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William Henry Cuyler Hosmer (1814-1877) was a fairly accomplished
iawycr, author, and poet, born to the prominent pionccring Hosmer famiiy of
Avon, NY. He authored several books in his lifetime, ranging from historics
to verse, sometimes combining the two into one. His Later Lays and Lyr-
ics isa potpourri of poems dealing largely but not entirely with local historical
themes. “The Markham Elm for example, culogizes a “noble, ancient tree that
long stood near the Rush-Avon town border. In a footnote regarding its fate,
Hosmer writes: “Some wretch, who little rcgards what s venerable and historic,
kindled a fire in its hollow boll. May the curse of the poet, and the malediction
of God, rest on him forevermore!” He could be passionate.

The poems contained in Later Lays and Lyrics are divided into five
sections, inciuding“War Lyrics“ (primariiy Hosmer’s impressions in the recent
aftermath of the American Civil War), “Bitter Memories” (personal, themes
of loss), and “Cypress Leaves™ (death, writ both small and large). Asawhole,
however, Hosmers poctry is informed by his family’s history ofscttiing Avon,
his love for the land, and his reverence for the natives and their lore. He wrote
these verses from the vantage point of late life, having witnessed America’s
19th-century genocidal first half, through slavery and the Civil War, and into
ascendant industrialization.

Later Lays and Lyrics casts the history and places of this region in a
uniquely lyrical, impactful form. Indeed, in the opening “Sonnet Dedicatory”
Hosmer writes: “Love for the Valley of the Genesee, / Of old the red man’s
favorite domain / ]nspircd in youth a high heroic strain ...” That inspiration cn-

dured, it scems, throughout Hosmer's life and writings.

The Genesce Valley Historical Reprint Series is an effort of Milne Library, SUNY Genesco.
Editorial Board: Elizabeth Argentieri, Allison P. Brown, Joseph Easterly, Cyril Oberlander
Summary by Elizabeth Argentieri

Layout & Cover Design by Allison P. Brown



LATER

[.AYS AND [.YRICS

W. H. C. HOSMER,

YONNONDIO, THI MONTHS, LEGENDS OF THE SENECAS,

RIRD-NOTES, B¢

ROCUESTELR, N. V.
D.M, DUEWIEY,

1873+



Faweved nceording e Acc of Conerass, in U yeur afiyn,
liy 120 AL DEWIEY,

in the ofice of the Libraving of Congress, at Washimgton,



CONTENTS.

Dntearony,

AT

Acrearisoean (e,

Ao DwaA gl T Sea,
T "Two Gars,
Srier TRrERVIEWS,

ALvwen Viosw erose JHonrsine,

TTALLO W RN, i .
e Maaras 15,
Noow or Beagrey,

NAPoLaoN Lot Maunt
Barrn or TEyrERA N,

Wanrafay i, .
Jena v,

Frronar {is,
SuUdRRE A,
SErrEALER DY,
Neviarae,

Al e,

T Inan v,
Tue Tnoesasn Jsies,
Viiusys peng Fasrew,
Fivais o e Ve,
Gon's U,

Mo onr Visios,

TOWAR

Anwus Mianis,
Oy BAaNRLY,
Alagrian Mus,
Bairne Can,

[SIFI0 . .
SHENANDOATL VALLLY,

avuNan N o Thevrn,

Sane, . .
One Fovar Disdy,
Dreawarion Day,

OF T Brassoas,

LANVE,

B Bersann,

VAL,

.

12

a0

zh

40
A9
52

54
56

-

[£5

5y



BITTER MEMORIES,

My Svooy, . . . . . .08
A LameNt —\‘r'uunN AT ")J'\, . . . . 97
| DTRTH % S EEY S . . . . . . .08
My Onn Cmuu\m . . \ . . . . 102
Wavsinn Rirvaes, . . . . . . 103
Tow Mornee's J\H'v,\l, . . 100
Lais WRUPTER 1 DEIRCTION, NS ,\u " \\um\\' J\Int'\l "
Avown, NV, . . . . . . . . Iy
Thererorone, . . . . . . . 111
Niew Viar Mising S0 . . . . . . . A

CYPRESS LEAVES.

T TrANCE, . . . . . . . 119
Trinrer, . . . . R -1
Diane C \H-'IIRY, A I Hl\(. 51\(., . . s . 123
Misrcroar, Lines, . . . . . . . T2
Buwias, o Binpie, . . . . . . 127
CALLED Away, . . . . . . .1z
Mumowian Lewns, . . . . . 111
A HEMEN B ANCE, ) . . . . . R T
T ANNIVERSARY, . . . A . . 134
Tue [yviNg Sarm, . \ . . . . N K1

SONGE AND BALLAT.

T Prae, . . . . . . . . 141
Wiar T Wourn By, . . . . . L1443
B Eyven Froroses, . . . . . . 144
THINGS CosisgG, . . . . . . . R 1)
TLrNes FrevinNe, . . . \ , . 148
Tasso's PawiwiLi, . . . : . 150
S, . . . . . . . . L
My l)\IIcylllll\‘u, . . . . . . . . 153
A Dumnn's Wismes, . . . . . . 134
AN CBoLIAN MiLonv, | . . . . . 158
Ghensrrea o Many, . . . . R . 137
My Heorrrisit Beauries, . . . . . . 158
Sminw Frags avp ONNOLRE, . . . . . 154
ClNsULA SancroruM, . . . . . . 101
[LONOING vow SUMMER, . . . - . . 102
huNegG, . . . . . . . . 103
ILasTER Lm\nr, . . . . . . , 105
Arowi, . . . . . . . . . 100
T HHII/\ l\' Ilieaven, . . . . . 160

Jame, . . . . . . . . .108



SONNET DEDICATORY.

BA PLERATISSION O Do BTy,

Frieml of the poet D after silence Tong,

And sl experience in the war of lile—
Seattered his household gotls, imd worn with strife—
He hrings fresh oferings from e land of song,

Fave for the Valley ol the Genesee,
Of old the red man’s Tavorite domain
Inspired in youlh a igh heroie steain
That found o generors pablisher o thee.
Thy wortds of kind enconrngement and praise
Alter the Tapse of many wery yoars,
Ring Tike remembored music in iy os,
And hack throng visious of romantic Jdays -
Ob ! Tiliime him not if memory smoymon tears
Witile he fnseribes to (hee his O Tater Lays.”

WorL O N
Trated okt Laws, Avos,

July 12th, 872



QUEEN OF THE BLOBSOMS.

IChere was sirife avionyg the lilics,
While throbbed cach nectared ecil ;
I'nerc was strite amang the roscs,
Itach claimed to be the helle;
1w winds that came to woo them
Loved all of them so well,
They could not, with their airy tongues,
Whao was the queenliest tell,

Tiut Onolee, the cherub,
Arrayed in purest white,

arst, Tike a heavenly vision,
Upon the raptured sight ;

Fler cheeks authlushed the roses,
1he lilics were less bright

Her cyes like stars when clondless
Is June's delicious night.

Sylphs of the laughing summer
Danced near her on the green—
‘The hoh-o'-lIink and oriole,
With breast of golden sheen ;
And flashing by, with Tris dyes,
The humming-hivds were seen,
While every blossom found o tongue,
And cried—* Behokd our queen U
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AGRICULTURAL ODE,

I
OTHIEIR of Arts T that tilleth soil
M On prinrie wide, and apland lea
Ty mereles, corn and wine, and oil,”’
Ihe teibes of men receive Trom thee.
1,
Towas thal are dofting ocean’s shore,
The mountain-slope, and inlaned vale,
Conld Oonrisly populous ne more,
I thy (ull granaries should fail.
I
Stules woulil decay ; wo longer thrive
1€ Gad withheld thy golden shower ;
And nationy that wax great desive
Frow thee the sinews of their power.
.
Not gold alone : for'those that make
The desert blossom like the rose
Are first Oppression’s yoke to break,
And with pround Wrong in conllict elase.
V.
Roused like the winiry storm when how
The kingly oaks beneath its might,
Onr rustic futhers left the plow,
Al wet on Bunker’s awil height.
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Later Lays.
VL
While sternly marshalled there in arms,
T'o drive the fell tnyader bacl,
Love Tor their lamilies and farms
Nerved them to brave the fieree ntack,
V1,
A aranatha’’ on the foe
Their musketry in thunder peated,
While ranks in crimson swaths lay low,
Al battle's cloud the sun concealed,
V1T,
Their deeds on that momentous day,
In lines of Hght are written down
1o cheer our race when thrown away,
Like toys, are mitre, crosicr, crowii.
TX.
When Freedom in the mart is foungd
The phantom of a sounding name,
Nursed by bold tillers of the ground
Is a purc, patriotic fame,
X,
Tor them is traced a liberal creed
In Nature's everlasting {ome,
And ¢ books iu ranning brooks "' they read
That knit their hearts to hearth and home.
XL :
Old Art of Husbandry ! that gave
To mortals cecupation lirst,
Thy ministry alone ceula save
When fearfully the fand was eursed.



Agricultaral (il

XL
Coray Fld, and wives and Nittle ones
Within the tents of Peace were fed,
When carned by sweat-drops of thy sons,
W man's primeval blessing-—drvad,
XU
sad exiles from their gavden i,
While fashed Behind the tlaanng sword,
Ovr great Yirse Pavents did not dare
T cbream of Paradise vestored,
X1V,
Lot Farth can boast of many o spot
Redeemaed by indasiry and skill
[rom wastes where roses harbared not,
Thit have asmile of Toden still
NV
Crrenaeda, i romantic Spain,
W prosperons nnder Moorish sway ;
Rasele Dbl sicle, and the barren plain
Soon wore the livery of May.
XV
Great Abderalimen, famed in song,
Anddstyled Conagnificent,”’ would toil
Where golden Darro rolled aiong
Laving the renovated soil.
NVIL
Well sung the karcled bards of Rome,
That varal Vife promoted health,
And Ceres, Queen of TTarvest-Tome,
Was mother of the God of Wealth,



Later Lays.

XVIIE
Her countless banks will never fail,
Their bases Tarth rom whence we sprang,
And Commeres (o ihe sall-sen frale
At her command the fag outlllung,
XX,
Tar from the city’s stifing heat
Chicf, poet, ovator and sage
"Co rural villas would recreat,
And delve in Rome’s Augustan Age.
XX '
There, like the singing Lavk of Ayr,
'he plow great master spirits held,
Drank raptare from toe scencry fair,
And founts that at theiy feet outwelled.
XX1,
There Mavo wooced, cnwreathed with bays,
Phe Rural Muse with art diving,
And Flaccus warlled lyric lays
Rich as his own Talernian wine.
XXIL,
There Cincinnatus threw aside
His rustic garb, and drew the blade
When rolied the Volscian battie tide,
And Conseript TFathers sat dismayed ;
KNI,
And then in his triumphal hour,
When the good fight was fosght and won,
Resigned way dictatorial power
By Glory™s memorable son,



Agricaitiral Ode, |
XXV,
The CGrwordian of o rescuced land
Found quict on Maount Vernen's firm
When sheathed his concguering hattle-Inand,
And hushed the drum-heat ol atarni.
KXY,
Alas b Chat Tratricidal Dlomd
Polfutes the land that holds his Lones,
While, sitting hy Potomae’s tiood,
The Gentus of Colambia moany . -
XXVIL
With Labor’s moeisture on the brow
Kings furned the giohe, nnce fsrael’s own,
And on Elijah, at the plow,
The mantle of the Scer was thrown.
XXVIL
What story of the Golden Age,
In tenderness, descriptive trurh,
Compares with Lhat imspired page
That tells us of the gleaner—Ruth ?
NXVIILL
And imagery that most deliphts,
The Past un‘olding to our view,
The Royal Bard fron rral sights,
And pastoral scenes of heauty drew,
KNIN.
C4The cattle om a thousand hills 7
In-Palestine we see again ;
Chime with his verse the singing rills,
“The early, and the latter rain,”’
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Later Lays.

NKX.
Theme for his miustrelsy divine
Wore brooks (hrough Levtile feld thai ran
“The bread that strengthens, and the wine
That maketh glnd the hewrt of moun”
XXX
In cities where the mildewed den
Of Want yawns near the halls of Pride
Are eradeled not insirions men
To duty true, in danger tried.
KRXAL
I hannds remaote from scenes like these
Are nobler spivits nursed, that tower
Like pines above the smaller trees,
Linwarpad Ty creed, unspoiled by power.
XXXTIT,
Far from the tumnlt of the town
Loved mighly Welster Lo relire,
Aud seek, forgetlud of renown,
Ficlds where he labored with hig sive
NERIV.
Or, freed from cave, he loved to dwell
At Marshiield, by the scunding main,
Where low of kine and pasteral hell
Trigposed ta calm his troubled brain,
XXEV.
And Clay, in country costumne drest,
Sick of Corraption’s wild misrale,
On his plantation in the West,
Tl like an nrehin looscd from school



Agricultural Ode.

HXRVL
Amd Wright, stern Cato of the State,
~ Whaose honoved grave is holy ground,
Towered in the Hald of high debate,
Wilh fee and hads Dy toil cnabrowned.
XNVIL
Well were these famous men aware
hat impulse Agricultnre gave,
To human progress everywhere,
Chi solid Tand ardd rolling wave,
XXX VT,
The Hellows would no tonger blow,
Tae hiunmer clash, the anvil ring,
[O Cultve sheuld torget to sow,
And e the promise of the spring.
XX NIX.
fnvention bailled wonld despond,
Cease progress in Mechanie A,
And Genius drop the wizard wand
That governs thoughr, conlrols the heart.
XL,
Ships would ic rotting in the bay,
In Lhoronghfares the prass nperow,
And, lords of mansions in decay,
Reign Famine, Pestilence and Woe,
XLIL
What spectacle more dread is found
From Polar regions to the Line,
Than minds inactive and nnsound,
I frames of pramature decline,

11



Lz Later Laps.

XLIL

Labor Iftree !
If vipens into fruit the flower,
Sucl: ruins heve he will not see,
But grandest types of human power ;- -

Mother of Learning

K LI -
And, here, proud nunrsery of men'!
While vivers flow and wmountains stand,
Muy issues of the tongue and pen
Keep pace with issues of the hand.

—— e — — — -

A DREAM OF THE SEA.

I

Stella b while sleeping, T heheld the sea,

Raging and heaving with convulsive throws,
Unveil its depths and mysterics Lo mo:—

‘The rock ol coral like a peak arose,
Whose stunit in the purple twilight glows . —

S0 startling were the echaes ol the caves,
Within each vein the rmddy cnvrent froze—

The fearful conllice of the winds and waves
Methought awoke the dead in their forgotien graves,



A Iweam of the Nea. 13
1.
"The firmament was darkened like a pall,
And wore alool of terrible despair;
The n'ym[nh of ocean Jefl her spavry hall,
And wildly shook her green, unbraided hady.
Unearthly music toated on the air
In vanses of Uwe slovn, adivge-like sound !
I'he Blue shark glided from his watery lair,
Gorged with a meal upon the ghastly drowned,
And pathway Dby Wis sicde the Tearful sword-lish found.
1L
Mine eye heheld forgotten works of Art,
Anel heaps ol pleaming perils and yollow ore ;
The costly exports of the busy mart,
And wealth umtold bestrewed old Ocean’s {loor:
Witere were the Darks that all these treasures hore ?
Arowd they lay Dhereli of mase and sail,
Fo rile the deep it majesty ne more—
Delanes hilding to the angry gole,
While timid stand te brave, the manly checks grow
pale. )
I¥.
Fhe ferce and huge leviathan, methought,
Affrighied by the elemental war,
With flashing in the upper waters sought ;
To light the scene sbot forth no twinkling star,
Nor did the bright san in s Daming ear
O the roused deep his burning glanees throw
Black thunder clowls growled londly, and the glare
O red winged lightning to the evumbling snow
That eapt the surges pave intolerable plow.



L4 Later Lays.

V.
Beneath the Gde were visible L down
The fallen thrones and palaces of old ;
Symbol of buried power, and ancient crown
A skull eraireled with its tarnished gold
Uhe wave-washed relics of the wise and bold
Tn many a hollow caven lay unwept,
And darkly hid within the tarry fold
The napless maid and youth il laver slept,
While over them the sea like some proud victor swept.
VL
Spars, riven timbers, and the hroken masl
The tide vetreating left upon the strand
Then ul my feet involling waters cast
My wile—the sen weed in her rigid hand
Methought her grave T dag within the sand,
Shronding the precions relics in my cloak,
Bl when Lo view were lost those Tealuves bland,
In wournlul tone the passing spirit spoke
“ frarerentl for cvcriore I —I tremblea and aweke.

Nuw York, 1855,

THE TWO GATES,

Open in this werld of sin,

Are two gales to enter in;

Sconcs unknown (o mortal view,
Greet the pilgrim passing through,



The Tww Cates, 15

Chie, the ivory gate ol drowns,
Clows with rich, Blysian gleams ;
Bt more lustrous to lrehold,

[+ the ather gate of gol,

Whaen ehe honey-dew ol rest,
Jails npon the teoubled hreast,
Throvgh the former, open wide,
Ohl how sweet i soub to glide !
Oer ity threshald, as we pass,
Seen, ns in Agrippa’s glss,

Are the dead of long-ago,

Moving in procession slow,

Clearly are theiv forms defined
Round vs wre thelr arnas entwined,
Ancd the Tieart, long, sad rejoices,
Ilenring old, fandlinr volces,
Wandering, there, the sonl explores
Pictiresque, enchanted shores
Flal's of fantasy where reign

Kings, discrowned on earth, again.
iried would e a foant of bliss,

A1 e bharne a waorld like this,
Should the pilgrin sec in vain
Tintrance through that gate to gain,
Brighter than'sme, moon or star,
Stands the golden gate ajav ;
Through it, to the Angel-Land,
Laove and faith walk bond I haned,
LFoont of its effulgent Llaze,
Is the s Ancient One of Days
And a host of minstrels crownetl,
Flood eclestial air with sound,



16 - Later Laps,

Those who ¢nter in, no more
Sorrow on Time's crumbling shore—
Lost to ug although we yearn,
Months and yeurs, for their retnen.
Thither go, when done with life,
Mother fond, and [aithful wife;
Childreen Taid in carth with tears,
Martyred saints and holy scers.
War, in that unelonded realn,
Never dens his brazen helm ;

livil, there creets no (hrong—
SUl‘l'U\V 1": 4 name 1111]{[10“’11.
Would ye seck the blessoms lost, -
[n this Jand of killing Irost,

TFor the pilgrimage prepare,

Morn and eve with contrite prayer.
To the clime of Endless Morn,
Hope nob, man or womnan born,
Passape, with corrupted mind,
Through the Golden Gate to hind.

——— —————

SPIRIT INTERVIEWS.

L
Tranz as o lunar bow that gqueenly night,
When loveliest around ber starry brow
Twines, while the fairies dance in their delight,
Art thou, art thow.



Spévit Anteivvicrrs, £

1T,
Eomuole o gweet, enchaoted region lies )
Trrem this discordant world where morlals pine,
And my glad epieit Phither nightly ilies
T meet with thine,
IH.
A magic staivway Lo a Lurret bauds,
Where we look forth on Beauty’s chosen home
Green Tawns and lakelews edged with golden reeds,
Al amer foam,
v
From porieh orlel window we conunaned
A vicw more Tair than ever gladdened seer,
Andd brighter far thar Beulal’s lovely Land
To Clristian deas,
V.
Crowned with resplendent hattoments and owers,
W soe the hills of endloss summer vise ;
From base to summic carpeted with flowers
¥ Teis dyes.
Vi,
In pauses of our collenuy, tnheard
By mortal ear, awake melodious bands,
Ag il the harps of Paradise were seirred
By cauntless hands,
VIl
In thut weird reabm two souls hat throl as one
Newd not bethrothal ving, nor nuptial rige,
Their bricdsal robes by alry beings spun
OF bloom and light,



13 . Later Lays.

VIIT.
Fow dim the Greek's Llysiwm, with its bowers,
" Contrasted with love's 1iden where | stroll,
With Caledomian Mary gatheving Jawers
Soul kuit to sou !

e kA — —

MARCH VIEW FROM HILLSIDE,

v adr is chill—the Take les spread
Paler than shroud ihat wraps the dear ;
Save its mid-coreent, hine ag steel,

While sprny drops whiten, and congeal.
Obt how andike its summer deess,

A sheet of azore Inveliness,

o which the swallow dips his wings,
Ancd brewgs its breast, in ripping rings,
When the scared water-fowl upsprings !
The trees along ity frozen shore

Wear not the look o June they wore,
Fhinging deep shade the greensward o'ear,
Wit leat harps trembling when the brecse
To music woke their emerald keys.

Conesus ! inomy younger days

T looked on gently sloping farms,

Lich {rame-work {or thy silvery chares,
With fxerl, enamored gaze;



Muareh View from Hijlside. 1)

Sails glemming on thy crysial sheet,
Glanced on the sipht, and disappearad,
As if by alvy phantoms stecred,

And Nutwre woke no somnd more swect
Phan the low, Tolling measured heat
OF founvtinked, undulating swetls

On glitkerig sawds inlaid with shells,

Old legends eling Lo lake and shore,

Bul they ingpire my lay ne more,

Theugh, In my younger, happicr yeurs,
While sighed the wind among the pines,
And old onks with thelr clinging vinds

I heard, methonght, the mlk ol scers,

And sachems, near the < Tamited Spring,™
To listeners in the council ring 3

Or when wan moonlight Jecked the walers
Woubd spirit haks, to faney’s cye

Eilled with the greenwood’s dusky danghters,
Ioat sithout oar or paddle Dy,

Flow changed the seene ! a clonded arch
Borrows no lustre from the wmorn,

While that wild rrampeter, young March,
Is blowing on hig Lattle-horn,

T.ess dreasd wns Winter's iron reign,

And bleak and e He ridge and plain,
While Hillside oo is sad lo-day
Beneath a sky of leaden gy,

Tor nevermore will walk as lord,

My [Liend upon its meadow sward,

And ook npon a landscape roundd



Lerter Lrl’_—,l'.\‘.

In smellow Anbnun unexeeclicd,

Avud dreamy, ke eochanted ground,

In Swmmer thine bheheldd

Bue vvid these scenes, renowned o song,
Flis memaory will be cherighed long

For here Tis rinal home he made,

The fandscape by his presence gread,
And Jeaves bhehind to view displayed,

tn wintry gloon, or summer shade,
Murks of his clegroee sud taste,

Thisi, Mareh iy, 1860,

HALLOWIKN.

L
1 an w vision - =in my «Jdream
I Tooked on Doon’s enchanted stream,
The woonlight glinted forth its bean
On hitl, and eairn.
And one 1 saw who reigns snpreme
Apolla's bairn,
15
e bard, renowned in distant climes,
Sighed for the sports of other times .
When Bells rang out their merry chimes,

Andd s woere seen

With lassics singing rniint ol rhymnes
A Flalleweun,



Flalloroecn, 21

.,
“These customs ol an elder day,”
e said, fCshould never pass away, .
Till Mlewers shoald wreath the pole in May,
. Al om the green
Nymiphs Trom the Daon, s Ayeoandd 'y
Shoukd choose their Queen.

v,

S earts, Teal and warm, old manners hail |
Braw s in Caledon will il
When, as the evening shades prevail,
Mo more are scen
Blythe Tassie pulling phinis of kail
Al ThalToween,

v,
SV them inosonly, on sic o night,
Your minscrel, Buens, sUl takes delight,
Andd ongh nnsecn by mortal light,

ELis spiril glaneg
Sees on the mwn, with moonshine bright,

Fhoe firies danee,

Vi
CCAL ingle-ncuks on every farm
Fet witch and warloek wake alarn,
The hurning nuts still work a charm
At Halloween,
So Toved when arma | locked inoarm
Wilth Donny Jean,



Latri Lays.

VI
“By, o1 the wind while spirits pass,
Rustling (he leaves and withered grass,
Sl let che pale and trembling Juss

1er apple eat,
And inthe haanted looking glass
Alinsband greet,

VI,

< Indecd will Scoitish heavts be cold,
Her glory like a tale that's told
When ancient rites and customs old
Are loved no more,
And only warshippers of gold
Crowd Albyn’s shore,”

1%,
Deepr sitence fell upon the place,
The poet’'s noble fom and face,
Fled i my <ream aud lelt no Lrace,
Like vanished smoke ;
[ heard Doon's waves each ciber chasce,
And T awole.

Molriswson Loncr, Oct, 31, 1805,




The AMarddim Fim. 23

THE MARKHAM ELM.*

1.
Tawek an old warrior with his helm,
Dieekerd gramdly with acrest of green,
A thousand years has stood yon B,
Clie” glory of the seene !
il
What tales, iC s ald trunk conlld tad,
Would fall npon the Hstening ear,
OF the wild wolf upon his walk,
The red-man with his spear,
1,
It towered the giane of the wood,
Tn o vich rohe of coverald drest,
When Tannched upon the ocean oo,
Columbus sought the west.
IV,
1t braved old winter's rudest shock
When the storm-fiends theiv trumpels hlew,
When on stern Plymonth's hatlowal rock
Tandod the May-Tlower's crow,
v
It was the forest’s pride, when cuue
The Norsemen, horne grey oceun o'er,
And the Round Tower, long khnown to fame,
Built on New ]mglnnd s shore,

*This nebla tree, stnnds on Markham Flars, veny the Cviding ling between
Avon and Rush, Tis fmly feet in !ncuinfur'nm and hefore it was shorn, by
time, of its old protecting boughs, it shadewed an aeve of pround, lt wiis
rLIcumrrrl n Todion troditiou, anel inder its SH mu: eaunpy Chief, Sape,
and Wiorior, et in the old tme. Some wreteh, who livle reeards what is
venorable and hi worie, lindled o fve in its hotlow Tooll. May e crse ol the
ot el e anntaliction of G, vest on Iiim forevermene !




2

Later Laps.

Vi
Behemoth, in its mighty shade,
Has prazed, perchanee, and conched him down g
His nest, Lhe forest Nagle made,
Within its royal crown.
VL.
Heneacl: its old protecting houphs,
Perchance Tawve Lodian lovers met
To hold sweet Lryst, and pledge their vows
To maids with locks of jct,
VIILL )
Iis branches have (he Tanther screencd,
Rongh wit's the hues, and moss of age
Chicls round its 'itan trunlk eonvened,
Have met in council sage.
X,
T stands alone j—the river near
Treals, with sad whisper on Lhe shore,
As il s walers longed to hear
The Tadian's voice once more.
X.
Like an old tribe’ess sachermn now,
It stancls dejected andd alone,
And the wind, Tifting up its bough,
Crives out a mournful monn,

XT.
Witain its hollow trank are secn
The smoky, ackened marks of fire,
Though in its top of loving grecn
The wind still tuues its tyre,



Nook of Heaut)y. 25

X1

Awnd worse than Vaada], thou, who marred
Its bark with villainy malign ;-

The Malediction of the Bard
Forevermore he thine |

NOOK OF BEAUTY.

Swgestod by o Newr Jnmpeliive vicw from fhe gifted pencl
aft BLTE L5 .

I
Here s a levely seence,
A nook of summer heauty "mid the hills,
Tuneful with wind-swept pines, and silver rifls,
While, clothed in living green,
Are pastures where the lowing cattle graze,
And distance mellowed to o purple haze.
L.
Kine quaffing from the stream
Stand with their shadows on the water fung
A brighter sumimer dream
Was never sketched by Avt, by poel sung ;
Ouve, who thus dips his brush in Natare’s lines,

Conmands the hiomage of the Pocl’s muse.
2



26 ' - Tater Lays.,

11,
Young Artist [ stody well ‘
The matchless seenery of my native vale,
Tt eatarvacts that thunder on the gale,
Tavwn, breeey hitl, anid dell;
Cio where the Genesee 1o v his course
Teaps pure, and mountnin bern, with youthicl foree,

e — -

Lines Sugepsied by o Lobleare Vivant, voprosenting

NAPOLEON CROSSING MOUNT ST, RERNARD,

1Lriovanr that Death had swallowed in his gulf
“UlNe mightest geniug of five thonsand years 377
But there he sits upon his rearing steed,

Tall Alpine peaks before him, and hehind,

His weary cohovis struggling thraugh the snow,
And deagging up the steep dismounted guns,
Tashed firmly in rude troughs of hollowed pine,
Vhey falter in their task-work, bt the druns
Beat hurriedly the charge, and fainting lorms
Change into ligures of resistless power,

Anel ficree eyes flash; ag if the foe were near,

1t cannot be illasion, or the work

O0 wondrous sorcery ; lor, lo! the flag—

The triscolor that Aapped its glorious folds

In conguered capitsls—is streaming forth

Ly powgeous splendor to the freesing blast,



Hattte of Temperance,

b
~1

Power Lo conceive, and will Lo exceute,

O the greal captain’s fee, are deeply stamped ;
And in big glamee there {5 o gleam of joy,

As il he scorned the vale, the Tevel plain,

Andd loveil Lhe home of eagles and ol storms,

Teneetorta 1 owill helieve te legenels strange

O wizard Merbin and Agriopa told ;

For Art a trinmph has achieved to-night,

That throws i shade their inost potential charms--
Snatched rom the gloomy Past his iron keys,

And wove a spell that Back to mortal gaze,
Summons the man of destiny once more ;
Regardless of the threatening avalanche,

By thundering torrent and the mountain gorge,
Forcing o passage to Marengo's Gehd,

BATTLE OF TEMPERANCE,

I
Tre's o nmslering of forees
From the wonntain and the glen—
Men are anning for the sirnggle,
Not apologies Tor muen.
Diry. bones are to lie awaking,
And prophetic eyes behold
Wonders to the < Vale of Vision,”'
Tike those grandly seen of okl



Latrr Lays,

11.

TLong the tribes of men have langunished
Under a destroying curse ;
Sore were plagnes that fell on Tgypt,
Dt Intewperance is worse,
In its gallery of portrails,
Lighted by the (res of Flell,
e out faces of the fallen,
Painted fearfully and well.
ur,

Lot the heads of mighty genius

T dark frames arrest the gave !
Round cach brond, Byronie foreheasd

sSerpents incertwinedd with bays,
TFeatures of one, greatly gifted,

There the stactied eye discerns ;
Scotland's own immoral singer,
Early marked for ruin—DBurns |

1V,

Artists of divine coneeption

That the pencil drovped &t noon-——
Poets, in their wild delirium,

Waking harp-strings out of tune;
And a face of kingly splendor,

With unutterable woe
Stamped on all its lines of heanty,

Whispers to the gazer—NVoe |

V.

Sovereigns robed in royal purple

[0 that gollery are scen—



Hatfle of Tomperance.

Loathsome marks of dissipalion
Blotting out majestic mien.

Alesanuder, crushing nations
Underneath his iron heel,

Ouilined with the hlood of Clytus
Clinging to bis vuthless steel

Vi

And the mighty king, Belshaszar !
Drunken in his festal ball,

While 2 pencily tipped with Iighting,
Writes his doom upon the wall:

Andd the “seourge of God " who perished
When o thonsand fields were won,

Overtarown by wine, the mocker,
Attila, the royal un,

vIL

In that gallery of horror
Drarker sights the vision pain,
Truth's apostles by the Demon
Qf destroying habit slain
Priests, ordafecd of God, that yielded
When ¢ the still small voilee'" was dlumb,
Au inberitance in heaven
Madly Dartering for rum.
Vi,
Count the raindrops that are swallowed
By the vuast, engulphing maiun,
Not the vietims by this agent
Af the Powers of Darkness slain.

29



Larfer L,

PPegiilence Cat walks al midnight,
War that reddens land and sen,
AManster ! born of distiflation,

Ave but dwarls compared Lo thee.

(.
By ne lines (e realn is hounded
Orer which Aleohol, the king,
Tlolds hig reign of death aned terror
While the birds of hope take wing.
Fased on God-ltke mind in ruin,
O Tove's Dleeding, broken hewrt,
Iy hiy ihrone, lrom which the Turies
O thelir fear{ul mission stort,
X, .
Whao asles whiere his conrg ig holden?
Wt Teds salbvigs, Death, Desoair,
in the eharchyard and the dungeon,
O the seaffold-—fnd e there !
ned it where voor widowed mournery
Iror tieir stavving orphans wail,
And o host of homeless vagrants
Crowd the poor-house aned the jail,

X1,
Where the druggist sclls his hitters,
Thouglh it works the peaple il
Andd heneath o dying fahel
Flides the serpent of the 07
Where ten thousand homes, onee happy,
By the sherifl have heen sold,
Boaght by venders of the poisen,
Blood on their Hl-cotten gold,



enicmoyeh,
N,
Tive we in e Liond of Mreedom,
While o countless host of slaves,
Bone and sinew of the country,
Stigrger 1o dishonored graves ?
While the Benate is pollibol
By tnehrintes void of shom,
Faithless Lo high trosts condided,
Blots upon the WNalion's fiune P
X
Band, my hrotherst for the conflict,
Wheugh it prove aoweary sirify,
Andy beneath one Tenple's hanner,
in Ciod's e enlist for life,
Bt the torrent of Destroction
He arrestad i ils Dow,
Bearing Looa gl ol darkness
Rich and poor, the Digh and low!

WINTEMOYEH.

L
Winrsaoven b Winlemoyeh |
Tairest of the forest duughters !
SN thy veice of lamentation
Rises from the sibver waters,
Weit Tlove yon lake of heauty
Craedled amid mountains green,
Lo a sad, and olilen legend,
Links thy memory o the seene.



Later Lays.

m
Wintemoyel | Wintemoyeh !
Dark and dreary was the day
When the hravest of my tribesmen
TFelt in Dattle far away.
By the crafty Sieux surrounded
On the prairies of the West,
T.ong they waoged nneqaal conflict,
TFootl to fool, ad Lreast to breast.
mnr,

Washed awny are stains of hattie

By the raing of long ago,
And )l grasses, rankly growing,

Hide old hones that Hleach helow.
There nnlmiricd lies thy lover,

In his strength and pride cut down
Vain his love for Wintemoyeh,

Vain his longings for renown,

Iv.

When a tunmner of her people
Brought the fearful tidings back
To her wild, distempered vision,
As the midnight morn grew black.
To a rocky platform julting
From Lthe wooded wountain side,
When the summer day was Jdying
Crazed, young Wintemoyeh hied.

V.

Irar below, wilh softencd wurnr,
Curled the aillows ap the beach,



Hebmtemaych, 33

And the sitence oft was Tnoken
iy the lone owl’s hodding sercech ;
But she cared nal for the hooting
Or dull night’s il-omened bird,
While her black, disnevelled tresses
By the evening wind was sbired.

VI,
Irom her breast the silver broaches
Rudely with her hand she tore—
TFrom her soft arms pulled the bracelets,
For their brightness charmed no more,
Then with wailing eadence floated
Her sad death-song on the air,
And the numic was in keeping
With her Teok of wild despair.

Vi
Followed fast her Miends Lo save ber,
But she heeded ot their eries
Looked ber lust npon the monutzxins,
And the purple sunset skies
Madly calling on her lover,
Then she took the desperate leap,
And the Swan Lake gave Ter burial
Inits hollows dark and deep.

VI,

Wintemoyeh ! Wintemoyeh !
Fairest of the forest Jdanghters |

Still thy voice ol lamentalion
Rises from the silver walers



34 Laber arps,

And the hunter, hone returning
Al the hsh ol twilighe gray,
Sces aphantom, in the distance,
On the hillows mell away.

JUNE DYING.

I

In crimson Nakes on the gavden mould,
Are the fallen vose-leaves lying,
And the mystic wind, that harper ok,
Through my ravaged hower s sighing
A low, sad fune,
Foy bDeantiful June
[s dying.

1,

The whistle clear of the mother quail
o the mead lark 1s replying,
And airy tongnes in wood and dale,
Sweet, many-voiced are erying
“ Too so0n, loo 500N
Onr Deautitul June
Ts dying.”’



Lorad Crrfls,

TiT.
Wiith suldened note o’er the Taded lawn
The barn-swallow low is Tying ;
A youlhful Bloom from the fand s pone,
Tor the “Shawhery Moon ™ is dyiog,
And the crickets croon
That beauliful June
Is dying.
1V,
Ty simer dast that veils its green,
Fhrough the village pack is fying,
And cloudy forms on the wing are secn
To Deanty’s detbu-bed hicing,
Tror that peerless hoon
OF our Maker, June,
[v dying.

_— b e

FLORAL GIFTS,

1
Thauks, lady ! lor these beauteous Howers
Dright with the diamonds of the showers:
The deep, clear blue of summer skies
Mingles its 1ints with other dycs :
The fest, faint blush of waking day
Gives to the pink its rich array,
And honey suckle cups unfold
Tonlaid with sunseit’s vichest gold,



Fatder Larys.

,
Bk why the storvied poppy hring
o crown (his Mol ofering ?
Ol pocts in the Tnp of Ths
Flave flung asivange weird flower Tike this
Calledd Je the Rose of Proserpine
Ifilel with oo dread, Platonian wine :
Tt seent disposes one Lo rost
On the green turl, our mother’s hreast.,
T,

OF all that grace the hright bhoueuet
The poppy T will choose to-day ;
No Hower, thal memory wakes, lor g !
While iy heart putses like o sea ’
On which Torn wreeks are drilling past,
No grautd for i lope to auchor [ost:
Wl wondrous plant Trom which distils
Forgetiudness caoe cuve all ilis,
Iy,
[ woukd Torger thae riends grow cold,
That Beauty grawell dita and old;
T owould Torgen that woman's [aith
[4 [rail, and never kepl till death
That one Jong loved hath proven false,
A butterfly to ffire and waltz;
Inecnstank as the treacharons sand
Wien wooing hillows kiss the strand,
Y.
Phen, Toely boahanks in this dark Jonr,

For Tnisined ohlivien's chosen Hower



Swimbier Kadn,

Te cleowsy influenee will cure

Sharp agonies Ll endure ;

Bebter than joy’s Dlue myrile crown,
Better than Lowrel of yenown

Whan one ds tived o Tile and Tight

Is the dark poppy, horn ol night
God's words are on each el Toprest
e giveth bis heloveld rest.””

SUMMILR RAIN.

1.

What sound so sweet,
After o day of flery Leal,
And sunstrokes in the dusty street,
As the pfeasant voire of the singing rain
Dashing against the window pane,

1.

The gneenly rose,
And vassal flowers their cyes unclose,
While Godd his benison Destows
And the sick man dreams of health again
Cheered by the dimee of the drapping min.

7
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doartes arys.
1,

e hubbies breas,
While showers deseemd on che Dreery ladee,
And the water nymphs from slamber wake,

Flomewird defving his hiryvest wain
he farmer curses the cooling mind
W,

The plagus fiend stops
H

I Tuis dread career to hear the deops

Thesy, frmer b owhy mourn o'er yoin arops 2

Troe faith sublingg ng'er Teaned T vain

O the Power thal sends us the healing min.
v,

O Lvingeth eure
To the Distercd feel of The sawving poor,

¢ agiin,

And their hearts are strenglhenal (o endinre
i

!

While we, in Tove with
Ths lol o baores (o Lhe welcomee min,

Vi,

O murnnuring shells,
And the silvery chinme ol firy bells,
Were never born sueh muosie spells,

To eheer the visionary hrain
OF listening bard as 1he stmmer rain,

VT
Toarth looks more D
When draps that banish the sun's hot glae
Fall from the cisterus of 1oper air;
A Ty Trense is eleansal of sy o ostain

By the ventle bath of the smomaer i



Nepteiider Livl, 39
vITLL
L canpeht its cliime,
Notin Uiis Beling realim ol tiae,
Bat above, above i holier olime
And 1 ever hewr an angel’s strun
Blend with the alash of the somuer rain.,

SEPTEMBER IDYI1..

e by saney paesy, Septemleee o
ol wilight ol e sdew decliodng voae, = [Carnos Wneos !

1
Light gossaomer by fairies spun,
And histle stavs are chenged Lo gold,
Where rich autimnnl ursts of sun
Tight vy the forests old
Py lost youih thesesancient oaks
Crave shelter with their cmerald cloaks,
Al riends they scem, by years unchanged,
Though others Tinve bea long estranged,
i
Tlere watelh-in bhoyhood's day | kep,
My game-lag filled with feathered spoil,
Aued phantoms rise, thal long have slept,
From legendnry goil,



40

Later Ly

T.ot tameless hunters of the deer,
Bearing: their antlered prey, draw near—
Tall shapes of Apollonian grace,

With Freadone wrillen on cach lace,

e,
By Uhlnmd seen woere spirits twain,

That with hiny crossed (he haunted waves,
And back the leng deplored again

Come lrom forgotten graves,

Disturbing not the slumbering ferns,
My Oust love, and my ‘ast, returns,
Her dark eye Mashing with the lipght
Or day-hreak throug

e its depths of night.
1v. '
Gay butterMics, in sailron clad,
Ou places molst with win alight,
Though carpeted wich vesture sad
Ave glades with Bloom ance bright,
White Most that made 1he herbage sere
Has pmrified our almosphere,
And o'er the breexy world is thrown
A charm to summer-time unknown.
v,
While other birds, too sad for song,
[2 Tonger Oight their pinions try,
The migentory black-Lirds throng
And pipe a Dlithe good-hye!
Wild fife-totes, tremulous and shrill,
Prove that ihe mead-lark lingers still,
Al gnardian of her brood {rom foes,
The enail oosipnal -whisile blows,



)F;ﬂ;[bl"{"}l‘&f’}" ﬁ)fl’/‘.
V1.
Some prowling fox must be astir,
For Tushed in hazel coppice near
The raflfed-grovse, with Lamultnous whirr,
Sueeds Dy on wing of fear,
Sure of a flying mark no more,
Though deadly was miine aim ol yore,
The creature now is far away,
And caver close will keep to-day.
V1L,
The hen-hawk with a hungry seream
Monnts upr in widening rings of flight,
Fdeed its broad pinions with a gleam
Of mellowed amber light.
From floral cups and bells the hee
Bears nectar to the hollow trew,
While the shrill locust wakes o lay
That tells of summer passed away.
VL
This nouk of loveliness 1 sought
In many sylvan tramp of yore—
The happy heart that then T brought
Beats in this breask no more,
While ambushed, where the woods set bounds
To yellow, grainy stubble-grounds,
I listen to the pigeon'’s coo,
And msh of plumape darkly blue.
' X,

Although in reach of leaden showers
The hungry. Nock are scttling down

q1



Later Faps.

Thought wanders Dack to other howrs,
And visions of renown ¢

Well may the Manton by my side

He hushed, its deadly foree untricd,

For qualis my soul ectestial wing,

And golden reverics are mine.

NOVEMRER,

L.
I hear the wail of the pitiless gule
Round the couch of Beanty dying,
And deep in tone as the hoarse trombone
Are the ealls of the wild geese Nying -
While wanes the year how lone and and drear
[ the heart of the minstrel feeling,
For the voiceful hiast that is hurrying past
Is the divge of autumn pealing.
1.
Where field Mowers sprang and bird-notes rang
The rude gale pipes a warning ;
By vapors dun that hide the sup,
Festooned are the halls ol morning,
Hail, rain and storm of colovs warm
Have robbed the woodtnds faded
That worc of late, in royal state,
Tints Dorn of the rainhow hraided.



A Vald Ly 43
.
When day is o'er clomds deck no more
The west with thelv golden Meeces,
And purple clonks on che kingly onks
Are torn by the gust in picecs,
A erimson glow on the sward below
Of Lnte were the maples flinging,
But boughs are bare in the freezing air
On which the erows are swinging.
v,
T what fair isle of lropical smile
s the bright Tacian swmmer staying ?
Will the nymph no moere to this northern shore
Come sofl with the sonth wind playing?
v vain we yearn for bee dear retuen,
She visits the loud no longer;
With the tribes of old from a clime so.cold
She led when the whites grew stronger.,

A FALL LYRIC.

I
Heir of Summer's crown, Scptember !
Soon will fude thy last rod cmber:
Seasons come and go like waves
Sulsiding into ocenn caves---



Later Lays.

Naught is enduring heve :
The cup of bliss conceals alloy,
And faces, wreathed with smiles of joy,
Mask shuddering fear,
Passing away ! passing oy |
Is writ on the hillside and the vale
Flowers that Dlushed af Lhe break af day,
Ive twilight-time turn pule,
What is the burtben of the song
That Moots o the midnight blast aloag
T'he words of fearful warning hcawrd
Tn the voice of the vill, and the warble of hird ?
The wild refrain of the stormy lay
Roared by the cataract, night and day?
TPassing away | passing away |

II.

Nonght endures Laat finite man
In his arrogance uprears ;
Tower and Lemple he may plan,
Sons complete what sives hegan,
But revolving years
Arch and celumn undermine
Thaped with the dark green ivy-twine,
And the bat and the owl flap their dismal wings,
In the desolate courts of departed kings,
And silence holds sway in baronial halls
Wheve the prim face of Ruin the gazer appalls.
Passing away | pagsing away |
When'were words uitered so full of dismay ?
FLow an my heart, lie a knell, they arve falling,
While thiongh the darkness sad vaices are enlling
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¢ Sorrow s ever the neighbor of mirth,
Nothing 15 stable and congtant on carth
Gl i how Dbriel !
Winter's dazzling (leke ol snow,
Vernal Qowers the fivst to blow,
Swmwmer’s vose, antumnal leall”

",

Of little profit is wealth that we howed,
Place and position are worse than wvain

Honors achieved by pen, tongue and the sword,
Tire the goal of onr hopes we gain,

Break like fvail hobhles awoke by the rain—
Chase of renown is rewarded with pain,

A heart-ache, o hungering void in the sonl

Vhat longs for escupe from ils mortul control,

Passing away | passing away |

Words only ultered by creatnres of clay,

Are not inscribed on the portal of day,

Chuarding approach to the heautiful shore

. Washer by the stream we are ferrving o'er.

Trorms on the dazzling, auriferons sancs

Crather, and wave their pale, beckoning hands -

Woven of starlight are robes that they wear,

Tach stately head ringed wilth a circlel of gold ;

One T know well by ber dark, glossy hair,

A beautiful being of Phidian mould.

0! 1 am under her wondrous control,

Me't her soft tones in the car ol my soul ;

Sprinkled with heart-drops are words of her lay

“ Hither, come hither | where wreaths never wither,

And idols ave turmead inte monkdering clay,

While Taove warbles mowrnfully passing away 2
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Bulhs that we hury shooc foeth into fowers
Whon resurrection accompanics spring
Ciiving dark green o the skelelon howers,
Mainting the newly hormn butlerfly’s wing,
Spirits released frons their chivysalis state,
Flitting throogh Samumerland™s gohlen-arvehe! gate,
Cire nof where Hes the ponr, perishing shell,
Losthsome, and draud with mortalicy’s suiell
Foarough that the handage o carth-lile s oter,

Al griel ean enenmber, guilt darken ne more,”’
s

TO INDTIAN RIVER.

I
Brunette s the shreiums !
The rose ol simscl glams
Like color inan Tadtor naiden’s check
Upon thy shadowal hreast,
Where wild Towl Tave Lo rest
Frow flight awhi'e when brecding hannts they sceek.
I,
When comes swoeclk Suouner-thme,
o eheer onr Novthern elima,
Fhow pleasant is o vayage along thy shore;
Sl dark with Torests shades,
While frowning palisudes

[ise tnmghe mandenr rom aorocky floor,
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The fsheraan dielights

O b, i smer wighils

skili' by Lorehibight guictly (o steer--—
A Tash oo sullen plinge
Al the strong museallonge

Recvives bis deafh-sbroke from the demdly spear,

%

The redh man’s ancient il
Is biotted frony the vale,
Throngh which the troeblod witers foant and Now,
Vut siil Lis camp-fires hlaze,
As inceleparted days,
Where Rocky Point looks down unon the waves below.

V.
AL bwilight hour afloa
Sped on onr bhanny hoat,
Whibe tomn-bells sparkled, Bursting in er wake,
Lhatik she plongied er way,
By nimie eape and hay,
o the eharmed porta’s of o lovely Like.

VI
Waves hy no inlel lid
In their romantic berd
Were Srvowee lightly by our gliding prow ;
Trees on the rocky lianks,
Arrayed in senttersd ranks,

T proves, the surlien under scemed To How,



48 ' Later Lays,
Vil

High up, in caverned stone,
Their eyrie, dark and lone,
Fierce (orest eagles made in other years
SU proofl agaiust the storm,
Huge neses of basket-form
The vision of the passing boatman cheers,

VIIT,

Wild dear no more to drink
From runways to the brink
Follow the stately leader of the herd,
But trapped with cunning skill
Are mink and muskrat still
Where flag awd reed are by the south wind stivred.

X

Would T could trace thy course
'Fo its primeval source,
In wilds wone by wandering hunter sought;
There the huge moose abides,
T'he suvage panther hides,
And heaver-dams are marvellously wroughe,

X.

Through grander rivers flow,
With Summer’s kiss aglow,
While plensure-barges on therr bosom ride,
Brunetie among the streams !
The poct in hig dreams
Will often oat upon thy dusky tide,



Vhe Thosvamd Ivles.

THFE THOUSAND ISLES,

Ave - Beantiful Lo of the Seal””

L
Istes of enchantment divine !
Glory ye give Lo ariver
Broader than Danube or Rhine,
Brighter than swifc Gauldalquiver.
Midsummer hangs rennd your shoves
AMists that are awrple and golden ;
Song times the dipping of oars,
Now, as in the days tat are owden,
Crorus,
Huunts of the tameless and wilkl !
Howmes of the fearless and frec !
Tovelier isles never smiled,
Beited by inue of the sea.
LL
Isles that langh first when the spring
Frees from ice-bondage the torrents,
Jewels are ye in the ring
Worn by the mighty St Lawrenae,
Edian encampments of yore
Charms to the seenery were lending ;
O'er yon dark cedars no more
Smoke {rom old hearths is ascending.
CHaunts of the tameless, &e.

) m,

Isles where the morning fivst beams,
Move than a thousand in number,
3
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Later Lays,

OfL still 1 see ye in dreats,
Woke by the wild winds from slunber,
Channels of silvery Row
Gems of the sisterhood sever
Lvergreen mantles bestow
Beanty that drapes them forever.
Haunts of the tamceless, &,

1y,

Uberon, king of the clves |

Court in yon arbor scems holding ;
Blossoms on gray, rocky shelves,

Wet hy the spray, arc unfolding.
[Indine to 1icho wmight list,

Sands grained with goeld for o pillow,
Where water-lillies are kissed

By the blue tips of the billow,

Hawsts of the tameless, &ec.

V.

Edens, bewitchingly faiv |

Soft, crimson haze o’cr ye hovers;
Bowers giving fragrance to air,

Waove by the wood-nymphs for lovers.
Searved in the Dbattle of life,

Folly and falsehood forsaking,
Who would not rest from the strife,

Home midst these green islands making ?

Hants of the tameless, &,
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VERSES FOR EASTER,

e enbvich Teaveth her cggs inthe carth, and warmeth Creenin e dest. '
Joh—xxiv: 5y

L.
Unstudied verses Tet me weave,
While ring the bells of Taster Fve,
And eggs of many hnes that gleam,
Grilts to the children, e my theme!

' .

By Joli, that holy man of ald,
OF the wild ostrich we are told,
Who hides beneath the covering sand,
Her Dright epgs in a weary laid,

i,
In grave enmarked by morial eye,
I the mute dust, her treasures lie,
Until the desert sun imparts
A vital heat to embryo hearts.

v,
Globed are the eofins thal confine
Th' unsheltered breod by law diving,
And afier burial, all unheard
Is mouwrning by the mother-hivd.

v.
When her maternal rask is wronght
She speeds away by instinet tanght
That Oue who marks the sparrow’s fall
Scpulcthr;ti secels to life will eall,
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V1,
I'ypes of the resurrection morn
Rise the young bivdlings, desert-born,
And, though o mother’s care denierl,
Fternal love will food provide.

Vil
Thus fuith consigns, v holy trist,
Ller loved and lost to hurial dust,
Assured, theugh gone the quick’ning breati,
That endless life is born of death.

HYMN TO TIHE VIRGIN,

(Suseribed fo Kev. Father O'Recfe.

Yy AW, L ¢ HOSMUER.

L

“ Salne Repma ! immaculate Virgin ¢
Here me implore, and thy pity Lestow;
Wild waves of tronble avound me are surging,
Light with thy smile the deep night of my woc,
Queen of the Saints! hear my carnest petition,
Mother of Jesus, conceived without sin,
*Twer me aside from the roard to perdition,
Tet me the fold of thy love enter in.
Cofwe, Sanclsstmn !
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11,
Angel of Mercy ! for greviens transgression
Thorn-planted paths 1 am treading alone
One hope ramaing -that thy blest intereession
Pardon may win at the foot of the throne.
Warriny with fGends, ob ! combassionate Mother !
When will the sweal of my agony ceasc,
CGrroans of my wounded heart how can I smother,
IF T hear not thy low whisper of Heace?
& Aue, Sawedivsima !

I,

Mury ! thy name when bright angels ave talking
Ever with holiest rapture is heard ;

Air, thongh in darkness is DPestilence walking,
Purer hecomes by the spell of that word.

Song, through the Falls of the Blest ever Aowing,
Walts thy sweet name on its hillowy tide

IFaith, waile a martyrdom dread undergoing,
Calling on thee hag trivmphansly died.

S Age, Senctiseina ' f

v,
Wander in soul through Art’s galleries olden—
How the great masters delight to portray
Mother and child erowned with radiance golden
Shaming the tamer cffulgence of day.
Theme of high bard are the Loves and the Graces
Flocking, lice hirds, round their Paphian Queen
Mary and halie, with fav lovelier faces,
Tyes of my spirit in visions have seen.

1y

“CAdpe, Sanctivstiin
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v,
Bearing my eross the dread Lorden grows lighter
“ Ane, Made 'y peals out on the air;
Davkness is flecing, the prospect grows hrighter,
While hope bridges over the golf of despair.
Mother of Ged | guard Karlh's motherless daughters,
Teach them to beud willing knee at thy shrine ;
Pilat them over the perilous walers,
CGuide them, af last, to a haven divine.
“Awe, Sauctissime’!
VI
All through Iive lost was be Mary recovered,

Pearl of the Sisterhiood | ree from 2l guill;
Bloom follows blight. where her spirit hath hovered,
Wonders are wrought where her altevs ave buill.

Tair is the lily, hut Mary is fairer,
O'er niy heart's realm may she reign without end ;
Tender and true is the love that I hear her,
Knightly my zcal her pure sway to extend,

17

e, Sanctivsémae

GOD’'S TENT.

L

LET cvery knee he hent,
T.et every head be bowed,

for in this holy tent
Speaks Deity afoud.



God's Tent.

L
(S]]

The islands and the lands
In loved embrace 1t holds,
- Not made with human hands
Are its Dlue enrtain folds.
I
A countless host encamps
Within, watched o'er by Love;
Sun, moou and stars are lamps
That light it from above.
These things endowed with hreath,
Pour out perpelual praise,
Aune Life’s pale sister, 1eath,
Ciasped hands at times will raise.
1L
Whal slirg devotion deep
Like voices that arise
When Naluve wakes from sleep, -
And darkness deapes the skicsg—
When tribes of carth are dumb,
And storn unfinds its wings,
While thunder heats his dram,
Aud bass roused OQcean sings?
v, :
By billow, hreeze and bird
A ritual is read .
Sweeter than written word |
By priest or abhot said.
Hymns sung by lalling showers
Reyond the reach of art,
Those smiles of God, the flowers,
Rebake a thankless heart.
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V.

Shall man no prudse bestow,
A prayerless mute be seen
While thanks the cattle low
To Goe for pastures green
While mountaing that aspire
IHis majesty proclaim,
And clouds have tongues of fire
That thunder our his name ?

V1.

Grand arc the waves of sound
That through old minsters roll,
Stirring the heart’s profound,

Tifting on high the soul ;

But in God's holy tent

Is grander music far, .

Its dome, the firmanent,

Tes lomps, sun, moon and star,

MOUNT OF VISION.

L

STaAND on the charmed Mount of Vision with me
Washed by a rviver that glimmers below
Crowning its headlands a city T see,
Turret and tower with the morning aglow.



Mownt of Vision.

Palm groves give shade to subwrban retreats,
Ruby and sapphire fash ouk from the walls,
Lovely are shapes in the pearl-paven strects,
Saintly are heads that look forth [rom ils halls.
1.

Music T hear that sad hearts have desired
Sending electrical lile through the veing;
Mighty, old masters, when rapt and fnspived,

= Never could waken such exqguisite sirains.
How limn with pevcil o picture so luir,
Paint in weak colors the band of the Blest
Hill-slopes that purple of royalty weur,
Vales in vich glow of the emerald drest !
T
Torms of the loved and last gladden the sight,
Beings of beanty deplored Hy me long
Wave theiv white hands, and [ earel with delight
Wandering noles of cestatical song.

Come to my arms, let me clasp thee again
Fanocent child, wearing 1'i.ngl(:ts of gold 1
wide of my youth @ that [ mourn for in vain,
Come with the passionate grecting of old !

v,
Wanld [ had wings to flee swiftly away
Thither where griel never nttered a moan—
Spirits relieved from the bandage of clay
Over you River find passage alone.
Fade into shadow those fields ever green,
Towers, by no mortal hand bailt disappear ;
Roseate misls drop a curtain hetween
Sand-wastes of ‘Time, and Lave’s holier sphere,
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ANNUS MIRABILIS.
I
'I‘IM.].",’S belfry, with another knell,
Ts in the wintry tempest shaking,
And Qcean, with an angry gwell,
Is on the beach in thunder breaking.
Another pilgrim reached the goal
When waned the last hour of December,
And left behind a hiood-red scrol
That man will evermaore remember.
1.
To Burope for a mighty thewe
No more in thought the bard will wamler,
But here, awaking from his dream,
Upon the fate ol empire ponder.
Of greatest wmoment are cvents
Within one year's brief limits crowded ;
Potomac’s shore all white with tents,
Heroic martyss enrly shronded.
111,
Fields with fraternal gore arc red
Wihere Peace, of late, the grain was reaping ;
From rugged Maine to Hilton Head
Are widowed ones, avd Orphans weeping.
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War Lyrics.

The hardy Anglo-Saxon race
 Now, as of old, are slow to anger,
But when concession is disgrace
They love the battle's shock and clangor.
1v. '
Departed Year U the book of Dime
Is filted with memorable pages,
Recording wars, and deeds sublime
That seatter night from perished ages.
T, ah ! not one of these can ¢hain
Such grand material for storvy
As leafl that registers thy name,
Though sorrow mingles with the glory.
V.
Unsparing, parricicdal hands
Have lifted stcel to pieree a mother
Whose fall, in many groaning lands
The spark of liberty wonld smother.
In vain have patriots implored

Misled by chiefs whose hearts were rotlen ;
Revolted states have gragped the sword,
And every solemn vath forgotéen.
V1.
An undivided Nerth has sworn
This lcagne of states shall not be broken
Drum-beat, and blast of Lugle-horn
The marcaing of aer hosts betoken,
Ask not, ask not, with lying mouth,
Unblushing preacher of Disuion !
“Why should the children of the South
With Northern mud-sills hold communion? "’
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Vil

Have we ne parlnership in graves

On Yorktown's plain, by Jutaw's water,
Where Britain sent her hireling slaves

Tike driven eattle to the slaughter ?
Whao called New Fngland eraven when

CShe foaght te guard your homes and alters,
While many of the Southern men

Grew loyal at the thought of halters ?

V1L,

When Caroliva’s host had Mecd

From Cunden in disgraceful panic,
The chief to victory that led

Was Greene, Rhode Island’s rave mechanic.
The sword-cane and the bowie-knile

In peaceful times we never CAaITy ;
Bui strong must be the avm in strife

‘Fhat downright nevthern Dlows can parry.

1X.

If gallant Marion from the tomly

Could rise, how stern would be his warning,
To sce the land in deeper gloom

‘Uhan wrapped in it the nation’s morning ;
To hear wild wailing in the air,

And eries of havoe and disaster,
While tiger Slavery, in his lair,

Crouched far the life-hlond of the master.

X.

That countvy never bleeds in vain

When the dread carse of war falls on her,
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Though with u hecatomb of slain
She vindicates insulted honor.
When kind, paternal words are wenlk,
And spurned the calm appeal of reason,
The cannon’s iron lps must speak
In thunder to the brood of Ureason.

hoN

The poct eherishes belief
When nations reach the hrink of rin
Wake in their cofling sage and chiel,
To preach against the {ou! undoing.
Havk ! Marshfield by the sounding sea,
And Ashland call in tanes of thunder—
“This mighty Empire of the Free
Rebellion vrust not rend aswder,™

XL

Mount Vernon [inds a voice, and crics

[n tones of eartest supplication,
“Ye madmen, sever not the tieg

OFf tealty that States owe the Nation.™
The Hermitage has vocal grown

While near the storm of battle gathers—
¢t Serike ! for the soil thal freemen own,

Strike for the grave-mounds of your father

XL

Weep, Genius of Columbia, weep !
With proud, but bitter dros of sorrow,

Where Winthrop and Young Ellsworth sleep

The slumber that will know no morrow.
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Like Bayard whose undimmed renown
Cileams like a clondless star Tull orightly,
Or Syduey of the laurel crown,
They fell with harness on full knightly.
XV,
What Tand can nolder heroes boast
Wha in the van have died sunlimely,
Than Tyen, Ajax of the host !
Anel gallant Buker, slain untimely,
Far them the marble shafes ol art
Would e a work of vain endenwvor ;
Their names upon the Nation's hewrt
Ave written, and will last forever.
XV.
Beware ol ice-hbergs waen afloat,
‘The mighty growth of polar winters ;
Or Ocean when the strongest boat
With Oail of surge he pounds Lo splinters.
For avalanches darkening day,
Watceh, traveler, in Alpine regions !
They have been known to sweed away
An army with its bannered legions.
XYL

Voleanie fires and earthguake shock

65

Mock at crewned heads and their domitunions,

And deadly s the wild sivoc

Lifing the sand waste on its pintons,
Verrifie, these l—hut 1o, a sight

At which description lags and (aliers |
Armed milliong vising in their might,

And as owE MAN te guard their alters.
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LT

No foreign foc pollutes our coast,
No Vandal horde of rash invaders
To rouse in arms a grander host
Than Hermit Peter’s grim Crusaders.
IFar lowder than Orlande’s horn
The tocsin of alum is ringing,
And brighter than the blaze of morn
Our flag abroad its folds are flinging.
KVIILL
Ot why should precious Tomd be spifled
By rending shet and dripping sabre,
Where God has with abundance filled
The bursting granavies of Labor ?
Criveranswer, vile, insurgent crew,
More heartless far that fiends infernal,
To Country, Flone and Fleaven untrue,
Aud doomed o nlamy cternal !
XX
No longer in your bellish hate,
A hope te erush this Union cherish
limsntable and fixed as fate
Is the decree that Guilt wmust Derish.
Trutl’s champions can know no fear,
For love divine is watching o'er them,
And frightened by their charging cheer,
The Powers of Darkness flee befere them.
XX.
Port Royal has revived the fame
Of our lost Perrys and Decaturs ;
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When will that day of blood and fame
Bie unromembered by the fraitors ?

Ouwr roaring implements of death
Woke (ear and tremubling in that city -

Where el Rebellion Jrst drew Lreath,
And armed hig pirates and handitti,

WXL

When “ On to Richmond ! way the ory,
Talk noi of ronted thousands Mying ;
Pragoons and focumen rushing by,
Regardless of the dead and dying- -
The # Chivary ™ Iar greater speed
flave shown when mecting with reverses,
Teaving behind them in thelr need,
Arms, clothing, wretched seripy and .lJlll'!-iL‘S.

NXIL

This povenuuent, insnlted long,

By fiends who glory in trangression,
Though patient uncer grevious wrong

Now draing the life-blood of Seecssion,
The sceptred tyrants of the world

Who thought Columbia’s doom was writlen
Fre sword s sheathed, or banner furled

By I'reedom’s gauntlet shall be sinitien,

XXIIL

Ol Pharisee of Natfons! pawse !

While covert ail e traitors lending ;
Be wary when o vighteous cause,

Bald, chainless millions are defending.
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Deem not stern warning tn heware,

Weak, idle words not worth the heeding ;
Your T.ion to by island lair

Twice have we driven matmed and bleeding,

XXV,

The leaves of history are hlack

With thy iniquitics nnmmmbered,
And darkly ambushed {or attack

In vengeance that tao long has slimmbureed,
I fierce puirsuit of power and golid

The scourge of notions thon has proven -
Far thee, Bke haughty "Lyre of old,

The funeeal pall will yet be woven,

KXV,

We ask no sympathy from thee
While tusurrection [rowns defiant,
More strong, grey Robher of the Sea !
Will tower again this Western Giant,
Flark ! to the sformy battle-song
OF (reemen on their march victorious,
Andd hanish hope that frand and wrong
Can overthrow this Einpire glorious.

— - W —

OUR BANNER.

TiE red on our flag is the herald of dawn
While curtains chat darken the East are withdvawn ;
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Like thunderbolis launched from the heart of a cloud,
Fach stripe lends a gleam to War's sulphuory shroud,
T'hen, while the breath of the tempest shall fan her,
Lot #ed have a place on Lthe folds of our banner.

11,

The white is an emblem of peace to the world

When the Dlack flag of Treason forever is furled
That stainless in name shonld the champion he

Who fights with astrong arm for the Lawd of the Tree,
Then, while the breath of the tempuest shall tan her,
Let me/ize iave a place ou our glorious hanner.

Til.

Ior clustering stars a vich ground work of blue

Its folds from the dome of the Hrmament drew,
Aund the plancts of Heaven shall darken with rust
Fre Columbia's ensign g trailed in the dust.

Phen, while the breath of the tempest shall fan her,
Tt Adiee have a place on the folds of our banner,

1V,

T, up dor the conflict, ye valiant aud (rue,

And die cre dishonored the* Red, White and Bloe 1"
Tear down from its stafl the Palmerto and Snake !
While the ranks of Secession grow frightened and break,
To vietory ride o'er the dyimp and dead,

Like the horsemen of Gaul with Muorat at their hewd.
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MARTIAL MUSIC.

In

Bouwn, sound the Spartan fife ;
The Persian banners wave,
And, marching to the strife,
Let music theill the hrave ;
Above the clash of steel,
The shock of mecting foes,
The charger's clattering heel,
The ringing twang of bows,
A holder strain is played,
And Persia (Hes dismayed.
118
Castile is up in arms
Againsg the Mooy to-day ;
Sword-clang and ood alarms
Anncunce the coming hay;
The atabal is heard, )
Threwn by are light djerrees,
And, on to conflict spurred,
Rush, Yemen’s milk-white steeds :—
“[1 Allah!’' loud and high
Their turbaned riders cry.
11,
Beat time upon the drum—
A Drisker measure pay—
Old England’s warriors come
In thunder to the fray,
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Their bayonets are bright,
In blood to redden soon—
Oh! cheer them to the Guht
With still a holder tnoe ;
One shock, and all is o'cr—
Crushed focs can form ne maore.

v,

Ring, oul, wikl buple ! ring
Fhy louclest, clearest note
Ta borse the troopers spring,
While plume and pennon float ;
They charge, and fallen lic
The broken, hollow squares,
While gmaver shrill and high,
Gaul's ancient battle airs ;
Their music valoy warms,
And nerves strong hearts and armes.

V.

Blow, plaided piper blew

Some ronsing Fighland air,
For the victorious [oe

Dack Britain's hravest hear !
The piper louder plays,

T'he elans renew the iight,
And while their muskets blaze

I'oes scatter wide in fight ;
Tor how can Scotland quail
When music cheers the Gael !
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) VI,
Hark ! ¢ Hail Columbia ' wakes
A thrill in free-horn breasts ;
The hostile colunn quakes,
And shorn are nightly crests ;
sWhere man cncounters man,
And shot and shell rain fast,
(Our banner in the van
Is dapping on the blust ;
The sarth with focmen strown—
A host is overthrown !

BATTLE CALL,

1.

Urand arm ! Up and arm, for the land is in danger ;
On footmen, and horsemen, and swilt rifle ranger ;
Leave shop, oflice, factory, counters und farms,
While the cry thrills all hearts, one and all fly to arms |
Let cowards retreat,
While our starred panner-sheet
Flaps the gale.

1.

Up anc arm b Uy an arm, for the hordes of Secession
Are roarching against us, all black with trunsgression ;
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Our thinned ranks of Northmen let (reemen reernit,
The so0il of the Key-Srene their tootsteps poliate :
Yot cowards relreat,
While our starred banner-gsheet
Flaps the gale.
1. .
Up and arm ! for the sofl by our fathers adorael] |
The hest citve lor brenson mre shot, shekl and sword
Then rush tike the waves of the sea o the shock,
Let ws meet them as met by the surge is the rock.
Let cowards retreat,
While our starred banner-sheet
Vlaps the gale.
v,
Uyp and arm for the country of Carrell and Wict!
Shall frecmen the fag of the Union deset
Shall Washington fall, while base [action prevails,
And the dagger of Treason owr Umicn assails ?
Tt cowards relreal,
While our starred bannar-sheet
Iaps the gale.
Y.
Upand arnx ! In the thonder and smoke of the strife
My curse on the wretch who would not offer life
In gnarding the fabric upreaved vy our sires,
While blazes on each hill-top the fand’s Deacon fires:
TLet cowanls retrent,
- While onr starred hanner-shect
TFlaps the gale.
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vl
Up and arm ! thongh the wife of your bosom iz dying,
The ehildren you love on their death-beds are lying;
Far better a grave in the soil you defend,
Than dastard, drag out a long lite o the end.
Let covwards eetrel,
While our starred hanner-shect
Iflaps the gale.

_— e ———

ODE,

I

T.o! stainless as the mountain slect,

A chaplet decks Colmnbia's Irow
No blet is on her banner-sheet,

No cloud on her esentcheon now :
A grander, more inspiring lay
Shonld thrill Barth's mighty heart to-day
Than stirred it wnen the Red sex coast
Was gring with corpses of a host.

[L.

Ot whal a voice of jubilee,
From liberated millions rose,
When Sherman, marching to the sca,
With mortal fear alarmed his foes ;
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Blood=<Iripping Lush, and clanking chain,
Are bhanished from eur vast domain,
And freedmen caltivate the soel
Where the preat caplain’s war-hovse Lrod.
I
Crows, northward winging everhead
Theiv wiy from ficlds of desperate Oght,
Vabes of the unretiming dead
Scen cronking i (heir heavy Qight :—
Long absent they are (locking hack
To oblen haunis in funeral hlack,
CAnd may their beaks in precions gore
Of Lrethren steeped be nevermore,
) v,

Peace Lo the fallen U hostile thought,
And vengelul vow should Tie supprest
Since the great conflict hias heen fought,
And Union's cause with tiumph DBlest.

Tianes of our perishad warriors lie,

Land of the South ! bencaliv ty sky,

And dust of narthern hearts must be,
ST crack of doom,

"o part of thee.

V.
And where war rolled bis purple waves
Through thy broad realm the generous West
Won partnership witn thee in graves
Where martyrs ol the struggle rest,
Iriends now, but late thy locs, we et
That thou wert worthy of our steel,
“And thar thy sons, in league with onrs,
Could tame a bad world’s bancled powers.
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VI
Victorious, we scorn to tear
One leaf, in view of Stonewall’s tomb
FFrom Taurel tune the nght o wear,
One feather from thy hattic plume:
Live slavery dicd unwept, unsing,
A plague-spot to thy beavty clung:
New-trimmed thine altee-Lune wo-day
Euiits a parer, holier vay.
VIL
Detween stern North and fiery Sangh,
Although a thousand hopes are wrecked,
Acqunaintance al the cannon’s mouth
Bepgol a mulual respect,
The brave resenlment never know
When overthrown a gallant (oe,
Baptised by five and leaden rain,
Who weasured strengly with them i vata,
VLI
No Lmger like recd Tevin glows
Bellona’s torch from shore to shove
With autumn leaves and winlry snows
Its embers have been covered o'er;
And richer for the bloody totl
O foemen s the quickened soil,
And growing on heroic graves,
With ranker growta the harvest waves,
X
The fiery passions of the strife
Thos in the hearts of wien will die,
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And flowers of love and nobler life
spring up where cold their ashes lie - -

Again the myrtle loves to twine

Is blossoms ronnd the northern ping,

And healing winds are breathing halm

Upon the wounded sonthern palm,

SHENANDOAH VALLLEY.

T1.

Lo! Shenandoah from its socuree,

And, northward, where it nms its course,
Flows with a mournful mneranr, on
Town-spives have vanished, one by one,
They flash nol i the setling sin,
Nor catch the glow of dawa.

[§

The reddened hool of Battle, shod
With thunder, througly thy vale huuh trod
So often that nor song of bird,
Nor pastoral music as ol yore
Is near thy méurnful current heard
Imbued wilth fratricidal gore :
Hearths of onee happy homes are cold,
The shepherd finds no fock Lo fold ;
Awoy marinding unds have sprred
Diriving the last steer of thé herd,
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And nouaght betokens cven life
Where raged the roar and rush of strife,
Snve, howling Tor the hand that fed,
T'he wateh-dog with his famished form,
Or wanderer, in afflucnee bred,
Without a place tolay his head,
Or house im from the storm.

IIT,

The smithy lies in rein low,
The bellows hath lorgot to hlow;
Unstirred by bell-stroke in the air
When Sabbath brings a call to prayer ;
Hus e i the elatter of the mill—
I'he hum of Industey is still ;
A pall is o’er the hamlet thrown,
Crvay ashes mark its site alone
Al gy with hail-uncovered graves,
"Too thick to nmwber like thy waves,
Are ficlds of mortal conllicr seen
The woll alliving from his Tair
T hold, with flocking ravens, there
A earnival obscene.
1v.
Wyoming | valley, fame:] in song,
Whoere right waged war with lawless wrong,
Thow wert a region of delight,
When o'er thy memormble fight,
Comparedd with Shenandoal’s vale
Whaere every land-mark tells a iale
Of ruin, wo and blight.
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Rich carpets, gilded picture-frames,

Heir-looms that toid of “Tong Ago,

Gay Cavaliers, and courtly dames
Wore flang, »ick fuel, Lo the flames.
While bivouncked the foc.

TOURNAMENT OF DEATH;
o,
KEAD'S TAST RIDI,

T.
Rich in prowd memories is the pass
Where perished of old Leonidas,
His precions Dlood libation frec
Ponred ont al the shrine of liberty

79

1

Tint this mighty world of the West can boast

As great a nae in freedom’s host,
To prandly peal in a nation’s shoul,

When our banuer of stars is laming out,

Inspiring men in the desperate hght

To conguer, or die {for God and the Right.

Then crown with laure!, Read !
With deathless lanrel, Read!
TFor never rode in glory’s van
A braver, or a betier man,
TTpon his battle stecd.
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‘ I,

The spurring conrier tidings brought
That junction Lee with Johnston sought,
Determined, although great his loss,
The Appomattox bridge to cross,
A ehanging hase the war prolang
Wih a force an hiddred thonsand sirong,
Rewd irried, with o weak array,
T'o bring the seuthern chicel to bay,
1Miongh suflering from wonnds unhenled
Reeeived on wmany a desperate field.

1I"hen erown with lanrel, Read !

With deathless Inurel, Read |

Tror never rode in glory’s van

A Dbraver, or a better man,

Upon his battle steed.

11,

When reached his post of peril dire
e shouted, while his eye flashed fire,
“We mnst hold this bridge, my Tvdst or die—
1 they pass it must be where our corpses lie,”
With feartul odds the fne rushed on,
Tiruins beat the charge, and blades were. drawn,
Wt the e jackets charged the giep,
Ancd the head of their column wiy swept away.

Thew crown with lanrel, Read |

With deathless Tanvel, Read!

Tor never rode in glory's van

A Draver, or a better man,

Upon his battle steed.
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IV
Again, and again were driven back
The Rebel ranks in their fierce attacl ;
Where man met man, and steecd met steeel
Charged, under spur, the gallant Read :
Never Murat of the snow-white plume,
Whose shout was an army’s knell of daom,
Fonghe on with wmore of skill and might
In the ved maclstrom of the fight,
“Awl cheered by foes was s warrior trne
Teading ta death his devoted fow.
Then erown with laurel, Read !
With deathless [aurel, Read!
Tor never rode in glory's van
A hraver, or a hetter man,
Unoun his battle steed.
V.
Though bleeding fast, with sword in hand,
While wnclied away his Spartan hand,
Pewd niwked a pencral of the foc
Tower in {heir van for the final blow,
wuat he shouted, with o fashing eye,
“We must hold the bridge, my s, or die ' —
"Then met in the shock of fearfal hghe,
e relel chief, like a belted knighit,
While dead from theivsteeds that bore them well
Botlh, in that stern cocounter, {cll.
Then erown with lauvel, Readt !
With deathless lamrel, Read !
For never rode in glory’s van
A Dbraver, or o betler man,
Tpon his battle steed.
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Vi,

Thus the back-hone of freason broke,
For Lee received his mortal stroke
When Read in nuinaood's glovious morn,
Made battle with his ““hope fovlorn,”’
While crimson from theiy wounds autwelled,
And Appomattox Bridge was held.
On fame’s unmoulding column traced,
ITigh will this feat of arms he plasced,
And all whe perished on that (lay
Im the nation's heare be enshrived {or aye,

I1"ien erown with lauvel, Read !

With deathless laure], Rewl !

Far never rade m glory’s van

A braver, or a better man,

Upon his Batlle stead,

Jurr's Kingdom of Cotlon with infuny rotten
Was doomed to suceumb to our glorious fag ;
The brave rallied nnder the stars while in thonder
Was torn into shreds his piratical rag,
The stream. from its fountain, on Look QOut's prowl
mountain,
Taih drank flowing down a libation of blood ;
The doom of transgression has smitlen secession
Where dark Chactanooga rolls onward his fload.
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11.
Shoul loud, ho, hosannah ¢ the stripes o’er Savannah,
Red symbols of doom to proud- tyranny wave,
Stern Justice hath risen, and lod from his prison
Bursts Freedom announcing redress to the slave.
False South ! heed the senuon that practical Sherman,
From mouths of his cannon propounded to vou ;
His legions are dm{untingé“ weighed  well, and
found wanting.™’
Are wretches who trod on the ¢ Rerd, White and
Blae."”!
.

Proud Charleston is humbled for Sumter hath arom-
Diled,

‘T'o ruin her storm-heaten hattlements harled ;
That cloguent preacher of liberty, Beecher,

Her funeral oration pronounced Lo the warld,
Onr famished and dying in dongeons were lying

Where batteries frowned an the hanks of the Jaes ;
No lenger they langunish—forgotlen their anguish

In Sheridan’s march, and the roaring of (lames.

v,

Death ouly brings lerror to hlack guill and error,
His skull-hones affvight not the just and the true
What shroud for the mariyr who loves Treedom’s

charter
More prized than the glorions ©° Red, White and
Blue 2>’ '
Our eagle lis pinion once more, Old Dominion |
Flaps o'er you while Earth hears his conquering cry ;
The bright bow of promise, so long absent from us,
Agpain arches over Colnmbin's sky.
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War Lyries,

OUR L.OYAL DEAD.

1.
Qur martyred dead, our martyred dead !
The land is billowed with their graves ;
Sods were nptom to wake their bed
While rolled the hattle's purple waves
Few, near their shrouded fathers vest,
With funeral flowers their couches drest,
1.
Al thousauds worn, and famine-pale
Diccd captives of the cruel loe,
No mourner save the blast Lo wail
Where famished men were lying low
While the hill-tops catel orning’s flame
Their native North will guard their fame.
T,
Rust will cousame the Llades they drew,
Moths cat the banner that the hore,
But deeds of men to Freedom trace
In generous hearts live evermaore
Time drops his seythe, and Death (ings by
His dart, when heroes nably die.
v,
Their mission ends not when the goal
O life through blood and toil they gain,
Although the muliled bells we toll
While slow move hearse and funeral train ;
Crushed eages of the soul we hear,
sub where the spivit 2—tell me where ?
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V.

Inspiring hearts whose pulses keep
Time o the battle-march of truth,
Waking the bondsman from his sleep,
And giving age o sccond youth :
Though echoless their footsteps fall

T see their shadows on the wall,

VI
Along my nerves their whispers low
Awaken an electrie theill
They come 1o share anr jny and woe,
Are living, loving, Yreathing still ;
By wan's dim, clonded gaze quseen
The dewl, o-night, with us convene.

Y1I.

Yo mourners | throw your weods away,
Fet no wild requiem he sung
‘The veices of the slain all day
Flave inomine car like harp-noles g :
We number them with Dright things fled,
But ey exist whom zoe call dened.”

VIIE
Spectlators, listencrs ! they have hieard
The words that from my tongue have rolled,
And, when my heart grew faint, have stired
My Dbosom witle the fires of old
Although unseen by mortal sight
The dead mave, in our midst, to-night.



ar Lyrics:
X

Agsure them, ere they cross again
The cold, dark stream that knows no tide,
Whose waves the realm where serahs reign
From this dark bd of storm divide,
A generous hand will pay the debt
OF pratitude we owe them yel,

X

Up with the monumental tower,

Or rear the cenotaph on high,
Tn honer of our dead: —the fower

Of Tivingston’s prowd chivalry
Kind Iadics ! men of generous mould,
Part with your jewels, rings and gold!

XI,

Crown with a shaft of marble pale,
Or granite gray, yon upland swell
That overlooks a lovelier vale
Than Arno's, of which pocts teli,
In honor of the vave wha died
That Union's ark the wave might ride.

XIE

While by owr houschold Qres we sit
Reeall the ards who dared to die
When, crimson to each bridle-hit,
“ The steeds of havoe thundered by—
Thed that this leagae of States might be
Soldered with Mood eternally.
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wiLL,

When we forget onr laynl dead
Who nobty fell for hearth and shrine,
Black e the pall o'er nature spread,
Our valley red with bload like wine ;
Then let their funcral shaft vptewer
A ratlying place in danger's hweur.

DECORATION DAY.

f,

Conrrn from bright, Elysian ficlds,
Adr that such balmy odor yickls,

Or iy it sweetened by the Dreath
Of Ilora at the gates of death? -
Immoriclles, reaped on holy gronnd,
Wreath the Pale Mawer's seythe around,
While flits the phantom of a smile

s ashen visage o'er the while,

1L,

MarDble forget-me-uots ol art

Tone grandenr ta the tamD impart
Linked, towering precions dust above
T pride, not seutiments of Tove,

Uil wreaths fair hands delight o form,
Theit monumental coldness warm,
Tears in cach cup, and chalice bright

Dropped by the star cyed mourner, Night,

57
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1.
The fancy of the gifted Greek
Through language of the Qowers would apeak ;
Alate pathos of cach withering leafl
Crave 1o bruised hearts a Dlest relief
When childhoocd died, or early lost
On beauty fell destroying frost :—
Thus Pericles of sternest monld
Went, erowning Paralos of oll.

v,
Ol te the nation’s heart how dear
Diust of the martyrs buried here;
Long in this Greenwoad aof the soul
oy them may voices call the roll |
T'o sepulehres in which they lie,
With frozen pulse and cureained eye,
May [ture penerations pay
The reverent care we show to-day.

v.
Give to the panay, streaked with jet,
Place it a fmeral coronet
Neside the Lly of the vale
To grace wall shait, or headstone pale,
TFarget not, ye that mourn, hetween
Trendl buds to weave the evergreen,
Sign that the fithiul dead will bhe
Kept ever green in memory.

VL
TFrom Holy Writ we Jeurn, alas !
¢ Nan's glory as the flower of grass’™
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Blooms for a bright, and flecting day
Then fades, and vanisheth away,
Mect, therefore, for these grassy heds,
Where pillowed He herele heads,

Are garlands, wet with tearful showers,
Cialled from the sistechood of lowers.

VL
Tri-colored blossoms thickly spread
Orver cach warrior's narcow bed, |
Lo tint i shade conforming well
Wilh the dear Gag for which they el
Bring roses of anroral glow,
Lilles that shame the mountain snow,
And Lo compleie the colors three,
Bring blue bells from the Genesee.

VI,

" wyell

The “ Flower of Love lies hleeding'
With mute significance will tell
How mothers of the martyred brave
Were rought in sorrow o the grave
How wile, and broken hearted maid
Still mourn Tor valor lowly laid,

And widowhood af salle vetl,

Sobs gut wild dirge-notes to the gale,

IX,

In spivit on this hallowed day,

I visit hillocks T mway,

And over them | long tn fling
Bright, foral treasures of the Spring.
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HWear Lyrics.

There son and brother moulder on,

While Tové grows pale and woe-begone

Tao think, on mounds of their vepose,
Not ane poor native wild-flower grows.
X,
Tain would T grace hlood-moistened carth
Wil tributes from their place of birth;
The dandelion’s brooch of gold
Puck from the tartan of the wold,
Or common flowers that smile at morn,
Near the lost homes where they weve born,
L'y whisper on cach lorn, drear spot,
¢ One faithfnl heart forgets yo not !
NI
Eudeared is Albion's chalky strand
By sports of merry Motherland
When dancimg feel of nwymphs kept time
Round May-pales, Lo soit music’s chime ;
And on the daisied village groen .
Crowned was a young and blushing queen,—
But doubly dear ieneefarth is May :
Hallowed by ¢ Decoration Day.”
XL,
Ot s il not a thoughe sublime
That at 1his blest, appointed thoe,
From dark Arlantic’s coast-line grand
T'o far Pacific’s golden strand,—
From orient hills in purple drest
To praivies of the mighty West;
I‘rom Northland to oridian howers,
Hernic graves are strewn with flowers.
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NI

With lenves that “sad embroidery  wenr

From field and grove enll wikllings vare

‘To symbolize owr speechless woe

For ranlk and file, laid early low,

That nevermere one houdsiman’s chain

Might clank on Treedom’s hroad domain,

And, bload-cemented, to the skies

Our temple, Dlock by block, might rise,
X1V,

The “ Monntain Daisy,” by the plow

Of Burns uptarned, is Dlooming now,

More fortunate than sister {lowers,

1t fades not with the fleeting hours

And honored well will be the bard,

CThrice blest, no longer evil-starred,

If, song embalmed, to perish never,

These funeral wreaths bloom on forever.
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MY STUDY.

1.

I am nal lonely in my quict raom,
THeugh nought of maortal shape is near me now,

While wanes my taper i the deepening gicom,

And drops al stadious toll are on my hrow ;
Against my window chnfes the ienlless bough,

Dvear stgn that birds and ewers no more delight,
And, sweeter than young Tove's fivst, whisperer] vow,

Abolian voices quaver while T write, '
Ag if they sang the dirge of melancholy night,

11,

On 1he arched gateway, near my office door,

With beud crect a carven, couchanl hound
Seems shivering in the Blast of winter hoar,

And watching for his master, homeward Lound —
Fleeked by Ui staclight s the frozen grouned

As il the dead were parting with their shrowds ;
The drifiing snow gives out o mulel sound,

Like din remote of wighty, mnstering crowds,
While through the ficlds off Heaven floal storwy, air-

Tiorne clouds.

L

Dimly illumined is'the pletured wall
Where flitting shadows hurry to and [ro;



5 Later Lays.
v,
Shall man no praise heskow,
A prayerless mnte be scen
While thanks the cattle low
To God for pastures green—
While wmountaing that sspire
His majesty proclaim,
Aund clouds have tongnes of five
That thmueder out his name ?

2%

Grand are the waves of sound
That thraugh old minsters voll,
Stirring the heart's profound,

Tifting on high the soul ;

But in God's holy tent

Is grander music far, .

Its dome, the funuwment,

Tt lamps, son, moon and star.

MOUNT OF VISION.

L

Stanm ou the charmed Mount of Vision with
Washed by a river that glimmers below
Crowning its headlands =z city I sce,
Tarret and tower with the morning aglow.,

me



A Lanient— Frvitien af Sea.

A LAMENT- WRITTEN AT SEA,

1
With an angry sca. belore us,
While clurk, gray clouds loat o'er us
We're drifting to and fro
The spicy gales have left us,
A wintry chill hereft us
Of sumer’s tropic glow.
1.
With head winds bravely battling,
Our ship with cordage rattling
Rides on the emerald crest ;
The wildest roar of ocean
Can wake no dread emotion
In my despairing breast.

II1.

Man, when the wersé he knowceth,

Although the whirlwind Howeth,
Is seif-possessed and calm;

For when the heut is breaking,

[Farever, cver aching, )
Where is the healing Dalm ?

IV,

I think ol one who sleepeth,
While many a mourncr weepcetly,
Untimely lost and drowned ;
In dreams, tossed on the billow,

He sits near my rude pillow
With angel beauty crowned.

L

27
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V.
I know his spirit hovering
Is near when night is covering
The waters with her pall;
And for sweet Willie grieving
I start (rom sleep believing
T hear once more his call.

VI,
ORY what a wild, deep yeurnivg
I feel for the veturning
f my brave, gifted hoy;
And yew and cypress throwing
A funeral gloom, are growing
Upon the grave of joy.
VI
Hark ! in mine ear is ringing
A voice more sweet than singing:
“1've seen the radiant shore
Where Death can triumph never,
And youth blooms on forever-—-
Dear Tather ! mourn no more."’

EPECEDIUM.

L
TnHre sumach, colored like a dying ember,
Proclaims the race of fiery Summer ¢’cr;
Resigning crown and throne to mild September,
She reigns no snore,
"
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I
Not only rudint Summer hatl departed,
But a dear friend has Tefi this darkencd clime ;
One nobly gifted, pure and gentle-hearcted
Is done with time.
11,
Again will summer conte back with the swallow,
Beuring a rose-wreathed seeptre in her hand,
And airy heings in er grain will follow
IFrom Fairy- Luaad ;
v
Apain will Barth, arrayed in rich apparel,
The bloom and freshuess of its youth renew,
And skics that listen to the lark’s wild carol,
Be robed in Dlue,
V.

But who come back to still the restless yearning
I aching basoms, trom Death's chill domain ?
With prayers and tears we wail for their returaing,

In vain, in vain!
V1. _
Faster wnd faster from his ghostly quiver,
By the Pale Archer deadly shalts are drawn
With cvery hreath, across the still, black river,
Another's gone,
VIIL
““We are such stuff as, dreams are made of,”” singoeth
With thrilling power earilt's grandly gifted son ;
And ere the sectd we plant in toil upspringeth,
Our work is cone,



100 Lutber Meniortes.

V1L
How weak are mortals in their hest concition’!
How frail the tenure of an earthly trust!
On every wind we hear the stern monition
OF ““cdust to dust 1"

159
Ye childless parents of the dead | oft Tated
Ave the beart’s idols first to pass away
Urom tiis dark sphere—we cherish hope, translated
o To enclless day.
X
The canker feeds npon the sweetest roscs,
And shafts spare not the bird of brightest plone ;
On Beauty’s brow the pale seal oft reposes
OF ecarly doom.
«,

What consolation can the monrer horrow
Frora an affliction like the one yo hear ?
What lenitive can cure the pangs of sorrow
Your hearts that tear?
XIL
The blissful thouglt that he hath left hehind him
A slainless name—a record withont blok—
And well fulfilled the tasks thal weve assigned him,
And faltered not.
: XUT.
The bligefnl thought that noble emulation
Fired his brave, gencrous spirit to the last;
is ainy, 2 prowd pasition in the nation
When vouth was past.
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Xiv,
The blissful thought that war and wild commotion
Yex not the quiet realm that claims your son ;
While ye are tosserd npen a troubled ocean,
His port is won. ‘

XV,
1 skill were ming the wondrous Tuarp to wiken
Vhint sang of ¢ Lycidag withont w peey,’”
A dirge raore worthy Mrieni so early token
The world shoulid hweor.

XV,

But all a bard whose soal is crushed and broken
Can give, by way ol tribute, [ hestow,
Though nothing more than sighings that betoken
His utter wo.

RVIL
Better to perish in the happy morning,
Than travel throngh tae day wita fainting form,
Night coming on, with thimder-mutter warning,
In darkness—storm

XVIIL,
Perish before the snul is disenchanted,
And turns with loathing from the things of time,
To tind the world it clung to demon-haunted,
And fonl with crime,
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MY OL.D COMRADE.

Kupwn, darting wit that wounded not the heart
At which was aimed his brightly polished dart;
Quaint humor that gave collogny a zest,
While laughter followed every hanmless Jost
A sonl to meanness that couid not descend,
Were traits thot viarked my dear departed friend.
He was not for the fashien of these times,
And praised the ring of Father Chaneer's rhymes
Better he loved weird Spencer to peruse
Than glittering couplets of the modermn muse,
And with advancing years prized more and moere
The crysial well-head of Shaksperean Tore.
11,
He held in veneration, deepest awe,
Black-lettered tomes of Anglo-Saxon law,
And Bracton, Coke, to him were dearer namcs
Than Kent and Story, although great their claims.
Sitling as judge, learned counscllors in vain
Would use their skill to clend his active brain ;
He brashed their webs of sophistry aside
With common sense—a sure, mnerring guide—
Bringing to mind the stern, judicial sway
Of men who wore the robe in Blackstone's day.
11,
Ifieud sports he loved . from rise till set of sun
Ot would Le range the woods with dog and gon,
Rest from the heat of woon af some wild spring,
And the old songs of Allan Ramscy sing,
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Or wake the landscape from its slumber mute

-With silvery echoes of his well played flute ;

He loved old Walton's art, and threw the fly

With a fizm hand, and true nnerring eye ;

And while regaling on some grassy hank,

iy comrade cheerad with merry guip and erank.
. v,

Al when the star of such a one has set

How deeply Glled the soul i3 with regret ;

Jiarth s too poor in men of mould like him

o lose them in the Jand of shadows dim—

o hear pale Grief above their ashes pour

Groang answered by that grim word “ nevermore 1 7

WAYSIDE RHYMES.

I
Sick of the diost and din of trade, ‘

Weary of noise by Mammon made,
And intercourse with living lies,
Poor, gilded cheats in martal guise,
And Fashion's gaudy butterflies

Ileft for Nature's greenwood lalls
'The gloom of close, conilining walls,
And sought cool arbors, dim aud still,
That lend enchantment to Glenyill,
Aud where Oatka's waters roil

Held andience with my own sud soul,
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i,

ONh! what a luxury to lic
On the mossed forest floor alone,

And when aside the boughs are blown,

Catch glimpses of the deep, blue sky |
Thus in an idlesse moodk I lay
While closed the long, midsummer day ;

Fach nodding wilil Aower, wind-swept leal

Sang 4 low lullaby 1o grief;

Birds warbled from their pulsing throats
Condoling, sympathizing notes,

Uutil I thought, opprest and i,

That Nuture's ofispring laved me still,
And knew their worshipper—though gone
The glory of his golden dawn

The power Lo wake, from day to day,

The saunding legend and the lay:

The gifted vision to descry
Shapes rarely scen by mortal ey,
111

Slecp, like a Blessing, on me feil
While rustled over me the trecs,

And music of the pastoral bell
Was walted by me on the brecze.

Although my visual orbs were sealed
I saw with open, spirit eycs,

From catacowmb, and battle ficld,

Sites of lost marts, sepulchral caves,
Earth's nameless, unrecorded graves,

Gray bards and warriors rise,

Trenched were their brows with scas of conflict fought
Om storicel plains, and in the realm of thouglt ;
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Al they could look behind this outward yeil
And read the finm, fixed purpose of my soul
O'er syrens of tewptation to prevail,
And cxereise a lofty sclf-control,
They knew the crogses I had borne,
The paths of learlful perit T had wrod,
At times forlomn, forsaken as of Ged,
And pitying gnzed upon wy heart-sirings torn.

1v,
Rang, tike a clarion, lowd and elear
Trom august livs these words of clicer :
“Be patient unuer sullering, and your load
Bear, like the Saviour, on a thorny road ;
Tempration made us strong ;
T'he noblest spirits must be crvueihed,
By the fieree furnace of alliction tried
Erc clothed with might to conguer hideous Wrong.
Some of aur number rlied
Outstretched upon the rack of torture dive,
And onthers pecished at the stake by fire
The agany is o'er, the guerdon won,

Angclic lips have warbled out well done £

V.
On ! palm-crowned spirits of the mighty Deacd,
These words bronght healing to a heart that bled ;
Ye knew my struggle to refrain
From the charmed cup of Ciree drugged with hane ;
My stern adherence to a solemn vow
When Pleaswre, dazzling sorceress, tried hier spell
And strove in vain to write upon my brow
I"ae Jleroglyph of Hell
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They knew that Slander, wearing truth’s fair «loak,
In car of one more dear than life or light,
The guiding star of my telpestuons night,

Had biistering words of fonlest flsehood spoke.

THIE MOTHER'S APPLAL.

1.

“ Dring back my dead !

Thus eried the mother of a hoy
Whe iell i battle slain

Source of her greatest hope and joy
Tror whom she wails in vain,

10
“ Dring hack my dead
Beneath our starry banner's fold
te yielded up his life
Alas 1 Ter such 2 heart grown cold
In this infernal serife.
I,
“Bring back my dead 1Y
Tle was an infant in my lap,
I nursed nim on my breast ;
Although he wore no shoulder strap
e battled with the best,
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Tv.
¢ Bring back my dead 17
My lips have touched the hitter cup
Of sorrow and despair;
His precious life is offered up,
‘I'he loss 1 cannot bear,

V.

“RBring back my dead ! 7
Flis sister has oonely grve,
No buried brother nigh;
Ciive my young warrior a grave
Beoeath his nalive sky,
VI,
“ Bring back my dead !’
The Rappahannock rolls its flood
Where camrades (dug his grave,
And in his blanket, soaked with hlood,
He sleecps—Dbring back my Brave !

¥IT,
“ Bring back my dead 17
Tar dearer are the esld remaing
Than any living one;
On thy bright memory are no stains
OF guile, my darling son!

VIIT,

“PBring back my dead !
The leaves of atlumn, far away,
'all on the hurial-mound ;
Secession’s curse 1x on the clay,

It is unholy ground.

1oy
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Bitter Memoryes.

IX.

“ Bring back my dead | ™’
Victorious over death and night
The cannon rung his knell ;
A martyr in the cause of right

My heardless hero fell.

X.
“ Bring back my dead 1
Uncoffined on the field he sleeps,
My Beautiful and DBrave,
And wateh Caolumbin’s Genivs keeps
Beside his unmarked prave,
XI.
“Bring back my dead !’
In soil by foul Rebellion cursed
He cannot slumber well;
Here in this valley was he nursed,
Here toll his funeral bell,
XL
¢ Bring back my dead 7’
I see him in my nightly dreams,
His brow is fresh and fair ;
Eudowed with health and hope he seems,
No mark of carnage there.

KIIT,
“ Bring back wy dead I’
Far dearer are his cold remaing
‘Than any living one ;
On his bright memaory are no staing,
Bring back, bring back wy son b
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LINES WRITTEN IN DEJECTION NEAR 4 WIL-
LOW MOUNT,” AVON, N. Y.

L
Wny from my aching heart is banished gladness,
Why scems the ghast of desolation near,
Why is my momd one of prevailing sadness?
Thou art not here.

1.

Why in the midnight deep am I awnking
While the wan ghosts of memory appear,
And farewell maurning Tove of Hone seems taking ?
Thou art not here. ‘

T,
Why i my hosom thrill the ehards ol sarrow,
Whice monrnful music falls apon e car,
Why from wy book and pen ne comfort boreow ?
Thou art nat here.

v,

[ toil alone heart-broken, sick, wnaided,
While Winter's hitter blast chants dirges drear
With funeral black Both carth and sky are shader
Thon art not here, -

V.

When will T hear again that voice far sweeter
T'han Nute-notes heard on moon-lic waters ¢ ear?
I cannel waken Lo melodious metre
Theu art nol here'!
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VL
Star of my being | will thy lustre never
To one adoring send o Lewm of cheer,
Or have we parted, derling one | forevers
Would thou wert here !
VIL
Wonld [ had wings to conguer cruel distanee
That 1 might fly thy seraph voice to hear!
Thot art the light and Tife of my exislence- -
Waould thouw wert here |
Vil
I feel like one who secs, ali shrouced lying,
I'he last who loved him on the dismal bier,
Aund murmury words she faltered out while dying--
Thou art not here.
IX.
There is a kingdom, bright heyond expression,
‘I'hat cannot be porvtrayed by bard or seer;
hither onr lost ones march in pule procession,
The deadd, the dear.
X,
Not dead, It to a better land transiated
Where never wailing cry woke mystie fear,
And T, with lile’s poor, fdecting pleasure sated,
Loog for that sphere.
XT.
Oh! nanght could make me pause, cre crossed death’s
waters, )
Chill as the blast with iccbhergs foating near,
Save anc, the purest, fiirest of Tove's daughter’s,
Who is not here,
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XTI,

My Lark long tossed upon the breakers foaming
To a calm port of Peace T fain would steer,
And Iudld a noptial bower, no longer roaming,

Ior one not here.

ORI
Viin are sucly dreams, and worse than vain complain-
ing: '

Iarth boasts no cure for agany like mine,
The lees alone are in oy cup renwtining
Gone, gone, Lile’s wine,

HERETOFORE,
 [rgom all ils kind Whis wasted heart,
This moody mind now diifls apt
N Tongs 1o Gnd the deless shore
Where sests Lhe wreels of Herctolore,’—

MoriERwiLL,

L
Trresh ave the roses of to-clay
With hues that match the sunset’s glow,
Bul sweeter, dearer far than they
" Are llowers that withered long ago ;
Young Aowers that graced o radiant shore
Washed by the waves of ITeretofore.
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Ti,

Tuke Dack this tome with gilded leaves,
The work of one by woe untaught ;

The soul of constancy that grieves
Within can fiwd no room for thought :

I love alone to ponder o’er

The Dlotied scroll of Heretolore.

111,

Names wrilten on thal record diny,
And stained wilh unavailing fears,
While airy visions round me swim,
Bring hack the joys of other yeors;
And heams, outsiining noantide, pour
Throngh the torn clouds of Heretolore.

v,

Discordani to my mood of mind |
Is music of the present hour,
Tfor only in the past 1 find
A volce that hath a spell of pawer ;
A voice that wakes to lile once more
"The buricd forms of Heretofore,
.
V.
T lgve the home, so glad of old;
Though damp and moualdy now its walls,
And converse sweet with phantowms hold
That glide at midnight tircugh its halls,
Tor they arve wanderers from the shore
Of thy dim realm, oh, Ileretotore !
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VI

Kind locks, as slowly they depart,

On e the wan procession cast,
Iror well they know that one poor heart

Keeps green rewmembrance of the past-
A heart that trombles to its core,
When sung the songs of Heretofore.

VI
[ love olil auks that feebly wave,
Anel weeds that hide a ruined hearth
Pale moss upon a sunken grave,
And every crmmhling wreck of enrth,
For they are teachers of a lore
Fhat lends a charm to Lerctofore,

NEW YEAR MUSINGS,

L

How swiftly pass, on clowdy wing, the years,

TI3

With all their joys and woes, their hopes and fears,

Jound to a dark, dead sea that knows no suil,
Nor billow foam-flecked by the rufiling gale ;

The vast receptacie of empires dead,
Herole shapes, and dreams of glory fled,

Within whese peaceful depths of silence lie

All that of mortal memory can die.
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IL

Caome back, ye vanished hours! and bring again
Torms of the loved and lost, bewailed in vain ;
Bring mc lost May-time, with ifs rosy wreat),
Aud change to Taivy-land life's © blasted heath 7
Bring me the romance that so warmed of old,
Giving to common clay the gleam of gold.

Cruce more, once move, ye vanished hours, return !
Ifor the sweet dreams of innocenee [ yean.

Oht Tet me feel the calm that once I Jelk

When, at my mother’s knee, in prayer 1 knelt,
And, starred with hope, my fair, uncloudded brow
Tolcd no sad tale of lines that seam it now ;
When my brave brother, who untimely died,
Stoodd in his rosy heauty by my side ;

Torget, a few brief moments, that my life

Must pass away in storm and doubtful strvife—
That nought is certain underneath the skies

Save useless tears, and tombs, and broken ties:
Aund feel those thrabbings of tumultnous joy
That swelled my bosom when a shouting Doy ;
The burning glow that flashed my check to read
OF martyr, patriot and chivalric deed,

Aud cateh one ray of the strange light that madce
Larth in Elysian loveliness arrayed.

I11.

T call-—but no responsive echo wakes;

Throngh the black cioud no beam of eauty breaks ;
Gone are emotions that my soul np-hore,

l'osscd on the sea, or standing on the shore:
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The stern, relentless past will not restore

One grain of vanished (hne, that man awhile
May warm his frozen veins in childhood’s smile,
Youth ! a frail, tender violet of the Spring,

Ties in his misty tomb, n withered thing ;

And Dhough onr hosoms ache, our tear drops flow,
We cannot wrest one ower lrom Long-Ago.

1135
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The Trance. IIgy

THE TRANCE,

1.

Mourners were nmtely gathered round a bier,
On which reposed the coffin of & child.
With harried step and wildly-flowing hair
T'he mother cane, and when the Tid was raised,
Thus gave expression to her frantic woe :—

iL.

“ Make way ! unfeeling evowd !
Heart-Lroken let me gaze upon my dead
Before ye bear him to his narrow bod.

Tedl back the shrond !

The wing shall kiss his pallic cheek once more
Lts touch, perchance, the life-flush may restore.
111,
¢ Though pale that [ace,
T'he wonted smile of joy it yet retaing—
"Too much of heaury for the grave remaing
T'o hide in its embrace.
He sleeps as calmly in that Dox crclosed
Ay If within his cradle he reposed.,

v,

“# Loak on the sleepers now |
His silken curlg are by the soft wind fanned,
A rose-bud blushes in his little hand,
Torn from the purent bough.
Though death hath made my hud of promise cold,
Where angels dwell the leaves may yet unlold,
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v.

“ Spreading thy raven wing,

Why blast the lovely long before their prine,

Ere they have felt the wasting touch of time,
Pale, shadowy king ?

Why rob the casket of its precious gem,

And pluck the young flowee from its tender stem ?

VI,

“Blight with thy breath
The aged mlgrim in this vale of tears,
Whose form is bending with the weight of years,
Insatiate tyvant, Death |
Snatch not the infant from its mother’s breast,
T.ifeless and cold beneath the sad to rest.

VI

“ 1ol I an childless left !
The stall on which Ihoped to lean is gone 5
Through life alone 1 now shail jonrney on,
Of all I Joved bereft,
One spirit more hath left the carth to dwell
With kindred souls. My stricken flower farewell 1

1X.

“Mother | ' he faintly cries.
Perchance it was a vagary of the bhrain—
It cannot be --those pale lips move again,
And open arc his eyes !
With the life-flush his cheek 18 growing red—
“ My cup of joy Is full—ae is not dead 177
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TRIBUTE

TO THE MEMORY OF THIL LATE REV. JACON BRODILEAD, D, D,

1,

Why are the gray-haired fathers of the Church
Convened within these consecrated walls ?
Why altar-picce and pulpit hung with Dblack,
While peals o requicm on the summer air,
Anl hewds, in deep solemnity, are bowed ?
A guiding lignt is quenched, that long hath thrown
Its steady raclance on life's troubled sea,
Like the tall watcn-five, on some beetling cliff,
Hailed by benighted seamen o'er the waves.
A loved and venerated form will walk
On merey's errand in eur midst no more ;
His misston is accomplished, and the tomb
Opens its portals for the honored dewd.

IT.

Teiter than riches, or the robes of pride,
Arc the bright graces of the pure in heart.
The clay-walls of the prison crumble down—
Farth to her breast receives the cast-olf robe—
Biil ncts of goorness, oft in secret done,
Tnasked-for vigitations to the dens
Where mute Remorse lies housed with pleading Woe,
Tombalm their memory forever more
And Heavenrly harp-strings, by angelic hands,
Are grandly swept when their enfranchised souls

Soar upward, lark-like, to the Better Tand.
. .



iza Cypress Loeaved,

111,

True te hix sacved oflice labored an
Our venerated father to the last,
And when the summaens that we all must hear,
Was whispered by Death’s Angel, with a smile
He heard the tidings, and his Jast good-live
Had in it more of weleome than frewel,
How rich the legacy he left ! how poor
Are the were gauds of fortune, or the sheuts
That herald stern Ambition on his way,
While martial music surges on the wind,
And banner-stafls unlwine their go'den lolds—
Compared with greeting looks and heart-warm smiles,
The free spoutancous offerings of love,
When all who kuew him saw bis face benign !

Tv.

The loved who leave us are not always lost;
They dic not like the perishable leaves,
Or summer voses of so brief a date ;
Aud one like hiny, whe influenced for poodl,
In public and in private life, the world,
Lives ou in grateful hearts where he has sown
The precions sceds of charity and love,
When the dumb carth te hev maternal arms
Takes back the loan of poor dissolving clay.

V.

A soldicr of the Chureh, he nebly fought
The fight of faith, and borg the blessed cross,
Without a stain upoa his sacred robe,

Tntil his Tong, bright pilgrimage is o’er,
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Naot without record sleeps he in the grave:

The blessings that he showerea upan his flock,
His pure exampie and acdvice and alms,

With Christ-like meekness on the poor bastowerd,
And the pale crowd of suppliants that choke
The ways of this sad world, are written down
And registeved in Heaven,

VI,
Mowrn nol for him'!
Ripe for the haryvest hie has passed away,
And stll the light of his departure cnlm
Lingers ronnd places that have known him long,
Like the illumined track of vanished day.

DALE CEMETERY, AT SING-SING,

N

I Tove thy hallowed limits, Place of Graves |
T love the quict of thy hills and dells,
Where the lone dash of Hudson’s wintry waves,
Softened by distance, like a dirge-note swells:
I'hose who can look on scencs so [uir, unmoved,
- Have never Nature loved,
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1L

When o’er the war of life, who would nat. rest
IFrom toil and trouble in 2 place so sweet,—
Rounded the funeral monnd above his breast,
Tar from the din of throngs and trampling feet ?
Here Grief throws by her sables, and puts on
A galden smile like daw,

L

Those who were dear to me in other days
Lic in dissevered beds of dreamless sleep—
Oh! would that here the marble I might raise
Above their dust, and sorrow's vigil keep ;
The corse bring hither from the distant West
Of one T loved the best.

IV,

Sue lies too near the crowded thoroughfare,
And rattling wheels throw dust uson her tombs ;
She loved the mountain, and che liberal air—
Spring’s violet beaucy, and rich summer's hloom ;
AlY more of peace would harbor in my breast
Could here that loved one rest.

Y.

And she of winning look and sunny tress,
Of softly rounded cheek and dark-blue eye —
My long-mourned daughter, lovely little Bess,
Cut off untimely, by her side should lie ;
Yon brook that sends its muriur to mioe ear
Speaks of those dead ones dear.
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VI,

Here death arrays his form in softest puise,
And Beauty, stricken by his morcal blow,
Who comes with felded arms and curtained cyes,
He welcomes with o lover's whisper low;
And perished childhood, with u smiling face,
Folds i his hushed embroce.

Vi,

Ambition, here, bis struggies, dveams and hopues
All ended, like a child may Ly him down---
The flitting shadow on yon mountain slopes,
Apt symbol of his dream of wild renown
And Pleasure, sated with life’s wasting winc,
Her head in peace recline.

VIIT,

These hillocks, swelling over silent Dreasls,
Seem waves of life arrested in their low,
And a deep ealm, as of Elysium, rests
On upland ridge and plen that lies Lbelow,
And first, beneath the light of vernal gkies,
Here violets uprise.

1X.

Sweet Place of Graves! I thank thee for the calin
Thy Tandscape has infused into my soul—
The wounded bosom. here may find a balm,
And life grow tranquil as it nears the poal ;
T'his scene, composed of forest, wave and hill,
Mukes the wild pulse grow still,
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MEMORIAL LINES

(NSCRIBEDN TO BEREFEAYRID PARENTS.
.
What precious balm can song hmpart
To lessen woe that parents bear,
When throbs no more the gentle heart
Of one so giftec, mood and fair!
The feathered harbingers of May :
Rewvisit novthern haunts again,
While scheol mates Hsteo to thefr lay,
But, ah! for her they chant in vain.

1L

We know that breaking is the light
Round Ler, of Heaven's cternal dawn,
And that unkoown are death and night
Where one so pure as she hath gone ;
That hetler is o land of bliss
LVor spirits of celestial mould ;
But, [ull of agony, we miss:
The face that cheered us to hehokd.

T

Long lashes shaded eyes of blue
From which logked forth a soul of love,
Dieen as midsummer skies in hue
When not a clowd 15 seen above ;
Solt hair, as with o halo, crowned
Iler head and geamed like golden ore;
Those wond’rous lacks, in sang renowned,
Tess bright that Vetrarch’s Laura wore,
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IN.

Ah! what lath been no more ean be,
TFor early was her requiem sung ;
The youngest of our {Iock way she,
And favorite of old and. young.
We miss her footfall on the stair,
Her kiss of welcome at the daoor,
And rells a tale, yon vacant chair,
OFf heanty Jown lorevermore,
V.
Our darling of the radiant curls”
Dwells where Omuiscience claims his own,
Yor caskets that enclose snch pearls
Are wedided to the dust alone. )
Tost b { with life's Drief conflict tived,
On the Good Shepherd’s tender brenst
Sleep, while we breathe those words inspived,
¢ He giveth his heloved rest,”

e -

BURIAL OF BIRDIE.

1

It was meel that one so sweet
Should be drest in hridal white
When her heart had censed to heat,

And her orbs had closed in night,



128

Cvpress Leaves.

Tlowers were in her lictle hand,
And like one asleep she lay
While u pale and sorrowing band
Wept for Heanty passed away.

1L

It was meet that one so sweet,

Dead should wear the robes of life,
Not the ghastly winding sheet .

Making death wilh ferror rife.
Golden brown the silken hair

O the rounded temples fell,
And like work of scuiptor rare

Was the face we loved so well

1.

It was meet thal one so sweet

From the war of life should fce,
And with golden-sandaled feet

Walk where roars no angry sea.,
Dead ? our Birdie is not dead |

In that box lies Dbeauteons clay,
But her cheruly sounl haih fled

To tihe Land of T.ight away.

v,

1t 15 mect that dust so sweet

Should in May be lald to rest,
And that form with grace replete,

In a stainless garb be drest,
With & longing in her heart

For ber Heavenly Father's fold,
She. was destined to depart

BEarly from z clime s¢ cold.
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V.
It is mect that one so sweet,
Loaned to dark earth for a day,
TDack to Heaven, her nalive seat,
Like a bird should wing her way. ’
Tt ne dismal dirge be sning,
No chill ritual be read,
“When che Deantiful and young
To their Father's House have fled.
VI,
It was meet thai one 30 sweet
When sae heard :he Angels call
Should her mother's name repeat,
And cscape from mortal thrall,-
Lel this caskel, deomed to wasie,
Gently 2o damp movld be given .
While the jowel it encased
Glitters in the crown of Heaven )

CALLED AWAY.

I

Low, hollow murmimny from the clear southwest
Avmngunce the rolling of Spring’s charviot wheels ;
Light dauces on the mountain's storiny crest,
And earth a rupture feels.
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Those dariings, blue-eyed violets, ere long
On the sour face of Mareh will wake a smile,
While rolin red-breast a rejoicing song
Is warbling out the while.
The signs of resurreclion are abroad
After the wintry death-sleep of the flowers:
The chilly snow-paths that our feet have trod
Will soften with warm showers :—

i1

But, ah ! early taken, the dead will not waken,
Though hearts bleed and bitterly ache—

The shrowd 15 avounud her and fetiers have bound her
That conquering Spring cannot break :

Young March is not bringer of life to the singer
Whose wood-notes were watbled so well;

A charmed Inte is Lroken, the last word is spoken,
And, hark ! to yon death-telling bellt

JIL

I hear a voice that thus rebukes complaint—
“The grave can set no bounds Lo huried worth,
Only clay gannents an ascended saiut
Leaves to cold, covering curth.”
No lines of carve her Tce will darken more,
No bitter pang shoot through her trembling form;
Won is the crown, for well the cross she hore
Through darkuess, gricf and storm,
She is not dead—to give her welcome grand
Blest lyres te notes of jubilee were strimg
When through the golden gates of Moming Land
She passed, pure, vadiant, young.”
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Though, wild grief contreliing, such words are con-
soling - '
When the lovely grow wan and take leave,
For sweet, vanished faces and drear, vacant places
The heart that is coldest must gricve ;
Aund one has departed-—a minstrel true-hearted-—
Whose strain, like the nightingale’s lay,
Though dark the sky o’ce vs, cheered gloom with its
- chorus *
- While donbt and dread vanished away,

e -

MEMORIAL LINES.

L

Again the moon of bursting flowers
Decks live o bride the landscape fair ;
ow abilant the fall of showers—
Fow full of Lalm the bracing air )
But night-clouds on my soul descend,
Though autseaed nitture is aglow,
While thinking of a youthful friend
Who perishec one brief year sgo.
1.

Commanding view of wood and wave,
" Twoad level mead and breezy hill,
T stocid beside the verdant grave
Where slent s ashes houshed and still
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And musing there 1 deemed a spot
So picturesque, retited and swect,

Where blossoms breathed ¢ farget him not,”
Had hallowed been by angel feet.

iR
I donbyt not that & mariyr's crown
He wears annidst the Heavenly ost,
By fearful aceident cut down
While braving death at Duly's post,
() stricken father ! mouru no more !
The mystic river hic has crossed,
And sainted ones upon the shore
Have crowned thy boy, too carly lost.
Iv.
Though sailing on a troublad sea,
The blissful port of peace is near,
And promises vouchsaled to thee
A Christian mariner shookl cheer.
There will the parted mect again,
Hand clasped to hand and face to face,
Thy noble boy, bewailed in vain,
With clasping arms thy neck embrace,

i e

A REMEMBRANCE,

L .
The grapes hang blue npon the frame,
The peachi is blushing on the boogh ;



A Rememdbrance.

The sunsel with a2 golden flane
Has tipped ile western mountain's brow ;
September. wears the look he wore
When sarely were my heart-strings tried—
When gloom was thrown the landseape o’er,
And Bessie died.

43

The sad gray years are thrust hetween

The poet and that mournful hour
When in her loveliness was seen

My dariing dead in home's sweet bower;
But fresh in my remembrance stili,

Though sons have fallen al iny side,
Is that dark howr of gloom and ill

When Bessie died.

Ik

She was a child of softest bloow,

Too fair for this derk Tund of shade,
And through the portals of the tomb

She passed i angel-robes arrayed.
Like Lright September's swi-set cloud

Her rounded cheek and lips were dyed ;
For me 1o tervor hatl the shroud

Since DBegyie died.

1v.

¥re closed her'second year I beand
The sunnicns of e Mower, deach,

And hushed was home’s bright singing bird
When draven was her last fluttering breath.
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The day was clear and bright like this,
But she cxpired cre eventide ;
I lost all trust in mortal bliss
When Bessie died.

v,
Since that read hour a noble boy
Huas in the battle’s front been slain g
Another, ull of hope and joy,
Drowned, nover Lo revive again ;
But darkest was that iour of woe,
Maost sorely was the poet tried
When, like nowreath of melting snow,
His Bessie died.

THIE ANNIVERSBARY.

“Granes are bul the feolsfeps of the auged af elernal fife”—
Jrax Payr.,

L.
May langhs, dropoing dew from her tresses,
For the reign of the Trost King is o'er ;
Blue-eyul, ke our lost ane, she dresses
The grave where she slumbers once more,
The Tark wnmolested is building
Amidst biding grasses her nest;
And bright dandelions ave gilding
The green plaid that covers her breast.
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i1,

Like flute notes £aat melt it the distance,
Her 1ast song hath died oo the ear ;

Though ended bricf martal existence,
She dwells in o happier sphere.

Unfic for this valley of sorrow
Are belugs so fragile and fair;

Tough present to day, on the morrow
To the Tsles of the Blest they repeair.

CT11,

Fhe mirth of the household was ended
When dying she liy withont moau,

And May-time grew dark when descended
A blighe on cur rose-buel half blows.

Our blossom too early that perished,
Tarn rundely from home's ravaged hower,

3y soft airs of Paradise nourished
Hatlt opencd its leaves in full flower,

1v,

Fled away when the season was vernal
Qur waifl from a IMeavenly shore ;

Tired of play, on the bosom maternal
Her head she will pillow no more,

Fhe gartand is dust (hat once bound 1t
Al changed is its contour to mould ;

One curl of the many that crowned it
Alone cmits Tustre like gold.

V.

Last eve, by the light of stars roaming,
[ felt that her spirit was nigh,
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Apd a veice, in the hush of the gloaming,
Made thus to my quest low reply :

¢ Drear thoughts of the charnel-house banish,
Hearse, coffin and inouldering urn

From sight, though the beautiful vanish,
Sometimes they have leave to return.”’

THE DYING SAINT.

.
Pass on to rest and victory,
‘I'ried champion of the Cross !
Although thy everlasting gain
Is our embittered loss.
The waves of mortal life subside
Upon the shores of time,
Andd death ere long on changing clay
Will set his seal sublime,

11,

Mother in Istael ! we know
There is in store for thee

A crown thai fadeth not away,
Tievond the troubled sea ;

There wil! thy husband, pone hefore,
His aged partner greet,

And in a house not made with hands
Love’s scattercd household meet.
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11

Guide of my youth and riper age,

Beloved by me and mine,
The Leauty of a cloudtiess eve

Lends grace to thy decline.

Ot death-Ded of the good and just!
T never shall forget

Iriends gathering like stars around
A ann about to sel.

v
Intelligence survived the power
"Ua uiter parting words,
And sweetly on her listening car
Fell notes of suminer tivds ;

I felt ber gently clasping hand,
Although she could not speak,
And light, as (vom the Better Tand,

Fell on her pale, thin cheek,
V.
The low, balm-breathing air of June
Stole through the open door,
But could not ta the wasted face
1ts roses lost restore
Though ¢’cr it an expression came -
Maore heautiful than bloom,
A signad that the passing soul
Had conquercd grief and gleom,

VI

Alas | my pen is uninspired
In fitting words to paint
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The closing of =& vighteous lile,
The death-bed of 2 sajut.

I'he gates of glory ope for her,
Then why deplore our loss?

Pass on to rest and vietory,
Tricd champion of the Cross!
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THE PINE.

I
HILFE massy old pines sang a lullaby wild, .
© T eouched on the grass, when an innoeent child,
~ And faneied that angels were hovering roand ;
No instrument tashioned by frail mortal hand
Could ranse in my hosom a {ecling so grand
As that magical, soft and mysterious sound.

1I.

In keeping with Freedom's proud throne on the hills,

How the roar of a starm-troubled pine forest thrills
The heart of the mountaineer mantled in clond;

It sends to the valleys a voice of dismay,

And sonnds like the quick march of hosts to the fray,
While drums beat the chargeand the trompet is loud.

III

Though soft are the tones that Lhe wild winds evoke
From the glossy-leaved beech or centennial oak,
The pines give a swecter response to their call ;
And often I think, when the branches are stirred,
Of rich, organ peals in some old minster hearil,
While ghosts seem to start from the echoing wall,

v,

When winter is coating the hillside with snow,
And dropping a shroud on the meadows below,
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The pine, like o sentined, stands on the height
Tee covers its trunk with o glictering wail,
And it weleomes the rush of the pitiless gule,

Its green arms uplossing in frantic delight.

V.

Meet place for the bivd of our banner to rest,
Or bhuild for his royal descendant a nest,

Is the tall, misty cone of some towering pine;
Its branches give tongue wnd proclaim him o king
When sunward, in circles, he mounts on the wing,

To gaze on the carth like a vision divine.

YL

Oh! grand is the dash of the sar( on the share,
And wild the mad torrent’s twoaltuous roar,
While clifls overhanging with spray-drops are wel ;
But the sigh of the wind in a furest of pines,
Tike traops on the hillsummits, marshalled in lines,
Ts a sound that a poet can never forgel.

Vii,

Now it swells on the car, with a billowy roll;
Anon breathes in whispers of love to the soul—
Jfor spirits are touching the emerald keys:
Talk not of the magic of lute or of lyre,
Poetic emation they rannot inspire
Like melody woke in the pines by the breeze,
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WHAT I WOULD BL.

1.
What woud © be?  Not rich in gold
And with & narrow heart,
Or, misanthropic, stern and cold,
Dwell front my kind apart?
1 wonld not e a man of war,
Who looks on death unmoved,
Coive mc o title deaver
“Uhe well-beloved T

In.
T wonld nal wewr a el crown,
*Tts leaves concent the thorn ;
oo oft the children of renown
Are friendless aned forlom.
Oht let me lead a hlameless life,
By vounp and old approved ; )
Called, in a world. of sin and strife,
“Phe well beloved 1

111,

God pranl me power to guard the weak,

And sorrow’s moaning hosh,
Aud never feel upon my cheek
Dark Shame’s hetraying blush
Anil when at wy creator’s call
From earth 1 am removed,
Lt Friendship "broider on my pall:
#The well beloved !
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BLUE-EYED FLORENCE.

1
Blue-Eyed Florence! where art thon
With thy, radiant hahy-brow,
And thy veice of silvery tong,
And thy simile, an angel’s own ?
Placc upon thy father's knee
Well T know was lear to thee ;
He is toiling far away,
And hath vanished wany a day
Since he crossed home's cottage sill—
Is his love remembered sLill?

IT,

Blue-eyed Tlarcnee, it was Dliss
Every morn to claim thy kiss,
Licel from this world-weary heart
Dross and carthiness depart—
Sharer in thy love—so hright
With a lash of heavenly light—
Listen, while thy mother smiled,
To thy questions, darling ¢hild i
Puzzling Lo the wisest hrain—
Will that Dliss return again ?

1,

Brightest of the resy band

In sweet childhood's fairy land,
Does rementheatice ever stray
‘Lo thy [ather, far away ?



Blne-Byed Flovenee,

Dost thou, when o thought of himn
Comes thy sunny joy to dim,
Sometimes, with a moistening eye,
Throw thy doll and play-taings by ?
Is his name upon thy tongue

When the matin hymn is sung !

1v.

Bluc-eyed Florence ! when T meet
Little children in the street,
Closely do L hunt for traces

Of thy beanty in theiv faces ;

TFor thy burst of joy unbounded,
Yoer thy temples fair and rounded,
For thy glance of star-like beam,
Andl thy hair of goldenr gleam ;
IFor thy motion like a linnet,

And thy laugh with music in it,
And I bless them if I find

Aught recalling thee to mind.

v,

Al! it is a grievous wrong

We should parted be so long ;-
That thy earol, like a bird,

Must by other ears be heard,
Singing some quaint nursery air

Lu thy little rocking chair;

Others mark thy budding charms—
Others toss thee in their arms,
While thy father, sad and lonely,
Sees thee 1o a night-dream only,

o
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THINGS COMING.

I.

Morn is coming j——hear the lark |
Rose-streaks in the oricnt mark !
Earth will soon be fair to view
Like a Beauty hathed in dew.

11.

Night is coming—haly night'!
Stars her arching dome will light, .
And the moon, with silver horn,
Travel on te meet the morn,

111,

Joy is coming—Ilight of treard,

With a wreath-encircled head |
Trief, but sweet will be his stay
Tire he vanizhes away.

v,

Grief {s coming— an the gnle
~Soon will fleat her sable veil,

Strewing, while she wildly grieves,

Funeral earth with cypress leaves.,

v.
Spring is coming—vernal raing
Soon will warm Taarth’s [rozen veins,
And the violets will rise
Tinted with cernlean dyes.
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I,

Summer's coming—-in the wave
Wing-tips will the swallow lave,
And the boszoms that cnclose

Will cut-blush tie sunset’s rose.

VI,

Auturn s coming—with his frost
Rlighting Nowers, the carly lost!
Blackening cach fragile stem,—
Vainly will we mourn for them.

VIIL

Winter 's coming, and our feel
sSoon will soil his winding sheet ;
Iced in armor, he will hear

Crar appeal with dealened ear.

IX.

Death is coming - for no prayer
Will the ghostly king forbear;

In his fleshless arms to fold

Rich and poor, the yourg and old.

X.

“When the Reaper comes to reap
Tt us fold onr arms in sleep,
Tristing that o God of love
Will our spirits walt above,
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THINGS FLYING.

i

Time is (lying—fast the sand
Leaves the hour-glass in his hand ;
Where his feet have hurried by
Ashes, bones and roins lic,

1L
Hope is Tying—ithis her strain,
While she seeks the open main,
“Where the waters foam and rage,
T can Fad no anchorage,”

111,

Al the sar is fading fast

That burned Bright above her mast,
And the midnight soon will veil
Her bright, disappearing sail.

V.

Peace is flying—notes of war,
Trampet, drum, and eannon-jar
Have affvighted her from earth,
And she seeks her place of hirth.

V.
Birds are Nying—Autumn drear
Whispers of old Winter near,
And they seck the golden strand
Of some owery tropic land,



Things Flyrug.

VI
Leaves arve flying, sere and pale,
On the wild November gale;
Thus poor human glory fics,
Thus dissolve our earthly ties.

VI
Youth 1s flying—and his voice
Will the heart no more rejoice s
On his bleom hath fallen Dlight,
Changing it to corpsc-like white.

VIIL
Love is flying—wae and sin
Have onr Iiden entered in
Tfuneral dirge and tolling bell
Marred the song he sang so well,

IX,
Wealth is flying—Iet it Iy !
Trust in things that eannot dic;
Coffins, destinad for the mould,
Vaiuly we {nlay with gold.

X
Truth is flying—weary strife
He hath waged with wrong for life;
Armed again for conllict stern,
Let us pray for his return !

®I
Pray ihat God may give him power
In the deadly trial-hour;,
While the hosts of sin and ervor
At his war-ery flee in lerror,

149
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TASSOYS I'AREWELL,

L

I will never ¢case to love thee,

While fhe stars keep watch alove ine;
In thy laugh is music ringing,

Andl thy volce is sweel in singing ;
Lowve-light, in thy bright eye beaming,
Walkes the poet from his dreaming,
Ancl thy smile hath summer in i,

But that heart—would [ could win it}

1L
Tell me, tell me by what token
Can [ prove my vow unliroken
When my seul, with rapture burning,
Counts the hours of my returning,
After absence leng and cdreary,
Tailing through the winter weary,
To regain the wreath that crowned me,
Hre the bonds of evil bound me.

111,
When my day of storm is cneled,
If my soul hath not ascended,
T will come to thee in vision
From my happy home Elysian,
Cheer thee in thine hours despairving,
Cuard thee, lor thy welfare caring,
Natowing, when his life is over,
Thow in Heaven will meet thy lover,



Soug. 1 5"[

1v.
"Till extinguishedd life's last ember,
Leonor I will remember, '
Though the cruel fates dissever
Those wha shonld be oxE forever ;
I will see my love in dreaming,
Think of her when morn Is beaming,
And her name shall live in story,
Waoven {n my crown of glory.

— Y —

SONG.

I
When will this heartache cease,
Ruin hefore me;

When will the Dove of Peace
Spread his wing o'er me?
TFar from ““this shoal of time,””

Stranger to sorrow,
Will not some brighter clime
Bid me good mortow !
- Raven’s croak:
“Prust not to-morrow !’
IL
TFame has o phantom proved
Waorth nol the chasing;
T.ost ones, the well beloved,

Earth is embracing :
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On 1he dear houschold hearth
Not a spark flashes;
Where rang the voice of mirth,
Cold lie the ashes:
Raven’s croak :
e AT dust and ashes! ™’

117,

How can the cagle soar,
Broken his pinion?
King he will rule ne more
Air's blue dominion :
How can the minstrel sing
With his doom written,
Ty Despair's mortal sting
Learfully smitten —
Raven's cronk :
¢ Fearfully smitten!"

IV,

Hark ! from the clouds above
Volces are calling

“Clrust to. Bternal Love,
Though night is falling;

Daylight will break at last,
Darkness will vanisl ;

‘Thoughts of the mournful Past
TFrow your soul banish—

Angels cry ’
“ From your soul banish!”
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MY DAUGHTERS.

i,

What flowers are meet for me so swoel
As my danghter, cldest born?

A violet crown the glossy brown
Of her Jocks would hest adorn,

When the lines [ trace of her gentle face,
I think an angel near;

Aud griefs that sting my heart take wing
Her Iute-like voice to hear.

IL

I will twine a wrealh of the mountain heath
Tor ay youngest daugater's brow;
For her well tuned ear delights to hcar
The wind in the pine free’s houpgh.
Six summers bright a golden light
On her clustering curls have shed,
Aund I feel the pglow of lung ago,
When T Jst to her bounding tread.

1L
Her soul has fire that says “aspire [
T.et good or il Letide;
And lier. glecsome call is like the fall
OF streams down o mountain's side.
Long lashes fringe, with a darkening linge,
Eyes hue as the Alpine Oower;
And in her glance s wild romance,
Boon Nature’s fcarful dower.



154 'Sw.ag's and Balluds.
Iv.

Tor the hrow of my third, that radian® bird,
What chaplet shall I weave -~

My spirit child, that 2 moment siniled,
And of guilly earth took leave?

For her fair young hrow, angelic now,
Twine amarauthine flowers;

In the land of light, with the Blest and bright,
She walks through thornless bowers.

¥.

This golden tress of little Dess,
Remembrance wildly wakes;

On her infant cheek was the roscate sireak
When a bright June morning breaks,

They say she dicd and, where tears are dried,
That she walks in endless youth ;

That her spirit near her father dear
Whispers the words of truth.

A FRIEND'S WISHES.

I,

I wish you joy and health, my boy!
A purse with gold well fined ;

To bless thy life, a virtuous wife
Of cultivated mind!
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May peace attend thy cruise, my friend !
Down life's swift rolling stream;

No cloud on high to rob thy sky
Of sunlight’s cheeriul gleamn.

1.
May age to thee no winter be,
But like the summer glow;
And song and fame light up a fanme
lencath thy locks of sneow:
And Heaven thy sool, when reacaed time’s goal,
Receive within its howers,
To meet once more friends gone hefore,
Crowned with upwithering Qowers.

AN AiOLIAN MELODY.

I

My bosom has Aiolian cords,
That warble wildly to the soul,
And oft the strain takes form in words
That echo like a death-bell's toll;
Anau it makes my pulses beat
With power beyond expression sweet,

IT,

The door of my sad hear. it opes,
And memorics wake long cold and dead ;
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The ashes ol a thousand hopes
Stir in their dark and monldering bed—

Loved faces, in that heart enshrined,
Dring back the mournlil Past to mind,

L1

TTnearthly songs that lang have slept,
Tao chant defying mortal ski'l
Wake, when these bosont chords are swept
That soon will broken be, and still,
Alas !t those chords, though finely string,
Can pever sing as they have sung,

1V,

Long have [ walked Dbeneath a cloud,
The seal of doom upon my brow!

O with these lanrel wreaths ! the shioud
Would best hecome the morial now ;

Tror one, long-loved, cannot be ming—-

T siained with guilt—she half-divine,

V.

These bosom-chords in happier days,
To joyous melodies kept time,

But now, attuned to saddest lays,
Alone with wailing voices chime;

Or make Jiolian reply

Te alost soul’s despairing cry. -
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GREETING TO MARY.

L .

Happy New-Year! to Mary dear,
Trrom one whose heart iz aching;
Her image fair is painted there
Although its chords are bresking.
May saints keep guard, my Mary ward
TFrom ills to life belonging; '
And on her way, from day to day,
May angel guildes be thronging,
In howrs of deep dejection,
To give her hope, protection,

I1.

While New-Year chimes-revive old Limes,
Though full of solemn warning,
Wake, harp-strings wake, the silence break,
And give my love good morning !
May nought snnoy, the birds of joy
Sing in her praise forever;
The demon Care, the ghoul, Despair,
Molest my Mary never,
While fTeaven af lust receives her—
A crown of glory weaves her.
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MY SCOTTISH BEAUTIES,

I.

Fllen, Jean and Tlora
T prize all things above,
With blushes like Aurora,
Smiles like the Qneen of T.ove.
They are my own three Graces
With eyes that flash delight,
May Time on their sweet faces
One wrinkle never write,
1i. .
Thy {orm, raajestic 1illen !
Thy prond and stalely mien
Shonld grace no humbler dwelling
Than palace of a Queen,
Across the dark blue water,
In Europe’s ancient Jand
Was never born a daughter
With air of more command.

I

I knew that there are many

More dazzling In their charms,
But Burns would long, sweel Jenny !
- To clasp you in his arms,
When near I feel devotion

As if thou wert a shrine—
Tyes, with the hlue of ocean

In their clear depihs, are thine.



Swow Flake and Onnolee.
V.
And I'tora, gentle IMlom,
Unsung thon shalt not he;
Ruse, Mary, Blanche and Cera
Ave names less dear to me.
Thy honsehold virtues mnke thee
A wife to be desired
Yor life the bard would take thee
Although in rags attired,

v,

I am no pleasure-sceker,
A sober life [ live,
at ill, Aill high the beaker,
And pledge the teast I give!
fiLillen, Yean aud Ilora
T prize all thinps above,
With Blushes like Aurora,
Smiles like the Queen of Love,”

el ege—— —

SNOW FLAKE AND ONNOLEE.

1.

There is a mare whose silken hair
Gleams incthe sun like pold,

Her nostrils spread and heaateous head
Show lineage high and holkd,

159
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Bload, speed and bone will make her known
Wherever reins are drawn;
Like other steeds ne whip she teeds
To swiftly urge her on.
II.
And by her side, with even stride,
Speeds Onnolee, her mate;
The biws she champs while on she tramps
Untiring in her gait,
I'he look of game in her sinewy {rame
Commands the turfinen’s praisc;
On her glossy coat and mane afloat
The ladies’ love to gaze.
M.
An Arub sire has given fire
To dark eyes full and clear;
Away with checks for their arching necks
While both outpace the deer!
The lastest nag {n rear muost lag
When they are stripped to trot;
Though bad the track they will not slack,
Of a breed that falters not.
v,
Sure-footed, strong, they move along
Fleet as the gliding doe;
Hooves siall and round vpoen the ground
Fall light as flakes of snow,
Each agile limb of thesc trotters trim
Is laced with swelling veins
Look out! look cut! when they’ve about,
And Farry holds the reing!
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“INSULA SANCTORUM.”

I
I sonls were free om frand and guile,
And ignorance had less elivontery
IF Battle Dlades were sheathless while
Oue traitor lived to eurse his country;
If fur more prized than golden ore
At Freedom's shrine were deep devotion,
The sainted Tsle would flash once more,
A jewel on the breast of ocean.

1L

When ages of Oppression rest

Upon a land once bright with glory—
Resentment in cach generons Lreast

Lnkindled by her mournfu® story-- -
Better the cannon’s angry peal

To rouse than tongue that idly prexches—
The ringing rhetoric of sleel

Than eloquence of uttered speeches.

1,

When Valor inds in danger’s howr

The mask of Honov worn by Treason,
And thrown away on lawless Power

Are arguments though Dascd on reason,
Resolve to win the ficld, or die,

" Should waken as one man the Nation,
While bugle call and rallying ery

~Are heard, nol emply declamation.
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v

I hearts to dare and heads to plan

I erushing tyranny united,
Then iu his majesty would man

Rise np, and every wrong be righted ;
If men would ancient feuds forego,

And faction cease to make comwetion,
Outshining moon zgain would glow

Our Emerald on the breast ol Qcean,

LONGING FOR SUMMER.

L
How Lappy the swilt birds of passage must e,
Flying southward in flocks over mainland and sea,
To rest their tived wings in some fair southers isle,
Where the brighl eves of summer elernally smile;
And thither, my love! had we wings we would iy,
Nevermore to live under this bleak nerthern sky!
Our forms are too frail and our hearts arc too warm
For this desolate region of darkness and storm.

m,
Oh! long have I waited to rove, hand in hand,
-With the givl of my heart in some tropical land ;
We would banquet on fruitage, delicious and sweet,
While winds Dblowing landward would tanper the

heat, ’
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And brilliant flamingoes, in scarlet arrayed,
Through the salt pools of ocean would sluggishly
wade,
Aud birds, darting out from the cool leafy glooms,
The rainbow’s own tints would Tash back from cheir
plunics,
1L
I would Duild thee o home amidst whispering howers,
While Time glided by, his old scythe wreathed with
T fowers;
I wouldd hear in thine accents, nwnaided by art,
I'he music that passage would find to my heart,
And toil for thee only, my loved and my own!
In this drear world no longer heart-hroken, alone;
No wnie looking mournfully into the past,
But, soul knit to soul, five and lave te the Tast

SONG,

. £
Lloom for us a little louger,

Last Rose of the summer hours!
May your drooping stem grow stronger
Kissed by slivery dew and showers,
The Flower-Queen gave a Uragrant sigh,
Whispering with her sad good-bye!

“ Lonely, oh! so Jonely!”
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IL

Tast leal of the forest clinging

In the chill autwnnal blast |
Listen to wild voices singing

Of sweet things too bright to last;
Tongne the leaf in failing found
Singing with 2 rustling sound,

“ Lonely, ob | so lonely! "

111,

Toet hiolding once communlon
With the forms of heanty flown,
Rent are golden cords of union,
And thou wanderest alone:
Aunswered, pale and cvil-starred,
With & wailing voice the Bard,
“lonely, oh! so lonely!”

Iv.

Tet me cross the mystic river,
Let me walk the radiant shore !
From the bonds of clay deliver
One in {ove with earth ne tmore;
Here, where faircst forms conecal
Oft such hollew heart, | feel
“Lonely, ol | s0 lonely !
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EASTER CAROL,

L

Rejoice 1hon that weepest,
And hold up thy head ;

Awake thou thatl sleepest: -
Axise [rom the dead!

Tope bursts from the prison
That held her so long

The shout—"Christ is risen! ™
Wakes earth into song.

T,
Gross darkness is banished
From Death's wintry cave,
And monrning has vanishod
Like wist rom the wave ;
Tor Christ light bestoweth,
I'hough dark s the way,
The fount whenee it floweth
Is day—endless day.

I
_Despair fur's forever
Her banner of gloom
Ifs black fold will never
Again wrap the tomb;
Hope bursts from the prison
That held her so long ;
The shout -“Chrisl is risen !’
Wakes carth into song,
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ALDNE,

T,

In nevermore there is despair; .
In fare-thee-well, a dirge-like tone;
But agony, too hard to bear,
Breathes in that wournful word—alons/
Tt tells of hroken hearts and Lies,
Tang silent lips, andd curtained eyes;
Of vanisned bircls, abandoned nests,
Al white hands clasped on sifent breasts,

11,

Alone ! alone ! what echoes wake
In mewmory's cavern, at the sound;
While phanioms their uppearance ke,
As if the lost again were found.
Bot ah | how desolate the thought
Such figures are of moonlight wronght .
Alone! alone! no sadder word
By mertal ear is ever heard.

.

TGO STELLA IN HEAVEN.

I

1 have seen thee in my dreaming,
T have though of thee by day,
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And an eye on me is beaming
In the distance far away.

The cloud thar floats above me
Takes the likeness of thy form;

Ol say, dost thou still love me
Inoa realm that knows not storm ?

",

Where the erystal streams are volling
Throngh amaranthine howers—

Unheard the death-Tiell tolling,
As in Uhis world of ours;

Where the [orm, divinely moulded,
Is never laid to rest,

With the pale hands imeckty folded
On the frozen, pulseless hreast.

Tl

Ot say, dost thoo rememher
When first T called thee wine,

Or quenched s love's bright ember
In the home that now is thine?

The clowd that Qoats above me
Takes the likeness of thy furny,

Oh! say, dost thou stil. love me
Tn a realm that knows not storm ?
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JANE,

L

IFar you must go, and lock round you in vain

To [ind sweeter girl than my Highland lass, Janc;.
Many be summers, with bivd-notes and bowers,
That drop in her pathway their innocent flowers;
Ever, with Truth setting seal on her brow, |

May she be pure, and as spotless as now |

iL

Tn her blue eyes beams a soul-kindled light,
The lone star of eve is less placid aud bLright;
Tinged in her lip with the red of the dawn,
Light is her footstep as tread of the fawn;
Beanty has painted her cheek with the rose,
Round her a charm her own loveliness throws.

II1,

In the rieh lines of that beauiiful face,

Paiuter might find his true model of grace;

I know that her heart with aflection is warm,

And sculptor might study the mould of her form:—
Far you must go and look around you in vain

To find fairer girl than my Highland lass, Jane.
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