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INTRODUCTION

1

THERE are so many different ways of making an-
thologies that any anthologist had better begin by stating
the rules of the game as he accepts them. A generation ago
the usual practice was to include as many pocts as possible,
represented by two or three poems apiece. That served to
mtroduce you to all the talents, but had the same confusing
effect as a party that is too big. So my first rule has been:
fewer poets, with more space for each. This means that I
have included only those with a fairly substantial body of
work from which to choose. We have lost thereby several
delicately accomplished lyric poets whose continuing life is
in a few anthology pieces. But we have gained the ability
to sce through the shrubbery to the trees, to get a sustained
impression of every figure.

The second rule accepted here is to include nothing on
merely historical grounds, and the third is similar, to in-
clude nothing that the anthologist does not really like, no
matter what its reputation with others. These rules recog-
nize that there are differing reasons for liking a canto from
“The Hasty Pudding’ and a canto from Ezra Pound. They
grant that the pleasure of savoring and comparing different
periods is one of the rewards of a lively interest in cultural
history. They merely insist that it is not a sufficient reason
to reprint Lowell’s ‘Commemoration Ode’ for the Civil
War dead solely because it once passed for poetry in Cam-
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INTRODUCTION

Rule four is: not too many sonncts. They may scem to
provide the easiest and neatest way of filling your pages,
but they will kill one another. Yet if you limit them rigor-
ously enough to hear what you have, you will find that
there have been some unexpected masters and innovators in
this form. You will also have gained another of the pleas-
ures for which an anthology is designed—that of compar-
ing different poets on the same ground. Longfellow, like
other diffuse talents in other languages, achieved through
the restrictions of octave and sestet his nearest approach to
concentration. It is less often recalled that onc of Poe’s
latest and most human cxpressions was the sonnet, “T'o My
Mother.” Jones Very found its demands exactly right for
his severe meditations, and so occasionally did Trumbull
Stickney for his more graceful yet no less classically con-
trolled spirit. Robinson used the sonnet to help him formu-
late the leading aims of his thought and art just before the
revolt of the Imagists against outworn patterns drove this
form out of fashion for most experimenters. But a tradi-
tionalist like Elinor Wylie could still learn, at the very end
of her life, how to relcase her deeper personal emotion
through its strictness. By comparison the once far more
popular sonnets of Edna Millay seem ncver to have quite
digested Keats. If the last two names appear to lead to the
generalization that women in our day have turncd to the
conventional sonnet more naturally than men, nothing
could be more deceptive. The most rebellious of all modern
experimenters, E. E. Cummings, has discovered the sonnet’s
singleness to be an occasionally appropriate channel both
for his love and for his satire. The grcatest American mas-
ter of the sonnet, Frost, has used it sparingly, with so many
quietly bold innovations that you are hardly aware what his
forma iz vatil he is finished.
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The excursion upon which this last rule led us is hardly
anything to what we might fall into through the next one.
For rule five runs counter to all Golden Treasuries by
holding that, whenever practicable, a poet should be repre-
sented by poems of some length. One of the cffects of an-
thologics upon popular taste has been to overemphasize the
lyric at the expense of all other genres, to the point of
establishing in unreflective minds the notion that the short
lyric is the chief surviving poetic form.

The longest poems included here are ‘Song of Myself,’
‘Snow-Bound,” and “The Comedian as the Letter C.” These
three can begin to indicate what various things long poems
may be. Whitman’s is essentially a lyrical autobiography,
Stevens’ 1s a symbolic meditation upon the relation between
art and reality, and only Whittier’s is mainly narrative.
Many American poets, among them Longfellow and Rob-
mmson, Jeffers and Stephen Benét and MacLeish, have writ-
ten book-length narrative poems, which are necessarily out
of the question in an anthology. But mere length is of
course deceptive. “The Waste Land’ is less than half as long
as “T'he Courtship of Miles Standish.” The best of Frost’s
longer poems are usually not much over a hundred lines,
and score by the compactness of their drama.

Length is obviously no criterion of quality. Many read-
ers will prefer Robinson’s brief, more intensely dramatic
portraits to his discursive psychological studies. Faced with
the longest modern poem, Pound’s still unfinished ‘Cantos,’
onc may question whether it will ever be more than a
series of brilliant fragments. Yet the power to compose
works of diverse lengths is one of the signs of mastery of
one’s craft. Lindsay’s occasional ability to sustain a theme
has saved a few of his poems from the undisciplined dif-
fusion that overwhclmed the bulk of his production.
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The gravity and weight of Eliot’s later poems depend upon
his experienced control over the long formal meditation.

The sixth and last rule is: no excerpts. This does not
apply to loosely joined works like Crane’s “The Bridge’ or
Sandburg’s “The Pcople, Yes,” from which wholly separable
sections may be given in their entirety. But it means not
to make anything pass for a whole which is really a part.
‘This has been the hardest rule to live up to, and I regretted
it most in dealing with Freneau. Some passages in ‘“The
Beauties of Santa Cruz’ and more in “The House of Night’
possess a richness of exotic color and, more particularly, a
heightening of macabre terror not to be equaled before
Poe. But both these poems are very uneven and run to
several hundred lines, so the best I can do is to quote a
couple of stanzas from the latter, in the hope that they will
lead the reader to search out the other scattered excellences
in Frencau’s text:

O’er a dark field I held my dubious way

Where Jack-a-lanthorn walk’d his lonely round,

Beneath my feet substantial darkness lay,

And screams were heard from the distempered ground.

Nor look’d I back, till to a far off wood
Trembling with fear, my weary feet had sped—
Dark was the night. but at the inchanted dome
I saw the infernal windows flaming red.

In the end I was led to break this last rule three times.
It was a shock to discover that ‘A Fable for Critics’ 1s con-
siderably longer than forty poems by Frost. T'he passages of
lively commentary upon some of Lowell’s fellow authors,
by which it still circulates, have frequently been detached,
and, as is not the case with Freneau’s poems, constitute dis-
tinct units. It scemed worth making an exception in order
to include Lowell at his informal best. Then a comparable
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situation faced me in Melville’s ‘Clarel.” That vast ‘Poem
and Pilgrimage in the Holy Land,” as it is subtitled, is out
of print and largely unread. But it contains, here and there,
some of Melville’s most searching thought upon the dan-
gers threatening American socicty. These passages, once
again, are not dependent upon their meandering context,
and they give a unique facet of Meclville’s rugged verse.

My last violation may be lcast defensible. In this case I
have given only the concluding portion of one of Pound’s
‘Pisan Cantos.” But the lyric meditation beginning,

What thou lovest well remains,
the rest is dross,

rises clear and entire above the latter fragments that Pound
has shored against his ruins. These lines, from one of the
lIatest volumes to be published before this anthology was
made, are some of the most remarkable in the entire course
of American poetry. They show Pound at last rcaching a
fusion between his great technical gift and a content
worthy of his skills. They demonstrate that out of the aber-
ration of his Fascist politics, he has at last experienced
suffering and learned humility. They arc lines to be borne
in mind as we move into the second half of our menaced
century.

II

The space allotted to the various poets is not always pro-
portional to their relative importance. The two great
pivotal figures in our nineteenth century, Poe and Whit-
man, present opposite problems. After his early imitations
of Byron and Tom Moore, Poe wrote somewhat less than
fifty pieces of verse altogether. Sclection involves little
more than the elimination of several casual occasional
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poems and of one or two notorious stunts like “The Bells,’
which no adult reader can now face without pain. The
viable body of Poe’s work, the work from which France
would date the beginning of modern poetry, amounts to
barely thirty pages.

On the other hand, Whitman’s place in American poetry
1s one of amplitude both of form and of fceling. The de-
cision to include ‘Song of Myself’ did not spring from a
belicf that it is his best poem as a whole. But it is his first
and most ambitious affirmation, the seed-bed of all his
future development. It embraces virtually all his essential
moods, and in many passages, both realistic and rhapsodic,
it is not to be surpassed elsewhere in his work. Yet it was
equally nccessary to represent all the subsequent stages of
his progression, particularly since his use of the over-all
title, ‘Leaves of Grass,” for all his collections, has tended
to obscure these stages for the general reader. In any author
so voluminous, several of the long poems had to be sacri-
ficed, but no main phase has been neglected, from ‘Chil-
dren of Adam’ and ‘Calamus’ through ‘Drum Taps’ to
‘Whispers of Heavenly Death’ and ‘Sands at Seventy.’

Behind Whitman stands Emerson. As Whitman expressed
his debt to Emerson’s essay calling for a poet equal to our
American possibilities: ‘I was simmering, simmering, sim-
mering; Emerson brought me to a boil.” Emerson’s fertility
is further attested by the fact that his pure cloquence en-
kindled Emily Dickinson. “The little tippler leaning
against the sun’ drew one source of her inspiration directly
from his symbolical ‘Bacchus.’ She, incidentally, can be
represented by the greatest number of poems because these
scarcely take up a quarter of the pages required for an
adequate suggestion of Whitman. Since her books were all

published after her decath, and her editors have allowed
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into print all the casual fragments she jotted on the backs
of envclopes, it has seemed important to winnow out here
only her most finished pieces. We may thus perceive her
art at its best.

Emily Dickinson and Emerson both looked back to the
seventeenth century. If they could have read Fdward Tay-
lor’s ‘Sacramental Meditation” on the scriptural text, ‘My
blood is drink indeed,” they would certainly have claimed
him for an ancestor. But Taylor, who was the minister in
the frontier village of Westfield, Massachusetts, did not
print his poems, and it was not until the discovery of his
manuscripts in the Yale library in the late nincteen-thirties
that we could begin to realize that we had had in America
a metaphysical poet in the same sense that George Herbert
was a metaphysical. This gives a deeper American tap-root
to the revival by Eliot and others of that strain of poctry
m our day. Taylor was also like our modern poets in
making an astonishing use of bold colloquialisms.

But Anne Bradstreet still remains our first American
poct, “I'hc Tenth Muse, lately sprung up in America,’ as
her 1650 title page described her. Anne Bradstreet and
Edward Taylor were both born in England—though they
came to Massachusetts Bay in their youth—and this raises
the question of what is meant by ‘American’ poets. I take
it to mean poets whose lives have been deeply shaped by
Amcrican experience. They must have written in our
language, since primitive Indian poetry belongs to an ut-
terly different civilization, and, like the foreign-language
verse of our various immigrant groups, can reach us only
diluted by translation.

The question arises again in the twentieth century. One
of the most hopeful counterforces to blind tension between
nations is the increasingly international character of mod-
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ern art. Since the decath of Yeats, Eliot now stands as the
leading poet in England, but one came from Ireland and
the other from America. And no matter how foreign to
most American lives Eliot’s Anglo-Catholicism may be, it
is still inescapably interwoven with the Puritanism that
drove the first American Eliot from FEast Coker to Cape
Ann. Even the latest of his poems included here, “The Dry
Salvages,” 1s filled with images of the New England coast
and of ‘the big river,” the Mississippi near which he was
born. If Eliot can never stop being an American poet,
Auden hardly becomes one until his arrival in this country
in the year before the outbreak of the Second World War,
But from then on, as he writes about the problems of being
a refugee and an exile, and makes his tributes to Melville
and Henry James, he belongs to his adopted country as
well as to Furope.

That florid title page of Anne Bradstreet’s may also be
prophctic of another problem in American art. Her ambi-
tious inflated excursions in the manner of Du Bartas are
now unreadable, whereas a few simple lyrics about her
husband and her children and the burning of her house
have something of the homely functionalism of early New
England pewter. A problem besetting American writers
even before that chimera, the great American novel, was
the great American epic. The Connecticut Wits turned out
epics wholesale in the heroic days of the early republic, but
it is significant that the one among them with the most
claim to survival as a poet is Joel Barlow, who, in a fit of
homesickness in a Savoyard inn, forgot the pretensions of
his ‘Columbiad,” and poured forth the humorous realism
of his mock-heroic tribute to hasty pudding.

Many other Americans in the seventeenth and cighteenth
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centuries wrote verse. For all of them it was a by-product,
subordinate to the compelling demands of colonial exist-
ence. T'he cultural historian can learn a great deal about our
life from the Puritan tributes to the dead, etched with the
same spare grimness as their tombstones, or from the ballads
and jingles in the almanacs, or from the impromptu songs
and satires that accompanied every stage of the Revolution.
But none of their authors had the time or talent to develop
into poets. This is not to forget that a volume as long as
this one could be devoted to the folk songs that have given
cxpression to so many phases of Amecrican development:
songs of occupations, in Whitman’s scnse of the word, from
the sailors and mountaineers and lumberjacks, from the
riverboat and railroad men, down to the songs about John
Henry and Joe Hill and the union workers of yesterday
and tomorrow. (Such volumes have, of course, already
been collected, by Carl Sandburg, and by John and Alan
Lomax.)

The first American to think of himself as a professional
poet was Philip Freneau. But his active career as a Jeffer-
sonian radical was spent in journalistic satire. You can re-
live the major issues of that day in his couplets, which make
up in healthy anger what they lack in polish and elegance.
But to turn from his eightcenth-century raillery with its
stock devices to his sheaf of lyrics is to understand why he
came to feel that his real gift had been almost destroyed by
an unpropitious time and place. Born almost twenty years
before Wordsworth, Freneau possessed, in addition to the
more lurid Gothic qualities that we have noted, a sensibility
to nature that was also his own.

With the nineteenth century we are among the once
familiar houschold names. What the anthologist needed
here was something like the painter’s varnish bottle to
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freshen faded surfaces. The problem was to avoid dulling
Bryant’s fine sonorous dignity by giving too many examples
of his massive but largely unvaried vision of nature.
Though no one now is likely to accept Matthew Arnold’s
estimate of “To a Waterfowl’ as ‘the most perfect brief
poem in the language,” Bryant was unrivaled—except by
Cooper—in conveying the grandeur of Amecrican forests
and prairies.

With Longfellow my one aim was to smash the plaster
bust of his dead reputation, to eliminate the hackneyed in-
flated one-time favorites, and to demonstrate that from the
vast flow of his production there may still be salvaged
many shorter pieces which display, especially on the themes
of the sea and the night, a quickening imagination and a
mastery of delicate versification. His gift for telling a story
still enchants far more children than subsequently admit it.
But instead of reprinting ‘Paul Revere’s Ride’ or “The
Wreck of the Hesperus’ or any of those others which have
become part of our American legend, it secemed better to
recall his abundance by introducing two of the less familiar
“Tales of a Wayside Inn,” particularly since both could
illustrate his often forgotten light humor.

Throughout my representation of this period I have
tried to wring the neck of the kind of rhetoric that over-
flowed into poetry from the oratory of the day, and that
was fulsome even there. Holmes, Whittier, and Lowell
were the worst offenders. But to those who have been
elaborately bored by the forensic periods of “T’he Cham-
bered Nautilus,” it may come as a delight to find, in ‘Con-
tentment,” Holmes the ripely sophisticated wit, with his
mocking acceptance of his desire to build ‘more stately
mansions’ on the water side of Beacon Street. ‘Snow-
Bound,’ though marred by some heavy moralizing, is our
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most thoroughly realized piece of carly regionalism, and
preserves with loving detail the essence of a self-contained
way of life that the motor highway and the radio have now
carried us beyond. Whittier knew the grimmer side of his
idyllic picture, as can be clearly seen in the prelude to his
companion-piece, ‘Among the Hills.” He was as close to
the working man as any of our poets have been, and his
folk-ballads have an authentic ring. Lowell too, though the
air has by now leaked out of his pumped-up lyrics and odes,
possessed a knack in some of “T'he Biglow Papers’ for catch-
ing the locutions of common life.

Jones Very was as little familiar to his contemporaries as
he is to us. But while Emerson and the other transcen-
dentalists were soaring away from all orthodoxy, Very wrote
strictly devotional poems of such firmness in spirit and
execution that their place is not to be denied. The place of
Thoreau or of Melville is somewhat different. It is hard to
be sure whether, without the stcadily accruing interest in
their prose, either would still be known as a poct. Neither
released anything like as much music in his verse as in his
best prose. This odd fact must be partly attributable to their
feeling unable to draw upon an established poetic tradition
in the way they could have in any Europcan country. But
both had so much energy of mind that their serious content
can occasionally override the bumpiness of the verse. And
Thoreau’s poems in particular, with what he called his
‘Puritan toughness,” round out our central debt to the sev-
entecenth century.

Where I have departed farthest from the judgments of
a generation ago is in the case of Lanicr. He is still some-
times mentioned as onc of our two chief poects of the last
half of the nineteenth century, the successor to Poe as
Emily Dickinson is the successor to Emerson. But to my ear
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his dubious analogies between music and poetry in “The
Symphony’ serve only to muddy both. The ambitious
social thought in his ‘Psalm of the West” now seems vague
and loosely phrased, and I find him sustainingly moving
only in “T’he Marshes of Glynn,” and in some of his
simpler statements of the desperate problem involved in
being a poet in the ravaged post-war South. By contrast,
Henry Timrod’s few war poems, which state the Southern
cause with deep conviction, endure with a classic hardness.
I am encouraged in the belief that Timrod is the best
Southern poet of his time by knowing that it is also held by
the leading Southern poets of our time, Ransom and Tate.

111

The beginning of the twentieth century is marked by
the significant contrast between Moody and Robinson.
Moody deliberately strove for the grand manner of Milton,
in the sense that a traditionalist like Arnold had also striven
for it. If Moody had lived longer, he might have worked
towards a more colloquial style; but this was the aim of
his contemporary, Robinson, from the start. Robinson’s
main subject was dramatic character, but he was more di-
rectly akin to Hardy than to Browning—though still
deeply imbued with some of the transcendental values of
Emerson. In “The Man against the Sky,” he made one of
the few sustained efforts by an American poet to produce a
serious philosophical poem.

With Robinson we have entered the area of sharp con-
temporary dcbate. Some readers will think that there is too
much Robinson in this volume—but they will not be the
same readers who think there is too much Stevens. The
most notable fact about American literature in the twentieth
century, at least as seen at the halfway mark, is the number
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and variety of our poets. In the last forty ycars in particular
we have produced for the first time a body of poetry com-
parable to that of any European country during the same
interval. Since the same principle of selection obtains as in
the earlier part of the volume, this has meant keeping my
choices down to the leading figures in ecach school. My
most recent choices will inevitably appear my most arbi-
trary; and I am well aware that those included could be
easily doubled with other pocts of fine quality.

But one of the assistances in making an anthology at the
middle of our century is that much of ‘the new poetry’ 1s
no longer new, and many of its reputations arc already es-
tablished. A fascinating cultural phenomenon is the way in
which artists generally appear in fairly compact gencra-
tions. This has been strikingly true of American poets.
Half a dozen years between 1803 and 1809 saw the birth
of Emerson, Longfellow, Whittier, Holmes, and Poc. The
second wave of our mid-nineteenth-century renaissance was
carried forward by young men who were just growing up
when Emerson was publishing his first essays. Thoreau and
Lowell, Whitman and Melville, all born between 1817 and
1819, were all deeply affected by the ideas first enunciated
in ‘Nature’ and “The American Scholar.” They were young
enough to have reached their full maturity in the decade
before the Civil War,

How unpropitious the violently expanding post-war era
was for poetry could hardly be witnessed more forcibly
than by the bare fact that from the half century that
separates the births of Whitman and Robinson only three
poects were able to create work comparable to that of poets
from our earlier and later history. Of these three, T'imrod
died of tuberculosis brought on by malnutrition in the Civil
War; Lanier, who was finally to die of the same discase,

xxi



INTRODUCTION

said: ‘With us of the younger generation in the South since
the war, pretty much the whole of life has been merely not
dying’; and Emily Dickinson could survive only by with-
drawal into her Amherst room.

Just why the years that inaugurated the Gilded Age
should have given birth not only to Robinson and Moody
and Masters but also to the pioneer figures in our naturalis-
tic fiction, Norris and Stephen Crane and Dreiser, has not
yet been adequately explained. But from then on our poctic
generations occurred with cxtraordinary frequency and
volume. From the middle and late ’scventics came Stickney,
Amy Lowell, Frost, Sandburg, Lindsay, and Stevens. From
the middle and late ’cighties came Williams, Elinor Wylie,
Pound, H.D., Marianne Moore, Jeffers, Eliot, Ransom,
and Aiken. Those born in the ’nineties could already begin
to share in that harvest, and during the yecars just before
ma just after the First World War there were probably
more poets among American undergraduates than at any
other time. That was when John Peale Bishop was at
Princeton, Edna Millay at Vassar, MacLeish and Phelps
Putnam and Stephen Benét at Yale, when Cummings
joined the already long line of Harvard poets, and when
Tate became a student of Ransom’s at Vanderbilt. The one
enormously and violently gifted poet of that decade was
Hart Crane, whose random and spasmodic education did
not include college at all.

After Crane’s birth in the final year of the nineteenth
century comes a lapse. Crane, more fully than anyone else,
gave cxpression to the restless contradictions of the nine-
teen-twenties, but the writers of our more socially conscious
’thirties turned primarily to the novel and the theater, and
we had no generation of poets comparable to that of Auden
in England. In fact, in the twentieth century so far, the
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only years that have surcly given birth to a considerable
number of poets are 1913-1917. This was ironically to
mean that Delmore Schwartz, Karl Shapiro, Randall Jar-
rell, and Robert Lowell, born under the shadow of one
war, were to publish their first books just before or during
the next one.

Of our living poets of greatest distinction all but a hand-
ful are now over fifty, and many are well beyond that. We
are therefore in a position to view the main contours of a
range of accomplished work. In my selections from the
lesser known figures I have consequently been guided by
my belief that you can gain your first impression of a new
poet most satisfactorily through onc of his longer poems,
since the act of creating it will have involved more of his
mind and art. Bishop, who mastered his craft in the period
of the later Yeats and the earlier Eliot, was at his best in
his elegy for Scott Fitzgerald; and Putnam, an odd but
authentic descendant of Emerson’s Bacchus, was at his best
in the romantic ballad in which he reincarnated Pan in
New England. Robert Penn Warren, who began writing
just after Eliot had recovered Donne and Marvell as cen-
tral sources for our poetry, might have been represented
by a series of complexly intellectual poems, but his ‘Ballad
of Billie Potts’ is a bolder attempt to recunite what Yeats
called ‘the poetry of the coteries’ and ‘the poetry of the
folk.” The kind of poetry represented by Howard Baker’s
‘Ode to the Sea’ stands apart from that of most other mod-
ern schools. Strongly influenced by Robert Bridges, this ode
is the best example so far of the renewal of the classical
poetry for which Baker’s fellow Californian, Yvor Winters,
has been arguing. T'wo of our most recent poets, Shapiro
and Robert Lowell, may be fruitfully compared through
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their long elegies, ‘For a Dead Soldier’ and “T’he Quaker
Graveyard in Nantucket.

Some of the juxtapositions made by listing our poets in
their generations bear out further the immensely various
directions modern art has taken. Crane and Tate were born
in the same year, as were Lindsay and Stevens, and Stickney
and Amy Lowell. The nearly forgotten Stickney, who spent
much of his life in France, is our closest approximation to
the fin de siécle mood, the mood of Verlaine. A decade
after Stickney had died of a brain tumor, Amy Lowell was
to wake up to the possibilities of being the energetic spokes-
man for ‘the new poetry.” She threw overboard her nine-
teenth-century kinsman along with the rest of the Vic-
torians, and was heard to say with gusto: ‘I’m the only
member of my family who is worth a damn.” It is more
than likely that her hearty appetite for younger talents
would have revised that statement in favor of her cousin
Robert, who was only eight ycars old when she died.

Imagism, the school to which her cfforts gave wider
popular advertisement than has been accorded to any sub-
sequent group, created very few lasting works. H.D.s
poems were its only pure products, and they disclose the
limitations in 1ts aims. Pound seceded when the movement
became what he dubbed ‘Amygism,” and Williams was later
to say that ‘Imagisin failed because 1t lost structural neces-
sity.” Marianne Moorc, when she and Hilda Doolittle were
undergraduates at Bryn Mawr, went on poetic walks with
Williams and Pound, then students of medicine and ro-
mance languages at the University of Pennsylvania, Sharing
in that generation’s devotion to ‘objectivism,’ she pro-
ceeded to develop one of the most lightly subtle techniques
in the whole range of modern poetry,
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The most obvious way to group our poets is by regions.
In our earlier history the great majority wrote in New
England, but the twenticth century has brought to expres-
sion many other sections of the country. While Robinson
and Frost still spoke for ‘north of Boston,” Masters, Sand-
burg, and Lindsay were appearing as a distinct Middle
Western group. And the creative awakening of the South,
in fiction and criticism no less than in poectry, has been the
most notable new feature in our culture since 1920. The
‘Fugitive’ group from Nashville, in its closely shared view
of the mecaning of Southern history, has been our most
integrated school in the French sense.

But divisions by places of origin are often superficial in
our time of uprooted lives. The two leading pocts from St.
Louis, Eliot and Marianne Moore, have long made their
homes in London and Brooklyn. And Jeffers and Eliot,
born only a ycar apart, are separated by something wider
than the distance between Pittsburgh and St. Louis, wider
even than that between the California and the England
to which they have migrated. They are as far apart as
Spengler and St. John of the Cross, and find a meeting
point only in their equally somber convictions of modern

decay.

v

Looking through the volume as a whole, I trust that my
distaste for certain brands of nineteenth-century rhetoric
has not caused me to underemphasize our poets’ concern
with public speech. Our first example here is ‘Advice to a
Raven in Russia,” Barlow’s powerful denunciation of Na-
poleon’s reckless campaign. Emerson’s ‘Concord Hymn’ is
as rigorously simple a success in the difficult art of memorial
verse as i1s Timrod’s ‘Ode’ to be sung at the Charleston
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cemetery. Although I greatly prefer what Whitman called
his method of lyric ‘indirection’ to his other moods of
frontal assault upon ‘Democracy, ma femme,’ there is no
question that he reached his full maturity in ‘Drum Taps.’
Here his passion for man and his passion for his country
were fused, and as he said: ‘It delivers my ambition of the
task that has haunted me, namcly, to express in a poem (&
m the way I like, which is not at all by directly stating it)
the pending action of this Time & Land we swim in, with
all their large conflicting fluctuations of despair and hope.’
His chief tribute to Lincoln, ‘When Lilacs Last in the Door-
yard Bloom’d,” is our most deeply compassionate poem.

Most of the abolitionist verse seems in comparison
merely self-righteous. But when Whittier forgot the su-
periority of Massachusetts to Virginia, and concentrated on
an enemy nearer home, such as Daniel Webster, or on the
sufferings of the slaves, his verses still resound with some-
thing of their original force. Lowell was at his most vigor-
ous in “The Biglow Papers’ denouncing the Mexican War,
just as Moody was to be in his denunciation of our equally
unwarranted imperialism at the time of the Spanish-
American War,

Our twentieth-century poets have also dealt with public
issues, to a greater degree than critics have usually recog-
nized. The title of Thate’s ‘Ode to the Confederate Dead’
was deliberately ironic, since the poem’s theme is that the
modern individual is so cut off from nature and society that
he cannot participate in a traditional ceremony. Yet Lind-
say’s poems for Altgeld and Bryan are filled with the most
gencrous social faiths of their day, and Sandburg’s “The
People, Yes,” drawing on his background of socialism, af-
firms the major aspirations made current by the New Deal.
Jeffers and Cummings have written bitterly of both the
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great wars they have lived through, and MacLeish and
Benét, following the lead of the younger Auden, devoted
many of their poems after the mid-’thirties to the rising
menace of Fascism. Jarrell and Shapiro both served in the
last war. But the one dedicated himself to themes of death
and loss, and the other’s elegy, gravely discerning and
sympathetic, reveals an intense awareness of limitations in
our national character. In “The Conscientious Objector’
Shapiro also showed his understanding of the reasons that
made Robert Lowell choose to go to prison. The most en-
during poetry of our recent victorious wars seems to have
sprung out of suffering rather than out of triumph.

Any cataloguing of poetry in rclation to political events
is bound to be inadequate. How inadequate we may judge
by realizing that such a catalogue would miss almost en-
tirely the subject matter of, for example, Poe and Emily
Dickinson, Frost and Iliot and Stevens. A more inclusive
approach would bear in mind that, in the broadest terms,
most of our later pocts could be described as descendants of
Whitman or as descendants of Poe.

The Whitman tradition has been continuously alive ever
since Robinson’s poem, just after Whitman’s death, in trib-
ute to his large powers. Il'ven Pound could grant: ‘It was
you that broke the new wood.” Sandburg in particular has
inherited Whitman’s form, though we can see now that
Whitman’s influence extends far beyond the mere question
of free verse. It is bound up with a vision of American
promise, with an immersion in the stuff of our common
life. In the latter respect poets as different as Williams and
Cummings have found Whitman a natural ally. Lindsay
responded to much of Whitman’s vision, while Masters
dwelt on some of the harsher facts that Whitman passed by.
It was unfortunate that the ‘Ode to Walt Whitman,” writ-
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ten by Lindsay’s successor Stephen Benét during the worst
days of the depression, was so sprawlingly diffuse. By that
time Jeffers was making a deliberate denial of Whitman’s
promise of the West. He contemplated our society ‘at the
continent’s end,’” and scnsed only the soft poisons sceping
up the coast from Hollywood.

Crane made the major effort of our day to span the
world of Whitman and our own. He wanted to cclcbrate
again the splendors and the brute force of Manhattan. But
his vision broke, and destroyed him. As a result a spokesman
for the next generation, Shapiro, could feel that ‘When
Whitman had the nation on his brain, He served us ill,
that his exhortations to America were too generalized and
too cloudy to be of use. Yet Jarrell and Lowell, indebted
at first to Ransom and Tate, have now begun in their criti-
cism to dwell on the nced for a broader American tradition,
and to praise Williams for re-cstablishing in his long poem,
‘Paterson,” a poctry that uses, as Whitman’s did, every ordi-
nary fact at hand.

T'he influence of Poe has been more indirect. For, in one
of the oddest turns of literary history, Poe has been as-
similated into American poetry largely through what has
been made of him in France. Iliot’s early debts to La-
forgue and Baudelaire were profound, and Valéry, who
continued to insist upon the supremec importance of Poe,
stands behind Tate’s ‘Ode.” But in retrospect the poet who
seems to have gained most from the Symbolists is Stevens,
who has spoken of his debt to ‘the lightness, the grace, the
sound and the color of the French.” Stevens is in the
school of Poc only in the gencral sense that both conceive
of the poet primarily as craftsman, whereas Whitman and
his closest followers conceive of the poet as inspired seer.
The lines are, of course, often being crossed. Despite his
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desire to inherit Whitman’s confidence, Crane was a poéte
maudit whose tortured consciousncss was much nearer to
that of Poe and Rimbaud. The New York of Delmore
Schwartz 1s akin to the fowrmillante cité of ‘Les Fleurs du
Mal,> as 1s the London of ‘“The Waste Land,” and the Bos-
ton of ‘Prufrock’ and of the ‘Brownstone Eclogues’ of
Aiken.

The devotion to craftsmanship has been shared by
Marianne Moore and Ransom and others who would hardly
be thought to belong in the Poe tradition. Yet Poc was the
first American to dwell upon the principles of art with the
kind of strictness that many writers in our chaotic socicty
have again found necessary. Art itsclf has become a central
theme for poets, and in a more obscssive way than when
Whitman drafted his loose sketches of the American bard,
or when Emerson and Poe symbolized their conceptions of
the poctical character in ‘Saad?’ and ‘Israfel.” Pound’s most
living personae are scarcely men and women in Browning’s
sense, but ingenious ‘masks of the actor” which enabled him
to assume an iridescent and challenging diversity of guises
and attitudes of style, whether of Guido Cavalcanti or
Rihaku or Propertius.

Stevens has proved much steadier than Pound, and has
become now for many younger pocts one of the most cn-
couraging examples in their uncertain trade. Through a life
of alrcady more than seventy ycars he has resisted all the
fierce pressures that have distracted or ruined so many of
our artists. With a surprisingly mounting fecundity as he
has grown older, he has continued to convey, in ever fresh
images of elegance and gusto, his conviction of the im-
mense role played by the imagination. The contrast with
his immediate contemporary Lindsay suggests again the
variety that awaits the reader of our modern poetry, and
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the futility of attempting any simple gencralizations about
it.

Lindsay’s aims were much broader; he longed, like
Whitman, to spcak to the people. And in his readings in
auditoriums throughout the country he came much closer
to doing it than Whitman ever did. But though he made
exciting use of jazz rhythms and the cadences of revival
hymns, Lindsay’s vision of America was far less solidly
based, much more sentimental than Whitman’s. With the
first harsh shock of the depression, the discrepancy between
his 1deal and the actual struck Lindsay as hard as it did
Crane, and ncither could bear life longer. In contrast
Stevens may seem the withdrawn aristocratic dandy, but he
too has known that ‘a violent order is disorder.” And as he
has meditated on the other arts of music and painting, on
the meaning of Picasso’s transformation of reality, he has
declared that the imagination is in a sense an ecscape, but
an escape to our proper domain. He holds that the poet’s
role is ‘to help people to lead their lives’ by making them
cpicures, since the poet loves ‘the world he contemplates
and thereby enriches.’

When the history of American poetry in our time comes
to be written, its central figures will probably be Frost and
Eliot. They again enforce a whole series of contrasts. Frost
does not fit conveniently into either the Whitman tradition
or the Poe tradition. The title of his first book, 4 Boy’s
Will, comes from Longfellow, but his closest ancestor 1s the
more authentic regionalist, Whittier. T'wenty-five years old
by the turn of the century, Frost still belongs to the older
America. He is the poet of the country, of man in nature,
as Eliot is the poet of the city, of man in the metropolitan
desert. Frost is also the poet of individualism, in the Emer-
sonian tradition, whereas Eliot, in the darker vein of
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Hawtharne, has been more aware of the weaknesses of indi-
vidualism, of the nced for the individual to find comple-
tion in something larger than himself. Frost has voiced a
naturalistic faith, which has not always escaped compla-
cence, and Eliot’s return to orthodoxy has never quite sur-
mounted the somber weariness of doubt. Neither has bcen
at his best when he has tried to handle immediate political
issues, the one suggesting the tactics of a woodchuck, the
other those of a broken Coriolanus.

They have in common only what both would consider
the leading obligation of the poet: what Frost has called
‘the renewal of words’ and what Eliot has described as an
unflagging devotion to the purity of the language, a devo-
tion to its continuity and yet to its continued modification
into a more resilient and more capacious instrument for our
ever changing needs. This primary concern with language
raises the question so often asked us now by Europcans,
whether we have yet developed an American style. Our
writers have been preoccupied with the question ever since
we declared our national existence. Frost has summed up
our peculiar problem:

The land was ours before we were the land’s.
She was our land more than a hundred years
Before we were her people. She was ours

In Massachusetts, in Virginia,

But we were England’s, still colonials,
Possessing what we still were unpossessed by,
Possessed by what we now no more possessed.

A wide strange continent could not be assimilated by an
act of will. It was not until the time of Freneau and Bry-
ant that our poets could stop thinking about nightingales
and begin to hear the whippoorwill in the elm. Emerson
was the first American to articulate an organic theory of
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language and art, opening with the functional proposition
that “Words are signs of natural facts.” He longed to possess
the vulgar eloquence of the strects, to emulate Dante in
throwing the whole weight of his body into every act of
speech. His theory outran his ability to practice it, and only
the far earthier Whitman could begin to bridge the gap.
Even Whitman, in his sometimes too laborious effort to
absorb all of his surroundings and to encompass all of his
thoughts, wrote what Emcrson had to regard as ‘a remark-
able mixture of the Bhagvat-Geeta and the New York
Herald. At the same time Lowell was taking the doubtful
risk of writing poetry in dialect. But he believed that ‘the
Yankee lingo’ could at least allow his lines to escape ‘that
faint perfume of musk which Mr. Tennyson has left be-
hind him,’ even if it limited him to gathering ‘no better
flowers . . . than goldenrod and hardhack.’

The problem has continued to face us. Fmily Dickinson,
with a more immediate relish for nature than the graver
Emerson, owned a language capable of filling to overflow-
ing her tiny quatrains. But when Robinson wanted to range
more widely, he was led to experiment with the involved
locutions of the psychological novelists. Sandburg may have
had a more direct knowledge than Whitman of some of
the occupations, but his speech has been far less lyric with-
out having gained the essential exactness. And Cummings’
occasional efforts to emulate the tough guy’s lingo usually
fail to be more than nervous stunts. The Southern region-
alists’ awareness of the life-sustaining continuity betwcen
past and present is best exemplified in the language of
Ransom, which is at once colloquial and archaic, homely
and witty.

Both Frost and Fliot based their mertrics on a comparable
desirc to bring conversational tones into poetry. Certain
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critics have observed that poects of other periods have had
other desires, Poe and Longfellow no less than Milton.
Eliot, looking back now, believes the poetry of the twen-
ticth century to be best characterized by its ‘scarch for a
proper modern colloquial idiom.” The generation of Auden
in particular has voiced its debt to Eliot for his part in
opening new doors and making once again available for
poctry what the late nincteenth century had lacked—fresh
material from everyday life. But now that ‘the common
word’ has been repossessed, Eliot in his later work has been
calling attention to the other partner, ‘the formal word,’
since only through their union of opposites may we have
‘the complete consort dancing together.” After any period
of iconoclastic breaking through old forms, there is a
‘tendency to return to sct, and even elaborate patterns.’
This belief of Eliot’s would secem borne out not only by
his own ‘Quartets,” but by Stevens’ variations upon a theme
in “The Man with a Blue Guitar,” by Tate’s ‘Winter Mask,’
by Auden’s oratorio and Lowell’s clegy.

We may not have had an American style in poetry as the
French, for example, measure such things. We have lacked
until very lately a formed critical tradition in anything like
the Furopean sense. But we have produced by now a body
of poetry of absorbing quality. If this poetry reveals violent
contrasts and unresolved conflicts, it corresponds thereby to
American life.

F. O. MATTHIESSEN
Bostor, Massachusetts
Marck 1950
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ANNE BRADSTREET

¢. 1612-1672

The Prologue

TO sing of Wars, of Captains, and of Kings,
Of Cities founded, Common-wealths begun,
For my mecan pen are too superiour things:
Or how they all or each their dates have run,
Let Pocts and Historians set these forth,

My obscure Lines shall not so dim their worth.

But when my wondring eyes and envious heart
Great Bartas’ sugar’d lines do but read o’re,
Fool I do grudge the Muses did not part
"T'wixt him and me that overfluent store;

A Bartas can do what a Bartas will,

But simple I according to my skill.

From school-boyes’ tongues no rhet’rick we expect,
Nor yet a sweet Consort from broken strings,

Nor perfect beauty where’s a main defect:

My foolish, broken, blemish’d Muse so sings

And this to mend, alas, no Art is able,

’Causc nature made it so irreparable.

Nor can I, like that fluent sweet tongu’d Greek
Who lisp’d at first, in future times speak plain;
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By Art he gladly found what he did seek—
A full requital of his striving pain.

Art can do much, but this maxime’s most sure:
A weak or wounded brain admits no cure.

I am obnoxious to each carping tongue

Who says my hand a ncedle better fits,

A Poet’s pen all scorn I should thus wrong,
For such despite they cast on Female wits:
If what I do prove well, it won’t advance,
They’l say it’s stoln, or else it was by chance.

But sure the Antique Greeks were far more mild,
Else of our Sexe why feigned they those Nine,
And Poesy made Calliope’s own Child?

So ’mongst the rest they placed the Arts Divine,
But this weak knot they will full soon untie—
The Grecks did nought but play the fools and lye.

Let Greeks be Greeks, and women what they are,
Men have precedency and still excell.

It 1s but vain unjustly to wage warre,

Men can do best, and women know it well.
Preheminence in all and each is yours—

Yet grant some small acknowledgement of ours.

And oh ye high flown quills that soar the Skies,
And ever with your prey still catch your praise,
If e’re you daigne these lowly lines your eyes,
Give Thyme or Parsley wreath, I ask no bayes.
This mean and unrefined ore of mine

Will make your glistring gold but more to shine.
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2 The Author to her Book

THOU ill-form’d offspring of my fecble brain,
Who after birth didst by my side remain

Till snatcht from thence by friends less wise than true
Who thee abroad expos’d to publick view,

Made thee in raggs, halting to th’press to trudge
Where errors were not lessened (all may judge)
At thy return my blushing was not small,

My rambling brat (in print) should mother call,

I cast thee by as one unfit for light,

Thy Visage was so irksome in my sight;

Yet being mine own, at length affection would
Thy blemishes amend, if so I could:

I wash’d thy face, but more defects I saw,

And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw.

[ stretcht thy joints to make thee even feet,

Yet still thou run’st more hobling than is meet;

In better dress to trim thee was my mind,

But nought save home-spun Cloth 1’th’house I find.
In this array *mongst Vulgars mayst thou roam,

In Criticks hands beware thou dost not come,
And take thy way where yet thou art not known.

If for thy Father askt, say, thou hadst nonec:

And for thy Mother, she alas 1s poor,

Which caus’d her thus to send thee out of door.
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The Flesh and the Spirit

IN secret place where once I stood
Close by the Banks of Lacrim flood,

I heard two sisters rcason on

Things that are past, and things to come,.
Onc Flesh was call’d, who had her eye
On worldly wealth and vanity;

The other Spirit, who did rear

Her thoughts unto a higher sphere:
Sister, quoth Flesh, what 1iv’st thou on—
Nothing but Mecditation?

Doth Contemplation fecd thee so
Regardlessly to let earth goc?

Can Speculation satisfy

Notion without Reality?

Dost drcam of things beyond the Moon
And dost thou hope to dwell there soon?
Hast trcasures there laid up in store
That all in th> world thou count’st but poor?
Art fancy sick, or turn’d a Sot

To catch at shadowes which are not?
Come, come, Ile shew unto thy sence
Industry hath its recompence.

What canst desire, but thou maist see
True substance in variety?

Dost honour like! Acquire the same,

As some to their immortal fame:
And trophyes to thy name erect

Which wearing time shall ne’re deject,
For riches dost thou long full sore?

6
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Behold enough of precious store.

Earth hath more silver, pearls and gold,

Than eyes can see, or hands can hold.

Affect’st thou pleasure? Take thy fill,

Earth hath enough of what you will.

Then let not goe what thou maist find

For things unknown, only in mind.
Spirie:

Be still thou unregenerate part,

Disturb no more my sctled heart,

For I have vow’d (and so will doe)

Thee as a foe still to pursue.

And combate with thee will and must

Untill T sce thee laid in th’ dust.

Sisters we are, yea, twins we be,

Yet deadly feud ’twixt thee and me;

For from one father arc we not,

Thou by old Adam wast begot,

But my arise 1s from above,

Whence my dear Father I do love.

Thou spcak’st me fair, but hat’st me sore,

Thy flatt’ring shews Ile trust no more.

How oft thy slave hast thou me made

When 1 believ’d what thou hast said,

And ncver had more cause of woe

Than when I did what thou bad’st doe.

Ile stop mine cars at these thy charms,

And count them for my deadly harms.

Thy sinfull pleasures I doe hate,

Thy riches are to me no bait,

Thine honours doe nor will I love,

For my ambition lyes above.

My greatest honour it shall be
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When I am victor over thee,

And triumph shall, with laurel head,
When thou my Captive shalt be led.
How I do live thou need’st not scoff,

For I have meat thou know’st not of:

The hidden Manna I doe eat,

The word of life it is my meat.

My thoughts do yield me more content
Than can thy hours in pleasure spent

Nor are they shadows which 1 catch,

Nor fancies vain at which I snatch,

But rcach at things that are so high,
Beyond thy dull Capacity.

Eternal substance I do see,

With which inriched I would be;

Mine Eye doth pierce the heavens, and sce
What 1is Invisible to thee.

My garments are not silk nor gold,

Nor such like trash which Earth doth hold,
But Royal Robes I shall have on,

More glorious than the glistring Sun;

My Crown not Diamonds, Pearls, and Gold,
But such as Angels heads infold.

The City where I hope to dwell,

There’s none on Earth can parallel:

The stately Walls both high and strong,
Arc made of pretious Jasper stone;

The Gates of Pecarl, both rich and clear,
And Angels are for Porters there;

The Streets thereof transparent gold,
Such as no Eye did e’re behold;

A Chrystal River there doth run,

Which doth proceed from the Lamb’s Throne.

8
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Of Life there are the waters sure,
Which shall remain for ever pure;

Nor Sun, nor Moon, they have no need,
For glory doth from God proceed;

No Candle there, nor yet Torch light,
For there shall be no darksome night.
From sickness and infirmity

For evermore they shall be free,

Nor withering age shall ¢’re come there,
But beauty shall be bright and clear.
This City pure is not for thee,

For things unclean there shall not be.
If T of Heaven may have my fill,

Take thou the world, and all that will.

To my Dear and Loving Husband

IF ever two werc one, then surely we.

If ever man were lov’d by wife, then thee.

If ever wife was happy in a man,

Compare with me, ye women, if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold,
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,
Nor ought but love from thee give recompence.
Thy love is such 1 can no way repay;

The hecavens reward thee manifold I pray.
Then while we live, in love lets so persever,
That when we live no more, we may live ever.
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5 A Letter to her Husband, absent upon
Publick Employment

AS loving Hind that (Ilartless) wants her Deer,
Scuds through the woods and fern with harkning ear,
Perplext, in every bush & nook doth pry

Her dearest Deer might answer ear or eye:

So doth my anxious soul, which now doth miss

A dearer Dcar (far dearer Heart) than this,

Still wait with doubts, & hopes, and failing eye,
His voice to hear or person to discry.

Or as the pensive Dove doth all alone

On withered bough most uncouthly bemoan

The absence of her Love and loving Mate,

Whose loss hath made her so unfortunate:

Ev’n thus doe I, with many a deep sad groan,
Bewail my turtle true, who new 1s gone,

His presence and his safe return still woo

With thousand dolefull sighs & mournfull Coo.
Or as the loving Mullet, that true Fish,

Her fellow lost, nor joy nor life doth wish,

But lanches on that shore, there for to dye

Where she her captive husband doth espy.

Mine being gone, I lead a joyless life,

I have a loving fere, yet seem no wife:

But worst of all, to him can’t steer my course,

I here, he there, alas, both kept by force.

Return my Dear, my joy, my only Love,

Unto thy Hinde, thy Mullet and thy Dove,

Who neither joyes in pasture, house nor streams;
The substance gone, O me, these arc but dreams.

b {0
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Together at one Tree, oh let us brouze,

And like two Turtles roost within one house,
And like the Mullets in one River glide,
Let’s still remain but one, till death divide.

Thy loving Love and Dearest Dear,
At home, abroad, and every where,

A.B.

6 Upon the Burning of our House
JULY 10TH, 1666

IN silent night when rest I took,

For sorrow ncar I did not look,

[ waken’d was with thundring noise

And pitcous shreiks of dreadfull voice.
That fearfull sound of ‘Firc!” and ‘Fire!?
Let no man know is my Desire.

I, starting up, the light did spye,

And to my God my heart did cry
To strengthen me in my Distresse,

And not to leave me succourlesse.
Then coming out, beheld apace

The flame consume my dwelling place.

And when I could no longer look,

I blest his Name that gave and took,
That layd my goods now in the dust:
Yea so it was, and so ’twas just.

It was his own: it was not mine;

Far be it that I should repine.

IX
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He might of All justly bereft,

But yzt sufficient for us left.

When by the Ruines oft I past,

My sorrowing eyes aside did cast,
And here and there the places spye
Where oft I sate, and long did lye.

Here stood that Trunk, and there that chest;
There lay that store I counted best:

My pleasant things in ashes lye,

And them behold no more shall 1.

Under thy roof no guest shall sitt,

Nor at thy Table cat a bitt,

No pleasant tale shall ¢’er be told,

Nor things recounted done of old.

No Candle €’er shall shine in Thee,

Nor bridegroom’s voice €’er heard shall bee,

In silence ever shalt thou lye;
Adeiu, Adeiu; All’s vanity.

Then streight 1 gan my heart to chide:
And did thy wealth on earth abide?
Didst fix thy hope on mouldring dust,
The arm of flesh didst make thy trust?
Raise up thy thoughts above the skye,
That dunghill mists away may flie.

Thou hast an house on high erect,
Fram’d by that mighty Architect,

With glory richly furnished,
Stands permanent though this bee fled.
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It’s purchaséd, and paid for, too,
By Him who hath enough to doe.

A Prise so vast as is unknown,

Yet, by his Gift, 1s made thine own.
There’s wealth enough, 1 need no more;
Farecwell my Pelf, farewell my Store.
The world no longer let me Love,

My Hope and Treasure lyes Above,

EDWARD TAYLOR
¢. 1645-1729

7 The Preface

INFINITY, when all things it beheld,

In Nothing, and of Nothing all did build,

Upon what Base was fixt the Lath, wherein

He turn’d this Globe, and riggalld it so trim?
Who blew the Bellows of his Furnace Vast?

Or held the Mould wherein the world was Cast?
Who laid its Corner Stone? Or whose Command?
Where stand the Pillars upon which it stands?
Who Lac’de and Fillitted the earth so fine,
With Rivers like Green Ribbons Smaragdine?
Who made the Sea’s its Selvedge, and it locks
Like a Quilt Ball within a Silver Box?

Who Spread its Canopy?! Or Curtains Spun?
Who in this Bowling Alley bowld the Sun?

13
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Who made it always when it rises set:
To go at once both down, and up to get?
Who th’ Curtain rods made for this Tapistry?
Who hung the twinckling Lanthorns in the Sky?
Who! who did this? or who is he? Why, know
[t’s Onely Might Almighty this did doe.
His hand hath made this noble worke which Stands
His Glorious Handywork not made by hands.
Who spake all things from nothing; and with ease
Can speake all things to nothing, if he please.
Whose Little finger at his pleasure Can
Out mete ten thousand worlds with halfe a Span:
Whose Might Almighty can by half a looks
Root up the rocks and rock the hills by th’ roots.
Can take this mighty World up in his hande,
And shake 1t like a Squitchen or a Wand.
Whose single Frown will make the Hcavens shake
Like as an aspen leafe the Winde makes quake.
Oh! what a might is this! Whose single frown
Doth shake the world as it would shake it down?
Which All from Nothing fet, from Nothing, All:
Hath All on Nothing set, lets Nothing fall.
Gave All to nothing Man indeed, whereby
Through nothing man all might him Glorify.
In Nothing is imbosst the brightest Gem
More pretious than all pretiousness in them.
But Nothing man did throw down all by sin:
And darkened that lightsom Gem in him,
That now his Brightest Diamond is grown
Darker by far than any Coalpit Stone,

14
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The Joy of Church Fellowship
rightly attended

IN Heaven soaring up, I dropt an Fare
On Earth: and oh! sweet Melody!
And listening, found it was the Saints who were
Encoacht for Heaven that sang for Joy.
For in Christs Coach they sweetly sing,
As they to Glory ride therein.

Oh! joyous hearts! Enfir'de with holy Flame!
Is spcech thus tasseled with praise?
Will not your inward fire of Joy contain,
That it in open flames doth blaze?
For in Christs Coach Saints swecetly sing,
As they to Glory ride therein.

And if a string do slip by Chance, they soon
Do screw it up again: whercby

They sct it in a more melodious Tune
And a Diviner Harmony.
For in Christs Coach they swectly sing,
As they to Glory ride therein.

In all their Acts, publick and private, nay,
And secret too, they praise impart.

But in their Acts Divine, and Worship, they
With Hymns do offer up their Heart.
Thus in Christs Coach they sweetly sing,
As they to Glory ride therein.

18
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Some few not in; and some whose Time and Place
Block up this Coaches way, do goe

As Travellers afoot: and so do trace
The Road that gives them right thereto;
While in this Coach these sweetly sing,
As they to Glory ride therein.

9 An Address to the Soul Occasioned
by a Rain

YE Flippering Soule,
Why dost between the Nippers dwell?
Not stay, nor goe. Not yea, nor yet Controle.
Doth this doe well?
Risec journy’ng when the skies fall weeping Showers,
Not o’re nor under th’ Clouds and Cloudy Powers.

Not yea, nor noe:
On tiptoes thus? Why sit on thorns?
Resolve the matter: Stay thysclfe or goe:
Ben’t both wayes born.
Wager thyselfe against thy surplic’de see,
And win thy Coate, or let thy Coate win thee.

Js this th’ Effect
To leaven thus my Spirits all?
To make my hecart a Crabtree Cask direct?
A Verjuc’te Hall?
As Bottle Ale, whose Spirits prison’d must
When jogg’d, the bung with Violence doth burst?

16
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Shall I be made
A sparkling Wildfire Shop,
Where my dull Spirits at the Fireball trade
Do frisk and hop?
And while the Hammer doth the Anvill pay,
The fire ball matter sparkles ev’ry way.

One sorry fret,
An anvill Sparke, rose higher,
And in thy Temple falling, almost sct
The house on fire.
Such fireballs dropping in the Temple Flame
Burns up the building: Lord, forbid the same.

10 Upon a Spider Catching a Fly

THOU sorrow, venom FElfe:
Is this thy play,
To spin a web out of thysclte
To Catch a Fly?
For why?

I saw a pettish wasp
Fall foule therein:
Whom yet thy whorle pins did not hasp

Lest he should fling
His sting.

But as afraid, remote
Didst stand hereat,

17
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And with thy little fingers stroke

And gently tap
His back.

Thus gently him didst treate
Lest he should pet,
And in a froppish, aspish heate
Should greatly fret
Thy net.

Whereas the silly Fly,
Caught by its leg,
Thou by the throate took’st hastily,
And ’hinde the head
Bite Dead.

This goes to pot, that not
Nature doth call.
Strive not above what strength hath got,

Lest in the brawle
Thou fall.

This Fray seems thus to us:
Hells Spider gets
His intrails spun to whip Cords thus,
And wove to nets,
And scts.

To tangle Adams race
In’s stratagems

To their Destructions, Spoil’d, made base
By venom things,

Damn’d Sins.
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But mighty, Gracious Lord,
Communicate
Thy Grace to breake the Cord; afford
Us Glorys Gate
And State.

We’ll Nightingaile sing like,
When pearcht on high
In Glories Cage, thy glory, bright:
Yea, thankfully,
For joy.

11 Huswifery

M AKE me, O Lord, thy Spinning Wheele compleat;
Thy Holy Worde my Distaff make for mee.
Make mine Affections thy Swift Flyers neate,
And make my Soule thy holy Spoole to bee.
My Conversation make to be thy Recle,
And reele the yarn thercon spun of thy Wheele.

Make me thy Loome then, knit therein this T'wine:
And make thy Holy Spirit, Lord, winde quills:

Then wecave the Web thyselfe. The yarn is fine.
Thine Ordinances make my Fulling Mills.
Then dy the same in Heavenly Colours Choice,
All pinkt with Varnish’t Flowers of Paradise.

Then cloath therewith mine Understanding, Will,
Affections, Judgment, Conscience, Memory;
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My Words and Actions, that their shine may fill
My wayes with glory and thee glorify.
Then mine apparell shall display before yee
That I am Cloathd in Holy robes for glory.

12 The Reflexion

CANTICLES I1: 1: I am the rose of Sharon.

LORD, art thou at the Table Head above
Meat, Med’cine, Sweetness, sparkling Beautys, to
Enamour Souls with Flaming Flakes of Love,
And not my T'rencher, nor my Cup o’reflow?
Ben’t I a bidden guest? Oh! swcat mine Eye:
O’reflow with Tecares: Oh! draw thy fountains dry.

Shall I not smell thy swecet, oh! Sharons Rose?
Shall not mine Eye salute thy Beauty? Why?
Shall thy sweet leaves their Beautious sweets upclose?
As halfe ashamde my sight should on them ly?
Woe’s me! For this my sighs shall be in grain,
Offer’d on Sorrows Altar for the same.

Had not my Soule’s, thy Conduit, Pipes stopt bin
With mud, what Ravishment would’st thou Convay?
Let Graces Golden Spade dig till the Spring
Of tears arise, and cleare this filth away.
Lord, let thy Spirit raise my sighings till
These Pipes my soule do with thy sweetness fill.
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Earth once was Paradise of Heaven below,
Till inkefac’d sin had it with poyson stockt;
And Chast this Paradise away into
Heav’ns upmost Loft, and it in Glory Lockt.
But thou, sweet Lord, hast with thy golden Key
Unlockt the Doore, and made a golden day.

Once at thy Feast, I saw thee Pecarle-like stand
“T'ween Heaven and Farth, where Heavens Bright glory
all
In strcams fell on thee, as a floodgate and
Like Sun Beams through thee on the World to Fall.
Oh! Sugar sweet then! My Deare sweet Lord, I see
Saints Heaven-lost Happiness restor’d by thee.

Shall Heaven and Earth’s bright Glory all up lie,
Like Sun Beams bundled in the sun in thee?
Dost thou sit Rose at T'able Head, where 1
Do sit, and Carv’st no morsell sweet for mee?

So much before, so little now! Sprindge, Lord,
Thy Rosic Leaves, and me their Glee afford.

Shall not thy Rose my Garden fresh perfume?
Shall not thy Beauty my dull Heart assaile?

Shall not thy golden gleams run through this gloom?
Shall my black Velvet Mask thy fair Face Vaile?
Pass o’re my Faults: shine forth, bright sun; arise!
Enthrone thy Rosy-selfe within mine Eyes.
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13 Sacramental Meditations

VI
CANTICLES I1: I: I am . . . the lily of the valleys,

AM I thy gold? Or Purse, Lord, for thy Wealth;
Whether in mine or mint refinde for thee?

Ime counted so, but count me o’re thysclfe,
Lest gold washt face, and brass in Heart 1 bee,
I Feare my Touchstone touches when I try

Mee, and my Counted Gold too overly.

Am I new minted by thy Stamp indeed?
Mine Eyes are dim; I cannot clearly sce.
Be thou my Spectacles that I may read
Thine Image and Inscription stampt on mee,
If thy bright Image do upon me stand,
I am a Golden Angell in thy hand.

Lord, make my Soule thy Plate: thine Image bright
Within the Circle of the same enfoile.
And on its brims in golden Letters write
Thy Superscription in an Holy style.
Then 1 shall be thy Money, thou my Hord:
Let me thy Angell bee, bee thou my Lord.

VIII
JOHN vI: s1: I am the living bread.

I KENNING through Astronomy Divine
The Worlds bright Battlement, wherein I spy

22



EDWARD TAYLOR

A Golden Path my Pensill cannot line
From that bright Throne unto my Threshold ly.
And while my puzzled thoughts about it pore,
I find the Bread of Life in’t at my doore.

When that this Bird of Paradise put in
This Wicker Cage (my Corps) to tweedle praise
Had peckt the Fruite forbid: and so did fling
Away its Food, and lost its golden dayes,
It fell into Celestiall Famine sore,
And never could attain a morsell more.

Alas! alas! Poore Bird, what wilt thou doe?
This Creatures ficld no food for Souls e’re gave:
And if thou knock at Angells dores, they show
An Empty Barrell: they no soul bread have.
Alas! Poore Bird, the Worlds White Loafe is done,
And cannot yield thee here the smallest Crumb.

In this sad state, Gods Tender Bowells run
Out streams of Grace: And he to end all strife,

The Purest Wheate in Heaven, his deare-dear Son
Grinds, and kneads up into this Bread of Life:
Which Bread of Life from Heaven down came and

stands

Disht in thy Table up by Angells Hands.

Did God mould up this Bread in Heaven, and bake,
Which from his Table came, and to thine goeth?
Doth he bespeake thee thus: This Soule Bread take;
Come, Eate thy fill of this, thy Gods White Loafe?

Its Food too fine for Angells; yet come, take
And Eate thy filll Its Heavens Sugar Cake.
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What Grace is this knead in this Loafe? This thing
Souls are but petty things it to admire.
Yee Angells, help: This fill would to the brim
Heav’'ns whelm’d-down Chrystall meele Bowle, yea and
higher.
This Bread of Life dropt in thy mouth doth Cry:

Eate, Eate me, Soul, and thou shalt never dy.

X

JOHN VI: 55: For my flesh is meat indeed, and my blood
is drink indeed.

STUPENDIOUS Love! All Saints Astonishment!

Bright Angells are black Motes in this Suns Light.
Heav’ns canopy, the Pantile to Gods tent,

Can’t cover’t neither with its breadth nor height.
[ts Glory doth all Glory clse outrun,

Beams of bright Glory to’t are motes 1’th’sun.

My Soule had caught an Ague, and like Hell
Her thirst did burn: she to ecach spring did fly,
But this bright blazing Love did spring a Well
Of Aqua-Vitae in the Deity,
Which on the top of Heav’ns high Hill out burst
And down came running thence t’allay my thirst.

But how it came, amazeth all communion.
Gods onely Son doth hug Humanity
Into his very person. By which Union
His Humane Veans its golden gutters ly,
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And rather than my Soule should dy by thirst,
These Golden Pipes, to give me drink, did burst.

This Liquour brew’d, thy sparkling Art Divine,
Lord, in thy Chrystall Vessells did up tun,

(Thine Ordinances) which all Earth o’re shine,
Set in thy rich Wine Cellars out to run.
Lord, make thy Butlar draw, and fill with speed
My Beaker full: for this is drink indeed.

Whole Buts of this blesst Nectar shining stand
Lockt up with Saph’rine Taps, whose splendid Flame
Too bright do shine for brightest Angells hands
To touch, my Lord. Do thou untap the same.
Oh! make thy Chrystall Buts of Red Wine bleed
Into my Chrystall Glass this Drink-Indeed.

How shall I praise thee then? My blottings jar
And wrack my Rhymes to pieces in thy praise.

Thou breath’st thy Vean still in my Porringer,
To lay my thirst, and fainting spirits raise.
Thou makest Glory’s chiefest Grape to bleed
Into my cup: And this is Drink-Indeed.

Nay, though I make no pay for this Red Wine,
And scarce do say I thank ye for’t; strange thing!
Yet were thy silver skiecs my Beer bowle fine,
I finde my Lord would fill it to the brim.
Then make my life, Lord, to thy praisc proceed
For thy rich blood, which is my Drink-Indeed.
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XXXVIII

1 JoHN 11: 1: And if any man sin, we have an advo-
cate with the Father.

OH! What a thing is Man? Lord, Who am I?

That thou shouldst give him Law (Oh! golden Line)
To regulate his Thoughts, Words, Life thercby:

And judge him wilt thereby too in thy time.

A Court of Justice thou in heaven holdst,

To try his Case while he’s here housd on mould.

How do thy Angells lay before thine eye
My Deeds both White and Black I dayly doe?
How doth thy Court thou Pannellst there them try?
But flesh complains. What right for this? let’s know!
For right or wrong, 1 can’t appecare unto’t.
And shall a sentence Pass on such a suite?

Soft; blemish not this golden Bench, or place.
Here is no Bribe, nor Colourings to hide,
Nor Pettifogger to befog the Case;
But Justice hath her Glory here well tri’de:
Her spotless Law all spotted Cases tends;
Without Respect or Disrespect them ends.

God’s Judge himselfe, and Christ Atturny is;
The Holy Ghost Regesterer is founde.
Angells the sergeants are, all Creatures kiss
The booke, and doe as Evidence abounde.
All Cases pass according to pure Law,
And in the sentence is no Fret nor flaw.
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What saith, my soule? Here all thy Dceds are tri’de.
[s Christ thy Advocate to pleade thy Cause?
Art thou his Client? Such shall never slide.
He never lost his Case: he pleads such Laws
As Carry do the same, nor doth refuse
The Vilest sinners Case that doth him Choose.

This is his Honour, not Dishonour: nay,
No Habeas-Corpus ’gainst his Clients came;

For all their Fines his Purse doth make down pay.
He Non-Suites Satan’s suite or Casts the same.
He’ll plead thy Case, and not accept a Fee.
Hc’ll plead Sub Forma Pauperis for thee.

My Case 1s bad. Lord, be my Advocate.

My sin is red: ’'me under Gods Arrest.
Thou hast the Hit of Pleading; plead my state.
Although it’s bad, thy Plea will make it best.
If thou wilt plead my Case before the King,
I’le Waggon Loads of Love and Glory bring.

XL

I JOHN 11: 21: And he is the propitiation for our sins,
and not for ours only, but also for the sins of the whole

world.

STILL I complain; 1 am complaining still.
O woe is me! Was ever Heart like mine?

A Sty of Filth, a Trough of Washing-Swill,
A Dunghill Pit, a Puddle of mere Slime,
A Nest of Vipers, Hive of Hornets-stings,
A Bag of Poysen, Civit-Box of Sins.
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Was ever Heart like mine? So bad? black? vile?
Is any Divell blacker? Or can Hell
Produce its match? It is the very soile
Where Satan reads his charms and sets his spell;
His Bowling Ally where he sheeres his fleece
At Nine Pins, Nine Holes, Morrice, Fox and Geese.

His Palace Garden where his courtiers walke;
His Jewells cabbinet. Here his cakall

Do sham it and truss up their Privie talk
In Fardells of Consults and bundles all.
His shambles and his Butchers stalls herein.
It 1s the Fuddling Schoole of every sin.

Was ever Heart like mine? Pride, Passion fell,
Ath’ism, Blasphemy pot, pipe it, dance,

Play Barlybreaks, and at last couple in Hell:
At Cudgells, Kit-Cat, Cards and Dice here prance:
At Noddy, Ruff-and-Trump, Jink, Post and Pare,
Put, One-and-thirty, and such other ware.

Grace shuffled is away; Patience oft sticks
Too soon, or draws itsclfe out, and’s out put.
Faith’s over-trumpt, and oft doth lose her tricks.
Repentance’s chalkt up Noddy, and out shut.
They Post and Pare off Grace thus, and its shine.
Alas! alas! was ever Heart like mine?

Somectimes methinks the serpents head 1 mall:
Now all is still: my spirits do recreute.

But ere my Harpe can tune sweet praise, they fall
On me afresh and tare me at my Root.
They bite like Badgers now: nay worse, although
I tooke them toothless sculls, rot long agoe.
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My Reason now’s more than my sense, I feele
I have more sight than sense: Which seems to bee
A Rod of sunbeams t’whip mee for my steele.
My Spirits spiritless and dull in mee
For my dead prayerless Prayers: the Spirits winde
Scarce blows my mill about. I little grinde.

Was ever Heart like mine? My Lord, declare
I know not what to do: What shall I doe?

I wonder, split I don’t upon Despare.
Its grace’s wonder that I wrack not so.
I faintly shun’t, although I see this case
Would say my sin is greater than thy grace.

Hope’s Day-pcep down hence through this chinck, Christs
name,
Propitiation is for sins. Lord, take
It so for mine. Thus quench thy burning flame
In that clear stream that from his side forth brake.
I can no comfort take while thus I see
Hells cursed Imps thus jetting strut in mee.

Lord, take thy sword: these Anakims destroy;
Then soake my soule in Zions Bucking-tub

With Holy Soap, and Nitre, and rich Lye.
From all Decfilement me cleanse, wash, and rub.
Then wrince, and wring mee out till th’water fall
As pure as in the Well: not foule at all.

And let thy Sun shine on my Head out cleare.
And bathe my Heart within its radient beams:
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Thy Christ make my Propitiation Deare:
Thy Praise shall from my Heart breake forth in streams,
This reeching Vertue of Christs blood will quench
Thy Wrath, slay Sin, and in thy Love mee bench.

LVI

JOHN xv: 24: If I had not done among them the works
which none other man did, they had not had sin: but
now have they both seen and hated both me and my
Father.

SHOULD I with silver tooles delve through the Hill
Of Cordilera for rich thoughts, that I
My Lord, might weave with an angelick skill
A Damask Web of Velvet Verse, thereby
To deck thy Works up, all my Web would run
To rags and jags: so snick-snarld to the thrum.

Thine are so rich: within, without refin’d:
No worke like thine. No Fruits so sweete that grow
On th’ trees of righteousness of Angell kinde,
And Saints, whose limbs reev’d with them bow down
low.
Should I search ore the Nutmeg Gardens shine,
Its fruits in flourish are but skegs to thine.

The Clove, when in its White-green’d blossoms shoots,
Some Call the pleasantst scent the World doth show,
None Eye e’re saw, nor nose ¢’re smelt such Fruits,
My Lord, as thine, Thou Tree of Life in’ts blow.
Thou Rose of Sharon, Vallies Lilly true,
Thy Fruits most sweet and glorious ever grew.
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Thou art a Tree of Perfect nature trim,
Whose golden lining is of perfect Grace,
Perfum’de with Deity unto the brim,
Whose fruits, of the perfection, grow, of Grace.
Thy Buds, thy Blossoms, and thy fruits adorne
Thyselfe and Works, more shining than the morn.

Art, natures Ape, hath many brave things done:
As th’ Pyramids, the Lake of Meris vast,

The Pensile Orchards built in Babylon,
Psammitich’s Labyrinth, (arts Cramping task)
Archimedes his Engins made for war,

Romes Golden House, Titus his Theater.

The Clock of Strasburgh, Dresdens Table-sight,
Regsamonts Fly of Stecle about that flew,
Turrian’s Wooden Sparrows in a flight,
And th’ Artificiall man Aquinas slew,
Mark Scaliota’s Lock and Key and Chain

Drawn by a Flea, in our Queen Betties reign.

Might but my pen in natures Inventory
Its progress make, ’t might make such things to jump,
All which are but Inventions Vents or glory:
Wits Wantonings, and Fancies frollicks plump:
Within whose maws lies buried Times, and Treasures,
Embalmed up in thick dawbd sinfull pleasures.

Nature doth better work than Art, yet thine
Out vie both works of nature and of Art.
Natures Perfection and the perfect shine
Of Grace attend thy deed in ev’ry part.
A Thought, a Word, and Worke of thine, will kill
Sin, Satan, and the Curse: and Law fulfill.
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Thou art the Tree of Life in Paradise,
Whose lively branches are with Clusters hung

Of Lovely fruits, and Flowers more sweet than spice.
Bende down to us, and doe outshine the sun.
Delightfull unto God, doe man rcjoyce
The pleasant’st fruits in all Gods Paradise.

Lord, feed mine eyes then with thy Doings rare,
And fat my heart with these ripe fruites thou bear’st;
Adorn my Life well with thy works; make faire
My Person with apparrell thou prepar’st.
My Boughs shall loaded bee with fruits that spring
Up from thy Works, while to thy praisc I sing.

PHILIP FRENEAU
1752-1832

14 To an Author

YOUR leaves bound up compact and fair

In neat array at length prepare

To pass their hour on learning’s stage,

To meet the surly critic’s rage;

The statesman’s slight, the smatterer’s sneer—
Were these, indeed, your only fear,

You might be tranquil and resigned:

What most should touch your fluttering mind
Is that, few critics will be found

To sift your works, and deal the wound.
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Thus, when one fleeting year is past

On some bye-shelf your book is cast—
Another comes, with something new,
And drives you fairly out of view:
With some to praise, but more to blame,
The mind returns to—whence it came;
And some alive, who scarce could read

Will publish satires on the dead.

Thrice happy Dryden, who could meet
Some rival bard in every street!
When all were bent on writing well

It was some credit to excel:—

Thrice happy Dryden, who could find
A Milbourne for his sport designed—
And Pope, who saw the harmless rage
Of Dennis bursting o’er his page
Might justly spurn the critic’s aim,
Who only helped to swell his fame.

On these bleak climes by Fortune thrown,
Where rigid Reason reigns alone,
Where lovely Fancy has no sway,

Nor magic forms about us play—

Nor nature takes her summer hue

Tell me, what has the muse to do? —

An age employed in edging steel
Can no poetic raptures fecl;

No solitude’s attracting power,
No leisure of the noon day hour,
No shaded stream, no quiet grove
Can this fantastic century move;
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The muse of love in no request—
Go—try your fortune with the rest,
One of the nine you should engage,
T'o meet the follies of the age:—

On one, we fear, your choice must fall—
The least engaging of them all—

Her visage stern—an angry style—

A clouded brow—malicious smile—

A mind on murdered victims placed—
She, only she, can please the taste!

65 Stanzas

Occasioned by the Ruins of a Country Inn, unroofed and
bloawn down in a storm

.» ‘ HERE now these mingled ruins lie
A temple once to Bacchus rose,
Beneath whose roof, aspiring high,
Full many a guest forgot his woes:

No more this dome, by tempests torn,
Affords a social safe retrcat;

But ravens here, with eye forlorn,
And clustering bats henceforth will meet.

The Priestess of this ruined shrine,
Unable to survive the stroke,

Presents no more the ruddy wine,
Her glasses gone, her china broke.
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The friendly Host, whose social hand
Accosted strangers at the door,

Has left at length his wonted stand,
And greets the weary guest no more.

Old creeping Time, that brings decay,

Might yet have spared these mouldering walls,
Alike beneath whose potent sway

A temple or a tavern falls.

Is this the place where mirth and joy,

Coy nymphs and sprightly lads were found?
Indecd! no more the nymphs are coy,

No more the flowing bowls go round.

Is this the place where festive song
Decceived the wintry hours away?
No more the swains the tunc prolong,

No more the maidens join the lay:

Is this the place where Nancy slept

In downy beds of bluc and green? —
Dame Nature here no vigils kept,

No cold unfeeling guards were seen.

*T'is gone!—and Nancy tempts no more,
Dcep, unrelenting silence reigns;

Of all that pleased, that charmed before,
The tottering chimney scarce remains!

Ye tyrant winds, whose rufhian blast

Through doors and windows blew too strong,
And all the roof to ruin cast,

The roof that sheltered us so long.
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Your wrath appeased, I pray be kind
If Mopsus should the dome renew;

That we again may quaff his wine,
Again collect our jovial crew.

The Wild Honey Suckle

FAIR flower, that dost so comely grow,
Hid in this silent, dull retreat,
Untouched thy honied blossoms blow,
Unscen thy little branches greet:
No roving foot shall crush thee here,
No busy hand provoke a tcar.

By Nature’s self in white arrayed,

She bade thee shun the vulgar cye,

And planted here the guardian shade,

And sent soft waters murmuring by
Thus quietly thy summer goes,
Thy days declining to repose.

Smit with those charms, that must decay,

[ grieve to sec your future doomj;

They died—nor were those flowers more gay,

The flowers that did in Eden bloom;
Unpitying frosts, and Autumn’s power
Shall leave no vestige of this flower.

From morning suns and evening dews
At first thy little being came:
If nothing once, you nothing lose,
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For when you die you are the same;

The space between, is but an hour,
The frail duration of a flower.

The Indian Student

OR, FORCE OF NATURE

FROM Susquchanna’s farthest springs
Where savage tribes pursue their game,
(His blanket tied with yellow strings,)
A shepherd of the forest came.

Not long before, a wandering priest

Expressed his wish, with visage sad—
‘Ah, why (he cried) in Satan’s waste,

‘Ah, why detain so fine a lad?

‘In whitc-man’s Jand there stands a town
“Where learning may be purchased low—
‘Exchange his blanket for a gown,
‘And let the lad to college go.’—

From long dcbate the council rose,

And viewing Shalum’s tricks with joy

To Cambridge Hall, o’er wastes of snows,
They sent the copper-coloured boy.

One generous chief a bow supplied,
This gave a shaft, and that a skin;
The feathers, in vermillion dyed,
Himself did from a turkey win:
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Thus dressed so gay, he took his way
O’cr barren hills, alone, alone!

His guide a star, he wandered far,
His pillow every night a stonec.

At last he came, with foot so lame,
Where learned men talk heathen Greek,

And Hebrew lore is gabbled o’er,
To please the Muses,—twice a week.

Awhile he writ, awhile he read,

Awhile he conned their grammar rules—
(An Indian savage so well bred

Great credit promised to the schools.)

Some thought he would in law excel,
Some said in physic he would shine;
And one that knew him, passing well,
Bcheld, in him, a sound Divine.

But those of more discerning cye
Even then could other prospects show,
And saw him lay his Virgil by

To wander with his dearer bow.

The tedious hours of study spent,
The heavy-moulded lecture done,
He to the woods a hunting went,
Through lonely wastes he walked, he run.

No mystic wonders fired his mind;
He sought to gain no learned degree,
But only sense enough to find

The squirrel in the hollow tree.
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The shady bank, the purling stream,
The woody wild his heart possessed,
The dewy lawn, his morning dream
In fancy’s gayest colours dressed.

‘And why (he cried) did I forsake
‘My native wood for gloomy walls;
“The silver stream, the limpid lake
‘For musty books and college halls,

‘A Iittle could my wants supply—
‘Can wealth and honour give me more;
‘Or, will the sylvan god deny

“The humble treat he gave before?

‘Let seraphs gain the bright abode,
‘And hecaven’s sublimest mansions sce—
‘I only bow to Nature’s God—

“The land of shades will do for me.

“T’hese dreadful secrets of the sky
‘Alarm my soul with chilling fear—
‘Do planets in their orbits fly,

‘And is the carth, indeed, a sphere?

‘Let planets still their course pursue,
‘And comets to the centre run —

‘In Him my faithful friend I view,
“The image of mv God—the Sun.

‘Where Nature’s ancient forests grow,
‘And mingled laurel never fades,
‘My heart is fixed;—and I must go
“lm Aie prmaae per pretive rhades’
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He spoke, and to the western springs,
(His gown discharged, his money spent,
His blanket tied with yellow strings,)
The shepherd of the forest went.

The Indian Burying Ground

IN spite of all the learned have said,
[ still my old opinion keep;

The posture, that we give the dead,
Points out the soul’s eternal sleep.

Not so the ancients of these lands- -

The Indian, when from life released,
Again is scated with his friends,

And shares again the joyous feast.

His imaged birds, and painted bowl,
And venison, for a journcy dressed,

Bespeak the nature of the soul,
Activity, that knows no rest.

His bow, for action ready bent,
And arrows, with a head of stone,
Can only mean that life is spent,
And not the old ideas gone.

Thou, stranger, that shalt come this way,
No fraud upon the dead commit—

Observe the swelling turf, and say
They do not lie, but here they sit.
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Here still a lofty rock remains,
On which the curious eye may trace
(Now wasted, half, by wearing rains)
The fancies of a ruder race.

Here still an aged elm aspires,
Beneath whose far-projecting shade
(And which the shepherd still admires)
The children of the forest played!

There oft a restless Indian qucen
(Pale Shebah, with her braided hair)

And many a barbarous form 1is scen
To chide the man that lingers there.

By midnight moons, o’er moistening dews;
In habit for the chase arrayed,

The hunter still the deer pursues,
T'he hunter and the dcer, a shade!

And long shall timorous fancy see
The painted chief, and pointed spear,
And Reason’s self shall bow the knee
To shadows and delusions here,

JOEL BARLOW
1754-1812

19 The Hasty Pudding

CANTO 1.

i E Alps audacious, thro’ the Heavens that rise,
To cramp the day and hide me from the skies;
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Ye Gallic flags, that o’er their heights unfurl’d,
Bear death to kings, and freedom to the world,
I sing not you. A softer theme I chuse,

A virgin theme, unconscious of the Muse,

But fruitful, rich, well suited to inspire

The purest frenzy of poetic fire.

Despise it not, ye Bards to terror steel’d,
Who hurl’d your thunders round the epic field;
Nor ye who strain your midnight throats to sing
Joys that the vineyard and the still-house bring;
Or on some distant fair your notes employ,

And speak of raptures that you ne’er enjoy.

I sing the sweets I know, the charms I feel,

My morning incense, and my cvening meal,

The sweets of Hasty-Pudding. Come, dear bowl,
Glide o’er my palate, and inspire my soul.

The milk beside thee, smoking from the kine,
Its substance mingled, married in with thine,
Shall cool and temper thy superior heat,

And save the pains of blowing while I cat.

Oh! could the smooth, the emblematic song
Flow like thy genial juices o’er my tongue,
Could those mild morsels in my numbers chime,
And, as they roll in substance, roll in rhyme,

No more thy aukward unpoetic name

Should shun the Muse, or prejudice thy fame;
But rising grateful to th’ accustom’d ear,

All Bards should catch it, and all realms revere!

Assist me first with pious toil to trace
Thro’ wrecks of time thy lineage and thy race;
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Declare what lovely squaw, in days of yore,

(Ere great Columbus sought thy native shore)
First gave thee to the world; her works of fame
Have liv’d indeed, but liv’d without a name.
Some tawny Ceres, goddess of her days,

First learn’d with stones to crack the well-dry’d maize,
Thro’ the rough sieve to shake the golden show’r,
In boiling water stir the yellow flour:

The yellow flour, bestrew’d and stir’d with haste,
Swells in the flood and thickens to a paste,

Then puffs and wallops, rises to the brim,
Drinks the dry knobs that on the surface swim:
The knobs at last the busy ladle breaks,

And the whole mass its true consistence takes.

Could but her sacred name, unknown so long,
Rise like her labors, to the song of song,
To her, to them, I’d consccrate my lays,
And blow her pudding with the breath of praise.
If ’twas Oella, whom I sang before,
[ here ascribe her one great virtue more.
Not thro’ the rich Peruvian rcalms alone
The fame of Sol’s sweet daughter should be known,
But o’er the world’s wide climes should live secure,
Far as his rays extend, as long as they endure.

Dear Hasty-Pudding, what unpromis’d joy
Expands my heart, to meet thee in Savoy!
Doom’d o’er the world thro’ devious paths to roam,
Each clime my country, and each house my home,
My soul is sooth’d, my cares have found an end,
I greet my long-lost, unforgotten friend.
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For thee thro’ Paris, that corrupted town,
How long in vain I wandered up and down,
Where shameless Bacchus, with his drenching hoard
Cold from his cave usurps the morning board.
London is lost in smoke and steep’d in tea;
No Yankee there can lisp the name of thee;
The uncouth word, a libel on the town,
Would call a proclamation from the crown.
For climes oblique, that fear the sun’s full rays,
Chill’d in their fogs, exclude the generous maize;
A grain whose rich luxurient growth requires
Short gentle showers, and bright etherial fires.

But here tho’ distant from our native shore,
With mutual glee we mcet and laugh once more,
The same! I know thce by that yellow facc,
That strong complexion of true Indian race,
Which time can never change, nor soil impair,
Nor Alpine snows, nor Turkey’s morbid air;
For endless years, thro’ every mild domain,
Where grows the maize, there thou art sure to reign.

But man, more fickle, the bold licence claims,
In different realms to give thee different names,
Thee the soft nations round the warm Levant
Polanta call, the French of course Polante;

Ev’n in thy native regions, how I blush

To hear the Pennsylvanians call thee Mush!
On Hudson’s banks, while men of Belgic spawn
Insult and eat thee by the name Suppazwr.

All spurious appellations, void of truth:

I’ve better known thee from my earliest youth,

Thy name is Hasty-Pudding! thus our sires
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Were wont to greet thee fuming from their fires;
And while they argu’d in thy just defence

With logic clear, they thus explain’d the sense:—
‘In Aaste the boiling cauldron o’er the blaze,
‘Receives and cooks the ready-powder’d maize;
‘In Aaste ’tis serv’d, and then in equal Aaste,
‘With cooling milk, we make the sweet repast.
‘No carving to be done, no knife to grate

“The tender ear, and wound the stony plate;

‘But the smooth spoon, just fitted to the lip,

‘And taught with art the yielding mass to dip,
‘By frequent journies to the bowl well stor’d,
‘Performs the hasty honors of the board.

Such is thy name, significant and clear,

A name, a sound to every Yankey dear,

But most to me, whose heart and palate chaste
Preserve my pure hereditary taste,

There are who strive to stamp with disrepute
The luscious food, because it feeds the brute;
In tropes of high-strain’d wit, while gaudy prigs
Compare thy nursling man to pamper’d pigs;
With sovercign scorn I treat the vulgar jest,

Nor fear to share thy bounties with the beast.
What though the generous cow gives me to quaff
The milk nutritious; am I then a calf?

Or can the genius of the noisy swine,

Tho’ nurs’d on pudding, thence lay claim to mine?
Sure the sweet song, I fashion to thy praise,

Runs more melodious than the notes they raise.

My song resounding in its grateful glee,
No merit claims; I praise myself in thee.
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My father lov’d thee thro’ his length of days:
For thee his fields were shaded o’er with maize;
From thec what health, what vigour he possest,
Ten sturdy freemen from his loins attest:

Thy constellation rul’d my natal morn,

And all my bones were made of Indian corn.
Delicious grain! whatever form it take,

To roast or boil, to smother or to bake,

In every dish ’tis welcome still to me,

But most, my Hasty-Pudding, most in thee.

Let the green Succatash with thee contend,
Let beans and corn their sweetest juices blend,
Let butter drench them in its yellow tide,
And a long slice of bacon grace their side;
Not all the plate, how fam’d soe’er it be,

Can please my palate like a bowl of thee.

Some talk of Hoe-cake, fair Virginia’s pride,
Rich Johnny-cake this mouth has often tri’d;
Both please me well, their virtues much the same;
Alike their fabric, as allied their fame,

Except im dear New-England, where the last
Receives a dash of pumpkin in the paste,

To give it sweetness and improve the taste.

But placn them all before me, smoaking hot,

The big round dumpling rolling from the pot;
The puading of the bag, whose quivering breast,
With suet lin’d leads on the Yankey feast;

The Charlotte brown, within whose crusty sides

A belly soft the pulpy apple hides;

The yellow bread, whose face like amber glows,
And all of Indian that the bake-pan knows—

46



JOEL BARLOW

You tempt me not—my fav’rite greets my eyes,
To that lov’d bowl my spoon by instinct flies,

20 Advice to a Raven n Russia
December, 1812

BLACK fool, why winter here! These frozen skies,
Worn by your wings and deafen’d by your cries,
Should warn you hence, where milder suns invite,
And day alternates with his mother night.
You fear perhaps your food will fail you there,
Your human carnage, that delicious fare
That lured you hither, following still your friend,
The great Napoleon, to the world’s bleak end.
You fear, because the southern climes pour’d forth
Their clustering nations to infest the north,
Bavarians, Austrians, those who Drink the Po
And those who skirt the T'uscan scas below,
With all Germania, Neustria, Belgia, Gaul,
Doom’d here to wade through slaughter to their fall,
You fear he left behind no wars, to feed
His feather’d canibals and nurse the breed.
Fear not, my screamer, call your greedy train,
Sweep over Kurope, hurry back to Spain,
You’ll find his legions there; the valliant crew
Please best their master when they toil for you,
Abundant there they spread the country o’er
And taint the breeze with every nation’s gore,
Iberian, Lusian, British widely strown,
But still more wide and copious flows their own,
Go where you will; Calabria, Malta, Greece,
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Fgyvpt and Syria still his fame increase,

Domingo’s fatten’d isle and India’s plains

Glow decp with purple drawn from Gallic veins.

No Raven’s wing can stretch the flight so far

As the torn bandrols of Napoleon’s war.

Choose then your climate, fix your best abode,

He’ll make you deserts and he’ll bring you blood.
How could you fear a dearth? have not mankind,

Though slain by millions, millions left behind?

Has not conscripTioN still the power to wicld

Her annual falchion o’er the human field?

A faithful harvester; or if a man

Fscape that gleancr, shall he scape the BAN?

T'he triple Ban, that like the hound of hell

Gripes with three jowls, to hold his victim well.
Fear nothing then, hatch fast your ravenous brood,

Teach them to cry to Bonaparte for food;

They’ll be like you, of all his suppliant train,

The only class that never cries in vain.

For sce what mutual bencfits you lend!

(The surest way to fix the mutual friend)

While on his slaughter’d troops your tribes are fed,

You cleanse his camp and carry off his dead.

Imperial Scavenger! but now you know

Your work 1s vain amid these hills of snow.

His tentless troops are marbled through with frost

And change to crystal when the breath is lost.

Mere trunks of ice, though limb’d like human frames

And lately warm’d with life’s endearing flames,

They cannot taint the air, the world impest,

Nor can you tcar onc fiber from their breast.

No! from their visual sockets, as they lie,

With beak and claws you cannot pluck an eye.
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The frozen orb, preserving still its form,

Dcfies your talons as it braves the storm,

But stands and stares to God, as if to know

In what curst hands he leaves his world below.
Fly then, or starve; though all the dreadful road

From Minsk to Moskow with their bodies strow’d

May count some myriads, yet they can’t suffice

To feed you more beneath these dreary skics.

Go back, and winter in the wilds of Spain;

Feast there awhile, and in the next campaign

Rejoin your master; for you’ll find him then,

With his new million of the race of men,

Clothed in his thunders, all his flags unfurl’d,

Raging and storming o’er the prostrate world.
War after war his hungry soul requires,

Statc after State shall sink beneath his fires,

Yect other Spains in victim smoke shall rise

And other Moskows suffocate the skies,

Each land lie reeking with its pecople’s slain

And not a strcam run bloodless to the main.

Tl men resume their souls, and dare to shed

Earth’s total vengecance on the monster’s head,

Hurl from his blood-built throne this king of woes,

Dash him to dust, and let the world repose.

WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT
1794-1878

21 T hanatopsis

IO him who in the love of Naturc holds

Communion with her visible forms, she speaks
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The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes
In the full strength of ycars, matron and maid,
The speechless babe, and the gray-headed man—
Shall one by one be gathered to thy side,

By those, who in their turn shall follow them.

So live, that when thy summons comes to join
The innumerable caravan, which moves
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
His chamber in the silent halls of death,
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,
Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.

22 [nscription for the Entrance to a Wood

STRANGER, if thou hast learned a truth whic]
needs

No school of long experience, that the world

Is full of guilt and misery, and hast seen

Enough of all its sorrows, crimes, and cares,

To tire thee of it, enter this wild wood

And view the haunts of Nature. The calm shade

Shall bring a kindred calm, and the sweet breeze

That makes the green leaves dance, shall waft a balm

To thy sick heart. Thou wilt find nothing here

Of all that pained thee in the haunts of men,

And made thee loathe thy life. The primal curse

Fell, it is true, upon the unsinning earth,
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But not in vengeance. God hath yoked to guilt
Her pale tormentor, misery. Hence, these shades
Are still the abodes of gladness; the thick roof
Of green and stirring branches 1s alive

And musical with birds, that sing and sport

In wantonness of spirit; while below

The squirrel, with raised paws and form erect,
Chirps merrily. Throngs of insects in the shade
Try their thin wings and dance in the warm beam
That waked them into life. Even the green trces
Partake the deep contentment; as they bend

To the soft winds, the sun from the blue sky
Looks in and sheds a blessing on the scene.

Scarce less the cleft-born wild-flower scems to enjoy
Existence, than the winged plunderer

That sucks its sweets. The mossy rocks themselves,
And the old and pondecrous trunks of prostrate trees
That lead from knoll to knoll a causey rude

Or bridge the sunken brook, and their dark roots,
With all their carth upon them, twisting high,
Breathe fixed tranquillity. The rivulet

Sends forth glad sounds, and tripping o’er its bed
Of pcbbly sands, or leaping down the rocks,
Scems, with continuous laughter, to rejoice

In its own being. Softly tread the marge,

Lest from her midway perch thou scare the wren
That dips her bill in water. The cool wind,

That stirs the stream in play, shall come to thee,
Like one that loves thee nor will let thee pass
Ungreeted, and shall give its light embrace.
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43 To a Waterfowl

-» ‘ HITHER, midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day

Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way?

Vainly the fowler’s eye
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong
As, darkly seen against the crimson sky,

Thy figure floats along.

Seck’st thou the plashy brink
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink

On the chafed ocean-side?

There i1s a Power whose care
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast—
The desert and illimitable air—

Lone wandering, but not lost.

All day thy wings have fanned,
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere,
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night is near.

And soon that toil shall end;
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend,
Soon, o’er thy sheltered nest.
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Thou’rt gone, the abyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form; yect, on my heart
Deeply has sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

He who, from zone to zone,
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,
In the long way that I must tread alone,

Will lead my steps aright.

4 Green River

‘ ‘ HEN breezes are soft and skies are fair,
I steal an hour from study and care,
And hie me away to the woodland scene,
Where wanders the stream with waters of green,
As if the bright fringe of herbs on its brink
Had given their stain to the waves they drink;
And they, whose meadows it murmurs through,
Have named the stream from its own fair hue.

Yet purc its waters—its shallows are bright
With colored pebbles and sparkles of light,
And clear the depths where its eddies play,
And dimples deepen and whir]l away,
And the plane-tree’s speckled arms o’ershoot
The swifter current that mines its root,
Through whose shifting leaves, as you walk the hill,
The quivering glimmer of sun and rill
With a sudden flash on the eye is thrown,
Like the ray that strcams from the diamond-stone.
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Oh, loveliest there the spring days come,
With blossoms, and birds, and wild-bees’ hum;
The flowers of summer are fairest there,

And freshest the breath of the summer air;
And swectest the golden autumn day

In silence and sunshine glides away.

Yet, fair as thou art, thou shunnest to glide,
Beautiful stream! by the village side;
But windest away from haunts of men,
To quict valley and shaded glen;
And forest, and mcadow, and slope of hill,
Around thee, are lonely, lovely, and still,
Loncly—save when, by thy rippling tides,
From thicket to thicket the angler glides;
Or the simpler comes, with basket and book,
For herbs of power on thy banks to look;
Or haply, some idle dreamer, like me,
To wander, and muse, and gaze on thee,
Still---save the chirp of birds that feced
On the river cherry and scedy reed,
And thy own wild music gushing out
With mellow murmur of fairy shout,
From dawn to the blush of another day,
Like traveller singing along his way.

That fairy music I never hear,
Nor gaze on those waters so green and clear,
And mark them winding away from sight,
Darkenced with shade or flashing with light,
While o’cr them the vine to its thicket clings,
And the zephyr stoops to freshen his wings,
But I wish that fate had left me free
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To wander these quiet haunts with thee,

Till the eating carcs of ecarth should depart,
And the peace of the scene pass into my heart;
And I envy thy strcam, as it glides along
Through its beautiful banks in a trance of song.

Though forced to drudge for the dregs of men,
And scrawl strange words with the barbarous pen,
And mingle among the jostling crowd,

Where the sons of strife are subtle and loud—
[ often come to this quict place,

To breathe the airs that rufle thy face,

And gaze upon thee in silent dream,

For in thy lonely and lovely stream

An image of that calm life appears

‘That won my heart in my greencr years,

25 A Winter Piece

T‘HE time has been that these wild solitudes,

Yet beautiful as wild, were trod by me

Of'tener than now; and when the ills of life

Had chafed my spirit—when the unsteady pulse

Beat with strange flutterings—I would wander forth
And scck the woods. The sunshine on my path

Was to me as a friend. The swelling hills,

The quiet dells retiring far between,

With gentle invitation to explore

Their windings, were a calm society

That talked with me and soothed me. Then the chant
Of birds, and chime of brooks, and soft caress
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Of the fresh sylvan air, made me forget

The thoughts that broke my peace, and I began
To gather simples by the fountain’s brink,

And lose myself in day-drecams. While 1 stood

In Nature’s loneliness, I was with one

With whom I early grew familiar, one

Who never had a frown for me, whose voice
Never rebuked me for the hours I stole

From carcs I loved not, but of which the world
Deems highest, to converse with her. When shrieked
The blecak November winds, and smote the woods,
And the brown fields were herbless, and the shades,
That met above the merry rivulet,

Were spoiled, 1 sought, I loved them still; they se:med
Like old companions in adversity.

Still there was beauty in my walks; the brook,
Bordered with sparkling frost-work, was as gay
As with its fringe of summer flowers. Afar,

The village with its spircs, the path of streams

And dim receding valleys, hid before

By interposing trees, lay visible

Through the bare grove, and my familiar haunts
Secemed new to me. Nor was | slow to come

\mong them, when the clouds, from their still skirts,
Had shaken down on ecarth the feathery snow,
And all was white. The pure keen air abroad,
Albeit i1t breathed no scent of herb, nor heard
Love-call of bird nor merry hum of bee,

Was rot the air of death. Bright mosses crept
Over the seotted trunks, and the close buds,

That lay along the boughs, instinct with life,
Patient, and waiting the soft breath of Spring,
Feared not the piercn:g spirit of the North.
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The snow-bird twittered on the beechen bough,

And ’ncath the hemlock, whose thick branches bent
Bencath its bright cold burden, and kept dry

A circle, on the earth, of withered leaves,

The partridge found a shelter. Through the snow
The rabbit sprang away. The lighter track

Of fox, and the raccoon’s broad path, were there,
Crossing each other. From his hollow tree

The squirrel was abroad, gathering the nuts

Just fallen, that asked the winter cold and sway

Of winter blast, to shake them from their hold.

But Winter has yet brighter scenes—he boasts
Splendors beyond what gorgeous Summer knows;
Or Autumn with his many fruits, and woods
All flushed with many hues. Come when the rains
Have glazed the snow and clothed the trees with
While the slant sun of February pours
Into the bowers a flood of light. Approach!

The incrusted surface shall upbear thy steps,
And the broad arching portals of the grove
Welcome thy entering. Look! the massy trunks
Are cased in the pure crystal; each light spray,
Nodding and tinkling in the breath of heaven,
Is studded with its trembling water-drops,

That glimmer with an amethystine light.

But round the parent-stem the long low boughs
Bend, in a glittering ring, and arbors hide

The glassy floor. Oh! you might deem the spot
The spacious cavern of some virgin mine,

Deep in the womb of earth—where the gems grow,
And diamonds put forth radiant rods and bud
With amethyst and topaz—and the place
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Lit up, most royally, with the pure beam

That dwells in them. Or haply the vast hall

Of fairy palace, that outlasts the night,

And fades not in the glory of the sun;—

Where crystal columns send forth slender shafts
And crossing arches; and fantastic aisles

Wind from the sight in brightness, and are lost
Among the crowded pillars. Raise thine eye;
Thou seest no cavern roof, no palace vault;
There the blue sky and the white drifting cloud
Look in. Again the wildered fancy dreams

Of spouting fountains, frozen as they rose,

And fixed, with all their branching jets, in air,
And all their sluices sealed. All, all 1s light;
Light without shade. But all shall pass away
With the next sun. From numberless vast trunks
Loosened, the crashing ice shall make a sound
Like the far roar of rivers, and the eve

Shall close o’er the brown woods as it was wont,

And it 1s pleasant, when the noisy streams
Are just set free, and milder suns melt off
The plashy snow, save only the firm drift
In the deep glen or the close shade of pines—
T'is pleasant to behold the wreaths of smoke
Roll up among the maples of the hill,
Where the shrill sound of youthful voices wakes
The shriller echo, as the clear pure lymph,
That from the wounded trees, in twinkling drops,
Falls, mid the golden brightness of the morn,
Is gathered in with brimming pails, and oft,
Wiclded by sturdy hands, the stroke of axe
Makes the woods ring. Along the quiet air,
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Come and float calmly off the soft light clouds,
Such as you see in summer, and the winds
Scarce stir the branches. Lodged in sunny cleft,
Where the cold breezes come not, blooms alone
The little wind-flower, whose just opened eye

[s blue as the spring heaven it gazes at—
Startling the loiterer in the naked groves

With unexpected beauty, for the time

Of blossoms and green leaves is yet afar,

And ere it comes, the encountering winds shall oft
Muster their wrath again, and rapid clouds
Shade heaven, and bounding on the frozen earth
Shall fall their volleyed stores, rounded like hail
And white like snow, and the loud North again
Shall buffet the vexed forest in his rage.

26 The Prairies

THESE are the gardens of the Desert, these
The unshorn fields, boundless and beautiful,
For which the speech of England has no name—
The Prairies. I behold them for the first,

And my heart swells, while the dilated sight
Takes in the encircling vastness. Lo! they stretch,
In airy undulations, far away,

As if the ocean, in his gentlest swell,

Stood still, with all his rounded billows fixed,
And motionless forever.—Motionless? —
No—they are all unchained again. The clouds
Sweep over with their shadows, and, beneath,
The surface rolls and fluctuates to the eye;
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Dark hollows seem to glide along and chase

The sunny ridges. Breezes of the South!

Who toss the golden and the flame-like flowers,
And pass the prairie-hawk that, poised on high,
Flaps his broad wings, yet moves not—ye have played
Among the palms of Mexico and vines

Of Texas, and have crisped the limpid brooks
That from the fountains of Sonora glide

Into the calm Pacific—have ye fanned

A nobler or a lovelier scene than this?

Man hath no power in all this glorious work:
The hand that built the firmament hath heaved
And smoothed these verdant swells, and sown their slopes
With herbage, planted them with island groves,
And hedged them round with forests. Fitting floor
For this magnificent temple of the sky—

With flowers whose glory and whose multitude
Rival the constellations! The great heavens
Seem to stvop down upon the scene in love,—

A nearer vault, and of a tenderer blue,

Than that which bends above our eastern hills.

As o’er the verdant waste I guide my steed,
Among the high rank grass that sweeps his sides
‘The hollow beating of his footstep seems
A sacrilegious sound. I think of those
Upon whose rest he tramples. Are they here—
The dead of other days? —and did the dust
Of these fair solitudes once stir with life
And burn with passion? Let the mighty mounds
That overlook the rivers, or that rise
In the dim forest crowded with old oaks,
Answer. A race, that long has passed away,
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Built them;—a disciplined and populous race
Heaped, with long toil, the earth, while yet the Greek
Was hewing the Pentelicus to forms

Of symmetry, and rearing on its rock

The glittering Parthenon. These ample ficlds
Nourished their harvests, here their herds were fed,
When haply by their stalls the bison lowed,

And bowed his maned shoulder to the yoke.

All day this desert murmured with their toils,

Till twilight blushed, and lovers walked, and wooed
In a forgotten language, and old tunes,

From instruments of unremembered form,

Gave the soft winds a voice. The red man came—
The roaming hunter tribes, warlike and fierce,
And the mound-builders vanished from the earth.
The solitude of centuries untold

Has settled where they dwelt. The prairie-wolf
Hunts in their meadows, and his fresh-dug den
Yawns by my path. The gopher mines the ground
Where stood their swarming cities. All is gone;
All—save the piles of earth that hold their bones,
The platforms where they worshipped unknown gods,
The barriers which they builded from the soil

To keep the foe at bay—till o’er the walls

The wild beleaguerers broke, and, one by one,

The strongholds of the plain were forced, and heaped
With corpses. The brown vultures of the woed
Flocked to those vast uncovered sepulchres,

And sat unscared and silent at their feast.

Haply some solitary fugitive,

Lurking in marsh and forest, till the sense

Of desolation and of fear became

Bitterer than death, yielded himself to die.
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Man’s better nature triumphed then. Kind words
Welcomed and soothed himj; the rude conquerors
Scated the captive with their chiefs; he chose

A bride among their maidens, and at length

Seemed to forget—ryet ne’er forgot—-the wife

Of his first love, and her sweet little ones,
Butchered, amid their shricks, with all his race.

Thus change the forms of being. Thus arise
Races of living things, glorious in strength,
And perish, as the quickening breath of God
Fills them, or i1s withdrawn. T'he red man, too,
Has left the blooming wilds he ranged so long,
And, nearer to the Rocky Mountains, sought
A wilder hunting-ground. The beaver builds
No longer by these strcams, but far away,
On waters whose blue surface ne’er gave back
The white man’s face—among Missouri’s springs,
And pools whose issues swell the Oregon—
He rears his Iittle Venice. In these plains
The bison feeds no more. T'wice twenty leagues
Beyond remotest smoke of hunter’s camp,
Roams the majestic brute, in herds that shake
The earth with thundering steps—yect here I meet
His ancient footprints stamped beside the pool.

Still this great solitude is quick with life.
Myriads of insccts, gaudy as the flowers
They flutter over, gentle quadrupeds,
And birds, that scarce have learned the fear of man,
Are here, and sliding reptiles of the ground,
Startlingly beautiful. The graceful deer
Bounds to the wood at my approach. The bee,

64



WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT

A more adventurous colonist than man,

With whom he came across the castern deep,
Fills the savannas with his murmurings,

And hides his sweets, as in the golden age,
Within the hollow oak. 1 listen long

To his domestic hum, and think I hear

The sound of that advancing multitude
Which soon shall fill these deserts. From the ground
Comes up the laugh of children, the soft voice
Of maidens, and the sweet and solemn hymn
Of Sabbath worshippers. The Jow of herds
Blends with the rustling of the heavy grain
Over the dark brown furrows. All at once

A fresher wind sweeps by, and breaks my dream,
And I am in the wilderness alone.

RALPH WALDO EMERSON
1803-1882

27 A Letter

DEAR brother, would you know the life,

Please God, that I would lead?

On the first wheels that quit this weary town

Over yon western bridges I would ride

And with a cheerful benison forsake

Fach street and spire and roof, incontinent,

Then would I scek where God might guide my steps,
Deep in a woodland tract, a sunny farm,
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Amid the mountain counties, Hants, Franklin, Berks,
Where down the rock ravine a river roars,

Even from a brook, and where old woods

Not tamed and cleared cumber the ground

With their centennial wrecks.

Find me a slope where I can feel the sun

And mark the rising of the early stars.

There will I bring my books,—my household gods,
The reliquaries of my dead saint, and dwell

In the sweet odor of her memory.

Then in the uncouth solitude unlock

My stock of art, plant dials in the grass,

Hang in the air a bright thermometer

And aim a telescope at the inviolate sun,

CHARDON STREET, BosTon, 1831.

28 The Rhodora:

ON BEING ASKED, WHENCE IS THE FLOWERY

IN May, when sca-winds picrced our solitudes,

I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods,
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook,

To please the desert and the sluggish brook.

The purple petals, fallen in the pool,

Made the black water with their beauty gay;
Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool,
And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why

This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,

Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing,
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Then Beauty is its own excuse for being:

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose!

I never thought to ask, I never knew:

But, in my simple ignorance, suppose

The self-same Power that brought me there brought you.

29 The Humble-Bee

BURLY, dozing humble-bee,
Where thou art 1s clime for me.
Let them sail for Porto Rique,
Far-oft heats through seas to seek;
I will follow thee alone,

Thou animated torrid-zone!
Zigzag steerer, desert cheerer,

Let me chase thy waving lines;
Keep me ncarer, me thy hearer,
Singing over shrubs and vines.

Insect lover of the sun,

Joy of thy dominion!

Sailor of the atmosphere;

Swimmer through the waves of air;
Voyager of light and noon;
Fpicurean of June;

Wait, I prithee, till I come

Within earshot of thy hum,—

All without is martyrdom.

When the south wind, in May days,
With a net of shining haze
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Silvers the horizon wall,

And with softness touching all,
Tints the human countenance
With a color of romance,

And infusing subtle heats,
Turns the sod to violets,
Thou, in sunny solitudes,
Rover of the underwoods,

The green silence dost displace
With thy mellow, breezy bass.

Hot midsummer’s petted crone,
Sweet to me thy drowsy tone

Tells of countless sunny hours,

Long days, and solid banks of flowers;
Of gulfs of sweetness without bound
In Indian wildernesses found;

Of Syrian peace, immortal lcisure,
Firmest cheer, and bird-like pleasure.

Aught unsavory or unclean

Hath my insect never seen;

But violets and bilberry bells,
Maple-sap and daffodels,

Grass with green flag half-mast high,
Succory to match the sky,
Columbine with horn of honey,
Scented fern, and agrimony,
Clover, catchfly, adder’s-tongue
And bricr-roses, dwelt among;
All beside was unknown waste,
All was picture as he passed.
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Wiser far than human seer,
Yellow-breeched philosopher!
Seeing only what 1s fair,

Sipping only what is sweet,

Thou dost mock at fate and care,
Lcave the chaff, and take the wheat.
When the fierce northwestern blast
Cools sea and land so far and fast,
Thou already slumberest deep;
Woe and want thou canst outsleep;
Want and woe, which torture us,
Thy sleep makes ridiculous.

Concord Hymn

Sung at the completion of the Battle Monument,
July 4, 1837

BY the rude bridge that arched the flood,
Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,
Here once the embattled farmers stood

And fired the shot heard round the world.

The foe long since in silence slept;
Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;

And Time the ruined bridge has swept
Down the dark stream which secaward creeps.

On this green bank, by this soft stream,
We set to-day a votive stone;

That memory may their deed redcem,
When, like our sires, our sons are gone.



RALPH WALDO EMERSON

Spirit, that made those heroes dare
To die, and leave their children free,
Bid Time and Nature gently spare
The shaft we raise to them and thee,

31 Each and All

LITTLE thinks, in the field, yon red-cloaked clown
Of thee from the hill-top looking down;
The heifer that lows in the upland farm,
Far-heard, lows not thine ear to charm;

The sexton, tolling his bell at noon,

Deems not that great Napoleon

Stops his horse, and lists with delight,

Whilst his files sweep round yon Alpine height;
Nor knowest thou what argument

Thy life to thy neighbor’s creed has lent.

All are nceded by cach one;

Nothing is fair or good alone.

I thought the sparrow’s note from heaven,
Singing at dawn on the alder bough;

I brought him home, in his nest, at even;

He sings the song, but it chcers not now,

For I did not bring home the river and sky;—
He sang to my ear,—they sang to my eye.
The delicate shells lay on the shore:

The bubbles of the latest wave

Fresh pearls to their enamel gave,

And the bellowing of the savage sca

Greeted their safe escape to me,

I wiped away the weeds and foam.
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I fetched my sea-born treasures home;

But the poor, unsightly, noisome things

Had left their beauty on the shore

With the sun and the sand and the wild uproar,
The lover watched his graceful maid,

As ’mid the virgin train she strayed,

Nor knew her beauty’s best attire

Was woven still by the snow-white choir.

At last she came to his hermitage,

Like the bird from the woodlands to the cage;—
The gay enchantment was undone,

A gentle wife, but fairy none.

Then I said, ‘I covet truth;

Beauty is unripe childhood’s cheat;

I leave i1t behind with the games of youth:’—
As 1 spoke, beneath my fcet

The ground-pine curled its pretty wreath,
Running over the club-moss burrs;

I inhaled the violet’s breath;

Around me stood the oaks and firs;

Pine-cones and acorns lay on the ground;

Over me soared the eternal sky,

Full of light and of deity;

Again I say, again I heard,

The rolling river, the morning bird;;—
Beauty through my senses stole;

I yielded myself to the perfect whole.
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The Problem

I LIKE a church; I like a cowl;

I love a prophet of the soul;

And on my heart monastic aisles

Fall like sweet strains, or pensive smiles;
Yect not for all his faith can sece

Would I that cowléd cnurchman be.

Why should the vest on him allure,
Which I could not on me endure?

Not from a vain or shallow thought
His awful Jove young Phidias brought;
Never from lips of cunning fell

The thrilling Delphic oracle;

Out from the heart of nature rolled
The burdens of the Bible old;

T'’he litanies of nations came,

Like the volcano’s tongue of flame,

Up from the burning core below,—
The canticles of love and woe:

The hand that rounded Peter’s dome
And groined the aisles of Christian Rome
Wrought in a sad sincerity;

Himself from God he could not free;
He builded better than he knew;—
The conscious stone to beauty grew.

Know’st thou what wove yon woodbird’s nest
Of leaves, and fcathers from her breast?
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Or how the fish outbuilt her shell,
Painting with morn each annual cell?
Or how the sacred pine-tree adds

To her old leaves new myriads?

Such and so grew these holy piles,
Whilst love and terror laid the tiles.
Farth proudly wears the Parthenon,
As the best gem upon her zone,

And Morning opes with haste her lids
To gaze upon the Pyramids;

O’er Ingland’s abbeys bends the sky,
As on its friends, with kindred eye;
For out of Thought’s interior sphere
These wonders rose to upper air;

And Nature gladly gave them place,
Adopted them into her race,

And granted them an equal date
With Andes and with Ararat.

These temples grew as grows the grass;

Art might obey, but not surpass.

The passive Master lent his hand

To the vast soul that o’cr him planned;
And the same power that reared the shrins.
Bestrode the tribes that knelt within,
Ever the fiery Pentecost

Girds with one flame the countless host,
Trances the heart through chanting choirs,
And through the priest the mind inspires.
The word unto the prophet spoken

Was writ on tables yet unbroken;

The word by scers or sibyls told,

In groves of oak, or fanes of gold,
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Still floats upon the morning wind,
Still whispers to the willing mind.
One accent of the Holy Ghost

The heedless world hath never lost.
I know what say the fathers wise,—
The Book itself before me lies,
Old Clrysostom, best Augustine,
And he who blent both in his line,
The younger Golden Lips or mines,
Taylor, the Shakspeare of divines.
His words are music in my ear.

I see his cowled portrait dear;

And yet, for all his faith could see,
I would not the good bishop be.

Uriel

IT fell in the ancient periods
Which the brooding soul surveys,
Or ever the wild Time coined itself
Into calendar months and days.

This was the lapse of Uriel,
Which in Paradise befell.

Once, among the Pleiads walking,
Seyd overhecard the young gods talking;
And the treason, too long pent,
To his ears was evident.

The young deities discussed

Laws of form, and metre just,
Orb, quintessence, and sunbeams,
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What subsisteth, and what seems.
One, with low tones that decide,

And doubt and reverend use defied,
With a look that solved the sphere,
And stirred the devils everywhere,
Gave his sentiment divine

Against the being of a line.

‘Line in nature 1s not found;

Unit and universe are round;

In vain produced, all rays return;

Evil will bless, and ice will burn.’

As Uriel spoke with piercing cye,

A shudder ran around the sky;

The stern old war-gods shook their heads,
The seraphs frowned from myrtle-beds;
Seemed to the holy festival

The rash word boded ill to all;

The balance-beam of Fate was bent;
The bounds of good and 11l were rent;
Strong Hades could not keep his own,
But all slid to confusion.

A sad self-knowledge, withering, feli
On the beauty of Uriel;

In heaven once eminent, the god
Withdrew, that hour, into his cloud;
Whether doomed to long gyration

In the sea of generation,

Or by knowledge grown too bright
To hit the nerve of feebler sight.
Straightway, a forgetting wind

Stole over the celestial kind,

And their lips the secret kept,
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If in ashes the fire-sced slept.

But now and then, truth-speaking things
Shamed the angels’ veiling wings;
And, shrilling from the solar course,
Or from fruit of chemic force,
Procession of a soul in matter,

Or the speeding change of water,

Or out of the good of evil born,
Came Uriel’s voice of cherub scorn,
And a blush tinged the upper sky,

And the gods shook, they knew not why.

W oodnotes

‘ ‘HEN the pine tosses its cones

I'o the song of its waterfall tones,
Who speeds to the woodland walks?
To birds and trees who talks?
Casar of his leafy Rome,

There the poet is at home.

He goes to the river-side,—

Not hook nor line hath he;

He stands in the meadows wide,—
Nor gun nor scythe to see.

Sure some god his eye enchants:
What he knows nobody wants.

In the wood he travels glad,
Without better fortune had,
Melancholy without bad.
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Knowledge this man prizes best
Scems fantastic to the rest:
Pondering shadows, colors, clouds,
Grass-buds and caterpillar-shrouds,
Boughs on which the wild bees settle,
Tints that spot the violet’s petal,
Why Nature loves the number five,
And why the star-form she repecats:
Lover of all things alive,
Wonderer at all he meets,
Wonderer chiefly at himself,

Who can tell him what he is?

Or how meet in human elf

Coming and past cternities?

2

And such I knew, a forest scer,

A minstrel of the natural year,
Foreteller of the vernal ides,

Wise harbinger of spheres and tides,
A lover true, who knew by heart
Fach joy the mountain dales impart;
It scemed that Nature could not raise
A plant in any sccret place,

In quaking bog, on snowy hill,
Beneath the grass that shades the rill,
Under the snow, between the rocks,
In damp fields known to bird and fox.
But he would come in the very hour
It opened in its virgin bower,

As if a sunbeam showed the place,
And tell its long-descended race.
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It seemed as if the breezes brought him,
It scemed as if the sparrows taught him;
As if by secret sight he knew

Where, in far fields, the orchis grew.
Many haps fall in the field

Seldom seen by wishful eyes,

But all her shows did Nature vield,

To please and win this pilgrim wise.
He saw the partridge drum in the woods;
He heard the woodcock’s evening hymn;
He found the tawny thrushes’ broods;
And the shy hawk did wait for him;
What others did at distance hear,

And guessed within the thicket’s gloom,
Was shown to this philosopher,

And at his bidding seemed to come.

3

In unploughed Maine he sought the lumberers’ gang

Where from a hundred lakes young rivers sprang;

He trode the unplanted forest floor, whereon

The all-seeing sun for ages hath not shone;

Where feeds the moose, and walks the surly bear,

And up the tall mast runs the woodpecker.

He saw beneath dim aisles, in odorous beds,

The slight Linnea hang its twin-born heads,

And blessed the monument of the man of flowers,

Which breathes his sweet fame through the northern
bowers.

He heard, when in the grove, at intervals,

With sudden roar the aged pine-tree falls,—

Onec crash, the death-hymn of the perfect tree,
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Declares the close of its green century.

Low lies the plant to whose creation went

Sweet influence from every element;

Whose living towers the years conspired to build,
Whose giddy top the morning loved to gild.
Through these green tents, by eldest Nature dressed,
He roamed, content alike with man and beast.
Where darkness found him he lay glad at night;
There the red morning touched him with its light.
Three moons his great heart him a hermit made,
So long he roved at will the boundless shade.
The timid it concerns to ask their way,

And fear what foe in caves and swamps can stray,
To make no step until the event is known,

And ills to come as evils past bemoan.

Not so the wise; no coward watch he keeps

To spy what danger on his pathway creeps;

Go where he will, the wise man is at home,
His hecarth the earth,—his hall the azure dome;
Where his clear spirit leads him, there’s his road
By God’s own light illumined and foreshowed.

4

*T" was onc of the charméd days
When the genius of God doth flow;
The wind may alter twenty ways,
A tempest cannot blow;

It may blow north, it still is warm;
Or south, it still is clear;

Or east, it smells like a clover-farm;
Or west, no thunder fear.

The musing peasant, lowly great,
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Beside the forest water sate;

The rope-likc pine-roots crosswise grown
Composed the nctwork of his throne;

The wide lake, edged with sand and grass,
Was burnished to a floor of glass,
Painted with shadows green and proud

Of the tree and of the cloud.

He was the heart of all the scene;

On him the sun looked more serenec;

To hill and cloud his face was known,—
It seemed the likeness of their own;
They knew by secret sympathy

The public child of earth and sky.

“You ask,” he said, ‘what guide

Me through trackless thickets led,
Through thick-stemmed woodlands rough and wide.
I found the water’s bed.

The watercourses were my guide;

I travelled grateful by their side,

Or through their channel dry;

They led me through the thicket damp,
Through brake and fern, the beavers’ camp,
Through beds of granite cut my road,
And their resistless friendship showed.
The falling waters led me,

The foodful waters fed me,

And brought me to the lowest land,
Unerring to the ocean sand.

The moss upon the forest bark

Was pole-star when the night was dark;
The purple berries in the wood

Supplied me necessary food;

For Nature ever faithful 1s
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To such as trust her faithfulness.
When the forest shall mislead me,
When the night and morning lic,
When sca and land refuse to feed me,
*T" will be time enough to die;

Then will yet my mother yicld

A pillow in her greenest field,

Nor the June flowers scorn to cover

The clay of their departed lover.
The Snow-Storm

A NNOUNCED by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields,
Scems nowhere to alight: the whited air

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the hecaven,
And veils the farm-house at the garden’s end.
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier’s feet
Declayed, all friends shut out, the houscmates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come sce the north wind’s masonry.
Out of an unsecn quarry evermore
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer
Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or trce, or door.
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work
So fanciful, so savage, nought carcs he
For number or proportion. Mockingly,
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;
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A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn;

Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmer’s sighs; and at the gate

A tapering turret overtops the work.

And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,

Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,
Built in an age, the mad wind’s night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.

The Sphinx

THE Sphinx is drowsy,
Her wings are furled:
Her ear is heavy,
She broods on the world.
‘Who’ll tell me my secret,
The ages have kept? —
I awaited the scer
While they slumbered and slept:—

“The fate of the man-child,
The meaning of man;
Known fruit of the unknown;
Dzdalian plan;
Out of sleeping a waking,
Out of waking a sleep;
Life death overtaking;
Deep underneath deep?
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‘Erect as a sunbeam,
Upspringeth the palm;
The elephant browses,
Undaunted and calm;
In beautiful motion
The thrush plies his wings;
Kind leaves of his covert,
Your silence he sings.

“The waves, unashaméd,

In difference sweet,
Play glad with the breezes,
Old playfellows meet;

The journeying atoms,
Primordial wholes,

Firmly draw, firmly drive,
By their animate poles.

‘Sea, earth, air, sound, silence,
Plant, quadruped, bird,

By one music enchanted,
One deity stirred,—

Each the other adorning,
Accompany still;

Night veileth the morning,
The vapor the hill.

“T'he babe by its mother
Lies bathed in joy;

Glide its hours uncounted,—
The sun is its toy;

Shines the peace of all being,
Without cloud, in its eyes;
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And the sum of the world
In soft miniature lies.

‘But man crouches and blushes,
Absconds and conceals;
He creepeth and peepeth,
He palters and steals;
Infirm, meclancholy,
Jealous glancing around,
An oaf, an accomplice,
He poisons the ground.

‘Out spoke the great mother,
Beholding his fear;—
At the sound of her accents
Cold shuddered the sphere:—
“Who has drugged my boy’s cup?
Who has mixed my boy’s bread?
Who, with sadness and madness,
Has turned my child’s head?”’

I heard a poect answer
Aloud and cheerfully,
‘Say on, sweet Sphinx! thy dirges
Are pleasant songs to me.
Deep love lieth under
These pictures of time;
They fade in the light of
Their meaning sublime.

“T'he fiend that man harries
Is love of the Best;
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Yawns the pit of the Dragon,
Lit by rays from the Blest.
The Lethe of Nature
Can’t trance him again,
Whose soul sces the perfect,
Which his eyes seek in vain.

“T'o vision profounder,
Man’s spirit must dive;

His aye-rolling orb
At no goal will arrive;

T'’he hecavens that now draw him
With swecetness untold,

Once found,—for new heavens

He spurneth the old.

‘Pride ruined the angels,
Their shame them restores:
Lurks the joy that is sweetest
In stings of remorse.
Have I a lover
Who is noble and free? —
I would he were nobler
Than to love me.

‘Fterne alternation
Now follows, now flies;
And under pain, pleasure,—
Under pleasure, pain lies.
Love works at the centre,
Heart-heaving alway;
Forth speed the strong pulses

To the borders of day.
8s
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‘Dull Sphinx, Jove keep thy five wits;
Thy sight is growing blear;

Rue, myrrh and cummin for the Sphinx,
Her muddy ecyes to clear!’

The old Sphinx bit her thick lip,—
Said, ‘Who taught thce me to name?

I am thy spirit, yoke-fellow;
Of thine eye I am eyebeam.

“Thou art the unanswered question;
Couldst sce thy proper eye,
Alway 1t asketh, asketh;
And cach answer 1s a lie.
So take thy quest through nature,
It through thousand natures ply;
Ask on, thou clothed cternity;
Time is the false reply.’

Uprose the merry Sphinx,

And crouched no more in stone;
She melted into purple cloud,

She silvered in the moon;
She spired into a yellow flame;

She flowered in blossoms rea:
She flowed into a foaming wave:

She stood Monadnoc’s head.

Thorough a thousand voices
Spoke the universal dame;

‘Who telleth one of my meanings
Is master of all I am.
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Saadi

’I:{EES in groves,

Kine in droves,

In ocean sport the scaly herds,
Wedge-like cleave the air the birdg,

To northern lakes fly wind-borne ducks
Browse the mountain sheep in flocks,
Men consort in camp and town,

But the poet dwells alone.

God, who gave to him the lyre,
Of all mortals the desire,

For all breathing men’s behoof,
Straitly charged him, ‘Sit aloof;’
Annecxed a warning, pocts say,
To the bright premium,—
Ever, when twain together play,

Shall the harp be dumb.

Many may come,

But one shall sing;

Two touch the string,

The harp is dumb.

Though there come a million,
Wise Saadi dwells alone.

Yet Saadi loved the race of men,—
No churl, immured in cave or den;
In bower and hall

He wants them all,
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Nor can dispense

With Persia for his audience;

They must give ear,

Grow red with joy and white with fear;
But he has no companion;

Come ten, or come a million,

Good Saadi dwells alone.

Be thou ware where Saadi dwells;
Wisdom of the gods is he,—

Entertain it reverently.

Gladly round that golden lamp

Sylvan deities encamp,

And simple maids and noble youth

Are welcome to the man of truth.

Most welcome they who need him most,
They feed the spring which they exhaust;
For greater need

Draws better deed:

But, critic, spare thy vanity,

Nor show thy pompous parts,

To vex with odious subtlety

The cheerer of men’s hearts,

Sad-eyed Fakirs swiftly say

Endless dirges to decay,

Never in the blaze of light

Lose the shudder of midnight;

Pale at overflowing noon

Hear wolves barking at the moon;

In the bower of dalliance sweet

Hear the far Avenger’s feet:

And shake before those awful Powers,
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Who in their pride forgive not ours.
Thus the sad-cyed Fakirs preach:
‘Bard, when thee would Allah teach,
And lift thee to his holy mount,

He sends thee from his bitter fount
Wormwood,—saying, “Go thy ways;
Drink not the Malaga of praise,

But do the deed thy fellows hate,
And compromise thy peaceful state;
Smite the white breasts which thee fed,
Stuff sharp thorns bencath the head
Of them thou shouldst have comforted;
For out of woe and out of crime
Draws the heart a lore sublime.””’
And yet 1t scemeth not to me

That the high gods love tragedy;

For Saadi sat in the sun,

And thanks was his contrition;

For haircloth and for bloody whips,
Had active hands and smiling lips;
And yet his runes he rightly read,
And to his folk his message sped.
Sunshine in his heart transferred
Lighted each transparent word,

And well could honoring Persia learn
What Saadi wished to say;

For Saadi’s nightly stars did burn
Brighter than Jami’s day.

Whispered the Muse in Saadi’s cot:
‘O gentle Saadi, listen not,
Tempted by thy praise of wit,

Or by thirst and appetite
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For the talents not thine own,

To sons of contradiction.

Never, son of eastern morning,
Follow falsechood, follow scorning.
Denounce who will, who will deny,
And pile the hills to scale the sky;
Let theist, atheist, pantheist,
Define and wrangle how they list,
Fierce conserver, fierce destroyer,—
But thou, joy-giver and enjoyer,
Unknowing war, unknowing crime,
Gentle Saadi, mind thy rhyme;
Heed not what the brawlers say,
Heed thou only Saadi’s lay.

‘Let the great world bustle on

With war and trade, with camp and town;
A thousand men shall dig and eat;

At forge and furnace thousands sweat;
And thousands sail the purple sea,

And give or take the stroke of war,
Or crowd the market and bazaar;

Oft shall war end, and peace return,
And cities rise where cities burn,

Ere one man my hill shall climb,
Who can turn the golden rhyme.

Let them manage how they may,
Heed thou only Saadi’s lay.

Seek the living among the dead,—
Man in man is imprisonéd;
Barefooted Dervish is not poor,

If fate unlock his bosom’s door,

So that what his eye hath seen
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His tongue can paint as bright, as keen;
And what his tender heart hath felt
With equal fire thy heart shalt melt.
For, whom the Muses smile upon,
And touch with soft persuasion,

His words like a storm-wind can bring
Terror and beauty on their wing:

In his every syllable

Lurketh Nature veritable;

And though he speak in midnight dark,—
In heaven no star, on earth no spark,—
Yet before the listener’s eye

Swims the world in ecstasy,

The forest waves, the morning breaks,
The pastures sleep, ripple the lakes,
Leaves twinkle, flowers like persons be,
And life pulsates in rock or tree.
Saadi, so far thy words shall reach:
Suns rise and set in Saadi’s speech!’

And thus to Saadi said the Muse:

‘Eat thou the brecad which men refuse;
Flee from the goods which from thee flee;
Seek nothing,—Fortune seeketh thee.

Nor mount, nor dive; all good things keep
The midway of the eternal deep.

Wish not to fill the isles with eyes

To fetch thee birds of paradise:

On thine orchard’s edge belong

All the brags of plume and song;

Wise Ali’s sunbright sayings pass

For proverbs in the market-place:
Through mountains bored by regal art,
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Toil whistles as he drives his cart.

Nor scour the scas, nor sift mankind,
A poet or a friend to find:

Behold, he watches at the door!
Behold his shadow on the floor!

Open innumerable doors

The heaven where unveiled Allah pours
The flood of truth, the flood of good,
The Seraph’s and the Cherub’s food.
Those doors are men: the Pariah hind
Admits thee to the perfect Mind.
Seck not beyond thy cottage wall
Redcemers that can yield thee all:
While thou sittest at thy door

On the desert’s yellow floor,

Listening to the gray-haired crones,
Foolish gossips, ancient drones,

Saadi, see! they rise in stature

To the height of mighty Nature,

And the secret stands revealed
Fraudulent Time in vain conccaled,—

That blessed gods in servile masks
Plied for thee thy household tasks.’

38 Hamatreya

BULKFLEY, Hunt, Willard, Hosmer, Meriam, Flint,
Possessed the land which rendered to their toil

Hay, corn, roots, hemp, flax, apples, wool and wood.
Fach of these landlords walked amidst his farm,

Saying, ¢ ”T is mine, my children’s and my name’s,
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How sweet the west wind sounds in my own trees!
How graceful climb those shadows on my hill!

I fancy these pure waters and the flags

Know me, as does my dog: we sympathize;

And, I afiirm, my actions smack of the soil.’

Where are these men? Asleep beneath their grounds:
And strangers, fond as they, their furrows plough.
Earth laughs in flowers, to sce her boastful boys
Farth-proud, proud of the carth which is not theirs;
Who steer the plough, but cannot steer their feet
Clear of the grave.

They added ridge to valley, brook to pond,

And sighed for all that bounded their domain;
“This suits me for a pasture; that’s my park;

We must have clay, lime, gravel, granite-ledge,

And misty lowland, where to go for peat.

The land 1s well,—lies fairly to the south.

"T" is good, when you have crossed the sea and back,
To find the sitfast acres where you left them.’

Ah! the hot owner sees not Death, who adds

Him to his land, a lump of mould the more.

Hear what the Farth says:—

EARTH-SONG

‘Mine and yours;

Mine, not yours.

Earth endures;

Stars abide—

Shine down in the old sea;
O1d are the shores;

But where are old men?
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I who have seen much,
Such have I never seen.

“The lawyer’s dced

Ran sure,

In tail,

To them, and to their heirs
Who shall succeed,
Without fail,

Forevermore.

‘Here 1s the land,

Shaggy with wood,

With its old valley,
Mound and flood.

But the heritors? —

Fled like the flood’s foam.
The lawyer, and the laws,
And the kingdom,

Clean swept herefrom.

“They called me theirs,
Who so controlled me;

Yet every one

Wished to stay, and is gone,
How am 1 theirs,

If they cannot hold me,
But I hold them?’

When I heard the Earth-song

I was no longer brave;

My avarice cooled

Like lust in the chill of the grave.
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Forerunners

LONG I followed happy guides,

I could never reach their sides;

Their step is forth, and, ere the day
Breaks up their leaguer, and away.
Keen my sense, my heart was young,
Right good-will my sinews strung,

But no speed of mine avails

To hunt upon their shining trails.
On and away, their hasting fcet

Make the morning proud and sweet;
Flowers they strew,—I catch the scent;
Or tone of silver instrument

IL.eaves on the wind melodious trace;
Yet I could never see their face.

On eastern hills I see their smokes,
Mixed with mist by distant lochs,

I met many travellers

Who the road had surely kept;

They saw not my fine revellers,—
These had crossed them while they slept.
Some had heard their fair report,

In the country or the court.

Fleetest couriers alive

Never yet could once arrive,

As they went or they returned,

At the house where these sojourned.
Sometimes their strong speed they slacken,
Though they are not overtaken;

In sleep their jubilant troop is near,—

95



RALPH WALDO EMERSON

I tuneful voices overhear;

It may be in wood or waste,—

At unawares ’t is come and past.
Their near camp my spirit knows
By signs gracious as rainbows.

I thenceforward and long after
Listen for their harp-like laughter,
And carry in my heart, for days,
Peace that hallows rudest ways.

40 Bacchus

BRING me wine, but wine which never grew

In the belly of the grape,

Or grew on vine whose tap-roots, reaching through
Under the Andes to the Cape,

Suffer no savor of the carth to scape.

Let its grapes the morn salute

From a nocturnal root,

Which feels the acrid juice

Of Styx and Lrcebus;

And turns the woe of Night,

By its own craft, to a more rich delight.

We buy ashes for bread;

We buy diluted wine;

Give me of the true,—

Whose ample leaves and tendrils curled
Among the silver hills of heaven
Draw everlasting dew;
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Wine of wine,

Blood of the world,

Form of forms, and mould of statures,
That I intoxicated,

And by the draught assimilated,

May float at pleasure through all natures;
The bird-language rightly spell,

And that which roses say so well.

Wine that 1s shed

Like the torrents of the sun

Up the horizon walls,

Or like the Atlantic strcams, which run

When the South Sca calls.

Water and bread,

Food which needs no transmuting,
Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting,
Wine which is already man,

Food which teach and rcason can.

Wine which Music is,—

Music and wine are one,—

That I, drinking this,

Shall hear far Chaos talk with me;
Kings unborn shall walk with me;
And the poor grass shall plot and plan
What 1t will do when it is man,
Quickened so, will I unlock

Every crypt of every rock.

I thank the joyful juice
For all I know;—
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Winds of remembering

Of the ancient being blow,
And seeming-solid walls of use
Open and flow.

Pour, Bacchus! the remembering wine;
Retrieve the loss of me and mine!
Vine for vine be antidote,

And the grape requite the lote!

Haste to cure the old despair,—

Reason in Nature’s lotus drenched,

The memory of ages quenched;

Give them again to shine;

Let wine repair what this undid;

And where the infection slid,

A dazzling memory revive;

Refresh the faded tints,

Recut the aged prints,

And write my old adventures with the pen
Which on the first day drew,

Upon the tablets blue,

The dancing Pleiads and eternal men.

41 Merlin

T{\’ trivial harp will never please
Or fill my craving ear;

Its chords should ring as blows the breeze,
Frce, peremptory, clear.

No jingling serenader’s art,

Nor tinkle of piano strings,

Can make the wild blood start

98



RALPH WALDO EMERSON

In its mystic springs.

The kingly bard

Must smite the chords rudely and hard,
As with hammer or with mace;

That they may render back

Artful thunder, which conveys

Secrets of the solar track,

Sparks of the supersolar blaze.

Merlin’s blows are strokes of fate,
Chiming with the forest tone,

When boughs buffet boughs in the wood;
Chiming with the gasp and moan

Of the ice-imprisoned flood;

With the pulse of manly hearts;

With the voice of orators;

With the din of city arts;

With the cannonade of wars;

W ith the marches of the brave;

And prayers of might from martyrs’ cave.

Great is the art,

Great be the manners, of the bard.
He shall not his brain encumber
With the coil of rhythm and number;
But, lcaving rule and pale forethought,
He shall aye climb

For his rhyme.

‘Pass in, pass in,” the angels say,

‘In to the upper doors,

Nor count compartments of the floors,
But mount to paradise

By the stairway of surprise.’
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Blameless master of the games,
King of sport that never shames,
He shall daily joy dispense

Hid in song’s sweet influence.
Forms more cheerly live and go,
What time the subtle mind

Sings aloud the tune whereto
Their pulses beat,

And march their feet,

And their members are combined.

By Sybarites beguiled,

He shall no task decline;
Merlin’s mighty line

Fxtremes of nature reconciled,—
Bereaved a tyrant of his will,
And made the lion mild.

Songs can the tempest still,
Scattered on the stormy air,
Mould the yecar to fair increase,
And bring in poetic peace.

He shall not seek to weave,

In weak, unhappy times,

Efficacious rhymes;

Wait his returning strength.

Bird that from the nadir’s floor

To the zenith’s top can soar,—

The soaring orbit of the muse exceeds that
journey’s length.

Nor profanc affect to hit

Or compass that, by meddling wit,
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Which only the propitious mind

Publishes when ’t is inclined.

There are open hours

When the God’s will sallies free,

And the dull idiot might see

The flowing fortunes of a thousand years;—
Sudden, at unawares,

Self-moved, fly-to the doors,

Nor sword of angels could reveal

What they conceal.

Merops

“HAT care I, so they stand the same,—
Things of the heavenly mind,—
How long the power to give them name

Tarries yet behind?

Thus far to-day your favors reach,
O fair, appeasing presences!

Ye taught my lips a single speech,
And a thousand silences.

Space grants beyond his fated road
No inch to the god of day;

And copious language still bestowed
One word, no more, to say.
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Ode

Inscribed to W. H. Channing

THOUGH loath to grieve
The evil time’s sole patriot,
I cannot lecave

My honied thought

For the priest’s cant,

Or statecsman’s rant.

If T refuse

My study for their politique,
Which at the best is trick,
The angry Muse

Puts confusion in my brain.

But who is he that prates
Of the culture of mankind,
Of better arts and life?

Go, blindworm, go,
Behold the famous States
Harrying Mexico

With rifle and with knife!

Or who, with accent bolder,

Dare praise the freedom-loving mountaineer?
I found by thee, O rushing Contoocook!

And in thy valleys, Agiochook!

The jackals of the negro-holder.

The God who made New Hampshire
Taunted the lofty land
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With little men ;—

Small bat and wren

House in the oak:—

If earth-fire cleave

The upheaved land, and bury the folk,
The southern crocodile would grieve.
Virtue palters; Right is hence;

Freedom praised, but hid;

Funeral eloquence

Rattles the coffin-lid.

What boots thy zeal,

O glowing friend,

That would indignant rend
The northland from the south?
Wherefore?! to what good end?
Boston Bay and Bunker Hill
Would serve things still;—
Things are of the snake.

The horseman serves the horse,
The neatherd serves the neat,

The merchant serves the purse,
The eater serves his meat;

T is the day of the chattel,

Web to weave, and corn to grind;
Things are in the saddle,

And ride mankind.

There are two laws discrete,

Not reconciled,—

Law for man, and law for thing;
The last builds town and fleet,
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But it runs wild,
And doth the man unking.

T 1s fit the forest fall,
The stcep be graded,
The mountain tunnelled,
The sand shaded,

The orchard planted,
The glebe tilled,

The prairie granted,
The steamer built.

Let man serve law for man;

Live for friendship, live for love,
For truth’s and harmony’s behoof;
The state may follow how it can,
As Olympus follows Jove.

Yet do not I implore
The wrinkled shopman to my sounding woods,
Nor bid the unwilling senator
Ask votes of thrushes in the solitudes.
Fvery one to his chosen work;
Foolish hands may mix and mar;
Wise and sure the issucs are.
Round they roll till dark is light,
Sex to sex, and even to odd;—
The over-god
Who marries Right to Might,
Who peoples, unpeoples,—
He who exterminates
Races by stronger races,
Black by white faces,—
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Knows to bring honey
Out of the lion;
Grafts gentlest scion

On pirate and Turk.

The Cossack eats Poland,

Like stolen fruit;

Her last noble 1s ruined,

Her last poet mute:

Straight, into double band

The victors divide;

Half for freedom strike and stand;—

The astonished Muse finds thousands at her side.

Give All to Love

GIVE all to love;

Obcey thy heart;

Friends, kindred, days,
Fstate, good-fame,

Plans, credit and the Muse,—
Nothing refuse.

"T" is a brave master;
Let 1t have scope:
Follow it utterly,
Hope beyond hope:
High and more high
It dives into noon,
With wing unspent,
Untold intent;
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But it is a god,
Knows its own path
And the outlets of the sky.

It was never for the mean;
It requireth courage stout.
Souls above doubt,

Valor unbending,

It will reward,—

They shall return

More than they were,

And ever ascending.

Leave all for love;

Yet, hear me, yet,

One word more thy heart behoved,
One pulse more of firm endeavor,—
Kcep thee to-day,

To-morrow, forever,

Free as an Arab

Of thy becloved.

Cling with life to the maid;

But when the surprise,

First vague shadow of surmise
Flits across her bosom young,

Of a joy apart from thee,

Free be she, fancy-free;

Nor thou detain her vesture’s hem,
Nor the palest rose she flung
From her summer diadem.

Though thou loved her as thyself,
As a self of purer clay,
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Though her parting dims the day,
Stealing grace from all alive;
Heartily know,

When half-gods go,
The gods arrive.

45 Days

DAUGHTERS of Time, the hypocritic Days,
Muflled and dumb like barefoot dervishes,

And marching single in an endless file,

Bring diadems and fagotsgin their hands.

To each they offer gifts after his will,

Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all.
I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp,
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily

Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day

Turned and departed silent. I, too late,

Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn.

46 Brahma

IF the red slayer think he slays,
Or if the slain think he is slain,
They know not well the subtle ways
I keep, and pass, and turn again.

Far or forgot to me is near;
Shadow and sunlight are the same;
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The vanished gods to me appear;
And one to me are shame and fame.

They reckon 111 who leave me out;
When me they fly, I am the wings;
I am the doubter and the doubt,
And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.

The strong gods pine for my abode,
And pine in vain the sacred Seven;
But thou, meek lover of the good!
Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.

47 Seashore

I HEARD or seemed to hear the chiding Sea
Say, Pilgrim, why so late and slow to come?
Am I not always here, thy summer home?

Is not my voice thy music, morn and eve?

My breath thy healthful climate in the heats,
My touch thy antidote, my bay thy bath?
Was ever building like my terraces?

Was ever couch magnificent as mine’

Lie on the warm rock-ledges, and there learn
A little hut suffices like a town.

I make your sculptured architecture vain,
Vain beside mine. I drive my wedges home,
And carve the coastwise mountain into caves.
Lo! here is Rome and Nineveh and T'hebes,
Karnak and Pyramid and Giant’s Stairs

Half piled or prostrate: and my newest slab

Older than all thy race.
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Behold the Sea,
The opaline, the plentiful and strong,
Yet beautiful as is the rose in June,
Fresh as the trickling rainbow of July;
Sea full of food, the nourisher of kinds,
Purger of earth, and medicine of men;
Creating a sweet climate by my breath,
Washing out harms and griefs from memory,
And, in my mathematic ebb and flow,
Giving a hint of that which changes not.
Rich are the sea-gods:—who gives gifts but they?
They grope the sea for pearls, but more than pearls:
They pluck Force thence, and give it to the wise.
For every wave 1s wealth to Daedalus,
Wealth to the cunning artist who can work
This matchless strength. Where shall he find, O waves!
A load your Atlas shoulders cannot lift?

I with my hammer pounding evermore
The rocky coast, smite Andes into dust,
Strewing my bed, and, in another age,
Rebuild a continent of better men.

Then I unbar the doors: my paths lead out
The exodus of nations: I disperse
Men to all shores that front the hoary main.

[ too have arts and sorceries;
[llusion dwells forever with the wave.
I know what spells are laid. Leave me to deal
With credulous and imaginative man;
For, though he scoop my water in his palm,
A few rods off he deems it gems and clouds.
Planting strange fruits and sunshine on the shore,
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[ make some coast alluring, some lone isle,
To distant men, who must go there, or die.

48 Two Rivers

THY summer voice, Musketaquit,

Repeats the music of the rain;

But sweeter rivers pulsing flit

Through thee, as thou through Concord Plain.

Thou in thy narrow banks art pent:

The strecam I love unbounded goes

Through flood and sca and firmament;
Through light, through life, it forward tlows.

[ see the inundation sweet,

[ hear the spending of the stream

Through years, through men, through Nature fleet,
Through love and thought, through power and dream,

Musketaquit, a goblin strong,

Of shard and flint makes jewels gay;
They lose their grief who hear his song,
And where he winds is the day of day.

So forth and brighter fares my strcam,—
Who drink it shall not thirst again;

No darkness stains its equal gleam,

And ages drop in it like rain.
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Quatrains

ORATOR

HF, who has no hands

Perforce must ure his tongue;
Foxes are so cunning
Because they are not strong.

POL'T

To clothe the ficry thought

In simple words succeeds,

For still the craft of genius 1s
T'o mask a king in weeds.

GARDENER

True Brahmin, in the morning meadows wet,
Expound the Vedas of the violet,

Or, hid in vines, peeping through many a loop,
Sce the plum redden, and the beurré stoop.

T erminus

IT is time to be old,

To take in saili—

The god of bounds,

Who sets to scas a shore,

Came to me in his fatal rounds,

And said: ‘No more!

No farther shoot

Thy broad ambitious branches, and thy root.
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Fancy departs: no more invent;
Contract thy firmament

To compass of a tent.

There’s not enough for this and that,
Make thy option which of two;
Economize the failing river,

Not the less revere the Giver,

Leave the many and hold the few,
Timely wise accept the terms,

Soften the fall with wary foot;

A little while

Still plan and smile,

And,—fault of novel germs,—
Mature the unfallen fruit.

Curse, if thou wilt, thy sires,

Bad husbands of their fires,

Who, when they gave thee breath,
Failed to bequeath

The needful sinew stark as once,
The Baresark marrow to thy bones,
But left a legacy of ebbing veins,
Inconstant heat and nerveless reins,——
Amid the Muses, left thee deaf and dumb,
Amid the gladiators, halt and numb.’

As the bird trims her to the gale,
I trim myself to the storm of time,
I man the rudder, reef the sail,
Obey the voice at eve obeyed at prime:
‘Lowly faithful, banish fear,
Right onward drive unharmed;
The port, well worth the cruise, is near,
And every wave is charmed.’
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1807-1882

Hymn to the Night

Aomacln, TplA\oros

I HEARD the trailing garments of the Night
Sweep through her marble halls!

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light
From the celestial walls!

I felt her presence, by its spell of might,
Stoop o’er me from above;

The calm, majestic presence of the Night,
As of the one I love.

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,
The manifold, soft chimes,
That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,

Like some old poet’s rhymes.

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air
My spirit drank repose;

The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,—
From those deep cisterns flows.

O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear
What man has borne before!

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,
And they complain no more.
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Peace! Peace! Orestes-like 1 breathe this prayer!
Descend with broad-winged flight,
The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,

The best-bcloved Night!
The Day Is Done

’I;‘IF. day 1s done, and the darkness
Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather is wafted downward
From an cagle in his flight.

I see the lights of the village
Gleam through the rain and the mist,
And a fecling of sadness comes o’er me
That my soul cannot resist:

A feeling of sadness and longing,
That 1s not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only
As the mist resembles the rain.

Come, read to me some poem,
Some simple and heartfelt lay,
That shall soothe this restless feeling,
And banish the thoughts of day.

Not from the grand old masters,
Not from the bards sublime,

Whose distant footsteps echo
Through the corridors of Time.
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For, like strains of martial music,
Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life’s endless toil and endeavor;
And to-night I long for rest.

Read from some humbler poet,
Whose songs gushed from his heart,
As showers from the clouds of summer,
Or tears from the cyelids start;

Who, through long days of labor,
And nights devoid of ease,

Still heard in his soul the music
Of wonderful meclodies.

Such songs have power to quict
The restless pulse of care,
And come like the benediction

That follows after prayer.

Then read from the treasured volume
The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet
The beauty of thy voice.

And the night shall be filled with music,
And the cares, that infest the day,

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,
And as silently steal away.
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116

Seaweed

‘ ‘HEN descends on the Atlantic
The gigantic
Storm-wind of the equinox,
Landward in his wrath he scourges
The toiling surges,
Laden with seaweed from the rocks:

From Bermuda’s reefs; from edges
Of sunken ledges,

In some far-off, bright Azore;

From Bahama, and the dashing,
Silver-flashing

Surges of San Salvador;

From the tumbling surf, that buries
The Orkneyan skerries,

Answering the hoarse Hebrides;

And from wrecks of ships, and drifting
Spars, uplifting

On the desolate, rainy seas;—

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting
On the shifting

Currents of the restless main;

Till in sheltered coves, and reaches
Of sandy beaches,

All have found repose again.

So when storms of wild emotion
Strike the ocean
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Of the poet’s soul, erelong

From each cave and rocky fastness,
In its vastness,

Floats some fragment of a song:

From the far-off isles enchanted,
Heaven has planted

With the golden fruit of Truth;

From the flashing surf, whose vision
Gleams Elysian

In the tropic clime of Youth;

From the strong Will, and the Endcavor
That forever

Wrestle with the tides of Fate;

From the wreck of Hopes far-scattered,
T'empest-shattered,

Floating waste and desolate ;—

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting
On the shifting

Currents of the restless heart;

Till at length in books recorded,
They, like hoarded

Houschold words, no more depart.

Curfew

I

SOLEMNLY, mournfully,
Dcaling its dole,

The Curfew Bell
Is beginning to toll.
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Cover the embers,
And put out the light;

Toil comes with the morning,
And rest with the night.

Dark grow the windows,
And quenched is the fire;

Sound fades into silence,—
All footsteps retire.

No voice in the chambers,
No sound in the hall!
Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all!

I1

The book is completed,
And closed, like the day;

And the hand that has written it
Lays it away.

Dim grow its fancies;
Forgotten they lic;
Like coals in the ashes,

They darken and die.

Song sinks into silence,
The story i1s told,

The windows arc darkened,
The hearth-stone 1s cold.

Darker and darker
The black shadows fall;
Slecp and oblivion

Reign over all,
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55 The Fire of Drift-Wood

Devereux Farm, near Marblehead

‘ i E sat within the farm-house old,

Whose windows, looking o’cr the bay,
Gave to the sca-breeze damp and cold
An casy entrance, night and day.

Not far away we saw the port,

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town,
The lighthouse, the dismantled fort,

The wooden houses, quaint and brown.

We sat and talked until the night,
Descending, filled the little room;
Our faces faded from the sight,
Our voices only broke the gloom.

We spake of many a vanished scene,
Of what we once had thought and said,
Of what had bcen, and might have been,
And who was changed, and who was dead;

And all that fills the hearts of friends,
When first they feel, with sccret pain,
Their lives henceforth have separate ends,

And ncver can be one again;

The first slight swerving of the heart,
That words are powecrless to express,

119



HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

And leave it still unsaid in part,
Or say it in too great excess.

The very tones in which we spake

Had something strange, I could but mark;
The leaves of memory seemed to make

A mournful rustling in the dark.

Oft died the words upon our lips,
As suddenly, from out the fire
Built of the wreck of stranded ships,
The flames would leap and then expire.

And, as their splendor flashed and failed,
We thought of wrecks upon the main,

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed
And sent no answer back again.

The windows, rattling in their frames,
The ocean, roaring up the beach,
The gusty blast, the bickering flames,
All mingled vaguely in our speech;

Until they made themselves a part
Of fancies floating through the brain,
The long-lost ventures of the heart,
That send no answers back again.

O flames that glowed! O hearts that yearned!
They were indced too much akin,

The drift-wood fire without that burned,
The thoughts that burned and glowed within.
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56  The Jewish Cemetery at Newport

H OW strange it scems! These Hebrews in their graves,
Close by the street of this fair seaport town,

Silent beside the never-silent waves,
At rest in all this moving up and down!

The trees are white with dust, that o’er their sleep
Wave their broad curtains in the southwind’s breath,
While underneath these leafy tents they keep
The long, mysterious Exodus of Death.

And these sepulchral stones, so old and brown,
That pave with level flags their burial-place,

Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown down
And broken by Moses at the mountain’s base.

The very names recorded here are strange,
Of foreign accent, and of different climes;
Alvares and Rivera interchange

With Abraham and Jacob of old times.

‘Blessed be God, for he created Death!’

The mourners said, ‘and Death is rest and peace’;
Then added, in the certainty of faith,

‘And giveth Life that nevermore shall cease.’

Closed are the portals of their Synagogue,
No Psalms of David now the silence break,
No Rabbi reads the ancient Decalogue
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake.
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Gone are the living, but the dead remain,
And not ncglected; for a hand unseen,
Scattering its bounty, like a summer rain,
Still keeps their graves and their remembrance green.

How came they here? What burst of Christian hate,
What persecution, merciless and blind,

Drove o’er the sea—that desert desolate—
These Ishmacls and Hagars of mankind?

They lived in narrow strcets and lanes obscure,
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire;

Taught in the school of paticnce to endure
The lifc of anguish and the death of fire.

All their lives long, with the unleavened bread
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears,

The wasting famine of the heart they fed,
And slaked its thirst with marah of their tears.

Anathema maranatha! was the cry
That rang from town to town, from street to street:
At every gate the accursed Mordecai

Was mocked and jecred, and spurned by Christian feet.

Pride and humiliation hand in hand
Walked with them through the world where’er they
went;
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand,
And yet unshaken as the continent.

For in the background figures vague and vast
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime,
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And all the great traditions of the Past
They saw reflected in the coming time.

And thus forever with reverted look

The mystic volume of the world they read,
Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book,

Till life became a Legend of the Dead.

But ah! what once has been shall be no more!
The groaning earth in travail and in pain

Brings forth its races, but does not restore,
And the dcad nations never risc again.

57 My Lost Youth

OFTEN I think of the becautiful town
That 1s scated by the sca;
Often in thought go up and down
The pleasant streets of that dear old town,
And my youth comes back to me.
And a verse of a Lapland song
Is haunting my memory still:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.

I can see the shadowy lines of its trees,
And catch, in sudden gleams,
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,
And islands that were the Hesperides
Of all my boyish dreams.
And the burden of that old song,
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It murmurs and whispers still:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

I remember the black wharves and the slips,
And the sea-tides tossing free;
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,
And the beauty and mystery of the ships,
And the magic of the sea.
And the voice of that wayward song
Is singing and saying still:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

I remember the bulwarks by the shore,
And the fort upon the hill;
The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,
The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er,
And the bugle wild and shrill.
And the music of that old song
Throbs in my memory still:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

I remember the sea-fight far away,
How it thundered o’cr the tide!
And the dead captains, as they lay
In their graves, o’erlooking the tranquil bay
Where they in battle died.
And the sound of that mournful song
Goes through me with a thrill:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’
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I can see the breezy dome of groves,
The shadows of Deering’s Woods;
And the friendships old and the early loves
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves
In quiet neighborhoods.
And the verse of that sweet old song,
It flutters and murmurs still:
‘A boy’s will 1s the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart
Across the school-boy’s brain;
The song and the silence in the heart,
That in part are prophecies, and in part
Are longings wild and vain,
And the voice of that fitful song
Sings on, and is never still:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

There are things of which I may not speak;
There are dreams that cannot dic;
There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak,
And bring a pallor into the cheek,
And a mist before the eye.
And the words of that fatal song
Come over me like a chill:
‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

Strange to me now are the forms I meet
When I visit the dear old town;
But the native air is pure and sweet,
And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known strect,
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As they balance up and down,
Are singing the beautiful song,
Are sighing and whispering still:
‘A boy’s will 1s the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair,
And with joy that is almost pain
My heart goes back to wander there,
And among the dreams of the days that were,
I find my lost youth again.
And the strange and beautiful song,
The groves are repeating it still:
‘A boy’s will 1s the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’

58 The Birds of Killingworth

IT was the season, when through all the land
The merle and mavis build, and building sing
Those lovely lyrics, written by His hand,
Whom Saxon Cedmon calls the Blitheheart King;
When on the boughs the purple buds expand,
The banners of the vanguard of the Spring,
And rivulets, rejoicing, rush and leap,
And wave their fluttering signals from the steep.

The robin and the bluebird, piping loud,
Filled all the blossoming orchards with their glee;
The sparrows chirped as if they still were proud
Their race in Holy Writ should mentioned be;
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And hungry crows, assembled in a crowd,
Clamored their piteous prayer incessantly,
Knowing who hears the ravens cry, and said:

‘Give us, O Lord, this day, our daily bread!’

Across the Sound the birds of passage sailed,
Speaking some unknown language strange and swecet
Of tropic isle remote, and passing hailed
The village with the cheers of all their fleet;
Or quarrelling together, laughed and railed
Like forcign sailors, landed in the street
Of seaport town, and with outlandish noise
Of oaths and gibberish frightening girls and boys.

Thus came the jocund Spring in Killingworth,
In fabulous days, some hundred ycars ago;
And thrifty farmers, as they tilled the carth,
Heard with alarm the cawing of the crow,
That mingled with the universal mirth,
Cassandra-like, prognosticating woc;
They shook their heads, and doomed with dreadful words
To swift destruction the whole race of birds.

And a town-meeting was convened straightway
To set a price upon the guilty heads
Of these marauders, who, in licu of pay,
Levied black-mail upon the garden beds
And cornfields, and bcheld without dismay
The awful scarecrow, with his fluttering shreds;
The skeleton that waited at their feast,
Whereby their sinful pleasure was increased.

Then from his house, a temple painted white,
With fluted columns, and a roof of red,
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The Squire came forth, august and splendid sight!
Slowly descending, with majestic tread,

Three flights of steps, nor looking left nor right,
Down the long street he walked, as one who said,

‘A town that boasts inhabitants like me

Can have no lack of good society!’

The Parson, too, appeared, a man austere,
The instinct of whose nature was to kill;
The wrath of God he preached from yecar to year,
And read, with fervor, Edwards on the Will;
His favorite pastime was to slay the deer
In Summer on some Adirondac hill;
E’en now, while walking down the rural lane,
He lopped the wayside lilies with his cane.

From the Academy, whose belfry crowned

The hill of Science with its vane of brass,
Came the Preceptor, gazing idly round,

Now at the clouds, and now at the green grass,
And all absorbed in reveries profound

Of fair Almira in the upper class,
Who was, as in a sonnet he had said,
As pure as water, and as good as bread.

And next the Deacon issued from his door,

In his voluminous neck-cloth, white as snow;
A suit of sable bombazine he wore;

His form was ponderous, and his step was slow;
There never was so wise a man before;

He seemed the incarnate ‘Well, I told you so!’
And to perpetuate his great renown
There was a street named after him in town.
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These came together in the new town-hall,
With sundry farmers from the region round.
The Squire presided, dignified and tall,
His air impressive and his reasoning sound;
I11 fared it with the birds, both great and small;
Hardly a friend in all that crowd they found,
But enemies enough, who every one
Charged them with all the crimes beneath the sun.

When they had ended, from his place apart

Rose the Preceptor, to redress the wrong,
And, trembling like a steed before the start,

Looked round bewildered on the expectant throng;
Then thought of fair Almira, and took heart

To spcak out what was in him, clear and strong,
Alike regardless of their smile or frown,
And quite determined not to be laughed down.

‘Plato, anticipating the Reviewers,

From his Republic banished without pity
The Poets; in this little town of yours,

You put to death, by means of a Committee,
The ballad-singers and the Troubadours,

The street-musicians of the hcavenly city,
The birds, who make sweet music for us all
In our dark hours, as David did for Saul.

“The thrush that carols at the dawn of day
From the green steeples of the piny wood;

The oriole in the elm; the noisy jay,
Jargoning like a foreigner at his food;

The bluebird balanced on some topmost spray,
Flooding with melody the neighborhood;
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Linnct and meadow-lark, and all the throng
That dwell in nests, and have the gift of song.

‘You slay them all! and wherefore? for the gain
Of a scant handful more or less of wheat,
Or rye, or barlcy, or some other grain,
Scratched up at random by industrious feet,
Scarching for worm or weevil after rain!
Or a few cherries, that are not so sweet
As are the songs these uninvited guests
Sing at their feast with comfortable breasts.

‘Do you ne’er think what wondrous beings these?
Do you ne’er think who made them, and who taught
The dialect they speak, where mclodics
Alone arc the interpreters of thought?
Whose houschold words are songs in many kevs,
Swecter than instrument of man c’er caught!
Whose habitations in the tree-tops cven
Are half-way houscs on the road to hcaven!

“Think, every morning when the sun peeps through
The dim, leaf-latticed windows of the grove,
How jubilant the happy birds rencw
Their old, melodious madrigals of love!
And when you think of this, remember too
"Tis always morning somewhere, and above
The awakening continents, from shore to shore,
Somewhere the birds are singing evermore.

“Think of your woods and orchards without birds!
Of empty nests that cling to boughs and beams
As in an idiot’s brain remembered words
Hang empty ’mid the cobwebs of his dreams!
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Will bleat of flocks or bellowing of herds
Make up for the lost music, when your teams

Drag home the stingy harvest, and no more

The feathered gleaners follow to your door?

‘What! would you rather see the incessant stir
Of insects in the windrows of the hay,
And hear the locust and the grasshopper
Their melancholy hurdy-gurdies play?
Is this more pleasant to you than the whir
Of meadow-lark, and her sweet roundelay,
Or twitter of little field-fares, as you take
Your nooning in the shade of bush and brake?

“You call them thieves and pillagers; but know,
They are the wingéd wardens of your farms,
Who from the cornficlds drive the insidious foe,
And from your harvests keep a hundred harms;
Iven the blackest of them all, the crow,
Renders good service as your man-at-arms,
Crushing the beetle in his coat of mail,
And crying havoc on the slug and snail.

‘How can I teach your children gentlencss,
And mercy to the weak, and reverence
For Life, which, in its weakness or excess,
Is still a gleam of God’s omnipotence,
Or Decath, which, sceming darkness, is no less
The selfsame light, although averted hence,
When by your laws, your actions, and your speech,
You contradict the very things I teach?’

With this he closed; and through the audience went
A murmur, like the rustle of dead leaves;
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The farmers laughed and nodded, and some bent
Their yellow heads together like their sheaves;
Men have no faith in fine-spun sentiment
Who put their trust in bullocks and in beeves,
‘T'he birds were doomed; and, as the record shows,
A bounty offered for the heads of crows.

There was another audience out of reach,
Who had no voice nor vote in making laws,
But in the papers read his little speech,

And crowned his modest temples with applause;
They made him conscious, each onc more than each,
He still was victor, vanquished in their cause,
Swectest of all the applause he won from thee,

O fair Almira at the Academy!

And so the dreadful massacre began;

O’er fields and orchards, and o’er woodland crests,
The ceaseless fusillade of terror ran,

Dead fell the birds, with blood-stains on their breasts,
Or wounded crept away from sight of man,

While the young died of famine in their nests;
A slaughter to be told in groans, not words,
The very St. Bartholomew of Birds!

The Summer came, and all the birds were dead;
The days were like hot coals; the very ground
Was burned to ashes; in the orchards fed
Myriads of caterpillars, and around
The cultivated fields and garden beds
Hosts of devouring insects crawled, and found
No foe to check their march, till they had made
The land a desert without leaf or shade.

132



HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

Devoured by worms, like Herod, was the town,
Because, like Herod, it had ruthlessly

Slaughtered the Innocents. From the trees spun down
The canker-worms upon the passers-by,

Upon each woman’s bonnet, shawl, and gown,
Who shook them off with just a little cry;

They were the terror of each favorite walk,

The endless theme of all the village talk.

The farmers grew impatient, but a few
Confessed their error, and would not complain,
For after all, the best thing one can do
When it 1s raining, is to let it rain.
Then they repealed the law, although they knew
It would not call the dead to life again;
As school-boys, finding their mistake too late,
Draw a wet sponge across the accusing slate.

That year in Killingworth the Autumn came
Vithout the light of his majestic look,
The wonder of the falling tongues of flame,
The illumined pages of his Doom’s-Day book.
A few lost leaves blushed crimson with their shame,
And drowned themselves despairing in the brook,
While the wild wind went moaning everywhere,
Lamenting the dead children of the air!

But the next Spring a stranger sight was seen,
A sight that never yet by bard was sung,
As great a wonder as it would have been
If some dumb animal had found a tongue!
A wagon, overarched with evergreen,
Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung,
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All full of singing birds, came down the street,
Filling the air with music wild and sweet.

From all the country round these birds were brought,
By order of the town, with anxious quest,
And, loosened from their wicker prisons, sought
In woods and fields the places they loved best,
Singing loud canticles, which many thought
Were satires to the authorities addressed,
While others, listening in green lanes, averred
Such lovely music never had been heard!

But blither still and louder carolled they
Upon the morrow, for they seemed to know
It was the fair Almira’s wedding-day,
And everywhere, around, above, below,
When the Preceptor bore his bride away,
Their songs burst forth in joyous overflow,
And a new hcaven bent over a new earth
Amid the sunny farms of Killingworth.

59 Divina Commedia

)

OFT have I scen at some cathedral door
A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat,
Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet
Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor
Kneel to repeat his paternoster o’er;
Far off the noises of the world retreat;
The loud vociferations of the strcet
Become an undistinguishable roar,
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So, as I enter here from day to day,
And leave my burden at this minster gate,
Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray,
The tumult of the time disconsolate
To inarticulate murmurs dies away,
While the eternal ages watch and wait.

11

How strange the sculptures that adorn these towers!
T'his crowd of statues, in whose folded slecves
Birds build their nests; while canopied with leaves
Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bowers,

And the vast minster secms a cross of flowers!

But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled caves
Watch the dead Christ between the living thieves,
And, underncath, the traitor Judas lowers!

Ah! from what agonics of hecart and brain,

What cxultations trampling on despair,
What tenderness, what tears, what hate of wrong,

What passionate outcry of a soul in pain,

Uprose this poem of the earth and air,
This medizval miracle of song!

111

I enter, and I see thee in the gloom
Of the long aisles, O poet saturnine!
And strive to make my steps keep pace with thine
The air is filled with some unknown perfume;
The congregation of the dead make room
For thee to pass; the votive tapers shine;
Like rooks that haunt Ravenna’s groves of pine
The hovering echoes fly from tomb to tomb.
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From the confessionals I hear arise
Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies,
And lamentations from the crypts below;
And then a voice celestial that begins
With the pathetic words, ‘Although your sins
As scarlet be,” and ends with ‘as the snow.’

v

With snow-white veil and garments as of flame,
She stands before thee, who so long ago
Filled thy young heart with passion and the woe
From which thy song and all its splendors came;
And while with stern rebuke she speaks thy name,
The ice about thy heart melts as the snow
On mountain heights, and in swift overflow
Comes gushing from thy lips in sobs of shame.
Thou makest full confession; and a gleam,
As of the dawn on some dark forest cast,
Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase;
Lethe and Eunoé—the remembered dream
And the forgotten sorrow—bring at last
That perfect pardon which is perfect peace.

v

I lift mine eyes, and all the windows blaze
With forms of Saints and holy men who died,
Here martyred and hercafter glorified;
And the great Rose upon its leaves displays
Christ’s Triumph, and the angelic roundelays,
With splendor upon splendor multiplied;
And Beatrice again at Dante’s side
No more rebukes, but smiles her words of praise,
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And then the organ sounds, and unseen choirs
Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and love
And benedictions of the Holy Ghost;

And the melodious bells among the spires
O’er all the house-tops and through heaven above
Proclaim the clevation of the Host!

V1

O star of morning and of liberty!

O bringer of the light, whose splendor shines
Above the darkness of the Apennines,
Forerunner of the day that is to be!

The voices of the city and the sea,

The voices of the mountains and the pines,
Repeat thy song, till the familiar lines
Are footpaths for the thought of Italy!

Thy flame is blown abroad from all the heights,
Through all the nations, and a sound is heard,
As of a mighty wind, and men devout,

Strangers of Rome, and the new proselytes,

In their own language hear thy wondrous word,
And many are amazed and many doubt.

60 The Monk of Casal-Maggiore

ONCE on a time, some centuries ago,

In the hot sunshine two Franciscan friars
Wended their weary way, with footsteps slow,

Back to their convent, whose white walls and spires
Gleamed on the hillside like a patch of snow;

Covered with dust they were, and torn by briers,
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And bore like sumpter-mules upon their backs
The badge of poverty, their beggar’s sacks.

The first was Brother Anthony, a spare
And silent man, with pallid checks and thin,
Much given to vigils, penance, fasting, prayer,
Solemn and gray, and worn with discipline,
As 1if his body but white ashes were,
Heaped on the living coals that glowed within;
A simple monk, like many of his day,

Whose instinct was to listen and obey.

A different man was Brother Timothy,

Of larger mould and of a coarser paste;
A rubicund and stalwart monk was he,

Broad in the shoulders, broader in the waist,
Who often filled the dull refectory

With noise by which the convent was disgraced,
But to the mass-book gave but little heed,
By reason he had never learned to read.

Now, as they passed the outskirts of a wood,
They saw, with mingled pleasure and surprise,
Fast tethered to a tree an ass, that stood
Lazily winking his large, limpid eyes.
The farmer Gilbert, of that ncighborhood,
His owner was, who, looking for supplies
Of fagots, dceper in the wood had strayed,
Lcaving his beast to ponder in the shade.

As soon as Brother Timothy espied
The patient animal, he said: ‘Goodlack!
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Thus for our needs doth Providence provide;
We'll lay our wallets on the creature’s back.’
This being done, he leisurely untied
From head and neck the halter of the jack,
And put it round his own, and to the tree
Stood tethered fast as if the ass were he.

And, bursting forth into a merry laugh,
He cried to Brother Anthony: ‘Away!
And drive the ass before you with your staff;
And when you reach the convent you may say
You left mec at a farm, half tired and half
I1I with a fever, for a night and day,
And that the farmer lent this ass to bear
Our wallets, that are heavy with good fare.’

Now Brother Anthony, who knew the pranks
Of Brother Timothy, would not persuade

Or reason with him on his quirks and cranks,
But, being obedient, silently obeyed;

And, smiting with his staff the ass’s flanks,
Drove him before him over hill and glade,

Safe with his provend to the convent gate,

Leaving poor Brother Timothy to his fate.

Then Gilbert, laden with fagots for his fire,

Forth issued from the wood, and stood aghast
To see the ponderous body of the friar

Standing where he had left his donkey last.
Trembling he stood, and dared not venture nigher,

But stared, and gaped, and crossed himself full fast;
For, being credulous and of little wit,
He thought it was some demon from the pit.
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While speechless and bewildered thus he gazed,
And dropped his load of fagots on the ground,
Quoth Brother Timothy: ‘Be not amazed
That where you left a donkey should be found
A poor Franciscan friar, half-starved and crazed,
Standing demure and with a halter bound;
But set me free, and hear the pitcous story

Of Brother Timothy of Casal-Maggiore.

‘I am a sinful man, although you see
I wear the consecrated cowl and cape;
You never owned an ass, but you owned me,
Changed and transformed from my own natural shape
All for the deadly sin of gluttony,
From which I could not otherwise escape,
Than by this penance, dieting on grass,
And being worked and beaten as an ass.

“Think of the ignominy I endured;
Think of the miserable life I led,
The toil and blows to which 1 was inured,
My wretched lodging in a windy shed,
My scanty fare so grudgingly procured,
The damp and musty straw that formed my bed!
But, having done this penance for my sins,
My life as man and monk again begins.

The simple Gilbert, hearing words like these,
Was conscience-stricken, and fell down apace
Before the friar upon his bended knees,
And with a suppliant voice implored his grace;
And the good monk, now very much at ease,
Granted him pardon with a smiling face,
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Nor could refuse to be that night his guest,
It being late, and he in need of rest.

Upon a hillside, where the olive thrives,
With figures painted on its whitewashed walls,
The cottage stood; and near the humming hives
Made murmurs as of far-off waterfalls;
A place where those who love secluded lives
Might live content, and, free from noise and brawls,
Like Claudian’s Old Man of Verona here
Measure by fruits the slow-revolving year.

And, coming to this cottage of content,

They found his children, and the buxom wench
His wife, Dame Cicely, and his father, bent

With years and labor, seated on a bench,
Repeating over some obscure event

In the old wars of Milanese and French;
All welcomed the Franciscan, with a sense
Of sacred awe and humble reverence.

When Gilbert told them what had come to pass,
How beyond question, cavil, or surmise,
Good Brother Timothy had been their ass,
You should have seen the wonder in their eyes;
You should have heard them cry ‘Alas! alas!’
Have heard their lamentations and their sighs!
For all believed the story, and began
To see a saint in this afflicted man,

Forthwith there was prepared a grand repast,
To satisfy the craving of the friar
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After so rigid and prolonged a fast;
The bustling housewife stirred the kitchen fire;
Then her two barn-yard fowls, her best and last,
Were put to death, at her express desire,
And served up with a salad in a bowl,
And flasks of country wine to crown the whole.

It would not be believed should I repeat
How hungry Brother Timothy appcared;
It was a pleasure but to see him cat,
His white teeth flashing through his russet beard,
His face aglow and flushed with wine and meat,
His roguish eyes that rolled and laughed and leecred!
Lord! how he drank the blood-red country wine
As if the village vintage were divine!

And all the while he talked without surcease,
And told his merry tales with jovial glee

That never flagged, but rather did increase,
And laughed aloud as if insane were he,

And wagged his red beard, matted like a fleece,
And cast such glances at Dame Cicely

That Gilbert now grew angry with his guest,

And thus in words his rising wrath expressed.

‘Good father,’ said he, ‘casily we sece

How needful in some persons, and how right,
Mortification of the flesh may be.

The indulgence you have given it tonight,
After long penance, clearly proves to me

Your strength against temptation is but slight,
And shows the dreadful peril you are in
Of a relapse into your deadly sin.
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“T'o-morrow morning, with the rising sun,
Go back unto your convent, nor refrain
From fasting and from scourging, for you run
Great danger to become an ass again,
Since monkish flesh and asinine are one;
Therefore be wise, nor longer here remain,
Unless you wish the scourge should be applied
By other hands, that will not spare your hide.’

When this the monk had heard, his color fled
And then returned, like lightning in the air,

‘Tl he was all onc blush from foot to head,
And cven the bald spot in bis russet hair

Turned from its usual pallor to bright red!
The old man was asleep upon his chair.

Then all retired, and sank into the deep

And helpless imbecility of sleep.

They slept until the dawn of day drew near,
T11l the cock should have crowed, but did not crow,
For they had slain the shining chanticleer
And caten him for supper, as you know.
The monk was up betimes and of good cheer,
And, having breakfasted, made haste to go,
As if he heard the distant matin bell,
And had but little time to say farewell.

Fresh was the morning as the breath of kine;

Odors of herbs commingled with the sweet
Balsamic exhalations of the pine;

A haze was In the air presaging heat;
Uprose the sun above the Apennine,

And all the misty valleys at its feet
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Were full of the delirious song of birds,
Voices of men, and bells, and low of herds.

All this to Brother Timothy was naught;
He did not care for scenery, nor here
His busy fancy found the thing it sought;
But when he saw the convent walls appear,
And smoke from kitchen chimneys upward caught
And whirled aloft into the atmosphere,
He quickened his slow footsteps, like a beast
That scents the stable a lcague off at lcast.

And as he entered through the convent gate
He saw there in the court the ass, who stood
Twirling his ears about, and seecmed to wait,
Just as he found him waiting in the wood;
And told the Prior that, to alleviate
The daily labors of the brotherhood,
The owner, being a man of means and thrift,
Bestowed him on the convent as a gift.

And thereupon the Prior for many days
Revolved this serious matter in his mind,
And turned it over many different ways,
Hoping that some safe issue he might find;
But stood in fear of what the world would say,
If he accepted presents of this kind,
Employing beasts of burden for the packs
That lazy monks should carry on their backs.

Then, to avoid all scandal of the sort,
And stop the mouth of cavil, he decreed
That he would cut the tedious matter short,
And sell the ass with all convenient speed,
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Thus saving the expense of his support,

And hoarding something for a time of need.
So he despatched him to the neighboring Fair,
And freed himself from cumber and from care.

It happened now by chance, as some might say,
Others perhaps would call it destiny,
Gilbert was at the Fair; and heard a bray,
And nearer came, and saw that it was he,
And whispered in his ear, ‘Ah, lackaday!
Good father, the rebellious flesh, I see,
Has changed you back into an ass again,
And all my admonitions were in vain.’

The ass, who felt this breathing in his ear,
Did not turn round to look, but shook his head,
As if he were not pleased these words to hear,
And contradicted all that had been said.
And this made Gilbert cry in voice more clear
‘I know you well; your hair is russet-red;
Do not deny it; for you are the same
Franciscan friar, and Timothy by name.’

The ass, though now the sccret had come out,

Was obstinate, and shook his head again;
Until a crowd was gathered round about

To hear this dialogue between the twain;
And raised their voices in a noisy shout

When Gilbert tried to make the matter plain,
And flouted him and mocked him all day long
With laughter and with jibes and scraps of song.

‘If this be Brother Timothy,” they cried,
‘Buy him, and feed him on the tenderest grass;
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Thou canst not do too much for one so tried
As to be twice transformed into an ass.’

So simple Gilbert bought him, and untied
His halter, and o’er mountain and morass

He led him homeward, talking as he went

Of good behavior and a mind content,

The children saw them coming, and advanced,
Shouting with joy, and hung about his neck,—
Not Gilbert’s but the ass’s,—round him danced,
And wove green garlands wherewithal to deck
His sacred person; for again it chanced
Their childish fcelings, without rcin or check,
Could not discriminate in any way

A donkey from a friar of Orders Gray.

‘O Brother Timothy,” the children said,
‘You have come back to us just as before;

We were afraid, and thought that you were dead,
And we should never see you any more.

And then they kissed the white star on his head,
That like a birth-mark or a badge he wore,

And patted him upon the neck and face,

And said a thousand things with childish grace,

Thenceforward and forever he was known
As Brother Timothy, and led alway
A life of luxury, till he had grown
Ungrateful, being stuffed with corn and hay,
And very vicious. Then in angry tone,
Rousing himself, poor Gilbert said one day,
‘When simple kindness is misunderstood
A little flagellation may do good.’
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His many vices nced not here be told;
Among them was a habit that he had

Of flinging up his heels at young and old,
Breaking his halter, running off like mad

O’er pasture-lands and meadow, wood and wold,
And other misdemeanors quite as bad;

But worst of all was breaking from his shed

At night, and ravaging the cabbage-bed.

So Brother Timothy went back once more
To his old life of labor and distress;
Was beaten worse than he had been before;
And now, instead of comfort and caress,
Came labors manifold and trials sore;
And as his toils increased his food grew less,
Until at last the great consoler, Death,
Inded his many sufferings with his breath.

Great was the lamentation when he died;
And mainly that he died impenitent;
Dame Cicely bewailed, the children cried,
The old man still remembered the event
In the French war, and Gilbert magnified
His many virtues, as he came and went,
And said: ‘Heaven pardon Brother Timothy,
And keep us from the sin of gluttony.’

61 Chaucer

AN old man in a lodge within a park;
The chamber walls depicted all around
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With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and hound,
And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark,
Whose song comes with the sunshine through the dark
Of painted glass in leaden lattice bound;
He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound,
Then writeth in a book like any clerk.
He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote
The Canterbury Tales, and his old age
Made beautiful with song; and as I read
I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note
Of lark and linnet, and from every page
Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery mead.

62 The Tide Rises, The Tide Falls

THE tide rises, the tide falls,

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;
Along the sea-sands damp and brown
The traveller hastens toward the town,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

Darkness settles on roofs and walls,
But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls;
The little waves, with their soft, white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;
The day returns, but nevermore
Returns the traveller to the shore,
And the tide rises, the tide falls,
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63 The Cross of Snow

IN the long, slecpless watches of the night,
A gentle face—the face of onc long dead—
Looks at me from the wall, where round its head
The night-lamp casts a halo of pale light.

Here in this room she died; and soul more white
Never through martyrdom of fire was led
To its repose; nor can in books be read
The legend of a life more benedight.

There is a mountain in the distant West
That, sun-defying, in its deep ravines
Displays a cross of snow upon its side.

Such 1s the cross I wear upon my breast
These eighteen years, through all the changing scenes
And seasons, changeless since the day she died.

64 The Bells of San Blas

“[HAT say the Bells of San Blas
To the ships that southward pass
From the harbor of Mazatlan?
To them it is nothing more
Than the sound of surf on the shore,—
Nothing more to master or man.

But to me, a drecamer of dreams,
To whom what is and what seems
Are often one and the same,—
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The Bells of San Blas to me
Have a strange, wild melody,
And are something more than a name.

For bells are the voice of the church;
They have tones that touch and search
The hearts of young and old;

One sound to all, yet each
Lends a meaning to their speech,
And the meaning is manifold.

They are a voice of the Past,
Of an age that is fading fast,
Of a power austere and grand;
When the flag of Spain unfurled
Its folds o’er this western world,
And the Priest was lord of the land.

The chapel that once looked down
On the little seaport town
Has crumbled into the dust;
And on oaken beams below
The bells swing to and fro,
And are green with mould and rust.

‘Is, then, the old faith dead,’
They say, ‘and in its stead

Is some new faith proclaimed,
T'hat we are forced to remain

Naked to sun and rain,
Unsheltered and ashamed?
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‘Once in our tower aloof
We rang over wall and roof
Our warnings and our complaints;
And round about us there
The white doves filled the air,
Like the white souls of the saints.

“The saints! Ah, have they grown
Forgetful of their own?

Arc they asleep, or dead,
That open to the sky
Their ruined Missions lie,

No longer tenanted?

‘Oh, bring us back once more
The vanished days of yore,
When the world with faith wae filled;
Bring back the fervid zcal,
The hcarts of fire and steel,
T'he hands that believe and build.

“Then from our tower again
We will send over land and main
Our voices of command,
Like exiled kings who return
To their thrones, and the people learn

That the Priest is lord of the land!’

O Bells of San Blas, in vain
Ye call back the Past again!
The Past is deaf to your prayer;
Out of the shadows of night
The world rolls into light;
It is daybreak everywhere.
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JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER
1807-1892

65 Proem

I LOVE the old melodious lays
Which softly melt the ages through,
The songs of Spenser’s golden days,
Arcadian Sidney’s silvery phrase,
Sprinkling our noon of time with freshest morning dew.

Yet, vainly in my quiet hours

To breathe their marvellous notes I try;
I feel them, as the leaves and flowers
In silence feel the dewy showers,

And drink with glad, still lips the blessing of the sky.

The rigor of a frozen clime,
The harshness of an untaught ear,
The jarring words of one whose rhyme
Beat often Labor’s hurried time,
Or Duty’s rugged march through storm and strife, are here,

Of mystic beauty, drcamy grace,
No rounded art the lack supplies;
Unskilled the subtle lines to trace,
Or softer shades of Nature’s face,
I view her common forms with unanointed cyes.
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Nor mine the seer-like power to show
The secrets of the heart and mind;

To drop the plummet-line below

Our common world of joy and woe,
A more intense despair or brighter hope to find.

Yet here at least an earnest sense
Of human right and weal is shown;
A hate of tyranny intense,
And hearty in its vehemence,
As if my brother’s pain and sorrow were my own,

O Freedom! if to me belong
Nor mighty Milton’s gift divine,
Nor Marvell’s wit and graceful song,
Still with a love as deep and strong
As theirs, I lay, like them, my best gifts on thy shrine.

AMESBURY, 11th mo., 1847.

66 Songs of Labor

DEDICATION

I WOULD the gift I offer here
Might graces from thy favor take,
And, seen through Friendship’s atmosphere,
On softened lines and coloring, wear
The unaccustomed light of beauty, for thy sake.

Few leaves of Fancy’s spring remain:
But what I have I give to thee,
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The o’er-sunned bloom of summer’s plain,
And paler flowers, the latter rain
Calls from the westering slope of life’s autumnal lea,

Above the fallen groves of green,
Where youth’s enchanted forest stood,
Dry root and mosséd trunk between,
A sober after-growth s seen,
As springs the pine where falls the gay-lcafed maple wood!

Yet birds will sing, and breezes play
Their leaf-harps in the sombre trece;
And through the bleak and wintry day
It keeps its steady green alway,—
So, even my after-thoughts may have a charm for thee.

Art’s perfect forms no moral need,
And beauty 1s its own excuse;
But for the dull and flowerless weed
Some healing virtue still must plead,
And the rough ore must find its honors in its use,

So haply these, my simple lays
Of homely toil, may serve to show
The orchard bloom and tasselled maize
That skirt and gladden duty’s ways,
The unsung beauty hid life’s common things below.

Haply from them the toiler, bent
Above his forge or plough, may gain
A manlier spirit of content,
And feel that life is wisest spent
Where the strong working hand makes strong the working
brain.
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The doom which to the guilty pair
Without the walls of Eden came,
Transforming sinless easec to care
And rugged toil, no more shall bear
The burden of old crime, or mark of primal shame.

A blessing now, a curse no more;
Since He, whose name we breathe with awe,
The coarse mechanic vesture wore,
A poor man toiling with the poor,
In labor, as in prayer, fulfilling the same law.

67 Ichabod

SO fallen! so lost! the light withdrawn
Which once he wore!

The glory from his gray hairs gone
Forevermore!

Revile him not, the Tempter hath
A snare for all;
And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath,

Befit his fall!

Oh, dumb be passion’s stormy rage,
When he who might

Have lighted up and led his age,
Falls back in night.

Scorn! would the angels laugh, to mark
A bright soul driven,
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Fiend-goaded, down the endless dark,

From hope and heaven!

Let not the land once proud of him
Insult him now,

Nor brand with deeper shame his dim,
Dishonored brow.

But let its humbled sons, instead,
From sea to lake,

A long lament, as for the dead,
In sadness make.

Of all we loved and honored, naught
Save power remains:

A fallen angel’s pride of thought,
Still strong in chains.

All else is gone; from those great eyes
The soul has fled:

When faith is lost, when honor dies,
The man is dead!

Then, pay the reverence of old days
To his dead fame;

Walk backward, with averted gaze,
And hide the shame!

68 Song of Slaves in the Desert

’» \' HERE are we going? where are we going,
Where are we going, Rubee?

Lord of peoples, lord of lands,
Look across these shining sands,
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Through the furnace of the noon,

Through the white light of the moon.

Strong the Ghiblee wind is blowing,

Strange and large the world is growing!

Speak and tell us where we are going,
Where are we going, Rubee?

Bornou land was rich and good,
Wells of water, fields of food,
Dourra fields, and bloom of bean,
And the palm-tree cool and green:
Bornou land we see no longer,
Here we thirst and here we hunger,
Hecre the Moor-man smites in anger:
Where are we going, Rubee?

When we went from Bornou land,

We were like the leaves and sand,

We were many, we are few;

Life has one, and death has two:

Whitened bones our path are showing,

Thou All-seeing, thou All-knowing!

Hear us, tell us, where are we going,
Where are we going, Rubee?

Moons of marches from our eyes

Bornou land behind us lies;

Stranger round us day by day

Bends the desert circle gray;

Wild the waves of sand are flowing,

Hot the winds above them blowing,—

Lord of all things! where are we going?
Where are we going, Rubee?
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We are weak, but Thou art strong;
Short our lives, but Thine is long;
We are blind, but Thou hast eyes;
We are fools, but Thou art wise!
Thou, our morrow’s pathway knowing
Through the strange world round us growing,
Hear us, tell us where are we going,
Where are we going, Rubee!?

Skipper Ireson’s Ride

OF all the rides since the birth of time,
Told in story or sung in rhyme,—
On Apuleius’s Golden Ass,
Or one-eyed Calender’s horse of brass,
Witch astride of a human back,
Islam’s prophet on Al-Borik,—
The strangest ride that ever was sped
Was Ireson’s, out from Marblchead!
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehcad!

Body of turkey, head of owl,

Wings a-droop like a rained-on fowl,
Feathered and ruffled in every part,
Skipper Ireson stood in the cart.

Scores of women, old and young,
Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue,
Pushed and pulled up the rocky lane,
Shouting and singing the shrill refrain:
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‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt
By the women o’ Morble’ead !’

Wrinkled scolds with hands on hips,
Girls in bloom of cheek and lips,
Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such as chase
Bacchus round some antique vase,
Brief of skirt, with ankles bare,
Loose of kerchief and loose of hair,
With conch-shells blowing and fish-horns’ twang,
Over and over the Manads sang:
‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt
By the women o’ Morble’ead!”

Small pity for him!—He sailed away

From a leaking ship in Chalcur Bay,—

Sailed away from a sinking wreck,

With his own town’s-pcople on her deck!

‘Tay by! lay by!” they called to him.

Back he answered, ‘Sink or swim!

Brag of your catch of fish again!’

And off he sailed through the fog and rain!
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead!

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur

That wreck shall lie forevermore.
Mother and sister, wife and maid,
Looked from the rocks of Marblehead
Over the moaning and rainy sca,—
ILooked for the coming that might not be!
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What did the winds and the sea-birds say
Of the cruel captain who sailed away? —
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart
By the women of Marblehead!

Through the street, on either side,

Up flew windows, doors swung wide;

Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray,

Treble lent the fish-horn’s bray.

Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bound,

Hulks of old sailors, run aground,

Shook head, and fist, and hat, and cane,

And cracked with curses the hoarse refrain:
‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt

By the women o’ Morble’ead!’

Sweetly along the Salem road
Bloom of orchard and lilac showed.
Little the wicked skipper knew
Of the fields so green and the sky so blue,
Riding there in his sorry trim,
Like an Indian idol glum and grim,
Scarcely he seemed the sound to hear
Of voices shouting, far and near:
‘Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt
By the women o> Morble’ead!’

‘Hear me, neighbors!’ at last he cried,—
‘What to me is this noisy ride?

What is the shame that clothes the skin
To the nameless horror that lives within?
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Waking or sleeping, I see a wreck,

And hear a cry from a reeling deck!

Hate me and curse me,—I only dread

The hand of God and the face of the dead!’
Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead!

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea

Said, ‘God has touched him! why should we!’

Said an old wife mourning her only son,

‘Cut the rogue’s tether and let him run!’

So with soft relentings and rude excuse,

Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose,

And gave him a cloak to hide him in,

And left him alone with his shame and sin.
Poor Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and fecathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead!

Snow-Bound

A Winter 1dyl

THE sun that brief December day
Rose cheerless over hills of gray,

And, darkly circled, gave at noon

A sadder light than waning moon.
Slow tracing down the thickening sky
Its mute and ominous prophecy,
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A portent sceming less than threat,

It sank from sight before it set.

A chill no coat, however stout,

Of homespun stuff could quite shut out,
A hard, dull bitterness of cold,

"That checked, mid-vein, the circling race
Of life-blood in the sharpened face,
The coming of the snow-storm told.

The wind blew east; we heard the roar
Of Ocean on his wintry shore,

And felt the strong pulse throbbing there
Beat with low rhythm our inland air.

Mecanwhile we did our nightly chores,—
Brought in the wood from out of doors,
Iittered the stalls, and from the mows
Raked down the herd’s-grass for the cows;
Heard the horse whinnying for his corn;
And, sharply clashing horn on horn,
Impatient down the stanchion rows

The cattle shake their walnut bows;
While, peering from his early perch
Upon the scaffold’s pole of birch,

The cock his crested helmet bent

And down his querulous challenge sent.

Unwarmed by any sunset light

The gray day darkened into night,

A night made hoary with the swarm
And whirl-dance of the blinding storm,
As zigrzag, wavering to and fro,

Crossed and recrossed the wingéd snow:

162



JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER

And ere the early bedtime came

The white drift piled the window-frame,
And through the glass the clothes-line posts
Looked in like tall and sheeted ghosts.

So all night long the storm roared on:
The morning broke without a sun;

In tiny spherule traced with lines

Of Nature’s geometric signs,

In starry flake, and pellicle,

All day the hoary meteor fell;

And, when the second morning shone,

We looked upon a world unknown,

On nothing we could call our own.
Around the glistening wonder bent

The blue walls of the irmament,

No cloud above, no earth below,—

A universe of sky and snow!

The old familiar sights of ours

Took marvellous shapes; strange domes and towers
Rose up where sty or corn-crib stood,

Or garden-wall, or belt of wood;

A smooth white mound the brush-pile showed,
A fenceless drift what once was road;
The bridle-post an old man sat

With loose-flung coat and high cocked hat;
The well-curb had a Chinese roof;

And even the long sweep, high aloof,

In its slant splendor, seemed to tell

Of Pisa’s leaning miracle.

A prompt, decisive man, no breath
Our father wasted: ‘Boys, a path!’
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Well pleased, (for when did farmer boy

Count such a summons less than joy?)
Our buskins on our feet we drew;

With mittened hands, and caps drawn low,
To guard our necks and ears from snow,
We cut the solid whiteness through.

And, where the drift was deepest, made
A tunnel walled and overlaid

With dazzling crystal: we had read

Of rare Aladdin’s wondrous cave,

And to our own his name we gave,
With many a wish the luck were ours
To test his lJamp’s supernal powers.

We reached the barn with merry din,
And roused the prisoned brutes within,
The old horse thrust his long head out,
And grave with wonder gazed about;
The cock his lusty greeting said,

And forth his speckled harem led;
The oxen lashed their tails, and hooked,
And mild reproach of hunger looked;
The hornéd patriarch of the sheep,

Like Egypt’s Amun roused from sleep,
Shook his sage head with gesture mute,
And emphasized with stamp of foot.

All day the gusty north-wind bore

The looscning drift its breath before;

Low circling round its southern zone,

The sun through dazzling snow-mist shone.
No church-bell lent its Christian tone

To the savage air, no social smoke

Curled over woods of snow-hung oak-
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A solitude made more intense

By dreary-voicéd elements,

The shricking of the mindless wind,
The moaning tree-boughs swaying blind,
And on the glass the unmeaning beat
Of ghostly finger-tips of sleet.
Beyond the circle of our hearth

No welcome sound of toil or mirth
Unbound the spell, and testified

Of human life and thought outside.
We minded that the sharpest ear
The buried brooklet could not hear,
The music of whose liquid lip

Had been to us companionship,
And, in our lonely life, had grown
To have an almost human tone.

As night drew on, and, from the crest
Of wooded knolls that ridged the west,
The sun, a snow-blown traveller, sank
From sight beneath the smothering bank,
We piled, with care, our nightly stack
Of wood against the chimney-back,—
The oaken log, green, huge, and thick,
And on its top the stout back-stick;

The knotty forestick laid apart,

And filled between with curious art

The ragged brush; then, hovering near,
We watched the first red blaze appear,
Heard the sharp crackle, caught the gleam
On whitewashed wall and sagging beam,
Until the old, rude-furnished room
Burst, flower-like, into rosy bloom;
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While radiant with a mimic flame

Outside the sparkling drift became,

And through the bare-boughed lilac-tree
Our own warm hearth secmed blazing free.
The crane and pendent trammels showed,
The Turks’ heads on the andirons glowed;
While childish fancy, prompt to tell

The meaning of the miracle,

Whispered the old rhyme: ‘Under the tree,
When fire outdoors burns merrily,

T here the witches are making tea.

The moon above the eastern wood
Shone at its full; the hill-range stood
Transfigured in the silver flood,

Its blown snows flashing” cold and keen,
Decad white, save where some sharp ravine
T'ook shadow, or the sombre grecen

Of hemlocks turned to pitchy black
Against the whiteness at their back.
For such a world and such a night
Most fitting that unwarming light,
Which only seemed where’er it fell
To make the coldness visible.

Shut in from all the world without,
We sat the clean-winged hearth about,
Content to let the north-wind roar
In bafled rage at pane and door,
While the red logs before us beat
The frost-line back with tropic heat;
And ever, when a louder blast

Shook beam and rafter as it passed,
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The merrier up its roaring draught

The great throat of the chimney laughed;
The house-dog on his paws outspread
Laid to the fire his drowsy head,

The cat’s dark silhouette on the wall

A couchant tiger’s scemed to fall;

And, for the winter fireside meet,
Between the andirons’ straddling feet,
The mug of cider simmered slow,

The apples sputtered in a row,

And, close at hand, the basket stood
With nuts from brown October’s wood.

What matter how the night behaved?
What matter how the north-wind raved?
Blow high, blow low, not all its snow

Could quench our hearth-fire’s ruddy glow.

O Time and Change!—with hair as gray

As was my sire’s that winter day,

How strange it seems, with so much gone

Of life and love, to still live on!

Ah, brother! only I and thou

Are left of all that circle now,—

The dear home faces whereupon

That fitful firelight paled and shone.

Henceforward, listen as we will,

The voices of that hearth are still;

Look where we may, the wide earth o’er,

Those lighted faces smile no more.

We tread the paths their feet have worn,
We sit bencath their orchard trees,
We hear, like them, the hum of bees

And rustle of the bladed corn;
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We turn the pages that they read,
Their written words we linger o’er,
But in the sun they cast no shade,
No voice is heard, no sign is made,
No step is on the conscious floor!
Yet Love will dream, and Faith will trust,
(Since He who knows our need is just,)
That somehow, somewhere, meet we must.
Alas for him who never sees
The stars shine through his cypress-trees!
Who, hopeless, lays his dead away,
Nor looks to see the breaking day
Across the mournful marbles play!
Who hath not learned, in hours of faith,
The truth to flesh and sense unknown,
That Life is ever lord of Death,

And Love can never lose its own!

We sped the time with stories old,
Wrought puzzles out, and riddles told,
Or stammered from our school-book lore
“The Chief of Gambia’s golden shore.’
How often since, when all the land
Was clay in Slavery’s shaping hand,
As if a far-blown trumpet stirred
The languorous sin-sick air, I heard:
‘Does not the voice of reason cry,
Claim the first right which Nature gave,
From the red scourge of bondage fly,
Nor deign to live a burdened slavel’
Our father rode again his ride
On Memphremagog’s wooded side;
Sat down again to moose and samp
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In trapper’s hut and Indian camp;
Lived o’er the old idyllic ease
Beneath St. Frangois’ hemlock-trees;
Again for him the moonlight shone
On Norman cap and bodiced zone;
Again he heard the violin play
Which led the village dance away.
And mingled in its merry whirl
The grandam and the laughing girl.
Or, nearer home, our steps he led
Where Salisbury’s level marshes spread
Mile-wide as flies the laden bee;
Where merry mowers, hale and strong,
Swept, scythe on scythe, their swaths along
The low green prairics of the sea.
We shared the fishing off Boar’s Head,
And round the rocky Isles of Shoals
The hake-broil on the drift-wood coals
The chowder on the sand-beach made,
Dipped by the hungry, steaming hot,
With spoons of clam-shell from the pot.
We heard the tales of witchcraft old,
And dream and sign and marvel told
To sleepy listeners as they lay
Stretched idly on the salted hay,
Adrift along the winding shores,
When favoring breezes deigned to blow
The square sail of the gundclow
And idle lay the useless oars.

Our mother, while she turned her wheel
Or run the new-knit stocking-heel,
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Told how the Indian hordes came down
At midnight on Cocheco town,
And how her own great-uncle bore
His cruel scalp-mark to fourscore.
Rccalling, in her fitting phrase,
So rich and picturesque and free,
(The common unrhymed poctry
Of simple life and country ways,)
The story of her early days,—
She made us welcome to her home;
Old hearths grew widc to give us room;
We stole with her a frightened look
At the gray wizard’s conjuring-book,
The fame whercof went far and wide
Through all the simple country side;
We heard the hawks at twilight play,
The boat-horn on Piscataqua,
The loon’s weird laughter far away;
We fished her little trout-brook, knew
What flowers in wood and meadow grew,
What sunny hillsides autumn-brown
She climbed to shake the ripe nuts down,
Saw where in sheltered cove and bay
The ducks’ black squadron anchored lay,
And heard the wild-gecse calling loud
Beneath®the gray November cloud.

Then, haply, with a look more grave,
And soberer tone, some tale she gave
From painful Sewel’s ancient tome,
Beloved in every Quaker home,

Of faith fire-winged by martyrdom,

Or Chalkley’s Journal, old and quaint,—
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Gentlest of skippers, rare sea-saint!—
Who, when the dreary calms prevailed,
And water-butt and bread-cask failed,
And cruel, hungry eyes pursued

His portly presence mad for food,
With dark hints muttered under breath
Of casting lots for life or death,
Offered, if Heaven withheld supplies,
To be himself the sacrifice.

Then, suddenly, as if to save

The good man from his living grave,
A ripple on the water grew,

A school of porpoise flashed in view.
“T"ake, eat,” he said, ‘and be content;
These fishes in my stead are sent

By Him who gave the tangled ram
To spare the child of Abraham.’

Our uncle, innocent of books,

Was rich in lore of fields and brooks,
The ancient teachers never dumb

Of Nature’s unhoused lyceum.

In moons and tides and weather wise,
He read the clouds as prophecies,
And foul or fair could well divine,
By many an occult hint and sign,
Holding the cunning-warded keys
To all the woodcraft mysteries;
Himseclf to Nature’s heart so near
That all her voices in his ear

Of beast or bird had meanings clear,
Like Apollonius of old,

Who knew the tales the sparrows told,
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Or Hermes, who interpreted
What the sage cranes of Nilus said;
A simple, guileless, childlike man,
Content to live where life began;
Strong only on his native grounds,
The little world of sights and sounds
Whose girdle was the parish bounds,
Whereof his fondly partial pride
The common features magnificd,
As Surrey hills to mountains grew
In White of Selborne’s loving view,—
He told how teal and loon he shot,
And how the cagle’s eggs he got,
The feats on pond and river done,
The prodigies of rod and gun;
Till, warming with the tales he told,
Forgotten was the outside cold,
The bitter wind unhceded blew,
From ripening corn the pigecons flew,
The partridge drummed 1> the wood, the mink
Went fishing down the river-brink.
In fields with bean or clover gay,
The woodchuck, like a hermit gray,
Peered from the doorway of his cell;
The muskrat plied the mason’s trade,
And tier by tier his mud-walls laid;
And from the shagbark overhead
The grizzled squirrel dropped his shell.

Next, the dear aunt, whose smile of cheer
And voice in dreams I see and hear,—
The sweetest woman ever Fate

Perverse denied a household mate,
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Who, lonely, homneless, not the less
Found pcace in love’s unselfishness,
And welcome wheresoe’er she went,
A calm and gracious element,

Whose presence seemed the sweet income

And womanly atmosphere of home,—
Called up her girlhood memories,
The huskings and the apple-bees,

The sleigh-rides and the summer sails,
Weaving through all the poor details
And homespun warp of circumstance

A golden woof-thrcad of romance.

For well she kept her genial mood

And simple faith of maidenhood;
Before her still a cloud-land lay,

The mirage loomed across her way;

The morning dew, that dries so soon
With others, glistened at her noon;
Through years of toil and soil and care,
From glossy tress to thin gray hair,

All unprofaned she held apart

The virgin fancies of the heart.

Be shame to him of woman born

Who hath for such but thought of scorn.

There, too, our elder sister plied

Her evening task the stand beside;

A full, rich nature, free to trust,
Truthful and almost sternly just,
Impulsive, earnest, prompt to act,

And make her generous thought a fact,
Keeping with many a light disguise
The secret of self-sacrifice.
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O heart sore-tried! thou hast the best
That Heaven itself could give thee,—rest,
Rest from all bitter thoughts and things!
How many a poor one’s blessing went
With thee beneath the low green tent
Whose curtain never outward swings!

As one who held herself a part

Of all she saw, and let her heart
Against the household bosom lean,

Upon the motley-braided mat

Our youngest and our dearest sat,

Lifting her large, sweet, asking eyes,
Now bathed in the unfading green

And holy peace of Paradise.

Oh, looking from some heavenly hill,
Or from the shade of saintly palms,
Or silver reach of river calms,

Do those large eyes behold me still?

With me one little year ago:—

The chill weight of the winter snow
For months upon her grave has lain;

And now, when summer south-winds blow
And brier and harebell bloom again,

I tread the pleasant paths we trod,

I see the violet-sprinkled sod

Whereon she leaned, too frail and weak

The hillside flowers she loved to scek,

Yet following me where’er I went

With dark eyes full of love’s content.

The birds are glad; the brier-rose fills

The air with sweetness; all the hills
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Stretch green to June’s unclouded sky;
But still I wait with ear and eye
For something gone which should be nigh,
A loss in all familiar things,
In flower that blooms, and bird that sings.
And yet, dear heart! remembering thee,
Am I not richer than of old?
Safe in thy immortality,
What change can reach the wealth I hold?
What chance can mar the pearl and gold
Thy love hath left in trust with me?
And while in life’s late afternoon,
Where cool and long the shadows grow,
I walk to meet the night that soon
Shall shape and shadow overflow,
I cannot feel that thou art far,
Since near at need the angels are;
And when the sunset gates unbar,
Shall I not see thee waiting stand,
And, white against the evening star,
The welcome of thy beckoning hand?

Brisk wielder of the birch and rule,

The master of the district school

Held at the fire his favored place,

Its warm glow lit a laughing face
Fresh-hued and fair, where scarce appeared
The uncertain prophecy of beard.

He teased the mitten-blinded cat,

Played cross-pins on my uncle’s hat,

Sang songs, and told us what befalls

In classic Dartmouth’s college halls.
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Born the wild Northern hills among,
From whence his yeoman father wrung
By patient toil subsistence scant,

Not competence and yet not want,

He carly gained the power to pay

His cheerful, self-reliant way;

Could doff at ease his scholar’s gown
To peddle wares from town to town;
Or through the long vacation’s reach

In lonely lowland districts teach,
Where all the droll experience found
At stranger hearths in boarding round,
The moonlit skater’s keen delight,

The sleigh-drive through the frosty night,
The rustic party, with its rough
Accompaniment of blind-man’s-buff,
And whirling-plate, and forfeits paid,
His winter task a pastime made.

Happy the snow-locked homes wherein
He tuned his merry violin,

Or played the athlete in the barn,

Or held the good dame’s winding-yarn,
Or mirth-provoking versions told

Of classic legends rare and old,
Wherein the scenes of Greece and Rome
Had all the commonplace of home,
And little seemed at best the odds
“T'wixt Yankee pedlers and old gods;
Where Pindus-born Arachthus took

The guise of any grist-mill brook,

And dread Olympus at his will

Became a huckleberry hill.
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A careless boy that night he seemed;
But at his desk he had the look
And air of one who wiszly schemed,
And hostage from the future took
In trainéd thought and lore of book.
Large-brained, clear-eyed, of such as he
Shall Freedom’s young apostles be,
Who, following in War’s bloody trail,
Shall every lingering wrong assail;
All chains from limb and spirit strike,
Uplift the black and white alike;
Scatter before their swift advance
The darkness and the ignorance,
The pride, the lust, the squalid sloth,
Which nurtured Treason’s monstrous growth,
Made murder pastime, and the hell
Of prison-torture possible;
The cruel lie of caste refute,
Old forms remould, and substitute
For Slavery’s lash the freeman’s will,
For blind routine, wise-handed skill;
A school-house plant on every hill,
Stretching in radiate nerve-lines thence
The quick wires of intelligence;
Till North and South together brought
Shall own the same electric thought,
In peace a common flag salute,
And, side by side in labor’s free
And unresentful rivalry,
Harvest the fields wherein they fought.

Another guest that winter night
Flashed back from lustrous eyes the light.
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Unmarked by time, and yet not young,
The honeyed music of her tongue
And words of meekness scarcely told
A nature passionate and bold,
Strong, self-concentred, spurning guide,
Its milder features dwarfed beside
Her unbent will’s majestic pride.
She sat among us, at the best,
A not unfcared, half-welcome guest,
Rebuking with her cultured phrase
Our homeliness of words and ways.
A certain pard-like, treacherous grace
Swayed the lithe limbs and drooped the lash,
Lent the white teeth their dazzling flash;
And under low brows, black with night,
Rayed out at times a dangerous light;
The sharp heat-lightnings of her face
Presaging 1ll to him whom Fate
Condemned to share her love or hate,
A woman tropical, intense
In thought and act, in soul and sense,
She blended in a like degree
The vixen and the devotee,
Revealing with each freak or feint

The temper of Petruchio’s Kate,
The raptures of Siena’s saint.
Her tapering hand and rounded wrist
Had facile power to form a fist;
The warm, dark languish of her eyes
Was never safe from wrath’s surprise.
Brows saintly calm and lips devout
Knew every change of scowl and pout;
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And the sweet voice had notes more high
And shrill for social battle-cry.

Since then what old cathedral town
Has missed her pilgrim staff and gown,
What convent-gate has held its lock
Against the challenge of her knock!
Through Smyrna’s plague-hushed thoroughfares,
Up sea-set Malta’s rocky stairs,
Gray olive slopes of hills that hem
Thy tombs and shrines, Jerusalem,
Or startling on her desert throne
The crazy Queen of Lebanon
With claims fantastic is her own,
Her tireless feet have held their way;
And still, unrestful, bowed, and gray,
She watches under Eastern skies,
With hope each day renewed and fresh,
The Lord’s quick coming in the flesh,
Whereof she dreams and prophesies!

Where’er her troubled path may be,

The Lord’s sweet pity with her go!
The outward wayward life we see,

The hidden springs we may not know.
Nor is it given us to discern

What threads the fatal sisters spun,

Through what ancestral years has run
The sorrow with the woman born,
What forged her cruel chain of moods,
What set her feet in solitudes,

And held the love within her mute,
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What mingled madness in the blood,
A life-long discord and annoy,
Water of tears with oil of joy,

And hid within the folded bud
Perversities of flower and fruit.

It is not ours to separate

The tangled skein of will and fate,

To show what metes and bounds should stand

Upon the soul’s debatable land,

And between choice and Providence

Divide the circle of events;

But He who knows our frame is just,

Merciful and compassionate,

And full of sweet assurances

And hope for all the language is,

That He remembereth we are dust!

At last the great logs, crumbling low,
Sent out a dull and duller glow,

The bull’s-eye watch that hung in view,
Ticking its weary circuit through,
Pointed with mutely warning sign

Its black hand to the hour of nine.
That sign the pleasant circle broke:
My uncle ceased his pipe to smoke,
Knocked from its bowl the refuse gray,
And laid it tenderly away;

Then roused himself to safely cover
The dull red brands with ashes over.
And while, with care, our mother laid
The work aside, her steps she stayed
One moment, seeking to express

Her grateful sense of happiness
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For food and shelter, warmth and health,
And love’s contentment more than wealth
With simple wishes (not the weak,

Vain prayers which no fulfilment seck,
But such as warm the gencrous hcart,

O’cer prompt to do with Heaven its part)
That none might lack, that bitter night,
For bread and clothing, warmth and light.

’

Within our beds awhile we heard

The wind that round the gables roared,
With now and then a ruder shock,
Which made our very bedsteads rock.
We heard the loosened clapboards tost,
The board-nails snapping in the frost;
And on us, through the unplastered wall,
Felt the light sifted snow-flakes fall.
But sleep stole on, as sleep will do
When hearts are light and life is new;
Faint and more faint the murmurs grew,
Till in the summer-land of drcams
They softened to the sound of strcams,
Low stir of leaves, and dip of oars,

And lapsing waves on quict shores.

Next morn we wakened with the shout
Of merry voices high and clear;

And saw the teamsters drawing ncar

To break the drifted highways out.
Down the long hillside treading slow
We saw the half-buried oxen go,
Shaking the snow from heads uptost,
Their straining nostrils white with frost.
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Before our door the straggling train

Drew up, an added team to gain.

The elders threshed their hands a-cold,
Passed, with the cider-mug, their jokes
From lip to lip; the younger folks

Down the loose snow-banks, wrestling, rolled,

Then toiled again the cavalcade
O’er windy hill, through clogged ravine,
And woodland paths that wound between

Low drooping pine-boughs winter-weighed.

From every barn a team afoot,

At cvery house a new recruit,

Where, drawn by Nature’s subtlest law,

Haply the watchful young men saw

Sweet doorway pictures of the curls

And curious cycs of merry girls,

Lifting their hands in mock defence

Against the snow-ball’s compliments,

And reading in each missive tost

The charm with Eden never lost.

We heard once more the sleigh-bells’ sound;
And, following where the teamsters led,

The wise old Doctor went his round,

Just pausing at our door to say,

In the brief autocratic way

Of one who, prompt at Duty’s call,

Was free to urge her claim on all,
That some poor neighbor sick abed

At night our mother’s aid would need.

For, one in generous thought and deed,
What mattered in the sufferer’s sight
The Quaker matron’s inward light,
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The Doctor’s mail of Calvin’s creed?
All hearts confess the saints elect

Who, twain in faith, in love agree,
And melt not in an acid sect

The Christian pearl of charity!

So days went on: a week had passed
Since the great world was heard from last,
The Almanac we studied o’er,

Read and reread our little store

Of books and pamphlets, scarce a score;

One harmless novel, mostly hid

From younger eyes, a book forbid,

And poetry, (or good or bad,

A single book was all we had,)

Where Ellwood’s meek, drab-skirted Muse,
A stranger to thc heathen Nine,
Sang, with a somewhat nasal whine,

The wars of David and the Jews.

At last the floundering carrier bore

The village paper to our door.

Lo! broadening outward as we read,

To warmer zones the horizon spread

In panoramic length unrolled

We saw the marvels that it told.

Before us passed the painted Creeks,
And daft McGregor on his raids
In Costa Rica’s everglades.

And up Taygetos winding slow

Rode Ypsilanti’s Mainote Greeks,

A Turk’s head at each saddle-bow!

Welcome to us its week-old news,
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Its corner for the rustic Muse,

Its monthly gauge of snow and rain,
Its record, mingling in a breath
The wedding bell and dirge of dcath:
Jest, anecdote, and love-lorn tale,
The latest culprit sent to jail;
Its hue and cry of stolen and lost,
Its vendue sales and goods at cost,

And traffic calling loud for gain.
We felt the stir of hall and street,
The pulse of life that round us beat;
The chill embargo of the snow
Was melted in the genial glow;
Wide swung again our ice-locked door,
And all the world was ours once more!

Clasp, Angel of the backward look

And folded wings of ashen gray

And voice of echoes far away,
The brazen covers of thy book;
The weird palimpsest old and vast,
Wherein thou hid’st the spectral past;
Where, closely mingling, pale and glow
The characters of joy and woe;
The monographs of outlived years,
Or smile-1llumed or dim with tears,

Green hills of life that slope to death,
And haunts of home, whose vistacd trees
Shade off to mournful cypresses

With the white amaranths underneath.
Even while I look, I can but heed

The restless sands’ incessant fall,
Importunate hours that hours succeed,
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Each clamorous with its own sharp need,
And duty keeping pace with all.

Shut down and clasp the heavy lids;

I hear again the voice that bids
The dreamer leave his drcam midway

For larger hopes and graver fcars:

Life greatens in these later years,

The century’s aloe flowers to-day!

Yet, haply, in some lull of life,

Some T'ruce of God which breaks its strife,

The worldling’s cyes shall gather dew,
Dreaming in throngful city ways

Of winter joys his boyhood knew;

And dear and early friends—the few

Who yet remain—shall pause to view
These Flemish pictures of old days;

Sit with me by the homestead hearth,

And stretch the hands of memory forth
To warm them at the wood-fire’s blaze!

And thanks untraced to lips unknown

Shall greet me like the odors blown

From unscen meadows newly mown,

Or lilies floating in some pond,

Wood-fringed, the wayside gaze beyond;

The traveller owns the grateful sense

Of sweetness near, he knows not whence,

And, pausing, takes with forehcad bare

The benediction of the air.
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71 Among the Ilills

PRELUDE

ALONG the roadside, like the flowers of gold
That tawny Incas for their gardens wrought,
Heavy with sunshine droops the golden-rod,
And the red pennons of the cardinal-flowers
Hang motionless upon their upright staves.
The sky is hot and hazy, and the wind,
Wing-weary with its long flight from the south,
Unfelt; yet, closely scanned, yon maple leaf
With faintest motion, as onc stirs in dreams,
Confesses it. The locust by the wall

Stabs the noon-silence with his sharp alarm.

A single hay-cart down the dusty road

Creaks slowly, with its driver fast asleep

On the load’s top. Against the neighboring hill,
Huddled along the stone wall’s shady side,
The sheep show white, as if a snowdrift still
Defied the dog-star. Through the open door

A drowsy smell of flowers—gray heliotrope,
And white sweet clover, and shy mignonette—
Comes faintly in, and silent chorus lends

To the pervading symphony of peace.

No time is this for hands long over-worn

To task their strength: and (unto Him be praise
W15 giveth quietness!) the stress and strain

Of years that did the work of centuries

Ha. = ceased, and we can draw our breath once more
Fre-ly and full. So, as yon harvesters
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Make glad their nooning underneath the elms

With tale and riddle and old snatch of song,

I lay aside grave themes, and idly turn

The lcaves of memory’s sketch-book, dreaming o’er
Old summer pictures of the quiet hills,

And human life, as quiet, at their feet.

And yet not idly all. A farmer’s son,

Proud of field-lore and harvest craft, and feeling
All their fine possibilities, how rich

And restful even poverty and toil

Become when beauty, harmony, and love

Sit at their humble hearth as angels sat

At evening in the patriarch’s tent, when man
Makes labor noble, and his farmer’s frock

The symbol of a Christian chivalry

Tender and just and generous to her

Who clothes with grace all duty; still, I know
Too well the picture has another side,—

How wearily the grind of toil goes on

Where love 1s wanting, how the eye and ear

And heart are starved amidst the plenitude

Of nature, and how hard and colorless

Is life without an atmosphere. 1 look

Across the lapse of half a century,

And call to mind old homesteads, where no flower
Told that the spring had come, but evil weeds,
Nightshade and rough-leaved burdock in the place
Of the sweet doorway greeting of the rose

And honeysuckle, where the house walls seemed
Blistering in sun, without a tree or vine

To cast the tremulous shadow of its leaves

Across the curtainless windows, from whose panes
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Fluttered the signal 1ags of shiftlessness.
Within, the cluttered kitchen floor, unwashed
(Broom-clean 1 think they called it); the best room
Stifling with cellar-damp, shut from the air

In hot midsummer, bookless, pictureless

Save the incvitable sampler hung

Over the fireplace, or a mourning piece,

A green-haired woman, pcony-cheeked, beneath
Impossible willows; the wide-throated hearth
Bristling with faded pine-boughs half concealing
The piled-up rubbish at the chimney’s back;
And, in sad keeping with all things about them,
Shrill, querulous women, sour and sullen men,
Untidy, loveless, old before their time,

With scarce a human interest save their own
Monotonous round of small economies,

Or the poor scandal of the neighborhood;
Blind to the beauty everywhere revealed,
Treading the May-flowers with regardless feet;
For them the song-sparrow and the bobolink
Sang not, nor winds made music in the lcaves;
For them in vain October’s holocaust

Burned, gold and crimson, over all the hills,
The sacramental mystery of the woods.
Church-goers, fearful of the unseen Powers,

But grumbling over pulpit-tax and pew-rent,
Saving, as shrewd economists, their souls

And winter pork with the least possible outlay
Of salt and sanctity; in daily life

Showing as little actual comprehension

Of Christian charity and love and duty,

As if the Sermon on the Mount had been
Outdated like a last year’s almanac:
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Rich in broad woodlands and in half-tilled ficlds,
And yet so pinched and bare and comfortless,
The veriest straggler limping on his rounds,

The sun and air his sole inheritance,

Laughed at a poverty that paid its taxes,

And hugged his rags in self-complacency!

Not such should be the homesteads of a land
Where whoso wisely wills and acts may dwell
As king and lawgiver, in broad-acred state,

With beauty, art, taste, culture, books, to make
His hour of leisure richer than a life

Of fourscore to the barons of old time,

Our yeoman should be equal to his home

Set in the fair, green valleys, purple walled,

A man to match his mountains, not to creep
Dwarfed and abased below them. I would fain
In this light way (of which I needs must own
With the knife-grinder of whom Canning sings,
‘Story, God bless you! 1 have none to tell you!’)
Invite the eye to sce and heart 1o feel

The beauty and the joy within their reach,—
Home, and home loves, and the beatitudes

Of nature free to all. Haply in yecars

That wait to take the places of our own,

Heard where some breezy balcony looks down
On happy homes, or where the lake in the moon
Sleeps dreaming of the mountains, fair as Ruth,
In the old Hebrew pastoral, at the feet

Of Boaz, cven this simple lay of mine

May seem the burden of a prophecy,

Finding its late fulfilment in a change

Slow as the oak’s growth, lifting manhood up

189



JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER

Through broader culture, finer manners, love,
And reverence, to the level of the hills.

O Golden Age, whose light is of the dawn,

And not of sunset, forward, not behind,

Flood the new heavens and earth, and with thee bring
All the old virtues, whatsoever things

Are pure and honest and of good repute,

But add thereto whatever bard has suag

Or seer has told of when in trance and dream
They saw the Happy Isles of prophecy!

Let Justice hold her scale, and Truth divide
Between the right and wrong; but give the heart
The freedom of its fair inheritance;

Let the poor prisoner, cramped and starved so long,
At Nature’s table feast his car and eye

With joy and wonder; let all harmonies

Of sound, form, color, motion, wait upon

The princely guest, whether in soft attire

Of leisure clad, or the coarse frock of toil,

And, lending life to the dead form of faith,
Give human nature reverence for the sake

Of One who bore it, making it divine

With the ineffable tenderness of God;

Let common need, the brotherhood of prayer,
The heirship of an unknown destiny,

The unsolved mystery round about us, make

A man more precious than the gold of Ophir.
Sacred, inviolate, unto whom all things

Should minister, as outward types and signs

Of the eternal beauty which fulfils

The one great purpose of creation, Love,

The sole necessity of Earth and Heaven!
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OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES
1809-1894

Contentment

‘Man wants but little here below’

LITTLE I ask; my wants are few;
I only wish a hut of stone,

(A very plain brown stone will do,)
That 1 may call my own;—

And close at hand s such a one,

In yonder street that fronts the sun.

Plain food is quite enough for me;
Three courses are as good as ten;—

If Nature can subsist on three,
Thank Heaven for three, Amen!

I always thought cold victual nice;—

My choice would be vanilla-ice.

I care not much for gold or land;—
Give me 2 mortgage here and there,—

Some good bank-stock, some note of hand,
Or trifling railroad share,—

I only ask that Fortune send

A little more than I shall spend.

Honors are silly toys, I know,
And titles are but empty names;
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I would, perkaps, be Plenipo,—
But only near St. James;

I’m very sure I should not care

To fill our Gubernator’s chair.

Jewels are baubles; ’t is a sin
To care for such unfruitful things;—
One good-sized diamond in a pin,—
Some, 7not so large, in rings,—
A ruby, and a pearl, or so,
Will do for me;—I laugh at show.

My dame should dress in cheap attire;
(Good, heavy silks are never dear;)—
I own perhaps I 7ight desire
Some shawls of true Cashmere,—
Some marrowy crapes of China silk,
Like wrinkled skins on scalded milk.

I would not have the horse I drive
So fast that folks must stop and stare;
An easy gait—two, forty-five—
Suits me; I do not care;—
Perhaps, for just a single spurt,
Some seconds less would do no hurt.

Of pictures, I should like to own

Titians and Raphaels three or four,—
I love so much their style and tone,

One Turner, and no more,
(A landscape,—foreground golden dirt,—
The sunshine painted with a squirt.)
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Of books but few,—some fifty score
For daily use, and bound for wear;

The rest upon an upper floor;—
Some Zittle luxury there

Of red morocco’s gilded gleam

And vellum rich as country cream.

Busts, cameos, gems,—such things as these,
Which others often show for pride,

I value for their power to please,
And sclfish churls deride ;—

One Stradivarius, I confess,

Two Meerschaums, I would fain possess.

Wealth’s wasteful tricks I will not learn,
Nor ape the glittering upstart fool;—

Shall not carved tables serve my turn,
But 4// must be of buhl?

Give grasping pomp its double share,—

1 ask but one recumbent chair.

Thus humble let me live and die,
Nor long for Midas’ golden touch;
If Heaven more generous gifts deny,
I shall not miss them much,—
Too grateful for the blessing lent
Of simple tastes and mind content!
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73 The Deacon’s Masterpiece
or, The Wonderful ‘One-Hoss Shay’

A LOGICAL STORY

HAVE you heard of the wonderful one-hoss shay,
That was built in such a logical way

It ran a hundred years to a day,

And then, of a sudden, it—ah, but stay,

I’1l tell you what happened without delay,

Scaring the parson into fits,

Frightening pcople out of their wits,—

Have you ever heard of that, I say?

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five.

Georgius Secundus was then alive,—

Snuffy old drone from the German hive,.
That was the year when Lisbon-town

Saw the earth open and gulp her down,
And Braddock’s army was done so brown,
Left without a scalp to its crown.

It was on the terrible Farthquake-day

That the Deacon finished the one-hoss shay.

Now in building of chaises, I tell you what,
There is always somewhere a weakest spot,—

In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill,

In panel, or crossbar, or floor, or sill,

In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace,—lurking still,
Find it somewhere you must and will,—
Above or below, or within or without,—

And that’s the reason, beyond a doubt,

That a chaise breaks down, but doesn’t wear out.
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But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do,
With an ‘I dew vum,’ or an ‘I tell yeos’)
He would build one shay to beat the taown
'n’ the keounty ’n’ all the kentry raoun’;
[t should be so built that it conldr’ break daown:
‘Fur,’ said the Deacon, ¢’t ’s mighty plain
Thut the weakes’ place mus’ stan’ the strain;
'n’ the way t’ fix it, uz I maintain,
Is only jest
‘T’ make that place uz strong uz the rest.’

So the Decacon inquired of the village folk
Where he could find the strongest oak,

That couldn’t be split nor bent nor broke,—
That was for spokes and floor and sills;

He sent for lancewood to make the thills;

The crossbars were ash, from the straightest trees,
The panels of white-wood, that cuts like cheese,
But lasts like iron for things like thesc;

The hubs of logs from the ‘Settler’s ellum,’—
Last of its timber,—they couldn’t sell ’em,
Never an axe had seen their chips,

And the wedges flew from between their lips,
Their blunt ends frizzled like celery-tips;

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw,

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too,

Steel of the finest, bright and blue;
Thoroughbrace bison-skin, thick and wide;

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide

Found in the pit when the tanner died.

That was the way he ‘put her through.’

“There!’ said the Deacon, ‘naow she’ll dew!’
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Do! I tell you, I rather guess

She was a wonder, and nothing less!

Colts grew horses, beards turned gray,

Dcacon and deaconess dropped away,

Children and grandchildren—where were they?
But there stood the stout old one-hoss shay

As fresh as on Lisbon-carthquake-day!

FicuTEEN HUNDRED ;—It came and found
The Deacon’s masterpiece strong and sound.
Eighteen hundred increased by ten;—
‘Hahnsum kerridge’ they called it then.
Eightcen hundred and twenty came;—
Running as usual; much the same.

Thirty and forty at last arrive,

And then come fifty, and FIFTY-FIVE.

Little of all we value here

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year
Without both fecling and looking queer.

In fact, there’s nothing that keeps its youth,
So far as I know, but a tree and truth.

(‘T'his is a moral that runs at large;

Take it.—You’re welcome.—No extra charge.)

First oF NovEMBER,—the Earthquake-day,—
There are traces of age in the one-hoss shay,

A general flavor of mild decay,

But nothing local, as one may say.

There couldn’t be,—for the Deacon’s art

Had made it so like in every part

That there wasn’t a chance for one to start.
For the wheels were just as strong as the thills,
And the floor was just as strong as the sills,
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And the panels just as strong as the floor,
And the whipple-tree ncither less nor more,
And the back-crossbar as strong as the fore,
And spring and axle and hub encore.

And yet, as a whole, 1t 1s past a doubt

In another hour 1t will be worn out!

First of November, ’Fifty-five!

This morning the parson takes a drive.
Now, small boys, get out of the way!

Here comes the wonderful onc-hoss shay,
Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay.
‘Huddup!” said the parson.—Off went they.
The parson was working his Sunday’s text,—
Had got to fift//y, and stopped perplexed
At what the—Moses—was coming next.
All at once the horse stood still,

Close by the meet’n’-house on the hill.

First a shiver, and then a thrill,

Then something decidedly like a spill,—
And the parson was sitting upon a rock,

At half past nine by the mecet’n’-house clock,—

Just the hour of the Farthquake shock!
What do you think the parson found,
When he got up and stared around?

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound,
As if it had been to the mill and ground!
You see, of course, if you’re not a dunce,
How it went to picces all at once,—
All at once, and nothing first,—

Just as bubbles do when they burst.

End of the wonderful one-hoss shay.
Logic is logic. That’s all I say.
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74 Dreams

OH! that my young life were a lasting dream!
My spirit not awak’ning till the beam

Of an Eternity should bring the morrow.

Yes! tho’ that long dream were of hopeless sorrow,
T were better than the cold reality

Of waking life, to him whose hecart must be,

And hath been still, upon the lovely carth,

A chaos of deep passion, from his birth.

But should it be—that dream eternally
Continuing—as dreams have been to me

In my young boyhood—should it thus be giv’n,

"T" were folly still to hope for higher Heav’n.
For I have revell’d, when the sun was bright

I’ the summer sky, in dreams of living light

And loveliness,—have left my very heart

In climes of mine imagining, apart

From mine own home, with beings that have been
Of mine own thought—what more could I have scen?
*T" was once—and only once—and the wild hour
From my remembrance shall not pass—some pow’r
Or spell had bound me—’t was the chilly wind
Came o’er me in the night, and left behind

Its image on my spirit—or the moon

Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon

Too coldly—or the stars—howe’er it was,

That dream was as that night-wind—Iet it pass.
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I Aave been happy, tho’ but in a dream.

I have been happy—and I love the theme:

Dreams! in their vivid coloring of life,

As in that fleeting, shadowy, misty strife

Of semblance with reality which brings

To the delirious eye, more lovely things

Of Paradisc and Love—and all our own!

Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known.

75 A Dreamn within a Dream

PI:\KE this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow:

You arc not wrong, who deem
That my days have been a drcam;
Yet 1f Hope has flown away

In a night, or in a day,

In a vision, or in none,

Is it therefore the less gone?
A/l that we sce or scem

Is but a dream within a drcam.

I stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,

And I hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sand—
How few! yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While I weep—while I weep!
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O God! can I not grasp
Them with a tighter clasp?
O God! can I not save

One from the pitiless wave?
Is 4/l that we see or seem

But a dream within a dream?

“The Happiest Day, The Happiest Hour’

’I;IE happiest day, the happiest hour

My sear’d and blighted heart hath known,
The highest hope of pride and power,

I feel hath flown.

Of power! said I? yes! such I ween;
But they have vanish’d long, alas!

The visions of my youth have been—
But let them pass.

And, pride, what have I now with thee?
Another brow may ev’n inherit

The venom thou hast pour’d on me—
Be still, my spirit!

The happiest day, the happiest hour
Mine eyes shall see, have ever seen,
The brightest glance of pride and power,

I feel—have been:

But were that hope of pride and power
Now offer’d, with the pain

Ev’n then 1 felt—that brightest hour
I would not live again:
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For on its wing was dark alloy,
And as it flutter’d, fell

An essence—powerful to destroy
A soul that knew it well.

77 Sonnet—To Science

SCIF.NCE! true daughter of Old Time thou art!
Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes.

Why preyest thou thus upon the poet’s heart,
Vulture, whose wings are dull realities?

How should he love thece! or how deem thee wise,
Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering

To scek for treasure in the jewelled skics,
Albeit he soared with an undaunted wing?

Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car,
And driven the Hamadryad from the wood

To seek a shelter in some happier star?
Hast thou not torn the Naiad from her flood,

The Elfin from the grcen grass, and from me

The summer dream bencath the tamarind tree?

78 Song from ‘Al Aaraaf

b
NEATH blue-bell or streamer—
Or tufted wild spray

That keeps from the dreamer
The moonbeam away—
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Bright beings! that ponder,
With half closing eyes,
On the stars which your wonder
Hath drawn from the skics,
Till they glance thro’ the shade, and
Come down to your brow
Like—eyes of the maiden
Who calls on you now—
Arise! from your drcaming
In violet bowers,
To duty beseeming
These star-litten hours —
And shake from your tresses,
Fncumber’d with dew,
The breath of those kisses
That cumber them too
(O, how, without you, Love!
Could angels be blest? )—
Those kisses of true love
That lull’d ye to rest!
Up!—shake from your wing
Fach hindering thing:
The dew of the night—
It would weigh down your flight;
And true love caresscs

O! leave them apart:
They are light on the tresses,
But lead on the heart.

Ligeia! Ligeia!
My beautiful one!

Whose harshest i1dea
Will to melody run,
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O! is it thy will

On the breezes to toss?
Or, capriciously still,

Like the lone Albatross,
Incumbent on night

(As she on the air)
To keep watch with delight

On the harmony there?

Ligeia! wherever
Thy image may be,
No magic shall sever
Thy music from thee.
Thou hast bound many eyes
In a dreamy sleep—
But the strains still arise
Which tky vigilance keep:
The sound of the rain

Which leaps down to the flower,

And dances again

In the rhythm of the shower—

The murmur that springs
From the growing of grass
Are the music of things—
But are modell’d, alas!—
Away, then, my dearest,
O! hie thee away
To springs that lie clearest
Beneath the moon-ray—
To lone lake that smiles,
In its dream of deep rest,
At the many star-isles
That enjewel its breast—
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Where wild flowers, creeping,
Have mingled their shade,
On its margin is sleeping
Full many a maid—
Some have left the cool glade, and
Have slept with the bee—
Arouse them, my maiden,
On moorland and lea—
Go! breathe on their slumber,
All softly in car,
The musical number
They slumber’d to hear—
For what can awaken
An angel so soon,
Whose sleep hath been taken
Beneath the cold moon,
As the spell which no slumber
Of witchery may test,

The rhythmical number
Which Iull’d him to rest?

Romance

ROMANCE, who loves to nod and sing,
With drowsy head and folded wing,
Among the green leaves as they shake

Far down within some shadowy lake,

To me a painted paroquet

Hath been—a most familiar bird—
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Taught me my alphabet to say,
To lisp my very ecarliest word,
While in the wild wood 1 did lie,
A child—with a most knowing eye.

Of late, eternal Condor years

So shake the very Hecaven on high
With tumult as they thunder by,

I have no time for idle cares
Through gazing on the unquiet sky.
And when an hour with calmer wings
Its down upon my spirit flings—
That little time with lyre and rhyme
To while away-—forbidden things!
My heart would feel to be a crime
Unless it trembled with the strings.

To Helen

HF,LEN, thy beauty is to me
Liike those Nicéan barks of yore,
That gently, o’er a perfumed sca,
The weary, way-worn wanderer bore
To his own native shore.

On desperate scas long wont to roam,
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home
To the glory that was Greece
And the grandeur that was Rome.
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Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche
How statue-like I sce thee stand,
The agate lamp within thy hand!

Ah, Psyche, from the regions which
Are Holy Land!

81 [srafel

And the angel Israfel, ahose heart-strings are a lute,
and awho has the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures.
—KORAN.

IN Heaven a spirit doth dwell
‘Whose heart-strings are a lute’;

None sing so wildly well

As the angel Israfel,

And the giddy stars (so legends tell),

Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell
Of his voice, all mute.

Tottering above
In her highest noon,
The enamoured moon

Blushes with love,
While, to listen, the red levin
(With the rapid Pleiads, even,
Which were seven,)
Pauses in Heaven.

And they say (the starry choir
And the other listening things)
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That Israfeli’s fire
Is owing to that lyre

By which he sits and sings—
The trembling living wire

Of those unusual strings.

But the skies that angel trod,
Where deep thoughts are a duty,
Where Love’s a grown-up God,
Where the Houri glances are
Imbued with all the beauty
Which we worship in a star.

Therefore, thou art not wrong,
Israfeli, who despisest

An unimpassioned song;

To thee the laurels belong.
Best bard, because the wisest!

Mecrrily live, and long!

The ecstasies above
With thy burning measures suit—
Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love,
With the fervour of thy lute—
Well may the stars be mute!

Yes, Heaven is thine; but this
Is a world of sweets and sours,
Our flowers are merely—flowers,
And the shadow of thy perfect bliss
Is the sunshine of ours.
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If I could dwell

Where Israfel
Hath dwelt, and he where I,

He might not sing so wildly well
A mortal melody,

While a bolder note than this might swell
From my lyre within the sky.

§2 The City in the Sea

LO! Death has rcared himself a throne

In a strange city lying alone

Far down within the dim West,

Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best
Have gone to their eternal rest,

There shiines and palaces and towers

(Time-eaten towers that tremble not!)

Resemble nothing that is ours.

Around, by lifting winds forgot,

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lic.

No rays from the holy heaven come down
On the long night-time of that town;
But light from out the lurid sca

Streams up the turrets silently—

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free—
Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls—

Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls—
Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers

208



EDGAR ALLAN POE

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers—
Up many and many a marvellous shrine
Whose wreathéd friezes intertwine

The viol, the violet, and the vine.

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

So blend the turrets and shadows there
That all seem pendulous in air,

While from a proud tower in the town
Death looks gigantically down.

There open fanes and gaping graves
Yawn level with the luminous waves;
But not the riches there that lie

In each idol’s diamond eye-—

Not the gaily-jewelled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;
For no ripples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass—

No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-oft happier sea—
No heavings hint that winds have been
On seas less hidcously screne.

But lo, a stir is in the air!

The wave—there is a movement there!
As if the towers had thrust aside,

In slightly sinking, the dull tide—

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.

The waves have now a redder glow—
The hours are breathing faint and low—
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And when, amid no carthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do it reverence,

83 T/he Sleeper

AT midnight, in the month of June,
I stand beneath the mystic moon.

An opiate vapor, dewy, dim,

I'xhales from out her golden rim,

And softly dripping, drop by drop,
Upon the quict mountain top,

Stcals drowsily and musically

Into the universal valley.

The rosemary nods upon the grave;
The lily lolls upon the wave;
Wrapping the fog about its breast,
The ruin moulders into rest;

Looking like Lethe, see! the lake

A conscious slumber seems to take,
And would not, for the world, awake.
All Beauty sleeps!—and lo! where lies
Irene, with her Destinies!

Oh, lady bright! can it be right—
This window open to the night?

The wanton airs, from the trce-top,
Laughingly through the lattice drop—
The bodiless airs, a wizard rout,

Flit through thy chamber in and out,
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And wave the curtain canopy

So fitfully—so fearfully—

Above the closed and fringéd lid

’Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lies hid,
That, o’er the floor and down the wall,
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall!
Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear?

Why and what art thou dreaming here?
Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas,

A wonder to these garden trees!

Strange is thy pallor! strange thy dress
Strange, above all, thy length of tress,
And this all solemn silentness!

The lady sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
Which is enduring, so be deep!

Heaven have her in its sacred keep!

This chamber changed for one more holy,
This bed for one more melancholy,

I pray to God that she may lie

Forever with unopened eye,

While the pale sheeted ghosts go by!

My love, she sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
As it is lasting, so be deep!

Soft may the worms about her creep!

Far in the forest, dim and old,

For her may some tall vault unfold—
Some vault that oft hath flung its black
And wingéd pannels fluttering back,
Triumphant, o’er the crested palls

Of her grand family funerals—
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Some sepulchre, remote, alone,

Against whose portal she hath thrown,

In childhood, many an idle stone—

Some tomb from out whose sounding door
She ne’er shall force an echo more,
Thrilling to think, poor child of sin!

It was the dead who groaned within.

To One in Paradise

THOU wast that all to me, love,
For which my soul did pine—

A green islc in the sca, love,
A fountain and a shrine,

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers,
And all the flowers were mine.

Ah, drecam too bright to last!

Ah, starry Hope! that didst arise
But to be overcast!

A voice from out the Future cries,
‘On! on!—but o’er the Past

(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies

Mute, motionless, aghast!

For, alas! alas! with me

The light of Life is o’er!
No more—no more—no more—

(Such language holds the solemn sea
To the sands upon the shore)

Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree,
Or the stricken eagle soar!
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And all my days are trances,
And all my nightly drcams
Are where thy grey eye glances,
And where thy footstep gleams—
In what ethereal dances,
By what eternal streams.

The FHlaunted Palace

IN the greenest of our valleys
By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.
In the monarch Thought’s dominion,

It stood there!
Never seraph spread a pinion

Over fabric half so fair!

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
On 1ts roof did float and flow
(‘'This—all this—was in the olden
Time long ago),
And every gentle air that dallied,
In that sweet day,
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
A wingéd odor went away,

Wanderers in that happy valley,
Through two luminous windows, saw
Spirits moving musically,
To a lute’s well-tunéd law,
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Round about a throne where, sitting,
Porphyrogene!

In state his glory well befitting,
The ruler of the realm was seen.

And all with pearl and ruby glowing
Was the fair palace door,
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,
And sparkling evermore,
A troop of Fchoes, whose sweet duty
Was but to sing,
In voices of surpassing beauty,
The wit and wisdom of their king.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate.
(Ah, let us mourn!—for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)
And round about his home the glory

That blushed and bloomed,
Is but a dim-remembered story
Of the old time entombed.

And travellers, now, within that valley,
Through the red-litten windows see

Vast forms that move fantastically
To a discordant melody,

While, like a ghastly rapid river,
Through the pale door

A hideous throng rush out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.
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Dream-Land

BY a route obscurc and lonely,
Haunted by 11l angels only,

Where an Fidolon, named Nicur,
On a black throne reigns upright,

[ have reached these lands but newly

From an ultimate dim Thule
From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime,
Out of Space—out of TiMmE,

Bottomless vales and boundless floods,
And chasms, and caves, and Titan woods,
With forms that no man can discover
For the tears that drip all over;
Mountains toppling evermore

Into scas without a shore;

Scas that restlessly aspire,

Surging, unto skies of fire;

Lakes that endlessly outspread

Their lone waters, lone and dead,—
Their still waters, still and chilly
With the snows of the lolling lily.

By the lakes that thus outspread

Their lone waters, lone and dead,—
Their sad waters, sad and chilly

With the snows of the lolling lily,—
By the mountains—near the river
Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever,—
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By the grey woods,—by the swamp
Where the toad and the newt encamp,—
By the dismal tarns and pools

Where dwell the Ghouls,—
By each spot the most unholy—
In each nook most melancholy,—
There the traveller meets, aghast,
Sheeted Memories of the Past—
Shrouded forms that start and sigh
As they pass the wanderer by—
White-robed forms of friends long given,
In agony, to the Earth—and Heaven.

For the heart whose woes are legion

T is a peaceful, soothing region—
For the spirit that walks in shadow

*T" is—oh, ’t is an Eldorado!

But the traveller, travelling through it,
May not—dare not openly view it;
Never its mysteries are exposed

To the weak human eye unclosed;

So wills its King, who hath forbid
The uplifting of the fringéd lid;
And thus the sad Soul that here passes
Beholds it but through darkened glasses.

By a route obscure and lonely,
Haunted by 1ll angels only,
Where an Eidolon, named NicuT,
On a black throne reigns upright,
I have wandered home but newly
From this ultimate dim Thule.
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87 The Raven

ONCE upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak
and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—

While I nodded, necarly napping, suddenly therc came a
tapping,

As of somec one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber
door.

“’T is some visitor,” I muttered, ‘tapping at my chamber
door—

Only this and nothing more.

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;

And ecach scparate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the
floor.

Eagerly 1 wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to
borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost
Lenore—

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name
Lenore—

Nameless 4ere for evermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple

curtain

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt
before;

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood
repeating,
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“”T" is some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber
door—
Some late visitor entrcating entrance at my chamber
door ;—
This it is and nothing more.’

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
‘Sir,” said I, ‘or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came

rapping,

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber
door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you-—here I opened wide
the door;—

Darkness there and nothing more.

Decep into that darkness peering, long I stood there
wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream
beforc;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillncss gave no
token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word,
‘Lenore?’

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word,
‘Lenore!”

Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me
burning,

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.

‘Surely,” said I, ‘surely that is something at my window
lattice;
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Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery
explore—
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—
T is the wind and nothing more!’

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and
flutter,

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore;

Not the lcast obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or

stayed he;

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber
door—

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber
door—

Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“I'hough thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,’ I said, ‘art
sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the
Nightly shore—
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian
shore!’
Quoth the Raven, ‘Nevermore.’

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so
plainly, :

Though its answer little meaning—Ilittle relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber
door—
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Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber
door,
With such name as ‘Nevermore.’

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did
outpour.

Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he
fluttered—

Till I scarcely more than muttered, ‘Other friends have
flown before—

On the morrow 4e will lecave me, as my Hopes have flown
before.

Then the bird said, ‘Nevermore.’

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
‘Doubtless,” said I, ‘what it utters 1s its only stock and
store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful
Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden
bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
Of “Never—nevermore.”’
But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
Straight 1 wheeled a cushioned seat in fronc of bird and
bust and door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of
yore—
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous
bird of yore
Meant in croaking ‘Nevermore.’

220



EDGAR ALLAN POE

This 1 sat engaged 1n guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s
core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at case re-
clining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated
o’er,

But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gloating
o’er,

Ske shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an
unseen censer

Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted
floor.

‘Wretch,” 1 cried, ‘thy God hath lent thee—by these angels
he hath sent thee

Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of
Lenore;

Quaff, oh, quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost
Lenore!”

Quoth the Raven, ‘Nevermore.’

‘Prophet!” said 1, ‘thing of evill—prophet still, if bird or
devil!—

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee
here ashore,

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—

On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I im-
plore— :

Is there—is there balm in Gilead? —tell me—tell me, 1
implore!’

Quoth the Raven, ‘Nevermore.’
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‘Prophet!” said I, ‘thing of evill—prophet still, if bird
or devil!

By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both
adore—

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distam
Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name
Lenore—

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name
Lcnore.’

Quoth the Raven, ‘Nevermore.’

‘Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked,
upstarting—

‘Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian
shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lic thy soul hath
spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my
door!

Take thy becak from out my heart, and take thy form from
off my door!’

Quoth the Raven, ‘Nevermore.’

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, s/l is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is
dreaming,
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow
on the floor; -
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the
floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore!
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88 Ulalume—A Ballad

THE skies they were ashen and sober;
The leaves they were crispéd and sere—
The leaves they were withering and sere:
It was night, in the loncsome October
Of my most immemorial year:
[t was hard by the dim lake of Auber,
In the misty mid region of Weir—
[t was down by the dank tarn of Auber,
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir,

Here once, through an alley Titanic,
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul—
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul.
These were days when my heart was volcanic
As the scoriac rivers that roll—
As the lavas that restlessly roll
Their sulphurous currents down Yaanck
In the ultimate climes of the Pole—
That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanck
In the realms of the Borcal Pole.

Our talk had been serious and sober,
But our thoughts they were palsied and sere—
Our memories were treacherous and sere;
For we knew not the month was October,
And we marked not the night of the year
(Ah, night of all nights in the year!)—
We noted not the dim lake of Auber
(Though once we had journeyed down here)—
We remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir,
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And now, as the night was senescent
And star-dials pointed to morn—
As the star-dials hinted of morn—
At the end of our path a liquescent
And nebulous lustre was born,
Out of which a miraculous crescent
Arose with a duplicate horn—
Astarte’s bediamonded crescent
Distinct with its duplicate horn.

And I said: ‘She is warmer than Dian;
She rolls through an cther of sighs—
She revels in a region of sighs.

She has scen that the tears are not dry on
These cheeks, where the worm never dies,

And has come past the stars of the Lion,
To point us the path to the skies—
To the Lethean peace of the skies—

Come up, in despite of the Lion,
To shine on us with her bright eyes—

Come up through the lair of the Lion,
With love in her luminous eyes.’

But Psyche, uplifting her finger,
Said: ‘Sadly this star I mistrust—
Her pallor I strangely mistrust:
Ah, hasten!—ah, let us not linger:
Ah, fly!—let us fly!—for we must.’
In terror she spoke, letting sink her
Wings till they trailed in the dust—
In agony sobbed, letting sink her
Plumes till they trailed in the dust—
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.
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I replied: “This is nothing but dreaming:
Let us on by this tremulous light!
Let us bathe in this crystalline light!
Its Sibyllic splendor is beaming
With Hope and in Beauty to-night:—
Sce!—it flickers up the sky through the night!
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming,
And be sure it will lead us aright—
We surely may trust to a gleaming,
That cannot but guide us aright,
Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.

Thus 1 pacified Psyche and kissed her,
And tempted her out of her gloom—
And conquered her scruples and gloom;
And we passed to the end of the vista,
But were stopped by the door of a tomb—
By the door of a legended tomb;
And I said: ‘What is written, sweet sister,
On the door of this legended tomb?’
She replied: ‘Ulalume—Ulalume!—
*T' is the vault of thy lost Ulalume!’

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober
As the leaves that were crispéd and sere—
As the leaves that were withering and sere;
And T cried: ‘It was surely October
On this very night of last year
That 1 journeyed—I journeyed down here!—
That [ brought a dread burden down hcre—
On this night of all nights in the year,
Ah, what demon hath tempted me here?
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Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber—
This misty mid region of Weir—

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.?

Said we, then—the two, then: ‘Ah, can it
Have been that the woodlandish ghouls—
The pitiful, the merciful ghouls- -

To bar up our way and to ban it
From the sccret that lies in these wolds
From the thing that lies hidden in these wolds—

Have drawn up the spectre of a planet
From the limbo of lunary souls—

This sinfully scintillant planct
From the Hell of the planetary souls?’

89 Eldorado

GAILY bedight,

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journcyed long,
Singing a song,

In scarch of Lldorado.

But he grew old—
This knight so bold—
And o’er his heart a shadow

Fell as he found
No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.
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And, as his strength
Failed him at length,

He met a pilgrim shadow—
‘Shadow,’ said he,
‘Where can it be—

This land of Eldorado?’

‘Over the Mountains
Of the Moon,
Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,
The shade replied,—
‘If you seek for Eldorado!’

For Awnnie

THANK Hecaven! the crisis,
The danger, is past,

And the lingering illness
Is over at last—

And the fever called ‘Living’
Is conquered at last.

Sadly, 1 know

I am shorn of my strength,
And no muscle I move

As I lie at full length—
But no matter!—I feel

I am better at length.
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And 1 rest so composedly,
Now, in my bed,

That any becholder
Might fancy me dead—

Might start at beholding me,
T'hinking me dead.

The moaning and groaning,
The sighing and sobbing,
Are quicted now,
With that horrible throbbing
At hecart:—ah, that horrible,
Horrible throbbing!

The sickness—the nausea—
The pitiless pain—

Have ceased, with the fever
That maddened my brain—

With the fever called ‘Living’
That burned in my brain.

And oh! of all tortures
7' hat torture the worst

Has abated—the terrible
Torture of thirst

For the naphthaline river
Of Passion accurst:i—

I have drank of a water
That quenches all thirst:—

Of a water that flows,
With a lullaby sound,
From a spring but a very few
Fect under ground—
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From a cavern not very far
Down under ground.

And ah! let it never
Be foolishly said
That my room it is gloomy
And narrow my bed;
For man never slept

In a different bed—

And, to sleep, you must slumber

In just such a bed.

My tantalized spirit
Here blandly reposes,
Forgetting, or never
Regretting, its roses—
Its old agitations
Of myrtles and roses:

For now, while so quietly
Lying, it fancies

A holier odor
About it, of pansies—

A rosemary odor,
Commingled with pansies—

With rue and the beautiful
Puritan pansies.

And so it lies happily,
Bathing in many
A drecam of the truth
And the beauty of Annie—
Drowned in a bath
Of the tresses of Annie.
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She tenderly kissed me,

She fondly caressed,
And then I fell gently

To sleep on her breast—
Deeply to sleep

From the heaven of her breast.

When the light was extinguished,
She covered me warm,
And she prayed to the angels
To keep me from harm—
To the queen of the angels
To shield me from harm.

And 1 lie so composedly,
Now, in my bed
(Knowing her love),
That you fancy me dead—
And I rest so contentedly,
Now, in my bed
(With her love at my breast),
That you fancy me dead—
That you shudder to look at me,
Thinking me dead:—

But my heart it is brighter
Than all of the many
Stars in the sky,
For it sparkles with Annie—
It glows with the light
Of the love of my Annie—
With the thought of the light
Of the eyes of my Annie.
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oI To My Mother

BECAUSE I feel that, in the Heavens above,
The angels, whispering to one another,
Can find, among their burning terms of love,
None so devotional as that of ‘Mother,’
Therefore by that dear name I long have called you—
You who are more than mother unto me,
And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed you
In setting my Virginia’s spirit frec.
My mother—my own mother, who died early,
Was but the mother of myself; but you
Are mother to the onc I loved so dearly,
And thus are dearcr than the mother I knew
By that infinity with which my wife
Was dcarer to my soul than its soul-life,

92 Annabel Lee

IT was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee;—

And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.

Sie was a child and 7 was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,
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But we loved with a love that was more than love—
I and my Annabel Lee—

With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sca,

A wind blew out of a cloud by night
Chilling my Annabel Lec;

So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sca.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me:—

Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud, chilling
And killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—
Of many far wiser than we—
And neither the angels in Heaven above
Nor the demons down under the sea,
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee:i——

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise but I see the bright cyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
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And so, all the night-tide, I lic down by the side
Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride,
In her sepulchre there by the sca—

In her tomb by the side of the sea.

JONES VERY
1813-1880

93 In Him We Live

RXTHER! I bless thy name that I do live,
And in cach motion am made rich with Thee,
That when a glance is all that I can give,
It is a kingdom’s wealth, if I but sce;

This stately body cannot move, save 1

Will to its nobleness my little bring;

My voice its measured cadence will not try,
Save 1 with every note consent to sing;

I cannot raise my hands to hurt or bless,

But I with every action must conspire

To show me there how little I possess,

And yet that little more than I desire;

May each ncw act my new allegiance prove,
Till in thy perfect love I ever live and move.

94 The Earth

I WOULD lie low—the ground on which men tread—
Swept by thy Spirit like the wind of heaven;
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An earth, where gushing springs and corn for bread
By me at every scason should be given;

Yet not the water or the bread that now

Supplies their tables with its daily food,

But they should gather fruit from every bough,
Such as Thou givest me, and call it good;

And water from the strcam of life should flow,
By every dwelling that thy love has built,

Whose taste the ransomed of thy Son shall know,
Whose robes are washed from every stain of guilt;
And men would own- it was thy hand that blest,
And from my bosom find a surer rest.

95 The Garden

[ SAW the spot where our first parents dwelt;
And yet 1t wore to me no face of change,

For while amid its fields and groves, [ felt

As 1f 1 had not sinned, nor thought it strange;
My eye scemed but a part of every sight,

My ear heard music in each sound that rose;
Each sense forever found a new delight,

Such as the spirit’s vision only knows;

Each act some new and ever-varying joy

Did by my IFather’s love for me prepare;

To dress the spot my ever fresh employ,

And in the glorious whole with Him to share;
No more without the flaming gate to stray,

No more for sin’s dark stain the debt of death to pay.
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96 The Latter Rain

THE latter rain,—it falls in anxious haste
Upon the sun-dried fields and branches bare,
Loosening with searching drops the rigid waste,
As if it would each root’s lost strength repair;
But not a blade grows green as in the spring,
No swelling twig puts forth its thickening leaves;
The robins only mid the harvests sing,

Pecking the grain that scatters from the sheaves:
The rain falls still,—the fruit all ripened drops,
It pierces chestnut burr and walnut shell,
The furrowed fields disclose the yellow crops,
Each bursting pod of talents used can tell,

And all that once received the early rain
Declare to man it was not sent in vain.,

97 The Dead

I SEE them,—crowd on crowd they walk the earth,
Dry leafless trees no autumn wind laid bare;

And in their nakedness find cause for mirth,

And all unclad would winter’s rudeness dare;

No sap doth through their clattering branches flow,
Whence springing leaves and blossoms bright appear;
Their hearts the living God have ceased to know
Who gives the spring-time to th’ expectant year.
They mimic life, as if from Him to steal

His glow of health to paint the livid cheek;
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They borrow words for thoughts they cannot feel,

That with a sceming heart their tongue may speak;

And in their show of life more dead they live

Than those that to the earth with many tears they give,

98

236

The Cottage

THE house my earthly parent left
My heavenly parent still throws down,
For ’t 15 of air and sun bereft,

Nor stars its roof with beauty crown.

He gave it me, yet gave it not

As one whose gifts are wise and good;
T was but a poor and clay-built cot,
And for a time the storms withstood.

But lengthening years and frequent rain
O’ercame its strength: it tottered, fell,
And left me homeless here again,—
And where to go I could not tell.

But soon the light and open air

Received me as a wandering child,

And I soon thought their house more fair,
And all my grief their love beguiled.

Mine was the grove, the pleasant field
Where dwelt the flowers I daily trod;
And there beside them, too, I knecled
And called their friend, my Father, God.
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99 The Prayer

-» ‘ILT Thou not visit me?

The plant beside me feels thy gentle dew,
And every blade of grass I see
From thy deep earth its quickening moisture drew.

Wilt Thou not visit me?

Thy morning calls on me with cheering tone;
And every hill and tree

Lend but one voice,—the voice of Thee alone.

Come, for I nced thy love,

More than the flower the dew or grass the rain;
Come, gently as thy holy dove;

And let me in thy sight rejoice to live again.

I will not hide from them

When thy storms come, though fierce may be their wrath,
But bow with leafy stem,

And strengthened follow on thy chosen path.

Yes, Thou wilt visit me:

Nor plant nor tree thine eye delights so well,
As, when from sin set free,

My spirit loves with thine in peace to dwell.

100 The Hand and Foot

IHE hand and foot that stir not, they shall find
Sooner than all the rightful place to go:
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Now in their motion free as roving wind,
Though first no snail so limited and slow;

I mark them full of labor all the day,

Fach active motion made in perfect rest;
They cannot from their path mistaken stray,
Though ’t is not theirs, yet in it they are blest;
The bird has not their hidden track found out,
The cunning fox though full of art he be;

It is the way unseen, the certain route,
Where ever bound, yet thou art ever free;
The path of Him, whose perfect law of love
Bids spheres and atoms in just order move.

Yourself

b

TIS to yourself I speak; you cannot know
Him whom I call in speaking such a one,
For you beneath the earth lie buried low,
Which he alone as living walks upon:

You may at times have heard him speak to you,
And often wished perchance that you were he;
And I must ever wish that it were true,

For then you could hold fellowship with me:
But now you hear us talk as strangers, met
Above the room wherein you lie abed;

A word perhaps loud spoken you may get,

Or hecar our feet when heavily they tread;
But he who speaks, or him who’s spoken to,
Must both remain as strangers still to you.
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102 The Strangers

EACH care-worn face is but a book
To tell of houses bought or sold;

Or filled with words that mankind took
From those who lived and spoke of old.

I see none whom I know, for they

See other things than him they meet;
And though they stop me by the way,

"T" 1s still some other one to greet.

There are no words that reach my ear
Those speak who tell of other things

Than what they mean for me to hear,
For in their speech the counter rings.

I would be where each word 1s true,
Each eye sees what it looks upon;

For here my eye has seen but few,
Who in each act that act have done,

103 The Lament of the Flowers

I LOOKED to find Spring’s early flowers,
In spots where they were wont to bloom;
But they had perished in their bowers;
The haunts they loved had proved their tomb!
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The alder, and the laurel green,
Which sheltered them, had shared their fate;
And but the blackened ground was seen,
Where hid their swelling buds of late.

From the bewildered, homeless bird,
Whose half-built nest the flame destroys,
A low complaint of wrong I heard,
Against the thoughtless, ruthless boys.

Sadly I heard its notes complain,
And ask the young its haunts to spare;
Prophetic seemed the sorrowing strain,
Sung o’er its home, but late so fair!

‘No more with hues like ocean shell

The delicate wind-flower here shall blow;
The spot that loved its form so well

Shall ne’er again its beauty know.

‘Or, if it bloom, like some pale ghost

T' will haunt the black and shadeless dell,
Where once it bloomed a numerous host,

Of its once pleasant bowers to tell.

‘And coming years no more shall find
The laurel green upon the hills;

The frequent fire leaves naught behind,
But e’en the very roots it kills.

‘No more upon the turnpike’s side
The rose shall shed its sweet perfume;
The traveler’s joy, the summer’s pride,
Will ‘'share with them a common doom.
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‘No more shall these returning fling

Round childhood’s home a heavenly charm,

With song of bird in ecarly spring,
To glad the heart and save from harm.’

HENRY DAVID THOREAU

104 Sic Vita

I AM a parcel of vain strivings tied
By a chance bond together,
Dangling this way and that, their links
Were made so loose and wide,

Methinks,

For milder weather.

A bunch of violets without their roots,
And sorrel intermixed,
Encircled by a wisp of straw
Once coiled about their shoots,

The law
By which I'm fixed.

A nosegay which Time clutched from out
Those fair Elysian fields,
With weeds and broken stems, in haste,
Doth make the rabble rout
That waste
The day he yields.

1817-1862
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And hcre I bloom for a short hour unseen,
Drinking my juices ug,
With no root in the land
To keep my branches green,
But stand
In a bare cup.

Some tender buds were left upon my stem
In mimicry of life,
But ah! the children will not know,
Till time has withered them,
The woe
With which they’re rife,

But now I see I was not plucked for naught,
And after in life’s vase
Of glass set while I might survive,
But by a kind hand brought

Alive
To a strange place.

That stock thus thinned will soon redecem its hours,
And by another year,
Such as God knows, with freer air,
More fruits and fairer flowers

Will bear,
While I droop here.

105 Winter Memories

‘ ‘ITHIN the circuit of this plodding life

There enter moments of an azure hue,
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Untarnished fair as is the violet

Or ancmone, when the spring strews them

By some meandering rivulet, which make

The best philosophy untrue that aims

But to console man for his grievances.

[ have remembered when the winter came,
High in my chamber in the frosty nights,

When in the still light of the cheerful moon,
On every twig and rail and jutting spout,

The icy spears were adding to their length
Against the arrows of the coming sun,

How in the shimmering noon of summer past
Some unrecorded beam slanted across

The upland pastures where the Johnswort grew;
Or heard, amid the verdure of my mind,

The bee’s long smothered hum, on the blue flag
Loitering amidst the mead; or busy rill,

Which now through all its course stands still and dumb
Its own memorial,—purling at its play

Along the slopes, and through the meadows next,
Until its youthful sound was hushed at last

In the staid current of the lowland stream;
Or seen the furrows shine but late upturned,
And where the fieldfare followed in the rear,
When all the fields around lay bound and hoar
Beneath a thick integument of snow.

So by God’s cheap economy made rich

To go upon my winter’s task again.
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100 To the Maiden in the East

LOW in the eastern sky
Is set thy glancing eye;
And though its gracious light
Ne’er riseth to my sight,
Yet every star that climbs
Above the gnarled limbs

Of yonder hill,
Conveys thy gentle will,

Believe I knew thy thought,
And that the zephyrs brought
Thy kindest wishes through,
As mine they bear to you,
That some attentive cloud

Did pause amid the crowd

Over my head,
While gentle things were said.

Believe the thrushes sung,

And that the flower-bells rung,

That herbs exhaled their scent,

And beasts knew what was meant,

The trees a welcome waved,

And lakes their margins laved,
When thy free mind

To my retreat did wind.

It was a summer eve,

The air did gently heave
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While yet a low-hung cloud
Thy eastern skies did shroud;
The lightning’s silent gleam,
Startling my drowsy dream,
Seemed like the flash
Under thy dark eyelash.

Still will T strive to be
As if thou wert with me;
Whatever path 1 take,

It shall be for thy sake,
Of gentle slope and wide,
As thou wert by my side,

Without a root
To trip thy gentle foot.

I’ll walk with gentle pace,
And choose the smoothest place,
And careful dip the oar,
And shun the winding shore,
And gently steer my boat
Where water-lilies float,

And cardinal flowers
Stand in their sylvan bowers.

107 Smoke

LIGHT-WINGED Smoke, Icarian bird,
Melting thy pinions in thy upward flight,
Lark without song, and messenger of dawn,
Circling above the hamlets as thy nest;
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Or else, departing dream, and shadowy form
Of midnight vision, gathering up thy skirts;

By night star-veiling, and by day

Darkening the light and blotting out the sun;
Go thou my incense upward from this hearth,
And ask the gods to pardon this clear flame.

108 Mist

109

LOW-ANCHORED cloud,
Newfoundland air,

Fountain-head and source of rivers,
Dew-cloth, dream drapery,

And napkin spread by fays;

Drifting meadow of the air,

Where bloom the daisied banks and violets,
And in whose fenny labyrinth

‘The bittern booms and heron wades;
Spirit of lakes and seas and rivers,
Bear only perfumes and the scent
Of healing herbs to just men’s ficlds!

Inspiration

» » HATE’ER we leave to God, God docs,
And blesscs us;

The work we choose should be our own,
God lets alone.
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If with light head erect I sing,

Though all the muses lend their force,
From my poor love of anything,

The verse 1s weak and shallow as its source.

But if with bended neck I grope,
Listening behind me for my wit,
With faith superior to hope,
More anxious to keep back than forward it,

Making my soul accomplice there
Unto the flame my heart hath lit,
Then will the verse forever wear,—
Time cannot bend the line which God hath writ.

Always the general show of things
Floats in review before my mind,

And such true love and reverence brings,
That sometimes I forget that I am blind.

But now there comes unsought, unseen,
Some clear, divine electuary,

And I who had but sensual been,
Grow sensible, and as God 1s, am wary.

I hearing get who had but ears,
And sight, who had but eyes before,
I moments live who lived but years,
And truth discern who knew but learning’s lore.

I hear beyond the range of sound,
I see beyond the range of sight,
New earths and skies and seas around,

And in my day the sun doth pale his light.
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A clear and ancient harmony
Pierces my soul through all its din,
As through its utmost melody,—
Farther behind than they—farther within,

More swift its bolt than lightning is,
Its voice than thunder is more loud,
It doth expand my privacies
To all, and leave me single in the crowd.

It speaks with such authority,
With so serene and lofty tone,
That idle Time runs gadding by,
And leaves me with Eternity alone.

Then chiefly is my natal hour,
And only then my prime of life,
Of manhood’s strength 1t is the flower,
T'is pcace’s end and war’s beginning strife,

T ’hath come in summer’s broadest noon,

By a grey wall or some chance place,
Unseasoned time, insulted June,

And vexed the day with its presuming face.

Such fragrance round my couch it makes,
More rich than are Arabian drugs,
That my soul scents its life and wakes
The body up bencath its perfumed rugs.

Such is the Muse—the heavenly maid,

The star that guides our mortal course,
Which shows where life’s true kernel’s laid,

Its wheat’s fine flower, and its undying force,
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She with one breath attunes the spheres,
And also my poor human heart,
With one impulse propels the years
Around, and gives my throbbing pulse its start,

I will not doubt forever more,
Nor falter from a steadfast faith,
For though the system be turned o’er,
God takes not back the word which once he saith.

I will then trust the love untold
Which not my worth nor want has bought,
Which wooed me young and woos me old,
And to this evening hath me brought.

My memory I’ll educate

To know the one historic truth,
Remembering to the latest date

The only true and sole immortal youth.

Be but thy inspiration given,
No matter through what danger sought,
I’ll fathom hell or climb to hcaven,
And yet esteem that cheap which love has bought.

Fame cannot tempt the bard
Who’s famous with his God,
Nor laurel him reward

Who hath his Maker’s nod.
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110 From A Fable for Critics

EMERSON

I‘IERE comes Emerson first, whose rich words,

every one,

Are like gold nails in temples to hang trophies on,

Whose prose 1s grand verse, while his verse, the Lord
knows,

Is some of it pr— No, ’tis not even prose;

I’m speaking of metres; some poems have welled

From those rare depths of soul that have nc’er been
excelled;

They’re not epics, but that doesn’t matter a pin,

In creating, the only hard thing’s to begin;

A grass-blade’s no easier to make than an oak;

If you’ve once found the way, you’ve achieved the grand
stroke

In the worst of his poems are mines of rich matter,

But thrown in a heap with a crash and a clatter;

Now it is not one thing nor another alone

Makes a poem, but rather the general tone,

The something pervading, uniting the whole,

The before unconceived, unconceivable soul,

So that just in removing this trifle or that, you

Take away, as it were, a chief limb of the statue;

Roots, wood, bark, and leaves singly perfect may be,

But, clapt hodge-podge together, they don’t make a tree.
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But, to come back to Emerson (whom, by the way,
I believe we left waiting),—his is, we may say,
A Greek head on right Yankee shoulders, whose range
Has Olympus for one pole, for t’other the Exchange;
He scems, to my thinking (although I’'m afraid
The comparison must, long ere this, have been made),
A Plotinus-Montaigne, where the Egyptian’s gold mist
And the Gascon’s shrewd wit cheek-by-jowl coexist;
All admire, and yet scarcely six converts he’s got
To I don’t (nor they either) exactly know what;
For though he builds glorious temples, ’t is odd
He leaves never a doorway to get in a god.
T 1s refreshing to old-fashioned people like me
To meet such a primitive Pagan as he,
In whose mind all creation 1s duly respected
As parts of himself—just a little projected;
And who’s willing to worship the stars and the sun,
A convert to—nothing but Emerson.
So perfect a balance there is in his head,
That he talks of things sometimes as if they were dead;
Life, nature, love, God, and affairs of that sort,
He looks at as merely ideas; in short,
As if they were fossils stuck round in a cabinet,
Of such vast extent that our earth’s a mere dab in it;
Composed just as he is inclined to conjecture her,
Namely, one part pure earth, ninety-nine parts pure
lecturer;
You are filled with delight at his clear demonstration,
Each figure, word, gesture, just fits the occasion,
With the quiet precision of science he’ll sort ’em,
But you can’t help suspecting the whole a posz mor-
tem,
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There are persons, mole-blind to the soul’s make and
style,

Who insist on a likeness ’twixt him and Carlyle;
To compare him with Plato would be vastly fairer,
Carlyle’s the more burly, but E. is the rarer;
He sees fewer objects, but clearlier, truelier,
If C.s as original, E.’s more peculiar;
That he’s more of a man you might say of the one,
Of the other he’s more of an Emerson;
C.’s the Titan, as shaggy of mind as of limb,—
E. the clear-eyed Olympian, rapid and slim;
The one’s two thirds Norseman, the other half Greek,
Where the one’s most abounding, the other’s to seek;
C.’s generals require to be seen in the mass,—
E.’s specialties gain if enlarged by the glass;
C. gives nature and God his own fits of the blues,
And rims common-sense things with mystical hues,—
E. sits in a mystery calm and intense,
And looks coolly around him with sharp common-sense;
C. shows you how every-day matters unite
With the dim transdiurnal recesses of night,—
While E., in a plain, preternatural way,
Makes mysteries matters of mere every day;
C. draws all his characters quite a4 /a2 Fuseli,—
Not sketching their bundles of muscles and thews illy,
He paints with a brush so untamed and profuse,
They seem nothing but bundles of muscles and thews;
E. is rather like Flaxman, lines strait and severe,
And a colorless outline, but full, round, and clear;—
To the men he thinks worthy he frankly accords
The design of a white marble statue in words.
C. labors to get at the centre, and then
Take a reckoning from there of his actions and men;
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E. calmly assumes the said centre as granted,
And, given himself, has whatever is wanted.

He has imitators in scores, who omit
No part of the man but his wisdom and wit,—
Who go carefully o’er the sky-blue of his brain,
And when he has skimmed it once, skim it again;
If at all they resemble him, you may be sure it is
Because their shoals mirror his mists and obscurities,
As a mud-puddle seems deep as heaven for a minute,
While a cloud that floats o’er is reflected within it.

WHITTIER

THERE is Whittier, whose swelling and vehement
heart

Strains the strait-breasted drab of the Quaker apart,
And reveals the live Man, still supreme and erect,
Underneath the bemummying wrappers of sect;
There was ne’er a man born who had more of the swing
Of the true lyric bard and all that kind of thing;
And his failures arise (though he seem not to know it)
From the very same cause that has made him a poet,—
A fervor of mind which knows no separation
*T'wixt simple excitement and pure inspiration,
As my Pythoness erst sometimes erred from not knowing
If ’t were I or mere wind through her tripod was blowing;
Let his mind once get head in its favorite direction
And the torrent of verse bursts the dams of reflection,
While, borne with the rush of the metre along,
The poet may chance to go right or go wrong,
Content with the whirl and delirium of song;
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Then his grammar’s not always correct, nor his rhymes,
And he’s prone to repeat his own lyrics sometimes,

Not his best, though, for those are struck off at white-heats
When the heart in his breast like a trip-hammer beats,
And can ne’er be repeated again any more

T'han they could have been carefully plotted before:

Like old what’s-his-name there at the battle of Hastings
(Who, however, gave more than mere rhythmical bastings),
Our Quaker leads off metaphorical fights

For reform and whatever they call human rights,

Both singing and striking in front of the war,

And hitting his foes with the mallet of Thor;

Anne haec, one exclaims, on beholding his knocks,

Vestis filii tui, O leather-clad Fox?

Can that be thy son, in the battle’s mid din,

Preaching brotherly love and then driving it in

T'o the brain of the tough old Goliath of sin,

With the smoothest of pebbles from Castaly’s spring
[mpressed on his hard moral sense with a sling?

All honor and praise to the right-hearted bard
Who was true to The Voice when such service was hard,
Who himself was so free he dared sing for the slave
When to look but a protest in silence was brave;
All honor and praise to the women and men
Who spoke out for the dumb and the down-trodden then!

HAWTHORNE

THERE is Hawthorne, with genius so shrinking and

rare
That you hardly at first see the strength that is there;
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A frame so robust, with a nature so sweet,

So earnest, so graceful, so lithe and so fleet,

Is worth a descent from Olympus to mect;

“T" 1s as if a rough oak that for ages had stood,

With his gnarled bony branches like ribs of the wood,
Should bloom, after cycles of struggle and scathe,
With a single anemone trembly and rathe;

His strength is so tender, his wildness so meek,

That a suitable parallel sets one to seek,—

He’s a John Bunyan Fouqué, a Puritan Tieck;

When Nature was shaping him, clay was not granted
For making so full-sized a man as she wanted,

So, to fill out her model, a little she spared

From some finer-grained stuff for a woman prepared,
And she could not have hit a more excellent plan
For making him fully and perfectly man.

COOPER

I{ERE’S CTooper, who’s written six volumes to show
He’s as good as a lord* well, let’s grant that he’s so;
If a person prefer that description of praise,

Why, a coronet’s certainly cheaper than bays;

But he need take no pains to convince us he’s not
(As his enemies say) the American Scott.

Choose any twelve men, and let C. read aloud

That one of his novels of which he’s mest proud,
And I’d lay any bet that, without ever quitting

Their box, they’d be all, to a man, for acquirting.

He has drawn you one character, though, that i1s rew,
One wildflower he’s plucked that is wet with the dew
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Of this fresh Western world, and, the thing not to mince,
He has done naught but copy it ill ever since;

His Indians, with proper respect be it said,

Are just Natty Bumppo, daubed over with red,

And his very Long Toms are the same useful Nat,
Rigged up in duck pants and a sou’wester hat

(Though once in a Cofhin, a good chance was found

To have slipped the old fellow away underground).
All his other men-figures are clothes upon sticks,

The derniére chemise of a man in a fix

(As a captain besieged, when his garrison’s small,

Sets up caps upon poles to be seen o’er the wall);

And the women he draws from one model don’t vary,
All sappy as maples and flat as a prairie.

When a character’s wanted, he goes to the task

As a cooper would do in composing a cask;

He picks out the staves, of their qualities heedful,

Just hoops them together as tight as is needful,

And, if the best fortune should crown the attempt, he
Has made at the most something wooden and empty.

Don’t suppose I would underrate Cooper’s abilities;
[f T thought you’d do that, 1 should fecl very 1ll at case;
The men who have given to one character life
And objective existence are not very rife;
You may number them all, both prose-writers and singers,
Without overrunning the bounds of your fingers,
And Natty won’t go to oblivion quicker
Than Adams the parson or Primrose the vicar.

There is one thing in Cooper I like, too, and that is
That on manners he lectures his countrymen gratis;
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Not precisely so either, because, for a rarity,

He i1s paid for his tickets in unpopularity.

Now he may overcharge his American pictures,

But you’ll grant there’s a good deal of truth in his
strictures;

And I honor the man who is willing to sink

Half his present repute for the freedom to think,

And, when he has thought, be his cause strong or weak,

Will risk tother half for the freedom to speak,

Caring naught for what vengeance the mob has in store,

Let that mob be the upper ten thousand or lower.

There are truths you Americans need to be told,
And it never’ll refute them to swagger and scold;
John Bull, looking o’er the Atlantic, in choler
At your aptness for trade, says you worship the dollar;
But to scorn such eye-dollar-try’s what very few do,
And John goes to that church as often as you do.

No matter what John says, don’t try to outcrow him,
”T" is enough to go quictly on and outgrow him;

Like most fathers, Bull hates to sce Number One
Displacing himsclf in the mind of his son,

And detests the same faults in himself he’d neglected
When he sees them again in his child’s glass reflected;
To love one another you’re too like by half;

If he is a bull, you’re a pretty stout calf,

And tear your own pasture for naught but to show
What a nice pair of horns you’re beginning to grow.

There are one or two things I should just like to hint,
For you don’t often get the truth told you in print;
The most of you (this is what strikes all beholders)
Have a mental and physical stoop in the shoulders;
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Though you ought to be free as the winds and the