almost like an Angel sing ;

And Bhakespeare in one pauoramic scene
Reveal life's actual drama, clothing all

His varied forms with living flesh and blood,
Giving to each a true authentic heart,

Whose arteries and veins run warm with love.
Let the blind Psalmist of the Commonwealth,
Who look'd with inward sight where burns the sun
Of lEi:t.-li ht o’er Eden of old time,

In classic English utter sll his thought.

Let Byron pour from out his burniug mind

The seething torrents of unresting soul,

The passion dreams of a wild fever'd heart,

A world of rebel Genii, sin-accursed,

Yet nching, hunge ing for divinity.

Let Keats, the ¢ ﬂrﬁdonis, stand beside

The waking figure of his Grecian urn,
Int.er%reting the meaning of all tears

Bhed { the Graces in enamour'd dreams,

Or smiles that drop from out the Bun-god's eyes,
When morn is on the mountsins, and the stars
Close their white buds and grow invisible,

Let the lost Pleiad, Chatterton, attune

His harp in that bright brotherhood of song ;
Let Wordsworth dream of heaven amid huglulh g
Aund Coleridge stir the heart as with a trump
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Blown by a young Archangel ; nor fo

The living in th nvmnumgor the dx

Make wide Valhalla for the better gods

Than Thor and Odin, gianta of young time ;

Thy muher-aingin, Germany, whose names

Shall brighten like their fame till round the world

The rainbow of their living thought hath grown.

Gather the ripe fruit of all Sciences

Until thy plenteous board gleams rich and rare
‘With cluster'd branches of Hesperian gold.

Let avery Art stand in its perfect form,

And preach the gospel of inventiou to

The eager intellect. “More Light ! More Light |"
Be thia thy motto ; yoke the fpn.tient years

To plough the fallow-fields of History

For buried tmnnnn,h‘ﬁama and precious coins
And marbles, that shall come from out the dust
To tell how beantiful Antiqui

Sat on her ivory throne ; how look’d, how spake
The hero-ages of departed time,

Then, when thy mind grows like the purple East
With dawn-fires from the Sun of Light, go forth,
And, in that rich and eminent domain,

Gather together all sweet charities,

And bid them dwell with thee. In that fair home
Let Freedom rule, and, having won the world

In winning its transcendent essence, give

That world, thy heart, thy life away in love.

Be thou like God, drinking His essence in,
And clothing thyself with it as the earth
Atlires its dainty limbs with emerald green.
As young Desire seeks Beauty, seek to gain
Complete symmetrical development,

That thou may'st minister in thinge of use

To all who seek the palace of thy mind.

Give thy thought freely; give it modestly,
Patient of contradiction. Think not wine

The better because drawn or served by thee.
Force not the overflowing cup too long

On him whom thou dost honour, lest he grow
Burcharged in brain and curse instead of bleas.
Be modest in thy opulence, and know

This fact, that thou may'st learn a truth from all
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Take what thy brother offers thee ; perchance
The eimplest nature may have woke to see
At early morn an Angel in the sun,
And brought from him great message to thy soul
In all thou doest first of all be true
To thine own consciousness, to man, to God.
Hagzria

Beflections in 5 Winter Wlalk at Foon,

Acamy T tread
The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms,
Whose outspread branchea overarch the glade ;
The roof, though moveable through all ita length,
Ag the wind sways it, has yet weﬁ sufficed,
And, intercepting in their gilent fall
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me.
No noige is here, or none that hinders thought.
The redbreast warbles still, but is content
‘With slender notes, and more than half suppress'd :
Pleased with his solitude, and flitting light
From spray to spray, where'er he rests he shakes
From many a twig the pendant drops of ice,
That tinkle in the wither'd leaves below.
Stillness accompanied with sonnds so soft,
Charms more than silence, Meditation here
May think down hours to moments, Here the heart
May give a useful lesson to the head,
And learning wiser grow without hia books,
Epowledge and wisdom, far from being oue,
Have oft-times no connection. Enowledge dwells
In hends replete with thoughta of other men ;
‘Wisdom in minds attentive to their own.
Knowledge, & rude, vuprofitable masa,
The mere materials with which wisdom builds,
Till smooth’d, and squared, and fitted to ita place,
Does hut encumber whom it seems to enrich.
Knowledge is proud that he has learn'd so much ;
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more.

Cowpen.
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Self- Frofoledge.

Ir thou be one whose heart the holy forma
Of young imagination have kept pure,
Stranger ! henceforth be warn'd ; and know that pride,
Howe'er disgunised in its own majesty,
Ia littleness ; that he who feels contempt
For any living thing, hath faculties
Which he has never used ; that thought with him
Ie in its infancy. The man whose eye
Is ever on himself, doth look on one,
The least of Natare's works—one who might move
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds
Unlawful ever. O, be wiser thon!
Instructed that true knowledge leads to love—
True dignity abides with him alone,
‘Who, in the silent hour of inward tho ht,
Can still suspect, and still revere himself,
In lowliness of heart.
WoORDSWORTH.

@he Fudder of Ht. Jugustine,

Bant Avaustive! well hast thou said,
That of our vices we can frame

A ladder, if we will but tread
Beneath our feet each deed of shame!

All common things, each day’s events,
That with the hour begin and end ;
Our pleasures and our discontents
Are rounds by which we may ascend.

The low desire, the base design,
That makes another’s virtues less :
The revel of the ruddy wine,
And all oceasions of excess ;

The longing for ignoble things ;
The strife for triumﬁh more than truth ;
The hardening of the heart that brin
Irreverence for the dreams of youth ;
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All thoughta of ill, all evil deeds,

That have their root in thoughts of ill
‘Whatever hinders or impedes

The action of the nobler will 7—

All these must first be trampled down
Beneath our feet, if we would gain,

In the bright field of Fair Renown,
The right of eminent domain.

‘We have not wings, we cannot soar ;
But we have feot to seale and climb

By slow degrees, by more and more,
The cloudy summita of our time.

The mighty pyramids of stone
That wedge-like cleave the desert airs,
‘When nearer seen, and better known,
Are but gigantic flights of stairs.

The distant mountains that uprear
Their frdov;ning !I':)rehead;n to the akies,

Are crosa'd by pathways, that appear
As we to hi E:r levels rise.

The heights by great men reach'd and kept,
Were not attain'd by sudden flight ;

But they, while their companions alept,
Were toiling upward in the night.

Btanding on what too long we bore

With shoulders bent and downcast eyes,
‘We may discern—unseen before—

A path to higher destinies.

Nor deem the irrevocable Past
As wholly wasted, wholly vain,
Tf, rising on its wrecks, at {m
To something noblsr we atfain,
LoxaerrLrow.
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&he Good Great Fam,
* How seldom, Friend, a t man inherits
Honour or wealth, wmug;zwnh and pains |
It sounds like stories from the land of spirits,
If any man obtain that which he merits,
Or any merit that which he obtains,”
For shame, dear Friend! rencunce this canting strain|
What would'at thou have a good great man obtain 1
Place—titles—esalary, a gilded chain,
Or throne of corses which his sword hath slain 1—
Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends !
Hath he not always treasures, always friends,
The good great man 1—three treasures—love, and light,
And calm thoughta, regnlar as infant’s breath ;—
And three firn friends, more sure than day and night—
Himself, hia Maker, and the angel Daat{.
CoLeRIDGE

Curthly Glories Ebanescent,
8o fails, 80 languishes, grows dim, and dies,
All that this world is proud of. From their apheres
The stars of human glory are cast down ;
Perish the roses and the flowers of kings,
Princes, and emperors, and the crowns and palms
Of all the mighty, wither'd and consumed |
Nor ia power given to lowliest innocence
Long to protect her own. The man himself
Departs ; and soon is spent the line of those
Who, in the bodily image, in the mind,
In heart or soul, in station or pum“ﬁ
Did most resemble him. Degrees and ranks,
Fraternities and orders—heaping high
New wealth upon the burthen of the old,
And placing trust in privilege confirm’d
And re-confirm’d—are scoff’d at with a emile
Of greedy foretaste, from the secret stand
Of Desolation aim'd : to slow decline
These yield, and these to sudden overthrow :
Their virtue, service, happiness, and state
Expire ; and Nature's pleasaut robe of green,
Humanity's appointed shroud, enwraps
Their monuments and their memory.

WornsworTH.
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Beiter 1o habe the Poel's Beart thun Pruin,

BerTER to have the poet's heart than brain,

To feel than write; but better far than both,

To be on Earth a poem of God’s making ;

To have one’s soul a leaf, on which God’s pen

In various words, a8 of trinmphant musie,

That mingleth joy and sorrow, setteth forth

That ouf of darkneas he hath brought the light.

To such perchance the post’s voice i8 given

To tell the mighty tale to other worlds.
MacDoxaLD,

Xifr's Gunds,

As withereth the primrose by the river,
As fadeth summer's sun from gliding fountains,
As vanisheth the light-blown buﬁbla ever,
As melteth snow upon the mossy mountains ;
So melts, so vanisheth, so fades, so withers,
The rose, the shine, the bubble, and the anow,
Of praise, pomp, glory, joy, which short life gathers,
ain praise, fair pomp, sweet glory, brittle joy —
The wither'd primrose by the morning river,
The faded summer's sun from weeping fountains,
The light-blown bubble vanished for ever,
The molteu snow npon the mossy mountains,
Are emblems that the treasures we uplay
Boon wither, vanish, fade, and melt away.
Bowvrox.

Preaent Hlessings ol Prized.

So it falls out,
That what we have we prize not to the worth
‘While we eujoy it ; but, being lack'd and lost,
Why then we reck the value ; then we find
The virtue that possession would not show us
‘While it was ours,
SHAKESPEARE.
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¥y YWind {0 me x Ringhom is.
My mind to me a kingdom is,
Buch perfect joy therein I
That it excels ﬂtbu bliss v
That God or natare hath assign'd :
Though much I need that most would have,
Yet still my mind forbids to crave.

I see that plenty surfeits oft,

And hasty climbera soonest fall ;
I see that such as are aloft,

Mishap doth threaten most of all :
These get with toil, and keep with fear ;
Buch cares my mind can never bear.

I to bear no haughty sway ;
wish no more than may ce;
I do no more than well I may,

Look what I want, my mind supplies :

Lo, thus I triumph like & king,
My mind’s content with any &lng.
I laugh not at another’s loas,

Nor grudge not at another's gain ;
No worldly wavea my mind can toss ;
I brook what is another's bane :

1 fear no foe, nor fawn on friend ;
I loathe mot life, nor dread mine end.

My wealth is health and perfect ease,
And conecience clear my chief defence ;
I never seek by bribes to Eleue,
Nor hﬁduert to give offence :
Thus do I live, thus will I die;
Would all do 20 as well as I'| Brzp,

¥t is the Wind thut makes the Pody rich.

It is the mind that makes the body rich ;

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds,

8o honour peereth in the meanest habit.

‘What ! is the jay more precious than the hawk

Because his feathera are more beautiful 1

Or is the adder better than the eel

Because his painted skin contenta the eye 1
SHAKESPEARE

M
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@ontent.

Swrer are the thoughts that savour of content :

The quiet mind is richer than a crown :
Bweet are the nighta in careleas slumber spent :

The poor estate scorns Fortune's WIL
Buch sweet content, such minds, such aleep, such blias,
Beggars enjoy, when princes oft do misa.

The homely house that harbours quiet rest,
The cottage that affords no pride nor care,
The mean, that 'grees with conntry music best,
sweet, congort of mirth's and music's fare.
Obacured life seta down a type of bliss ;
A mind content both erown and kingdom i
GREENE

——-

Ch $appy Wan.

Hg ia the H&gpy Man, whose life e’sn now
Bhows somewhat of that happier life to come:
‘Who, doom'd to an obscure but tranquil state,
Is pleased with it, and, were he free to choose,
‘Would make his fate his choice ; whom , the fruit
Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of fai
Prepare for h!ﬂaptneas ; bespeak him one
Content indeed to sojourn while he must
Below the skies, but having there his home.
The world o’erlooks him in her busy search
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ;
And, occupied as earnestly as she,
Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the world.
Bhe scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not ;
- He seeka not her's for he has proved them vain,
He cannot skim the ground like summer birds
Pursuing gilded flies ; and such he deems
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys.
Therefore in contemplation is his bliss,
‘Whose power is such, that whom she lifts from eartli
She makes familiar with & world unseen
And shows himn glories yet to be reveal'd.
CowrEk.
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& Houbting Yeart,

‘WaEre are the swallows fled |
Frozen and dead,
Perchance upon soms bleak and stormy shors,
O doubting heart |
Far over purple seas,
They wait in sunny ease,
The balmy sonthern breeze,
To bring them to their northern home once more.

‘Why must the flowers die |
Prison’d they lie
In the cold tomb, heedless of tears or rain.
O doubting heart !
They only sleep below
The soft white ermine snow
. 'While winter winds shall blew,
To breathe and smile upon you soon again.

The sun has hid its rays
These many days ;
will hounrs never leave the earth 1
O doubting heart |
The stormy clouds on high
Veil the same sunny sky
That soon—for spring is nigh—
Shall wake the summer into golden mirth.

Fair hope is dead, and light
Is quench'd in night ;
What sound can break the silence of despair ?
O doubting heart!
The sky is overcast,
Yet stars shall rise at last,
Brighter for darknesa past,
And pugels’ silver voicea stir the air,
ADELAIDE A, PROCTER
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From Bejection: an @de,

A Gl“ﬂ;; Et‘l;ﬁ:t. a pang, void, d‘fik' ang drear,
A stifled, drowsy, unimpassion'd gric
‘Which finds no!{mtunl outlet, no relief,
In word, or gigh, or tear—
O Lady! in this wan and heartless mood,
To other thoughta by yonder throstle woo'd,
All this long eve, o balmy and serene,
Have I been gazing on the western sky,
And its peculiar tint of yellow green:
And still with how blank an eye!
And those thin clouds above, in flakes and
That give away their motion to the stars ;
Those stars, that glide behind them or between,
Now sparkling, now bedimm’d, but always seen:
Yon crescent Moon as fix'd as if it grew
In its own cloudless, starless lake of blue ;
I see them all so excellently fair,
I see, not feel how beautiful they are |

My genial spirita fail ;
Agd what zn these avail
To lift the smothering weight from off my breast 1
It were a vain endeavour,
Though I should gaze for ever
On that green light that lingers in the weat:
I may not hope from outward forms to win
The passion and the life, whose fountains are within,

O Lady ! we receive but what we give,
And in our life alone does nature live:
O'II.A!‘I al herl':ireddinw;nt, ours her llu'\'.'mi.*.l:1
nd would we aught behold, of higher wort

Than that inanimate cold world allow'd
To the poor loveless, ever-anxious crowd,

Ah ! from the soul itself must issue forth,
A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud

veloping the Earth—

And from the soul itself must there be sent

A sweet and potent voics, of its own birth,
Of all sweet sounds the life and elemeut |
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ng:n of heart ! thoun need’st not ask of me
t this strong music in the soul may be !
‘What, and wherein it doth exist,
This light, this glory, this fair luminous mist,
This beantiful and an?-making power.
Joy, virtuous Lady | Joy that ne'er was given,
Save to the };wue, and in their purest hour
Life, and Life's effluence, cloud at once a.n& shower,
%’vo{! Lady! is the epirit and the power
ich wedding Nature to us gives in dower,
A new and new Heaven,
Undreamt of by the sensual and the proud—
Joy is the aweet voice, Joy the Juminous cloud—
We in ourselves rejoicel
And thence flowa all that charmas or ear or sight,
All melodies the echoea of that voice,
All colours & suffusion from that light.
COLERIDGE. _

Time and Clunge.

REvVOLUTIONS sWeep
O'er earth, like troubled visions o’er the breast
Of dreaming sorrow ; cities rise and sink,
Like bubblea on the water ; fiery isles
Bpring blazing from the ocean, and go back

‘o their mysterious caverns ; mountains rear
To heaven their bald and blacken'd cliffs, and bow
Their tall heads to the plain; new empires rige,
Gathering the strength of hoary centuries,
And rush down like the Alpine avalanchse,
%tlrﬂblgg hthe ndatiom,—ud the ver);. a&;n,
on bright and burning blazonry o!
Qlitter awhile in their eternal d? o
And like the Pleiad, loveliest of their train,
Bhoot from their glorious epheres, and pass away,
To darkle in the trackless void: yet Time—
Time, the tomb-builder, holda his fierce career,
Dark, stern, all-pitiless, and pauses not
Amid the mighty wrecks that strew his path,
To sit and muse, like other conquerors,
Upon the fearful ruin he Las wrought.
PrexTICE.
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®he Boins of the Eoliseum by Woonlight,

I sroop within the Colisenm's wall
"Midst the chief relics of almiihtg Roms g
The trees which grew along the broken arches
‘Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars
Bhone through the rents of ruin ; from afar
The watch-dog bay'd beyond the Tiber ; and
More near from out the Crsars’ palace came
The owl’s long cry, and, interruptedly,
Of distant sentinels the fitful song
Begun snd died upon the gentle wind.
Bome eypresses upon the time-worn breach
J‘&vgpear' to skirt the horizon, yet they stood

ithin & bowshot—where the Cemaars dwelt,
And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst
A grove which springs through levell'd battléments,
And twines its roota with the imperial hearths,
Ivy usurps the laurel’s place of growth ;—
But the gladiator's bloody circus stands,
A noble wreck in ruinous perfection !
While Cessar’s chambers, and the Augustan halls,
Grovel on earth in indistinet decay.—
And thou did’st ehine, thon rolling moon,
ATl this, and cast a wide and tender [ight,
Which soften’d down the hoar nusterity
Of rugged desolation, and fill'd up,
As "twere anew, the gaps of centaries;
Leaving that beautiful which etill was so,
And makiog that which was not, till the place
Became religion, and the heart ran o’er
With silent worship of the great of old !
The dead but sceptrad sovereigns, whe still rule
Our spirits from their urna, Brrox.

Suteession of Pomun Beings,

Lige leaves on trees the life of man is found,

Now n in &louth, now withering on the ground ;

Another race the following spring supplies,

They fall successive and guccessive rise :

So generations in their course decay ;

8o flourish these, when those have pass’d away.
SHENSTONE,
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¥ondon xf Sunrise,

COMFOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDOE

Eanta has not anything to shew more falr :
Dull would he be of soul who eonld pass by
A sight =0 touching in its majeaty :
This city now doth like a garment wear
The beauty of the morning ; nlnnk bamre,
Bhips, towers, domes, theatres, and templea He,
%eu unto the fields and to the eky,

bright aud glittering in the amokelesa air,
Never did sun more beantifully steep,
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill ;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep |
The ﬁm?ﬁdeth at his own sweet will ;
Dear God | the very houses seem asleep ;
And all that might§ heart s lying still |

WorpswonTta.

he Wlintrr Speedielt.

Y wintry flowers, whose pensive dyes
Waket:{rhor::l:'e m’mmrf“al lily nleepa |

Ye are like orphame, in whose eyes
Their low-lhid mothet's beauty weepa,

Oh | not like atars that come at eve,
Thm dim clouds gathering one by one ;

And the failing heart to Triavq.
Becatse another is gone

But like the hopes that linger yet
Upon the grave of sorrow’s love ;
And dare Affection to forget
The form below, the soul above.

Or like the thouEhtu that bid Despair
Repose in faith on M:?'n bresat ;
Givers of wings—from toil and care
To fly away, and be at rest.
Ervriorr.



168

POEMS OF REFLECTION AND BENTIMENT.

Xeabes mmd Hlen,

Drop, drop into the grave, Old Leaf,
Dx:ap.'ggop into t.hegngnu 3

Thﬂ acorn’s grown, thy acorn’s sown—

rop, drop into the grave.

December’s tempesta rave, Old Leaf,

Above thy forest-grave, Old Leal,
Drop, drop into the grave.

The birds in spring, will sweetly sing
That death alone is gad ;

The grass will grow, the primrose show
That death alone is sad.

Lament above thy grave, Old Leaf,

For what has life to do with grief {
'Tis death alone that's sad.

‘What then1 We two have both lived throngh
The sunshine and the rain ;

And bless'd be He, to me and thee,
‘Who eent his sun and rain |

‘We've had our sun and rain, Old Leaf,

And God will send again, Old Leaf,
The sunshine and the rain.

Bace after race of leaves and men,
Bloom, wither, and are gone ;

As winds and waters rise aud fall,
8o life and death roll on ;

And long as ocean heaves, Old Leaf,

And bud and fade the leaves, Old Leaf,
'Will life and death roll on.

How like am I to thee, Old Leaf!
We'll drop together down ;

How like art thou to me, Old Leaf!
We'll drop together down.

Well drop together down, O1d Leat,
e’ll drop together down,
‘We'll drop together down.

Drop, drop into the grave, Old Leaf,
Dl:op, drop into th%r;nvea

Thy acorn’s grows, thy acorn’s sown—

m%ed.rop into the grave.

December's tempests rave, Old Leaf,

Above thy forest-grave, old Leaf;
Drop, drop into the grave | Evutorr.
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be Yasbests of Time.

BexveaTH this arch
Nought resteth or 1s still,
But all things hold their march
As if by one great will :
Moves one, move all :
Hark to the footfall !

On, on, for ever !

Yon sheaves were once but seed ¢
‘Will ripene into deed.
As enve-drops swell the streams,
Day-thoughts feed nightly dreams ;
And sorrow tracketh wrong,
As echo follows song,

On, on, for ever!

ht, like stars on high,

ggenliagoun reveal their train;
They whisper and go by,
I never watch in vain:
Moves one, move all ;
Hark to the footfall]

On, on, for ever |

They pass the cradle-head,
A ?.Eern a promise ghed ;

Th the moist new
T e T
ey bear thro every e,
Theyharveat: ofugl!; time, :
On, on, for ever! HaARRET MARTINEAT.

Fuoman Fife,

Berweex two worlds, Life hovers like & star

"T'wixt night and morn, npon the horizon’s verge ;
How little do we know that which we are |

How less what we may bel The eternal surge
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar

Our bubbles ; as the old burst, new emerge,
Lash'd from the foam of ages, while the grave
Of empires heaves but like some passing wu'e.B

TRON.
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3 Simile.

Srowwy, slowly up the wall

Bteals the sunshine, steals the shade,
Evening dampe begin to pall,

Evening shadows are display'd. -
Round me, o'er me, everywhers

All the sky is grand with clonds,
And athwart the evening air

Wheel the swallows home in crowda.
Shafts of sunshine from the west

Paint the dusky windows red ;
Darker shadows, deeper luﬁ

Underneath, and overhea
Darker, darker, and more wan

In my breast the shadows fall ;
Upward steals the life of man,

As the sunshine from the wall.
From the wall into the eky,

From the roof along the spire ;
Ah! the souls of those that die

Are but sunbeams lifted higher.

Loxareriow.

—_—

Sa's Spiritual Pober,

As the &mple Moon,
In the deep stillness of a summer even,
Rising behind a thick and lofty grove
Burns, like an unconsuming fire of ligint,
In the green trees ; and, kindling on all sides
Their leafy umbrage, turna the dusky veil
Into a subatance glorious a8 her own,—
Yea, with her own incorporate, by power
Capacious and serene ; like power abides
In man's celestial spirit ; virtne thus
Sets forth and magnifies herself; thus feeds
A calm, a beautiful, and silent fire.
From the encumbrances of mortal life,
From error, disappointment,—nay, from gullt]
And sometimes, so relenting justice wills,
From palpable opptressions of despair.
‘WORDEWORTH.
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% Bellection xt Sew,

See how, beneath the moonbsam's smile,
Yon little billow heaves its bresst ;
And foams and sparkles for a while,
And murmuring then subsides to rest |
Thus man, the sport of bliss and care,
Rises on Time's eventful sea;
And, baving awell'd a moment there,
Thus melts into eternity.
Moore,

Brems of the Bead,

Orr in still night-dreams a departed face

Bends o'er me with sweet sarnestness of aye,

Wearing no mors of earthly pains a trace,

But all the tender pity that may be

On the clear brow of immortality,

Calm, yawmfound. Soft rays illume that mien;

Th' unshadow’d moonlight of some far off aky

Around it floats, transparently serene

As a pure veil of waters. O rich Slee‘re:

The spells are mighty in thy regions deep,

Which glorify wi rmnoﬂ{nf reath,

Effacing, brightening, giving forth to shine

Beauty's high truth ; and how much more divine

Thy %'!nr when link'd, in this, with thy stern brother
eath | B8, HEMANS,

Breams,

THE mysteries of the Angel-World
Are unfolded when we sleep ;
In dreams the sails of thonght, ungu-l'd,
Waft us like barqnes where Angels kodp
Close-veil'd within the nnknown seas
Their watch. To eaint upon his knees,
Great God | how near thou ¢omest down ;
‘What radiant light, what spirit-crown,
‘What bosom heart's-ease Thou dost give
To those who in Thy covenant live]
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Ehe Fight of Stars,

TrEE night is come, but not too soon ;
And sinking silently,

All gilently, the little moon
Drope down behind the aky,

TlLere is no Iiﬁht in earth or heaven,
But the cold light of stars ;

And the first watch of night is given
To the red planet Mars.

Is it the tender star of love—
The atar of love and dreams 1
O no! from that blue tent above,

A hero’s armour gleams,

And earnest thoughts within me rise,
‘When I behold afar,
Suspended in the evening skies,
shield of that red star.

o stm& of strength ! T see thee stand
And amile upon my pain ; .

Thou beckonest with tIE;' maildd hand,
And T am strong again.

Within my breast there is no light,
But the cold light of stars ;
I give the first watch of the night
o the red planest Mars,

The star of the unconquer'd will,
He rises in my breast,

Serene, and resolute, and still
And calm, and self-possess'd.

And thou, too, whosoe'er thou art,
That readest this brisf gnlm,

Ae one by one thy hopes depart,
Be resolute calm.

O fear not in a world like this,
And thou. shalt know, ere long—
Enow how sublime a thing it ia
To suffer and be strong. LoxareLrow,
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Pirtue,
1.

Sweer day, so cool, so calm, so bright,
The bridal of the earth and sky,

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night ;
For thou must die,

Bweet rose, whose hue a.ngr{ and brave
Bids the rash gazer wipe hia eye,
Thy root is ever in ite grave,
d thou must die.

Bweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,
A box:whfire swee;; compazu? lie,

Thy music shows ye have your closes,
E.nd all must die.

Only a eweet and virtuous soul,
Like season’d timber, never gives ;
But, though the whole world turn to ooal,
chiefly lives.

1L

Tag heart, mlter:;l in its mood, *
That joys alone in doing good,

And Jolgﬂ in the heavenly road,
And steps where once an aogel trod,—
The joya within such heart that burn,
No losa can quench, nor time o’erturn |
The stars may from their orbits bend,
The mountains rock, the heavens rend,
The sun's last ember eool and quiver,
But Virtue still shall glow for ever |

3 Yust Pan's Purgoses.

No wrath of men, or rage of seas,
Can shake & just man's purposes ;
No threats of tyrants, or the grim
Visage of them can alter him ;
But what he doth at first intend,

173

HEREERT,

Hoea.

That he holds firmly to the end. HEerricK.
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Spenk gently to the Erring,
Seeax gently to the erring—
Ye know not all the power
With which the dark temptation came
Tu some ungusrded hour:
Ye may not know how earnestly
They struggled, or how well,
Until the hour of weaknesa enme,
And sadly thua they fell !

Speak gently of the erring—
Hpsh !gdoduoilthou for, ebg
owever darkly stain'd by ain,
He is thy brother yet.
Heir of the self-same heritage,
Child of the self-same A
He hath but stumbled in the path
Thou hast in weakness trod,
Bpeak kindly to the erring—
For is it not enough
That innocence and peace are gone,
Without thy censure mughgo
It surely ia a weary lot
That sin-crush’d heart to bear ;
And they whoshare a happier fate
Their chidings well may spare.
Speak kindly to the erring—
Thou yet m:g;st lead him back,
With holy words, and tones of love,
From Misery's t‘hornfy track :
Forget not thou hast often sinn'd,
And sinful yet must be ;
Deal kindly with the erring one,
As God bas dealt with thee, Lzz,

3 Good Eonscience the Best Befonce,

WaAT stronger breastplate than a heart untainted |
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel just ;

And he but naked, though lock'd up in

‘Whose conscience with injustice is corrup

steel
quimm
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obleness of a Fobly §ind.

O I wovrp walk
A wsany j y to the farthest verge
Ofﬂubia:o to kies that good man's hand,
‘Who, in the hlage of wisdowm and of art,
Preserves & lowly mind ; and to his God,
Feeling the sense of his own littleness,
Is na nchtild inmu;k“si.mplinit{:ho
What is the p of learnin rndo
Of letters of Iesenu o mista
Of the gray morn before the riaing sun
That pass away and perish. ly things
Are but the transient pageauts of an hour ;
And earthly pride is like the pessing flower
Thuaprlnptnﬁu,mdbhnombunodig.w

HITE

Forgibeness of Ynjuries,
LzArx from yon orient shell to love thy foe,
And store with pearls the hand that brings thee woe:

Free, like yon rock, from base vindictive pride,
Emblaze with gems the wrist, that rends y side:

Mark, where yon tres rewards the atony shower
With fruit nectarecus, or the balmy flower :

All nature calls aloud, shall man do less
Than heal the smiter, and the railer bless
Tranal. from Hafiz. Bir W, Jonea

—

Wz Gube all of us ome Buman Yeurt,

MAy is dear to man ; the poorest poor

Long for some moments in a weary life

When they can know and feel that they have Leen,
Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out

Of some small blessings ; have been kind to such
As needed kinduess, for this single cause,

That wo have all of us one human heart,

‘WorpsworTH.
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Poboer of Gentleness.

8prEAE you so gently! Pardon me, I pray you.

I thought that all t{a had been eavage here ;

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of stern commandment. But whate’ser you are,

That in this desert inacceasible,

Under the shade of melancholy boughs,

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ;

If ever you have look'd on better days ;

If ever been where bells have kaoll'd to charch ;

If ever sat at any good man's feaxt.;

If ever from your eyelids wiped a tear,

And know WZ: "tis to pity, and be p:tled
Eentlenm my strong enforcement be :

In the which hope I blu.ah, and hide my sword,

BHAEESPRARE

@ fasity.
Tae blessings which the weak and r can scatter
Have their own season. 'Tisa li
To give a cup of water ; yot ita drm ht
Of cool refreshment, drain'd by fever'd llpu,
May give a shock of pleasure to the fram
More exquisite than when nectarean jmce
Renewn the life of j Joy in happwsh hours.
It i s little thin ;:m
Of common comfort, which by daily use
Has almost lost ita sense ; yet on the ear
Of him who thought to die unmoum'd "twill fall
Like choicest music ; fill the i zing
‘With gentle tears ; relax the knotted
To know the bonds of fellowship again ;
And shed on the departing soul a sense
More precious than the benison of friends
About the honour'd death-bed of the rich,
To him who else were lonely,—that another
Of the great family is near, and feels,
T'arLyouRD,
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Comgussion,
Tae swesteat voice

That warbles in the grove, is not so sweet
As thine, Compassion——nor the boldest deed
Of hero’s arm 8o worthy of the lyre
As act of Mercy ; nor, in all the round
Of being, is there aught in God's pure eye,
8o blese'd, 80 sanctified as those kind thoughts
That stir the bosom of Benevolence.
‘What are the joys of Heaven but those of Love 1
What God’s own bliss 7—The blisa of doing good
Unlimited and perfect ! Drummoxp.

Preseberance,

Toue hath, my lord, a wallet at his back,
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,
A great-sized monster of ingratitude's :
Those scrapa are good deeds past, which are devour'd
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon
As done. Perseverance, dear my lord,
Keeps honour bright ; to have done, is to hang
?uibe out of fashion, like a rusty mail,
n mopumental mockery. Take the instant way,
For bhonour travels in & strait so narrow,
‘Where one but goes abreast. Keep then the path ;
For emulation hath a thousand sons,
That one by one pursue; if yon give way,
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by,
And leave you hindmost.
Or, like a gallant horse, fallen iu first rank,
Lie there for puvement to the abject rear,
O’er-run and trampled on; then what they do in present,
Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours;
For time is like a fashionable host,
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand,
Aund with his arma outstretch'd, as he would fly,
GmFs in the comer: welcome ever smiles,
And furewell goes out s:'ihing. Oh! letnot virtue seek
Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit,
High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service,
Love, friendship, charity, are subjecta all
To envious and calumniating time. SHAKESPEARE.
N
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Heber sag Fail.
Krenr working—"tis wiser
Than sitting aside,
And dreaming and sighing
And waiting the tide.

In‘Il;fe'u unlmut hal.il;lo

ey only prevai

Who Lﬂ:y march onward,
And pever eay fail |

In life’s rosy morning,
Tn manhood’s firm pride,
Let this be the motto
Your footsteps to guide:

In storm and in sunshine,
Whatever assail,
We'll cnwrard and conquer,
And never say fail 1
Awox,

Procrasiimtion,
To-MorRrOW, and bto-morrow, and to-morrow
Creepa in this me ce from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time,
And all oar yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dushy death.
SHAXEBRFEARE

Br wise to-dny ; ‘tie madness to defer:
Next day the fatal precedent will plead :
Thus on till wisdom is push'd out of life.
Procrastination is the thief of time ;
Year after year it steals, till all are fled.
Youws.

Om, seize the instant time ; you never will
With waters once pass’d by impel the mill !
CE-
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Best,
Sweer is the pleasure
YiselM cannot epoil 1
1= not true leisure
One with true toil |

Thou that would'at taste i,
Btill do thy best;

Use it, not waste it,
Else "tis o rest.
Would'st behold beauty
Near thee{ all round }
Ouly hath duty

Such a sight found.
Rest is not quitting

The bu e;Ir';er;

Rest is fitting

Of self to ite sphere.
"Tis the brook's motion
Clear without strife,
Fleeing to ocean

After 1ts life,

Deeper devotion
Nowhere hath kpelt ;
Fuller emotion
Heart never fejt.

"Tia loving and serving

The Highest and Best:

"Tie onwards ! unswerving,

And that is true rest. Draogr.

Ternul Bope.
Ereavar Hope! when yonder spheres spblime
Peal'd their firat notes to sound the march of ‘i‘lmq,
Thy joyous youth began—but not to fade.—
When all the sieter planets have deeay’d ;
‘When wrapt in fire the realma of ather glaw,
And Heaven's last thunder shakes the world below ;
Thou, undismay’d, shalt o'er the ruins amile,
And light thy torch at Nature's faneral pile, CAMPEELE.
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Popes.
Hores are inspirations ; first they grow
In arypt-lik‘:;pmn, where secret agf:ndoun glow
Of Love and Wisdom. Hopes are Truths divine,
That stand above the sentried lights of time,
With faces fill'd with dawn-light and with forms
Invincible ; and there above all storms
They chant their revelation, leading on
Humanity to destinies unknown,

The Bracon.

THE scene was more beuutiful far, to my eye,
Than if day in its pride had array'd it;

The land-breeze blew mild, and the azure-arch'd sky
Look'd pure as the Spirit that made it.

The murmur arose as I silently
On the shadowy wnves' playful motion;

From the dim distant iale till the beacon-fire blazed,
Like a star in the midst of the ocean.

No longer the joy of the eailor-boy's breast
Was in his wildly breathed numbers ;
The sea-bird had flown to Ler wave-girded nest,

The fisherman sunk to his slumbers.

I igﬁ:‘d as I look'd from the hill's gentle alope;
hnsh'd was the billows! commotion;
And I thought that the beacon look'd lovely as hope,
That star of life’s tremulous ocean.

The time is long L»ut and the scene is afar,
Yet, when my ead rests on its pillow,

Will Memory sometimes rekinile the star
That blazed on the breast of the billow.

In life’s closing hour, when the trembling soul flies,
And death stills the soul's last emotion,
O then may the seraph of mercy arise
Like & star on eternity’s ocean !
Miss ParDoE
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Wishes,

Wourp that I were a river,
To wander all alone
Through some sweet Eden of the wild,
In music of my own ;
And bathed in bliss, and fed with dew,
Distill'd o'er mountains hoary,
Return unto my home in heaven,
On wings of joy and gloryl

Or that I were & skylark,
To soar and sing above,
Filling all hearts with joyful sounds,
A.ng my own soul with love |
Then o'er the monrner and the dead,
Aud o'er the good man dying;
My song should come like buds and flowers,
en music warbles flying.

0, that a wing of splendour,
Like yon wild cloud, were mine |
Yon bounteous cloud, that gets to give,
And borrows to resign |
On that bright wing, to climea of spring,
I'd bear all wintry bosoms,
And bid Hope smile on weeping thonghts,
Like April on her bloasoms,
Eryorr,

Sorratos,
Frowers by heedlesa footstepa prest,

All their sweeta surrender ;
Gold must brook the fiery test,
Ere it show its splendour.

Stars come forth when Night her shroud
Draws, as daylight fainteth ;
Only on the tearful cloud,
his rainbow painteth.
Axon.

rd
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Times go by Tams,

Tezl tree in time may grow again
Most naked planta renew hﬁ fruit and flower;
The sorriest wight may find release of pain,
ﬁ:‘lha drin;t lolfl lncfni; 3:3 moistemng ahower:
o y turns, cea change by cowrse,
From foul to fair, from better hap to worse.

The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow ;
Bhe draws her fuvours to the lowest ebb:
Her tides have squal times to come and go;
Her loom doth weave the fine and coarsest web;
No joy so bat ronneth to an e
No hap so but may in fine am

Not always fall of leaf, nor ever spring,

Not endless night, yet not eternal day:
The eaddest birds a season find to sing,

The roughest storm a calm may soon allay.
Thus, with succeeding tarns, God tempereth sll,
Thtmmayhopegorhe,yetfmm fall.

A chance may win that by mischance was lost ;
That net that holds no t, takea little fish ;
In gome thinge all, in all things none are cross'd ;
Few all they need, but nome have all they wish.
Uumingled joys here to no man befall ;
‘Who least, hath some ; who most, hath never allL
SouTEWELL.

Trmperancr,

Taovas I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ;
For in my youth I never did applg
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ;
Nor did 1 with an ul forehead woo
The means of weakness and debility;
Therefore my age is ad a luaty wiater,
m’ but mﬁn
SEAEESPEARE



POEMS OF REFLEOTION AND AENTIMENT, 183

Wlsralising i the Sorest,

Duke. Come, shall we go and kill ua veuison 1
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools—
Being native burghera of this desert city—
Bhould, in their own confines, with forked heads
Have their round haunches gored.

Lord. I.ndeeg,o my lord,
The welancholy Jaques grieves at thut ;
And, in that kind, swaars you do more usurp
Than doth your brother, that hath banish'd you.
To-day, my lord of Amiens and myself
Did steal behind him as he lay along
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out
Upon the brook that brawls along this waod :
To the which place a poor sequester'd atag,
mt from the hunter's g h:id :;‘en a h:l]':.

id come to languish ; indeed, my lo
The wretched animal heaved forth such TOADS,
That their discharge did stretch hia leathern coat
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears
Coursed one another down his innocent nose
In piteous chase: and thus the hairy foal,

Much marked of thie melancholy Jaquaes,
Btood on the extremest verge of the awift brook,
Augmenting it with tears.

'ﬁa. But what said Jaques?
Did he not morslise this spectacle 1

Lord. Oh yes! into a thousand similes.

Firat, for his weeping in the needless stream :
“ Poar deer,” quoth he, “ thau makest a testament,
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more
To that which too much.” Then, being alane,
Left and ;bani?gl tl:’f hi“a ;:lut friends ;
“"Tis right,” q - us misery doth
The ﬁ:g of company.” Anon, a careless hopr:i,ﬁ
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him,
And never stays to greet him. “ Xy.“ quoth Jaques,
“ Sweep on, you fat m%m citizens ;
"Tia just the fashion. ore do you look
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ™
us most invectively he pierceth through
The bo‘:‘{ of the country, city, court,
Yea, of this our life ; awearing that we
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Are mere nsurpers, tyrants, and, what's worse,
To fright the animals, and to kill them up
In their assign'd and native dwelling-place.
Duke. And did you leave him in this contemplation 1
Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting
DUpon the sobbing deer.
SHAEESPEARRE.

e Conbict Ship.

Mozrx on the waters! and,ﬂpurpla and bright,
Burats on the billows the flushing of light ;

O’er the glad waves, like a child of the sun,

Bea the tall vessel goes gallantly on;

Full to the breeze she unbosoma her sail,

And her onstreams onward, like hope, in the gale;
The winds ecome around her, in murmur and song,
And the aurges rejoice as they bear her along.

Bee | she looka up to the golden-edged clouds,

And the gailor sings gaily aloft in the shrouds:
Onward she glides, amid ripple and spray,

Over the waters—away, and away !

Bright as the visions of youth, ere they

Pasaing away, like a dream of the heart !

‘Who—as the beautiful pageant sweepa by,

Mousic around her, and sunshine on high—

Pauses to think, amid glitter and glow,

Oh ! there be hearta that are breaking below !

Night on the waves |—and the moon is on high,
Hung, like a gem, on the brow of the sky,

Treading its eptim in the power of her might,

And turning the clouds, s they pnea her, to light !
Look to the waters |—asleep on their bresst,

Beems not the ship like an 1sland of rest

Bright and alone on the shadowy main,

Like a heart-cherish'd home on some desolate plain |
‘Who—as ehe smilea in the silvery light,

Bpreading her wings on the bosom of night,

Alone on the deep, as the moon in the sky,

A phantom of beauty—could deem with a sigh,
That o lovely a thing is the mansion of sin,

And that souls that are smitten lie bursting within 1
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Who—as he watchea her silently gliding—
Remembers that wave after wave is dividing
Bosoms that sorrow and guilt could not sever.
Hearts which are parted and broken for ever

Or deems that he watches, afloat on the wave,

The death-bed of hope, or the young spirit's grave !

"T'is thus with our life, while it passes along,

Like a vessel at sea, amidst aunshine and song !

Gaily we glide, in the gaze of the world,

‘With streamers afloat, and with canvas unfurl'd ;

All gladness and glory to wandering eyes,

Yet, charter’d by sorrow, and freighted with sighs,

Fading and false is the aspect it wears,

As the smiles we put on, just to cover our tears;

And kt.he withering thoughts which the world cannot
now,

Like heart-broken exiles, lie burning below;

‘Whilst the vessel drives on to that geaolnt& shore

Where the dreams of our childhood are vanish’d and

o'er. 3
Hsrver,

Elegy boritten i 7 Courdry @hurehyach.

Tae curfew tolls the knell of futing day;
The lowing herd wind slowly o'er the lea;
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world—to darkness and to me.

Now fades the glimmering landecape on the sigh
And all the uqr I aol:;g ntillneup;oldl; %

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight,
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant foﬁa 5

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tower,
The moping owl does to the moon compl'ain

Of such as, wandering near her secret bower,
Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath these ruggnd elms, that yew-tree’s shade,
‘Where heaves the turfin manfua mouldering heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude forefathers of the hamlet aleep.
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The breezy call of incense-breathing morn,

The swallow twittering from her atraw-built shed,
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy housewife ply her evening care;

No children run to lisp their sire's return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield ;

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke :—
How jocund did they drive their team a-field!

How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroke |

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,
Their hnmel{.juyn and destiny obscure ;
XNor Grandeur hear, with a d.i.u(u’nful smile,
The short and simple annals of the poor !

The boast of Heraldry, the pomp of Power,

And all that Beauty, all that Wealth e'er gave,
Await alike the inevitable hour:

The paths of Glory lead—but to the grave.

Nor youn, ye Proud, impute to these the fanlt,
1If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise,
Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault,
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise.

Cen storied urn, or animated bust,

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath 1
Can Honour'a voice provoke the silent dust,

Or Flattery scothe the dull cold ear of death T

Perhaps, in this neglected spot, is laid
Bome heart once pregnant with celestial fire ;
Hands that the rod of Empire might have sway'd,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre:

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample
Rich with the spoils of t{:e, did ne'er m;
Chill Penury repress'd their noble rage,
And froze the geniul current of the soull

Full many a gem of purest ray serene,
The dark unfathom'd eaves of Ocean bear;
Full many a flower is born tu blush unseen,
And waste its ewestness on the desert air |
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Some village Hampden, that, with dauntless breast,
The little tynn?gf his fields withstood ;

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest—
Some Cromwell, guiltless of hia eountry’s blood.

The applause of listening senatea to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land,
And read their history in a nation's eyes,

Their lot forbade ; nor circumacribed alone
Their glowing virtues, but their crimes confined—
Forbade to & through slanghter to & throne,
And shat the gates of mercy on mackind;

The struggling pangs of conacious truth to hide;
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame ;
Or heap the ghrine of luxury and pride,
‘With incense kindled at the Muse's flame,

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray:
Along the cool sequester'd vale of life
They kept the noiselesa tenor of their way!

Yet e’en these bones from insult to protect,
Some frail memorial, still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d,
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.

Their name, their years, spell’d by the unletter’d muase,
The place of fame and u‘:ﬁf supply ;

And many a boly text aro she strews,
To teach the rustic moralist to die,

For who, to dumb Forgetfulnesa a prey,
This pleasing, anxious being e'er resign'd—
Left the warm precincta of the chieerful day,
Nor cast oue longing, lingering look behind 7

On some fond breast the anting goul relies, ,
Some pious drops the closing eye requires:

F’en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,
E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires !

For thee, who, mindful of the unhonour'd dead,
Dost in these linea their artlesa tale relate,
If, 'chance, by lonely Contemplation led,
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate;
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Haply, some hoary-headed swain may say—

“ Oft have we seen him, at the peep of dawn,
Brushing, with hasty steps, the dews away,

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn,

“There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech,
That wreathes its old fantastic roota so high
His listless length at noontide would he atrat.cil,

And pore npon the brook that bubbles by,

“Hard by yon wond, now smiling as in scorn,
Muttering his wayward fancies, he would rove:
Now drooping, woful, wan, like one forlorn,
Or crazed with care, or eross’d in hopeless love |

# One morn I miss'd him on the accustom'd hill,
Along the heath, and near his favourite tree ;
Another came ; nor yet beside the rill,
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he :

“The next with dirges dus, in sad array,
Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne ;
Approach ang read (for thou canst read) the lay,
raved on the stone beneath yon ngmi thorn,

THE EPITAPH.

HEeRE reats his head upon the lap of earth,
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ;
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth,
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own.

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere;
Hgaaven did a recomgenoe as largely send ;—
He gave to Misery all he had—a tear ;
@ gain'd from Heaven, 'twas all he wish'd—a friend.

No farther seek his merits to disclose,
Or dn?]w hila imiltiaa fﬂﬁl thiir dread abode,
ere they alike in trembling hope re
(T&'he bosom of his Father and his G-oE) &
HAY.
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POEMS OF

Time Bolls his Craseless Course,

True rolls his ceaseless course. The race of yore,
‘Who danced our inﬁne{ou n their kuee,
And told our marvelling yr::ood legends store,
Of their strange ventures happ'd by land or sva,
How are they blotted from the things that be |
How few, all weak and wither'd of their force,
‘Wait on the verge of dark eternity,
Like stranded wrecks, the tide returning hoarse,
To sweep them from our sight! Time rolls his ceasel,

course, Scorr.

lemories of ife Bead.

Tazx let us be content in spirit, though
‘We cannot walk, as we are fuin to do,
Within the solemn shadow of our griefs
For ever—but must needs come down again
From the bright skirts of those protecting clouds,
To tread the common paths of earth anew.
Then let us be content to leave behind ua
So much ; which yet we leave not quite behind ;
For the bright memories of the holy dead,
The blessed ones de d, shine on us
Like the rnre splendours of some clear large star,
Which pilgrims, travelling onward, at their backs
Leave, u.ng at every moment see not now ;
Yet, whensoe'er they list, may pause and turn,
And with its glories gild their atill ;
Or as beneath a northern sky is seen
The sunken sunset living in the west,
A tender radiance there surviving long,
Which has not faded all away, before
The flamiug banners of the morn advance
Over the summits of the orient hills,
TreNcH,



190 POEME OF REFLECTION AND SENTIMENT,

Goodnees in Things Ebil.
L

TeERE 18 some soul of ness in
Would men observingly distil it out.

il

"Trm Nature's faw

That none, the meanest of created things,
Of forms created the most vile and brute,
'gi:ie muft“;); :;:;td noxious, lhox:ild exist, =

VO —a spirit an lse of
A life and soul, to every mode ofhgti::g “
Inseparably link'd. en be assured
That least of all can aught—that ever own'd
The huven-mio.niing eye and front subilime
Which man is born to—sink, howe'er depress'd,
So low as to be seorn'd without a sin ;
Without offence to God cast ont of view;
Like the dry remuant of a garden-flower,
‘Whose seeds are shed, or as an implement
Worn out and worthless,

‘WorDsWORTE.

® tohat x Glorg Doty this Whorld gut on.

O waaT a glory doth this world put on

For him who, with a fervent heart, goea forth

Under the br&ght and qlorio‘na gky, and looks

On duties well perform’d and days well spent !

For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves

Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings,

He shall 50 hear the solemn h that Death

Haas lifted up for all, that he shall go

To his long resting-place without a tear,
LoxoreLLOW.
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Eonplets.
Ix vain our labours are whatsoa'er they be,
Unless God gives the Benedicite.

Mercy the wise Atheninns held to be
Not an affectian, but s Deitie.

Whatever comes, let's be content withall ;
Among God's blessings, there is no one small,

Three fatal sisters wait upon each sin ;
First, Fear and S8hame without, then Guilt within.

That man must govern with a gentle hand,
‘Who will have love comply with his command.

This is my comfort; when Fortuns's mnst unkind,
8he can bat spoil me of my means, not mind.

Conquer wa ehall, but we mnst first contend ;
"Tia not the fight that crowns us, but the end.

Man must do well out of a good intent,
Not for the servile fear of punishment,

Tn prayer the lips ne'er act the winnin
‘Without the aweet concurrence of the {_pln{t,
Hmmricg.

Suffering is & Boly Thing.

O Lire, O Death, O World, O Time,
O Grave, where all things flow,
'Tia yours to make our lot sublime,

ith your great weight of woe |

Though sharpest anguish hearts may wring,
Thgu I bosoma torn may be, s
Yet nu&ring is a holy thing ;
Without it what were we |
Trexcr.
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@be Wlorty of Pours.

Beueve not that your inner eye
Can ever in just measure try
The worth of Hours as they go by;

For every man's weak self, alas!
Makes him to see them, while they pass,
As through a dim or tainted glasa:

Buot if in enrnest cara you would
Mate out to each its part of good,
Trust rather to your after-mood,

Those surely are not fairly spent,
That leave your spirit bow‘f and bent
In sad unrest and ill-content:

And more,—though free from reeming harm,
You rest from toil of mind or arm,
Or slow retfiire from pleasure’s charm,—

If then a painful sense comes on
of sﬂmething wholly lost and gone,
Vainly enjoy'd or vaiuly done,—

Of something from your being’s chain
Broke off, tior to be link'd again
By all mere memory can retain,—

Upon your heart this truth may rise,—
Nothing that altogether dies
Suffices wan's just destinies !

So should we live, that every Hour
May die as dies the natural flower,—
A gelf-reviving thing of power ;

That every thought and every deed
May hold within itself the seed
Of future good and future need;

FEsteeming sorrow, whose employ
Ta to develop, not destroy,
Far better thun a barren joy.
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Is sught so falr
In all the dewy landscapes of the spring,
In the bright eye of Hesper, or the morn,
In Nature's feirest forma, Is sught so falr
As virtuons friendship ! as the candld blush
Of him who strives with fortune to be Jost?
The graceful tear that streams for others' woes,
Or The mild majesty of private life,
Where Peacs, with ever-blooming ollve, erawns
The gate; whers Honour's iberd] hands effuss
Unenvled trepsures, and the spowy widgs
Or I and Love protect the scene ?

AXENEIDE.

Wirs Joy unfelgn'd, brothers and slsters meet,
And each for other's welfars kindly speers :
The soclal hours, swift-wing'd, annoticed fleet;
Each tells the oncos that he sees or hears ;
The parents partisl, eye thelr hopefa! yesrs;

Anticipation forward polnis the view.
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The Way-Queer,

You must weke and call ms early, call me mother dear;
To-morrow ’ill be the bappiest time of all the Jld New-year;
Of all the glad Naw-ymr, mother, the maddest, merries day;
For {’hm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o

e May.

There's many a black black eye, they say, but none so brighs
as mine;

There's Msrgmt and Mary, there’s Eate and Caroling;

But none so fair as little Alice in all the land they uy:

So I'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o’ tha

May.

1 sleep so sound all night. mnther that I shall never waka,

If you do not call me loud when the daibemm to bresk

But I must gather knota of flowers, and buds and garlands gay

For I’t:n ;t{:n be Queen o' the Mny, mother, I'm to be Queen o }
the May.

As I came up the valley whom think ye should I see,

But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel-trae;

He thonght of that Ihu‘p look, mother, I gare him tardsy—-
But I ?119 to ba Queen o' the May, moﬂlar, I'm to E“

He thought T was a ghost, mother, for T was all in white,

And I ran by him, without speaking, like a flash of light ;

They call me mel-hemd, but I care nos what they say,

Forgn to ba Queen o' the May, mother, 'm to ba Queen o'
& May.
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They say he's dying all for love, but that can never be:

They say his heart is breaking, mother—what is that to me?

There's many a bolder lad 'ill woo me eny summer day;

And t{m ﬁ: ge Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o'
e May.

Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the green,

And ‘{ou.'ll be there, too, mother, to see me made the Queen

For the shepherd lads on every side "ill come from far away ;

And I'm to be Queen o’ tha , mother, I'm to be Queen o'
the May.

The honeysuckle round the porch haa woven its wavy bowers,

And by the meadow-trenches blow the faint aweet cuckoo-flowers;

And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in swamps and
hollows gray;

And I'm to be dﬂaen o’ the May, mother, I'm to bs Queen o'
the May.

The night winds come and go, mother, npon the meadow grass,

And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as they pass;

There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong day ;

Andi'm h;o be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o’
e May.

All the valley, mother, "ill be fresh and green and still,

And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill,

And the rivelet in the Sowery dale 'ill merrily glance and play,

For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o'
the May.

8o you must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear,

To-morrow "ill be the happiest time of all the glad New-year:

To-morrow 'ill be of all the year the maddest merriest day,

Porl‘;m;g be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o
e May.

Neby-Pear's Ebe.

Ir you're waking, call me early, call me esrly, mother dear,
For I would ses the sun rise upon the glad New-year.

It is the last New-year that I shall ever see,

Then you may lay ms low T the mould, and think no more of me,

To-night I saw the sun set : he set and left behind .
The good old year, the desr old time, and all my peace of mind;
And the New-year's comin up, mother, bat I shall never see
The blossom on the bl orm, the leaf upon the tree.
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Last May we made & crown of flowers ; we had a merry day;

Beneath the hawthorn on the green they made me Queen of
May,

And we l.ilmcud. abount the May-pole, and in the hazel copse,

Till Charles’s Wain came out above the tall white chimney-tops.

There's not & flower on all the hilla: the frost is on the pane:
I only wish to live till the snow-drops come again :

I wish the snow would melt and the sun come out on high:

I long to see a flower so before tha day I die.

The building rook "ill caw from the windy tall elm-tree,

And the tufted plover pipe along the fallow lea,

And the awallow "ill come back again with summer o'er the wave,
But I shall lie alone, mother, within the mouldering grave.

Upon the chancel-casement, and npon that grave of mine,
Tu the early early morning the summer san ’ill shine,

Before the red cock crows from the farm upon the hill,
‘When you are warm aslesp, mother, and all the world is still.

‘When the flowers come again, mother, beneath the waning light
You'll never see me more in the long gray fields at night ;
When from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow cool

On the oat-grass and the sword.grass, and the bulrush in the pool.

You'll bury me, my mother, just beneath the hawthorn shade,
And you'll come sometimes and see me where I am lowly laid.
I shall not forget you, mother, I shall hear you when you pass,
With your feet above my head in the long and pleasant grass.

I bave been wild and wayward, but you'll forgive me now;
You'll kiss me, my own mother, and forgive me ere I go;
Nay, nay, t{0\1 must not weep, nor let your grief be wild,
You should not fret for me, mother, you have another child.

If I can T'll come again, mother, from out my resting-place ;
Though you'll not see me, mother, I shall look upon your face:
Though I cannot speak a word, I shall hearken what you say,
And be often often with you, when you think I'm far away.

Gooduight, goodnight, when I have said goodnight for ever-

more,

And you see me carried out from the threshold of the door;
Don't let Effie come to see me till my grave be growing green :
8he'll be & better child to you than ever I have been.

She'll find my garden-tools upon the granary floor:

Let her take 'em—they are her's: I shall never garden more:
But tell her, when I'm gone, to train the rose-bush that I set
About the parlonr-window and the box of mignonette.
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Good-night, sweet mother; call me bafore ths day is born.
All night I lie awake, but I fall ssleep at morn ;

But I wonld see the sun rise upon the glad New-year,

So, if you're waking, call me, call me early, mother dear.

The Conclusion,

I THowouT to pass away before, and yet alive I am;

And in thg fields all round I hear the bleating of the lamb,
How sadly, I remember, rose the morning of the year!

Ta die before the nno-lrdmp came, and now the violet’s here.

O sweet is the new rviolet, that comes beneath the skies,
And sweeter is the young lamb's voice to me that cannot rise,
And sweet is all the land about, and all the flowers that blow,
And sweeter far is death than life to me that long to go.

It seam'd o hard st first, mother, to leave the blessed san,
And now it seems as hard to stay, and yet His will be done !
But still I think it can’t be long before I find release ;

And that good man, the clergyman, has told me words of peace.

O blessings on his kindly voice and on his silver hair!

And blessings on his whole life long, until he meet me there!
O blessings on his kindly heart and on hia silver head !

A thousand times I blest him as he kuelt beside my bed!

He taught me all the mercy, for he show'd me all the sin.
Now, t.hmazh my lamp was lighted lste, there’s Onewill let me in:
Nor would I now be well, mother, again, if that could be,

For my desire is but to pass to Him that died for me.

I did not hear the dog howl, mother, or the death-watch beat,
There came & sweeter token when the night and morning mees :
But sit beside my bed, mother, and put your hand in mine,
And Effie on the other side, and I will tell the sign.

All in the wild March-murning I heard the augels call;

It was when the moon was setting, and the dark was over all;
The trees began to whisper, and the wind began to roll,

. And in the wild March-morning I heard them call my soul

For lying broad awake I thought of Iyon and Effie dear;
I saw you sitting in the house, and I no longer bere;
With all my strength I pray’d for both, and so I felt resign’d,
And up the valley came a swell of music on the wind.
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1 thought that it was fancy, and I listan’d ln my bed,

And then did something speak to me—I knew not what way said;
For great delight and shuddering took hold of all my mind,
And up the valley came egain the music on the wind.

But you were sleeping and I said, “It%s not for them: it's mine."
And if it comes three times, I thought, I take it for & siga.
And once n it came, and close beside the window-bass,
Then seem’d to go right up to Heaven and die smong the stars.

So now I think my time is near. I trust it is. I know
The blessed music wept that way my soul will have to go.
And for myself, indeed, I care not if I go to-day.

But Effie you must comfort her when I am past away.

And say to Robin a kind word, and tell him not to fret;
There's many worthier than I, would make him bappy yet.
IfI had ]ives--l cannot tell—I might have been his wife
Bat all these things have ceased to be, with my desire of life.

O look! the sun begins to rise, the heavens are in a glow;

He shines upon & hundred fields, and all of them I know,

And there I move no longer now, and there his light may shine—
Wild-flowers in the valley for other handa than mine,

O sweet and strange it seems to me, that era this day is done
The voice that now is speaking may be beyond the sun—

For ever and for ever with those just souls and true—

And what is life, that we should moan? why make we such ado?

For ever and for ever, all in a blessed home—

And there to wait a little while till you 2od Effis come—

To lie within the light of God, as I lie upon your breast—

And the wicked cease from troubling, aud the weary are & rest,
TENNYBOR.

Y bsulom,

THE waters alept. Night’s eilvery veil hung low
On Jordan’s bosom, and the eddies curl'd

Their ilon rings beneath it, like the still,
Unbroken beating of the slesper's pulse, _
The reeds bent down the stream ; the willow leaves,
With a soft cheek upon the lulling tide,

Forgot the lifting winds ; and the b';f:hmn,

‘Whose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse,
Bears on its bosom, quietly gave way,

And lean'd, in grwa?ul attitudes, to rest.
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How strikingly the conrse of nature tells,
By its light heed of human suffering,

t it was fashion'd for a happier world !

King David’s limbs were weary. He had fled

From far Jerusalem ; and now he stood,
‘With his faint people, for a little rest
Upon the shore of Jordan.. The light wind
Of morn was stirring, and he his brow
To ita refreshing breath ; for he had worn
The mourner's covering, and he had not felt
That he could see his people until now.
Thl:ly gather'd round him on the fresh green bank,
And spoke their kindly words ; and, as the sun
Rose up in heaven, he knelt mong them there,
And bow'd his head upon hie hands to pray.
Oh ! when the heart ia full—when bitter thoughts
Come crowding thickly up for utterance,
And the poor common words of courtesy
Are such a very mockery—how much
The bursting heart may pour itself in prayer !
He praly'd for Israel—and his voice went up
Btrongly and fervently. He pray’d for those
Whose love had been his shield—and his deep tones
Grew tremulous. But, oh! for Absalom—
For his estranged, misgnided Absalom—
The proud, bright being, who had burst away
In all his princely beauty, to defy
The heart that cherish'd him—for him he pour'd,
In agony that would not be controll'd,
Strong supplication, and forgave him there,
Befora his God, for his deep sinfulness.

The pall waa pettled. He who elept beneath
‘Was straighten'd for the grave ; and, aa the folds
Bunk to the still proportions, they betray'd
The matchless symmetry of Abealom,

His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls
‘Were floating round the tassels as they sway'd
To the admitted air, as gloesy now

Ag when, in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing
The snowy fingers of Judea’s daughtera,

His helm waa at his feet: his banner, soil'd
With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid,
Beversed, beside him; and the jewell'd hilt,
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Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blsde,
Rested, like mockery, on his cover'd brow.

The soldiers of the king trod to and fro,

Clad in the ?rb of battle; and their chief,

The mighty Joab, stood beside the bier,

And upon the dark pall steadfastly,

As if he fear’d the slumberer might stir,

A slow step startled him. He grasp'd his blade
As if a trumpet rang; but the bent form

Of David enter’d, and he gave command,

In u low tone, to his few followers,

And left him with his dead. The king stood still
Till the last echo died: then, throwing off

The sackcloth from his brow, and laying back
The pall from the still features of his child,

He bow'd his head upon him, and broke forth
In the resistless eloquence of woe:

“Alas | my noble bov! that thou should’st die !
Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair |

That death should settle in thy glorious eye,
And leave his stillness in this clustering hair |

How could he mark thee for the silent tomb |
My proud boy, Abaalom |

“ Cold is thy brow, my son ! and I am chill,

As tom om I have tried to prees thee !
How was I wont to feel my pulses thrill,

Like a rich harp-string, yearning to careas thee,
And hear thy sweet ‘my father /* from these dumb

And cold lips, Absalom !

“ But death is on thee: I shall hear the gush
Of music, and the voices of the Zoun :
And life will pass me in the mantling glunh,
And the dark tresses to the soft winds flung ;}—
But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, shalt come
To meet me, Absalom |

“And oh ! when I am atricken, and my beart,
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to bn{roken,

How will its love for thee, as I depart,

ItYam for thine “3 fs: é&nk ita last deep token !
were 80 sweet amid death's gatheri
To see thes, Absalom! I
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# Apd now, farewell | "Tis hard to give thee up,
With death so like a gentle slumber on thee ;—

And thy dark sin —Oh | I could drink the cup,
If from this woe its bitterness had won thee.

May God have call'd thee, like a wanderer, home,
My lost boy, Abealom !

He cover'd up his face, and bow’d himself
A moment on his child: then, giving him
A look of melbi:itendernm, e lasp'd,
His hands convalsively, as if in prayer;
And, as if strength wera given him of éod,
He rose up calmly, and composed the pall
Firmly and deaentjy—n.nd left him therse—
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep.
Winiie

o lis Sister— From fhe Bhine,

Tae castled crag of Drachenfels

Frowans o'er the wide and winding Rhine,
‘Whose breast of waters broadly swe

Between the banks which bear the vins,
And hille all rich with blossom'd trees,

And fields which promise corn and wine,
And seatter'd cities crowning these,

Whose far white walls along them shiune,
Have atrew'd & scene which I shounld see
With double joy wert thou with me.

And peasant girls, with deep blue ayes,

And hands which offer eurly flowers,
Walk amiling o'er this andm :

Above, the frequent fendal towers
Throufh green leaves lift their walls of gray,

And many a rock which steeply lowers,
And noble arch in proud decay,

Look o'er this vale of viuhia bowers 3
But one thing want these banks of Rhine—
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine !

Do loag e Gy ety Yot
e thy 03
I know t.haglzﬁey muat wither'd bm,

But yet reject them not aa such ;
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For I have cherish'd them as dear,
Because they yet may meet thine eye,
And guide thy soul to mine even here,
en thou behold’st them d.l'!mpl.nasl nigh,
And knowest them gather’d by the Rhine,
And offer'd from my heart to thine !

The river nobly foams and flows,
The charm of this enchanted ground,
And all its thousand turna diaclose
Bome fresher beauty varying round :
The Laughtiest breast its wish might bound
Through life to dwell delighted here ;
Nor could on earth a spot be found
To nature and to me so dear,
Could thy dear eyes, in following mine,
Still sweeten more these banks Ofmm“ll!‘r
BON

&}z Sountain,

‘We talk’d with open heart, and tongue
A flectionate ;nd htt-noil t

A pair of friends, though T was youn,
m Ma.tthew,sewntjhtwo. T

We lay beneath a apreading oak,
Beside a mossy seat ;

And from the turf a fountain broke,
And gurgled at our feet,

“Now, Matthew!” gaid I, “let us mateh
This water’s ﬂ)amnt. tune

With some old border song, or catch
That suits a summer's noon ;

“Or of the church-clock and the chimes
ing here beneath the shade
That half-mad thing of witty r. yes,
Which you last April made|*

In silence Matthew lay and eyed
The spring beneath the tree ;

And thus the dear old man replied,
The gray-hair'd man of glee:
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“No cheek, no stay this Streamlel fears ;
How merrily it goes |

*Twill murmur on a thousand years,
And flow as now it flows.

* And here on this delightful day,
HI cannot choose but thi Ikln
ow oft, a vigorous man y
Beside this fountain's brink.

o Mv' eyes are dim with childish tears,
y heart is idly stirr'd,
For the same sound is in my ears
‘Which in those days I heard.

“Thus fares it still in our decay:
And yet the wiser mind

Mourns less for what age takes away,
Than what it leaves behind.

“The blackbird amid leafy trees,
The lark above the hill,

Let loose their carole when they please,
Are quiet when they will.

“With nature never do they wage
A foolish strife; they see

A happy youth, snd their old age
Is beautiful and free :

“ But we are press'd by heavy laws,
And often, glad no more,

We wear a face off::x, because
We have been glad of yore.

“Tf there is one who needs bemoan
His kindred laid in earth,

The houeehold hearts that were his own,
Tt ia the man of mirth,

“My days, my Friend, are almost gone,
y life has been a;;nprowd,

And many love me ; but by none
Am T enough beloved,”

“ Now both himeelf and me he wrongs,
The man who thus complains [

I live snd sing my idle songs :
Upon thess bappy plaina. o
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“ And, Matthew, for thy children dead

A ntllnboh‘ o t‘Od'.’m° lh.n.n.-i,“ and said,
t this he 'd my i
“Alas! that eannot be.”

‘We rose up from the fountain aide ;
And down the smooth descent

Of the green sheep-track did we glide,
And through the woods we went }

And ere we came to Leorard's rock,
He eang those witty rhymes
About the crazy old church-clock,
And the bewilder'd chimes,
‘WoRDEWORTH.

3 Star hus Left the Rindling Shp.*
A sraR has left the kindli —

A lovely northern 'lighl:.m!g d
How many planets are on high,

But that has left the night

1 miss ita bright familiar face,
It was a friend to me;

Apsociate with my native place,
And those beyond the sea.

It rose upon our English sky,
S e
t many & lovin h
And many a gentle h{nd. ki

It seem'd to snawer to my thought,
uﬁ cnllu'ld the pzllnt to mind, 3
with its welcome ce brought
All T had left behincif .

The voyage it lights no longer, ends
Soon on & foreign shore ;
How can I bat recall the frienda
That I may see no more }
These ware (he last verses of Miss Landon; and are mhnﬂﬂnl&

-
the h In
pole-star whick, hier yoyage to Africa she had nightly watched till
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Fresh from the pain it was to part—
How could I bear the pain |

Yet strong the omen in ry heart
That says-—We mest again.

Meet with a desper, dearer love *
For abaence shewa the worth

Of all from which we then remave,
Friends, home, and native earth.

Thou lovely polar star, mine eyes
Btill turn'd. the first on thee,

Till T have felt a sad surprise
That none look'd up with me.

But thou hast sunk npon the wave,
Thy radiant dpl.nes unknown j

I seem to stand beside a grave,
And standl by it alone,

Farewell! ah, would to me were given
A power npon thy liﬁt!
What words upon our English heaven
Thy loving rays should write !
Kind messajges of love and hope
Upon thy ra'g: ghould be ;
Thy shining orbit should have scope
arcely enough for me.
Oh, fancy vain, aa it is fond,
And l?ttlen needed too ;
My friends | I need not look beyond
¥ heart to look for you.
L. B Lawpox.

Solitnde,
SCPPOSED TO HAVE BEFY WENTEN BY ALETANDER BELETRE, DURISG I8 SOLITAKY
ADODE ON THE BLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEE,
I Am monarch of all T survey;
My right there is none to dispnte;
From the centre all round to the sea
I am lord of the fowl and the brute,
O Bolitude | where are the charma
That sages have seen in thy face 1
Better dwell in the midst of alarms
Than reign in this horrible place.
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I am out of humanity's reach,
I must finish my journey alone,
Never hear the sweet musie of epeech ;
I start at the sound of my own.
The beasts that roam over the plain
My form with indifference eee
Th’g are 80 unacquainted with man,
eir tameness ia shocking to me.

Society, riendnhi? and Love,
Divinely bestow'd upon man,
O had I the wings of a dove
How soon would I taste you again |
My sarrows I then might assuage
the waya of religion and trath,
Mi t]mnfromtbewiudomof?go,
d be cheer'd by the salliea of youth,

Ye winds that bave made me your sport,
Convey to this desolats shore

Some cordial endearing report
Of a land I ehall vizit no more ¢

My friends, do they now and then send
A wish or a thonght after me |

0 tell me I yot have a friand,
Though a friend I am never to see !

T
with the speed of its fli
The t.et;: itself hgl.t:hind, i A
And the swift-winged arrows of light,
‘When I think of my own native
In a moment I seem to be there ;
But alas| recollection at hand
Soon hurries me back to despair.

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest,
The beast is laid down in his lair;
Even here is a season of rest,
And T to my cabin repair,
There's merey in every place,
And mercy, encouraging thought |
Gives even nﬁiuﬁon A gTace,
And reconciles man to his lot.
Cowrer.
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Srienda,

Soue I remember, and will ne'er forget ;

My early friends, friends of my evil day :

Friends in my mirth, friends in my misery too,

Friends given by God in mercy and in love ;

My counsellors, my comforters, aud guides,

My joy in grief, my second bliss in joy ;

Companions of my young desires ; in doubt,

My oracles, my wings in high ursait.

0, I remember, and will ne'er forget

Onr meeting spots, our chosen sacred hours,

Our burning words that utter’'d all the sonl,

Our faces beaming with unearthly love ;

Borrow with sorrow sighing, hope with hope

Exulting, heart embracing, beart entire |

As birds of social feather helping each

His fellow's flight, we soar'd into the skies,

And cast the clouds beneath our feet, and earth,

‘With all her tardy leaden-footed

And talk’d the speech, and ate thm of heaven !

These I remember, these selectest men,

And would their names record ; but what avails

My mention of their namea! Before the throne

They stand illustrious 'mong the loudest harps,

And will receive thee Ehd, my friend and theirsa—

For all are friends in heaven, all faithful friends ;

And many friendships in the daya of time

Begun, are lasting here, and growing still ;

8o grows ours evermore, both theirs aud mine.
PoLrox.

Ehe Bight of offer Bags.
Orr in the stilly night
Fre slumber’s chain hes bound me,
Fond Memory brings the light
Of other days around me :
g?%:;lﬁla' the tears
ood’s years,
The words of love then spoken :
The eyes that shone,
Now dimm’d and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken !
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Thus in the stilly night

Ere slumber's chain has bound me,
Sad Memory brings the light

Of other days around me,

‘When I remember all
The friends so link'd together
I've seen around me fall
Like leaves in wintry weather,
I feel like one
‘Who treads alone
Bome banquet-hall deserted ;
Whose lighta are fled
Whose gurlande dend’.
And all but he departed |
Thus in the stilly night
Ere slumber's chiaiu has bound me,
Bad Hemorgnbﬁngl the light
Of other days around me.
Moorx,

e Dissolution of Friendshiy.

Avras| they had been friends in youth ;
But whispering tongues can poison truth ;
Axnd coostancy lives in realms above ;

And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ;
And to be wroth with one we love

Doth work like madpesa in the brain.
Aud thus it chanced, as I divine,
With Roland and Sir Leoline.
Each spake words of high disdain

And ivsult to his heart's beat brother :
They parted —ne’er to meet again |

But never either found anvther
To free the hollow lieart from paining ;
They stood aloof, the scars remaining,
Like clifia which have been rent asunder.

A dreary sea now flows between ;
Baut neither heat, nor fi nor thunder,

Shall wholly do away, I ween,
The marks of tliat which once hath been.
Coreripge.
b 3
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The Boite of 'One boe Fobe.

WaEex twilight's parting flush

Turns to am‘purplo ﬁ\ldon dim,
And the sea, with gentle hush,

Breathes a duleet vesper hymn;
*T'is aweet to hear the breeze

Join the lullaby above—
But, oh! moresweet than thess-

Is the voice of one we love:

"Tis eweet to wake in June
To the skylark’s matin lay,
To hear the thrush at noon
Pouring muaic from the spray ;
At eve to lend our ear
To the wooing of the dove;
But naught so aweet and clear
As the voice of one we love.

Althongh, when yeara are flown,
A change of scene or lot
Each other cherish'd tone
From our memory may blot,
A sound there is that yet,
Whatever change we provs,
We never can forget—-
*Tis the voice of one we love. Honaowm Surrm.

&o x Bistunt Frieud.
WaY art thou silent 1 Is thz love a plant
Of such weak fibre that the treacherous nir
Of absence withers whal was ouce so fair}
[s there no debt to pay, no boon to grant 1
Yet have my thoughta for thee been vigilant,
Bound to thy servica with unceasing care—
The mind’s lexst generows wish a mendicant
For nought but what thy happiness could spare.
Speak | —though thissoft warm heart, once free to hold
A thoueand tender pleasures, thine and mine,
Be left more desolate, more dreary cold
Than & forsaken bird's-uest fill'd with snow
"Mid its own bush of leafless eglantine—
Speak, that my torturing doubta their end may know |
‘WORDSWORTE.
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The O Couple Bomuebourd Bound,

It stands in a sunny meadow,
The house so mossy and brown,
With its cumbrous old stone chimneys, .
And the grey roof sloping down,

The trees fold their green arms arouad it,
The trees a century old;

And the winds go chanting through them,
And the sunbeama drop their goldy

The cowslips spring in the marshes,
And the roses bloom on the hill;

And beside the brook in the pastures-
The herds go feeding at wi

The children have gone and left them—
Theﬁ git in the sun alone!’

And the old wife's ears are failing
As she harks to the well-known tone

That won her heart in her girlhood,
That hns soothed her in many & care,

And praises her now for the brightness
Her old faee used to wear.

She thinks again of her bridal—
How, dress'd in her robe of white,

She stood by her gay young lover
To the morning’s rosy light.

Oh ! the morning is rosy as ever,

But the rose from her cheek is fled ;-
Aund the sunshine atill is golden,

But it falls on a silver’d hend|

And the girlhood dreams, once vanish'd,
Come back in her winter time,

Till her feable pulses tremble
With the thrill of spring-tide's prime.

And looking forth from the window,
She thinks how the trees have grown,
Since, clad in ber bridal whiteness,
She crosa'd the old door-stone,
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Though dimm’d ber eye’s bright azure,
And dimm'd her hair’s young gold:
The love in her girlhood pfighud
Has never grown dim nor old.

They sat in peace in the sunshine,
T?ll the day was almost done;

And then, at ita close, an angel
Stole over the threshold-stone.

He folded their bands together—
He touch’d their eyelids with baln;
And their last breath floated upward,
Like the cloge of a solemn pealm.

Like a bridal pair they traversed
The upseen, mystical road,
That leads to the beautiful city,
“ Whose builder and maker is God.”

Perhapa in that miracle country

They will give her lost youth back;

Apd tie flowers of a vanish’d spring-time
Will Lloom in the spirit's track.

One draught from the liviog waters
Shall eall back his manhood's prime;
And eternal years shall measure
The love that outlived time.

But the shapes that they left behind thew,
The wrinkles and silver hair,

Made holy to us by the kisses
The angel bad printed there,

‘We will hide away 'neath the willows,
‘When the day is low in the west ;
Where the sunbeams eannot find them,

Nor the winds disturb their rest.

And we'll suffer no tell-tale tombatone,
With its age and date, to rise
O’er the two who are old no longer,
Iu the Father's house in the skiea.
Axox.



_POEMS OF THE SOCLAL AND DOMESTIO AFFECTIONS. 218

“Ah, ah! old worn-out soldier, is it you 1"
Through the room ranged the imprison'd humble bee,
And boml’d, and bounced, and struggled to.be free;
Dashing aguainst the panea with sullen roar,
That threw their diamond annlight on the floor;
That floor. clean sanded, where my fancy stray’d
O'er undulating waves the broom had mnde;
Reminding me of those of Lideous forms
That met us ns we pass'd the Cape of Storms,
Where high avd loud they break, sud pesce comes never;
They roll and foam, and roll and foam for ever.
But here waa peace, that peace which home.oan yield;
The grasshopper, the partridge in the field,
And ticking ¢ were all.at once become
'.!'."]:a ;mbﬁtitulta for fihrioﬁ' fife, and drum. -
bile thus I mused, still gazing, gazing sli
On beds of moes that epread the window.sill,
" 1'deemn’d no moss my eyes had ever seen
Had been so lovely, brilliant, fruh.-m':‘um.
And guess'd some ivfant hand bad pl it thare,
And prized its hue, so exquisite, so- rare.
Feelings on feelings mingling, doubling rose;
My heart felt every thing but calm repose;
T could not reckon minutes, hours, nor years,
But rose at once, and burated into tears;
Then, like a fuol, confused, sat down again,
And thought upon the past with shame and pain;
I raved at war and all its horrid cost,
And glory’s quagmire, where the brave are lost.
On carnage, fire, and plunder, long I mused,
And cursed the murdering weapons I had used.
Two shadows then I saw, two voices beard,
One ke age, and one a child's appear'd.
In stepp'd my father with convulsive start,
And in an instant clasp’d me to his heart.
Close by him stood a little blue-eyed maid;
And stooping to the child, the old man said—
“ Clome hither, Nancy, kiss me onee again ;
This is {our uncle Charles, come home from Spasn.”
The child approach'd, and with ber fingers liggp,
Stroked my old eyes, almost deprived of sight.
But why thus spin-my tale—thna tedious be !
Happy old eoldier! what's the world to me 1
MFIELD,
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Q- By,
Yooxo folke now flocken in e where,
To szthar May-buskets and smelling brere ;
And home the{():asten the poata to dight,
And all the kirk pillars ere daylights
With hawthorne buds and sweet eglantine,
And gnrlands of roses and sope-in-wine.

Bicker, this morrow, no longer ngo,
I saw a shole of s‘hef:herda out-go,
With einging, and shouting, and jolly chere;
Before them rode a luaty tabrere,
That to the many a hompize play'd
Whereto they daunced each one with his maid.
To see these folks make such jovisaunce,
Made my heart after the pipe to daunce.
Tha' to the greene-wood they speeden them all,
To fetchen home May with their musical,
And home the{ bringen in a royal throne,
Crowned as a king, and hir queen attone
‘Was Lady Flora, on whom did attend
A fayre flock of faeries, and a fresh band
Of lovely nymphs. O that I were there,
To helpen the Indies their May-bush bear |

SpPERsER.

Bpiteun Sporis.

How merrily, from distant towers,
Ring round the village bells ! now on the gale
They rise with gradual swell, distinct and loud ;
Anon they die upon the pensive ear,
Moelting in faintest music.—They bespeak
A day of jubileo, and oft they bear
Commix'd, along the unfrequented shore,
The sound of village dance and tabor loud,
Startling the musing ear of solitude.
Buch is the jocund wake of Whiteuntide,
‘When, with mirthfal anbols, all the day
The rustic revellers ply the mazy dance
On the smooth-shaven green, and then at eve
Full many a tale of ancient daye goes round.

Warrs
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Xament of the Jrish Emigrant,

I'u mtting on the stile, Mary,
Where we eat side by side,

On a bright May morning long ago,
‘When first you were my bride

The corn was springing fresh and green,
And the lark sang loud and high—

And the red was on your lip, Mary,
And the love-light in your eye,

The place is little changed, Mary,
e day is bright as then,
The lark’s loud song is in my ear,
And the corn is green again ;
But I miss the soft clasp of your hand,
And your breath, warm on my cheek,
And T still keep list'ning for the words
You never more will speak,

"Tis but a step down yonder lane,
And the little church stands near;
The church where we were wed, Mary,
I see the spire from here,

But the grave-yard lies between, Mary,
And mzuatep might break your rest ;
For I've lnid you, darling! down to sleep

With your baby on your breast.

T'm very lonely now, Mary,
For eﬂfoor make no new friends;
But oh | they love the better atill
The few our Father sends!
And yon were all I had, Mary,
My blessing and my pride :
There's nothing left to care for now,
Since my poor Mary died.

Yours was the good brave heart, Mary,

That still kept hoping on,
‘When the trust in md left my soul,
And my arm’s young strength was gone ;
There was comfort ever on your lip,
And the kind lock on your brow—
I bless you, Mary, for that eame,
Though you cannot hear me now,
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I thank you for the patient smile
When your heart was fit to break,
When the hu:lgat ?mn was gnawing there,
And you hid i}, for my sake !
I bleas you ffor the pleasant word,
‘When your heart was sad and sore—
OL! I'm thankful you are gone, Mary,
Where grief can't reach you more

U’'m bidding you & long farewell,
My Mary, kind and true;
But {‘ll not forget you, darling |
In the laud 1’m goiog to;
They say there’s bread and work for all,
And the sun shines always there;
But I'll not forget old Jreland,
Were it fifty times az fair.

Aud often in those grand old woods
1'll sit, and shut my eyes,
Aud my heart will travel back again
To the place where Mary lies;
And T'll think I see the little stile
Where we sat side by side,
.And the springing corn,and the bright May moru,
Wheun first you were my bride.
Mra. BLACEWOOD.

Bomestic Lobe.

0, vove of lovesi to thy white hand is given

Of earthly happivess the golden key:

Thine are the joyous hours of winter'’s even

‘When the babes cling around their father’s imee;

And thine the voice that, on the midnight sea,

Melts the rude mariver with thoughts of homs,

Peopling the gloom with all he longs to see. o
OLY.
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Bomustic Peare,

TeLL me, on what holgeground
Mn{ Domestic Pence be found 1
Haleyon daughter of the skies,
Far on fearfal wings she flies,
From the pomp of sceptred state,
From the rebel’s noisy hate;
In a cottaged vale ghe dwells,
Listening to the Snbbath bells |
BLill arcund her steps are seen
Bpotless Honour's meeker mien,
Lave, the sire of plauinifsam,
.Borrow amiling throogh her tears,
Aud, conscious of the past employ,
Memory, bosom-spring of joy. COLERIDGE.

—_—

Ehe Peasant vtwrning Homeboard from fis Toil.

JFainT aud .aweet
Twilight falla round the peasant's homeward feet,
Wheo, slow relurniug from his task of toil,
Sees the low snnset gild the cultured soil,
And, though such radinece round him brightly glows,
Marks the small a}mrk his cottage window throws,
Btill, as his heart forestalls his weary pace,
Fondly he dreams of each familiar face,
Recalls the treasures of his narrow life—
His rosy children and his sunburnt wife,
To whom /s coming is the chief event
Of simple days in cheerful labour spent.
The rich man’s chariot hath gone whirling past,
And these poor cottagers have ouly cast
One careless glance on all that show of pride,
Then to their tasks turn'd quietly aside;
But Aim they wait for, him they welcome home,
Fix'd sentinels look forth to see him come;
The fagot sent for when the firs grew dim,
The frugal meal prepared, are all for him ;
For him the watching of that sturdy boy,
For him those emiles of tenderness and J:{,
For him—who plods his ssuntering way alon
‘Whistling the fragment of some vi f

‘Hox, ORTON.
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Ehilbren,

Coue to me, O ye children!
For I hear you at your play,

And the questions that perplex'd nie
Have vanish'd quite away.

Ye open the eastern windows,
That look towards the sun,

‘Where thoughts are singing swallows
And the brooks of morning run,

In your hearts ara the birds and the sunshins,
n your thoughts the brooklet’s flow ;
But in mine is the wind of autumn,
And the first fall of the enow.

Ah! what would the world be to us
If the Children were no more 1

We sghould dread the desert behind na
‘Worse than the dark before,

‘What the leaves are to the foreat,
With light and air for food,

Ere their aweet and tender juices
Have been harden'd into wood,—

That to the world are Children ;
Through them it feels the glow

Of & brighter and sunnier climats
Than reaches the trunks below.

Come to me, O ye Children!
And whisper in my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing
In your sunny atmosphere.

For what are all our contrivings,
And the wisdom of our books,

When compared with your caresses,
And the gladness of your looks 1

Yo are better than all the ballads
Fo'fhnt ever were sung or said ;
ye are living poems,
And all the rest are dead. Lowareurow.
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€ hildhood,
O THOU bright thin%, fresh from the hand of God ;
The motions of thy dancing limbs are sway'd
g, the unceasing music of thy being |
earer I seem to God when looking on thee.
'Tis ages since He made his youngest star—
His hand was on thee as "twere yesterday,
Thou later revelation| Silver stream,
Breaking with laughter from the lake divine
‘Whence all things flow. O bright and singing babe,
‘What wilt thou be hereafter 1
ALex, Surra.

On the Beceipt of mg Flother's Picture.

Og that those lips had lan, | Life has pass'd
With me but roughly eince ]l. heard thee last.
Those lips are thine—thy own sweet smile I see,
The eame that oft in childhood solaced me ;
Voice only fails, else how distinct theiv_ 8aY,
“ Grieve not, my child: chase all thy fears awny 1"
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes
Blest be the art that can immortalize,

he art that baffles time's tyrannic claim
To quench it) here shinea on‘me atill the same.

" Faithful remembrancer of one so dear,
O welcome guest, though unexpected here!
Who bidd'st me honour with an artless song,
Affectionate, & mother lost so long.
I will obey, not willingly slone,
But gladly, as the precept were Lier own:
And, while that face renews my filial grief,
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief,
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie,
A momentary dream, that thou art she.

My mother ! when I learn'd that thon wasat dead,
Bay, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed 1
Hover'd thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son,

‘Wretch even then, life's journey just begun 1
Perhaps thou gavest me, though unseen, a kiss ;
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bli

Ah, thut maternal smile ! it answers—Yea,
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1 heard the bell toll'd on thy burial-day,

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away,
And, turning from my norsery ‘window, drew’
A long, leng sigh, and wept a last'adien |

But was it such ] It was. Wirere thou art gose
Adieus and farewells are n-sound usknown. .
May I but mest thee on that peaceful shors,
The parting sound shall pass my lipe no'mored!
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my coneern;
Oft gave me promise of thy quick returmu.
‘What ardently I wish'd, I.long believed

And disappointed still, was sti I deceived.

By disappointment every day beguiled,

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child,

Thue many a sad to-morrow came and went,
Till, all my stock of infaut sorrow spent,

I learn’d at last submission to my lot;

But, though I leas deplored thee, ne’er forgot.-

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more,
Children not thine have trod my nursery floor;-
And where the garlener Robin, day by day,

Drew me to echool along the publio way,

Delighted with nxy bauble eoach, and wrapp'd:

In scarlot mantle warm,; and velvet capp'd,

"Tia now become a Ifistory little known,

That once we called the pastoral house our own.
Bhort-lived possession ! But the record fair

That Mémory keeps of all thy kinidness there,

Still outlives maoy a storm, that has effaced

A thousand other themes less deeply traced.

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made,

That thou might'st know me safe and warmly laid ;
Thy morning hounties ere 1'lelt my home,

The biscait or confectionery plum ;

The fragrant waters on m cl:eaka bestow'd

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow'd

Allithis, and more endearing still than all,
Th;y constant flow of love, that knew no fall,
No'er roughien'd by those cataracts and breaks,
That humour interposed too often makes;

All this, stlll legible in Memory's page,
And still to be'so to my latest age,
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de--ﬂoy-tbtluty, makes me glad to pays

Buch houours to thee as my-numbers may:;
Perhaps a (ail memorial, but-sincere,.

Not scorn'd in heaven, though little noticed here:

Could Time, his Aight reversed, restore the hours,
When, {vlnying with thy vesture's tissued flowers;
The violet, the pin‘k, and jessamine,

I prickd them into paper with a' pim,

And thow wast hnpiier than myself the while,

ould'st softly speak, and stroke my head,and smile,)

Could those few pleasant hours agnin appear,

Might one wish bring them, wm.:lﬁI I wish them here |

I would not trust my heart—the dear delight

Seemsa 8o to be desired; perhaps I might.

But no;—what Here we call our-life 18 such,

So little to be loved, and thou so much,

That I should ill requite thee to constrain

Thy unbound spirit into bouds again,

Thou, as a nt-bark from: Albion's const
he storms all weather'd, and the ocean croas'd)

hoots into port at seme well-haven'd isle,
Where epices breathe, amd brighter sessons smile,
There sita quiescent on the floods, that show
Her beauteous form refiected clear below,
While ais impregnated with incense play
Around her, fanuing light her streamers gay;
So thou, with sails how swift ! hast reach'd theshore
“Where tempests never beat nor billews roar;”
And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide
Of life, long since has anchor'd by thy side.
But me, scarce hoping to attain Lhat rest,
Always from port withheld, always distreas’d—
Me howling blasts dvive devious, tempest-tost,
Sails ript, seama opening wide, and compass lost ;
And day by day some current’s thwarting: force
Sets me more distant from A prosperous course ;
Yot O I the thought, that thou art safe, and he !
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me.
My boast is not that I deduce my birth
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth ;.
But higher far my prood :pretensions rise—-
The son of parents pass’d into the skies.
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And now farewell !'—Time unrevoked hasrun

His wonted course, yet what I wish'd is done.

By Contemplation’s help, not ag\;ghtin vain,

1 seem to have lived my childhood o’er again ;

To have renew’d the joys that once were mine,

Without the sin of violating thine ;

And, while the wings of Fancy still are free,

And I can view this mimic show of thee,

Time has but half succeeded in his thaft—

Thyself removed, thy power to scothe me left.
Cowesn

Thoughts of FHome,
A DEATH-BED COMPOBITION.*

TaouenTs of home ! how sad they twine
Round this exiled lieart of mine ;

My cheek hath felt for many years

The scalding of those parting tears;
And on my spirit ever dwe

The burden of onr last farewells.

Words of home | how welcome hers,
Oft to strengthen, oft to cheer;
Fix'd by love beyond the 1ange

Of the scatt'ring hand of change ;
But the hearta that gave them worth
Never more shall mest on earth.

Scenes of home | how oft they rise, =
Back'd by Memory’s tinted skies; -
Like island-gems on Ocean’s breast
Glows every apot that love hath blest ;
Till darkness rises o'er the deep,
And bids the exiled gazer weep.
MirLBANK,

of reapect to the worth and genioa
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The Bping Boy fo the Sloe Blossom,

Bzrore thy leaves thou comest once more,
White blossom of the sloe!

Thy leaves will corne as heretofore ;

But this poor heart, it troublea o'er,
Will then lie lovr.

Sweet violets in the budding grove,
Peep where the glad waves run ;

The wren below, the thrush above,

Of bright to-morrow’s joy and love
Sing to the sun.

Aud where the rose-leaf, ever bold,

Hears bees chant hymnas to God,
The breeze-bow'd palm, moss'd o'er with gold,
Smiles on the well in summer cold,

And daisied sod.

‘Well, Iay me by my brother's side,
Where late we stood and wept
For I was stricken when he died—
I felt the arrow as he sigh'd
His last, and slept.

225

Evuiorr.

The Bying Sisler.
‘WaarT matters it, though spring-time
Upon the earth is glowing!
What, thongh a thousand tender flowers
On the garden beds are blowing 1

What matters it though pleasant birde
Among the leaves are singing ;

And a myriad lives, each passing hour,
From mother-esirth are springing |

‘What matters it ! For one bright flower
Is pale, before them lying ;

And one dear life, one precious life,
Is number'd with the dying.
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Oh ! spring may come, and spring may go ;
Flowen,gunnbine. cannot Eua‘g them:

This living heart, this bright young life,
Will be no longer near them.

Two lights there were within the house,
Like angels round them moving;

Oh | must these two be parted now,
Bo lovely and so loving 1

No longer on the same soft conch
Their pleasant rest be takinEl

No lon each other's smi
Do gosated it thete waking |

No longer, by each other's side
Over one book be ing!

Take thy last look, thy last embrace,
That JIG" that life is ending.

Henceforth thon wilt be all alone ;
‘What ehalt thou do, poor weeper +—
Oh, homan love | oh, human woe
1s there a pang yet deeper !

Ah! yes, the eyes perceive no more;
The last dear word is spoken ;

The hand returna no pressure now ;
Heart, heart, thon must be broken |

Can it live on without that love
For which its pulse beat ever 1

Alas that loving, trusting hearts
Must ache, and bleed, and sevar |

Child, cease thy murmuring ; God Is by
To unseal that mortal prison.
~Mother, lock up ; for, like our Lord,
Thy Dleastd one is risen :

Raise thy bow’d head, poor bruistd reed ;
Hope comea to the beliaving.

Father, be strong, be strong in faith;
The dead, the dead is living |

Even from outward thinga draw peaee ;
The long night-watch ia ended ;

The morning sian upriseth now
In new day-jglory splendid.
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Bo, through the night of mortal life,
our angel one hath striven :
The eternal suna shine not so bright
As the redeem’d in heaven.
To join the spirits of the just
our chosen hath departed :
Be comforted, be comforted,
Ye bruised and broken-hearted |
Maxt Howirr.

The Bexth of Gharg,
Ir I had thought thou couldst have died,
n: tIni t nof;;eapbfnr hth: é
t I forgot, when by thy side,
L Tt mmm murt;lhb-‘c;:
t never t! my min '
The time would eger be o'er, pess
And I on thee should look my
And thou shouldst smile no more |

And still upon that facs I look,
And think ‘twill smi!;:ﬁnln :
And setill the thought I not, brook,
That I must look in wvain |
But when I speak—thou dost not say
‘What thou ne’er left'st nnsaid ;
And now I feel, ae well I may,
Sweet Mary! thou art dead !

If thou wouldst stay e’en as thou art,
> s‘%ﬂnl coldhnnd all n:i‘renel:n
ill might press silent heart,

And w erep!.h am{len have been |

While e’en thy chill bleak corse I have,
Thou seemest still mine own ;

Baut there I lay thee in thy grave—
And I am now alone !

I do not think, where’er thou art,
Thou hast forgotten me §
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart
In t.‘nnking, too, of thee:
Yet there was round thee such a dawn
Of light, ne’er seen befo:
As fancy never could have drawn,
And never can reatore | Worra
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Bently of Bube Christabel.

Ix this dim world of clouding cares,

'We rarely know, till wilder'd eyea

See white wings lessening up the skies,
The angels with us unawares.

And thou hast stolen a jewel, Death !
Bhasll light thy dark up like a star,
A beacon kindling from afar

Our light of love, and fainting faith.

Through tears it gleams perpetually,
And glitters through the thickest glooms,
Till the eternal morning comes

To light us o’er the jasper sea

‘With our best branch in tendereat leaf,
We've strewn the way our Lord doth come :
And, rea.d{ for the harvest home,

His reapers bind our ripest sheaf.

Our beautiful bird of light hath fled :
Awhile she sat with folded winge—
Sang round us a few hoverings—

Then atraightway into glory sped.

And white-wing'd angels nurture her;

‘With heaven’s white rudiance robed and crown'd,

And all love’s purple glory round,
Bhe summers on the hills of myrrh, :

Through childhood’s morning-land, serene
She walk'd betwixt us twain, like love ;
While, in a robe of light above,

Her better angel walk’g unseen.

Till life's highway broke bleak and wild
Then, lest her starry garmenta trail
In mire, heart hlee‘{ and courage fail,
The ungel’s arms mugflt up the child.

Her wave of life hath backward roll'd
To the great ocean ; on whose shore
‘We wander up and down, to store

Some treasurea of the times of old :
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And aye we seek and hunger on
For precions pearls and relics rare,
Strewn on the sands for us to wear
At heart, for love of her that's gone.

O weep no more ! there yet is balm
In Gilead! Love doth ever shed
Rich healing where it nestles—spread
O'er desert pillows some green palm |

Strange glory streams through life's wild rents,
And through the open door of death
‘We see the heaven that beckoneth

To the belovdd going hence.

God's ichor fills the hearts that bleed ;
The best fruit loads the broken bough ;
* And in the wonnds our sufferin pﬁmgh,
Immortal love sows sovereign seed.
Massry.

3 Bouth  Bied.

Ix youth I died, in maiden bloom;
‘With gentle hand Death touch'd my cheek,
And with his touch there came to me

A spirit ealm and meek.

He took from me all wish to stay;

He was g0 kind, I fear'd him not;

My friends beheld my slow decline,
And mourn'd my joylesa lot.

They saw but sorrow, I descried

The blias that never fades away;

They felt the shadow of the tomb,
I mark'd the heavenly day.

I heard them sob, as through the night
They kept their watch ; then on my ear,
Amid the sobbing, fall & voice

Their apguish could not hear.
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% (Come and fear not 1" it softly erieds
“We wait to lead thee to thy home:™
Then leapt my spirit to reply,

“T come! I long tocome!™

1 heard them whiaper o'er my bad{'—

# Another hour and she must diel

I waa too weak to answer them,
That endless life waa nigh.

Another hour, with bitter tears

They mourn’d me as untimely dead,
heard not how I eang & song
Of triumph o'er their hend.

They bore me to the grave, and thought
How narrow was my resting- H
My soul was roving high and wide

At will Lhmg%l boundless space. =~

They clothed themselves in robes of black,

Through the sad aisles the requiem rang,

Meanwhile the white-robed choirs of heaven
A holy psean sang.

Oft from my Paradise I come

To viait those I love on earth;

I enter, unperceived, the door;
They sit around the hearth,

And talk in sadden'd tones of me,

As one that never can return:

How little think they that I stand
Among them as they moura !

But Time will ease their grief, and Death
‘Will purge the darkness from their eyes;
Then shall they triumph when they lspimn

Heaven's solemn mysteries, Axon,
Hootstegs of the Jugels. :
Wanx the hours of Day are number'd,
And the vaices of the Night

Wake the better soul, that alumber'd,
To a holy, calm delight;
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Ere the evening are li
And, like phmm-? im ﬁ“&h,

Bhadows from the fitful fire-light,
Dance upon the parloor H

Then the formas of the departed
Enter at the open door;

The belovéd, the true-hearted,
Come to visit me once more;

He, the young and strong, who cherish'd
Noble longf for thsgltrife,
By the road-side fell and perish'd,
eary with the march of life!

They, the boly ones, and weakly,
Who the cross of suffaring bore,

Folded their pale hands so meekly,
Spake with us on earth no more ;

And with them the being beauteons
‘Who unto my youth waa given,
More than all things else to love ms,

And is now & saint in heaven.

With a slow and noiseless footstep,
Comes that meesenger divine,
Takes the vacant chair beside me,
Lays her gentle hand in mine;

And she sits and gazes at me
With those deep and tender eyes,
Like the stars, so still and saint-like,
Looking downward from the skies.

Utter'd not, yet comprehended,
Is the spirit's voiceless pnzer;

Soft rebukes, in bleseings ended,
Breathing from her lipa of air.

0, though oft deprese’d and lonely,
All my fears are Inid aside,
If I but remember ool;'
Such as these have lived and died
LoXGFELLOW.
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Angel-Songs.

Taose hulting tones that sound to you,
Arenot the tones I hear;

But voices of the loved and lost
Then meet: my longing ear.

I hear my angel mother's voice—
Thosa wera the words she sung;

I hear my brother's ringing tones,
Ag ouce on earth they rung;

And friends that walk in white above
Come round me like a cloud,

And far above those earthly notes
Their singiug sounds aloud.

There may be discord as you say;
Those voiees poorly ring;

But there's no discord in the strain
Those upper spirits sing.

For they who sing are of the blest,
The ealm and glorified,
Whose hours are one eternal rest
On heaven's sweet floating tide.

Their life is 'music and accord ;
Their souliz and hearts keep time
In one sweet concert with the Lord—
One concert vast, sublime.

And through: the hymna they sang on earth,
Sometimesn a sweetness falls

On those they loved and left below,
And softly homeward calls.

Bells from our own dear fatherland,
Borne trembling o'er the sea—

The narrow sea that they have cross'd,
The shores where we shall be.

Oh sing, sing on | beloved soula;
Sing cares and griefa to reat ;
Sing, till entirancdd we arise
n'lfn join yon 'mid the bleat.
Mpgs. H. B. Stows,
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@he Hpstery.

Trovu art not dead; thou art not gone to dust;
No line of all thy loveliness shall fall

To formless rain, smote by Time, and thruat
Into the solemn pulf that covers all.

Thon canst not wholly perish, though the sod
Bink with its violeta closer to thy breast;
Though by the feet of generations trod,
The head-stone crumble from thy place of rest.

I keep for thee the living love of old,
Aund seek thy place in nature as a child
Whose hand is parted from his playmates’ hold,
‘Wanders and cries along some drenry wild,

‘When in the watches of my heart I hear
The messages of purer life, and know
The footsteps of thy epirit lingering near
The darkness hif{es the way that I should go.

Cangt thou not bid the empty realms restore
That form, the bol of thy heavenly part 1
Or in the fields of barren silence pour
That voice, the perfect music of thy heart !

Oh, once | once bending to these widow'd lips
Take back the tender warmth of life from me;
Oh, let thy kisses cloud with awift eclipse
The light of mine, and give me death with thee !
Bavarp Tavron

Baps gone by,

Ix the silence of my chamber
‘When the night is still and deep,

And the drowsy heave of ocean
Mautters in its charméd eleep,

Oft I hear the angel-voices
That have thill'd me long ago—
Voices of my lost companions,
Lying deep beneath the snow.



231 POEMB OF THE BOCLAL AND DOMESTIC AFFECTIONS.

0O, the garden I remember,
In the gay and sunny sli:;ini,
‘When our ugnl::er made the thickets

And the arching alleys ring |

O the merry burst of gladneas |
O the soft and tender tone |

O the whisper never utter'd
Bave to one fond eur alone!

O the light of life that sparkled
In those bright and bounteous eyea !
O the blush o py beauty,
Tell-tale of the heart's surprise |

O the radiant light that girdled
Field and forest, land and sea,
When we all were young together,
And the earth was new to ma |

‘Where are now the flowers we tended 1
‘Wither’d, broken, branch and stem ;

Where are now the hopea we cherish'd 1
Beatter'd to the winde with them.

For ye, too, were flowers, ye dear ones !
Nursed in hope and rear'd in love,
Looking fondly ever upward
To the clear blue heaven above.
Arroun.

ds it not sboeet to think, herenfter,

Is it not eweet to think, hereafter,
When the spirit leaves this si)here,

Love, with deathless wing, ehall waft her
To those she long hath mounrn’d for here?

Hearts, from which "twas death to sever,
Eyes, this world can ne’er restore,
There, as warm, as bright us ever,
hall meet ua and be lost no more.

Oh | if no other boon were given,
To keep our hearta from -wrong and stain,
‘Who would not try to win a Heaven
‘Where all we love shall live again { Moors
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@asz Wlagpy.*

Taov wert a vision of delight

To bless us given ;
Beauty embodied to our sight,

A type of Heaven:
Bo dear to us thou wert, thou art
Even leas thine own self than a part
Of mine and of thy mother's heart,

Casa Wappy !

Gem of our hearth, our honsehold pride,
Earth’s undefiled ;
Could love have saved, thou hadst not died,
Qur dear, sweet child |
Humbly we bow to God's decree ;
Vet had we hoped that time should zee
Thee mourn for us, not us for thee,
Wappy !
Do what I may, go where 1 will,
Thou meet/at my sight 3
There dost thou glide before me still—
A form of light |
I feel thy breath qun ng cheesk—
I see thee amile, I hear thee speak—
Till, oh | my heart is like to break,
Casa Wappy |

The nursery shows thy pictured wall,
Thy bat, thy bow,
Thy cloak and bonnat, club and hall ;
But where art thou ?
A corner holds thine empty chair,
Thy playthinge idly seatter'd thare,
But speak to us of our despair,
Casa Wappy !

And though, perchance, a smile may gleam
OF casual mirth,
It doth not own, whate’er may seem,
An inward birth:
* Tha pelf~oonferred pat name of an iafant son of the poet, taken from oarth
after a very brief lliness
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We miss thy small step on the stair ;

We miss thee at thine evening prayer ;

All day we miss thee, everywhere,
Wappy !

Then be to us, O dear, lost chilil!
With beam of love,
A star, death’s uncongenial wild
Smiling above ;
Soon, soon thy little feet have trod
The skyward path, the seraph's road,
That led thee back from man to God,
Casa Wappy |
Farewell, then—for a while, farewell—
Pride of my heart !
It cannot be that long we dwell,
Thus torn & 5
Time's shadows like the shuttle fies ;
Aud dark howe'er life's night may be,
Beyond the grave I'll meet with thee,
Casa Wappy! Moiwr,

@ but Hame, hoto often ehery Py,

TraT name | how often every day
We spake it and we heard ;
It wae to us, 'mid tssks or play,
A common household word.
"Tia breathéd yet, that name—but oh !
How solemn now the sound !
One of the sanctities which throw
Such awe our homes around. TrexcCI.

Heroisms of Home.

There are homesteads which have witness'd deeds
That battle-fields, with all their banner’d pomp,
Have little to compare with. Life’s t play
May, 80 it have an sctor great enough,
Be well perform’d upon & humble stage.

.



PART V.

POEMS

FREEDOM AND PATRIOTISM.

W must ba free or dis, who speak the tongue
That Shakespears spake; the falth and morals hold
Which Miton held. —In every thing we are xprung
Of Earth's first blood, have Utles manifold.
WORDSWOETH.

What s it that you would lmpart to me?
1 It be aught toward the general good,
Bet honoar lu one aye, and death I' the other,
And I will look on both lndifferently :
For, let the gods so speed ma, as [ love
The name of honour more than I fear death.
SHAKEsPRAIR

Patriots have toll'd, and in thelr country’s canss
Bled nobly; and their deeds, a8 they deserve,
Recelve proud recompensa.  We give In charge
Thelr names to the aweet lyTa.  The historic muse,
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down
To latest times; and scalpture, in ber tum,
Givea bond In stone and over-during bruss
To guard them, and t' immortalise her trust,
Cowrss






POEMS

FREEDOM AND PATRIOTISM.

Fibrrty,

Ye clouds! that far above me float and panse,
Whose pathless march no mortal may control !
Ye Ocean-Waves ! that, wheresoe'er ye roll,

Yield homage only to eternal laws!

Ye Woods ! that '[)irsten to the night-bird's singing,
Midway the smooth and perilous slope reclined,

Save when your own imperious branches, swinging,
Have mwge a solemn music of the wind |

Where, like a man beloved of God,

Through glooms, which never woodman trod,
How oft, ing fancies holy,

My moonli Et way o'er ﬂowerinp weeds I wound,

napired ieyn the guess of folly,

By each rude shape and wild nnconquerable sound !

O ye loud Waves! and O ye Forests high |
And O ye Clouds that far above me soar'd !

Thou rising Sun! thou blue rejoicing Sky!

Yea, every thing that is, an will%e free !
Bear witness for me, wheresoe'er ye be,
With what deep worship I have still adored
The spirit of divinest Liberty.
Covrenrpaz.
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Xiberdy,
"T18 liberty alone that givea the flower
Of fleeting life its lnstre and perfume ;
And we are weeds without it. All constraint,
Except what wisdom lays on evil men,
Ia evil ; hurts the faculties, impedes
Their progress in the road of science, blinds
The eyesight of discovery, and begeta
In those that suffer it a sordid mind,
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit
To be the tenant of man’s noble form.
Coween.

The Bard's Song of Freehom,

Loup into pomp sonorous ewell the chords !
Like linkéﬁegions march the melodies !

Till the full rapture swept the Bard along,

And o’er the listeners rush'd the stream of song !

And the Dead spoke! From cairns and kingly graves,
The Heroes call’d ;—and saints from earliest sbrines.
And the Land spoke! Mellifluous river-waves ;
Dim forests awful with the roar of pines;
Mysterious caves from legend-haunted deepa;
And torrents flashing from untrodden steeps ;—

The Land of Freedom called upon the Free!

All Nature spoke ; the clarions of the wind ;
The organ-swell of the majestic sea ;

The choral stars ; the Universal Mind
Spoke, like the voice from which the world began,
# No chain for Nalure and the Soul of Man !”

As leaps the war-fire on the beacon hills,
Leapt in each heart the lofty flame divine ;
As into sunlight flash the molten rills, y
Flash'd the glad claymores, lightening line on line ;
From cloud to cloud, as slumber apeeds along,
From rank to rank rush'd forth the choral song.

Woman and child—all eaught the fire of men ;
To its own Heaven that Hallelujah rang;
Life to the spectrea had return’d again,
And from the grave an armed nation sprang.
E. B. Lyrron,



POEMS OF FREEDOM AND PATRIOTIEM, 241

& hillom,
ETeR¥AL spirit of the chainleas Mind !
Brightest in dun Liberty | thou sart,
For there thy habitation is the heart—
The heart, which love of thee alone can bind ;
And when ﬁ:y sons to fetters are consign'd—
To fetters, and the damp vault's dayless gloom,
Their country conquers with their martyrdom,
And Freedom's fame finde wings on every wind.
Chillon ! thy prieon is a holy place,
And thy aacf floor au altar—for "twas trod,
Uuntil his very stepa have left a trace
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod,
By Bonnivard ! —May none those marks efface !

For they appeal from tyranny to God.
Brroxs.

@ he Antiquity of Freedom.
Here are old trees, tall oaks and gnarled pines,
That stream with gray-green mosses; here the ground
‘Was never trench%r;y spade, and flowers spring up
Unsown, and die nungather'd. It ia sweet
To linger here, among the flitting birds
And leaping gquirrels, wandering brooks, and winds
That shake the lenves, and scatter, na they pass,
A fragrance from the cedars, thickly set
With ?ﬂh blue berriea. In these peaceful shades—
Peaceful, unproned, immeasurably old—
My thonglits go up the long dim path of years,
Back to the earliest days of liberty.

Oh Freeoow | thon art not, as poets dream,
A fair young girl, with light and delicate limba,
And wavy tresses gushing from the ca
With which the Roman master crown'd his slave
When he took off the gyves. A bearded man,
Arm'd to the teeth, art thou; one mailed hand
Graspa the broad shield, and one the sword ; thy brow,
Glorions in beauty though it be, is scarr’d
With tokens of old wars; thy massive limbs
Are strong with struggling. Power at thee has launch'd
His bolts, and with his lightnings smitten thee;

R
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They could not quench the life thou hast from heaven.
Merciless power haa dug thy dungeon d.ee&B|l

And his swart armourers, by a thousand

Have forged thy chain; yet, while he deems thee bound,
The links are shiver'd, and the prison walls

Fall outward : terribly thou sgringest forth,

Ag springs the flame above a burning pile,

And shoutest to the nations, who return

Thy shoutings, while the pale oppressor flies.

Thy birthright was not given by human hands:
Thou wert twin-born with man. In pleasant fiel Is,
‘While yet our race was few, thou sat'st with him,
To tend the quiet flock and watch the stars, ;
And teach the reed to utter simple airs.

Thou by his side amid the tangled wood,

Didst war upon the panther and the wolf,

His only foea; and thou with him didst draw

The earliest furrows on the mountain side,

Boft with the deluge. Tyranny himself,

Thy enemy, although of reverend look,

Hoary with many years, and far obey'd,

Ia later born thau thou; and as he meets

The grave defiance of thine elder eye,

The usurper trembles in his fastnesses.

Thou shalt wax stronger with the lapss of years,
But he shall fude into a feebler age;
Feebler, yet subtler. He shall weave Lis snares,
And sprivg thew on thy careless steps, and clap
His wither'd hands, and from tleir ambush call
His hordes to fall upon thea. He shall send
Quaint maskers, weariug fair and gallant forms,
To catch th]{ gaze, and uttering graceful words
To charm thy ear; while his sly imps by atealth
Twine round thee threads of steel, light thread on tlread
That grow to fetters; or bind down thy arms
With chains couceal'd in chaplets. Oh! not yet
Mayst thou unbrace thy corslet, nor lay by
Thy sword; nor yet, O Freedom ! close thy lids
In slumber; for thine enemy never alaa?
And thou must watch and combat till the day
Of the new earth and heaven. But wouldst thou rest
Awhile from tumult and the fruuds of men,
These old and friendly solitudes invite
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Thy visit. They, while yet the forest-trees

‘Were young upon the nnviolated earth,

And yet the moss-atains on the rock were new,

Bsheld thy glorious childhood, and rejoiced. #
RYANT.

Srom e ' Ode om the Pentl of the Buke of Wellinglon.”

Wao is he that cometh, like an honour'd guest,
g’;tb banner and with muxi;, with soldier and with })nut,

ith a nation weeping, and breaking on my rest
Mighty seaman, th’i,n is he U 4
‘Was great by land as thou by sea.
Thine island loves thee well, thou famous man,
The greatest sailor since our world began.
Now, to the roll of muffled drums,
To thee the greatest soldier comes ;
%?rthisislﬁe] e

as great by land as thou by sea ;
His martial wisdom kept us free;
O warrior-seaman, this is he,
This is England’s greatest son,
Worthy of our ﬁrﬁws rites,
And worthy to d by thee ;
He that gain’d a hundred fights,
And never loat an English gun ;
He that in his earlier day '
%linat the myriads of Assaye
Clash'd with his fiery few and won:
And underneath another sun
ﬂu the wldiei,nlgd him on,

ever t ter W,

Beatin iromr:athe wa;l:; nns:
All their marshals’ bandit swars
Back to France with countless blowa ;
Till their host of eagles flew
Past the Pyreuean pines,
Follow'd up in valley and glen
With blare of bugle, clamour of men,
Roll of cannon and clash of arms,
And England pouring on her foes.
Suach a war had such a close.
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He withdrew to brief repose.
Again their ravening eagle rose
In anger, wheel'd on Europe-shadowing wings,
And barking for the thrones of kings,
Till one that sought but Duty's iron crown
On that lond S8abbath shook the spoiler down ;
A dn? of onsets of despair |
Dash’d on every rocky square
Their surging charges foam'd themselves away ;
Last, the Prussian trumpet blew ;
Through the long-tormented air
Heaven flash'd & sudden jubilnnt ray
And down we swept and charged and overthrew,
Bo great a soldier taught ua there,
‘What long-enduring hearts could do
In that world's-eurgxqu Waterloo !
Mighty seaman, tender and true,
An% ure as he from taint of craven guile,
O saviour of the silver-coasted iale,
O shaker of the Baltic and the Nile,
If aught of things that here befall
Touch a spirit among things divine,
If love of country move thee there at all,
Be glad because his bones are laid by thine !
And through the centuries let a people'’s voice
EI full acc“ﬁ.im,

ople’s voice,
Th?pfoof and echo of all human fame,
A people’s voice, when they rejoice
At civic revel and pomp and game,
Attest their great commander’s claim,
‘With bonour, honour, honour, honour to him,
Eterpal honour to his name.

TENNTSON,

To Wilton,

Mirron | thou shouldst be living at this hour:
England bath need of thee : she is a fen

Of sta t waters : altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
Have forfeited their ancient English dower
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men,
Oh! raise us up, return to us again ;
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And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.,

Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt a s

Thon hast a voice whose sound was like the sea :

Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,

So didst thou travel on life’'s common way,

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart

The lowliest duties on herself didst lay.
%om:mm.

Englund.

I TRAVELL'D among unknown men,
In lands beyond the sea

Nor, En ! did I know till then
What love I bore to thee.

*Tis past that melancholy dream !
Nor will I quit thy shore

A second time ; for still I seem
To love thee more and more,

Among thy mountains did T feel
The joy of my desire ;

And she I cherish'd turn'd her wheel
Beside an English fire.

Thy mornings show'd, thy nighta conceal'd
e bowers where Lucy play'd ;
And thine too is the last green field
That Lucy’s eyes survey'd.
‘WorpsworTa.

Hopn of Guunt’s Eulogg om England,

Tais royal throns of kings, this tred isle,
This earth of mujesty, ﬁ:ﬁ geat mn,
This other Eden, demi-paradise ;

This fortress, built by nature for herself
Against infection, and the hand of war;
This happy breed of men, this little world,
This eraeimu stone set in the silver sea,
Whicl serves it in the office of a wall,
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Or as a moat defensive to a house, ;
Agninst the envy of less happier lands ;

ia blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
Fear'd b&lt.heir breed, and famous by their birth,
Renownéd for their deeds as far from home
(For Christian service, and true chivalry)
Aa is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry,
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary'a son :
This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear land,
Dear for her reputation through the world,

SHAEESPEARE

You ask me why, though ill at ease,
Within this region I subsist,
‘Whose spirits fail within the mist,
And languish for the purple seas ]
It is the land that freemen till,
That sober-snited Freedom chose ;
The land where, {rt. with friends or foes,
A man may speak the thing he will;
A land of settled government,
A land of just and old renown,
Where Freedom broadena slowly down,
From precedent to precedent ;

Where faction seldom gathers head,

But by degrees to fulness wrought ;

The strength of some diffusive thought
Hath time and epace to work and spread.
Should banded unions persecute

Opinion, and induce a time

ere gingle thought is civil crime,
And individual freedom mute ;
Though Power should make from land to land

The name of Britain trebly great—

Though every channel of the state
Should almoest choke with golden sand ;

Yet waft me from the harbour-mouth,

Wild wind | T seek & warmer sky,

And I will see before I die
The palms and temples of the South, Tr¥NYsON,
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Xabe of Gugland.

ExoLawD, with all thy faults, I love thee atill—
M{l country ! and while yet a nook is left
Where Erglish minds and manners may be found,
Shall be constrain’d to love thee. ‘I"honqh thy elime
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd
With dripping rains, or wither'd by a frost,
1 would not yet exchange thy sullen skies,
And fielde without a flower, for warmer France
With all her vines ; nor for Aunsonia’s groves
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowers.
To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime
Of patriot eﬂ:quence to flash down fire
Upon thy foes, was naever meant my task :
But I can feel thy fortunes, and partake
Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart
Ap any thunderer there. And I can feel
Thy follies too ; and with a just disdain
Frown at effeminates, whose very looka
Reflect dishonour on the land I love.
Cowrea.

O dear Wother Fsle.

O pear Britain! O my Mother Isle !

Needs must thou prove a name most dear and holy
To me, & son, a brother, and a friend,

A hueband, and a father! who revere

All bouds of natural love, and find them all

Within the limits of thy shores.

O native Britain! O my Mother Tale!

How shiould’st thou prove aught else but dear aud holy
To me, who from thy lakes and mountain-hills,

Thy clouds, thy quiet dales, thy rocks and sena,
Have drunk in n'l‘I my intellectual life,

All eweet sensations, all ennobling thoughts, .
All adoration of the God in nature,

All lovely and all honourable things,

Whatever makes this mortal spirit feel

The joy and greatness of its fature being 1
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There lives nor form nor feeling in my soul
Unborrow'd from my country, O divine
And beauteous island ! thou hast been my sole
And most magnificent temple, in the which
I walk with awe, and sing my stately songs,
Loving the God that made me |
CoreriDGE,

Hlen of @nglunb.

Mevx of England ! who inherit

Rights that cost your sires their blood !
Men whoee undegenerate spirit

Has been proved on land and flood :—

By the foes ye've fought uncounted,
By the glorious deeds ye've done,
Trophies captured—breaches mouuted—
aviea conquer'd—kingdoms wou |

Yet remember, England gathers
Hence but fruitless wreaths of fame,
If the freedom of your fathera
Glow not in your hearts the same.

‘What are monuments of bravery,
Where no public virtues bloom 1

‘What avail in lands of slavery,
Trophied temples, arch, and tomb 1

ts !—Let the world revere us
or our people’s rights and laws,
And the breasts of civic heroes
Bared in Freedom's holy cause,

Yours are Hampden's, Ruseell's glory,
Sydney's matchless shade is yours—
Martyrs in heroic story,
Worth a huadred Agincourts!

We'ra the sons of sires that baffled
" Crown'd and mitred tyranny i—
They defied the field and old
For their birthrights—so will we !
CaMraeLr.
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®uor Hifles are readp! Hurmf!
A BONG FOR VOLUNTEERS,

‘Wno says we are craven and cold,
Unworthy the land of our sires:—

That our souls worship nothing but gold,
That quench’d are our patriot firea 1

They lie |—For our dear native land,
Renown'd from the ages afar,

Prepared against all foes we stand,
OQur Rifles are ready! Hurrah!

Then up with the Rifle] Hurrah !

Our isle ia the home of the free,
It owus neither tyrant nor slave ;
To defend it on land or on sea,
‘We have hearta ever ready and brave.
And if ever a despot should dare
To threaten invasion or war,
‘We'd soon give him cause to beware
Of ue and our Rifles. Hurrah|
Our Rifles are readyl Hurrah!
SHORTER

Erne and False Hopaltp.

WE love
The king who loves the law, respecta his bounds,
And reigns content within them ; him we serve
Freely, and with delight, who leaves ua free;
But recollecting still that he is man,
‘We trust him not too far. King though he be,
And king in England too, he may be weak,
And vain enough to be ambitious atill ;
May exercise amniss bis proper powers,
Or covet more than freemen choose to grant ;
Beyond that mark is treason. He is ours
To administer, to guard, to adorn the state,
But not to warp or change it. We are his
To serve him nobly in the common cause,
True to the death, but not to be his slaves.
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Mark now the difference, ve that boast your love
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours.
‘We, love the man, the Fnltry pageant, you:
‘We, the chief patron of the commonwealth ;
You, the regardless anthor of its woes :
We, for the sake of liberty, a king;
You, chains and bondage for a tyrant's sake:
Our love is principle, and has its root
In reason—is judicions, manly, free ;
Yours, a blind instinet, crouches to the rod,
And licks the foot that treads it in the dust:
‘Were kingship as troe freasure as it seems,
Bterling, and worthy of a wige man’s wish,
I would not be & king to be beloved
Oauseless, and daub’d with dndiscerning praise,
‘Where love ia mere attachment to the throne,
Not to the man who fills it as he onght.

CowPER.

Benry 8. to bis Solbiers before Farfleur,

O¥CE more nnto the breach, dear friends, once more ;
Or close the wall up with our English déad !

In peace, there's nothing so becomes a man

As modest stillness and humility;

But when the blast of war blows in our ears,

Then imitate the action of the tiger;

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood,

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage:

Then lend the eye a terrible aspéet ;

Let it r{through the portage of the head

Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o’erwhelm it,
As fearfully ag doth a galldd rock

O’erhang and jutty his confounded bage,

Swill'd with the wild and wasteful oceah.

Now get the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide,
Hold hard the breath, and bend up eveg:;}:irit
To hie full height 1—On, on, you noble English,
‘Whose blood is fetch'd from fathers of war-prosf!
Fathers, that, like a0 many Alexanders,

Have, in these parts, from morn till even fought
And sheathed their swords fof lack of argumanf £
Dishonour not your mother ; now attest,

That those whom you call'd fathers did beget you!
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Be copy now to men of grosser hlood,

And teach them how to war !— And you, good yeomen,

Whose limhs wers made in England, show us here

The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear

That you are worth your breeding, which T doubt not ;

For there is none of you so mean and base

That hath not noble lustre in Jour egu.

1 see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,

Strainiug upon the start. The e's a-foot ;

Follow vour epirit ; and, upon this charge,

Cry—God for Harry, England] and Saint George !
SHAKESPEARE,

& be Baitle of the Baltic.

Or Nelaon and the North,
Sing the glorious day's renown,
When to battle fierce came forth
All the might of Denmark's erown,
And her arms along the deep Jmmdly shone ;
By each gun the lighted brand,
In a bold determined hand,
And the Prince of all the land
Led them on,

Like leviathans afloat
Lay their bulwarks on the brine ;
‘While the sign of battle flew
On the lofty British line:
It was ten of April morn by the chime:
As they drifted on their path,
There was silence deep as death;
And the boldest held his breath,
For a time.—

But the might of England flush'd
To anticipate the scene;
And her van the fleeter rush'd
O'er the deadly space between.
' Hearts of oak | ™ our captains eried ; when each gun
From ita adamantine lips
Spread a death-shade round the ships,
Like the hurricane eclipae
Of the sun.
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Apgain ! in ! in!
A.ng; thsal'lg::oc did not slack,
Till a feeble cheer, the Dane,
To our cheering, sent ua back :—
Their shots along the deep slowly boom :—
Then ceased—and all is wail,
As they strike the shatter'd sail;
Or, in conflagration pale,
Light the gloom,—
Out spoke the victor then,
As he hail'd them o'er the wave;
“Ye are brothers! ye are men |
And we conquer but to save:—
So peace instead of death let us bring;
But yield, proud foe, t.h'v’ﬁdut,
With the crews, at England's feet,
And make snbmission meet
To our king."—
Then Denmark bless'd our chief,
That he gave her wounds repose;
And the sounda of ;? and grief
From her people wildly rose
As Death withdrew his shades from the day.
While the sun look’d shining bright,
0’er a wide and woful sight,
‘Where the fires of funeral light
Died away.
Now joy, Old England, raise !
For the tidings of th{:;ight,
By the festal cities’ blaze,
ile the wine-cup shines in light ;
And yet amidst that j E and uproar,
Let us think of them that sleep,
Ful]hmany d‘ fathom deep,
By thy wild and stormy steep,
ﬁai.l.mre!
Brave hearta | to Britain's pride
Once so faithful and so true,
On the deck of fame that died,
With the t tfoa:«i Riou:
Soft sigh the winds of heaven o'er their grave!
‘While the billow mournful rolls,
And the mermaid's song condoles,
Singing glory to the smﬁa
Of the brave ! CaxpsELL,
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Wenry 8.'s Speech before the Battle of Bginconrt,

West.—O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work to-day!

K, Hen.—What's he that wishes so
My cousin Westmoreland —No, my fair cousin:
If we are mark’d to die, we are enongh
To do our country loss; and, if to live,
The fower men the greater share of honour.
God’s will ! T pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, I am not eovetous for gold ;
N{u' care I who doth feed npon my cost ;
It yearns me not if men my garments wear ;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires :
Bat, if it be & sin to covet honour,
I am the most offending soul alive.
No, faith, my coz, wish not & man from England.
God's peace! I would not lose so great an honour,
Ag one man more, methinks, wonld share from me,
For the best hope I have. 0, do not wish one more ;
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, throngh my host,
That he who hath no stomach to this fight,
Let him depurt: his pasaport shall be made,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse:
We would not die in that man's company,
That fears his fellowship to die with us.
This day is call'd the Feast of Crispian:
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a-tiptoe when this day is named,
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.
He that shall live this day, and see old age,
Will, yearly on the vigil, feast his friends
And say—* To-morrow is Saint Crispian | "
Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars,
And say—* These wounds I had on Crispin's day,"
01d men forget, yet all shall be forgot,
But he'll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names,,
Familiar in their mouths as household-words,—
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,—
Ba in their flowing cups freshly remember'd ;—
This story shall the goodman teach his son;
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And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,

From this time to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be remember’d ;—

We few, we happy fow, we band of brothers—

For he, to-day, that sheds his blood with me,

Shall be my brother ; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition:

And gentlemen in Eugland, now a-bed,

Shall think themselves aceuraed they were not here;

And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speaks

That fooght with us upon Saint Crispin's day.
SHAKESPEARE,

The Battle of Wasehy,
A LAY OF THE FURITANS.

Omn! wherefore come ye forth, in triumph from the north,
With yoor hands, and your feet, and your raiment all red ?
And wherefore doth your rout send forth a joyous shout ?
And whence be the grapes of the wine-press which ye tread ?

Oh evil was the root, and bitter was the fruit,
And crimson was the juice of the vintage that we trod ;
For we trampled on the throng of the haughty and the strong,
' Who sate in the high places, and slew the snints of God !

Like a servant of the Lord, with his Bible and his sword,
The General rode slong us to form us for the fight,
When o murmuoring sound broke out, and swell'd into & shout,
Among the godless horsemen vpon the tyrants right.

And hark! like the roar of the billows on the shore,
The ery of battle rises along their charging line!

For God! for the Cause! for the Churchl for the Laws!
For Charles, King of England, and Rupert of the Rhine !

The furious German comes with his clarions and his drums,
His bravoes of Alsatia and pages of Whitehall,
They arc bursting on our flanks. Grasp your pikes—close your
ranks :—
For Rupert naver comes but to conquer or to fall.

They are here:—they rush on. We are broken—iwe are gone:—
Our left is borne before them like stubble on the blast.

O Lord, put forth thy might! O Lord, defend the right !
Stand Euk to back in God's name, and fight ic to the last.
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Stout Skippon hath a wound :—the centre hath given ground:—
Hark! hark [—What means the trampling of horsemen on
our rear ?
\Whose banner do I see, boys? ’*Tis he, thank God ] “tishe, boys.
Bear up another minute. Brave Oliver is here.

Their heada all stooping low, their points all in o row,
Like a whirlwind on the trees, like a deluge on the dykes,
QOur coirassiers have burst on the ranks of the Accurst,
And &t & shock have scatier'd the forest of his pikes.
CAULAY.

Pe Wariners of Englund,

YE mariners of England,
That Eu.-u-d our native sens ;
‘Whose flag has braved, a thousand yeurs,
The battle and the breeze!
Your glorious standard launch again
To match another foe,
And sweep through the deep
While the stormy winds do blow ;
‘While the buttle rages loud and long,
And the stormy winds do blow.

The spirita of your fathers
Shall start from every wave !—
For the deck it was their field of ame,
And Ocean was their grave :
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell,
Your mauly hearts ghall Elow.
As ye uweep through the deep
While the stormy winds do blow ;
While the battle rages loud and long,
And the stormy winds do blow.

Britannia needs no bulwark,
No towers along the ateep;
Her mareh is o’er the mountain-waves,
Her home is on the deep.
With thunders from her native oalk,
She quells the floods below,—
Asg they roar on the shore
When the stormy winds do blow :
‘When the battle rages loud and long,
And the stormy winds do blow.
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The meteor-flag of England

Shall yet terrific burn ;

Till danger's troubled night depart,

And t%e star of peace retnrn.

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors,

Our song and feast shall flow
To the fame of your name,

When the storm hath ceased to blow ;
‘When the fiery fight ia heard no more,
And the storm has ceased to blow.

CampBELL.

BHome Thoughts, from the Fen,

Nogwr, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the north-west died
AWAY ;

Sunset ran, one glorions blood-red, reeking into Cadiz bay ;

Bluish 'mid the burning water, full in face Trafalgar lay ;

In the dimmest north-east distance, dawn’d Gibraltar grand

and gray;

““Here and here did England help me,—~how can I help
England | "—say,

‘Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise and

Y.
Whir;}o;a‘n plenet rises yonder, silent over Africa.
Browrixa

Political Greatness,

Nor happiuness, nor majesty, nor fams,
Nor peace, nor strength, nor skill in arms or arta,
Shepherd those herds whom tyranny makes tame ;
Verse echoes not one beating of their hearts:
History is but the shadow of their shame;
Art veils her gloss, or from the pageant starts,
As to oblivion their blind millions fleat!
Staining that heaven with obscene imagery
Of their own likeness. What are numbers, knit
By force or custom ! Man who man would be,
Must rule the empire of himself; in it
Must be supreme, establishing his throne
On vanquish’d will, quelling the anarchy
Of hopee and fears, being himself alone.

SERLLEY,
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The O Freedom of Bhvitecland.

TELL TO HIS WIFE

Wazexn I wedded thee,
The land was free! O! with what pride I used
To walk those hills, and look up to my God
And bless him that it was so! It was freel—
From end to end, from cliff to lake 'twas free |—
Free as our torrents are, that leap our rocks,
And plough our valleys, without asking leave ;
Or a8 our peaks that wear their caps of enow,
In very presence of the regal sun |
How happy was I in it then! I loved
Its very storma | Yes, Emma, I have sat
In my boat at night, when, midway o'er the lake,
The stars went out, and down the mountain gorge
The wind came roaring—I have sat and ey
The thunder breaking from his cloud, and smiled
To see him shake his lightnings o'er my head,
And think I had no master save hia own !
You know the jun.ing cliff, round which a track
Up hither winds, whose base is but the brow
To such another one, with scanty room
For two a-breast to pasal O'ertaken there
By the mountain blast, I've laid me flat along ;
And while gust follow’d gust more furioualy,
As if to sweep me o'er the horrid brink,
And I have thought of other lands, whose storms
Are summer flaws to those of mine, and just
Have wish'd me there—the thought that mine was free
Has check'd that wish, and I have raised my head,
And cried in thraldom to that furious wind,
Blow on! This is the land of liberty!

KxowLes.

@l ow the Elonndning,

Y& orags and peaks, I'm with you once again |
1 hold to you the hands you first beheld,
To show they still are free. Methinks I hear
A %pi.rit in your echoes answer me,
And bid your tenant welcome home, again!
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Hail '—Hail! O sacred forms, how tEmud you look !
How high you lift your heads into the sky !

How huge you are ] how mighty, and how free !
How do you look, for all your baréd brows,

More gorgeonaly majestical than kings

‘Whose loaded coroneta exhaust the mine !

Ye are the things that tower—that shine—whose smile
Makea gl&d—w%:one frown is terrible—whosea forme,
Robed or unrobed, do all the impress wear

Of awe divine—whose subject never kneels

In mockery, because it ia your boast

To keep him free! ye guards of liberty,

I'm with you once again |—I call to you

With all my voice ! I hold my hands to you

To show they etill are free | I rash to you

As though I could embrace you !

Bealing yonder peak,

I saw an eagle wheeling near its brow:
Q'er the abyss hia b; expanded wings
Lay calm and motionless nupon the air,
As if he floated there without their aid,
By the sole act of his unlorded will

t buoy'd him proudly up. Instinctively
I strung my bow ; yet kept he rounding still
His airy circle, aa in the delight
Of measuring the ample range beneath,
And round about, absorb’d he heeded not
The death that threaten'd him !—I could not shoot ! —
"I'was liberty: I turn’d the shaft aside,
And let him soar away |

HrowLes

e Patriot's Pass-fnord.

“Marr way for liberty! ™ he cried—
“Make way for liberty,” and died !

In arms the Austrian phalanx stood,
A living wall, & human wood ;
Impregnable their front appears,
AH horrent with proje BDOATS,
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Opposed to these, & hoveriug baud

Coutended for their fatherland ;

Peasants, whoss new-found strength had broke
From maauly necks the ignoble yoke ;
Marshall'd onee more to freedom’s call,

They came to conquer or to fall.

And now the work of life nnd death

Hung on the passing of & breath ;

The fire of conflict burn'd within ;

The battle trembled to begin ;

Yet, while the Aunstrians held their ground,
Point for assault was nowhere found;
‘Where'er the impatient Bwitzers !
The unbroken line of lances 5

That line 't were suicide to meet,

And perish at their tyranta’ fest.

Yet Switzerland is in the field,

She will not fly, ehe cannot yield.

Few were the numbers she oould boast ;
But every freeman was a host,

And felt 88 't were & secret known

That one should turn the scale alone ;
‘While each unto himeelf was he

On whose sole arm hung victory.

It did depencl on one, indeed ;

Behold him—AsNoLD WINKELRIED
There sounds not to the trump of Fame
The echo of a nobler name,

Unmark'd, he stood amid the throng,

In rumination deep and lo

Till you might ses, with !:g’hl

The very thought come o'er hia m
And, by the motion of his form,
Anticipate the bursting storm ;

And, by the upliRting of his brow,

Tell wgere the bolt would atrike, and how.
Bat "t waz no sooner thought than done,—
The field was in a moment won !

“Make way for liberty!" he cried,

Then ran with arma extended wide,

Ag if his dearest friend to clasp;

Ten spears he swept within his grasp.
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“ Make way ffor liberty !™ he cried ;

Their keen pointa pasa'd from side to side ;
He bow’d amongst them like a tree,

And thus made way for liberty.

Bwift to the breach his comrades fly,—

“Make way for liberty!" they cry,

And through the Austrian phalanx dart,

As rush'd the spears through Arnold’s heart ;

While, instantaneous as his fall,

Rout, ruin, panic, seized them all :

An earthquake could not overthrow

A city with &, surer blow.

Thus Switzerland again was free;

Thus Death noade way for liberty!l
MoNTGOMERT,

To u Slofer bronght fmri the Hield of Srutli,*

uh wwmwgmhﬂmm
vl oo tatea of Gldar daye

May proudly yet be told;
'OIF t then the shepberd.
TVhs daa(ts the earth n Noly place]” Swisr Song:

Wazxce art thou, flower? From holy ground
Where f{reedom’s foot hath been !

Yet bugle-blast or trumpet-sound
Ne'er shook that solemn scene.

Flower of a noble field | thy birth
Was not where spears have cross‘d,

And shiver’d helms have strewn the earth,
Midst bannera won and lost :

But where the sunny hues and showers
Uato thy cup were given,

There met high hearts at midnight hours,
Pure hands were raised to heaven ;

And vows were pledged, that man should roam,
Through every Alpine dell,

Free aa the wind, the torrent's foam,
The shaft of William Tell

-
* Tha feld besids tha Lake of the Four Cantons, where the *Three Tells,"
s the Swiss call the fathers of thelr 1 took the oath =
4 berty, of redeemlng 8witaer
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And prayer, the full deep flow of prayer,
Hnﬁ?w’d the putanlla,od; i

And souls grew strong for battle there,
Nerved with the peace of God.

Before the Alps and stars they knelt,
That calm devoted band,

And roee, and made their spirits felt
Through all the mountain-land.

Then welcome Grutli’s free-born flower |
Even in thy pale decay
There dwells a breath, a tone, & power,
Which all high thoughts obey.
Mgs, HEMANS,

&by,

Now Slory to the Lord of Hosts, from whom all glories are!

And ? to our sovereign liege, King Henry of Navarre |

et there be the merry sound of music and of dance,

Through thy cornfields green, and sunny vines, O pleasant
land of France!

And thou, Rochelle, onr own Rochelle, proud city of the waters,

Again let rapture light the eyes_of all thy mourning danghtars;

As thou wert constant in onr ills, be joyous in our joy,

For cold, and stiff, and still are they who wrought thy walls annoy.

Hurrah| Hurrah! a gingle field hath turn’d the chance of war,

Hurrali ! Hurrah! for Ivry, aod Henry of Navarre.

Oh! how our hearts were beating, when, at the dawn of day,
We saw the army of the League drawn ot in long array ;
With all ita priest-led citizens, and all its rebel peers,

And Appenzel's stont infantry, and Egmont's Flemish spears.
There rode the brood of false Lorraine, the curses of our land ;
And dark Mayenne was in the midst, a truncheon in his hand :
And, as welook’d on them, we thought of Seine’sempurpled flood,
And good Coligni's hoary hair all dappled with his blood ;
And we cried unto the living God, who ruoles the fate of war,
To fight for his own holy name, and Henry of Navarre.

The king i# come to marshal us, in all his armour drest,

And he has bound a snow-white plume upon his gallant crest.

He look'd npon his people, and & tear was in his eye;

He look'd upon the traitors, and his glance was stern and high.
Right graciously he smiled on us, as roll'd from wing to wing,

Downallourline adeafeningshout“GodsaveourLord the King."
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“ And if my standard-bearer fall, as fall full well he may,

For never saw I promise yet of such a bloady fray,

Preas where ye seemy white plume shine, smidst the ranksof war,
And be your oriflamme to-day the helmet of Navarre !™

Hurrah! the foes are moving! Hark to the mingled din,

Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roariog culverin.

The fiery Duke is pricking fast across Saint André's plain,

‘With all the hireling chivalry of Guelders and Almayae.

Now by the lips of those ye love, fair gentlemen of France,

Charge for the golden lilies,—uopon them with the lance.

A thopsand spurs are striking deep, & thonsand spears in reet.

A thousand knights are pressing close behind the snow-whire
Crest ;

And in they burst, and on they rush'd, while, like a guiding star,

Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of Nayarre.

Now, God be praised, the day is ours, Mayenne hath turn’'d

rein;
D’ Aumale hath cried for quarter, The Flemish Count s slain.
Their ranks are breaking like thin clonds before a Biscay gale ;
The field is hesp’d with bleeding steeds, and flags, and cloven
mail.

And then we thought on vengeance, and, all aloog ounr van,

“ Remember St. Bartholomew,"” was pass'd from man to man.
But out spake gentle Henry, “No Frenchman is my foe:
Down, down, with e foreigner, but let your brethren go,"
Oh! was thers ever m a knight, in friendship or in war,
As onr Bovereign Lord, King Heury, the soldier of Navarre ?

Right well fonght all the Frenchmen who fonght for France

to-day ;

And many & lordly banner God gava them for a prey.

But we of the religion have borne us best in fight;

And the good lordg of Rosny hath ta’en the cornet white.

Our own trne Maximilian the cornet whita hath ta'en,

The cornet white with crosses black, the flag of false Lorreine.

Up with it high ; unfurl it wide; that all the host may know

How God hath humbled the proud house which wrought his
charch such woe.

Then i_t:crl the ground, while trumpets soond their londest point
of war,

Fling the red shreds, & footcloth meet for Henry of Navarre.

Ho! maidens of Vienna; Ho! matrons of Lucerne ;

Weep, weep, and rend your hair for those who never shall raturn.

Ho! Philip, send, for charity, thy Mexican pistolas,

That {:Ltwerp monks may sing a mass for thy poor spearmen's
sonls,
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Hol! gdhnt nobles of the Leagne, look that your arms be bright;
Ho! burghers of Saint Genevieve, keep watch and ward to-night.
For :lnr hath crush'd the tyrant, our God hath raised the
ave,

And mock'd the counsel of the wise, and the valounr of the brave.
Then flury to His holy name, from whom all glories are;

And glory to our Bovereign Lord, King Henry of Navarre.

Maiciurar,

Grerce.

Hz who hath bent him o'er the dead
Ere the first day of death is fled,
The first dark day of nothingneas,
The last of danger and distress,
giefore decay's effacing fingers

ave awept the lines where besuty lingers,)
And mark'd the mild angelic air,
The rapture of re that's there,
The fix'd, yet tender traits that streak
The languor of the placid ch
And—but for that sad shronded eye,

That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now,

And but for that chill, changeless brow,
E’her‘: eﬁld Obstruction’s & 4 y

P the gazing mourner’s he
An ??to himg?tzcould impart %
The doom he dreads, Jet dwells upon ;
Yes, but for these and these alone,
Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour,
He etill might doubt the tyrant’s power;
8o fair, 80 calm, so softly seal'd,
The first, last look by death reveal'd |
Such is the aspect of this shore;
'Tis Greece, but living Greece no more!
8o coldly sweet, 8o deadly fair,
We start, for eoul is wanting there.
%::i is the loveliness in death, it

t parts not quite with parting 3
But beauty wit% that fearfm bloom,
That hue which haunts it to the tomb,
Expreesion's last receding m'ar,
A gilded halo hovering round decay,
The farewell beam of Feeling past away |
%n.rk of that flame, perchance of heavenly birth,

hich gleams, but warms no more ita cherish'd earth |
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Clime of the unforgotien brave |
Whiose land from plain to mountain-cave
‘Whas Freedom’s home or Glor{: grave |
Bhrine of the mighty | can it
That this is all remains of thee 1
A]grmh, thou eraven crouching slave:

¥, i8 not this Thermopyles 1
These waters blue that ronnd you lave,

O servile offspring of the free—
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this 1
The gulf, the rock of Salamis |
These scenes, their story not unknown,
Ariuhnnd make again your own ;

Sunatch from the ashes of your sires
The embers of their former fires ;

And be who in the strife expires

Will add to theirs a name of fear
That Tyranny shall quake to hear,
And leave his sons a hope, a fame,
They too will rather die than shame :
For freedom’s battle once begun,
Bequeathed l;g bleeding Sire to Son,
Though baffled oft, is ever won.

Bear witness, Greece, thy livi 7 page,
Attest it many a deathless age

‘While kings, in dusty darkness hid,
Have left a nameleas zeyrnmid,

Thy heroes, though t doom
Hath swept the column from their tomb,
A mightier monument com

The mountains of their native land !
There poiuts t.hg Mu:=e to stranger's eye
The graves of those that cannot die !
"Twere longoto tell, and sad to trace,
Each step from splendour to disgrace ;
Enough—no foreign foe could quell
Thy sonl, till from itself it fell ;

Yea! self-abasement gaved the way
To villain-bonds and deapot sway.
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Tbz Feroes of Thermopylz.

Ty fell devoted, but undying ;

The very gales their names seem'd sighing :
The waters murmur'd of their name ;

The wooda were peopled with their fame ;
The silent pillar, lone and grey,

Claim’d kindred with their sacred clay ;
Their spirita wrapp'd the dusky mountain,
Their memory sparkled o’er the fountain ;
The meanest rilll,u:he mightiest river
Roll'd mingling with their fame for ever.
Deepite of every yoke she bears,

That land is glory's still and theirs !

*Tia still a watch-word to the earth :
When man would do a deed of worth,

He points to Greece, and turna to tread,
So sanction’d, on the tyrant's head :

He looks to her, and rushes on

‘Where life is lost, or freedom won,

Brrow.

Somg of the Grech Poet.

THE isles of Greece, the isles of Greece !
‘Where burning S8appho loved and sung,

Where grew the arts of war and peace,—
‘Where Delos rose, and Phaebus sprung !

Eternal summer gil(is them yet,

But all, except their sun, is set.

The Scian and the Teian muse,
The hero's the lover’s lute,
Have found the fame your shores refuse ;
Their Jﬂm of birth alone is mute
To sounde which echo further west
Than your sirea’  Islands of the Blest.”

The mountains look on Marathon—
And Marathon looks on the sea ;
And musing there an hour alone,
1 dream’d that Greece might still be free ;
For, standing on the Persians’ grave,
1 could not deem myself a slave.
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A Xing sate on the brow

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis ;
And ships by thousands lay below,

And men in nations ; were his!
He counted them at break of day—
And when the sun set where were they 7

And where are they 1 and where art thou,
My country 1 On thy voicelesa shore
The heroic lay is toneless now—
The heroic bosom beata no move !
And muet thy lyre, 8o long divine,
Degenerate into hands like mine 1

"I‘i‘;: l:omethin , in the dearth of fame, *
ough link'd among a fetter'd race,
To feel at least a paggt’l shame,

Even aa I sing, suffuse my face ;
For what is left the poet here 1
For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear.

Must we but weep o'er days more blest
Must we but blush 1—Our fathers bled.

Earth | render back from out thy breast
A remnant of our Spartan dead |

Of the three hundred grant but three,

To make a new Thermopylem |

What, silent still 7 and gilent all 1
Ah! no;—the voices of the dead
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall,
And answer, “ Let one living head,
But one arise—we come, we come !”
'Tis but the living who are dumb.

In vain—in vain ; strike other chords:
Fill high the cup with Samian wine !
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,
And shed the blood of Scio's vine {
Hark ! rising to the ignoble call—
How answers each bold Bacchanal !

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet,
‘Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone !
Of two such lessons, why forget
The nobler and the manlier one {
You have the letters Cadmus gave—
Think ye he meant them for a elave 1
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Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!
We will not think of theinea like these |
It made Anacreon’s divine:
He served—but served Polyorates—
A tyrant; but our masters then
Were still, at least, our countrymen.

The tyrant of the Chersonese

‘Was freedom’s best and bravest friend ;
That tyrant was Miltiades !

Oh ! that the present hour would lend
Another despot of the kind |
Buch chains as his were sure to bind.

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine !
On Suli's rock, and Parga's shore,
Exista the remnant of a line
Such as the Doric mothers bore ;
And there perhaps some seed is sown,
The Heracleidan blood might own,

Trust not for freedom to the Franks—
They have a king who buys and seils :
In native swords, and native ranks,
The ouly hope of courage dwells ;
But Turkish forge, and Latin fraud,
Would break your shield, however broad.

Fill high the bowl with Bamian wine !
Our virgine danes benesth the shade—

1 see their glorions black eyes shine ;
But gazing on each glowing maid,

My own the burning tear-drop laves,

To think such breasts must snckle slaves.

Place me on Bunium's marbled ateep,
‘Where nothing, save the waves and I,
Ms'ly hear onr mutoal murmurs sweep ;
here, swan-like, let me sing and die :
A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine—
Dash down yon eup of Samian wine !
Brrox.
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Mureo Pogyuris.*

Ar midnight, in his guarded tent,

The Turk was dreaming of the hour
‘When Greece, her kuee in suppliance bent,

Should tremble at his power:
In dreama, through camp and court, he bore
The trophies of a conqueror ;

In dreams his song of triumph heard ;
Then wore his monarch's signet-ring :
Then press’d that monarch's throne—a king ;
As wild his thoughts, and gay of wing,

As Eden’s garden-bird,

At midnight, in the forest shades,
Bozzarie ranged his Soliote band,
True as the steel of their tried blades,
Heroes in heart and hand.
There had the Persian’s thousands stood,
There had the glad earth druok their blood
On old Platsa’s day;
And now there breathed that haunted air
The sons of sires who conquer’d there,
‘With arm to strike, and soul to dare,
As quick, as far as they.

An hour pass'd on—the Turk awoke ;
That bright dream was his last ;

Ha woke—to herr his sentries ehriek,

“To armal they come| the Greek! the Greek!"
He woke—to die midst flame, and smoke,

And shout, and groan, and sabre-stroke,
And death-shots falling thick and fast

Ag lightning from the mountain-cloud ;

And heard, with voice as trumpet loud,
Bozzaris cheer his band :

“ Strike—till the last arm’d foe expires ;
Btrike—for your altars and your fires ;
Strike—for the green graves of your sires;
God—and your native land |

* Fio fell In an sttack upon the Turkish camp at the #lte of the aneteni
Platea, Aogust and expired in the moment . His last word)
w‘hdﬁalﬁ'ﬂ‘ﬁylll‘?ﬂ‘n’m not & paln.
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ey piled that ground with Moalem alain ;
conquer’d—but Bozzaris fell,
eeding at every vein.
His few surviving comrades saw
His smile, when rang their proud hurrah,
And the red field was won:
Thenlnw in deathﬁliu eyelids cloese
Calmly, as to a night’s repose,
Like flowers at set of BE::.“

Come to the bridal chamber, Death !
Come to the mother’s when she feels,
For the first time, her first-born's breath ;
Come when the blessed seals
That close the pestilence are broke,
And erowded cities wail its stroke ;
Come in consumption’s ghastly form,
The earthquake shock, the ocean-storm,
Come when the heart beats high and warm,
With banquet-song, and dance, and wiue :
And thou art terrible—the tear
The groan, the knell, the pall, the bier;
And all we know, or dream, or fear
Of agony, are thine.

But to the hero, when his sword
Has won the battle for the free,
Thy voice sounds like a proﬁet's word ;
And in its hollow tones are
The thanks of millions yet to be.
Come, when his task of fame is wrought—
Come, with the laurel-leaf, blood-bought—
Come in her crowning hour—and
Thy sunken eye’s unearthly light
To him is welcome as the nqh&
Of sky and stars to prison'd men ;
Th{’gup is welcome as the hand
Of brother in a foreign land ;

Thy summons welcome as the cry
That told the Indian islea were nigh
To the world-seeking Genoese,
mn the In.nd-\urimli“li & lv‘lllrom}s of
Orange-groves, elds of balm
Blew o'er the Haytian seas. g

Th’le{ fought—like brave men, long and well ;
Th
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Bozzanris! with the storied brave

Greece nurtured in her glory’s time,
Reat thee—there is no prouder grave,

E'en in her own proud clime.

Bhe wore no funeral weeds for thee,

Nor bade the dark hearse wave ita plume,
Like torn branch from death's leafless trae,
In sorrow's ?um and antry,

The heartless luxury of the tomb :

But she remembers thee as one

Long loved, and for a season gone ;

For thee her poet's lyre ia wreathed,
Her marble wronght, her music breathed ;
For thee ehe rings the birthday bells ;
Of thee her babes’ first lisping tells :
For p;lhia:; horchanm'?lg puyorbi:d-id

At couch, and cottage s

Her soldier, closing with the fos

Gives for thy sake a deadlier blow ;

His {Iigh maiden, when she fears
For him, the joy of her young years,
Thinks of thy fate, and checks her tears :

And she, the mother of thy boys,
Though in her ?s and faded cheek
18 read the grief she will not speak,

The memory of her buried joys,

And even she who gave thee birth,
Will, by their pilgrim-circled hearth,

Talk of thy doom without a a&gh:

For thou art Freedom's now, and Fame's,
One of the few, the immortal pames,

That were not born to die,

Harieck.

Wit ran wlone emwoble Fight?

1s'r death to fall for Freedom’s right 1
He's dead alone that lacks her lig
And murder sullies in Heaven's sight
The sword he drawa :—
What can alone ennoble fight !
A noble canse !
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giwdt.hat! Imn‘ljzd wale?iml; War to brace ;
er drums rend Heaven's reeking space
The colours planted face to face,
The charging cheer,
Though Death's pale horse lead on the chase,
1 still be dear,

A.n?lue our trophies where men kneel
To Heaven !—but Heaven rebukes my zeal!
The cause of Truth and human weal,

0 God above !
Transfer it from the sword's appeal
To peace and love.
CAMPBELL.
Biengi's 3bddress to the Fen of Yome.

I coMe not here to talk, ye know too well

The story of your thraldom—we are slavea !

The bright sun rises to its course, and lights

A race of glaves : he sets, and his last beam

Falls on & slave ; not such as swept

Along by the full tide of power, the conqueror leads
To o glory, and undying fume ;

But base, ignoble slaves ; slaves to a horde

of ctetty tyranta, feudal despota ; lords

Rich in some dmmry villages ;

Btrong in somé hun gpearmen ; only S.r:at
In that strange apell, & name : each hour dark fraud,
Or open rapine, or protected murder,

Cry out against them ; but this very day,

An honest man, my neighbour,

Was struck, struck like a dog by one who wore

The badge of Ursini ; becanee, forsooth!

He toss'd not high his ready cap in air,

Nor lifted up his voice in servile shouts

At sight of that great ruffian. . . .

« « s« + s+ s + + » BSuchshames are common.
I have known deeper wrongs. I that speak to ye,

I bad & brother once, a gracious boy,

Full of all gentleness, of calmest hope,

Of sweet and quiet joy—there was the look .

Of Heaven upon his facs, which limners give

To the beloved disciple. How I loved
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That gracious boy ! younger by fifteen years ;
Brother at once znd{aon !g Heyleft my lﬁde, ;
A summer's bloom on his fair cheeks, a amile
Parting his innocent lipa. In one short hour,
The pretty, harmless boy was elain. . . .
« +« « » « Rouse, ye Romans! Rouse, ye slavea!
Have ye brave sons 1 Look in the next fierce brawl
To see them die! Have ye fair daughters? Look
To see them live, torn from your arms, distain'd !
Dishonour'd ! and if ye dare call for justice,
Be answer’'d by the lash ! Yet this iz Rome,
That sat on her seven hills, and from her throne
Of beauty ruled the world. Yet we are Romans,
‘Why, in that elder day, to be a Roman
Was greater than a king ; and once again,
Hear me ye walls, that echo'd to the tread
Of either Brutus | once again, I swear
The Eternal City shall be free, her sons
Shall walk with princes !

Mary BussLn Mirrorn,

Wiriam's Song.*
Bouxp the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea !
JeHOVAH has triumph'd—his people are free;
Bing—for the pride of the tyrant is broken ;
His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave—
How ;a.m was their boast, for the Lorp hath but
en
And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave.
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt'a dark ses,
Jemovan has triumph’d—hie people are firee !

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lorp,

His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword :—

‘Who shall return to tell Egypt the story

Of thoee she sent forth in the hour of her pride 1

For the Lorp hath look'd out from his Plla.r of glory,

And all her brave thousands are dash'd in the tide.
Bound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea,
JenovAs has triumph’d—his people are free !

Moogz.

oA e gttt s g e, kgt

V.
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The Winstrel Bog.

Tue Minstrel to the war is gon
In the ranks of death you'll find l&m i
His father’s aword he has girded on,
And his wild harp slung behind him.—
“Land of song | ” said the warrior bard,
““Though all the world betrays thee,
One sword at lleast thy rights shall guard,
One faithful barp praise thee | "

The Minstrel fell ' —but the foeman’s chain
Thooulhagp n;t }Jr' his prouti soul under;

e e loved ne'er spoke again

For he tore its chords ﬁm:lers,‘l ;
And said, “ No chaina shall sully thee,

Thou soul of love and bravery |
Thy songs were made for t.he.r:ro and free,

ey shall never sound in slavery.”
Moore.

@nr Pulibe Fand,

BrraTHES there the man, with soul so dead,
‘Who never to himself hath said,
“This is my own, my native land | "

Whose heart hath ne’er within him burn'd,

As home his footsteps he hath torn'd,
From wand’ring on a foreign strand !

If such there breathe, go, mark him well ;

For him no Minitrel raptures swell ;

High though his titles, proud his name,

Boundlmiin waalth as wish can claim ;

ite those titles, power, and pelf,

The wretch, concentred all in self|

Living, shall forfeit fair renown,

And, doubly dying, shall go down

To the vile dast, gom whence he sprung,

Unwept, unhonour'd, and unsang, —

T
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Emigrant's Song.
Hour of our hearts, our fathers' home !
Land of the brave and free !
The keel is flashing through the foam
That bears us far from thee,

We seek a wild and distant shore,
Beyond the Atlantie main ;
‘Wa leave thee to return no more,
Nor view thy cliffs again.
But may dishonour blight our fime,
And quench our honsehold fires,
‘When we or ours forget thy name,
Green island of our aires! PrivoLr

@he Fobe of Coomiry,

Axp there before her where she stands,
The mountaine rise, the lake sxpands;
Around the terraced summit twines
The leafy coronal of vines ;

‘Within the watery mirror deep
Nature's calm converse lies asleep ;
Above she sees the sky's blue glow,
The forest's varied green below,

And far ita vaulted vistas through

A distant grove of darker hus,

‘Where mounting high from clumpa of oak
Curls lightly up the thin grey smoke ;
And o'er the boughs that over-bower
The crag, & castle's turreta tower—

An eastern casement mantled o'er
‘With ivy, flashes back the gleam

Of sun-rise—it was there of yore

Bhe sate to aece that sun-riee pour

Its splendour round—she seea no more,
For tears dispersed the dream.

Thus seized and epeechlese had she stood,
Surwyinimounhin, lake, and wood,
When to her ear came that demand :

‘“ Had she forgot her native land 1"
'Twas but a voice within replied

She had forgotten all beside.
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For words are weak and most #o mek
When wanted fifty-fold,
And then, if silenes will not speak,
Or trembling lip and changing cheek,
There'’s nothimg told.
But could she have reveal'd to him
Who guestion’d thus, the vision
That ere his words were gaid grew dim
And vanish’d from her sight,
Easy the anawer were to know,
And plain to understand,—
That mind and memory both must fail,
And life itself must slacken eail,
And thought ita functions must forego,
And fancy lose its latest glow,
Or ere that land
Could pictured be less bright and fair
To her whose home and heart are there |
That land the loveliest that eye ean see
The stranger ne'er forgets, then how lhc;}d shel
AYLOR.

@ourdeg aud Fowme,

Taxer is a land, of every land the pride,
Beloved by heaven o'er all the world beside ;
Where brighter suns dispense serener h'fht.
And milder moons emparadise the night;
A land of beauty, virtue, valour,
Time-tutor'd age, and love-exalted youth :
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores,
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair,
Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air:
In every clime the magnet of his soul,
Touch'd by remembrance, trembles to that pole ;
For in this land of heaven's peculiar grace,
The heritage of nature's noblest race,
There is & spot of earth snpremely blest,
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rnka
VHVhen I:;n, %rmtinn's tyrant, casts a:i p:id

is eword an , ntry an e,
‘While in his mﬁenng?mp:sm ignly blend
The sire, the son, the husband, g:other, friend ;
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Here woman reigns ; the mother, daughter, wife,

Strew with fresh flowers the narrow way of life |

In the clear heaven of her delightful eye,

An -guard of loves and lie s-

Arouond her knees domestic duties meet,

And fireside pleasures gmbol at her feet.

Where ghall that land, that spot of earth be found 1

Art thou a man }—a patriot {—look around ;

Oh, thou shalt find, howe'er thy footsteps roam,

That land by country, and that spot thy home !
MoONTGOMERY.

e Happicst Spot.

Bor where to find that happiest spot below,
Who can direct, when all pretend to know 1
The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone,
Boldly proclaims that happiest apot his own ;
Extols the treasure of his stormy seas,

And his long nighta of revelry and ease :
The naked negro, panting at the line,
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine,
Basks in the glare, or stema the tepid wave,
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave.
Buch is the patriot's boast where'er we ronm,
Hia first beat country ever 1s at home,
; Govpeuira.

% Couniry's best Pefence,
. Dost intend
To banish the firm troops before whose valoor
Barbarian millions shrink appall'd, and leave
Our city naked to the firat azsault
OfInc ;'u foes | e
on, No, Crythes!—in ourselves,
In our own honest hearts and chainless hands,
‘Will be our safe, i—while we seek no use
Of arma we would not have our children blend
With their first innocent wishes; while the love
Of country and of justice shall be one
To their young reason ; while their sinews grow
Firm "midst the gladness of heroic sporta :
We shall not ask to guard our country’s peace,
One selfish passion, or one venal aword. TarrousD,
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POEMS OF RELIGION.

How beantifl Is ganlus when combined
‘With holiness! Oh, how divinely sweet
The tones of earthly harp, whose chords are toneh'd
By the soft hand of Plety, and hung
Upon Raliglon's shrine, there vibrating
‘With solemn masie In the ear of God,
WiLsow,

Tws primal doties shine aloft ke stars)

The charities that soothe, and hea), and bless,

Are scatter'd at the feet of Man—like flowers.
 WoRDSWORTE.
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¥ndimutions of ¥romortulity, from Becollections of
Early Chibjood.
Tuxre was a time when meadow, grove, and straam,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparell'd in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream,
1t is not now as it hath been of yore ;—
Turn wheresoe'er I may,
By night or day,
The things which T hive seen I now can see no more.

The Rainbow cornes and goes,
And lovely is the Rose ;
The Moon doth vrith delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair ;
The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where'er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the earth.

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,
And while the young lam %ound
As to the tabor’a sound
To me alone there came a t.hougin of grief:
A timely utterance gnve that thought relief,
And I again am strong :
The cataracta blow their trumpets from the steep ;
No more shall grief of mine the seasons wrong ;
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,
The Winds come to me from the fields of aleep, :
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And all the earth is gay;
Land and sea
Give themselves up to jollity,

And with the heart of {,

Doth every Beast keep holiday ;—
Thou Child of Joy,

Bhout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy

Shepherd-boy !

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the eall
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ;
My heart is at your festival,
head hath its coronal,
The fulness of your blies, I feel—I feel it all
Oh evil day! if I were sullen
While the Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the Children are culling
On every aide,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:—
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!
—But there's a Tree of many, one,
A single Field which I have look'd upon,
Both of them speak of romething that is gone:
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat :
‘Whither is fled the visionary gleam 1
Where is it now, the glory and the dream

Our birth is but a sleep and & forgetting :
The soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
Hath had elsewhere ita setting,
And cometh from afar ;
Not in entire forgstfulness,
And not in utter nakedneas,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home :
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
8hadea of the 'Erison-homs begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But he beholds the light and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy;
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The Youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest,

And iay the vision splendid

Is on his way attended ;
At length the man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ;

Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,

And, even with something of a Mother's mind,
And no unworthy aim,

The homely Nurse doth all she ean

To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,

And that imperial palace whence he came,

Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,
A gix years' Darling of a pigmy size!
See, where 'mid work of his own hand helies,
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses,
With light upon him from his father's eyes !
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fi ent from his dream of homan life,
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art ;
A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funeral,
And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song :
Then will he fit his tongue
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ;
But it will not be lo
Ere this be thrown aside,
And with new joy and pride
The little Actor cons another ‘Pu-t -
Filling from time to time his * humorous stage "
With all the Pemngdown to palsied Age,
That Life brings with her in her equipage;
As if his whole voeation
Were endless imitation.

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie
'f'hy Soul's immensity ;

Thou best Philosopher, w{no yet doat keep
Thy heritage ; thou Eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep,
Haunted for ever by the sternal mind,—
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Mighty Prophet ! Seer blest !’

On whom thess truths do rest,
Which we are toiling all our lives to find,
In darkness lost, the darknesa of the grave ;
Thou, over whom thy Immortality
Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a Slave,
A Presence which is not to beautby;
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke
The years to bring the inevitable yoke,

Thus blindly with th{ blessednesa at strife 1
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,
And custom lie upon thee with a wai%hft,

Heavy as frost, and deep almoat as life.

0 iclvy ! that in our embers
something that doth live,
That nature yet remembars
‘What was so fugitive |
The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual banediction : not indeed
For that which is moat worthy to be blest ;
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether bulfv or at reat,
With new—ﬁaéged hope atill fluttering 1n his breast :—
Not for these I mise
The song of thanks and praise ;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanighings ;
Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realized,
High instincta before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised :
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing ;
Uphold us, chsri.s:, and have power to make
Our noisy years seem moments in the bei
Of the eternal Silence : truths that wake,
_ To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
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Nor Man ner Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or y 1
Hence in & season of calm weather
Though inland far we be,
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
‘Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing & joyona song |
And let the young ia.mba bound
As to the tabor's sound !
‘We in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day
Feel the gladness of the M:g !
‘What though the radiance which was once so bright
Be now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour in the grass, of ﬁory in the flower
e will grieve not, rather find
Btrength in what remains behind ;
In the primal sympathy
‘Which having been must ever be ;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering ;
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.

And O ye Fountains, Meandaws, Hills, and Groves,

Forebode not any severing of our lovea !

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ;

T only have relinquish’d one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway,

1 love the Brooks, which down their channels fret,
Even more than when T tripp'd lightly as they ;
The ionocent brightness of a nnw—%mrn Day

Ie lowely yet ;
The Clouds that Fnt.har round the setiing sun,

Do take a sober colouring from an eya

That hath kept wateh o'er man’s mortality ;
Another race hath been, and other palms are wou.
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Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, ihw and fears,
To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.
WorpsworTs.

The Soul.

O 10¥0RANT poor man | what dost thou bear
Lock'd up within the casket of thy breast ?

What jewels, and what riches hast thou there 1
What heavenly treasure in s0o weak a chest

Look in thy soul, and thou shalt beautiea find,

Like those which drown'd Narcissus in the flood ;
Honour and pleasure both are in thy mind,

And all that in the world is counted good.

Think of her worth, and think that God did mean,
This worthy mind should worthy things embrace ;

Blot not her {u.utial with thy thoughts unclean,
Nor her dishonour with thy passion base.

Kill not her quick'ning power with surfeitings :
Mar not her senae with sensuality :

Cast not her wit on idle things:
Make not her free-will slave to vanity.

And when thou think'st of her eternity,
Thiok not that death against her nature is ;

Think it a birth : and when thou go'st to die,
Bing like & swan, aa if thou went'st to bliss.

And thou my soul which turn'st with curious eye,
To view the beams of thine own form divine,

Know, that thon canst know nothing perfectly,
While thou art clothed with this flesh of mine.

Take heed of overweening, and compare

Thy peacock’s feet with t.'h{ gny peacock’s train ;
Study the best and highest things that are,

But of thyself an humble thought retain,

Caat down thyself, and only strive to raise

The glory of thy Maker’s sacred name:

Use all thy powers, that bleased power to
‘Which gives thee power to be, and use the same.
Davizs,
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Puman ¥ife's Ypstery.

We sow the glebe, we reap the corn,
We build gm house where we may rest,
And then, at moments, suddenly,
We look up to the great wide sky,
Inquiring wherefore we were born . ..
or earnest, or for jest 1

The senses folding thick and dark
Abont the stified soul wil.l:lia

We gueas diviner thina beyond,

And yearn to them with yearning fond ;

‘We strike out blindly to & mark
Believed in, but not seen.

We vibrate to the pant and thrill
Wherewith Eternity has curl'd
In serpent-twine about God's seat !
‘While, frea.heni:l&u ward to His feet,
In gradual gro is full-leaved will
pands from world to world,

And, in the tumult and excess
Of act and paasion under sun,
We sometimes hear—oh, goft and far,
As silver star did touch with star,
The kiss of Peace and Righteousness
Through all things that are done.

God keepa his holy mysteries
Just on the outside of man's dream |
In diapason alow, we think
To hear their pinions rise and sink,
While they float pure beneath His eyea,
Like swana adown a stream,

Abstractions are they, from the forms

Of Hie great beanty I—exaltations
From His grest glory 1—strong previsions
Of what we shall intuitions
Of what we are—in calms and storms,

Beyond ouor peace and passions |
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Things nameleas ! which, in passing so,
Do strike us with a subtle grace,

We say, “ who passee | --theymdumb;

‘We cannot see them go or come ;

Their touchea fall soft—oold—as smow
TUpon & blind man's face.

Vet, touching so, they draw above
Qur common thoughts to Hesvens naknown—
Our daily joy and pain, advance
To a divine significance,—
Our human love—0 mortal love,
That light is not its own !

And, sometimes, horror chills our blood
To be 8o near such mystic Things,
And we wrap round us, for defence,
Our pnrﬂle manners, moods of sense—
from the face of God,
Sta.nd hidden in their wings.

And, sometimes, through Life's heavy swound
We gmoge for them | with strangled breath
abroad our hands and try

'I‘o reach them in our agon;
And widen, 80, the broad ht%—wound
‘Which soon is large enough for death.
E. B. Browsna.

Thonghts of Henben,

Hior thoughts !

ey come and

Like the soft brea.thmgs of a list'ning maiden,

‘While round me flow

The winds, from wooda and fields with gladness laden

‘When the corn’s rustle on the ear doth come—
When the eve's beetle sounds ita drowsy hum—
When the stars, dew-drops of the summer sky,
Watch over all with soft and loving eye—

ile the leavea guiver
By the lone river,
And the quiet hdeu:, il
From depths dot
And garners all—
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Earth grows a shadow
Forgotten whole,
And ven lives
In the blessed soul!

High thoughts !
hey are with ne,
hen, deep within the bosom of the forest,
Thx mforning melod
broad into the sky, thou, throstle, pourest.
When the goung sunbeams glance among the trees —
When on the ear comes the soft song of bees—
When every branch has its own favourite bird
And songs of summer, from each thicket heard |—
Where the owl flit
Where the roe sitteth,
And holiness
Seems sleeping thére ;
While nature’s prayer
Goes up to heaven
In purity,
Till all is glory
And joy to me !

High thoughta!
hey are my own
en I am resting on a mountain's bosom,
And see below me strown
The huts and homes where humble virtuea blossom ;
When I can trace each streamlet through the meadow—
When I can follow every fitful shadow—
When I can watch the winds among the corn,
And see the waves along the forest borne ;
Where blue-bell and heather
Are blooming together,
And far doth come
The Sabbath bell,
O’er wood and fell ;
I hear the beating
Of nature’s heart :
Heaven is before me
God | Thou art!
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High thoughta !
vy visit ns
In moments when the soul is dim and darken'd ;
They come to bless,
After the vanities to which we hearken'd:
When weariness hath come upon the spirit—
ose hours of darkness which we all inherit)}—
ursta there not through a glint of warm eunshine,
A winged thought which bids us not repine 1
In joy and gladness
In mirth and sadness,
Come signa and tokens ;
IU.ifa’s angel brings,
pon its wings,
Those bright communings
The doth keep—
Thoee thoughts of heaven
Bo pure and deep !
Nicorr.

3 Christmas Errol.

Ir chanced upon the merry merry Christmnas eve,

I went sighing past the church across the moorland dreary—
“Oh! never sin, and want, and woe this earth will leave,

And the bells but mock the wailing round, they sing so cheery.

How long, () Lord ! how long before thou come again ?
Btill in cellar, and in garret, and on moorland
The orphans mosan, and widows weep, and poor men toil in vain,
Tilclhurth.i.l sick of hope deferr’d, thongh Christmas bells be
eery.

Then arose a joyous clamour from the wild-fowl on the mere,
Beneath the stars, across the snow, like clear bells ringing,
And a voice within cried—* Listen | Christmas carols even here,

Though thon be dumb, yet o'er their work the stars and snows

are singing.

Blind! I live, I love, I reign; and all the nations thmngh
‘With the thunder of my judgments even now sre ringing;
Do thou fulfil thy work but ag yon wild-fowl do,
Thou wilt heed no less the wailing, yet hear through it
angels singing.” EixesrLeT.
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The Temple of Fature,

Tavx not of temples! There is one

Built without hande—to mankind given ;
Its lamps are the meridian sun,

And all the stars of heaven ;
Ita walls are the cerulean sky,

Ita floor the earth eo green and fair ;
The dome is vast immensgity—

All nature worships there|

The Alpa array'd in stainless snow,
The Andean ranges yet untrod,
At sunrise, and at sunset, glow,
Like altarfires to God |
A thousand fierce voleanoes blaze,
As if with hallow’d victims rare ;
And thunder lifts its voice in
All nature worships thera |

The ocean heaves resistlessly,
And pours hia glitter‘::ﬁ trengure forth ;
His wavea—the priesthood of the sea—
Kneel on the shell 'd earth,
LnAd. %ere emit a hollow sound, 3
if they murmur'd praise and prayer ;
On overyh:l?t:le *tia holy ground— e
All nature worships !

The cedar and the mountain Pine,
The willow on the fountain's brim,
The tulip and the eglantine
In reverence bend to Him ;
The song-birds pour their eweetest la
From tower and tree and middle air ;
The rushing river murmurs p
All nature worshipa there |
VEpcen,
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Hlorning Fgmm,
Taesz are thy glorious works, Parent of good,
Almighty! Thine this univeraal frame,
Thus wondrous fair: Thyself how wondrous then !
Unspeakable, who eitt'st above these heavens,
To us invisible, or dimly seen
In these thy lowest works ;—yet these declare
Thy goodnesa beyond thought, and power divine.
Speali ye who best ean tell, ye sons of light,
Anﬁala; for ye behold Him, and with songs
And choral symphonies, day without night,
Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in Heaven.
On Earth join, all ye creatnres to extol
Him first, Him last, Him midst, and without end.
Fairest of atars, last in the train of night,
If better thou belong not to the dawn,
Bure pledge of day, that crown'st the smiling morn
With thy bright circlet, praise Him in thy sphere,
While day arises, that sweet hout of prime.
Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and soul,
Acknowledge Him thy greater ; sound His praise
In thy eternal course, both when thou elimb'st,
And when high noon hast gain'd,and when thou fall'at.
Moon, that now mest'st the orient sun, now fliest,
With the fix'd stars, fix'd in their orb that flies ;
And ye, five other wand'ring fires, that move
In mystic dance not without song, resound
His praise, who out of darkneea call'd up light.
Air, and ye Elements, the eldest birth
Of Nature's womb, that in geaternion run
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix
And nourish all things ; let your ceaselezs change
Vary to our great Maker &till new praiss.
Ye Mista and Exhalations, that now rise
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or gray,
Till the sun paint your flescy skirts with gold,
In honour to the world's great Author ries ;
Whether to deck with clouds th’ uncolour’d sky,
Or wet the thirsty earth with falling showers,
Rising or falling, still advance his praise.
His praise, ye “;’inds, that from four quarters blow,
Breathe soft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye Pines,
‘With every plant, in sign of worship wave.
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Fountains, and ye that warble, as ye flow,
Melodions murmurs, warbling, tune his prajse.
Join voices, all ye living Sou&: ye Birds,
That singing up to Heaven-gate ascend,
Bear on your wings and in ‘four uotes his prai
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep;
Witness if I be silent, morn or even,
To hill or valley, fountain, or fresh shade,
Made vocal by my song, and taught his praise,
Hail, universal Lord, be bountsous still
To give us only good ; and if the night
Have gather'd aught of evil or conceal’d,
Disperse it, g now light dispels the dark |
Mivrorw,

Fpm,
BEFORE BUNBEISE IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNL.

Hasr thou & charm to atay the morning-star
In his steep course | So long he seems to pause
On thy bold awful head, O sovran Blanc !

The Arve sud Arveiron at thy base

Rave ceaselessly ; but thou, most awful Form !
Risest from forth thy sileat sea of pines,

How silently | Around thee and above

Deep is the nir and dark, substantial, black,
An ebon mags : methinks thou piercest it,

As with a wedge! But when I look ;glnin,

It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrins,
Thy habitation from eternity {

O dread and silent Mount! I gazed upon thee,
Till thou, still present to the bodily senas,
Didst vanish from my thought : entraneed in prayer,
I worshipp'd the Iavisible alone.

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody,

So sweet, we know not we are listening to it,

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my thopght,
Yea, with my life and life's own secret joy ;

Till the dilating Soul, enrapt, trmmfuae&,

Into the mighty vision paaalnﬁ-—-—t.here,

As in her natural form, swell'd vast to Heaven |
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Awake, my soul | not only passive praise

Thou owest ! not nloue these ewelling tears,
Mute thanks and secret ecstasy | Awake,

Voice of sweet song! Awake, my Heart, awake !
Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my Hymn,

Thou first and chief, sole sovran of the Vale !
O struggling with the darknesa all the night,
And visited all night by troops of stars,

Or when they climb the sky or when they eink:
Compenion of the morning-star at dawn,
Thyself Earth's rosy star, and of the dawn
Co-herald | wake, O wake, and utter praise |
Who sank thy sunless pillurs deep in Earth 1
‘Who fill'd thy countenance with roay light?
‘Who made thee parent of perpetuul streams 1

And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad |

Who call’d you forth from night and utter death,
From dark and icy caverns call’d you forth,

Down those precipitous, black, jaggdd Rocks,

For ever shatter’d, and the nmﬁor ever |

Who gave you your invulnerable life,

Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy,
Unceasing thunder, and eternal foam |

And who commanded (and the silence came),

Here let the billows stiffen and have rest |

Yo ice-falla! ye that from the mountain’s brow
Adown enormous ravines slope amain—

Torrents, methinks, that heard & mighty voics,

And stopp'd at onee amid their est plunge !
Motionlcss torrents | silent cataracte!

‘Who made you glorious as the gates of Heaven
Beueath the keen full moon 1 o bade the sun
Clothe rou with rainbowa? Who, with living flowers
Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet

God | let the torrents, like a shont of nations,
Answer | and let the ice-plains echo, God |

God | sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice !
Ye Iina-grovea, with your soft and soul-like sounds!
Axnd they too have a voice, yon piles of snow,

And in their perilous fall shall thunder, God'!
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Ye living flowers that skirt the eternal frost !

Ye wilii-goats sporting round the engle's neat !
Ye eagles, play-mates of the mountain-storm !
Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds!
Ye rigns and wonders of the element |

Utter forth Geod, and fill the hille with praise!

Thou too, hoar Mount ! with th sky.iuinting peaks,

Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard,

Shoots downward, flittering through the pure serene

Into the depth of clouds that veil thy brenst—

Thou too again, stupendons Mountain ! thou

That as I raise my head, awhile bow'd low

In adoration, upward from thy base

Blow-travelling with Jim eyes suffused with tears,

Bolemnly seemest, like a vapoury eloud,

To rise before me—Rise, O ever rise,

Rise like & cloud of iucense, from the Eurth!

Thou kingly Spirit throned smong the bills,

Thou dread ambassador from Eurth to Heaven,

Great hierarch! tell thou the silent sky,

Aud tell the stars, and tell you rising sun,

Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God.
Corermor.

Wpmn on the Seasons,

Tuesk, a8 they change, ALmioaTy FATHER thess,
Are but the varied Goo. The rolling year

Ia full of Takg. Forth in the pleasing Spring
TeY beanty walks, Tar tenderuess snd love.
Wide flush the fields ; the softening sir is balm ;
Echo the mountaine round ; the forest smiles ;
And every sense and every heart is joy.

Then comes TaY glory in the Summer months,
‘With light and heat refulgent. Then TaY sun
Bhoots full perfection through the swelling year:
And oft TaY voice in dreadful thunder spenks,
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falliug eve,

By brooks and groves in hollow-whispering gales,
TaY bounty ehinea in Autumn unconfined,

And spreads a common feast for all thut lives,
In Winter awful Taov | with clouds and storms
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Around Taze thrown, tempest o’er tempest roll'd,
estic darknesa ! on the whirlwind's wing,
iding sublimes, TaoU bidd'st the world adors,
And humblest nature with TaT northern blast,

Mysterions round | what ekill, what force divine,
Deep-felt, in these appear | a simple train,
Yet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art,
Buch beauaty and beneficence combined ;
Shade unperceived, so softening into shade ;
And all so forming an barmonions whole,
That, rs they still succeed, they ravish still.
But wandering oft, with rude unconscious gaze,
Man marks not TEEE, marks not the mighty hand
That, ever busy, wheels the gilent spheres ;
‘Works in the secret deep ; shoots steaming theaes
The fair profusion that o’erspreads the spring ;
Fl.i:‘f! from the sun direct the flaming day ;
Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempest forth,
And as on earth this grateful change revolves,
With transport touches all the springs of life.

Natnre, attend ! join every living soul
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky,
In adoration join; and ardent raise
One geveral song ! To Hiw, ye vocal gales,
Breathe soft, whoae sPIRIT in your freshuesa breathes :
Oh | talk of Hin in solitary glooms,
Where o'er the rock the scarcely waving pine
Fills the brown shade with a religious awe.
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar,
“‘Who shake the astonish'd world, lift high to heaven
The impetaous =song, and say from whom you rage.
His praise, ye brooka, attune, ye trembling rills ;
And let me catch it as I muse along.
Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profound ;
Ye softer floods, that lead the humid mazs
Along the vale ; and thou, majestio main,
A secret world of wonders in thyself,
Boand His stupendous praise, w{:a greater voice
Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall

Soft roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flowers,
In mingled clouds to Him, whose sun exalts, -
Whose th perfumes you, and whose il paints.
Ye forests, bend ; yo harvesta, wave to -
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Breathe your still song into the reaper’s heart,
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon.
Ye that keep watch in Heaven, as earth
Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest beams ;
Ye constellations, while your angels strike,
Amid the led sky, the silver lyre,
Great source of day ! image here below
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide,
From world to world, the vital ocean round,
On Nature write with every beam His praise.
The thunder rolls : be hush'd the prostrate woxld ;
g’hih clo:}l to c.'.lmlt.:1 lxlwel;.um the Bolemll: hymn.
eat out afresh, ye hills ; ye mossy rocks,
Retain the aonndJ; the bmid res ive lowa
Ye valleys raise ; for the GREAT SHEPHERD reigns,
And his unsuffering kingdom yet will come.
Ye woodlands all, awake : a boundless song
Burst from the groves | and when the restless day,
Expiring, Ia tﬁ:ownblinghwurld asleep,
Sweetest of birds | eweet Philomela, charm
The listenivg shades, and teach the night His praise.
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles,
At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all,
Crown the great hymn ! in awarming cities vast,
Arsembled men, to the deep orgnn join
The long resounding voice, oft-breaking clear,
At solemn pauses, ugh the swelling base ;
And, es each mingling flame increases each,
In one united ardour rise to heaven.
Or if you rather choose the rural shade,
And a fane in every sacred grove,
There let the ahepherd’s lute, the virgin's lay,
The prompting seraph, and the poet's ly
Btill sing the Gop oF Sgasows, as they rol
For me, when I forget the darling theme,
‘Whether the blossom blows, the Bummer-ray
Ruasets the plain, inspiring Autumn %lmms,
Or Winter rises in the blackening east ;
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more,
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat!
Should fate command me to the fartheat verge
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climee,
Rivers unknown to song ; where first the sun
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam
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Flames on th' Atlantic isles; 'tis nought to me:

Bince Gob is ever present, ever felt,

In the void waste as in the city full ;

And where He vital breathes there must be joy.

‘When even at last the solemn hour shall come,

And wing my mystic flight to future worlds,

1 eheerfnT will obey ; there with new powers,

Will rising wonders ging. I canuot go

Where UNIVERBAL LoVE not smiles around,

Bustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns ;

From seeming evil still educing good,

And better thence again, ani get‘.ter still,

In infinite progression. But I lose

Myself in Hiu, in LIGHT INEFFABLE !

Come, then, expressive Silence, muse His praise.
HOMSON.

Fymn of Hatore.

Gop of the earth's extended plains |
The dark, green ficlis contented lie ;
The mountuains rise like holy towers,
Where man mith commune with the sky;
The tall cliff challenges the storm
That lowers upon the vale below,
Where shaded fountains send their streams
With joyous music in their flow,

God of the dark and heavy deep |
The wavea lie sleeping on the sands,
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm
Hath summon'd up their thundering bands ;
Then the white sails are dash’d like foam,
Or hurry trembling o'er the aeas,
Till, calm'd by thee, the ginking gale
Berenely breathes, “ Depart in peace.”

God of the forest’s eolemn shade !
The grandeur of the lonely tree,
That wrestles singly with the gale,
Lifts up admiring eyes to thee ;
Buat more majestic fur they atand,
When side b'yhaide their raoks they form,
To wave on high their plames of green,
And fight their battles with the storm.
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God of the light and viewless air |

‘Where summer breezes sweetly flow,
Or..rﬁl.thering in their angry might,

e fierce and wintry tempests blow ;

All—from the evening's pluintive sigh,

That havdly lifts the drooPin flower,
To the wild whirlwind's midnight ery,

Breathe forth the language of thy power.

God of the fair and open sky !
How gloriously above us springs
The tented dome, of heaveulx blue,
Buspenied on the rainbow’s rings |
Each brilliaut star, that sparkles through,
Each gilded cloud, that wunders free
In evening's purple radiance, gives
The beauty of its pruise to thee.

God of the rolling orbs above |
Thy pame is written clearly bright
In the warm day's unvarying blaze,
Or evening's %oldeu shower ol light.
For every fire that fronts the sun,
And every spark that walka alone
Around the utmost verge of heaven,
Were kindled at thy iurning throne.

God of the world! The hour must come,
Aud nature’s self to dust return;
Her crumbliog altars must decay ;
Her incense fires shall ceace (0 burn ;
But still her grand and lovely acenes
Have made man's warmest praises flow ;
For hearts grow holier as they trace
The beauty of the world below.
Prasopr.

Forest Hpmn,

TeE were God’s firet temples. Ere man learn’d
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave,

Aud spread the roof above them,—ere he framed

1 he lofty vault, to gather and roll back

The sound of anthems ; in the darkling wood,
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down,
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And offer’d to the Mightiest solernn thanks

And supplication. For his simple heart

Might not resist the sacred influences

‘Which, from the stilly twilight of the "

And from the gray old t that high in heaven
Mingled their moasy boughs, and from the sound
Of the invisibla breath that sway’d at ones

All their green tops, stole over him, and bow'd
His spirit with the thought of boundless power
And inaccessible majesty. Ah! why

Should we in the world’s riper years neglect

God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore

Only among the ¢rowd, and under roofs

That our frail hands have raised 7 Let me, at least,
Here in the shadow of this aged wood,

Offer one hymn—thrice happy, if it find
Acceptance in Hia ear.

Father! thy hand

Hath rear'd these venerable columns, thou
Didat weave this verdant roof. Thou didst look down
Upon the naked earth, and, forthwith, rose

these fair ranks of trees. They in the sun
Budded, and shook their green leaves in thy breeze,
And shot towards heaven, The century-living crow,
‘Whose birth was on their tops, grew old and died
Among their branches, till, at last, they stood,
As now they stand, massy, and tull, and dark,
Fit shrine for humble worshipper to hold
Communion with his Maker. These dim vaults,
These win/ling aisles, of human pomp or pride
Report not. No fantastic carvings show
The boast of our vain race to change the form
Of thy fair works, But thou art here—thou £ill'st
The solitude. Thou art in the soft winds
That run along the summit of these trees
In music; thou art in the cooler breath
That from the inmost darkness of the place
Comes, searcely felt ; the barky trunks, the ground,
The fresh moist ground, are all instinet with thes.
Here is continual worship ; nature bere,
In the tranquillity that thou dost love,
Enjoys thy presence. Noiselesaly, around,
From perch to perch, the solitary bird
Passes ; and yon clear epring, that, *midst ita herbs,
‘Wells softly forth, and wandering steepa the roota
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Of half the mighty forest, tells no tale
Of all the ﬁmf it does. Thou hast not left
‘gh without a witness, in these shades,

thy perfections. Grandeur, strength, and grace
Are here to speak of Thee. This mighty oak—
By whose immovable stem I stand, and seem

most annihilated—not & prince,
In all that proud old world beyond the deep,
E'er wore his crown as loftily as he
‘Weara the green coronal of leaves with which
Thy hand hath graced him. Nestled at his root
Is beanty, such as blooms not in the glare
Of the broad sun. That delicate forest flower,
With scented breath, and look so like a smile,

as it issues from the shapeless mould,

An emanation from the indwalhnfoLlfo,
A visible token of the upholding Love,
That are the soul of this wide universe.

My heart is awed within me when I think

Of the great miraele that still goes on,

In silence, round me—the perpetual work

Of thy creation, finish'd, yet renew'd

For ever. Written on t.i:y worka I read

The lesson of thine own eternity.

Lo! all grow old and die—but see again,

¥owhon the faltering footate ‘b:f dags @
outh presses—ever gay and benutiful youth,

In all its beautiful fo:gt:s. These lofLy treea

‘Wave not less proudly that their ancestors

Moulder beneath them. Oh, thers ie not lost

One of earth's charmsa : upon her bosom yet,

After the flight of untold centuries,

The freshness of her far beginning lies,

And yet shall lie. Life mocks the idle hate

Of his arch enemy, Death—yea, he seats hi

Upon the tyrant’s throne—the sepulchre,

And of the triumphs of his ghastly foe

Makes his own nourishment. For he came

From thine own bosom, and shall have no end.

%l;rs hat\];e be::d holy men, wh:::;:d tl::maltee

in the w wilderness, [y =
Tba?r lives to tbo’l;ght. aud , il they entlivec,
The generation born with 'm.,wmd



POEMS OF RELIGION.

Less aged than the hoary trees and rocks
Around them ;—and there have been holy men
‘Who deem'd it were not well to pasa life thus.
But let me often to these solitudes
Retire, and in thy presence reassure
¥y feeble virtua.h Hpel.? its ?namiu, s

he passions, at t iner fools rin
And tremble and n{e still. Oh, Ghm ! when thou
Dost scare the world with tempests, sct on fire
The heavena with filling thunderbolts, or fill
‘With all the waters of the firmament,
The awift dark whirlwind that uproots the wooda
And drowns the villages ; when, at thy eall,
Uprises the great deep and throws himself
Upon the coutinent, anil overwhelms
Its cities—who forgeta not, at the sight
Of these tremendous tokens of thy power,
His pride, and lays his strifes mciy follies by 1
Oh, from these aterner aspects of thy face
Bpare me and mine, nor let us need the wrath
Of the mad unchain’d elementa to teach
‘Who rules them. Be it ours to meditate,
In these calm shades, thy milder majesty,
And to the beautiful order of thy works
Learn to conform the order of our lives.

Bryawy,

By of the City.

Nor in the solitude

Alone may mao commune with Heaven, or see
Only in savage wood

And sunny vale, the present Deity ;
Or ouly hear His voice

Where the winds whisper and the waves rejoice.

Even here do I behold
Thy steps, Almighty !—here, amidst the crowd,
ugh the great city roll'd,
With everlasting murmur deep and lond—
Choking the ways that win
"Mongst the proud piles, the work of human kind.
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Thy golden sunshine comes s .
From the roond heaven, and on their dwellings lies,
And lights their inner homes ; a
For them thou fill'st with air the unbounded skies,
And givest them the storea
Of ocean, and the harvests of ita ghores.

Thy spirit is around,

Quickening the restless mass that sweeps along ;
And this eternal sound—

Voices and footfulls of the numberless throng—
Like tlie resounding sea,

Or, like the rainy tempest, speaks of Thee.

And when the hours of rest
Come, like a calm upon the mid-sea brine,
Hushing its billowy breast—
The quiet of that moment too is thine;
It breathes of Him who k;e‘r
The vast and helpless city while it sleeps.
TANT,

Hissionary Py,

Frox Greenland's icy mounntains,
From India’s coral strand,
Where Afric's sunny fountains
Roll down their golden sand:
From many an ancient river,
From many a palmy plain,
They call us to deliver
Their land from Error's chain |

‘What though the spicy breezes
Blow roft on Ceylon’s isle,
Thonih every prospect pleases,
And only man is vile;
In vain with lavish kindnees,
The gifts of God are strown,
The Heathen, io his blindness,
Bows down to wood and stone |
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Can we whone sonls are li
With wisdom from on high,
Can we to man benighted
The lamp of life deny 1
Balvation ! oh, Salvation|
The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth's remotest nation
Has learn'd Messiah's name ! HrEpER.

From the Foywn on the Hatibity,

But peaceful was the night,
‘Wherein the Prince of Light

His reign of peace upon the earth began:
The winds with wonder whiat,
Smoothly the waters kiss'd,

Whispering new joys to the mild ocean,
‘Who now ha%h quite forgot to rave,
While birds of calm git brooding on the charmed wave.

The shepherds on the lawn,
Or ere the point of dawn,
Bat simply chatting in a rustic row;
Full little thought they them,
That the mighty Pan
Was ki:llfy come to live with them below;
Perhaps their loves or else their sheep
Waa all that did their silly thoughta so busy keep.

When euch masie aweet
Their hearts and ears did %,
As never was by mortal finger strook ;
Divinely warbled voice
Annwering the stringed noise
As all their souls in blissful rapture took s
The gir, such pleasure loath to lose,
‘With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenlyclosa.
Buch music (as "tis said)
Before was never made,
But when of old the sons of morning sung,
“While the Creator great
His constellations set,
And the well-balanced world on hioges hung,
And east the dark foundations desp,
And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep.
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Ring out, ye crystal spheres,
Ounce bless our human ears,
If ye have power to touch our senses so,
And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time;
And let the base of Heaven's deep organ blow ;
And, with your ninefold harmony,
Make up full consort to the nnga{ic symphony.

For, if anch holy song
Enwrap our fancy long,

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold ;
And speckled Vanit(f
‘Will sicken soon and die,

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould;
And Hell itself will pass away,
And leave her dolorons mansions to the peering day.
Yea, Truth and Justice then
ng tc,k:lvlrn return bzo men’d, Gi

rb'd in a rainbow; aund, like glories wearing,

Mercy will sit between, ¢
Throned in celestial sheen,

With radiant feet the tissued elouds down steering ;
And Heaven, as at some festival,
Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall,

Muron.

Brurt of Clrist, ® Cuy Qost Golbe!

Heart of Christ, O cup most golden!
Brim: :til salv:tion‘a gl?na.

Million souls have been beholden
Unto thee for life divine ;

Thon art fuli of blood the purest,

Love the tenderest and sureat :

Blood is life, and life is love ;

Ob, what wine is there like love !

Heart of Christ, O cup most golden |

Out of thee the martyre drank,
‘Who for trath in cities olden

Spake, nor from the torture shrank ;
Baved they were from traitor's meanness,
Fill'd with joys of holy keenness :
Strong are those that drink of of love ;
Ob, wint wine is there like love |
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Heart of Chriet, O cup most golden!
To remotest place and time

Thon for labours wilt embolden
Unpresuming but sublime :

Hearts are firm, though nerves be shaken,

‘When from thee new life iz taken:
Truth recruita itself by love ;
Oh, what wine is there like love |

Heart of Christ, O cup most golden!
Taking of thy cordial blest,

Soon the sorrowful are folden
In a gentle henlthful rest:

Thou enxieties art easing,

Pains implacable appeasing :

Grief is comforted by love;

Oh, what wine is there like lovel

Heart of Christ, O cup most golden,
Liberty from thee we win ;

‘We who drink, no more are holden
By the shameful cords of sin ;

Pledge of Mercy's sure forgiving,

Powers for a holy living,—

These, thou cup of love, are thine ;

Love, thou art the mightieat wine |

&he Xubourer's Yoondag Fpmn,

Uy to the throne of God is borne
The voica of praise at early morn,
And be accepts the punctual hymn
Sung as the light of day grows dim.,

Nor will he turn his ear aside
From holy offerings at noontide.
Then here reposing let us raise
A song of gratitude and praise,

Lrrom,

‘What though our burthen be not light,

‘We need not toil from morn to night ;

The respite of the mid-day hour
Is in the thankful Creature's power.
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Blest are the moments, doubly blest,
That, drawn from this one hour of rest,
Are with a ready heart bestow'd

Upon the service of our God |

Each field is then a hallow’d spot,

A Sk ba arec groe thal apsai
urch in every grove tha

Ita living roof abovﬁnr heads.

Look up to Heaven | the industrions Sun
Already half his race hath run;
He cannot halt nor go astray,
Bat our immortal Spirits may.
}'frd ! h:inm&l;gt’raﬁng in the Eu‘;:
we have or transgress’
Guide, from thy love’s abundant source,
What yet remains of this day's course :

Help with thy grace, through life's short day,

Our upward and our downward way ;

Axnd glorify for us the west,

‘When we shall sink to final rest.
‘WoRpsworTH.

The @ber-Feard,

“For of Him, and through Him, and to Him sre all things, to whom be glory
ever."—PaAUL

ABovE, below, in sky and sod.
In leaf and spar, in star and man,
‘Well might sage Athenian scan
The geometric signs of God,
The measured order of His plan.

And India's mzﬂ!.iu nn%a.right
va

B
Of the One Life ing all
One Being'a tidal rise and fall
I soul and form, in sound and sight,
Eternal outflow and recall.

Cod is : and man in guilt and fear
The central fact of nature owns ;
Kueels, trembling, by hia altar-stones,
And darkly dreams the guilty smear
Of blood appeases and atones.
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Guilt shapes the terror: deep withia
The human heart the secret lies
(anl.l tht:dhidoou d‘m..of;'lin,

An i on & ground
‘I'hop;ll‘:lod gods of torment rise!

And what is HE? The ripe grain nods,
The soft dews fall, the sweet flowers blow,
But darker signs His presence show ;

The esrthquake and tha storm are God's,
And good and evil interflow.

Oh, hearta of love ! Oh, souls that turm
ke sun-flowers to the pure and best |
To you the truth is manifest ;
For they the mind of Christ discern,
Who lean like John npon his breast |

In him of whom the Sibyl told,
For whom the prophet's harp was toned,
‘Whose need the sage and magian own'd,
The loving heart of God behold,
The hope for which the ages groan'd!

Fade pomp of dreadful imagery,
Whl;rsxith mankiod have diiﬂad
Their hate, and eelfishness, and pride !

Let the scared dreamer wake to see
The Christ of Nazareth at his side !

What doth that holy guide require ?
No rite of pain, nor gift of blood,
But, man, a kindly brotherhood,

Looking, where duty ia desire,

To Him, the beautiful and good.

Gone be the faithlessnesa of fear ;
And let the pit heaven's sweet rain
‘Wash out the altar's hloody stain,

The law of Hatred disappear,
The law of Love alone remain,

Now fall the idols false and grim |
And lo their hideous wreck above,
The emblems of the Lamb and Dove !
Man turns from God, not God from him,
And guilt, in suffering, whispers Love |
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T'he world sita at the feet of Christ
Unlmowi‘tif, blind, and unconsoled ;
It yet shall touch His garment’s fold,

And feel the heavenly Alchemist

ita very dust to gold.

The theme befitting angel tongues
Beyond a mortal's acope has grown.
Oh, heart of mine ! with reverance own
The fulneas which to it belo
And trust the unknown for known!
WEITTIEE.

By of Trost,

O Loap Divine! that stoog’d to share
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear,

On thee we cast each earth-born care,
‘We emile at pain while Thou art near.

Though long the weary way we tread,

And sorrow crown each ingerinfjenr;
No path we shun, no darkness dread,

Our hearts still whispering, Thon art near!

When drooping pleasure turns to grief,
And trembling faith is changed to fear,

The murmurivg wind, the quivering leaf,
Shall softly tell us, Thou art near!

On Thee we fling our burdening woe,
O Love Diviue! for ever dear,

Content to suffer, while we know,
Living and dying, Thou art near |

Serbice,

Goo does not need
Either man’s work, or his own gifta: who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly ; thoneands at his bidding speed,
And poset o'er land and ocean withont rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait.
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Ehe Fingdom of Gob.

I sAY to thee, do thou repeat
To the first man thou mayeat meot
In lane, highway, or open street—

That he, and we, and all men, move
Under a canopy of love,
As broad as the blue sky above ;

That doubt and trouble, fear and pain
anguish, all are shadows vain,
That death itself shall not remain ;

That weary deserts we may tread,
A dreary labyrinth may thread,
Through dark ways underground be led ;

Yet, if we will One Guide obey,
The dreariest patli, the darkest way
Bhall issus out in heavenly day ;

gl;:qllwe, on divers T{Joru now cut.,t
all meet, our perilous voyage pas
All in our Father's house at last,

And ere thou leave him, say thou this
Yet one word more—they only miss
The winning of that bliss,

Who will not count it true, that Love,
Blessing, not cursing, rules above,
And that in it we live and move.

And one thing further make him know,
That to believe these thinga are so,
This firm faith never to forego,

Despite of sll that seema at atrife
With bleasing, all with curses rife,
That this 4 blessing, this s life,

TrENCH.
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God, the Xife and Fight of ull

th:mdthmm. the night aiso is thine: thou hast prepared the Ught and
" hast set all the borders of the earth: thon hast made summer and
Winter," —Paatx Ixxly, 16, 17,

Trou art, O Gop! the life and light

Of all this wondrous world we see ;
Ita glow by day, its emile by night,

Are but reflections caught from Thee.
‘Where'er we turn, Thi g ories ehine,
And all things fair and bright are Thine

When Day, with farewell beam, delays
Among the op'ning clouds of Even,
And we can almost think we gza
Through golden vistas into Heaven—
Thoss hues that make the sun's decline
8o soft, so radiant, Lorp, are Thine !

When Night, with wings of starry gloom,
Q'erabadows all the earth and skies,

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume
Is sparkling with unnumber’d dyes—

That aacred gloom, those firea divine,

So grand, so countless, Lorp, are Thine |

‘When youthful Spring around us breathes,
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ;

And every flower the Summer wreathes
Is born beneath that kindling eye,

‘Where'er we turn, Thy glories shine

And all things fair and bright are Thine |

Mooge.

Worship.
Og, brother man | fold to thy heart thy brother ;
‘Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there;
To worship rightly is to love each other,
Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed a prayer.

Follow with reverent steps the great example
Of Him whose holy work was “ doing good ;"
8o shall the wide earth seem our Father's temple,
Each loving life a pealm of gratitude.
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Then shall all shackles fall ; the stormy elangonr
Of wild war-musie o'er the earth ghall ceass ;
Love shall tread ont the baleful fira of anger,
And in its ashes plant the tree of peace !
‘WarrTIRE.

Bebotion.

L

THE secret heart
Ta fair Davotion'a temple ; there the saint,
E'en on that living altar, lights the flame
Of purest sacrifics, which burna unseen,
Not unaceepted. Hawnarg More

1L

Taz inward gigha of humble penitenca

Rise to the ear of Heaven, when pealdd hymna

Are scatter'd with the sounds of common air.
Joawma BarLLie

Morning Pebotion.

Waex first thy eyes unveil, give thy soul leave
To do the like ; our bodiea but forerun
The spirit's duty : true hearts spread and heave
Unto their as flowers do to the sun ;
Give Him thy first thoughts then, so shalt thou keep
Him company all day, and in Him saleep.
YaveHAN,

Praise and Prager at Elose of Bap.

To Thee, our Creator, our homage we bring,
With deep adoration ‘I‘hy praises we sing ;

To Thee, our good Father, all loving and wise,
‘With earnest devotion our prayers would arisa.

O Father of Mercy ! be with us to-night,

That our souls ma{ be gladden’d and glow in thy light;

In life and in death may our trust be in Thee,

Till the stream of Time merge in Eternity’s sea.
SHORTER.
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% leased be thy ¥ame for Eher.

Bressep be thy name for ever,
Thou of life the gnard and giver|
Thon canst g thy creatures sleeping,
Heal the heart long roke with weeping.
God of stillness and of motion,
Of the desert and the ocean,
Of the mountain, rock, and river,
Blessed be thy name for ever!
Thou who slumberest not nor elespest,
Blest are they thou kindly keepest,
God of evening’s parting ray,
Of midnight's gloom, and dawning day,
That rises from the szure sea,
Like breathings of eternity.
God of life! that fade shall never,
Blessed be thy name for ever!

Hoae.

' Bbotionsl Yucitements,
Ascond o Hoayen 1Ot 10 th0 earth coatined,

Waere will they stop, those breathing Powers,
The Spirita of the new-born flowers 1

They wander with the breeze, they wind
Where'er the streams a passage find ;

Up from their native ground they rise

In mute a#rial harmonies ;

From humble violet—modest thyme—
Exhaled, the essential odours climb,

As if no space below the sky

Their subtle flight could satisfy :

Heaven will not tax our thoughts with prida
If like ambition be their guide.

Roused by this kindliest of May-showers,
The spirit-quickener of the flowars,
That with moist virtue softly cleaves
The buds, and freshens the young leaves,
The hirda pour forth their souls in notes
Of raptore from a thousand throats—
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Here check'd by too impetuous haste,
gytihlathmthamndimnlhmh‘
ith bounty more and more enlarge

Till the whole air is overcharged ;
Give ear, O Man | to their appeal,
And thirst for no inferior zea

Thou, who canst think, as well as feel.

Mount from the earth ; aspire | aspire |
80 pleads the town's cathedral quire,
In strains that from their solemn height
Bink, to attain a loftier flight;
While incense from the altar breathes
Rich fragrance in embodied wreaths ;
Or, flang from ewinging censer, shrouds
The taper-lights, and curla in clouds
Creation of the painter’s sel,

on o inter's aki

That on the ner\%:n wait conceal'd
One moment, and the next revesl'd.
~Cast off your bonds, awake, arise,
And for no transient ecstasiea !
What elee cau mean the visual plea

Of still or moving i —
The iterated mm%nons ioud,
Not wasted on the attendant crowd,

Nor wholly loat upon the throng
Hurrying the busy streets along 1

Alas | the sanctities combined
By art to unsensuvalise the mind,
Decay and languish ; or, as creeds
And humours change, are spurn'd like weeds ;
The priests are from their altars thrust ;
Temples are levell’d with the dust ;
And solemn rites and awful forms
Founder amid fanatic storms.
Yet evermors, through years renew'd
In undisturb'd vicissitude
Of seasons balancing their flighé
On the swift wings of day and night,
Kind Nature keeps 8 heavenly door
‘Wide open for the scatter'd Poor.
‘W here flower-breathed incense to the skies
Is wafted in mute harmonies ;
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And ground fresh-cloven by the plough

Is fragrant with 2 humbler vow ;

Where birds and brooks from leafy dells

Ch.i&ne forth unwearied canticles,

And vapours magnify and spread

The glory of the sm:z bright head—

Still constant in her worship, atill

Conforming to the eternal Will,

Whether men sow or reap the fields,

Divine monition Natura yields,

That not by bread alune we live,

Or what a hand of flesh can give;

That every day should leave some part

Free for a sabbath of the heart :

Bo shall the seventh be trlﬂﬁ blest,

From morn to eve, with hallow'd rest.
‘WoRDEWORTH.

The Winster,
Tre Minater is a marble psalm,
‘Where Druid oak and Syrian palm
Lift the grain'd roof, and seem to wave
Q’er aisle and chancel, crypt and grave.
The church of God in man below
Methinks should like the minster grow;
All Truthe His threefold voice inspires
Bhould build its buttresses and spires ;
Each holy deed that memory singa
Bhould gleam with cherub face and wings
O'er the high altar’s mystic shrine,
And love make all the place divine.

HARRIR

Hitany to the Folp Spirit.
Ix the hour of my distress,
When tempItatiom me oppress,
And when I my sins confess,
Sweet Bpirit comfort me !

When I lie within my bed,
Bick in heart, and sick in head,
And with doubts discomforted,
Bweet Spirit comfort me!
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When the house doth sigh and weep,
Aud the world is drown’d in sleep,
Yet mine eyes the watch do keep,
Sweet Spirit comfort me

When, God knows, I'm test about,
Either with despair or doubt ;
Yet, before the glass be out,
Sweet Bpirit comfort msl

When the priest his last hath pray'd,
And I nod to what is said
'Cause my speech is now (iemy'd,
Sweet Spirit comfort me!

When the judgment i reveal'd,
And that open’d which was seal'd ;
‘When to Thee I have appeal'd,
Sweet Spirit comfort me!
HERRICE.

Ehe Soul's Fituay,

— " Taow, O Bpirit! that dost prefor

Before all tempies, the npright heart anfl pore,

Instroct me, forthop knoweat, * * & = & =

What In me s dark Innouse.” MrroN.

Waer doubts torment, and fears assail, and all our path
is dark as night,

Without a single star to cheer—Hear our prayer, O God,
for Light!

When :1111 eanl:lest search of truth —striving still to gain

e right,

We stumble ilindl on our way,—0 God of wisdom, grant
more Light

When wesak and weary, eorrow laden,—cast around thy
arm of might! .

When we fail to trace, or trust Thee,—Heavenly Father,
Light, more Light!

When those whom wa love the dearest, fade from before
our failing sight,

1n the shadow of Death’s presence, gracious God, be Thou
our Light! SHooRTER.
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3 Prager.

Fatuer of light and life ! thon Good Supreme!

O teach me what ia good! teach me thyself!

Save me from folly, vanity, and vice!

From every low pursuit! and feed ﬁ soul

With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure,

Sacred, substantial, never-fading blisa!
TaoMsoN.

Sutler, Thou st Fea.

Uxiess Thou shew to us Thine own true way,
No man can find it ; Father! Thou must lead.
Do Thon, then, breathe those thonﬁh into my mind,
By which snch virtwes may in me be bred,
TLt in Thy holy footsteps I may tread.
Translated by 8. Wordsworth—MicrA®L ARGELO,

'3 Simile,

I HAVE seen

3rmﬁot:is child, dt:rho Pdlwelt up?ln a tract

inlan und, applying to his ear
The nonvoﬁiana of & smooth-lipp'd shell ;
To which, in eilence hush'd, hia very soul
Listen'd intensely ; and his countenance soon
Brighten'd with joy ; for from within were heard
Murmurings, wherebz the monitor express’d
Mysterious union with its native sea.
Even such a shell, the universe itaslf
Ie to the ear of Faith; and there are times,
I doubt not, when to all it doth impart
Authentic tidings of invisible things ;
Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power;
And central peace, subsisting at the heart
Of endless agitation.

‘WoRrRDSWORTH.
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Suctedmess of Sorrok,

Jox ia a weak and giddy thing, that laughs
Itaelf fo weariness or sleep, and wakes
To the same barren laughter ; tis a child
Perpetually, and all ita past and future
Lie in the compass of an infant's day.
Crush'd from our sorrow all that's great in man
Has ever sprung. In the bold Pagan world
Men deified the beautiful, the glad,
The strong, the boastful, and it came to nonght ;
‘We have raised Pain and Borrow into heaven,
And in our temples, on our altars, Grief
Btands symbol of our faith, and it shall last
As long as man is mortal and unhappy.
The gay at heart may wander to the skies,
And u.rﬁmy there be found them, and the branch
Of palm be put into their hands; on earth
‘We know them not ; no votarist of our faith,
Till he has dropp'd his tears into the stream,
Tastes of ita eweetneas.

JoArwaA Bainuiz.

®h, Thon! ko Bry'st the Wounwer's Tear,

Og, Thou ! who dry’st the mourner's tear,
How dark this world would be,

If, when deceived and wounded here,
‘We could not fly to Thes |

The friende who in our sunshine live,
‘When winter comes are flown ;

And he who has but tears to give,
Must weep those tears alone.

But Thou wilt heal that broken heart,
Whi&gli:: thg p].n.ntt]: that throwd"d

Their oe from the wounded part,
Bruathes ewestness out of woe!

‘When joy no longer soothes or cheers,
A.A.'mi a'en the hlt: that threw
moment’s sparkle o'er our tears,
Is dimm'd and vanish'd too !—
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Oh, who would bear life's stormy doom,
o id Ié:-t ;13 Win 'oflt.l-loﬂ b the gl
ing through the gloom,

6-:; Pelfce- ranch from nbove 1
Then sorrow, touch'd by Thee, grows bright

‘With more than rapture's ray ;
As darkness shows us worlds of light

‘We never saw by day !

Moore.

The only adequute Sugyort for the Calamities of Fife,

Oxz adequate support
For the calamities of mortal life
Exists—one only ; an assured belief
That the procession of our fate, howe'er
8ad or disturb'd, is order'd by & Being
Of infinite benevolence and power ;
‘Whose everlasting purposes embrace
All accidents, converting them to good.
The darta of anguish iz not where the seat
Of anffering htiubeen thoroughly fortified
By acquiescence in the Will supreme
For time and for eternity ; by faith,
Faith absolute in God, including hope,
And the defence that ties in boundless love
Of his perfections ; with habitual dread
Of aught unworthily conceived, endured
Impatiently, ill done, or left undone,
To the dishonour of his holy name.
Soul of our souls, and safeguard of the world !
Sustain, thou only canst, the sick of heart ;
Restore their languid spirits, and reeall
Their lost affections unto thee and thine !

‘WorbsworTH.

Comfort,

Sprax low to me, my Saviour, low and sweet
From out the ]:.allelnj;h:l sweet and low,
Lest I should fear and fall, and miss thee so,

Who art not mise'd by nny that entreat.
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Bpeak to me as to Mury at thy feet—
And if no precious gums my hands bestow,
Let my tears drop like amber, while Ige
In reach of thy divinest voice complete
In humanest affection, Thus, in sooth
To lose the sense of losing! As a child,
Whose song-bird seeks the wood for evermore,
Is sung to in its stead by mother's mouth—
Till, sinking on her breast, love-reconciled,
Ho sleaps the faster that he wait. before,
B, BrowNine.

@onsolalion.

O weary heart, oppresa'd with care,
And pain, and grief, and bitter woe!
Inl'{ perplex’d, nor mng where
hy course doth tend ‘mid onward flow

Of ceaselees time ; presaging ill :
Hush all thy griefa! and let the calm
From heavenly spheres thy bosom fill,
And all thy goul, like holy paalm

To God ascend! Yea! like the choir
Of seraphs that before his throne
Bing evermore. Let spirit-fire
Egu.rga all thy dross ; and every tone

From angel- thy being thrill
Responsive, till all discords cense :
Through blinding tears, God's purpose will
Unfold ite love, and whisper—Prack.
BHORTER

¥ines boritten by Wilton in fis O Jge.

I au old and blind !
Men point at me as smitten by God's frown—
Afflicted and deserted of my mind—

Yet am I not cast down.
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I am weak, yeot strong—
I marmur not that I no longer see—
Poor, old, and helpless, I the more belong,
Father Bupreme ! to thee,

Oh, merciful One!
When men are farthest then Taou art most near ;
When friends pass by, my weakness shun,

Tar chariot I hear.

Thy glorious face
Is leaning towards me—and its holy light
Bhiues in upon n:z lonely dwelling-place,
And there is no more night.

3 On my bended knee

recognise thy purpose clearly shown—

My ﬂﬁ?m Thou hast dimm'd, that I may see
Thyself—Thyself alone.

I have naught to fear—
This darkness is the shadow of thy wing—
Beneath it T am almost sacred—here

Can come no evil thing.

Oh! 1seem to stand
Trembling, where foot of mortal ne'er hath been,
Wrapp'd in the radiance of Thy sinless hand,
Which eye hath never seen.

Visiona come and go—
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng,
From angel(;?)a I seem to hear the flow
soft and holy song.

It is nothing now,
When heaven is opening on my sightless eyes—
‘When airs from Paradise refresh my brow,
That earth in darkness lies.

In a purer clima
My being fills with rapture—waves of thought
Roll in npon my spirit—strains sublime
Break over me unsought.
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Give me now my lyre |
I feel the stirrings of a gift divine ;
‘Within my bosom glows unearthly fire,
Lit by no skill of mine.
Axow.

Xight in Barhness,

TaE stormy winda raved lond, and vex'd
The chafing waters' troubled breast—

When lo! the voice of Mercy spake,
And sooth’d the ruffled wavea to reat,

Saviour | when thy poor wa d child
Droops faithlessly 'midst doubt or ill,
Thy voice shall calm the inward strife,
And bid her aching beart “Be still.”
Lapr Frora HasrTiNGgs.

ﬁmbibmu.
T

HeaveN notes the gigh afflicted goodness Lieaves,

‘Hears the low g:aint by human ear uncared,

And from the cheek of patient sorrow wipes

The tear, by mortal eye unseen, or scorn’d.
Hannar More

1L

WaEN urged by strong temptation to the brink
Of guilt and ruin, stands the virtnous mind,
With scarce a step between : all-pitying Heaven,
Severe in mercy, chastening in its love,
Ofttimes, in dark and & visitation,
Doth interpose, and lead the wanderer back
To the straight path, to be for ever after
A firm, undaunted, onward-bearing traveller,
8trong in humility, who swerves no more.
JoAnna BalLLig
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®n the Banks of 3 Bochg Steeam.

BeroLD an emblem of our human mind

Crowded with thoughts that need a settled home,

Yet, like to eddying balls of foam

Within this whirlpool, they each other chase

Round aud round, and neither find

An outlet nor a resting-place |

Stranger, if such disquietude be thine,

Fall on thy knees and sue for help divine.
Worbswortm.

Hestoration.

As men {rom men

glo&in the constitution of t}il:ir aouh,d
iffer, by mystery not to be explain'd ;
And nbza fall by various wa pl:mi sink
One deeper than another, self-condemn’d,
Through manifold degrees of ﬁnilt and shame ;
Bo manifold and various are the ways
Of restoration, fashion’d to the steps
Of all infirmity, and tending all
To the pame point, attainable by all—
Peace in ourselves and union with our God.
a Worpsworra.

" Blessed nre the Wlercifal”

——Mzeaciron God |
And we, thy erring creatures, dare refuse
Pardon to a contrite, erring brother |
‘We |—poor debtors to Thy gracious bounty—
‘Who owe to Thee the common privilege
Of daily life—the varied joye of sense—
The riches, aud the fair delights of earth,
And air, and sky, and the all-gladd'ning sun,
And the rich gifts of mind and heart ;—and more,
The firni assurance of the life to come,
And the %:od news of pardon, and love,
Proclaim'd of grace to all, by Thy dear Son.

T
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Touch'd with divine compassion, O may we
Be merciful l—for we pray for mercy.
g‘;u;ly wel.g"liow in wmidening lova,.u
eart's dee embracing all,
E'en as the dm?i;gnt:ounj;f Thy love |
And as Thou fill'st the world with songs of joy
From insect and angel, bird and serap.
?n make moat gmied our lo‘ﬂllfar,t I:h‘ht we,
sweet accord, may mirror the
And joy. and typal Lmomu of HuvI:..:;
7 ORTER.

Beatp.®

Tax dew is on the summer’s greenest grass,
Through which the modest daisy blushing peeps ;
The gentle wind that like s ghost doth
A waving shadow on the cornfield keepe ;
Bat I, who love them all, shall never be
Again among the woods, or onithe mooriand lea!

The sun shines aweetly—ewester may it ghine I—
Bleas'd is the brightnesa of a summer day;

It cheers lone hearta ; and wl:iz should I repine,
Although among green fields I cannot stray 1

‘Woods ! 1 have grown, since last I heard you wave,

Familiar with death, and neighbour to the grave [

These words have shaken mighty human souls—
Like a sepulchre’s echo drear they sound—
F'en aa the owl’s wild whoop at midnight rolla
The ivied remnants of old ruins round.
Yet wherefore tremble 1 Can the soul decay 7—
Or that which thinks and feels in aught e'er fade away 1

Are there not aspirations in each heart

After a better, brighter world than this 1
Longings for beings nobler in each

TE;nga more exalted—ateep’d in deeper blisa}
‘Who gave us these ! 'What are they? Soul, in thee
The bud is budding now for immaortality !

mmknwhhummmwmgmm of Nleolrs
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Death comes to take me where I long to be;
One pang, and bright blooms the immortal flower ;
Death comes to lead me from mortality,
To lands which know not one nnhatpy hounr:—
I have a ho&a faith ;—from sorrow here
I'm led by Death away—why should I start and fear!

If I have loved the forest and the field,
Cﬁn I not love them d , better, there 1
If all that Power hath made, to me doth yield
Bomethiug of good and besuty—something fair—
Freed from the ﬁ::nm of mortality,
May T not love them all, and better all enjoy 1

A char:ge from woe to joy—from earth {0 heaven,
Death gives me this—it leads me calmly where
The sonle that long n%&om mine were riven
May meet again! Death answers many a prayer.
Bright day ! shine on—be glad :—Days brighter far
" Are stretch’d before my eyes than those of morh{; are!
100LL.

@ahe ther, ® Beath!

Tuke then, O Death ! and bear awuy
mWhltarer thon m;ml. call tt:ii'no own ;
ine image, stamp’ n
Doth give thes that—bat that alone |

Take them, O Gravel and let them lie
Folded, upon thy narrow shelves,
As garments by the soul laid by,
And precious only to ourselves |

Take them, O great Eternity!
Our little life is but a gus
That bends the branches of thy tree,
And trails ita blossoms in the dust,
LoNGFELLOW.
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The Netvel of the Fost.

DrAR, beauteous death—the jewel of the just—
Shining nowhere but in the dark ! _
‘What mysteries do lie beyond t.hf dust,
Could man outlook that mark !

He that hath found some fledged bird's nest may know,
At first sight, if the bird be flown ;

But what fair dell or grove he sings in now,
That is to him unknown.

And Eat, 88 angels, in some brighter dreams,
Call to the soul when man doth sleep ;
So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted themes,

And into glory peep.

Faﬂ:ler! disperse theumiattt;l:hich blot and fill
perepective atill as they pass;
Or else remove me hence unto that hill
Where I shall need no glass.
VAUGHARN,

Supbath Sonn:t.*

How many blessed groups this hour are bending,
Through England’s primrose meadow-paths, their way
Towards spire and tower, midst shady elms ascending,
Whence the sweet chimes proclaim the hallow'd day |
The halls, from old heroic gra
Pour these fhtr children forth s Rod hasnlets low
Bend out their inmates in a happy flow,
Like a freed vernal atream. I may.not tread
With them those pathways—to the feverish bed
Of mickness bound ; yet, O my God ! I bless
Thy mercy, that with Sabbath-peace hath fill'd
My chasten'd heart, and all its throbbings still'd
To one deep calm of lowliest thankfulness !

Mrs. HEmANE.

" Her laat composition : written & fow days bafore her death. Y
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Bhe Sleep.

“ He giveth his beloved sleep.” —Psalm cxxil £

Srxep soft, beloved | we sometimes eay,
But have no time to charm away

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep;
But never doleful dream again

Shall break the h‘:lsp] slumber, when

“ He giveth His belovdd sleep ! "

O earth, so full of dreary noises!

O men, with wailing in your voices !
O delvéd gold, the wailer's heap !

O strife, O curse that o'er it fall!
God strikes a silence through you all,
And giveth His belovéd sleep!

His dews drop mutely on the hill,

His cloud above it saileth still,
Though on ita slope men sow and reap.
Move softly than the dew is shed,

Or cloud is floated overhead,

He giveth his belovad sleep!

And friends, dear friends,—when it shall be
That this low breath is gone from me,
And round my bier ye come to weep,
Let one, most loving of you all,
Say— Not a tear must o'er her fall—
He giveth his belovéd sleep !
E. B. Browrinu.

Sbe Bich in Benutp.

SgE died in beanty, like & rose blown from its parent stem ;
She died in beauty, like a pearl dropp'd from somée diadem ;
She died in beanty, like a lay along a moounlit lake ;
Bhe died in beauty, like the song of birds amid the brake;
She died in beauty, like the snow on flowers dissolved away;
She died in bunq{i like a star lost on the brow of day;
Bhe lives in glory, like Night's gems set round the silver moon ;
Bhe lives in glory, like the sun amid the blue of J m:e:A

NON,
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Yeuruiess of * The Beparied.”

TeE sea of life sends forth tumultuons waves:
And suddenly, beneath the trees, we conut
Amnother sacred. spot among the graves:

Another from the friendly cirele gone,

One hand the less to greet us with ita grasp,
And we, like Rachel, comfortlesa do mourn.
Boon, in the twilight, as night-blooming flowers

Begin to shad tieir perfume, close we feel
The beating of auother heart than ours:

And with our finer sense another Mind "
Floods wavesl of thought ecatatic oer our own,
As though within our véry soul entwined:
And as we con these inner lessons o'er,
‘We learn that those we call “ departed ™ hold
A nearness to gurselves unknown befors:

And then we muse, and question where is heuven,
Whose golden streets our best belovad walk,
And unto which our purest thonghta are given :
On distant star we fix our longing gaze,
Our aspirations wing to ﬁ:rtEm% ’,
Btriving to find the land of love and praise :
In vain our thoughta far mystic realms explote;
‘Where'er our heart is, there to us is heaven,
And all our tressures lie upon its shore.
J. B. Apans,

The Peabenly Pome.
“The former Yalngs are passed away."—BxEv. xxl 4

TeErE iz a land of love,
Where every wind breathes soft, and glad, and free ;
And every silvery, riﬂ)!ing stream es
¢ eart-joyous melody.

There aweetest, fairest flowera
Opa their love-tinted petals to the sun,
And gently breathe their ravishing parfume,

The wayworn heart upon.



POEME OF RELIGION, 87

No burning sorraws thare— .
No broken, bleeding hearts can there abide—
No silent, yearning, unrequited love—

All, sll are aatisfied.

O happy land of love !
By mortal feet untrod, or eye uneesn ;
Whene'er I thiak of thes, this shanging life
Beems like a weary dream.
‘Wesrxzss.

®obd does Fought in Pain.

I raiwk, I feel—but when will she
Awake to thought again 1

A voice of comfort anawers me,
That God does nought in vain:

He wastes nor flower, nor bird, nor leaf,
Nor wind, nor clond, nor wave ;

And will he waste the hope which grief

Hath planted in the grave]
Evriorr.
The Sutore Wife,
How shall T know thee in the sphere which keeps
The disembodied spirits of the dead,

When all of thee that time could wither sleeps
And perishes among the dust we tread 1

For I shall feel the sting of ceaseless pain
If there I meet thy gentle presence not

Nor hear the voice I love, nor read again
In thy serenest eyes the tender thought.

Will not thy own meek heart demand me thers 1
That heart whose fondest throba to me were given,
My name on earth was ever in thy prayer
ball it be banish'd from thy tongue in heaven 1

In meadows fann'd by heaven’s life-breathing wind,
In the resplendence of that glorious ?heln
r movements of the npfetter'd mind,
Wilt thou forget the love that join'd us here 1
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The love that lived through all the stormy past,
And meekly with my harsher nature bore,

And deeper grew, and tenderer to the last,
Bhall it expire with life, and be no more 1

A happier lot than mine, and larger light

Await thee there ; for thou hast bow'd thy will
In cheerful homage to the rule of right,

And lovest all, and renderest for ill.

Yet though thou wear'st the glory of the sky,
Wilt thou not keep the aame belovéd name,
The same fair thoughtful brow, and gentle eye,
~ Lovelier in heaven's sweet climate, yet the same 1

Shalt thou not teach me, in that calmer home,
The wisdom that I learn'd so ill in thia—
The wisdom which is love—till I become
Thy fit companion in that land of blias 7
Berawr,

Mo on 1he Waters,

Ogr! lone is the epirit on life’s troubled ocean,
‘With tempesta around it and torrenta below,

Till calm o'er the breast the pure thoughta of devotion,
Like nirs from the gardens of Paradise blow.

"T'ia aweet, ra we %Ede o'er ine cold waves of sorrow,
To think of the loved who have vanish'd before ;

‘We know they are blest ; we shall meet them to-morrow
We pass oer the deep, and they call from the shore,

They haste in their joy o'er the waters to meet us,
o love-lighted waves of the ocean of rest ;
And sweet are their songe as they tenderly greet us,—
They bring us kind words from the Land of the biest,

They still the wild billows of trouble around us,
Eden of Love they unveil to the aight ;
And peace with ite garland of lilies hath erown'd us,
And Mercy hath robed us with vestures of light.

Harnis,



PART VIIL

lei—

POEMS OF CHARACTER,

AND MISCELLANEOQUS,

Awp schortly, whan the sonne was 10 reate,

Bo hadde I spoken with hem everychon,

That I was of here felnwachips anon,

And mads forward erly to aryses,

To take our weye Lher as [ yow devyse

But natheless, whiles [ have tyms and space,

Or that I ferthers In this tals pace,

Me thinketh (t sccordant to resoun,

To telie yow all= tha condlcipun

Of sahe of hem, 80 88 It somed me,

And which they weren, and of what degrd.
Chavecen.
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POEMS OF CHARACTER,
AND MISCELLANEOUS.

Ehe Good Purson.

A na‘;:on man was there ofrreligionn,
And was a parson of a town ;
But rich hap::: of holy thought and work ;
%:.wu nlm..a learned m?n { nlclor
t Christ 1 would troly preach,
His ﬁshionE:: g:vnutlg wonls ta teach,
Be {: he was, and wondrous diligent,
And in adversity fall patient ;
Ag proven oft, to ull who lack'd a friend.
Lotz for hia tithes to ban or to contend,
At every need much rather was he found
Unto his poor parishioners around
Of his own substance and his duea to give;
Content on little, for himself, to live.

Wide was hi;garish; the houses far asunder ;
Yet never waited he for rain or thunder, c
‘Whenever sickness or mischance might eall,

The most remote to visit, great or small,
And, staff in hand, on foot, the storm to brave,

This noble ensample to his flock he gave,
That first he wrought, and after that he taught
The word of life he from the goapel caught ;

And well this ficure added he thm&’.y'

That if gold rust what should iron do

Andift :‘rrient be foul on whom we trus
‘What wonder if the unletter'd layman lust

And shame it were in him the flock should keep,
To see a snllied shepherd, and clean sheep.
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Well ought a priest auu.mﬂa. for to give
By his own cleannesa how his sheep should live.
He never get his benefice to hire,
Lesaving his flock encumber’d in the mire,
Axnd ran to London unto Baint Paul’s,
To seek himself a chauntery for souls,
Or with a brotherhood to be enroll'd ;
Bat dwelt at homs, and guarded well his fold,
Bo that it should not by the wolf miscarry ;
He was a uheghen‘l. and no merceniry.
And though he holy were, and virtuous,
He was to sinful men naught unpiteous ;
Not of reproach imperious or malign ;
Bat in his teaching discreet and benign.
To draw them on to heaven, by fairness
And good example, was his business :
But ware there any person obatinate,
‘Were he of lofty or of low estate,
Him would he sharp reprove I wia:
A better priest I trow thers nowhere ia.
He waited not on pomp or reverence,
Nor made himeelf & g iegl conacience.
The lore of Christ and his apostles twelve
He taught: but, first, he followed it himselve.
Cravcer. (Modsrnised.)

The Yillage Preacher.

Nzar yonder copse, where once the garden smiled,
And still wherse many a garden flower grows wild,
There, where a few torn shrubs the Place disclose,
The village preacher’s modest mansion rose,

A man he waa to all the country dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a year;
Remote from towns he ran his godly race,

Nor e'er had changed, nor wish'd to change his place;
Uupractised he to fawn, or seek for power,

By doctrinee fashion'd to the varying hovr;

Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize,
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant train,

He chid their wand’rings, but relieved their pain;
The long-remember’d beggar was his guest,
‘Whose , descending, swept his aged breast;
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The ruin'd spendtbrift, now no longer prond,

Claim'd kindred there, and had his claim allow'd;
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,

Sat by hia fire, and talk'd the night away;

Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of sarrow d
Shoulder'd his crutch, and show'd how fields wers won.
Pleased with his guests, the good man learn'd to glow,
And quite forgot their vices in their woe;

Careless their merits or their faults to scan,

His pity gave ere charity began.

Thus to relieve the wretched was hi:lsride,
And e’en his failings lean'd to virtue's side;
But in his duty prompt, at every call
He watch’d and wept, he pray'd and t!alt, for all:
%nd, as a bird omhﬂegt;% egpnmant t{i

'o tempt its new- offspring to the skies,
He 1:1'1.‘4‘;t each art, reproved uchsdull delay,
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way.

n?ialide the bed whe;o putli)ng life 'd“h::id‘d
And sorrow, Fm‘l and pai turns 8
The reverent ahtl'n 't'mp:'l:l:mi.y At his wntiol,
Despair and u?'uiu fled the etruggling soul ;
Comfort came down, the trembling wretch to raise,
And his last faltering accents whisper'd praise.

At church, with meek and unaffected grace,
His looks adorn’d the venerable place;
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway,
And fools, who cama to scoff, remain’'d to pray.
The service pu:j eround the pious man,
With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran;
E'en children follow’d, with endearing wile,
And pluck’d his gown, to share the good man’s emile §
His ready smile a parent's warmth express'd,
5 thors B sty e 107 Bl Jriah wers gtveny
o them his heart, his i were gi
But all his serions thoughts had rest in heagle:l‘n’
As some tall cliff, that lifte ita awful form,
Bwells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm ;
Though round its breast the rolling clonds are sprea |,
Eternal sunshine settles on ita head.
GovpsMrrin.
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e Ciriatian Preacher.

‘Woutp I describe & preacher, such as Faul,
Were he on earth, would hear, & ve, and own,
Paul should himself direct me. 1 would trace
His master-strokes, and draw from his design.
I would express him aimple, grave, sincere ;
In doctrine uncorrupt ; in language plain,
And plain in manner ; decent, solemn, chaste,
And natural in gesture ; much impres'd
Himself, as conacions of his awful charge,
And anxions mainly that the flock he feeda
feel it too ; affactionate in look,

i tender in ;ddrul, as s:'ﬂell becomes

measenger of grace to guilty men.

Cowrer.

@lyaructer of Hillizrs, Buhe of Buckingfum.

A MAX 80 various, that he seem’d to he

Not one, but all mankind's epitome :

8tiff in opinions, always in the wrong,

‘Was every thing by starts, and nothing long ;

But in the conrse of one revolving mopp

‘Waa chemist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon : -

Then all for women, rhyming, dguu"i:ig. drinking,

Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking.

Railing and praising were his.usual themes,

And both, to show his judgment, in extremes:

8o over violent, or over civil,

That every man with him was god or devil

In squandering wealth was his peculiar art ;

Noti went unrewarded but desert.

Begﬂﬁd by fools, whom still he found too late,

He his jest, and they had his estate. B
DEYDEN.
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3 English Peasund,

To pomp and p ntry in n t allied,

A nl;obla pmn;,s.l:ucrymf , died.

Noble he was, contemning all things mean,

His truth unquestion'd, and his soul serene :

Of no man's presence Isaac felt afraid,

At no man’s question Isaac look'd dismay'd :

Shame knew him not, he dreaded nodiagmaa:

Truth, simple truth, was written in his face.

To bifls domestic he his heart resi 'd,

Wero atbors Jopful b Jouk d swling cmy
ere others e 5 iling om,

And gave n.lh}:-wmao where he needed none :

Good he refused with future ill to buy,

Nor knew a joy that caused reflection's sigh ;

A friend to virtue, his unclonded breast

No envy atung, no jealousy distress'd ;

Yet far was he from stoic pride removed,

He felt humanely, and he warmly loved :

I mark’d his action when his infant died,

And his old neighbour for offence was tried ;

The still tears, stealing down that furrow'd cheek,

Bpoke pity plainer than the tongue can-speak.

It pride were his, "twas not their vulgar pride,

0, in their base contempt, the great deride ;

Nor pride in learning, thongh my clerk agreed,

If fate should eall him, Ashford might succaed ;

Nor pride in rustic lnk:.lil1 although we knew

None his superior, and his equals few;

Bt If that apirit In his soul had place;

It waa the jealous pride that shuns di H

A pride in honest fame, by virtue gain

In sturdy boys to virtuous labours train'd ;

Pride in the power that gnards his country’s coast,

And all that g:gl‘iahman enjoy and boast ;

Pride, in a life that slander’s tongue defied,

In fact, & noble passion, misnamed pride.

I feel his absence in the hours of prayer,

And view His seat, and sigh for Isaac there. =

But ho. is bieu'd; ﬂldll lar;:ant ;:o m;re. :
A wise good mnn, coutented to be poor.
Caasee



336 POEMSE OF CHARACTER, AND MISCELLANEOUS

Picture of 2 Fop.

My liege, I did deny mo prisoners.

Bat, I rememger, when the fight was doue,

When I was dry with rage and sxtreme toil,

Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d ;

Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap'd,

8how'd liko a stubble-land at harvest-home ;

He wns parfuméd like & milliner ;

And "twixt his finger and his thumb he hefd

A pouncet-box, which, ever and anon,

He gave his nose, and took't away again ;—

‘Who therewith angry, when it next came there,

Took it in snuff :—and still he amiled and talk'd:

And, as the soldiers bore dead bodiea by,

He called them—untaught knaves, unmannerly,

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse

Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

With many holiday and lady terms

He question'd me ; amongst the rest demanded

My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf.

T then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold,

To b o pester’d with a popinjay,

Out of my grief and my impatience,

AIJ,av\mr‘dY neglectingly, I know not what ;

Ha should, or he should not ;—for he made me mad

To see him shine so brisk, and amell so sweet,

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman,

of ﬁuna, and drums, and wounds (God save the mark !)

And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth

Was ti for an inward bruies ;

And that it waa Freat pity, so it was,

This villanous saltpetre should be digg’d

Out of the bowela of the harmlesa earth,

‘Which many a good tall fellew had destroy'd

8o cowardly ; and but for these vile guns,

He would himeelf have been & soldier.
SHAKESPEARE.
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3 Bhigman.
Trere also was & Shipman from far West ;
For aught 1 know in Dartmouth he abode ;
Well as ho could upon a hack he rode,
il‘l:I ina n!ii:; of tow—cio{l: to h‘tahaahknee 3
r ng by a lace e,
Aboalﬂg;m nacﬂ. nn%{ar hia arm adown ;
The summer’s beat had made his hue all brown.
He was a right good fellow cerhi&}f
And many a cargo of wine had he
Run from Bordeaux while the exciseman slept ;
Of a nice conscience no great care he kept,
If that he fought and had the upper hanil,
By water he sent them home to every land ;
And in his craft to reckon well the tides,
The d“P sea-currents, and the shoals besides,
The sun’s height, and the moon's, and pilotage,
There was none such from Hull unto (grt.lngo;
Hardy he was and wise, I undertake;
His beard had felt full many a tempest's shake :
He knew well all the havens as they wore,
From Gothland to the Cape de Finisterre,
And every creek in Brittany and Spain ;
His trusty bark was named the Magdelaine,
Craucer (Modernised.)

The Bl Stadent,

THE rain is &hyin,qi its soft, pleasant tune
Fitfully on the skylight, the shade

Of the fast ﬂging clouds across my book

Passes with delicate change. My merry fire
Binga cheerfully itself; my musing cat

Purrs as slie wakes from her unquiet sleep,

And looks into my face as if she felt,

Like me, the gentle influence of the rain,

Here have I sat since morn—reading sometimes,
And sometimes listening to the faster full

Of the large drops, or, rising with the stir

Of an unbidden thought, have walk'd awhile,
With the elow steps of indolence, my room ;
And then sat down composedly again

To my quaint book of olden poetry.
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It is a kind of idlenesa, I know ;

And I am said to be an idle man—

And it is very frue. I love fo go

Out in the pleasant sun, and let my eye
Rest on the human faces that pass by,
Each with its gay or busy intarest ;

And then T muse npon their lot, and read
Many & lesson in their changeful cast ;
And so grow kind of heart, and feel & love
Btirring my soul to every living thing ;
And my low prayer has more humility,

And T aink lightlier to my dreama,
Wigsia
®oltaire und the Face-toagher.
Yo , who weavea at her own deor,

Pillow and bobhina all her littla store ;
Content though mean, and cheerful if not gry,
Shuffling her threads about the live-lo )
Just earns a scauty pittanee, and at nig
Liea down secure, her heart and poeket light ;
Bhe, for her humble sphere by matare fit,
His little nndsrntam;ag and no wit;
Recsives no praise ; but thongh her lot be such—-
Sl'oilaome ond indigent) she renders much ;

uat knows, and knows no more, her Bible truc—
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ;
And in that charter reads, with sparkling eyes
" Ob, Butps neasmut] Ol xakepp B!

, happy peasant , unhappy bard!

'.gi: the mere ti:}::el, h;r'a the rioh reward ;

© praised, per. or ages yet to oomae,
She nevaﬁeud of half a mile from home ;
He loat in errors his vain heart prefers,
Bhe safe in the simplicity of her's. CowpEr

The Licld Bemger. |
Beaowp her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lasa !
Reaping and singing by herself ;
Btop here, or gently pass |
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Alone she cuts and binds the gmain,
And sings & melancholy strain ;

O listen ! for the Vale profonnd

Is overflowing with the sound.

No nightingale did ever chaunt

More welcome notes to wurqu.pda
Of travellers, in some shady hauat
Among Arabian sands:

Buch thrilling voice was never heard,
In spring-time, from the Cuekeo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the ssas
Among the farthest Hebridea.

‘Will no one tell me what she sings 1—
Perbaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day 1

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pa

That has been, and may be again

=

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden pang
Ag if her soug could have no ending ;
I saw her singing at her work,

And o'er the #i bending ;—

I listen'd, motionlees and stall §

And, ss ] mounted up the hill,

The music in my beart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.

WoRDSWORTH,

—_—

Ehe Fsherman,

Jorx WiMBLE was a fisherman,

Whose locks of iron- hung down,
Curling upon his shoulders broad ;

He bad seen threescore winters' frown
Above his head on land or sea,
And was at last moor'd tranquilly.
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His face was brown, by winds made han:!‘.,
His voice was deep, and clear, and loud,

And had been heard o'er many & storm,
His brow had also onee been proud ;

But age had left its track behind,

Like sea-shores worn by wave and wind.

A smuggler in his youth was he,

Few knew the name he bore when young ;
But of that crew he was the last,

The rest were shot, or drown'd, or hung,
And many a dreadful tale he knew,
Of that swift ship and fearless crew.

He long had left that dangerous life,
Aud up the river lived alone ;
A little island on the Trent,
A little hut he call'd his own,
With no companion, save when I,
A boy, could bear him company.

He loved to row his boat by night,
When all around the air waa still,
To bait his hooks, and cast hia lines,
‘Where shadows deepen’d "neath the hill,
"T'was then some old sea-stave he'd sing,
That made the silent darkness ring,

Or seated where the willows waved,
(Gazing upon the blue-arch'd sky,
He'd fols hie arms in thoughtful mood,
‘While tears gnsh'd from each deep-sunk eye ;
I wonder’d then, but since that time,
Have found how thoughts and feelings chime.

Some deem'd he was a surly man ;

But they knew not his griefs and fears,
How he had been beloved by one,

Whose image Iay " too deep for tears,”
To which his heart unchanged had stood
Through breeze and battle, fire and flood.

He had no kindred whom he knew,
No social converse to enjoy ;

He left his village-home when young,
But came not back again a boy.

Year after year had come and gone,

Hia parents died, nor heard of John.
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Year after year—long were they dead,
When home he journey’d o’er the waves,
Garden and cot were desolate—
One night he spent beside their graves ;
Then on that island lone and drear,
He built a hut, and shelter'd there.

How first I won the old man's love,
It boots not now for me to tell ;
I went his journeys to the town
I strove my best and pleased him well,
And for him many & time forsook
My home, my playmates, achool and book.

And mauy a tale was my reward,
How ship chased s]n}: upon the sea,
"Mid rolling waves and shouting winds,
And thunders pesling dreadfully,
‘While lightnings flash'd athwart the deep,
O'er up which the waves did leap.
of decks, and yard-arms join'd,
When shi wmybanded hand to hand ;
How they the burning veasel fought,
With dirk and pistol, blade and brand,
Till lond the dr e::pionion rung,
‘While mast and spar around were flung.

How some jump'd shrieking in the waves,
And some were heaved up to the sky,
The dead and dyinghsida by side,
‘While yell, and shout, and piercing cry,
Join'd with the cannons’ hollow roar,
Startled the sea-birds from the shore.

Then on that little island green,

‘Which to the breeze was ever free,
At evening-time before his door,

He'd walk as when on deck at sea,
‘With one hand on his bosom placed ;
While memory many s past scene traced.

Hia little bark was moor'd hard by
The village-bells in distance ringing,
The waves made muasic round his home,
And murmur'd while the birds were singing ;
While here and there a distant sail
Gleam'd o'er green Asheroft’s winding vale,
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But years have roll'd by since he died ;
That island is his resting-place ;
His lonely grave you yet may see,
Bat of his hut there is no trace.
And there the bittern plumes her wing,
‘While winds and waves around him mi

3 Porirait.

Bax was & Phantom of delight

When first she gleam'd upon my sight ;
A lovely Apparition, sent

To be a moment's ornament.

Her eyes as stars of‘I‘wﬂ‘i’ght falr;

Like Twilight's, too, her dusky hair' ;
But all things else about her drawn
Frs:) ollhr-maa and the cheerful Duwn ;
A ng Bhape, an Image gey,

To I!mb,‘lo startle, and nm.-

I saw her, upon nekrée view,
A Bpirit, yet 8 Woman tool
Her household motiona light and fres,

And steps of virgin-liberty
A oounrmu, !n which did meet
Bweet records, promiaes as sweet
A Creature not too bright or

For human nature's food ;
For transient sorrows, simple wilee,
Praise, blame, love, tears, and smilea,

And now, I sée, with eye serene,

The very pulse of the machine ;

A Being breathing thoughtful breath,

A Traveller between life and desth ;

The reason firm, the temperate will,

Endurance, foresight, stren, and akill §

A perfeot *omln, nobly plann’d,

Ta warn, to comfort, and co

And yet a Spirit still, and bright,

With something of angelic light.
WoRDEWORTE.
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€he Ten Baps' Queen.

Ox past the viflage, with its hnmble spire—
Ita quiet cots along the valleye winding ;
And thenee among old woods, and rocks antique,
And mellow fern-glooms, kindling with the glow
Of gorse-flowers golden, to a ruin grey,
O’ergreen’d with trailing ivy, and o'erhung
Wi bmoding shadows of the time of yore,
'"Tis Bradgate’s noble geal—a desert pile,
Blow mouldering in sun aud wind and rain ;
%nt sacred :gl:h ruin ;hsinoe of old i

was graced by one who was a peerless Queen,
And more than royal Womm—ep::r bleat,
Our lady, sweet Jane Grey. Her gentle name
1a the sole glory of a lordly race;
But her dear fame is hallow'd in all hearts
That bow before misfortune's majesty,
And worship Goodness, Wom: diviue.
She was a marvel of all perfectness—
Fair as a flower, and gracious us a star
That shines on earth, untouch’d by earthly taint.
The faith and fervour of a holy saint
The treasured wisdom of a greybaan{ sage,
A hero's soul, and all a woman's heart,
Blended with beauty of her maiden youth.
And here she dwelt unspotted from the world,
In lofty converse with the wise of old,
In pious meditation morn and eve,

In watching and in prayer.,

Tl Fady Warguret.

glw Ho'h.:rd and the Dame

Wir t on palfrey came, .

Whmgf:'o‘t-cbth awept the ground:
‘White waa her wimple, and her veil,
And her loose locks & chaplet pals

Of whitest rosea bound:

The lordly Angus by her sids,
In courtesy to cheer har tried ;
Witheut hie aid, her hand in vain
Had strove to guide her broider'd rein.

Warmorz
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He deem'd she shudder'd at the sight

Of warriors met for mortal fight;

But canse of terror, all nnﬁnaut,

Was fluttering in her gentle breast,

When, in their chairs of erimeon placed,

The Dame and she the warriors graced.
Scorr.

@The Xast Hlinsirel,
Tae way waa long, the wind was cold,
The Minstrel was infirm and old ;
Hig wither'd cheek, and tresses grey,
Seern’d to have known a better day ;
The harp, his sole remaining joy,
‘Was carried by an orphan boz
The last of all the barde was he,
Who sung of Border chivalry ;
For, well-a-day | their date waa fled,
His tuneful brethren all were dead ;
And he, neglected and oppresst,
‘Wish’d to be with them, and at rest.
No more, on prancing palfrey borne,
He carolf'tl, light as lark at morn ;
No longer courted and caresst,
High ;ﬁm:ed in hall, a welcome guest,
He pour'd, to lord and lady gay,
The unpremeditated lay :
Old times were changed, old manners gone;
A gtranger fill'd the Stunrts’ throne ;
The bigots of the iron time
Had call'd his barmless art a erime,
A wandering harper, scorn'd and poor,
He begg’d his bread from door to door ;
And tuned, to please a peasant's ear,
The harp a king had loved to hear.

Hush'd is the harp—the Minstrel gone.
And did he wander forth alona 1 o
Alone, in indiianee and age,

To linger out his pilgri.muﬁe‘l

No; close beneath proud awark's tower,

the s lowly bower;
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A simple hut ; but there was seen

The little en bhedged with green,
The cheerful hearth, the lattice clean.
There shelter’d wanderers, by the blaze,
Oft heard the tale of other days;

For much he loved to ope his door,

And give the aid he begg'd before.

Bo pass'd the winter's day ; but still,
‘When summer smiled on awset Bowhill,
And July’s eve, with balmy breath,
‘Waved the blue-bells on Newark lieath ;
When throstles sung on Harehead-shaw,
And corn waved green on Carterhangh,
And flourish’d, broad, Blackandro's oak,
The aged harper’s soul awoke !

Then would Le sing achievements high,
And circumstance of chinlx;y,
Till the rapt traveller would stay,

Fo?etful of the closing day ;

And noble youths the strain to hear,

Forsook the hunting of the deer;

And Yarrow, as he roll'd along,

Bore burden to the Minstrel’s song, Scorr.

¥he Toming Poet,
Wao feels that God and Heaven’s great deeps are nearer
Him to whose heart his fellow-man is nigh,
‘Who doth not hold his soul’s own freedom dearer
Than that of all his brethren, low or high ;
Who to the right can feel himself the truer
For being gently patient with the wrong,
Who sees a brother in the evil-doer,
And finds in Love the heart’s blood of his song ;—
Thie, this is he for whom the world is waiting
To sing the beatings of its might{ heart.
To him tga smiling soul of man shall listen,
Laying awhile its crown of thorns aside,
Anud once again in every eye shall glisten
The glori‘of & nature satisfied.
Hie verse shall have a great, commanding motion,
Heaviog and swelling with a melody
Learnt of the sky, the river, and the ocean,
And all the pure majestic thinga that be, = LoweLr.

> A
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Puspan; ov, the Gamel-briber,
Bogng—The Desert. Timn—Mid-day.

In silent horror, o'er the boundless waste

The driver Hasaan with his camels paat:

One cruise of water on his back he bore,

And his light ecrip contain’d a scanty store ;

A fan of painted feathers in his han

To guard his shaded face from scorching sand,

The sultry sun had gain’d the middls !Ey,

And not a tres and not an herb was nigh ;

The beasts with pain their dusty way pursus,

Bhrill roar'd the winds and dreary was the view !

‘With desperate sorrow wild, the affrighted man

Thrice sigh'd, thrice struck his breast, and thus began -
o waa the hour, and luckless was the day,
When first from Schiras' walls I bent my way |

“Ah! little thought I of the blasting wind,
The thirst or pinching hunger, that I !
Bethink thee, ! ‘where shall thirat assuage,
When fails this ernise, his unrelenting
Boon shall this serip i::greeioun load resign,

Then what but teara hunger shall be thine 1

“Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear
In all my griefs & more than equal shars !
Here, where no springs in murmurs break away,
Or moes-crown'd fountains mitigate the day,
In vain ye hope the green delights to know,
‘Which plains more bleat or verdant vales bestow :
Here rocka alone and tasteless sands are found,
And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around.
Sad was the hour and lucklesa was the day,
When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way |

“ Cursed be the gold and silver which persuade
Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade !
The ll:i-‘lge peace outahines the silver store,
And life is dearer than the golden ore :
Yot money tempta us o'er the desert brown,
To every distant mart and wem? tows.
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the rea ;

And are we only yet ropaid by thee?
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Ab! why was fuin 80 attractive made,
Or why fond man e0 easily betray'd 1
‘Why héed we not, while mad we haste along,
The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleasure’s song
Or wherefore think the flo mountain's side,
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley’s Tl‘-‘lde,
Why think we these leea pleasing to behold,
Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold 1
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,
‘When frst from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way!

“ (0 cease, my fears !—all frantic as I go,
When thought creates unnumber'd scenes of woe,
‘What if the lion in his rage I meet !—
Oft in the dust I view his erinbed feet :
And fearful oft, when Day's declining light
Yields her pale amﬂre to the mourner Night,

By hu rou.no% scours the groaning plain,

Ganntﬁvw and sullen tigers in his ml{n:

Before them Death with shrieks directs their wsy,

Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey.
Sad wag the hour, and luckless was the day,
When firt from Schiraz' walls I bent wy way !

“ At that dead hour the silent asp shall creep,
If aught of reet I find, upon my al::r:
Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around,
And wake to anguish with a burning wound,
Thrice happg they, the wise contented poor, '
From lust of wealth, and dread of death secure !
They tempt no deserts, and no griefs fhei find ;
Peace rules the day where reason rules the mind.
Sad waa the hour, and luckless was the day,
‘When first from Schirsz’ walls I bent my way !

() hapless youth |—for she thy 1ove hath won,
The tender Zara will be moat undone |
Big swell’d my heart, and own'd the powerfual maid,
WEanfutahe dropp’d her tears, as thus she seid :
¢ Farowell the youth whom sigha could not detain ;
‘Whom Zara’s breaking heart implored ia vain !
Yet as thén go'st, every blast arise
‘Weak and nnfelt, as rajected slghs!
Safe o'er the wild, no perils mayst thou see,
No griefs endure, nor weep, false youth, Uke me.’
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0! let me safely to the fair return,

Bay with a kiss, she must not, shall not mourn ;
0! let me teach my heart to lose its fears,
Recall'd by Wisdom's voice and Zara's tears.”

He eaid, and call'd on Heaven to bless the day
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way.
Coruiws.

Ehe Beath-bed of Elizabellh of Hungury,
Eliz. (natowvolce) TuroveH the stifling room
Floats strange perfume ;
Through the ecrumbling thatch
The angels watch,
Over the rotting roof-tree.
Th:é warble and flutter, and hover and glide,
Wafting old sounds to my dreary bed-side,
Snatches of songs which I usdd to know
When I slept by my nurse, and the swallows
Call'd me at day-dawn from unier the eaves,
Hark to them ! hark to them now—
Fluting like woodlarks, tender and low—
Cool rustling leaves—trickling waters—
Bheepbells over the lea.
. p : . hia merry carol revell’d
Through all my brain, and woke my parchad throat
To join his song: then angel melodies
Burat through the dull dark, and the mad air quiver'd
Unutterable musie.
K1nGsLEY,

@o-Hlorrots,

In the downhill of life, when I find I’'m declining,
May my lot no less fortunate be

Than & snug elbow-chair can afford for reclining,
And a cot that o'erlooks the wide sea;

With an ambling pad-pony to pace o’er the lawn,
While I carol away idle sorrow, -

And blithe as the lark that each day hails the dawn,
Look forward with hope for to-morrow.
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With a porch at my door, both for shelter and shade too,
As the sunshine or rain may prevail ;
And a small spot of ground for the use of the spade too,
AW’il‘.l:f(: hamdfqr the :ae l}f the flail :
cow for m a or my game,
da put:e :135 a ﬁ?iind wsntf‘to borrow ;
I'll envy no nabob bis riches or fame,
Nor what honours await him to-morrow,

From the bleak northern blast may my cot be completely
Becured by a neighbouring hill ;

And at night may repose steal upon me more sweetly
By the sound of & murmuring rill ;

And while peace and plenty I ismd at my board,
With a heart free from sickness and sorrow,

With my friends may I share what to-day may afford,
And let them epread the table to-morrow,

And when I at last must throw off this frail covering
Which I've worn for threescore years and ten,

On the brink of the grave T'll not seek to be hovering,
Nor my thread wish to spin o’er again:

But my face in the glass IEIY serenely survey,
And with smilea count each wrinkle and furrow ;

As this old worn-out stuff, which is threadbare to-day,
May become everlasting to-morraw.

CoLrins.

Efeby- Efyms.

Gob prosper long our noble king
Our livg: mdsnfeties all; .

A woful hunting oncs there did
In Chevy-Chase befall.

To drive the deer with hound and horn
Earl Percy took his wuy;

The child may rue that is unborn
The hunting of that day,

The stout Earl of Northumberland
A vow to God did make,
His pleasure in the Scottislh woods
summer days to take;



360 POKME OF CHARACTER, AND WISCELLANEOUE.

The chiefest harts in Chevy-Chase
Theso tidings to Earl Donglas
eso tidings to camae,
In Beotlagl:l where he lay:

‘Who sent Earl Percy present word,

The Englizh earl, not fu-r!i,zg that,
Did to the woods resort

With fifteen hundred bowmen bold,
All chosen men of might,

Who knew full well in time of nged
To aim their shafts aright.

The gallant hounds ewiftly ran
Tos:hm mlow deer: 3

On Monday the to hunt
When daylight did appear ;

And long before high noon they had
A hundred fat!ll:ll‘:h alain ;

Theo having dined, the drovers went
To rouse the dear again.

The bowmen muster’d on the hills,
Well able to endure;

And all their rear, with special eare,
That day was guarded sure.

The hounds ran swiftly through the woods,
The nimble deer to take;

That with their cries the hills and dalea
An echo shrill did make.

Lord Percy to the quarry weat,

To view the almg'ht::% deer;

Quoth he, “Earl Douglas p!
This day to meet me here :

“ But if I thought he wonld not eome,
No longer would I atay ;'

With that a brave young geatleman
Thus to the ear] did say :

“Lo, yonder doth Earl Douglss come,
His men in armour bright;

Full twenty hundred Scottigh sppears
All marching in our sight;
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* All men of pleasant Teviotdule,
Fast by the river Tweed:"

“Then eease your lg)rhl." Earl Perey maid,
“ And take yoyr bows with epeed:

% And now with me, my countrymen,
Your courage forth advanes;

For never waa there champion yet,
In Scotland or in France,

“That ever did on Lorseback come,
But if my hap it were,

T durst encounter man for man,
With him to break a spear.”

Earl Douﬁlas on his milk-white steed,
Most like & baron bold,

Rode foremost of his com A
Whosee armour shone like gold.

“ Show me,” said he, “ whose men you be,
That hunt so boldly bers ;

That, without my consent, do chase
And kill my f3llow-deer.”

The first man that did answer make,
‘Whas noble Perey he [

Who eaid, “ We list not to declare,
Nor show whose men we be:

“ Yet will we spend our dearest blood,
Thy chiefest harta to slay.”

Then Douglas swore a solemn oath,
And thus in rage did say—

“ Ere thus I will outbravéd be,
One of us two shall die:

I know thee well, an earl thop art,
Lord Percy,s0 am L

“ But trust me, Perey, pity it were
And great oi’fence_to{i'ﬂ ’

Any of these our guiltless men,
l'{ar they have g:l e no ill.

#Let you and me the battle try,
And set our men aside.”

® Accursed be he,” Earl Percy said,
“By whom this is denied.”
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Baut still our valiant
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Then stepp'd a gallant squire forth,

‘Witheringion was his name,
Who eaid, *‘ I would not have it told
To Henry, our king, for shame,

And 1 1

on.

“ That e'er m; u?nin fought on foot,
ORRIE ;
You two be earls,” said Witherington,

“ And I a squire alone :

“T'l do the best that do 1 may,
While I have power to stand :

While I have power to wield my sword,

T'Li fight with heart and hand.”

Our English archers bent their bows,
Their hearts were good and true ;

At the first flight of arrows sent,

Full fourscore Scots they slew.

Yet stays Earl Douglas on the bent,
As chieftain stout and good ;

As valiant eaptaiu, all unmoved,

The shock he firmly stood.

His host he parted had in three
As leader ware and tried ; X

And soon his spearmen on their foza

Bore down on every side.

Throvghout the English archery

They dealt full maz a wound ;
glishmen
All firmly kept their ground.

And throwing straight their bows away,

They grusp'd their awords so bright :

And now sharp blows, a heavy shower,

On shields and helmets light.

They closed full fast on every side,
o elacknesa there was found ;

And mauy a gallant gentleman

Lay gasping on the ground.

Ohﬁ(}hriat ! it wns a grief to see

ow each one chose his spear,

And how the blood out of their breasts

Did gush like water clear,
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At last thess two stout earls did meet,
Like captains of great might:

Like lions wode, they laid on lode,
And made a cruel fight:

They fought until they both did sweat,
ith swords of temper'd steel ;
Until the blood, like dropa of rain,
They trickling down did feel.

“Yield thee, Lord Percy,” Douglas uaid ;
*“In faith I will thee bring

‘Where thon shalt high advancdd be
By James, our Scottish king :

* Thy ransom I will freely give,
And this report of thee,

Thou art the most courageous knight
That ever I did see.”

“No, Douglas,” saith Earl Percy then,
“Thy proffer I do scorn ;
I will not yield to any Scot

That ever yet was born,’

‘With that there came an arrow keen
Out of an English bow,

‘Which struck Earl Douglas to the heart,
A deep and deadly blow:

‘Who never spake more words than these :—
“ Fight on, my merry men all ;

For why 1 my life is at an end—
Lord Percy sees my fall.”

Then leaving life, Earl Percy took
The dead man by the hand ;

And aaid, “ Earl Dougles, for thy life
Would I had loat my land.

“Qh, Christ | my very heart doth Lileed
With sorrow for thy sake ;

For sure a more redoubted knight
Mischance did never take"

A knight among the Scots there was,
Who saw Earl Do‘uEla.a die,
Who straight in wrath did vow revenge
Upon the Earl Perey:
2a
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Sir Hugh Mountgomery was he call'd,
Who,stith a spear full brigh

Well mounmted on a gallant
Ran fiercely through the fight ;

And past the English archers all,
A2 through Eark Parcy' body th
throu 8 en
He thrust his 'hnhfgpm:

With such wehement force and might
He did his body gore

The staff ran through the other side
A large cloth-yard and more,

So thua did both these nobles die,

BTl g
The snln'bloa ear] was elain :

He had a bow bent in his hand,
Made of a trusty tree;

An arrow of a cloth-yard long
To the hard head haled he :

inat 8ir Huph Mountgomery
Agoﬂghtthaa a!'thele%?

The goose wing ‘that was thereon
In hi yImart‘ll blood was wet.

This fight did last from break-of-day
3 Till ]:eﬂ.ing of the l&n H fog-ball,
'or when tirey rung the even
The battle mmasﬂs dome. .

With stout Barl Percy there were dlain
Sir John of E¥eﬂan,

Sir Robert Rateliff, and Sir John,
Sir James, that bold baron,

Aud with Sir George and stout Sir James,
Both knights of account,

Good Sir Ralph Raby there was alain,
‘Whose prowess did sarmount,

For Witherington my heart is wo
That ever he slain shouid 'be,

For when his legs were hewn in two,
He knelt and fought on his knee.
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And with Earl Douglas there were slain
Bir Hugh Mountgomery,

Sir Charles Murray, that from the field
Ovoe foot would never flee.

Sir Charles Murray of Ratcliff, too,

SlH]I:; aia';.ar'n son wu’lllle; 4,
ir David Lamb, 80 well estesm"
But eaved he could not be.

And the Lord Maxwell in like case
Did with Earl Douglas die:

Of twenty bundred Scottish spears,
Scarce fifty-five did fly.

Of fifteen hundred Englishmen,
Went home but fifty-three;

The rest in Chevy-Chrse were slain,
TUnder the greenwood tree.

Next day did many widows come,
Their husbands to bewail ;

They wash'd their wounds in brinish teara,
Baut all would not prevail

Their bodies, bathed in purple blood,
They bore with thom away;

They kise’d them dead a thousand times,

Ez"e they were clad in clay.

The news was brought to Edinburgh,
‘Where Scotland’s king did reign,

The brave Earl Douglas suddenly
‘Was with an arrow slain :

““Ob, heavy newa!" King James did say,
“Seotland can witness be
I have not any captain more
such account as he.”

Like tidings to King Henry came
Within as short a

That Perey of Northumberland
‘Was slain in Chevy-Chase:

“Now God be with him,” said our king,
“Bince "twill no better be;

I trust I have within my realm
Five hundred good as he:
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“Yet shall not Scots or Scotland say
But I will vengeance take;

T'll be revengﬁd; on them all,
For brave Earl Percy’s sake.”

This vow full well the king perform'd
After at Humbledown;

In one day fifty kniﬁhta were slain,
‘With lords of high renown:

And of the rest, of small aeconnt,
Did many hundreds die;

Thus endeth the hunting of Chevy-Chase,
Mnde by the Earl Percy.

God save the king, and bless this land,
With plenty, joy, and peace ;
And grant, henceforth, that foul debate
'Twixt noblemen may cease.
Avwon.

A @be o 1 @pening of the Erpstal Palace in Fpde

Pck, Way, 1851

Bur yesterday a naked sod,
The dandies sneer’d from Rotten Row,
And canter'd o’er it to and fro;
3 And see 'tis done |
As though 'twere by a wizard's rod
A blazing arch of lucid glass
Leapa like a fountain from the grass
To meet the aun |

A guiet green but few days since,
With cattle browsing in the shade,
And here are lines o% bright arcade
In order raised !
A palace as for fairy Prince,
rare pavilion, such as man
8aw never, since mankind began
And bnilt and glazed !
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A peaceful place it was but now,
And lo! within its shining streeta
A multitude of nations meetas ;
A countlesa throng,
I see beneath the crystal bow,
And Gaul and German, Russ and Turk,
Each with his native handiwork

And busy tongue,

I felt a thrill of love and awe

goh mn?;k the different garb of each, .
e changing tongue, the various speec!
! Together blunt.

A thrill, met}xi::lh!, ﬁike Hia who saw
* All people dwelling upon earth
Praising our God with solemn mirth

And one consent.”

High sovereign, in your Royal state,
Ftains, and chiefs, and councillors,
Before the lofty palace doors
Are open set ;
Hush ! ere you pass the shining gate ;
Hush | ere the heaving curtain draws,
And let the Royal pageant pause
A moment yet.

People and prince a silence keep |
Bow coronet and kingly crown,
Helmet and plume, bow lowly down,
The while the prieat,
Before the aplendid portal step,
ile gtill the wondrous banquet stays,)

Heaven supreme a blessin,
i Upon t.humy'

Then onwards let the triumph march ;
Then let the loud artillery ro!
And trumpets ring, and joy-bells toll,
And pasea the gate,
Pass underneath the shining arch,
"Neath which the leafy elms are green ;
Ascend unto your throne, O Queen |
And take your state,
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Behold her in her Hoyal place ;
A gentle hdyh and the h?nﬂ.i‘
That ewaya the of this land,
e mﬂow frail and weak !

Soft is the voice, sud fair the face,

Bhe breathes amen to prayer snd hyma ;

No wonder that her eyea are dim,

And pale her cheek.

This moment round her empire’s ehores
The winds of Austral winter sweep,
And thousands lie in midright sleep

At rest to-day.

0! awful is that crown ofyourl,

Queen of innumerable rea.hnl,

&mmmmﬁ

A wondrous weptu 'tia to be
Stra ry of God which set
Upon er row yon corounet,—
The foremost crown
Of all the world, on one so fair |
That chose her to it from her birth,
And bade the sons of all the earth
To her bow down.

The representatives of man
Here from the far Antipodes,
And from the subject nd an seas,
In Congress mest :
From Afric and from Hindustan,
From Western continent and idle,
The snvoye of her empu‘e pile
Gifts at her feet.

Onr hreth.ren crosa the Atlantio tides,
t decks which omce
Roarod [} da nea to ourF
With ul atore ;
Bym'onl of , Eheir vessel rides!*®
O'sr English wavea float Starand Btripe,
And ﬁrm their friendly anchors gripa
The father shors !
* The U. 8. frigate St Lawrence,
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From Rhine and Danube, Rhone and Beine,
As rivers from their sources g
The swelling flooda of nationa
And sea pour :
From coast to coast in friendly chain,
With countless ships we bridge the straits,
And angry ocean separatas '
Europe no more.

From Miﬁ:}iﬁippéi:nd from Nile—
From Baltic, Ganges, Bosphorus,
In England’s ark assemblad thus
Are friend and guest.
Look down the mighty sunlit aisle,
And see the sumptuous banquet set,
The brotherhood of nations met
Around the feast!

Along the dazzling colonnade,
Far aa the strain 'mgeyemnﬁun,
Gleam croea and fountain, bell and vase,
In vistas bright.
And statues fair of nymph and maid,
And steeds and pards and Amazons,
Writhing and grappling in the bronze,
endless fight.

To deck the glorious roof and dome,
o0 Pl St ot il
e osta of industry
s Their standards bear.
Yon are the works of Brahmin loom
On such a web of Persian thread
The desert Arab bows his head,
And cries his prayer.

Look yonder where the beil 3
These England’s arms of eonquest sre,
The trophies of her bloodless war:
Brave weapons these.
Victorious over wave and soil,
‘With thess she sails, she weaves, she tills,
Pierces the everlasting hitls
And spans the sean
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The engine roars upon its race,

The shuttle whirre along the woof,

The people hum from floor to roof

‘With Babel tongue.

The fountain in the basin plays,

The chanting organ echoes clear,

An awful chorus "tis to hear,

i A wondrous song!

Bwell organ, awell, your trumpet blast,
Mnrch,g‘&nm lll,nd Royal l;.;nnt, march
By splendid aisle and s&. hg_'m arch

this

ir Hall ;
And see! above the fabric vast,
God’s boundlesa Heaven is bending blue,
God's peaceful sunlight's beaming throngh,
And shines oer
THACEERAY.

®u the Xoss of the Bogal George.
WRITTER ON THE NEWE ARRIVING.

Toww for the brave !
The brave that are no more!
All sunk beneath the wave,
Fast by their native shore |

ight hundred of :rh:ilbn“f:riod
088 courage was H
Had made the vessel heel,
And laid her on her side,

A land breeze shook the shrouds,
And she was overset;

Down went the Royal George,
With her crew all complete,

Toll for the brave |
' Brave Kempenfelt ia gone ;
His last sea-fight is fought,
His work of glory done,
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It was not in the battle,
No tempest gave the shock ;

She sprang no fatal 1
Bhe mgupon no rock.

His sword was in its sheath ;
His fingers held the pen,

When Kempenfelt went down
With twice four hundred men,

‘Weigh the vessel up,

Once dreaded by our foes !
And mingle with our cn

The tear that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound,
And she may float again,
Full-charged with Eng?:lnd'l thunder, ¥
And plough the distant main.

But Kempenfelt is gone,
His victories are o'er ;

And he and his eight hundred ;
Bhall plough the wave no more, Cowpern

@he Battle of Fastings,

It was the Duke of Normandy
Rode forth at break of day

'With pennons curling on the breeze
In bright and proud array:

The flower of all the continent
Composed his valiant train ;

The knights of Fianders and Poicton,
Bologne, Orleans, and Maine,

It was at ancient Pevensey,
On the noble Sussex cons
The bold Duke William lan
With a fierce and warlike hoat,
Of sixty thousand gallant men
'With splendid arms supplied—
Cross-bows and gquivers at their back,
And broad-swords by their side,
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To win fair England's glorious erown,
Duke William rode that morn,

With batlle-axe, and spear, and dart,
With sounding drom and horn.

Nor long nor weary was the way
They march'd ere fall of night,

When, by the brave King Harold led,
Came the rival host in sight]

Then spake the Duke of Normandy:
“ Speed,, herald, bold and fres,
Tao the leader of yon martial host,
This challenge besr from me—
In single combat to decide
Our stern and mortal feud ;
Thus blood of thousands may be spared
If either falls subdued.™

One moment, in the monareh's sight
The fearless herald stood,
And gallantly the challenge gave
To epare the waste of bq .
Bearce briathed the word, ere on him lower'd
Full muny a dark’ning glance—
A hundred warriors struck the shield,
And grasp'd the ponderous lance!

Straight smawer made the wrathful king:
“Raturn thou to the duke;
To meset his chivalrous desire
‘Would rouss our chiefs' rebuke;
Unto the Gol of arms we leave
The chancea of the fight ;
And wear his brow the victory
"Whose eword is in the right]”

With bmquet-long and revelry,
‘Within the British teut,

The hours from dusky evening
To twilight dawn were spent.

Not thus within the Norman camp,—
A different sceme shone there—

Hands cleep'd in deep solemnity,
Knees lowly bent in prayer!
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Ere yet the parple moruning hour
Ilmnod the eastern sky,

The clash of arms rang merrily
‘With the stirring battle-cry.

A fatal shower of piercing stecl
From the Norman cross-bows flew,

And many a valiant Kentishman
On the stormy onset slew |

But swift to closer fight they ruah'd,
And brigker warm'd the atrife;
And deadlier the contention grew,
Fiercer the thirst for life!
Beneath the bold adventurous duke
Three fiery steeds were slain |—
His falchion waved the goriest

Upon that gory plain

On spurr'd the Sazona to the charge,
ile axe and glaive swept far;

And bravely smote they to the hilt,
Like lions bred to war |

Full to the centre of their line
The Normans felt the shock ;

Yet stood th:{'ﬁrm and stodfastly,
As standa the giant rock.

Like lightning throngh the elementa
A trenchant arrow flash'd,

And into Harold’s royal brain
Through helm and temple dash’d !

He sank : yet to the death his voics
‘Was heard in hoarse command ;

And fiercely 'd, bis mkmf blade
Gleam'd in his red right hand |

Then joyous shouta of victory
Fu:' :{wl: the circling air ;
And helms were dofi'd, and banners waved,
And knees were bended there !
‘With—Live, long live the Conqueror |—
Did thousand voices ring :
CGod mave iHustrious William,
Our great, our glorious kiog |
Bwaix
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Ehe Ebe of Winterloo,

Trzre was a sound of revelry by night,
And Belgium's capital had gather’d then
Her Beanty and her Chivalry, and bright
The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men ;
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when
Music arose with ite voluptuous swell,
Boft eyes look'd lovo to eyea which spake again,
And all went merry as & marriage-bell ;
But hush! hark! adeepsound strikes like a rising knell !

Did ye not hear it I—No ; "twas but the wind,
Or the car rattling o’er the atony street;
On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined ;
No aleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet
To chase the til:wiug Houors with flying fest—
But, hark !—that heavy sound breaks in once more,
Ag if the clouds its echo would repeat ;
Aund nearer, clearer, deadlier than before |
Arm! Arm! it is—it is—the cannon’s opening roar !

Within a window'd niche of that high hall

Bate Brunswick’s fated chieftain ; be did hear

That sound the first amidst the festival,

And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic ear ;

And when they smiled because he deem’d it near,

His heart more truly knew that too well

Which stretch’d his father on a bloody bier,

And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell :
I1s rush'd into the field, and, foremost fighting, fe

Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago
Blush'd at the praise of their own loveliness ;
And there were sudden partings, such as press
The life from out young um and choking sighs
‘Which ne'er might be re ; who could guess
If ever more should meet those mutual ey

Bince upon night so sweet such awfal morn m:f] risel
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And there was mounting in hot haste : the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car,
Went pouring forward with imcatuom speed,
And swiftly forming in the rankas of war ;

And the deep thun erlfu.lonpnln&r;
And near, the beat of the alarming drum
Roused up the soldier ere the morniug star ;
While throng'd the citizens with terror dumb,

Or whispering, with white lipgs—*“The foe! They come!

they come | ™

And wild and high the “Cameron's gathering " rose !
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyu's hilla

Have beard, and heard, have her Saxon foes:—
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills,
Bavage and shrilll Buot with the breath which filla
Their mountain-pipe, go fill the mountaineers

‘With the fierce native daring which instils

The stirring memory of a thousand years,

And Evan's, Donald’s fame rings in each clansman’s ears!

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves,
Dewy with nature’s tear-drops, as they pass,
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves,

Over the nnreturning brave,—alas |

Ere evening to be trodden like the grass

‘Which now beneath them, hut above shall grow
In ita next verdure, when this fiery mass

Of living valour, rolling on the foe

And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low.

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,
The midaight brosght she B nal-souny of steif

e midnight brought the signal-sound of stri
The mor:lgha mninlling in arms,—the day »
Battle's magnificently-stern array |
The thunder-clouds close ¢'er it, which when reut
The earth is cover'd thick with other clay,
‘Which her own shall cover, heap'd and pent,

Rider and horse—friend, foe,—in one red burinl blent !

Brron,
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Hobo theg brougt the Geod Belws from Ghent to B,

I sPrANG to the stirrup, and Jorls, and he;
I dp’d'. Dirck g.n.llop'd, we galiop'd all three;
o 1% cried the watoh, ad the gate-bols ondrew ;

“8 1" echo’d the wall to the gulloping through;
Behind shut the m, the Lights sank to rest
And into the midnight we sallop’d alrenst

Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never ing onr

I tum'dinmynddlenndmdeihgilm i

Then shorten'd sach stirrup, and set the pigue right,
Retuckled the cheek-s chain'd elacker the bif,
Nor gallop'd leas steadily a whit.

"Twas moonset at starting ; but while we drew near
Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawn’d clear ;

At Boom, a great yellow atar.cams aut 4o ses;

At Diiffeld, 'twas morning as plain as could be ;

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-chime,
8o Joris broke silence with, * Yet there ia time!™

At Aerachot, up leap'd of a sudden the snn,

And against him the cattle stood blaock every ong,
To stare through the mist at us ﬂlo ing paat,
And I saw my stout galloper Roland at

‘With resolute shoulders, each batting away

The haze, as some bluff river headland ita spray.

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back
For my voice, and the other prick’d out on his track;
And one eg'e'n black intelligence,—ever that glance

O’er its white edge at me, his owp master, adkance !

And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and anon
His fierce lipa shook upward in galloping on.

By Hasselt, Dirck Foan’d ; and eried Joris, “ Stay gpur!
i %’our Roos gallop'd bravely, the fault’s not in h{r?p
“We'll remember at Aix "—for one heard the quick wheezs
Of her chest, saw the stretch’d neck and staggering knees,
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank,

Asg down on her haunches she shudder'd and sank.
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So we were left galloping, Joris and I,

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the aky ;

The broad sun above langh'd & pitiless

"Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like ohaff :
Till over by Dalhem & dome-spire sprang white,

And “ Gallop,” gasp'd Joris,“for Aix is in sight | *

“How they'll greet ns | *—and all in & moment his roan,
Roll'd neo{ and croup over, lay dead as a stone ;

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight

Of the nows which alone counld save Aix from her fate,
With his nostrils like pita fall of blood to the brim,

And with circles of res for his eye-socketd’ rim.

Then I cast loose my buffeont, each holster let fall,
Bhook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all,

Stood np in the stirrup, lean'd, patted his ear,

Call'd my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peer ;
Clapp'd mi hands, laugh'd and sang, any noise, bad or

Till st length into Aix Roland gallop'd and stood.

And all T remember 1.3 friends flocking round

As I sate with his head "twixt my knees ou the ground,

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,

As I pour’d down hie throat our last measure of wine,

‘Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

‘Was no more than his due who bronght good news from
Ghent. Brownmo.

The Baror's last Panquet.

%‘:l a l?whaouch_ l.mtl:e setting sun h;d thmml‘: latest ray,
ere, in his B ny, a dying —

The stern old Baron Ru '.g‘r), ihou’i'.'lﬂgu bhad ne’,ey;bm bent
By wasting pain, till time and toil its iron strength hadl spent.

3 Thc{ come around me here, and say mr days of life are o’er,—
That I shall mount my noble steed and lead my band no more;
They come, and, to my beard, they dare to tell me now that I,
Their own liege lord and master born, that I—ha, hal must die.

*“*Andwhat is death? T'vedared him oft before the Paynim spear;

Think ye he's enter'd at my gate—has coms to seek me here ?

I've Ewt him, faced him, scorn'd him, when the fight was raging
ot j—

T'll try his might, Pl brave his power! defy, and fear him not!
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* Ho! sound the tocsin from my tower, and fire the enlverin,
Bid each retainer arm with speed ; call every vassal in.

Up with my banuer on the wall—the banquet-board prepare—
Throw wide the portal of my ball, and bring my armour tgere >

A hundred hands were busy then ; the banguet forth was spread,

And rung the heavy osken floor with many a martial tread ;

While from the rich dark tracery, along the vaulted wall,

Lights gleam’d on harness, plume, and spear, o'er the proud old
Gothic hall.

Fast hurrying throogh the onter gate, the mail’d retainers pour'd,

On through the portal's frowning arch, and throng'd nrotfnd the
bo

While at its head, within his dark, carved, oaken chair of state,

Arm’d cap-a-pie, stern Rudiger, with girded falchion, sate.

“ Fill every beaker up, men !—pour forth the cheering wine!

There's life and strength in every drop,—thanksgivingtothe vine!
Ara ye all there, my vassals true P—mine eyes are waxing dim !
Fill round, my tried and fearless ones, each goblet to the brim !

“Ye'ra there, but yet I see you not!—draw forth each trusty
sword

And let me hear your faithful steel clash once aronnd my board!

I hear it faintly: Londer ]{atl What clogs my 'heavamth P

Up, sll l—and shout for Kadiger, * DEFluvce vvTo DEATH '™

Bowl rang to bowl, steel clang'd to steel, and rose a deafening

Cry;
That made the torches flare around, and shook:the flags on high :
‘ Ho, cravens | do ye fear him? Slaves! Traitors[ have ye flown?
Ho, cowards| have ye laft me to meet him here alone?

‘Bt I defy him [—let him come!” Down rang the massy cop,
‘While from its eheath the readyblade came flashing half-wayup;
And, with the black and heavy plumes scarce trembling on his

head
There, in’his dark, carved, oaken chair, old Rudiger sat—dead!
ArperT G. GREENE.

®de to u Pightingale.
My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense, aa though of hemlock I had k,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk :
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'Tis not through envy of thi happy lot,
But being too happy in thy happiness—
That thou, light-wingdd Dryad of the trees,
In some melodioua Rlot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberleas,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

O for a draught of vintage, that bath been
Cool'd a long age in the deep-delvéd earth,
Tasating of Flora and the country-green,
Dance, and Provengal song, and sunburnt mirth |
(4] ;g;‘“n l}eakar full ull; t.hbeln WA SHnuth,
of the true, the blushing Hippocrene,
With beaded bubbles win]fing at the brim,
And purple-staindd mouath ;
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade away into the forest dim :

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget
‘What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The wearifiess, the fever, and the fret
__Here, where men eit and hear each other groan ;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and spactre-thin, and dies;
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despairs ;
‘Where beauty cannot keep her lustrons eyes,
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings of Poesy,
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
Already with thee | tender is the niﬁht,
And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays;
But here there is no Egat,
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mosay ways.

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalmad darkness, guess each sweet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows
2B
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The the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ;
ite hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ;
Fast-fading violets cover'd up in leaves ;
And mid-May’s eldest eg.\ld, .
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of fliee oo summer eves.

Darkling I listen ; and for many a'time
have been half in love with easeéful Desth,
Call'd him eoft names in many s musdd riryme,
To take into the air my quiet breath ;
Now more than ever seems it rich to dre,
To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ecatasy!
Btill wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—
To thy high requiem become a sod.

Thoa wast not born for death, immortal Bird'!
No hungry generations tread thee down ;
The voics I hear thie passing night was héard
In ancient days by emperor and clown :
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
Throngh the sad heart of Ruth, when sick Tor liome,
Bhe stood in tears amid the alien corn ;
The same that oft-times hath
Charm'd magic casements, opening on the 'foam
Of perilous seas, in faery landa forlorn.

Forlorn ! the very word is likea bell
To toll me back from thee to my sole self |
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
Aa she ia famed to do, decsiving elf.
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
Up the hill-side ; now ’tis buried deep

In the next valley-glades :
Waa it a vision, ora wﬁfdmm?
Fled is that music :—do I wake or sleep 1
Kzars,
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The Prisorer and {he Pixd,

Firsr eame the lose of light, and sir,
And then of darkness too :
I bad no thought, no feeling—none—
Among the stones I stood a stone,
And was, scarce conscious what I wist,
Apr ghruliless ¢ within the mist ;
For all was blauk, and bleak, and grey,
It was not night-—it was not d-z,
It was not even the dungeon-light,
go hateful to %&q sight,

nt vacanoy & ing space,
And ﬂl:odnen—-ﬂthu;‘;t & place ;
%hm ':f:n no stars—nro earth—no time—

o check—no good—mno orime—
Bot si .ngh:np—no stirlesa breath
Which neither was of life nor death ;
A sea of t idlenees,

Blind, boundless, mute, and motionlees !

A light broke in upon my brain,—
Itsm the carol of a hird ;

It ceased, and then it came again,

The sweetest tmnuwar-hm
Avd mine was ful till my eyes
Ran over with the glad surprise,

And they that moment could not see

I was the mate of misery ;

But then by dull degrees came back

My senses to their wonted track,

I saw the dungeon walls and floor

Close slowly round me as before.

I eaw the glimmer of the sun

Creeping 8a it before had dows,

But through the crevice whare it came

That bird was h'd, as fond and tame,
And tamer than upon the tvee ;

A lovely bird, with azure win

And song that eaid a thoueand t !

And seem’d to say them all for-me!
I mever saw its like before,

1 né’er shall ase ita'likensss more:
It seem'd like ‘me to want & mate,
But was not half so desolate,
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And it was come to love me when
None lived to love me so again,
And cheering from my dungeon's brink,
Had brought me back to feel and think.
I know not if it lats were fres,

Or broke its cage to perch on mine,
But knowing well captivity,

Sweet bird! I could not wish for thinel
Or if it were, in winged guise,
A visitant from Paradise ;
For—Heaven forgive that thought ! the while
Which made me both to weep and smile ;
T sometimes deem'd that it might be
My brother's soul come down to me ;
But then at last away it flew,
And then ’twas mortal—well I knew,
For he would never thus have flown,
And left me twice so doubly lone,—
Lone—aas the corse within its shroud,
Lone—as a solitary eloud,

A gingle clonud on a sunny day,
While all the rest of heaven is clear,
A frown upon the atmosphere,
That hath no busihess to sgpear

‘When skies are blue, and earth is gay.

Byrow.

®n the Extinction of the enetian Begublic.

Oxce did she hold the gorgeous Eaat in fee ;

And was the safe of the West: the worth

Of Venice did not fall below her birth,

Venice, the eldest child of Liberty.

Bhe was a Maiden City, bright and free ;

No guile seduced, no force could violate ;

And, when she took unto herself a Mate,

Bhe must espouse the everlasting Sea.

And what it she had seen those glories fade,

Those titles vanish, and that strength decay ;

Yet shall eome tribute of regret be paid

‘When her long life hath reach’d its final day :

Men are we, and muat grieve when even the Shade

Of that which once was great, is pass'd away.
‘WorbsworTH,
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Bappy is Gugland.

Harry is England ! I could be coutent

To see no other verdure than its own ;

To feel no other breezes than are blywn
Through ita tall woods with high romances blent ;
Yet do I sometimes feel a languishment

For skiea Italian, and an inward groan

To sit upon an Alp as on a throne,

And half forget what world or worldling meant.

E‘Efy is England, sweet her artless daughters ;
ough their simple loveliness for me,

Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging ;

Yet do I often warmly burn to see
Beuuties of deeqer glance, and hear their singing,

And float with them about the summer wﬁtens.

EATS.

By Yatibe Fand—Good-Fight.

Apiey, adieu ! my native shore
Fades o’er the waters blue ;
The Night-winds sigh, the breakera roar,
And shrieks the wild seamew.
Yon Bun that eets n&)on the sea,
We follow in his flight :
Farewell awhile to him and thee,
My native Land—Good- Night !

A few short hours, and He will rise
To give the maorrow birth ;

And T shall hail the main and skies,
But not my niother Earth.

rted is my own good hall,

Ita hearth is desolate ;

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall ;
My dog howls at the gate.

For pleasures past I do not grieve,

Nor perils gathering near ;
M test grief is, that I leave

o thing that claims a tear.

And now I'm in the world alone,

Upon the wicle, wide gea :
But why should. I for others groan,

‘When none will sigh for me ? Brrox.
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The Port's Pome.
Tws iele and house are mine, and I have vow'd
Thee to be lady of the solitude ;
And I have fitted up some chambers there,
Looking towards the golden Eastern air,
And level with the living winds, which flow
Like waves above the living waves below,
I bave sent books and music there, and all
Those instruments with which high spirita call
The future from its cradle, and the past
Out of ita grave, and make the present last
In thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die,
Folded within their own eternity.
Our simple life wanta little, and true taste
Hires not the pale drudge Luxury to waste
The scene it would adorn, and therefore still
Nature with all her children, haunts the hill.
The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yet
Keepa up her love-lament, aud the owls flit
Round the evening'tower, and the young stars glance
Between the quick bats in their twilight dance ;
The spotted deer bask in the fresh moonlight
Before ot:;fate, and the slow silent night
Is measored by the pants of their calm sleep.
Be this our home. SBRLLEY.

®n first looking inta Efagman’s Bomer.
Moo have I travell'd in’ the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seeir ;
Round many westéern islands have I been
‘Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
Oft of one wide expansa I been told
That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demeane :
Yet did I never breathe ita pure seréneé
Till I heard Chapman spesk out loud and bold ;
Then felt I like some watcher of the skiea
‘When a new planet swims into his kem 5
Or like stout Corfez,* when with sagle eyes
Ho stared at the Paciffic—and all his mea
Look'd at each other with & wild earmise—
Silent upon & peak in Darien, Ezars
* History requires that we ahonld Berd fesd Bullos,
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@ fo the West Wind.*

O wiLp West Wind, thon breath of Antumn’s bem(P
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dea
Are driyen, like ghosts {rom an enchanter flesing,
Yellow, and and pale, and hectic red,
Pestilence-stricken multitudes; O thou,
‘Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed
The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like & corpse within its grave, until
Thine azure aister of the spring shall blow
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and £l
gl’?_ﬁving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)

ith living hues and odours plain and hill:
Wild Bpirit, which art moving every where;
Destroyer and preserver ; hear, oh hear|

Thou, on whose nt.::tm.'u1 "mid the steep sky's commotion,
Loose clouds like earth’s dncaym% leaves are shed,
Shook from the led boughs of Heaven and QOcean,
Angels of rain aad lightning : there are spread

On the blue surface of thine siry surge

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head

Of some fierce Mrmnad, even from the dim verge

Of the horizon to the zenith's height,

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night

Will be the doom of a vast sepulchre,

Vaulted with all thy eongregated might

Of vapours, from whaose solid atmosphere

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: Oh, hear|

Thoun who didet waken from his summer dreams
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,

Lall'd by the coil of his crystalline streams,
Beside a pumice isle in Baiw's bay,

* This posm was concsived and chiefly writtan In & wood that skirts the Ara,
mm‘:'mmuumvm that temposteons wind, whose temperature
sutomnal ralos, Th.;b#ln.:.llt:‘mm‘w £ tanay WiE b violoth tompant of

that maguificent thandec aod lightulog mh

the

The phenomanon alluded to at the concluslon of the third stanza, Is well
known to naturallsta mmmnnnmmwm-n. of rivers, and
d% with of the land In the changes of seasons, and 1s con-
sequen’ uenoed

by tha winds which announce It
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And saw in sleep old palaces and towers
Quivering witlhiu the wave's intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss and Bowers

Bo sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou
For whose path the Atlautic’s level powers
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below
The sea-blooms and the cozy woods, which wear
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know

Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear,
And tremble and despoil themselves : Oh, hear!

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ;

If I were a swift clond to fly with thee;

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share
The impulse of thy strength, only less free

Than thou, O uncontrollable! even

I were s in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanlieringc over heaven,

As then, when to outstrip the skyey aﬁ:ud

Bearce seem'd & vision, I would ne’er have striven
As thue with thee in prayer in my sore need.

Oh | lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud !

I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bléed!

A heavy weight of hours has chain'd and bow'd
Oune too like thee : tameless, and awift, and proud.

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:

What if my leaves are falling like its own!

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

‘Will take from both a deep autumnal tone,
Bweet, though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce,
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous ove!

Drive my dead thoughta over the universa

Like wither'd leaves, to quicken a new birth ;
And, by the incantation of this verse,

Beatter, as from an unextinguish'd hurtb,.
Ashes and sparks, my words among maunkind!
Be through my lips to unawaken'd earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O wind,

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind 1

Y.
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&s it come P

Is it come 1 they said on the banks of Nile,

Who look’d for the world’s long-promised day,
And saw but the strife of Egypt’s toil,

With the desert's sands and the granite grey.
From pyramid, temple, and treasured dead,

‘We vainly ask for her wisdom's plan ;
Th‘g_y tell of the slave and tyrant’s dread—

et there was hope when that day began.

The Chaldee came with his starry lore,
That built up Babylon's crown and creed ;
And bricks were stamp'd on the Tigris ghore
‘With signs which our sages scarce can read.
From Ninus' temple and Nimrod's tower
The rule of the old East's empire spread
Unreasoning faith and unguestion’d power—
But still—Is it come 7 the watcher said.

The light of the Persian’s worshipp’d flame
On ancient bondage it’s splendour threw ;
And once on the West a sunrise came,
When Greece to her Freedom's trust was true,
With dreams to the ntmost ?u dear,
With human gods and wit %odlike men,
No marvel the tg.r—oﬁ day seem’d near
To eyes that look'd through her laurels then,

The Roman conquer'd and revell'd, too,
Till honour and faith and power were gone ;
And deeper old Europe’s ess grew,
As wave after wave the Goth came on,
The gown was learning, the sword was law,
The people served in the oxen's stead ;
But ever some gleam the watcher saw,
And evermore—Is it come 1 they said.

Poet and seer that cﬁueation caught
Above the din of life's fears and freta ;
It march’d with letters—it toil’d with thought,

377

Through schools and creeds which the earth forgets ;

And statesmen trifle, and priests deceive,
And traders barter our worlds away ;

Yet bearts to that golden promise cleave,
And still, at times—Ts it come { they say,
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The days of the nations bear no trace

Of all the sunshine so far foretold ;
The cannon speaks in the Teachers place—
The .f is weary with work and gold ;
And high hopes wither, and memoriea wave,

On hearths and altars the fires are dead ;
Dut that brave faith hath not lived in vain;

And this is all that our watcher said.

Fraxces Browy.

Hlelrose Bbbey.
Iy thou wouldst view fair Melross aright,
Go visit it by the pale moonlight ;
For the gay of lightsome day
Gild but to flont the ruins grey.
When the broken arches are black in nighs,
And each shafted oriel glimmers white ;
‘When the cold light's uncertain shower
Streams on the ruin’d central tower ;
‘When buttress and buttress, alternately,
Seem framed of ebon and ivory;
When gilver adges the imagery,
And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die ;
‘When distant Tweed is heard to rave,
And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead man's grave,
Then go—but go alone the while—
Then view St. David'a ruin’d pile ;
And home returning, scothly swear,
Was never scene 80 sad and fair! Scorr.

Song of the Gurth-spirit in Fanst.
Ix the swelling flood of life,

In the storm of action going,
Up and down in endless strife,

ere and there for ever flowing ;

Mine is birth, and mine the grave,

An Ocean of unending wave !
Change on changes I asaume

In life that rglon in star and dled,
Bo work I at Time's rushing loom,

And weave the living robe of God |

Translated from Gosths. . Fiwopz
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e Yrageess of Pacsy.
A PINDARIC ODE.

Awaxs, Aolian lyre, awake,
And give to rapture all thy trembling strings.
From Helicon's harmonious eprings

A thoueand rills their mazy pr take :
The laughing flowers that round :Eam blow
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.
Now tha rich stream of Musie winds along
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong,
Through verdant vales, and Ceres' golden reign ;
Now rolling down the steep amain,
Headlong, impetuous, see it pour:
The rocks and nodding groves re-bellow to the roar.

O Sovereign of the willin%:ou,l,
Parent of sweet and solemn-breathing airs,
Enchanting shell! the sullen Cares

And frantic Passions hear thy soft coutrel
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War
Has curb'd the fury of his car,

And dropt his thirsty lance at thy command.
Perching on the sceptred hand

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing :
Quench'd in dark clouds of slumber lie

The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye.

Thee the voice, the dance, obey,
Temper'd to thy warbled lay.
Q’er Idalia’s velvet-green
The -crownéd Loves are seen
On Cytheren's day,
‘With antic Sport, and blue-eyed Pleasures,
Frisking light in frolic measures ;
Now pursuing, now retreating,
Now in circling troops they meet ;
To brisk notes in cadence heatin,
Glance their many-twinkling feet,
Slow melting atrains their Queen's approach declare
‘Where'er ghe turns the Graces homage pay:
With arms sublime that float upon the air
In gliding state she wins her easy way :
O’er her warm cheek and rising bosom move
The bloom of young Desire muf purple light of love.
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Man’s feeble race what ills await!
Labour, and Panm-y‘, the 1acks of Pain,
Disease, and Sorrow’s weeping train,

And Death, sad refuge from the storms of Fate!
The fond complaint, my song, diaprove
And justify the laws of Jove.
Bay, has he l!.ﬁvnm in vain the heavenly Muse 1
Night and all her sickly dews,

er spectres wan, and birds of boding ery

He gives to range the dreary sky:

Till down the eastern cliffs afar
Hyperion's march they spy, and glittering shafts of wai.

In climes beyond the solar road
‘Where shaggy forms o'er ice-built mountaing roam,
The Muse has broke the twilight gloom

To cheer the shivering native's dall abode.
And oft, beneath the odorous shade
gf Chili'a bom]:ldleas l:oreata laid, h

he deigns to hear the savage youth repeat

In Iooug numbers wildly n:g:t =
Their fenther-cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves.
Her track, where’er the Goddess roves,
Glory pursue, and generous Shame,
Th’ unconguerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame,

‘Woods, that wave o'er Delphi’s steep,
Tales, that crown th’ Eﬁm deep,
Fields that cool Ilissus laves
Or where Mwmander's amber waves
In linﬁeriug Iab'rinths creep,
How do your tuneful echoes languish,
Moute, but to the voice of anguish !
Where each old poetic mountain
Inspiration breathed around;
Every shade and hallow'd fountain
Murmur'd deep s solemn sound:
Till the sad Nine, in Greece'’s evil hour
Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains.
Alike they scorn the ;ﬁ:mp of tyrant Power,
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.
‘When Latium had her lofty spirit loat,
They sought, O Albion | next, thy sea-encircled const
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Far from the sun and summer-gale
In thy green lap was Nature's Darling laid,
What time, where lucid Avon stray'd,

To him the mighty Mother did unveil
Her awful face: the dauntless Child
Btretch'd forth his little arms, and smiled.
This ]pencil take (ghe said), whose colours clear
Richly &:’int the vernal year:
Thine, too, these golden keys, immortal Boy !
This can unlock the gates of Joy ;
Of Horror that, and thrilling Fenrs,
Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic Tears.

Nor second He, that rode sublime
Upon the seraph-wings of Ecstasy
'I'l]::aooreu of the Ahyutos[z:
He pass'd the flaming bounds of Place and Time :
The living Throne, the sapphire-blaze
‘Where Angels tremble wﬁe they gn.u.
He saw ; but blasted with excess of light,
Closed his eyes in endless night.
Behold where Dryden’s lesa presnmptuons car
Wide o'er the fields of Glory bear
Two coursers of ethereal race
With necks in thunder clothed, and long-resounding pace.

Hark, his hands the lyre explore|
Bright-eyed Funcy, hovering o'er;
Beatters from her pictured urn
Th ts that breathe, and worda that burn,
OF Layve diviae, what dating
yre divine, what daring Spirit

Wakes thee now ! Thonghie marit
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,

Thsat the Theban Y
Sailing with supreme dominion

Through the azure deep of air:
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run

Such forms as glitter in the Muse's ray
‘With orient hues, unborrow’d of the sun:

Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way
Beyond the limita of a vulgar fate
Beneath the Good how far—but far above the Grent.

Grar.
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The Find's Yroapirntion,

L{%rr lvoe:hit is viﬂ:’ ul:;npltilf:hg eyes
‘o pace the ground, there be or none,
While a fair region round the Traveller lies
Which he for' again to look upon;
Pleased rather with some soft ideal scens,
The work of Fancy, or some happy tone
Of meditation, slipping in between
The beauty coming and the beauty gone,

—If Thought and Love desert us, from that day
Let us break off all commerce with the Muse:
With Thought and Love companions of our way—

‘Whate'er the senses take or may refuse, —
The Mind’s internal heaven shall shed her dewa
Of inspiration ou the humblest lay.
‘WornsworTs.

B lexunder's Heast,

"T'was at the royal feast for Persia won

By Philip’s warlike son—

Aloft in awful state

The godlike hero sate

On his imperial throne ;

His valiant peers were placed around,

Their brows with roses and with -m;yrﬂd bounnd,

a%«::hanld desert in arma be orown'd);

lovely Thais by his side

Bate like a blooming Eastern bride

lHn flower h.:f yont': and beauty's pride :—
appy, happy, pairl

None but the brave,

None but the brave,

None but the brave deserves the fair !

Timotheus placed on high,
A'!i'imi:ll‘: ébe tmﬁ;enfmul ot hﬂh‘& the'l
ying tou o'lyre:
The trembling notes ascend thaly:;
And heavenly joya inspire.
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The song began from Jove,

Who left his blissful seats above—

Buch is the power of mighty love !

A dragon's fiery form belied the god ;

Sublime on radiant spires he rode

‘When he to fair Olympia prest,

And while he s t her enowy breast ;

Then round her slender waist he curl'd,

And st,mln 'd an image of bimeelf, & sovereign of the
world.

—The listening crowd admire'the lofty sound !

A present deity ! they shout around :

A present deity | the vaulted roofs rebound !

‘With ravish’d ears

The monarch hears,

Assumes th:fud :

Affects to nod,

And seems to shake the spheres.

The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young :
The jolly god in triumph comes !
%on:;’idt e ttrlumpeh.l beat the drums !
ush'd with a e grace
He shows his hgza:[:; face :
Now give the haut! breath ; he comes, he comes!
Bacchus, ever fair an young,
Ih'inhng joys did firet ordain ;
Bacchus glmamga are a trensure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ;
Rich the treasure,

Sweet the pleasurs,
Sweet is pleasure after pain.

Sooth'd with the sonnd, the king grew vain ;
Fought all his battles o'er again,
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrics he slew
the slain !
The master saw the madneas rise,
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ;
And, while he Heaven and. itefled,
Changed his band antl-check'd his pride.
He chose a mournful Muss
Soft pity to infuse:
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He sung Darins great and good,

By too severa s fate

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,

Fallen from his biEh estate,

And weltering in his blood ;
Deserted, at his utmost need,

By those hia former bounty fed ;
On the bare earth exposed he lies
With not a friend to close his eyes.
—With downcast looks the joyleas victor sate,
Revolving in his altered soul

The various turns of Chance below ;
And now and then a sigh he stole,
And tears began to flow.

The mighty master smiled to see
That Love was in the next degree;
'Twas but a kindred sound to move,
For Pity melts the mind to love.
Boftly sweet, in Lydian measures
Soon he soothed his soul to pleasures.
‘War, he sung, is toil and trouble,
Honour but an empty bubble,
Never ending, still beginuing;
Fighting atﬂf and atill destroying ;
If the world be worth thy winning,
Think, O think, it worth enjoying :
Lovely Thais sita beside thee,
Take the good the gods provide thee !
—The many rend the skies with loud applause ;
So Love was crown'd, but Music won the cause.
The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
Gnzed on the fair
Who caused his care,
And sigh'd and look'd, sigh’'d and look'd,
Sigh'd and look'd, and s.ilg%l'd again ;
At length, with love and wine at once opprest,
The vanquish'd victor sunk upon her breast.

Now strike the golden lyre again:
A louder yet, and yet a louder strain !
Break hia bands of sleep asunder,
Aud rouse him like a rattling peal of thunder.
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Hark, hark ! the horrid sound

Has raised up his bead :

As nwaked from the dead,

g:d amazed he ntarg around.
venge, revenge ! Timotheus cries,

Bee :.Jl:g Furies mge' 1

Bes the snukes that they rear,

How they hiss in their hair,

Axd the sparkles that flash from their eyes!
Behold & ghaatly band,

Each a torch in his hand!

Those are Grecian ghoats that in battle were slain
And unburied remain

Inglorious on the plain :

Give the vengeance due

To the valiant crew !

Behold how they toss their torchea om high,

How they point to the Persian abodes

And glittering temples of their hostile gods.
—The princes applaud with a furious joy :

And the King seized a flambean with zeal to destroy;
Thaias led the way

To light him to his prey,

And like another Helen fired another Troy !

—Thus, long ago,
Ere heaving bellows learn’d to blow,
‘While organs yet were mute,
Timotheus, to his breathing flute
And aonndm& lyre,
Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire,
At last divine Cecilia came,
Toventress of the vocal frame ;
The sweet enthusiast from her sacred store
Enlarged the former narrow bounds,
And added length to solemn sounds,
With Nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before.
—Let old Timotheus yield the prize
Or both divide the crown ;
He raised a mortal to the skies,
She drew an angel down!

Deyopex,

2c
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Brmembrance,

Ween to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
d with old woes new wail my dear time's waste ;
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,
For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,
And weep afresh love's long-gince-cancell'd woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight.
Then can I grieve at grievancss foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er
The sad account of fore-bemoandd moan,
Which I new pay aa if not paid before :
—But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restorsed, and sorrows end.
SHARESPEARE.

The Hslet.

TeERE was a little lawny islet
By anemone and violet,
Like mosaic, paven:
And ita roof was flowers and leaves
Which the summer's breath enweaves,
‘Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze,
Pierce the pines and tallest trees,
Each a gem engraven.
Girt by many an azare wave
With which the clouds aud mountains pave
A lake's blue chasm. SHELLET.

Hilton.
Pogr of Paradise, w]::;lse glory illamed
My path of penury, till grew
Th{a 1:'ine-.aisert tosa en, and life bloom'd
With hope and joy, 'midst suffering— “ honour due"
I cannot render thee ; but reverence true
This heart shall give thee, till it reach the verge
Where l]:umandsp gmdoﬂm lose their l:ﬁtrous hue ;
And, when in death, my mortal joys all m
Thy grand and gorgeous musie, ﬁlton, b%: dirge!

PER.
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Ehe Blind Past.

Seasoxs return ; but not to me returus
Day, or the sweet nfpmnch of even or morn,
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer’s rose,
Or flocks or herds, or human face divine ;
But cloud instead, and ever-during dark
Surroundas me, from the cheerful ways of men
Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fair
Presented with a universal blank
Of Nature's works to me expunged and rased,
And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out.
So wuch the rather thou, celestial lig .h
Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers
Irradiste ; there plant eyes, all mist from thence
Purge and disperse, that I may see and tell,
Of things invisible to mortal sight.
Mivron,

Bernardo and Jlghoneo.

Wira some good ten of his chosen men, Bernardo hath appear’d
Before them all in the palace hall, the lying King to beard ;
With cap in hand and ?ye on ground, he came in reverent guise,
But ever aond anon he frown'd, and flame broke from his eyes.

“ A curse upon thee,” cries the King, ** who comest unbid to me;
But whah: fr;:m traitor's blood should spring save traitors like
to thee
His :‘ire, lords, had & traitor’s heart; perchance our champion
rave
May think it were a pious part to share Don Sancho’s grave.”

“ Whoever told this tale the King hath rashness to repeat,”

Cries Bernard, * Here my gage I fling before THE Lian's feet!
No treason was in Bancho's blood—no stain in mine doth lie;
Below the throne what knight will own the coward calumny?

' The blood that T like water shed, when Roland did advance,

By secret traitors hired and led, to make us slaves of France;
e life of King Alphonso I saved at Roncesval—

Your words, Lord King, are recompense abundant for it all.
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“Your horse was down—your hope was flown—I raw the
falchion shine,
That soon had drunk your royal blood, had I not ventured mine;
But memory soon of service done deserteth the ingrate;
'fon'vf: thank'd the son for life and crown by the father's bloody
te.

“Ye swore upon your kingly faith to set Don Sancho free;
But, curse urm your pll!.eril;:lg breath, the light he ne'er did see;
He died in dungeon cold and dim, by Alphonso's base decree,
And visage blind and stiffen’d limb were all they gave to me.

“The King that swerveth from his word hath stain'd his purple
black;

No SplniaL lord will draw the sword behind a liar's back ;

But noble vengeance shall be mine, an open hate I'll show—

The King bath injured Carpio’s line, and Bernard is his foe.”

“ Beize, seize him |7 loud the King doth scream: “There are
& thousand here!

Let his foul blood this instant stream:—What, caitiffs, do ye
fear?

Seize, seize the traitor! "—Bnt not one to move a finger dareth :

Bernardo standeth by the throne, and calm his sword he bareth.

He drew the falchion from the sheath, and held it up on high,
And all the hall was still as death ;—cries Bernard “ Here am I—
And here is the sword that owns no lord, excepting heaven and

me;
Fain would I know who dares his point—King, Condé, or
Grandee."

Then to his mouth the horn he drew—it hung below his cloak—

His ten true men the signal koew, and throngh the ring they
broke;

With helm on head, and blade in hand, the knights the circle

rake,
And back the lordlings "gan to stand, and the false King to
quake.

“Hal Pm;:nrd," quoth Alphonso, “what means this warlike
aise

g
Ye know full well I jested—ye know yoar worth I prize."—
But Bernard turn'd npon his heel, and smiling pasa'd away:—
Louog rued Alphonso and his realm the jesting of that day.

Translated from the Spanish. Lockmanr,
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@o Wiixth.

Haste thee, nym}h. and bring with thee
Jest, and youthful Jollity,
Q:?c, and cranks, and wanton wiles,
Nods, and becks, and wreathdd smiles,
Buch as hang on Hebe's cheek,
And love to live in dimple sleek ;
Sport that wrinkled Care derides,
And Laughter holding both hia aides.
Come am? trip it as you go
Ou the light fantastic toe:
And in thy right hand lead with thee
The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty:
And, if I give thee honour due,
admit me of thy crew,

To live with her, and live with thee,
In unreprovéd pleasures free:
To hear the lark begin his flight,
And singing startle the dull night,
From his watch-tower in the skies,
Till the dappled dawn doth rise ;
Then to come, in gpite of sorrow,
And at my window bid good-morrow,
Through the awest brier or the vine,
Or the twisted eglantine ;
‘While the cock with lively din
Bcatters the rear of darkness tixin,
And to the stack, or the barn-door,
Btoutly struts hie dames before ;
Oft list'ning how the hounds and horn
Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn,
From the side of some hoar hill,
Through the high wood echoing shrill §
Bometimes walking not unseen
g{ hedgerow elms, on hillocks green,

ght against the sastern gate,
‘Where the great sun begina his state,
Robed in flames, and amber light,
The clouds in thonsand liveries dight ;
While the plou n near at
Whistles o'er the furrow'd land,
And the milkmaid singeth blithe,
And the mower whets his scythe,

380



380 POEMS OF CHARACTER, AND MIBCELLANEOUR

And every shepherd tells his tale,
Under the hawthorn in the dale.
Btraight mine eye hath caught new pleaanres,
‘Whilst the landscape round it measures ;
Russet lawns, and fallows grey,
‘Where the uibbling flocks do etray ;
Mountains on whose barren breast
The labouring clouds do often rest;
Mendows trim with daisiea pied,
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide:
Towers and battlementa it seea
Bosom’'d high in tufted trees.
Mirrow.,

Tfe Passions.
AN ODE FOR MUSIC.

Waex Music, heuvenly maid ! was young,
‘While yet in early Greece she enng,

The Passions oft, to hear her shell,
Throng'd around her magic cell
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting,
Possese'd beyond the Muse's painting;

By turna they felt the glowing min
Disturb'd, delighted, raised, refined ;

Till once, 'tis said, when all were fired,
¥ill'd with fury, rapt, inspired,

From the supporting myrtles round

They snatch’d her instruments of sound ;
And s they oft had heard apart,

Sweet lesaons of her forceful art,

Each (for Madness ruled the hour)
‘Woull prove Lis own expressive power,

First, Fear, his hand, ita skill to try,
Amid the chords, bewilder'd laid,

And back recoil'd, he knew not why,
E'en at the sound himself had mada.

Next Anger rush’d, his eyes on fire,
In lightnings own'd his secret stings ;
In one rude clash he struck the lyre,
And swept with hurried hand the strings,
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With woeful measures wan Despair
Low sullen sounds his grief beguiled ;

A solemn, strange, and mingled air;
"Twas sad by fits, by starts 'twas wild.

But thou, O Hope ! with eyes so fair,
What was thy delighted measure 1
Btill it whisper'd promised pleasure,
And bade the lovely scenes at distance bail |
Btill would her touch the strain prolong ;
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale,
She call'd on Echo still through all the song ;
And, where her sweetest theme she chose,
A soft responsive voice wus heard at every olose,
And Bope enchanted smiled and waved her golden bair.

And longer had she sung ;—but with a frown
Revenge impatient rose ;

He threw his blood-stain’d sword in thunder down ;
And, with a with'ring look,
The war-denouncing trumpet took,
And blew a blast so loud and dread,

Were ne'er prophetic sounda so full of woe;
And ever and anon he beat
The doubling drum with furious heat ;

And thouﬁh sometimes each dreary pause between,
Dejected Pity at his side
Her soul-subduing voice applied,

Yet still he kept his wild unalter’d mien,

‘While lf‘.ch atrain’d ball of sight seem'd bursting from
is head.

Thy numbers, Jealousy, to nought were fix'd ;
ﬂpmof of thy distressful state ;
Of diff ring themes the veering song was mix'd ;
And now it courted Love, now raving eall'd on Hate.

‘With eyes upraised, as one inspired,
Pale Melancholy sate retired ;
And from her wild sequester'd seat,
In notes by distance made more sweet,
Pour'd through the mellow horn her pensive soul,
And dnshing soft from rocks around,
Bubbling runnels join the sound ;
Through gladesand glooms the mingled measures stole,
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Or o'er some haunted streams with fond delay,
Bouund an holy calm diffusing,

Love of Peace, and lonely musing,
Io hollow murmurs died away.

But oh | how alter’d was its sprghtlier tone,

When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue,
Her bow across her shoulder ﬂunﬁ.

Her buskins 'd with morning dew,

Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung,

The hunter’s call, to Fawn and Dryad known !

The oak-crown'd Bisters, and their chaste-eyed Queen,
Batyrs and Bylvan Boys, were seen
Peeping from forth their alleys green:
Brown Ezercise rejoiced to hear;
And Bport leap’d up, and seized his beechen spear.

Last came Joy's ecatatic trial ;

He, with viny crown advancing,

First to the lively pipe his hand addresst ;

But soon he eaw the brisk awakening viol,
‘Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved the best ;

They would have thought who heard the strain,

They saw, in Tempe's vale, her native maids,
Amidst the festal-sounding shades,

To some unwearied minstrel dancing,

While, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings,
Love framed wiﬁ: Mirth a gay fautastic round :
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound ;
And he, amidst his frolic play,

As if he would the charming air repay

Bhook thousand odours from his dewy wings.

O Music] sphere-descended maid,
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid !
‘Why, goddess ! why, to ns denied,
Lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside 1
Ag in that loved Athenian bower,
You learn'd 2n all-commanding power,
Thy mimiec soul, O nymph endear'd,
Can well recall what then it heard ;
Where ia thy native aimple heart,
Devote to Virtues, Fancy, Art?
Arise, a3 in that elder tim

‘Warm, energic, chaste, aublime |
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Thy wonders in that godlike age,
Fill thy recording Sister's p':fo—
"Tia said, and I believe the tale,
Thy humblest reed could more prevail,
Had more of strength, diviner rage,
That all which charms this rd age ;
E'en all at once together foun
Cecilia's mingled world of sound,—
O bid our vain endeavours cease :
Revive the just designs of Greece ;
Returu in all thy simple state |
Confirm the tales her sons relate !

W. Corvrins,

Ov all the arts beneath the heaven,
That man has found, or God has given,
None draws the soul so sweet away,
As Music's meltin m{stic lay;
Slight emblem of the bliss above,
It soothes the spirit all to love.
Hoga.

1L

TaE painter’s hues stand visible before us
In power and beauty; we can trace the thoughts
‘Which are the worlings of the poet’s mind :
But Music is a mystery, and viewless
Even when present, and is less man's act,
And less within his order; for the hand
That can call forth the toned, yet cannot tell
Whither they go, or if they live or die
When floated once beyond his feeble ear;
And then, as if it were an unreal thing,
The wind will sweep from the neglected strings
As rich a swell as ever minstrel drew,

L. E Lawpox.
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1.

Mr soul is an enchanted boat,
‘Which, like a sleeping awan, doth float
Upon the silver wavea of thy sweet singing ;
And thine doth like an angel sit
Beside the helm, conducting if,
While all the winds with melody are ringing.
It seems to float ever, for ever
Upon that many winding river,
Between mountains, woods, abysaes,
A paradise of wilderneases. BrELLET.

Iv.

O, LuLL me, lall me, charming air !
My menses rock with wonder sweet !
Like smow on wool thy fallinge are;
Boft, like a spirit’s, are thy feet.
Grief who need fear
That hath an ear?
Down let him lie,
And elumbering die,
And change his soul for harmony.
Drypex.

V.

Even againat eating cares
Lap me in goft Lydian aira
Married to immortal verse,
Buch 2a the meeting soul may pierce
In notes, with many a winding bout
Of linkéd sweetness long drawn out,
With wanton heed and giddy cunning,
The melting voice through mazes running,
Untwisting all the chaine that tie
The hidden soul of harmony ;
That Orpheus’ self may heavs his head
From golden slumber, on a bed
Of heap’d Elysian flowers, and hear
Such strains as would have won the ear
Of Pluto, to have guite set free
His half-regain’d Eurydice.
Mooy,
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Hlusic by Woonlight,
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank !
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musie
Creep in our ears ; soft stillnesa and the night
Become the touches of sweet harmony.
Bit, Jeasica : look how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines* of bright gold ;
There's not the smalleat orb which thou beholdest,
Baut in his motion like an angel sings,
Btill quiring to the young-eyed cherubim.
Such%armony is in immortal souls;
But, whilst this muddy veature of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

SHARKESPEARE,

Goldew Jge of Harmony.

GorpeEx Age of Harmony,
Thou shalt from the Heaven descend,
Earth shall rise and welcome thes,
Man to man be angel-friend.
And the trumpets that blow when the battle’s red star
Whelms the world with its blood as it bursta from afur ;
And the bugles that peal
To the crossing of steel,
When the Demon of Wrath drives his scythe-arméd car,
And the war-drums that roll
In the shock of the battle,
And the death-bells that toll
O’er men slaughter'd like eattle ;
And the death-smitten eyes that look up to the sun,
And see only the cannon-smoke darkling and dun ;
And the lips that in dying hurl curses at those
Whom the Father made brethren, but evil made foes,
And the s of the wounded, the moans of the dying,
The death-shot that scatters the ranks of the flying ;
I'he wild, fierce hurrah, when the Fratricide host
Have driven their brethren to Hades red coast—
They shall cease, they shall cerse,
For the angel of peace
8hall whiten the Earth, not with bones of the slain,
But with flowers for the garland, and sheaves for the wain,

* A small fint dish, usad in the adminlstration of the Encharist.
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Fnffuence of Hasic.

Orrazus, with his lute, made trees,

And the mountain-tops that freeze,
Bow themselves when he did sing ;

To his music plants and flowers

Ever —ag sun and showers
There had made a lasting apring,

Every thin%thnt heard him play,
Even the billows of the sea,

Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart—

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die!

SHAKESPEARER.

Gillage Bells,

TaERE is in souls a symEuthL' with sounds,
And as the mind is pitch'd the ear is pleased,
With melting airs or martial, brick or grave ;
Some chord in unison with what we hear
1s touch’d within us, and the heart replies.
How =oft the musie of those village bells,
Falling at intervals upon the ear

In eadence sweet, now dying all away,
Now pealing loud again, and louder still,
Clear and sonorous, s the gale comes on!
With easy force it opens nlf the cells

‘Where Memory slept.  Wherever I have heard

A kindred melody, the scene recurs,
And with it all its pleasures and its pains.

CowrpeER

The Port's Song of the Soul,

Tusn humanl aoull; lilke lwbee}o;t l_yﬂ;n,

wept all night long by fa ngers,

Im nlll:u thonu;ghtn like jawel‘?ﬁr!.
hile slumber oo the eyelids lingers
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The human soul is like & barge
Afloat on Slomber’s mystic ocean,
That drifts into the heavenly marge,
And sways to Life's enchanted motion.

The human soul is like the tongue
That tells in sleep Life’s hidden story,
But wakea to hear its music sun,
By listening seraphs in their glory.
Haxns.

The Phantom Ship.

Tuw breeze had sunk to rest, the noonday-sun was high,

And Ucean’s breath lay motionless beneath & clondless sky.

There was silence in the air, there was silence in the deep;

And it seem'd as though the burning calm were Nature's final
sleep.

The mid-day watch was set, beneath the blaze of light,

‘When there came a cry from the tall mast-head, “ A sail! n
sail, in sight 1 ”

And o'er the fair horizon, & snowy speck appeard,

And every eye was strain’d to watch the vessel as she near'd.

There was no breath of air, yet she bonunded on her way,
And the dancing waves around her prow were fashing into

Epray.
She answer'd not their hail, alongside as she pass'd:
There wera none who trod her spacious deck; not & seaman
on the mast;

No hand to gnide her helm; yet on sha held her courae

She swept along that waveless ses, as with a tempest’s force :

A silence as of death was o'er that vessel spread :

She seem'd a thing of another world, the world where dwell the
dead.

She pass’d away from sight, the deadly calm was o'er,
And the spell-bound ship pursued her course before the brecze
once more;
And clouds across the sky obscured the noonduy sun,
And l;lm winds arose at the tempest’s call before the day was
one.
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Midnight—and still the storm raged wrathfully and loud,
And eq:l in the trough of the heaving sea, labonr'd that veasel
prond;
There was darkness all around, save where lightning flashes keen
Phy;i on the crests of the broken waves, and lit the depths
tween.

Around her and below, the waste of waters roar’d,

And answer'd the crash of the falling masts as they cast them
overboard,

At every billow's shock, her quivering timbers strain ;

And as she rose on a wave, that strange ship pass'd
again.

And o'er that stormy sea she flew before the gale,

Yet she had not struck her lightest spar, nor furl'd her loftiest
sail,

Another blinding flash, and nearer yet she seem’d,

And la palg blue light along her saile and o’er her rigging
gleam’d.

Baut it show'd no seaman’s form, no hand her course to guide ;
And to their sigpals of distress, the waves alone replied.

The Phantom Ship pase'd on, driven o'er her pathless way,
Bat helplessly the nKiking wreck amid the breakers lay.

The angry tempest ceased, the winds were hush'd to aleep,
And calm and bright the sun again shone ous upon the deep.
But that gallant ship no moras shall roam the ocean free;
She has reach’d her final haven, beneath the dark blue sea.

And many a hardy seaman, who fears nor storm nor fight,
Yet trembles when the Phantom Ship drives past his wateh oc
night;
For it :xmg':m death and danger: it bodes a watery grave,
With sea-weeds for his pillow—tor his shroud, the wandering
wave.
A, G, Geeewa.

Somg of » Persiun Waid,

TrEere's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's stream,
And the nightingale sings round it all the day long,

In the time of my childhood "twas like a sweet dream,
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song,
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That bower and its music, I never forglelt,
Baut oft when alone in the bloom of the year,
I think—is the nightingale singiug there yet 1
the roses still bright by the calm Bendemeer,
No, the roeses soon wither'd that hung o'er the wave,
But some blossoms were gather'd, while freshly they

shone
And a dew was distill'd from their flowers, that gave
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone.

Thus Memory draws from delight, ere it dies,
An essence that breathes of it many a year;
Thus bright to my soul as "twas then to my eyes,
Is that bower on the banks of tha calm ndeﬁwer!
OORE.

The Cottage.—An HAdmonition.
YtTn"‘ there is holy pleasure in thine eye !
—The lovely cottage in the ian novk
Hath stirr'd thee deeply ; with its own dear brook,
Its own small pasture, almost its own sky |
But covet not the abode—O douot sigh
As many do, repining while they loo
Intruders who would tear from Nature's Look
This precious leaf with harsh impiety :
—Thmmk what the home would be if it were thine,
Even thine, though few thy wants |—Roof, window, door,
The very flowers are sacred to the Poor,
The roses to the porch which they entwine :
Yea, all that now enchants thee, the day
On which it should be touch’d would melt away !
‘WorpsworTa.

Yriel's Bong.—F Sex Pirge,

FurL fathom five thy father lies;

Of his bones are coral made;
Those pearls that were his eyes:

Nothing of him that doth gade,
Bat doth suffer a eea-change
Into something rich and strange,
Bea-nymphs hourly ring his knell ;
Hark | now I hear them—ding—dong bell,

BHARESPEARE
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Thought.

TreouenT shines from God as ghines the morn ;
Lungrun;gs from kindling thought is born ;
e radiant zopes of apace and time

Unroll from out that speech sublime ;

Creation is the picture word,

The hiamﬁlyph of Wisdom's Lord ;

Edens ou blissful Edeus rise

To shape the Epic of the skies;

Heaven ie the grand ﬁ.lll-?:oken thonght

Of Him by whom the worlds were wrought ;

He, throned within the world above,

Inspires that heaven, that thought, with lave.
Harris,

[‘ - X
Tae book is completed,
And closed like the day ;

And the hand that has written it
Lays it away.

Dim grow its fancies ;
Forgotten they lie ;
Like coals in the ashes,

They darken and die.

Song sinks into silence,

The story is told ;

The windows are darken'd,
The hearthstone is cold.

Darker and darker
The black shadows fall ;
Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all
LoveyELLOW,

U'CORQUODALS AND CO., PRINTERS, LONDON—WORES, KEWTON.
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