












"She IJottseltalJ) ^reasurg ot (English <Song.

.... And though books cannot make this mind,

Which we must bring apt to be set aright ;

Yet do they rectify it in that kind,

And touch it so, as that it turns that way
Where judgment lies. And though we cannot find

The certain place of truth ; yet do they stay

And entertain us near about the same ;

And give the soul the best delight that may
Endear it most, and most our spirits enflame

To thoughts of glory, and to worthy ends.

GEORGE DANIEL, Epistle to the Lady Lucy,
Countess of Bedford.
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jHE present volume is designed to furnish youthful

readers with a New Manual of English Poetry; a

manual which may be of service in their systematic

studies, and yet a source of recreation in their leisure hours ;

while, at the same time, it is intended to supply the tutor and

the parent with a poetical text-book of unpretending charac-

ter but comprehensive scope.

The Compiler, m order to carry out these objects, has en-

deavoured to extend his selection of extracts over the widest

possible range. He has sought to introduce almost every dis-

tinguished name in English poetry, and has, therefore, fre-

quently been compelled to confine his specimens to a few lines,

which, he is willing to admit, can give the reader no just idea

of an author's genius. But in die narrow compass of a book
( ^^""^

of extracts it is impossible to do justice to the many sides of a

great poet's intellect ; and if the "fancy" of Shakspeare is fairly

represented, his "imagination" or his "philosophic insight"

must be neglected. It seems desirable, therefore, in a book

intended for the young, that the greatest possible number of

authors should be introduced, rather than the supposed choicest

specimens of an illustrious few ;
and the Compiler believes that

421



PREFACE.

the youthful reader who carefully peruses the following pages

will at all events acquire a tolerably correct knowledge of the

wealth and variety of our poetic literature. Familiar with the

names of its immortal "lights," he may afterwards proceed to

a fuller study of the works which have secured their enduring

renown.

In his choice of extracts the Compiler has been influenced by

a desire to engage the attention and fix the interest of the

young; and, consequently, few purely didactic pieces have

been introduced. He has also been anxious to include a large

number suitable for being committed to memory, or read aloud

the latter the only way by which the young ear can be pro-

perly trained, and made sensible of the true melody of verse.

To increase the educational value of the volume, the extracts

have been arranged chronologically, and brief biographical and

explanatory notes appended. It is divided into Four Parts :

the first ranging from 1316 to 1668; the second from 1668 to

1765; the third from 1765 to 1867; and the fourth being

devoted to Living Authors. By very young readers or

learners, the first two books may be passed over, until they

have made themselves familiar with the more modern contents

of the last two.

A novel feature of the present volume is the introduction of

nearly one thousand Marginal Quotations each quotation

being literally a "pearl of price," which shines with an un-

dying lustre. The reader is recommended to commit as many
as possible of these choice phrases and " household words" to

memory. Most of them enjoin, in striking language, some

truth well worthy of being borne in mind. Others are re-

markable for their felicity of expression or imagery. Thus they



PREFACE.

may be used as hints for pleasant discussion in the domestic

circle, or as subjects for "themes" and "essays" by the

student of English composition. And, at all times, they will

serve to "point a moral" or "adorn a tale;" to refresh the

mind with agreeable recollections of favourite poets, just as the

dried flower or leaf reminds the traveller of the scenes of won-

der and beauty visited by him in the happy past.

In the Table of Contents references are given to the best

biographies (known to the Compiler) of the poets represented

in the following pages, as well as to a few accredited critical

authorities, whose remarks will assist the reader in forming an

estimate of their excellencies and errors.

The preparation of this volume has been a labour of love,

and every care has been taken to render it worthy of its sub-

ject. That there are many de6ciencies, nevertheless, the

Compiler must needs admit, and any suggestions towards its

improvement he will most gladly consider. Yet he would

fain hope that the "HOUSEHOLD TREASURY OF ENGLISH

SONG" may do "yeoman's service," in promoting among the

young an intelligent love of, and a familiar acquaintance with,

the vast poetical wealth of our immortal literature.

In conclusion, the Compiler has to express his acknowledg-

ments to the various publishers and authors who have cour-

teously waived their copyright claims on his application ; among

others, to Messrs. Macmillan, F. Ellis, Arnold, R. Browning,

W. Allingham, W. C. Bennett, B. W. Procter, His Grace the

Archbishop of Dublin, the Right Hon. Lord Lytton, Lord

Houghton, Alfred Tennyson, the Rev. Charles Kingsley, Miss

Jean Ingelow, Mrs. E. D. Bullock, and Mr. A. Strahan. He

has to regret that in some few instances he was less successful.
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A supplementary volume, for the use of older scholars, and

devoted entirely to the poets of the present century, is in pre-

paration, w. H. D. A.

NOTE: AUTHORITIES.

FOR the convenience of the young student, a list is subjoined

of a few critical authorities, whose careful perusal will enable

him to detect the true from the false, the gold from the alloy,

and to form a correct and comprehensive judgment of our

Poetical Literature.

Thomas Warton, History of English Poetry; Hazlitt, Lechtres on

English Poetry, and On. the Elizabethan Dramatists; Thomas De

Quincey, Critical Essays; Lord Jeffrey, Contributions to the Edinburgh

Review; S. T. Coleridge, Biographia Literaria; Hartley Coleridge,

Marginalia; Professor Shairp, Studies in Poetry and Philosophy; Rev.

Frederick William Robertson, Lectures and Addresses ; Henry Taylor,

Essay on Poetry, prefixed to Philip van Artevelde ; Professor Craik,

History of English Literatitre ; Hallam, Introduction to the History of

Literature, &>c. ; Morley, English Writers; James Hannay, A Course

ofEnglish Literature ; Carlyle, Miscellaneous Essays; Professor Wilson,
Recreations of Christopher North, and Essays; Leigh Hunt, The In-

dicator, The Seer, and Men, Women, and Books; J. Hain Friswell,

Essays on English Writers; E. S. Dallas, The Gay Science; Sir Egerton

Brydges, Censura Literaria; Guesses at Truth, by the brothers Julius

and Augustus Hare; Sir F. H. Doyle, Lectures on Poetry; and Arthur

Helps, Friends in Council. Admirable monographs on our great poets

frequently appear in the leading Reviews, as the Edinburgh, Quarterly,

Westminster, North British, and British and Foreign ; and in some of

the principal weeklies, The Spectator, Saturday Review, A thenceum, &c.
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"A THING OF BEAUTY IS A JOY KOR EVER." KEATS.

THE CHILDREN'S

TREASURY OF ENGLISH SONG.

THE BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN.

[EDWARD II. was defeated on the field of Bannockburn, near Stirling, by
the Scotch, under Robert Bruce, on the 24th of June 1313. The English
lost ten thousand, the Scotch four thousand. Sft J. Hill Burton's "His-

tory of Scotland? TytUr's "Lh*s of tht Scottish, Worthies" and Dr.

Linfard's "History ofEngland"}

jjHUS were they bound on either side;

And Englishmen, with mickle pride,

That were intill their avaward*

To the battle that Sir Edward f

Governt and led, held straight their way.

The horse with spurs hastened they,

And prickit upon them sturdily ;

And they met them richt hardily.

Sae that, at their assembly there,

Sic a flushing of spears were,

That far away men micht it hear,

That at that meeting forouten were.

Were steeds stickit mony ane,

And mony gude man borne down and slain. . . .

Their micht men hear mony a dint,

And wappins? upon armours stint.

*
Vanguard. t Sir Edward Bruce.

* That were without, or away from the battle. f Weapons.

"THE POET IN A GOLDEN CLIMB WAS BORN." -TENNYSON.



"HOW FAR THAT LITTLE CANDLE THROWS HIS BEAMS:



"THEY WHO CONTEND FOR PLACE AND HIGH DEGREE,



"AND OVER HIM ART STRIVING TO COMPARE



'MOST MUSICAL, MOST MELANCHOLY BIRD." MILTON.

GOOD GIVING AND ILL GIVING.

And on the small greenc twistis* sat

The little sweeti nightingale, and sung

So loud and clear, the hymnis consccrat

Of lovis use, now soft, now loud among,

That all the gardens and the wallis rung

Right of their song.

[JAMES I., 1374-1437, author of "The King's Quhair" (or Book), and
M
Chnstis Kirk on the Greene.")

GOOD GIVING AND ILL GIVING.

|OME gives for pride and glory vain,

Some gives with grudging and with pain,

Some gives in prattickf for supplie,J
Some give for twice as gude again :

/// Giving suld Discretion be.

Some gives for thank, and some for threat,

Some gives money, and some gives meat,

Some gives wordis fair and slie ;

h

Twigs. f Trading. 1 The it must be pronounced as if written r.

"ALL, AS THEY SAY, THAT GLITTERS is NOT COLD." DRYDKN.



"GIFTS ARK THE BEADS OF MEMORY'S ROSARY." L. E. L.



"THERE is NO STERNER MORALIST THAN PLEASURE." BYRON.



"WE TO OURSELVES MAY ALL OUR WISHES GRANT,



"BEAUTY'S LOVELY BAIT, THAT DOTH PROCURE



'FOR OF THE SOUL THE BODY FORM DOTH TAKE',

UNA AND THE LION.

To have at once devoured her tender corse :

But to the prey when as he drew more nigh,

His bloody rage assuaged with remorse,

And with the sight amazed, forgat his furious force.

Instead thereof he kissed her weary feet,

And licked her lily hands with fawning tongue ;

As he her wronged innocence did weet.

Oh, how can beauty master the most strong,

And simple truth subdue avenging wrong !

Whose yielded pride and proud submission,

Still dreading death when she had^ marked long,

Her heart 'gan melt in great compassion :

And drizzling tears did shed for pure affection.

FOR SOUL IS FORM, AND DOTH THE BODY MAKE." SPENSER.



"THERE is IN SOULS A SYMPATHY WITH SOUNDS." COWPER.



"MUSIC, WHICH GENTLIER ON THE SPIRIT LIES

ENCHANTED MUSIC.

ENCHANTED MUSIC.

JFTSOONS they heard a most melodious sound

Of all that might delight a dainty ear,

Such as, at once, might not on living ground,

Save in this paradise, be heard elsewhere :

Right hard it was for wight which did it hear

To weet * what manner music that might be,

For all that pleasing is to living ear

Was there consorted in one harmony

Birds, voices, instruments, winds, waters, all agree.

c> {.' r*~
r - x ^ - _~ ^ -.

The joyous birds, shrouded in cheerful shade,

Their notes unto the voice attempered sweet :

* Guess.

THAN TIRED EYELIDS UPON TIRED EYES." TENNYSON.



"TIRED NATURE'S SWEET RESTORER, BALMY SLEEP." YOUNG.
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"HARK! HOW THE CHEERFUL BIRDS DO CHANT THEIR LAYS,

SONGS OF BIRDS.

With shield of proof shield me from out the prease

Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth throw ;

Oh, make in me those civil wars to cease :

I will good tribute pay, if thou do so.

[Sir PHILIP SIDNEY, poet, courtier, knight, whose life has been said to

be
"
poetry put in action," was born at Penshurst, in Kent, in 1554, died

1586. His chief works are the
" Defence of Poesy," and the prose romance

of
" The Arcadia."]

SONGS OF BIRDS.

jlHAT bird so sings, yet so does wail ?

Oh, 'tis the ravished nightingale.
"
Jug, jug, jug, jug, teren" she cries,

And still her woes at midnight rise.

Brave prick-song ! who is't now we hear ?

None but the lark so shrill and clear;

Now at heaven's gate she claps her wings,

The morn not waking till she sings.

AND CAROL OF LOVE'S PRAISE!" SPENSER.



"O CUCKOO, SHALL 1 CALL THEE BIRD,

THE MIND'S PROGRESS. 1 7

I lark, hark ! with what a pretty note,

Poor robin redbreast tunes his throat ;

I lark how the jolly cuckoos sing,
" Cuckoo !" to welcome in the spring !

" Cuckoo !" to welcome in the spring !

[JOHN LYLYE, born in Kent in 1563 some writers say 1554 died in

1601. He was the author of nine plays, and some prose novels, one of

which, termed "
Euphues," introduced an affected style known as Euphuism,

ridiculed by Shakspcare, and, let us add, by Sir Walter Scott in his romance

of "The Abbot" The foregoing lyric occurs in his drama of "Alexander

and Campaspe."]

THE MIND'S PROGRESS.

|ATURE, that formed us of four elements,*

Warring within our breasts for regiment, t

Doth teach us all to have aspiring minds :

Our souls, whose faculties can comprehend
The wondrous architecture of the world,

And measure every wandering planet's course,

Still climbing after knowledge infinite,

And always moving as the restless spheres,

Will us to wear ourselves, and never rest

Until we reach the ripest fruit of all.

[CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE, one of the greatest of our early dramatists,

author of " Tamburlaine the Great" from which the above extract is

taken "The Jew of Malta," "Life and Death of Dr. Faustus," &c.,
was born at Canterbury in February 1563-4, and died 1593.]

*
Alluding to a fancy of the old philosophers that in man the four elements

earth, air, fire, and water mingled,
t Supremacy.

OR BUT A WANDERING VOICE." WORDSWORTH.



"COME, GENTLE SPRING, ETHEREAL MILDNESS, COME!" THOMSON.

18 SPRING.

-
=

SPRING.

|]PRING, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleasant king;

Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring,

Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing,

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo !

The palm and may make country houses gay,

Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day,

And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay,

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo !

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet,

Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit,

In every street these tunes our ears do greet,

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo !

Spring ! the sweet spring !

[T. NASH, an old Elizabethan poet and dramatist, born 1564, died i6oi.J

'EARTH STRETCHED HER CONSCIOUS ARMS TO MEET THE SPRING." DOBELL.



"CONSCIENCE DOES MAKE COWARDS OP us ALL." SHAKSPEARE.





"HONOUR'S A SACRED TIE, THE LAW OF KINGS." ADDISON.



"A GOOD MAN'S FORTUNE MAY GROW OUT AT HEELS." SHAKSPEARE.



'WITH SPOTS OF SUNNY OPENINGS, AND WITH NOOKS

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE.

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE.

[|NDER the greenwood tree

Who loves to lie with me,

And turn his merry note

Unto the sweet bird's throat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither :

1 1 ere shall he see

No enemy
Hut winter and romjh weather.

Who doth ambition shun

And loves to live i* the sun,

TO LIE AND READ IN, SLOPING INTO BROOKS. LEIGH HUNT.





"O THOU VAST OCEAN! EVER-SOUNDING SEA I

A SEA DIRGE.

A SEA DIRGE.

|ULL fathom five thy father lies :

Of his bones are coral made ;

Those are pearls that were his eyes :

Nothing of him that doth fade,

But doth suffer a sea-change

Into something rich and strange.

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell :

Ding, dong !

Hark ! now I hear them,

Ding, dong, bell.

[W. SHAKSPEARE. From the play of "The Tempest."]

THOU SYMBOL OF A DREAR IMMENSITY!" B. W. PROCTER.



"THE MUSIC FLOWING FROM TH' ILLIMITABLE YEARS." TENNYSON.



"THE EYE OK LAY HATH OPENED ITS LIDS." SHAKSPEARE.



"MORN, LIKE A MAIDEN GLANCING O'ER HER PEARLS." BAILEY.

28 A FOOL IN THE FOREST.

Who doth the world so gloriously behold,

The cedar-tops and hills seem burnished gold.

[WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. From the poem of "Venus and Adonis."]

A FOOL IN THE FOREST.

FOOL, a fool ! I met a fool i' the forest,

A motley fool
;
a miserable world !

As I do live by food, I met a fool ;

Who laid him down and basked him in the sun,

And railed on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good set terms and yet a motley fool.

"Good morrow, fool," quoth I. "No, sir," quoth he,

"Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me fortune :"

'MORN SOWED THE EARTH WITH ORIENT PEARL." MILTON.



"ENGLAND, WITH AIL THY FAULTS i LOVE THEE STILL." COWPER.



"LIFE, LIKE A DOME OF MANY-COLOURED GLASS,





"THERE is SOCIETY, WHERE NONE INTRUDES,

A PRECIPICE.

Hark, hark !

Bow, wow.

The watch-dogs bark :

Bow, wow.

Hark, hark ! I hear

The strain of strutting chanticleer

Cry, Cock-a-doodle-dow.

[WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. From "The Tempest."]

A PRECIPICE.

JlOW fearful

And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low !

The crows and choughs that wing the midway air

Scarce show so gross as beetles : half-way down

Hangs one that gathers samphire dreadful trade !

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head :

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach,

Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark,

Diminished to her cock ; her cock, a buoy

BY THE DEEP SEA, AND MUSIC IN ITS ROAR." BYRON.



"WITH FAIREST FLOWERS I*LL SWEETEN THY SAD GRAVE." SHAKSPEARE.



"THE POET'S PEN .... GIVES TO AIRY NOTHINGS



"LETTERS AND LIMES WE SEE ARE SOON DEFACED,

THE FAIRY QUEEN'S CHARIO T. 35

Hence Oberon, him sport to make

(Their rest when weary mortals take,

And none but only fairies wake),

Descendeth for his pleasure :

And Mab, his merry queen, by night

Bestrides young folks that lie upright

(In elder times the mare that hight),*

Which plagues them out of measure.

[MICHAEL DRAYTON, born at Atherston, in Warwickshire, in 1563, died

1631. In his epitaph by Quarlcs he is styled "a memorable poet of his age."
His works were, "The Shepherd's Garland,"

" Barons' Wars," "England's
Heroical Epistles," "The Poly-Olbion," and "Nymphidia, the Court of

Fayrie," from which the foregoing extract is taken.]

THE FAIRY QUEEN'S CHARIOT.

JER chariot ready strait is made,

Each thing therein is fitting laid,

That she by nothing might be stayed,

For nought must her be letting : f

Four nimble gnats the horses were,

Their harnesses of gossamer,

Fly Cranion, her charioteer,

Upon the coach-box getting.

Her chariot of a snail's fine shell,

Which for the colours did excel,

The fair Queen Mab becoming well,

So lovely was the limning : J

The seat the soft wool of the bee,

The cover (gallantly to see)

*
Hight that is, called. The mare alluded to is the unpleasant noc-

turnal visitor known as the nightmare,

t Letting that is, impeding, hindering.

\ Limning that is, painting

METALS DO WASTE, AND FRET WITH CANKER'S RUST." DRAYTON.



" HENCE SHADOWS, SEEMING IDLE SHAPES,



"HENRY THE FIFTH, THAT MAN MADE OUT OF FIRE." DRAYTON.



"l-T IS MOST MEET WE ARM US 'GAINST THE FOE." SHAKSPEARE.

$ THE BA TTLE OF AGINCOUR T.

His ransom to provide

To the King sending ;

Which he neglects the while,

As from a nation vile,

But, with an angry smile,

Their fall portending.

And, turning to his men,

Quoth our brave Henry then,
"
Though they to one be ten,

Be not amazed ;

Yet have we well begun,

Battles so bravely won

Have ever to the sun

By fame been raised.

And for myself," quoth he,
' * This my full rest shall be ;

England, ne'er mourn for me,

Nor more esteem me :

Victor I will remain,

Or on this earth be slain,

Never shall she sustain

Loss to redeem me.

Poictiers and Cressy tell,

When most their pride did swell,

Under our swords they fell ;

No less our skill is,

Than when our grandsire great,

Claiming the regal seat,

By many a warlike feat,

Lopped the French lilies."

"ENGLAND is SAFE, IF TRUE WITHIN ITSELF." SHAKSPEARE.



"WHERE GREAT ACHIEVEMENTS INSTANTLY WERE DONE." DRAYTON.



'ENGLAND NE*ER LOST A KING OF SO MUCH WORTH." SHAKSPEARE.

THE BATTLE OF AGINCOURT.

When down their bows they threw,

And forth their bilbows drew,

And on the French they flew,

Not one was tardy ;

Arms were from shoulders sent,

Scalps to the teeth were rent,

Down the French peasants went

Our men were hardy.

This while our noble king,

His broadsword brandishing,

VIRTUE HE HAD, DESERVING TO COMMAND. SHAKSPEARE.



"THE HARSH AND BOIST'ROUS TONGUE OF WAR." SHAKSPEARE.





"CONTENT'S A KINGDOM, AND i WEAR THE CROWN." HEYWOOD.

THE DA IVN. 43

Then, as a bee which among weeds doth fall,

Which seem sweet flowers with lustre fresh and gay,

She lights on that, and this, and tasteth all,

But, pleased with none, doth rise and soar away.

So, when the soul finds here no true content,

And, like Noah's dove, can no sure footing take,

She doth return from whence she first was sent,

And flies to him that first her wings did make.

[Sir JOHN DAVIES, author of a philosophical poem, "On the Soul of

Man," wrote in numbers (says Southey) which, for precision and clearness,

and felicity and strength, have never been surpassed. Born 1570, died

1626.]

THE DAWN.

j|EE,
the day begins to break,

And the light shoots like a streak

Of subtle fire. The wind blows cold,

While the morning doth unfold.

[JOHN FLETCHER, dramatist, born at Rye, 1579, died 1625. I think his

finest work is "The Faithful Shepherdess," whence these lines are taken.]

"WHERE WILL AT EASE, AND HAPPY, LIVE CONTENT." DENHAM.



"SELF-REVERENCE, SELF-KNOWLEDGE, SELF-CONTROL." TENNYSON.



"l MADE A POSY WHILE THE DAY RAN BY." HERBERT.

STARS AND FLOWERS. 45

Who God doth late and early pray

More of his grace than gifts to lend ;

And entertains the harmless day

With a well-chosen book or friend ;

This man is freed from servile bands

Of hope to rise, or fear to fall ;

Lord of himself, though not of lands ;

And having nothing, yet hath all.

[Sir H. WOTTON, poet, statesman, and diplomatist, born 1568, died 1639.]

STARS AND FLOWERS.

forth, come forth, the gentle Spring,

And carry the glad news I bring

To Earth, our common mother :

It is decreed by all the gods,

That heaven of earth shall have no odds,

But one shall love another.

Their glories they shall mutual make,

Earth look on heaven for heaven's sake,

Their honours shall be even :

All emulation cease, and jars

Jove will have Earth to have her stars

And lights, no less than Heaven.

Spring. It is already done, in flowers

As fresh and new as are the hours,

By warmth of yonder sun :

"SWEET NURSLINGS OF THE VERNAL SKIES." KEBI.E.



"WITH HOW SAD STEPS, o MOON, THOU CLIMB'ST THE SKIES." SIDNEY.

46 TO CYNTHIA THE MOON.

But will be multiplied on us,

If from the breath of Zephyrus

Like favour we have won.

[BEN JONSON, second only to Shakspeare among English dramatists,

was born in 1574, died in 1637. Besides his eighteen plays, he wrote

several masques from one of which, "Chloridia," the above extract is

taken and miscellaneous poems, collected under the titles of "The Forest,"

and "Underwoods."]

TO CYNTHIA THE MOON.

j|UEEN and Huntress, chaste and fair,

Now the sun is laid asleep,

Seated in thy silver chair,

State in wonted manner keep :

Hesperus entreats thy light,

Goddess excellently bright.

Earth, let not thy envious shade

Dare itself to interpose ;

'HOW LIKE A QUEEN COMES FORTH THE LOVELY MOON!" CROLY.



"WHEN i CONSIDER LIFE, 'TIS ALL A CHEAT;



"GREAT ACTIONS OFT OBSCURED BY TIME MAY BE." BEN JONSON.







"NATURE IN VARIOUS MOULDS HAS BEAUTY CAST." GAY.



4< FOR SOLITUDE SOMETIMES IS BEST SOCIETY,

IN PRAISE OF SOLITUDE.

Oh, how more sweet is bird's harmonious moan,

Or the hoarse sobbings of the widowed dove,

Than those smooth whisperings near a prince's throne

Which good make doubtful, do the ill approve !

Oh, how more sweet is zephyr's wholesome breath,

And sighs embalmed which new-born flowers unfold,

Than that applause vain honour doth bequeath !

How sweet are streams to poisons drunk in gold !

AND SHORT RETIREMENT URGES SWEET RETURN." MILTON.



"GOD MADE THE COUNTRY, AND MAN MADE THE TOWN." COWPER.

A LANDSCAPE. 53

The world is full of horrors, troubles, slights :

Woods' harmless shades have only true delights.

[Sir WILLIAM DAVENANT, a Scotch poet, born in 1605, died in 1668.

Author of "The Flowers of Zion," "Wandering Muses," and numerous

sonnets, epigrams, and lyrics.]

A LANDSCAPE.

j|T
was a roundel seated on a plain,

That stood as sentinel unto the main,

Environed round with trees and many an arbour,

Wherein melodious birds did nightly harbour :

'THE LIGHTS AND SHADOWS ON THE LANDSCAPE'S FACE." A. SMITH.



"RELICS YE ARE OF EDEN'S BOWERS." REV. JOHN KEBLE.





"SHUN DELAYS, THEY BREED REMORSE." SOUTHWELL.



"WE LIVE IN DEEDS, NOT YEARS; IN THOUGHTS, NOT BREATHS." BAILEY.



"THOU HAST ALL SEASONS FOR THINE OWN, O DEATH!" MRS. HEMANS.

DEATH THE LEVELLER.

Upon Death's purple altar now

See where the victor-victim bleeds :

Your heads must come

To the cold tomb;

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet, and blossom in their dust.

[J. SHIRLEY, a dramatist, born 1596, died 1666. The song which we ex-

tract from the play of "The Contention of Ajax and Ulysses," is said to

have been a great favourite with Charles II.]

"THERE'S A LEAN FELLOW BEATS ALL CONQUERORS.'' DEKKER.



"GIVE ME FROM CARES A SURE RETREAT." NORRIS.



"FAME is NO PLANT THAT GROWS ON MORTAL SOIL." MILTON.



"HE THAT HAS LIGHT WITHIN HIS OWN CLEAR BREAST



_, ,. 1



"LET THERE BE LIGHT! AND LIGHT WAS OVER ALL." MILTON.

ON MA Y MORNING.

Woods and groves are of thy dressing,

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.

Thus we salute thee with our early song.

And welcome thee, and wish thee long.

UOHN MILTON. From his "Poems on Several Occasions."]

"HOW CHARMING IS DIVINE PHILOSOPHY l" MILTON.



"WHERE THE HEART JOINS NOT, OUTWARD ACTS DEFILE NOT." MILTON.



"THEY WHO ADVANCE GOD'S GLORY, NOT THEIR OWN,

SATAN'S ADDRESS TO THE SUN.

Till pride and worse ambition threw me down,

\Varring in heaven against heaven's matchless king.

Ah, wherefore? He deserved no such return

From me, whom he created what I was

In that bright eminence, and with his good

Upbraided none, nor was his service hard.

What could be less than to afford him praise,

The easiest recompense, and pay him thanks?

THEM HE HIMSELF TO GLORY WILL ADVANCE." MM



"ALL THINGS ARE BEST FULFILLED IN THEIR DUE TIME." MILTON.

66 SATAN'S ADDRESS TO THE SUN.

How due ! yet all his good proved ill in me,

And wrought but malice ; lifted up so high,

I 'sdained subjection, and thought one step higher

Would set me highest, and in a moment quit

The debt immense of endless gratitude,

So burdensome still paying, still to owe :

Forgetful what from him I still received ;

And understood not that a grateful mind

By owing owes not, but still pays, at once

Indebted and discharged : what burden then ?

Oh, had his powerful destiny ordained

Me some inferior angel, I had stood

H Then happy; no unbounded hope had raised

Ambition ! Yet why not ? some other power
As great might have aspired, and me, though mean,

Drawn to his part ; but other powers as great

Fell not, but stand unshaken, from within

As from without, to all temptations armed.

Hadst thou the same free will and power to stand ?

Thou hadst : whom hast thou, then, or what to accuse,

But Heaven's free love dealt equally to all ?

Be then his love accurst; since love or hate,

To me alike, it deals eternal woe :

Nay, cursed be thou
; since against his thy will

Chose freely what it now so justly rues.

Me miserable ! which way shall I fly

Infinite wrath and infinite despair ?

Which way I fly is hell
; myself am hell ;

And in the lowest deep a lower deep,

Still threatening to devour, me opens wide ;

To which the hell I suffer seems a heaven.

Oh, then at last relent ; is there no place

Left for repentance, none for pardon left ?

None left but by submission ; and that word

-"MANY BOOKS, WISE MEN HAVE SAID, ARE WEARISOME." MILTON.



HEAVEN IS AS THE BOOK OF GOD BEFORE THEE SET. MILTON.

SATAN'S ADDRESS TO THE SUN. 67

Disdain forbids me, and my dread of shame

Among the spirits beneath, whom I seduced

With other promises and other vaunts

Than to submit, boasting I could subdue

The Omnipotent. Ay me ! they little know

How dearly I abide that boast so vain ;

Under what torments inwardly I groan,

While they adore me on the throne of hell.

With diadem and sceptre high advanced,

The lower still I fall
; only supreme

In misery : such joy ambition finds.

But say I could repent, and could obtain

By act of grace my former state ; how soon

Would height recall high thoughts, how soon unsay

What feigned submission swore ! Ease would recant

* Vows made in pain, as violent and void.

For never can true reconcilement grow
Where wounds of deadly hate have pierced so deep ;

Which would but lead me to a worse relapse

And heavier fall : so should I purchase dear

Short intermission bought with double smart.

This knows my Punisher ; therefore as far

From granting he, as I from begging peace :

All hope excluded thus, behold, instead

Of us outcast, exiled, his new delight,

Mankind, created, and for him this world.

So farewell hope ; and with hope, farewell fear :

Farewell remorse : all good to me is lost ;

Evil, be thou my good ; by thee at least

Divided empire with heaven's king I hold,

By thee, and more than half perhaps will reign ;

As man ere long and this new world shall know.

[JOHN MILTON. From "Paradise Lost."]

" SOLICIT NOT THY THOUGHTS WITH MATTERS HID." MILTON.



" FOR SOLITUDE SOMETIMES IS BEST SOCIETY ;

68 THE GARDEN OF EDEN.

THE GARDEN OF EDEN.

on he fares, and to the borders comes

Of Eden, where delicious Paradise,

Now nearer, crowns with her enclosure green,

As with a rural mound, the champaign head

Of a steep wilderness, whose hairy sides

With thicket overgrown, grotesque and wild,

Access denied ; and overhead up-grew

Insuperable height of loftiest shade,

Cedar and pine, and fir, and branching palm,

A sylvan scene, and as the ranks ascend,

Shade above shade, a woody theatre

Of stateliest view. Yet higher than their tops

The verd'rous wall of Paradise up-sprung :

Which to our general sire gave prospect large

Into his nether empire neighb'ring round.

And higher than that wall a circling row

Of goodliest trees, loaden with fairest fruit,

Blossoms and fruit at once of golden hue,

Appeared, with gay enamelled colours mixed
;

On which the sun more glad impressed his beams

Than in fair evening cloud, or humid bow,

When God hath showered the earth ;
so lovely seemed

That landscape ;
and of pure, now purer air

Meets his approach, and to the heart inspires

Vernal delight and joy, able to drive

All sadness but despair ; now gentle gales

Fanning their odoriferous wings, dispense

Native perfumes, and whisper whence they stole

Those balmy spoils : as when to them who sail

Beyond the Cape of Hope, and now are past

Mozambic, off at sea north-east winds blow

AND SHORT RETIREMENT URGES SWEET RETURN." MILTON.



" NO CRIME SO BOLD BUT WOULD BE UNDERSTOOD



"
'TIS THE MOST CERTAIN SIGN THE WORLD'S ACCURST,



ABRAHAM COPLEY, A.D. 1618.

EDWARD YOUNG, A.D. 1765.





" PURE IS THE FLAME OF FRIENDSHIP, AND DIVINE,

PART II.

A KING'S GARDEN.

jETIIINKS I see great Diocletian* walk

In the Salonian garden's noble shade,

Which by his own imperial hands was made ;

I see him smile, methinks, as he does talk

With the ambassadors, who come in vain

To entice him to a throne again.

"If I, my friends," said he, "should to you show

All the delights which in these gardens grow,

'Tis likelier much that you should with me stay,

Than 'tis that you should carry me away :

And trust me not, my friends, if every day

I walk not here with more delight

Than ever, after the most happy fight,

In triumph to the Capitol I rode,

To thank the gods, and to be thought myself a god.
"

[ABRAHAM COWLEV, born in London in 1618, died at Chertsey in 1667.

Those who read him "must be contented to admire rather than to be

pleased." He overloads his poems with conceits, which we may praise for

theifnngcnuity, but feel in their abundance to be wearisome. His principal

works are a sacred poem, "The Davideis," his "Books of Plants,"

"Anacreontics," and "Elegiac Poems." The foregoing extract is from

"The Garden. "]

* The Emperor Diocletian abdicated sovereignty on the tst of May 305,

and retired to his birth-place in Dalmatia, where he spent the remainder of

his life in the cultivation of his garden, refusing all solicitations to resume

imperial honours. He died at Salona about 312-313.

I.IKE THAT WHICH IN I! I

" OWI.KY.





" HE THAT RUNS IT WELL, TWICE RUNS HIS RACE." COWLEY.





FOND ARCHER, HOPE, WHO TAK ST THINE AIM SO FAR,

THE SONG OF THE NIGHTINGALE. 77

THE SONG OF THE NIGHTINGALE.

[From a poem entitled "Music's Duel," founded on a Latin poem by
Strada.]

JER supple breast thrills out

Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt

Of dallying sweetness, hovers o'er her skill,

And folds in waved notes, with a trembling bill,

The pliant series of her slippery song ;

Then starts she suddenly into a throng

Of short thick sobs, whose thund'ring volleys float

And roll themselves over her lubric throat

In panting murmurs, stilled out of her breast ;

THAT STILL, OR SHORT OR WIDE, THINE ARROWS ARE." CRASHAW.



"
RICH, LAZARUS, RICHER IN THOSE GEMS, THY TEARS,



" GIFTS ARE SCORNED WHERE GIVERS ARE DESPISED." DRYDEN.



" LITTLE SOULS ON LITTLE SHIFTS RELY." JOHN DRYDEN.



" HOW BLESSED IS HE WHO LEADS A COUNTRY LIFE,



" DREAMS ARE BUT INTERLUDES WHICH FANCY MAKES ;



NOTHING THIS WORLD UNRIDDLES BUT THE NEXT. DR. E. YOUNG.

THOUGHTS ON TIME. 83

The spirit walks of every day deceased,

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns.

Nor death nor life delight us. If time past,

And time possessed, both pain us, what can please ?

That which the Deity to please ordained,

Time used. The man who consecrates his hours

By vigorous effort, and an honest aim,

At once he draws the sting of life and death :

He walks with nature, and her paths are peace.

*Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours,

And ask them what report they bore to heaven,

And how they might have bome more welcome news.

Their answers form what men experience call ;

If wisdom's friend her best, if not, worst foe.

But why on Time so lavish is my song :

On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school

To teach her sons herself. Each night we die

Each morn are born anew ; each day a life

And shall we kill each day ? If trifling kills,

Sure vice must butcher. Oh, what heaps of slain

Cry out for vengeance on us ! time destroyed

Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt.

[EDWARD YOUNG, born 1681, died 1765, author of numerous poetical,

dramatic, and religious works, but chiefly remembered for his noble poem,
" The Night Thoughts," from which the above extracts are taken. His style

is remarkable for sententiousness, gravity, antithetical force, and a Well-

sustained elevation.]

" FAITH BUILDS A BRIDGE PROM THIS WORLD TO THE NEXT." YOUNG.





FROM

ALEXANDER POPE, A.D. 1688,

TO

ALEXANDER SMITH, A.D. 1830.





" WHO WICKEDLY IS WISE, OR MADLY BRAVE,

PART I I I.

A CHARACTER.

THE PHILANTHROPIST.

JUT all our praises why should lords engross ?

Rise, honest Muse ! and sing the Man of Ross :

Pleased Vaga* echoes through her winding bounds,

And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds.

Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow ?

From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ?

Not to the skies in useless columns tost,

Or in proud falls magnificently lost ;

But clear and artless, pouring through the plain,

Health to the sick, and solace to the swain.

Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows ?

Whose seats the weary traveller repose ?

Who taught the heaven-directed spire to rise ?

" The Man of Ross," each lisping babe replies.

Behold the market-place with poor o'erspread !

The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread :

He feeds yon almshouse, neat, but void of state,

Where Age and Want sit smiling at the gate :

* The Latin name of the river Wye.

IS BUT THE MORE A FOOL, THE MORE A KNAVE." POPE.



HONOUR AND SHAME FROM NO CONDITION RISE :

A CHARACTER.

Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans blessed,

The young who labour, and the old who rest.

Is any sick ? the Man of Ross relieves,

Prescribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives.

Is there a variance ? enter but his door,

Balked are the courts, and contests are no more :

Despairing quacks with curses fled the place,

And vile attorneys, now a useless race.

Thrice happy man ! enabled to pursue

What all so wish, but want the power to do !

Oh, say, what sums that generous hand supply ?

What mines to swell that boundless charity ?

Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear,

This man possessed five hundred pounds a-year.

Blush, Grandeur, blush ! proud courts, withdraw your blaze !

Ye little stars, hide your diminished rays !
*

And what ? no monument, inscription, stone ?

His race, his form, his name almost unknown ?

Who builds a church to God, and not to fame,

Will never mark the marble with his name ;

Go, search it there, t where to be born and die,

Of rich and poor makes all the history ;

Enough, that virtue filled the space between,

Proved by the ends of being to have been.

When Hopkins dies,J a thousand lights attend

The wretch who, living, saved a candle's end ;

Shouldering God's altar a vile image stands,

Belies his features, nay, extends his hands ;

* "All the stars

Hide their diminished heads." MILTON.

t That is, in the Parish Register.

I Matthew Hopkins, a notorious miser who lies buried in Wimbledon

churchyard. The "Man of Ross" was one Mr. John Kyrle, who died in

1724, aged 90, after a career of noble and self-denying benevolence. He
was buried at Ross, in Herefordshire.

ACT WELL YOUR PART THERE ALL THE HONOUR LIES." POPE.



" ONE SELF-APPROVING HOUR WHOLE YEARS OUTWKIGHS



ONE SCIENCE ONLY WILL ONE GENIUS FIT
;

A FOREST SCENE.

Nor yet when moist Arcturus clouds the sky,

The wopds and fields their pleasing toils deny.

To plains with well-breathed beagles we repair,

And trace the mazes of the circling hare

(Beasts, urged by us, their fellow beasts pursue,

And learn of man each other to undo) :

With slaughtering guns th' unweary fowler roves,

When frosts have whitened all the naked groves ;

Where doves in flocks the leafless trees o'ershade,

And lonely woodcocks haunt the watery glade.

SO VAST IS ART, SO NARROW HUMAN WIT." POPE.





" BY MEANS THAT EVIL SEEM TO NARROW MEN,

THE CARAVAN IN THE DESERT.

Nearer and nearer still they darkening come,

Till, with the general all-involving storm

Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arise ;

And by their noonday fount dejected thrown,

Or sunk at night in sad disastrous sleep,

Beneath descending hills, the caravan

Is buried deep. In Cairo's crowded streets

The impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain,

And Mecca saddens at the long delay.

[JAMES THOMSON, born 1703, died 1748, will always hojd a high rank

among the English minstrels from his singularly great powers of description.

He observed nature closely, and painted her with equal truth and vigour.

His finest work is "The Seasons," a poem which sketches the varying

aspects of earth during the revolving year; but his "Castle of Indolence"

is scarcely inferior in true poetic spirit. The above extract is from "The
Seasons."]

SUPERIOR BEINGS WORK THEIR MYSTIC WILL." THOMSON.



" ALL OCEAN IS HER OWN, AND EVERY LAND



" WE ONLY TOIL, WHO ARE THE FIRST OF THINGS,



" UNNUMBERED SUPPLIANTS CROWD PREFERMENT'S GATE." JOHNSON.



AS VARIOUS TRACTS ENFORCE A VARIOUS TOIL,

96 ODE TO THE SPRING.

The Attic warbler* pours her throat

Responsive to the cuckoo's note,

The untaught harmony of spring :

While, whispering pleasure as they fly,

Cool zephyrs through the clear blue sky

Their gathered fragrance fling.

Where'er the oak's thick branches stretch

A broader, browner shade,

Where'er the rude and moss-grown beech

O'er-canopies the glade,

Beside some water's rushy brink

With me the Muse shall sit, and think,

(At ease reclined in rustic state),

How vain the ardour of the crowd,

How low, how little are the proud,

How indigent the great !

Still is the toiling hand of care ;

The panting herds repose :

* That is, Philomela, the nightingale, a bird frequently heard among the

groves of Attica, and much celebrated by the Greek poets.

THE MANNERS SPEAK THE IDIOM OF THE SOIL." GRAY.



"THE PATHS OF GLORY LEAD BUT TO THE GRAVE." GRAY.



" MAN'S FEEBLE RACE, WHAT ILLS AWAIT,



THOUGHTS THAT BREATHE, AND WORDS THAT BURN. GRAY.

HASSAN; OR, THE CAMEL-DRIVER. 99

With desperate sorrow wild, the affrighted man

Thrice sighed, thrice struck his breast, and thus began :

" Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

.1 When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !

Ah, little thought I of the blasting wind,

The thirst or pinching hunger that I find !

Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst assuage,

When fails this cruise, his unrelenting rage ?

Soon shall this scrip its precious load resign,

Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine ?

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear

In all my griefs a more than equal share !

Here, where no springs in murmurs break away,

Or moss-crowned fountains mitigate the day,

In vain ye hope the green delights to know,

Which plains more blest or verdant vales bestow ;

Here rocks alone and tasteless sands are found,

And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around.

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !

Cursed be the gold and silver which persuade

Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade !

The lily peace outshines the silver store,

And life is dearer than the golden ore
;

Yet money tempts us o'er the desert brown,

To every distant mart and wealthy town.

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea;

And are we only yet repaid by thee ?

Ah, why was ruin so attractive made,

Or why fond man so easily betrayed ?

Why heed we not, while mad we haste along,

The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleasure's song ?

Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's side,

The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride

"WHERE BREATHING NATURE LIVES IN EVERY LINE." COLLINS.



"
MAJESTIC FORMS OF MIGHTY MONARCHS RISE." COLLINS.

100 HASSAN; OR, THE CAMEL-DRIVER.

Why think we these less pleasing to behold

Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold !

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !

Oh, cease, my fears ! All frantic as I go,

s When thought creates unnumbered scenes of woe,

What if the lion in his rage I meet !

^ Oft in the_dust I view his printed feet ;

And fearful oft when Day's declining light

3 Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night,

By hunger roused he scours the groaning plain,

Gaunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train ;

Before them Death with shrieks directs their way,

Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey.

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !

At that dead hour the silent asp shall creep,

If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep ;

Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around,

And wake to anguish with a burning wound.

Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor,

From lust of wealth and dread of death secure !

They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find
;

Peace rules the day where reason rules the mind.

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !

O hapless youth ! for she thy love hath won,

The tender Zara ! will be most undone.

Big swelled my heart, and owned the powerful maid,

When fast she dropped her tears, as thus she said :

' Farewell the youth whom sighs could not detain,

Whom Zara's breaking heart implored in vain !

Yet as thou go'st may every blast arise

Weak and unfelt as these rejected sighs !

"EACH BEAUTEOUS IMAGE OF THE BOUNDLESS MIND." COLLINS.





"LET SCHOOL-TAUGHT PRIDE DISSEMBLE ALL IT CAN ;

ENGLISH COUNTRY LIFE.

In arguing, too, the parson owned his skill,

For e'en though vanquished, he could argue still ;

While words of learned length, and thund'ring sound,

Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around,

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew,

That one small head could carry all he knew.

But past is all his fame. The very spot

Where many a time he triumphed, is forgot.

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high,

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye,

Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired,

Where grey-beard mirth and smiling toil retired,

THESE LITTLE THINGS ARE GREAT TO LITTLE MAN." GOLDSMITH.



'BUT SMALL THE BLISS THAT SENSE ALONE BESTOWS. GOLDSMITH.

ENGLISH COUNTRY LIFE.

Where village statesmen talked with looks profound,

And news much older than their ale went round.

Imagination fondly stoops to trace

The parlour splendours of that festive place ;

The white-washed hall, the nicely sanded floor,

The varnished clock that clicked behind the door
;

' EVEN HIS FAILINGS LEANED TO VIRTUE'S SIDE." GOLDSMITH.



"GRIEF is ITSELF A MEDICINE, AND BESTOWED



'GOD MADE THE COUNTRY, AND MAN MADE THE TOWN. COWPER.

BOADICEA. 105

" Rome shall perish write that word

In the blood that she has spilt ;

Perish, hopeless and abhorred.

Deep in ruin as in guilt.

"
Rome, for empire far renowned,

Tramples on a thousand states ;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground-
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates !

" Other Romans shall arise,

Heedless of a soldier's name ;

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize,

Harmony the path to fame.

'SOME FRETFUL TEMPERS WINCE AT EVERY TOUCH."



" NEGLECTED TALENTS RUST INTO DECAY." WILLIAM COWPER.



"OUR HAPPINESS DEPENDS, AS NATURE SHOWS,

THE SOLITUDE OF ALEXANDER SELKIRK. 107

THE SOLITUDE OF ALEXANDER SELKIRK.*

AM monarch of all I survey,

My right there is none to dispute.

From the centre all round to the sea,

I am lord of the fowl and the brute.

Solitude ! where are the charms,

That sages have seen in thy face ?

Better dwell in the midst of alarms

Than reign in this horrible place.

1 am out of humanity's reach,

I must finish my journey alone,

* Alexander Selkirk, whose curious history may possibly have suggested

to Daniel Defoe his romance of
" Robinson Crusoe," was left on the deso-

late island of Juan Fernandez, in the Pacific Ocean, by his captain, in 1704.

It was his misfortune to spend upwards of four years in solitude.

LESS ON EXTERIOR THINGS THAN MOST SUPPOSE.



" ALL TRUTH IS PRECIOUS, IF NOT ALL DIVINE ;





" WHAT IS BASE, NO POLISH CAN MAKE STERLING." COWPER.

LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE.

Toll for the brave !

Brave Kempenfeldt
* is gone;

His last sea-fight fought,

His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle ;

No tempest gave the shock ;

She sprang no fatal leak,

She ran upon no rock.

His sword was in its sheath,

His fingers held the pen,

When Kempenfeldt went down

With twice four hundred men.

* Vice-Admiral Kempenfeldt, a gallant and distinguished seaman, in com-

mand of the Royal George, was writing in his cabin when the catastrophe
occurred.

"THE LAURELS THAT A OESAR REAPS ARE WEEDS." COWPER.





" FAULTS IN THE LIFE BREED ERRORS IN THE BRAIN." COWPER.

A WINTER EVENING.

This folio of four pages, happy work !

Which not even critics criticise ; that holds

Inquisitive attention while I read,

Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair,

Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break ;

What is it but a map of busy life,

Its fluctuations and its vast concerns ?

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge

That tempts ambition. On the summit, see,

The seals of office glitter in his eyes ;

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At his heels,

Close at his heels, a demagogue ascends,

'THERE is IN SOULS A SYMPATHY WITH SOUNDS." COWPER.



" A NECESSARY ACT INCURS NO BLAME." WILLIAM COWI'ER.

A WINTER EVENING. 1 13

And with a dexterous jerk soon twists him down,

And wins them, but to lose them in his turn.

Here rills of oily eloquence in soft

Meanders lubricate the course they take ;

The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved

To engross a minute's notice, and yet begs,

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts,

I
However trivial all that he conceives.

Sweet bashfulness ! it claims, at least, this praise ;

The dearth of information and good sense,

That it foretells us, always comes to pass.

Cataracts of declamation thunder here,

There forests of no meaning spread the page

In which all comprehension wanders lost ;

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there,

With merry descants on a nation's woes.

The rest appears a wilderness of strange

But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks

And lilies for the brow of faded age,

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald,

Heaven, earth, and ocean plundered of their sweets,

Nectareous essences, Olympian dews,

Sermons and city feasts, and favourite airs,

Ethereal journeys, submarine exploits,

And Katerfelto* with his hair on end

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread.

'Tis pleasant through the loopholes of retreat

To peep at such a world ; to see the stir

Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ;

To hear the roar she sends through all her gates,

* Dr. Katerfelto was a notorious quack who figured in London in 1782,

and, by aid of the solar microscope, astonished his audiences with a variety
of wonders. He was also a conjurer, and in his performances was attended

by several black cats.

" MEDITATION MAY THINK DOWN HOURS TO MOMENTS." COWI'ER.

10



"WORMS WIND THEMSELVES INTO OUR SWEETEST FLOWERS;





" THE MAN TO SOLITUDE ACCUSTOMED LONG, (WM. COWPER)

116 THE SHORES OF GREECE.

Of antique marble; hence the haven's name,

Unknown to modern natives whence it came.

Next, in the Gulf of Engia, Corinth lies,

Whose gorgeous fabrics seemed to strike the skies ;

Whom, though by tyrant victors oft subdued,

Greece, Egypt, Rome, with awful wonder viewed :

Her name, for Pallas' * heavenly art renowned,

Spread like the foliage which her pillars crowned
;

*
Pallas, a surname of Athena, one of the great divinities of the Greeks.

'

Pallas' heavenly art" is that of architecture, but she was the patron of all

PERCEIVES IN EVERY THING THAT LIVES A TONGUE." COWPER.



"WORDS, WHICH ARE BUT PICTURES OF THE THOUGHT." COWLEY.

THE SHORES OF GREECE. 117

But now, in fatal desolation laid,

Oblivion o'er it draws a dismal shade.

Then further westward, on Morea's land,

Fair Misitra ! thy modern turrets stand :

Ah ! who unmoved with secret woe, can tell

That there great Lacedaemon's glory fell !

Here once she flourished, at whose trumpet's sound

War burst his chains, and nations shook around ;

Here brave Leonidas* from shore to shore,

Through all Achaia, bade her thunders roar ;

the useful and elegant arts ; invented numbers, the chariot, the trumpet,

and navigation ; and was, in fact, recognized as the goddess of wisdom and

knowledge.
* Who does not know the story of Leonidas, the Spartan king ; how

with a small body of Spartans he held the narrow pass of Thermopylae

against the Persian host, and by his valour stimulated the enthusiasm of

Greece, and afforded its children time to rally to the defence of their

country? This famous event occurred in B.C. 480.

" A CHANCE MAY WIN THAT BY MISCHANCE WAS LOST." SOUTHWELL.



" BEAUTY IS ITS OWN EXCUSE TOR BEING." R. W. EMERSON.



IT IS THE END THAT CROWNS US, NOT THE FIGHT. R. HERRICK.

THE SHORES OF GREECE. 119

Though many a princely heart her beauty won,

She, guarded only by a stripling son,

Each bold attempt of suitor-kings repelled,

And undefiled the nuptial contract held ;

With various arts to win her love they toiled,

But all their wiles by virtuous fraud she foiled ;

True to her vows, and resolutely chaste,

The beauteous princess triumphed at the last.

PLAIN OF ARCOS.

Argos, in Greece forgotten and unknown,

Still seems her cruel fortune to bemoan ;

she remained faithful to her husband's memory, and eventually was re-

warded by his return to Ithaca.

' THE WORLD KNOWS NOTHING OF ITS GREATEST MEN." H. TAYLOR.



" MEN ARE THE SPORT OF CIRCUMSTANCES, WHEN (BYRON)





"THE RANK is BUT THE GUINEA STAMP." ROBERT BURNS.

THE PEASANT'S EVENING PRAYER.

The tickled ears no heart-felt raptures raise
;

Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise.

The priest-like father reads the sacred page,

How Abram was the friend of God on high ;

Or Moses bade eternal warfare wage

With Amalek's ungracious progeny ;

Or how the royal Bard did groaning lie

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ;

Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry;

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ;

Or other holy Seers that tune the sacred lyre.

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme,

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ;

How He, who bore in Heaven the second name,

Had not on earth whereon to lay his Head ;

1 PRESERVE THE DIGNITY OF MAN, WITH SOUL ERECT." BURNS.





" AFFLICTION'S SONS ARE BROTHERS IN DISTRESS." BURNS.

124 TO A MOUNTAIN DAIS Y.

TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY.

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH IN APRIL 1786.

j|EE, modest, crimson-tipped flower,

Thou's met me in an evil hour ;

For I maun crush amang the stoure*

Thy slender stem :

To spare thee now is past my power,

Thou bonnie gem.

Alas ! it's no thy neebor sweet,

The bonnie lark, companion meet !

Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet !

Wi' spreckled breast,

When upward-springing, blythe, to greet

The purpling east.

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north

Upon thy early, humble birth ;

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth

Amid the storm,

Scarce reared above the parent-earth

Thy tender form.

The flaunting flowers our gardens yield,

High shelt'ring woods and wa's maun shield,

But thou, beneath the random bield f

O' clod or stane,

Adorns the histie J stubble-field,

Unseen, alane.

There, in thy scanty mantle clad,

Thy snawie bosom sunward spread,

* Stonre dust. t Bield shelter. \ Histie dry.

" SOME DROPS OF JOY WITH DRAUGHTS OF ILL BETWEEN." BURNS.



"
AN', OH, BE SURE TO FEAR THE LORD ALWAY,



WHERE CROUCHING TIGERS WAIT THEIR HAPLESS PREY. GOLDSMITH.

126 THE TIGER.

THE TIGER.

J1IGER, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Framed thy fearful symmetry ?

In what distant deeps or skies

Burned that fire within thine eyes ?

On what wings dared he aspire ?

What the hand dared seize the fire ?

And what shoulder, and what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart ?

When thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand formed thy dread feet ?

What the hammer, what the chain,

Knit thy strength and forged thy brain ?

What the anvil ? what dread grasp

Dared thy deadly terrors clasp ?

"WITH THOUSAND SPOTS OF COLOURS QUAINT ELECT." SPENSER.





"
'TIS NOT ENOUGH THAT WE WITH SORROW SIGH ;



'SHE WALKS THE WATERS LIKE A THING OF LIFE." BYRON.

A SAILOR'S SONG. 129

A SAILOR'S SONG.

HILE clouds on high are riding,

The wintry moonshine hiding,

The raging blast abiding,

O'er mountain waves we go.

With hind the dry land reaping,

With townsman shelter keeping,

With lord on soft down sleeping,

Change we our lot ? Oh, no !

On stormy waves careering,

Each sea-mate sea-mate cheering,

'ROLL ON, THOU DARK AND DEEP-BLUB OCEAN, ROLL!" BYRON.

II



" WITH SHIPS THE SEA WAS SPRINKLED FAR AND NIGH." WORDSWORTH.



FOND WORDS HAVE OFT BEEN SPOKEN TO THEE, SLEEP.

A SERENADE.

Lose not these hours, so cool and gay ;

Lo ! while thou sleep'st, they haste away.

[JOANNA BAILLIE. From her "
Fugitive Verses." J

AND THOU HAST HAD THY STORE OK TEND*REST NAMES." WORDSWORTH.



"THUS KINDRED OBJECTS KINDRED THOUGHTS INSPIRE;

132 A WISH.

A WISH.

be a cot beside the hill ;

A bee-hive's hum shall soothe my ear
j

A willowy brook that turns a mill,

With many a fall shall linger near.

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch,

Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ;

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch,

And share my meal, a welcome guest.

Around my ivied porch shall cling

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ;

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing,

In russet gown and apron blue.

The village church among the trees,

WT
here first our marriage-vows were given,

With merry peals shall swell the breeze,

And point with taper spire to heaven.

[SAMUEL ROGERS, author of "The Vision of Columbus," "Italy,'
" Human Life,"

" The Pleasures of Memory ;" born 1763, died 1855.]

AS SUMMER-CLOUDS FLASH FORTH ELECTRIC FIRE." ROGERS.



"AH, WHY SHOULD VIRTUE FEAR THE FROWNS OF FATE?" ROGERS.



" BEWARE THE POISON IN THE CUP OF GOLD." ROGERS.



" THINK NOTHING DONE WHILE AUGHT REMAINS TO DO." ROGERS.



"'TWAS MORN, THE SKYLARK O'ER THE FURROW SUNG." ROGERS.

136 THE SKYLARK.

THE SKYLARK.

j]IRD of the wilderness,

Blithesome and cumberless,

Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and

Emblem of happiness,

Blest is thy dwelling-place

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee !

Wild is thy lay and loud,

Far in the downy cloud ;

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth.

Where, on -thy dewy wing,

Where art thou journeying ?

Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth.

O'er fell and fountain sheen,

O'er moor and mountain green,

O'er the red streamer that heralds the day,

lea!

"ETHEREAL MINSTREL! PILGRIM OF THE SKYJ" WORDSWORTH.



LIKE A CLOUD OF FIRE, THE BLUE DEEP THOU WINGEST,

MELROSE ABBEY.

Over the cloudlet dim,

Over the rainbow's rim,

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away !

Then, when the gloaming comes,

Low in the heather blooms,

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be !

Emblem of happiness,

Blest is thy dwelling-place

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee !

[JAMBS HOGG, a Scotch poet of considerable genius, better known as
" The Ettrick Shepherd," was born at Ettrick, in Selkirkshire, in 1770 ;

died in 1835. His "
Kilmcny" is a fairy tale of great beauty; and his

prose works possess a distinctive and peculiar merit]

MELROSE ABBEY.

]F thou wouldst view fair Melrose aright,

Go, visit it by the pale moonlight ;

For the gay beams of gladsome day

Gild, but to flout, the ruins gray.

When the broken arches are black in night,

And each shafted oriel glimmers white ;

AND SINGING STILL DOST SOAR, AND SOARING SINGESTl" SHELLEY.



" TOMBSTONES GRAY GIRDLE ROUND THE FAIR ABBAYE." SCOTT.



"THE ROSE is FAIREST WHEN 'TIS BUDDING NEW,



"'TWERE SWEET TO THINK EACH HOUR TO MUSING GIVEN,



" WHEN MAN TO JUDGMENT WAKES FROM CLAY,



" THE HILL OF KNOWLEDGE I ESSAYED TO TRACE ;



"LOVE, HOPE, AND PATIENCE, THESE MUST BE THY GRACES,



" THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH US J LATE AND SOON,



"THE STILL, SAD MUSIC OF HUMANITY I" WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.



DREAMS, BOOKS, ARE EACH A WORLD ; AND BOOKS, WE KNOW,

146 THE DANISH BOY.

A spirit of noon-day is he,

Yet seems a form of flesh and blood ;

Nor piping shepherd shall he be,

Nor herd-boy of the wood.

A regal vest of fur he wears,

In colour like a raven's wing ;

It fears not rain, nor wind, nor dew ;

But in the storm 'tis fresh and blue

As budding pines in spring ;

His helmet has a vernal grace,

Fresh as the bloom upon his face.

A harp is from his shoulder hung ;

Resting the harp across his knee,

To words of a forgotten tongue

He suits its melody.

Of flocks upon the neighbouring hills

He is the darling and the joy ;

And often, when no cause appears,

The mountain-ponies prick their ears, . . .

They hear the Danish boy,

While in the dell he sings alone

Beside the tree and corner-stone.

There sits he : in his face you spy

No trace of a ferocious air
;

Nor ever was a cloudless sky

So steady or so fair.

The lovely Danish boy is blest,

And happy in his flowery cove :

From bloody deeds his thoughts are far ;

And yet he warbles songs of war,

That seem like songs of love,

ARE A SUBSTANTIAL WORLD, BOTH PURE AND GOOD." WORDSWORTH.



THE FOUNTAIN. M7

For calm and gentle is his mien ;

Like a dead boy he is serene.

[WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.)

3

THE FOUNTAIN.

l^jJLg]
Affectionate and true,

A pair of friends, though I was young,

And Matthew seventy-two.

We lay beneath a spreading oak,

Beside a mossy seat ;

And from the turf a fountain broke,

And gurgled at our feet

'

Now, Matthew, let us try to match

This water's pleasant tune

With some old border song, or catch,

That suits a summer noon.

Or of the church-clock and the chimes

Sing here beneath the shade,

That half-mad thing of witty rhymes

Which you last April made."

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed

The spring beneath the tree ;

And thus the dear old man replied,

The gray-haired man of glee :

'OUR BIRTH IS BUT A SLEEP AND A FORGETTING." WORDSWORTH.





" EARTH FILLS HER LAP WITH PLEASURES OF HER OWN." WORDSWORTH.



"TWO VOICES ARE THERE ; ONE IS OF THE SEA,



" FAIR STAR OF EVENING, SPLENDOUR OF THE WEST l" WORDSWORTH.



"A CHEERFUL LIFE IS WHAT THE MUSES LOVE



" YET A HIGH GUERDON WAITS ON MINDS THAT DARE,



"
HEAVEN-BORN, THE SOUL A HEAVEN-WARD COURSE MUST HOLD,

"



" HE WHOSE MIND IS BUT THE MIND CF HIS OWN EYES,

THE REDBREAST AND THE BUTTERFLY. 155

Come often to us, fear no wrong,

Sit near us on the bough ;

We'll talk of sunshine and of song ;

And summer days, when we were young ;

Sweet childish days, that were as long

As twenty days are now.

[WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.]

THE REDBREAST AND THE BUTTERFLY.

|
RT thou the bird whom man loves best,

The pious bird with the scarlet breast,

Our little English Robin ;

The bird that comes about our doors

When autumn winds are sobbing ?

KB IS A SLAVS THE MEANEST WE CAN MEET I" WORDSWORTH.



" BY OUR OWN SPIRITS ARE WE DEIFIED." WORDSWORTH.

156 THE REDBREAST AND THE BUTTERFLY.

Art thou the " Peter" of Norway boors ?

Their "Thomas" in Finland,

And Russia far inland ?

The bird, who by some name or other,

All men who know thee call thee brother,

The darling of children and men ?

Could Father Adam open his eyes,

And see this sight beneath the skies,

He'd wish to close them again.

If the butterfly knew but his friend,

Hither his flight he would bend ;

And find his way to me.

Under the branches of the tree,

In and out, he darts about
;

Can this be the bird, to men so good,

That after their bewildering,

" SWEET LOOKS, BY HUMAN KINDNESS BRED." WORDSWORTH.



'THAT INWARD EYE, WHICH is THE BLISS OF SOLITUDE." WORDSWORTH.

THE REDBREAST AND THE BUTTERFLY. 1 57

Did cover with leaves the little children,

So painfully in the wood ?

What ailed thee, Robin, that thou couldst pursue

A beautiful creature,

That is gentle by nature ?

Beneath the summer sky

From flower to flower let him fly ;

The cheerer thou of our indoor sadness,

1 le is the friend of our summer gladness :

What hinders, then, that ye should be

Playmates in the sunny weather,

And fly about in the air together ?

His beautiful wings in crimson are dressed,

A crimson as bright as thine own !

If thou would'st be happy in thy nest,

O pious bird ! whom man loves best,

Love him, or leave him alone !

f WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.]

'TEARS TO HCMAN SUFFERING ARE DUE." WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.



"
LEARN, BY A MORTAL YEARNING, TO ASCEND." WORDSWORTH.





" WISDOM AND SPIRIT OF THE UNIVERSE !



" THERE ARE WHOSE CALMER MINDS IT WOULD CONTENT



" THE FORM REMAINS, THE FUNCTION NEVER DIES." WORDSWORTH.



"
MKMUKV, I.IKK SLHKP, HATH POWEKS WHICH DREAMS OBEY



" AUSPICIOUS HOPE ! IN THY SWEET GARDEN GROW



"LIKE \NGEL-VISITS, FEW AND FAR BETWEEN." THOMAS CAMPBELL.



" TO BEAR IS TO CONQUER OUR FATE." THOMAS CAMPBELL.



"SONG is BUT THE ELOQUENCE OP TRUTH." THOMAS CAMPBELL.





"
TRUTH, EVER LOVELY SINCE THE WORLD BEGAN,



"OH ! LIVES THERE, HEAVEN, BENEATH THY DREAD EXPANSE



"SHAME TO THE COWARD THOUGHT THAT E'ER BETRAYED



172

"
COME, BRIGHT IMPROVEMENT, ON THE CAR OF TIME,

TO THE RAINBOW.

Can all that optics teach, unfold

Thy form to please me so,

As when I dreamt of gems and gold

Hid in thy radiant bow ?

When Science from Creation's face

Enchantment's veil withdraws,

What lovely visions yield their place

To cold material laws ?

And yet, fair bow, no fabling dreams,

But words of the Most High,

AND RULE THE SPACIOUS WORLD FROM CLIME TO CLIME !" CAMPBELL.



"OF NATURE'S SAVAGE GLORIES HE WOULD SPEAK



" THERE IS A LAND, OF EVERY LAND THE PRIDE,



GOD IS A SPIRIT, VEILED FROM HUMAN SIGHT,

THE A URORA BOREALIS. '75

O'erspreads Orion glaring on the Hood,

And rapid Sinus foams through fire and blood :

Again the circuit of the pole they range ;

Motion and figure every moment change,

Through all the colours of the rainbow run,

Or blaze like wrecks of a dissolving sun :

\Vide Ether bums with glory, conflict, flight,

And the glad Ocean dances in the light.

fJAMES MONTGOMERY, born at Irvine, in Ayrshire, in 1771 ; died in 1854.

His feeling is deep and pure, his Language picturesque ; but his poems do
not belong to the highest ranks of poetic literature. He wrote " The Wan-
derer in Switzerland,"

" The World before the Flood,"
"
Greenland," and

" The Pelican Island." J

IN SECRET DARKNESS OF ETERNAL LIGHT." MONTGOMERY.



- 1





"SUNBEAM OF SUMMER t OH, WHAT is LIKE THEE,

I 78 SUMMER.

And all the day it seems to take

Delight in being wide awake.

The lasses in the gardens

Show forth their heads of hair ;

With rosiness and lightsomeness,

A chasing here and there ;

And then they'll hear the birds, and stand,

And shade their eyes with lifted hand.

And then again they're off there,

As if their lovers came ;

With giddiness and gladsomeness,

Like doves but newly tame.

HOPE OF THE WILDERNESS, JOY OF THE SEA l" MRS. HEMANS.







'HEAVEN SHIELD THEE FOR THINE UTTER LOVELINESS !" KEATS.

THE CITIES OF THE PAST. 181

The leap was quick, return was quick ; he soon regained his place,

Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in the lady's face.

" Well done !" cried Francis ;

'*

bravely done !

" and he rose

from where he sat :

" No love," quoth he,
" but vanity, sets love a task like that !

"

[LEIGH HUNT. This agreeable ballad is founded on an incident related

by Brantdme, which has also been poetically treated by the German poet,

Schiller, and by our own poet Robert Browning.]

THE CITIES OF THE PAST.

S1HERE is Rome?

She lives but in the tale of other times
;

Her proud pavilions are the hermit's home,

And her long colonnades, her public walks,

"TIME MOVETH NOT ; OUR BEING 'TIS THAT MOVES." H. K. WHITE.



" THRONED IN HIS MIGHT, ALL TIMES TO HIM ARE PRESENT :



'GREAT OCEAN, STRONGEST OF CKEATION s SONS

A SEA-SONG. 183

J

j
-

5

There's tempest in yon horned moon,

And lightning in yon cloud ;

But, hark ! the music, mariners !

The wind is piping loud ;

The wind is piping loud, my boys,

The lightning flashing free

While the hollow oak our palace is,

Our heritage the sea.

[ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, 1785-1849, was an industrious and energetic

Scotch litterateur, who wrote several novels and biographical works,

besides a "
rustic epic

**

and a dramatic poem, but is best remembered by his

stirring songs and bys, which breathe much of the old minstrel spirit.]

UNCONQUERABLE, UNREPOSED, UNTIRED." POLLOK.



"THE VIOLET THERE ITS MODEST PERFUME SHED,



" THY PATH IS PLAIN AND STRAIGHT ; THAT LIGHT IS GIVEN





"THE VIRTUOUS HEART AND RESOLUTE MIND ARE FREE." SOUTHEY.



1 88

" FOR MAN THE WINDS OF HEAVEN SUBSERVIENT BLOW ;

A MOONLIGHT NIGHT.

With that there came one from the masquers' band,

And took the Bishop by the hand.

The bony hand suspended his breath,

His marrow grew cold at the touch of Death ;

On saints in vain he attempted to call

Bishop Bruno fell dead in the Palace-hall.

[ROBERT SOUTHEY.]

A MOONLIGHT NIGHT.

j|OW beautiful is night !

A dewy freshness fills the silent air
;

No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain,

Breaks the serene of heaven.

EARTH TEEMS FOR HIM, FOR HIM THE WATERS FLOW." SOUTHEY.



" STILL DOTH IGNORANCE MAINTAIN LARGE EMPIRE HERE,

HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT OF DREUX. 189

In full-orbed glory yonder moon divine

Rolls through the dark blue depths :

Beneath her steady ray

The desert circle spreads,

Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky :

How beautiful is night !

[ ROBERT SOUTHEY. From the epic poem of " Thalaba." J

HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT OF DREUX.*
a

PHJBE passed unquestioned through the camp ;

Their heads the soldiers bent
HHMH

In silent reverence, or begged

A blessing as he went :

And so the Hermit passed along

And reached the royal tent.

King Henry sate in his tent alone,

The map before him lay ;

Fresh conquests he was planning there

To grace the future day.

King Henry lifted up his eyes

The intruder to behold :

* " While Henry V. lay at the siege of Dreux, an honest hermit, unknown
to him, came and told him the great evils he brought on Christendom by
his unjust ambition, who usurped the kingdom of France, against all

jr manner of right, and contrary to the will of God : wherefore, in His holy

name, he threatened him with a severe and sudden punishment if he desisted

not from his enterprise. Henry took this exhortation either as an idle

whimsey, or a suggestion of the dauphin's, and was but the more confirmed

in his design. But the blow soon followed the threatening ; for, within some

few months after, he was smitten with a strange and incurable disease."

DARK AND UNBLEST AMIDST SURROUNDING LIGHT.** SOUTHEY.



" POUR BALM INTO OLD WOUNDS, AND BIND THEM UP ;







'TWILIGHT AND MOONLIGHT, DIMLY MINGLING, GAVE

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 193

The Desolator desolate !

The Victor overthrown !

The Arbiter of others' fate

A suppliant for his own !

Is it some yet imperial hope,

That with such change can calmly cope ?

Or dread of death alone ?

To die a prince or live a slave

Thy choice is most ignobly brave !

Then haste thee to thy sullen Isle,*

And gaze upon the sea ;

VIEW OF ST. HELENA.

That element may meet thy smile

It ne'er was ruled by thee !

Or trace with thine all-idle hand,

In loitering mood upon the sand,

That Earth is now as free !

*
St. Helena, in the Atlantic, where Napoleon was confined, and where

he died, May 5, 1821.

AN AWFUL LIGHT OBSCURE." SOUTHEV.

15



"
RELIGION, FREEDOM, VENGEANCE WHAT YOU WILL ;



" NO WORDS SUFFICE THE SECRET SOUL TO SHOW,



"OH, TOO CONVINCING, DANGEROUSLY DEAR,



** NO WORDS SUFFICE THE SECRET SOUL TO SHOW,



" THE BEINGS OF THE MIND ARE NOT OF CLAY." LORD BYRON.



" THE GOOD WANT POWER BUT TO WEEP BARREN TEARS." SHELLEY.



"NECESSITY! THOU MOTHER OF THE WORLD." SHELLEY.

TO THE NIGHT.

Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land,

Touching all with thine opiate wand

Come, long-sought !

When I arose and saw the dawn,

I sighed for thee ;

When light rode high, and the dew was gone,

And noon lay heavy on flower and tree,

And the weary day turned to his rest,

Lingering like an unloved guest,

I sighed for thee.

Thy brother Death came, and cried,

Would'st thou me ?

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,

Murmured like a noon-tide bee,

'THE GHASTLY PEOPLE OF THE REALM OF DREAM." SHELLEY.



" THE FOUNTAINS MINGLE WITH THE RIVER ;

"
(SHELLEY)





" NO SISTER-FLOWER WOULD BE FORGIVEN



" AMID THE SPLENDOUR-WINGED STARS, THE MOON

204 TO A SKYLARK.

And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex gleams,

Build up the blue dome of the air,

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,

And out of the caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,

I arise and unbuild it again.

[ PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. An admirable example of his rich fancy and

remarkable felicity of poetic diction.]

TO A SKYLARK.

|
AIL to thee, blithe Spirit !

Bird thou never wert,

That from heaven, or near it,

Pourest thy full heart

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still, and higher,

From the earth thou springest,

Like a cloud of fire ;

The blue deep thou wingest,

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.

In the golden lightning

Of the sunken sun,

O'er which clouds are bright'ning,

Thou dost float and run ;

Like an unbodied Joy whose race has just begun.

The pale purple even

Melts around thy flight ;

BURNS INEXTINGUISHABLY BEAUTIFUL." SHELLEY.



"ODOURS, WHEN SWEET VIOLETS SICKEN,

TO A SKYLARK. 205

Like a star of heaven,

In the broad daylight

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight.

Keen as are the arrows

Of that silver sphere,

Whose intense lamp narrows

In the white dawn clear,

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.

All the earth and air

With thy voice is loud,

LIVE WITHIN THE SENSE THEY QUICKEN." SHELLEY.



"THEY LEARN IN SUFFERING WHAT THEY TEACH IN SONG." SHELLEY.



" THE VERY WORM THAT CRAWLS BENEATH THE SOD,



" IN THEIR OWN HEARTS THE EARNEST OF THE HOPE



"STILL FURTHER, LOFTIER LET YOUR SOARINGS BE." MRS. HEMANS.





"THE SUDDEN IMAGES OF VANISHED THINGS,







" YET SHALL OUR HOPE RISE, FANNED BY QUENCHLESS FAITH,

2I 4 LANDING OF THE PILGRIM FATHERS. -

T

They shook the depths of the desert gloom

With their hymns of lofty cheer.

Amidst the storm they sang,

And the stars heard and the sea !

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang

To the anthem of the free.

The ocean-eagle soared

From his nest by the white wave's foam,

And the rocking pines of the forest roared

This was their welcome home !

There were men with hoary hair,

Amidst that pilgrim band ;

Why had they come to wither there

Away from their childhood's land ?

There was woman's fearless eye,

Lit by her deep love's truth ;

AS A FLAME FOSTERED BY SOME WARM WIND'S BREATH." HEMANS.



" FREED SOUL OF SONG I YES, THOU HAST FOUND THE SOUGHT







"FEARFULLY, WONDROUSLY OUR SOULS ARE MADE

2l8 CCEUR DE LION A T THE BIER OF HIS FA THER.

"
Thy silver hairs I see,

So still, so sadly bright !

And father, father ! but for me

They had not been so white !

I bore thee down, high heart ! at last

No longer couldst thou strive ;

Oh, for one moment of the past

To kneel and say,
*

Forgive !

'

" Thou wert the noblest king

On royal throne e'er seen ;

And thou didst wear, in knightly ring,

Of all the stateliest mien ;

And thou didst prove, where spears are proved

In war, the bravest heart

Oh, ever the renowned and loved

Thou wert ; and there thou art !

"
Thou, that my boyhood's guide

Didst take fond joy to be !

The times I've sported by thy side,

And climbed the parent-knee !

And there before the blessed shrine,

My sire ! I see thee lie ;

How will that still sad face of thine

Look on me till I die !"

[MRS. HEMANS.]

LET US WALK HUMBLY ON, BUT UNDISMAYED.' HEMANS.



' EARTH MUST HER BREAST." HEMANS.

THE VOICE OF SPRING. 219

i

T
a

THE VOICE OF SPRING.

COME, I come ! ye have called me long;

I come o'er the mountains with light and song.

Ye may trace my step o'er the wakening earth,

By the winds which tell of the violet's birth,

By the primrose stars in the shadowy grass,

By the green leaves opening as I pass.

I have breathed on the south, and the chestnut flowers

By thousands have burst from the forest bowers ;

And the ancient graves and the fallen fanes

Are veiled with wreaths on Italian plains :

But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom,

To speak of the ruin or the tomb.

I have looked o'er the hills of the stormy north,

And the larch has hung all his tassels forth ;

And the fisher is out on the sunny sea,

And the rein-deer bounds o'er the pastures free ;

And the pine has a fringe of softer green,

And the moss looks bright, where my foot hath been.

I have sent through the wood-paths a glowing sigh,

And called out each voice of the deep blue sky ;

"AND WHAT is HOME, AND WHERE, BUT WITH THE LOVING?" HEMANS.



"
OH, THE GLAD SOUNDS OF THE JOYOUS EARTH ! "MRS. HEMANS.



SWEEP TOWARDS HEAVEN WITH TIRELESS WING. MOTHERWELL.

FACTS FROM FAIRYLAND. 221

~
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FACTS FROM FAIRYLAND.

'

Oh, then, I see, Queen Mab hath been with you !" SHAKSPEARE,

SIOULDST thou know of me

Where our dwellings be ?

Tis under this hill,

Where the moonbeam chill

Silvers the leaf and brightens the blade,

'Tis under this mound

Of greenest ground,

That our crystal palaces are made.

Wouldst thou know of me

What owefood may be ?

'Tis the sweetest breath

Which the bright flower hath

That blossoms in wilderness afar,

'ONE COMMON END O'ERTAKES LIFE'S IDLE DREAMING." MOTHERWELL.



" HOUR AFTER HOUR, DAY AFTER DAY,



"AN ENDLESS FOUNTAIN OF IMMORTAL DRINK." KEATS.



" WHENCE THAT COMPLETED FORM OF ALL COMPLETENESS ?

224 ROBIN HOOD.

On the fairest time of June

You may go, with sun or moon,

Or the seven stars, to light you,

Or the polar ray to right you ;

But you never may behold

Little John or Robin bold

Never one of all the clan

Thrumming on an empty can

Some old hunting ditty, while

He doth his green way beguile

WHENCE CAME THAT HIGH PERFECTION OF ALL SWEETNESS ?" KEATS.



" THE POETRY OF EARTH IS NEVER DEAD." KEATS.



"WHEN THOU ART VEXT, THEN TURN AGAIN, AND SEE





" THE NOBLEST MIND THE BEST CONTENTMENT HAS." SPENSER.

228 THE SPANISH ARMADA.

From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to Milford

Bay,

That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day.

For swift to east, and swift to west, the warning radiance spread ;

High on St. Michael's Mount it shone it shone on Beachy

Head:

Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern shire,

Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling points of

fire;

" ILLUSTRIOUS ACTS HIGH RAPTURES DO INFUSE." WALLER.



"ERRORS, LIKE STRAWS, UPON THE SURFACE FLOW ;



" TO KNOW, TO ESTEEM, TO LOVE, AND THEN TO PART,

230 THE SPANISH ARMADA.

Southward, from Surrey's pleasant hills, flew those bright

couriers forth ;

High on bleak Hampstead's swarthy moor they started for the

north.

And on, and on, without a pause, untired they bounded still
;

All night from tower to tower they sprang, they sprang from

hill to hill,

Till the proud Peak unfurled the flag o'er Darwin's rocky

dales

fc Till like volcanoes flared to Heaven the stormy hills of

Wales-

Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern's lonely

height

Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin's crest of

light

Till, broad and fierce, the star came forth on Ely's stately fane,

And tower and hamlet rose in arms o'er all the boundless

plain

Till Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent,

And Lincoln sped the message on o'er the wide vale of Trent

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt's embattled

pile,

And the red glare of Skiddaw roused the burghers of Carlisle.

[THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY, LORD MACAULAY, born 1800, died

1859, was greatly distinguished as an essayist and an historian, while he

also showed no ordinary powers as a statesman, an orator, and a poet.

His "
Historical Essays" and his picturesque

"
History of England" will

endure as long as the English language.]

MAKES UP LIFES TALE TO MANY A FEELING HEART." COLERIDGE.



"OUR WISHES LENGTHEN AS OUR SUN DECLINES." YOUNG.



"THE PURPOSE FIRM is EQUAL TO THE DEED." YOUNG.







" AND FOR A CI.OAK, WHAT IS THERE THAT CAN BE



" THE OLD WOUND, IF STRICKEN, IS THE SOREST ;



" BUT LOVE STRIKES ONE HOUR LOVE. THOSE NEVEX LOVED



" OF THOSE WHO SIT AND LOVE YOU, UP IN HEAVEN,



" SING OUT, CHILDREN, AS THE LITTLE THRUSHES DO." MRS. BROWNING.



" HE MAKES NO FRIEND WHO NEVER MADE A FOE." TENNYSON.



THEIRS BE NO FLOWER THAT WITHERS ON THE STALK,

TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 241

TO A SLEEPING CHILD.

|IPS, lips, open !

Up comes a little bird that lives inside,

Up comes a little bird, and peeps and out he flies.

All the day he sits inside, and sometimes he sings,

Up he comes and out he goes at night to spread his wings.

BUT ROSES CROPPED, THAT SHALL NOT BLOOM IN VAIN." ELLIOTT.

18





HOW SWEET IT IS, WHEN MOTHER FANCY KOCKS

THE MOUNTAIN AND THE SQUIRREL. 243

Bun replied,

3
" You are doubtless very big,

But all sorts of things and weather

Must be taken in together

To make up a year,

And a sphere.

And I think it no disgrace

To occupy my place.

If I'm not so large as you,

You are not so small as T,

And not half so spry :

I'll not deny you make

A very pretty squirrel track.

Talents differ ; all is well and wisely put ;

If I cannot carry forests on my back,

Neither can you crack a nut."

[RALPH WALDO EMERSON, an American writer of great originality, but

better known as an essayist than as a poet, born 1803.]

THB WAYWARD BRAIN, TO SAUNTER THROUGH A WOOD I 'WORDSWORTH.



THE SEA OF FORTUNE DOTH NOT EVER FLOW

244 THE HUMBLE-BEE.

THE HUMBLE-BEE.

ilURLY, dozing humble-bee,

Where thou art is clime for me ;

Let them sail for Porto Rique,

Far-off heats through seas to seek ;

I will follow thee alone,

Thou animated torrid zone.

Zig-zag steerer, desert cheerer,

Let me chase thy waving lines :

Keep me nearer, me thy hearer

Singing over shrubs and vines.

Insect lover of the sun,

Joy of thy dominion !

Sailor of the atmosphere ;

Swimmer through the waves of air
;

Voyager of light and noon ;

Epicurean* of June ;

Wait, I prithee, till I come

Within earshot of thy hum

All without is martyrdom.

* The Epicureans pretended to be followers of Epicurus, and placed all

the good of life in pleasure.

SHE DRAWS HER FAVOURS TO THE LOWEST EBB." SOUTHWELL.



" WE ARE SUCH STUFF AS DREAMS ARE MADE OF." SHAKSPEARE.



"THRICE is HE ARMED THAT HATH HIS QUARREL JUST." SHAKSPEARE.





" REASON'S WHOLE PLEASURE, ALL THE JOYS OF SENSE,



"THE POETRY OF EARTH is CEASING NEVER." KEATS.



" HOPE ON, HOPE EVER ! THOUGH TO-DAY BE DARK,



" SONGS SUNG OF OLD BENEATH THE PURPLE NIGHT,

BARBARA. 2$ I

These dreary years eleven

Have you pined within your heaven,

And is this the only glimpse of earth that in that time was

given?

And have you passed unheeded all the fortunes ot your race

Your father's grave, your sister's child, your mother's quiet face

To gaze on one who worshipped not within a kneeling place ?

Are you happy, Barbara ?

'Mong angels, do you think

Of the precious golden link

I bound around your happy arm while sitting on yon brink ?

Or when that night of wit and wine, of laughter and guitars,

Was emptied of its music, and we watched, through lattice-bars,

The silent midnight heaven moving o'er us with its stars,

Till the morn broke, Barbara ?

In the years I've changed ;

\Yild and far my heart has ranged,

And many sins and errors deep have been on me avenged ;

But to you I have been faithful, whatsoever good I've lacked :

1 loved you, and above my life still hangs that love intact

Like a mild consoling rainbow, on a savage cataract.

Love has saved me, Barbara.

O Love ! I am unblest ;

With monstrous doubts opprest

Of much that's dark and nether, much that's holiest and best.

Could I but win you for an hour from off that starry shore,

The hunger of my soul were stilled ; for Death has told you

more

Than the melancholy world doth know things deeper than all

lore,

Will you teach me, Barbara ?

SONGS HEARD IN HEAVEN BY THE BREATHLESS STARS." ALEX. SMITH.
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"HOPE'S GAYEST WREATHS ARE MADE OF EARTHLY FLOWERS

J

PART IV.

THE RETURN OF THE ADMIRAL.

IOW gallantly, how merrily

We ride along the sea !

The morning is all sunshine,

The wind is blowing free.

The billows are all sparkling

And bounding in the light,

Like creatures in whose sunny veins

The blood is running bright.

All nature knows our triumph,

Strange birds about us sweep ;

Strange things come up to look at us,

The masters of the deep :

In our wake, like any servant,

Follows ever the bold shark :

Oh, proud must be our Admiral

Of such a bonny barque !

Proud, proud must be our Admiral,

(Though he is pale to-day),

Of twice five hundred iron men

Who all his nod obey ;

THINGS THAT ARE MADE TO FADE AND FALL AWAY." MRS. NORTON.





" THE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN 'TIS BUDDING NEW,



DELIGHT AND LIBERTY, THE SIMPLE CREED

258 THE OWL.

And with eyes like the shine of the moonshine cold

She awaiteth her ghastly groom !

Not a feather she moves, not a carol she sings,

As she waits in her tree so still ;

But when her heart heareth his flapping wing,

She hoots out her welcome shrill !

Oh, when the moon shines, and the dogs do howl,

Then, then is the cry of the horned owl !

Mourn not for the owl nor his gloomy plight !

The owl hath his share of good k

If a prisoner he be in the broad daylight,

He is lord in the dark green wood !

OF CHILDHOOD, WHETHER BUSY OR AT REST." WORDSWORTH.



' EARTH FILLS HER LAP WITH PLEASURES OF HER OWN. WORDSWORTH.

THE STORMY PETREL. 259

Nor lonely the bird, nor his ghastly mate ;

They are each unto each a pride

Thrice fonder, perhaps, since a strange dark fate

Hath rent them from all beside !

So when the night falls, and dogs do howl,

Sing ho ! for the reign of the horned owl !

We know not alway who are kings by day,

But the king of the night is the bold brown owl.

[BARRY CORNWALL. From "
English Songs."]

THE STORMY PETREL.

THOUSAND miles from land are we,

Tossing about on the roaring sea ;

From billow to bounding billow cast,

Like fleecy snow on the stormy blast :

The sails are scattered abroad, like weeds,

The strong masts shake like quivering reeds ;

The mighty cables, and iron chains,

The hull, which all earthly strength disdains,

They strain and they crack, and hearts like stone,

Their natural, hard, proud strength disown.

Up and down ! up and down !

From the base of the wave to the billow's crown ;

And amidst the flashing and feathery foam

The Stormy Petrel finds a home

A home, if such a place may be,

For her who lives on the wide, wide sea,

On the craggy ice, in the frozen air,

And only seeketh her rocky lair

' HEAVEN LIES ABOUT US IN OUR INFANCY." WORDSWORTH.



260

"FAR AS THE BREEZE CAN BEAR, THE BILLOWS FOAM,

THE STORMY PETREL.

To warm her young, and to teach them spring

At once o'er the waves on their stormy wing !

O'er the deep ! O'er the deep !

Where the whale, and the shark, and the sword-fish

sleep,

Outflying the blast and the driving rain,

The Petrel telleth her tale in vain :

For the mariner curseth the waniing bird,

Who bringeth him news of the storm unheard !

Ah, thus the prophet, of good or ill,

Meet hate from the creatures he serveth still !

Yet he ne'er falters : So, Petrel ! spring

Once more o'er the waves with thy stormy wing !

[BARRY CORNWALL. From "
English Songs."]

SURVEY OUR EMPIRE, AND BEHOLD OUR HOME. BYRON.



"OTHER MEN'S SINS WE EVER BEAR IN MIND;



"THE WISH FOR FAME is FAITH IN HOLY THINGS



" KNOWLEDGE IS PROUD THAT HE HAS LEARNED SO MUCH :



" HOW BEAUTIFUL IS ALL THIS VISIBLE WORLD 1

264 BIRDS IN SUMMER.

And the birds below give back the cry,

"We come, we come, to the branches high !"

How pleasant the life of a bird must be,

Flitting about in a leafy tree ;

And away through the air what joy to go,

And look on the bright green earth below !

How pleasant the life of a bird must be,

Skimming about on the breezy sea,

Cresting the billows like silvery foam,

And then wheeling away to its cliff-built home !

What joy it must be to sail, upborne

By a strong free wing, through the rosy morn,

To meet the young sun face to face,

And pierce like a shaft the boundless space !

HOW GLORIOUS IN ITS ACTION AND ITSELF ! "BYRON.



i



" HE WHO ASCENDS TO MOUNTAIN-TOPS SHALL FIND

266 THE VOICE OF SPRING.

And on banks of mossy green

Star-like primroses are seen ;

And, their clustering leaves below,

White and purple violets blow.

Hark ! the new-born lambs are bleating,

And the cawing rooks are meeting

In the elms a noisy crowd !

All the birds are singing loud ;

And the first white butterfly

In the sunshine dances by.

Look around thee look around !

Flowers in all the fields abound ;

Every running stream is bright ;

All the orchard trees are white,

And each small and waving shoot

Promises sweet flowers and fruit.

Turn thine eyes to earth and heaven !

God to thee the Spring has given,

THE LOFTIEST PEAKS MOST WRAPT IN CLOUDS AND SNOW." BYRON.





"SWEET MERCY is NOBILITY'S TRUE BADGE." SHAKSPEARE.





" THE HOPES OF YOUTH FALL THICK IN THE BLAST,

270 THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH.

THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH.

JNDER a spreading chestnut tree

The village smithy stands :

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands ;

And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long ;

His face is like the tan ;

His brow is wet with honest sweat ;

He earns whate'er he can,

AND THE DAYS ARE DARK AND DREARY. LONGFELLOW.





" NATURE WITH FOLDED HANDS SEEMED THERE,

272 , A SPRING LANDSCAPE.

Each morning sees some task begin,

Each evening sees it close ;

Something attempted, something done,

Has earned a night's repose.

J
Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lessons thou hast taught :

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought.

[HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW.]

A SPRING LANDSCAPE.

j]

HE green trees whispered low and mild :

It was a sound of joy ;

They were my playmates when a child,

And rocked me in their arms so wild,

Still they looked at me and smiled,

As if I were a boy ;

And ever whispered, mild and low,
"
Come, be a child once more !"

And waved their long arms to and fro,

And beckoned solemnly and slow :

Oh ! I could not choose but go

Into the woodlands hoar ;

Into the blithe and breathing air,

Into the solemn wood

KNEELING AT HER EVENING PRAYER." LONGFELLOW.



WONDROUS TRUTHS, AND MANIFOLD AS WONDROUS,

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS. 273

Solemn and silent everywhere :

Nature with folded hands seemed there,

Kneeling at her evening prayer

Like one in prayer I stood.

Before me rose an avenue

Of tall and sombrous pines ;

Abroad their fan-like branches grew,

And where the sunshine darted through,

Spread a vapour soft and blue,

In long and sloping lines.

And falling on my weary brain,

Like a fast-falling shower,

The dreams of youth came back again

Low lispings of the summer rain,

Dropping on the ripened grain,

As once upon the flower.

(HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW.]

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS.

JT was the schooner Hesperus,

That sailed the wintry sea ;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter,

To bear him company.

Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds

That ope in the month of May.

GOD HATH WRITTEN IN THOSE STARS ABOVE." LONGFELLOW.

20



"THE FOET CAN BEHOLD THINGS MANIFOLD,



" HOW BEAUTIFUL THE RAIN, AFTER THE DUST AND HEAT

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS. 27$

" O father, I hear the church-bells ring !

O say, what may it be ?
"

" 'Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast !"

And he steered for the open sea.

" O father, I hear the sound of guns !

O say, what may it be ?"

" Some ship in distress, that cannot live

In such an angry sea !

"

" O father, I see a gleaming light !

O say, what may it be ?*

But the father answered never a word

A frozen corpse was he !

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark, L

With his face to the skies,

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow

On his fixed and glassy eyes.

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed

That saved she might be ;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the waves

On the Lake of Galilee.

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,

Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept

Towards the reef of Norman's Woe.

And ever, the fitful gusts between,

A sound came from the land ;

It was the sound of the trampling surf

On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.

IN THE BROAD AND FIERY STREET ! "LONGFELLOW.



PEACE BE TO THOSE WHOSE GRAVES ARE MADE

276 THE WRECK OF THE HESPER US.

3

J
&T
h

The breakers were right beneath her bows,

She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

Like icicles from her deck.

BENEATH THE BRIGHT AND SILVER SEA I

" LONGFELLOW.



"SO PERISH THE OLD GODS 1 OUT OF THE SEA Of TIME

AUTUMN. 277

She struck where the white and fleecy waves

Looked soft as carded wool ;

But the cruel rocks they gored her side,

Like the horns of an angry bull.

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,

With the masts went by the board ;

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank

Ho ! ho ! the breakers roared !

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

A fisherman stood aghast,

To see the form of a maiden fair

Lashed close to a drifting mast.

The salt sea was frozen on her breast,

The salt tears in her eyes ;

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed,

On the billows fall and rise.

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,

In the midnight and the snow :

Christ save us all from a death like this,

On the reef of Norman's Woe !

[HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW.]

AUTUMN.

jjHINE, Autumn, is unwelcome lore

To tell the world its pomp is o'er :

To whisper in the Rose's ear

That all her beauty is no more ;

RISES A NEW LAND OF SONG, FAIRER THAN THE OLD." LONGFELLOW.



" NOT WITHOUT HOPE WE SUFFER AND WE MOURN." WORDSWORTH.



" PRAISE TO THE BARD 1 HIS WORDS ARE DRIVEN



"WHY SHOULD \VE FAINT AND FEAR TO LIVE ALONE,



" EACH IN HIS HIDDEN SPHERE OF JOY OR WOE





" WHO ON THINGS REMOTE CAN FIX HIS SIGHT,



"TEARS, IDLE TEARS, i KNOW NOT WHAT THEY MEAN." TENNYSON.



"GENIUS AND ITS REWARDS ARE BRIEFLY TOLD



"BUT TRUE IT IS, ABOVE ALL LAW AND FATE

286 THE FROST SPIRIT.

And the streams which danced on the broken rocks,

Or sang on the leaning grass,

Shall bow again to the winter's chain

And in mournful silence pass.

h
He comes he comes the frost spirit comes !

Let us meet him as we may,

And turn with the light of the parlour fire

His evil power away ;

And gather closer the circle round,

When that fire-light dances high,

IS FAITH, ABIDING THE APPOINTED DAY." H. COLERIDGE.



THE PLANETS, ALL THE INFINITE HOST OF HEAVEN,

THE VALUE OF THE HOURS. 287

And laugh at the shriek of the baffled fiend

As his sounding wing goes by.

UOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER.]

THE VALUE OF THE HOURS.

" Ruit Hora." [The Hour rushes by.]

pgjglELIEVE not that your inner eye

Can ever in just measure try

The worth of hours as they go by ;

For every man's weak self, alas !

Makes him to see them while they pass

As through a dim or tinted glass :

But if in earnest care you would

Mete out to each its part of good,

Trust rather to your after mood.

These surely are not fairly spent,
M
~ That leave your spirit bowed and bent

In sad unrest, and ill content.

And more though free from seeming harm,

You rest from toil of mind or arm,

Or slow retire from pleasure's charm

If then a painful sense comes on,

Of something wholly lost and gone,

Vainly enjoyed, or vainly done

ARE SHINING ON THE SAD ABODES OF DEATH." BRYANT.



"NOT ONCE OR TWICE, IN OUR ROUGH ISLAND STORY,



"WHAT KNOW WE GREATER THAN THE SOUL?" TENNYSON.



" BUT ILL FOR HIM WHO, BETTERING NOT WITH TIME,



"MADE WEAK BY TIME AND FATE, BUT. STRONG IN WILL



'LIKE MEN, LIKE MANNERS; LIKE BREEDS LIKE, THEY SAY. TENNYSON.

292 LITTLE BIRDIE.

LITTLE BIRDIE.

jjHAT does little Birdie say

In her nest at peep of day ?

Let me fly, says little Birdie,

Mother, let me fly away.

Birdie rest a little longer,

Till the little wings are stronger.

So she rests a little longer,

Then she flies away.

What does little Baby say

In her bed at peep of day ?

Baby says, like little Birdie,

Let me rise and fly away.

Baby, sleep a little longer,

Till the little limbs are stronger.

If she sleeps a little longer,

Baby too shall fly away.

[ALFRED TENNYSON. This exquisite songlet occurs in
" Enoch Arden,

and Other Poems," published in 1864.]

THE MIND DOTH SHAPE ITSELF TO ITS OWN WANTS. JOANNA BAILLIE.
.



"PROSPERITY DOTH BEWITCH MEN, SEEMING CLEAR;





" HE IS ALL FAULT WHO HATH NO FAULT AT ALL." TENNYSON.



"
IF YOU FEAR, CAST ALL YOUR CARES ON GOD." TENNYSON.

296 THE TOURNAMENT.

Shocked, like an iron-clanging anvil banged
With hammers.

I glanced aside, and saw the palace-front

Alive with fluttering scarfs and ladies' eyes.

A.KS. TENNYSON.





THOUGHT IS THE SOUL OF ACT ; AND, STAGE BY STAGE,

HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS.

HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS FROM
GHENT TO AIX.

SPRANG to the stirrup, and Joris, and he ;

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three
;

"Good speed!" cried the watch, as the gate-bolts

undrew ;

"
Speed !" echoed the wall to us galloping through ;

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest,

And into the midnight we galloped abreast

Not a word to each other ; we kept the great pace

Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place ;

I turned in my saddle, and made its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique right,

Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.

'Twas moonset at starting ; but, while we drew near

Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear ;

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see ;

At Duffeld, 'twas morning as plain as could be ;

And from Mechlin church-steeple we heard the half-chime,

So Joris broke silence with,
" Yet there is time !"

At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against him the cattle stood black every one,

To stare through the mist at us galloping past,

And I saw my stout galloper, Roland, at last,

WT
ith resolute shoulders each butting away

The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray ;

SOUL IS FROM BODY STILL TO DISENGAGE." BROWNING.



" LET FRIEND TRUST FRIEND, AND LOVE DEMANDS ITS LIKE." BROWNING.



"O PIETY ! O HEAVENLY PIETY 1

3 TUBAL CAIN.

Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad or

good,

Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood.

And all I remember is friends flocking round

As I sate with his head 'twixt my knees on the ground,

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine,

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

Was no more than his due who brought good news from

Ghent.

[ROBERT BROWNING, in some respects the greatest of living poets, and

scarcely less remarkable for his wealth of language than his depth of

thought, his insight into character, and suggestiveness, is the author of
"
Paracelsus,"

" The Blot in the 'Scutcheon,"
" Dramatis Personae,"

"
Pippa

Passes," "Men and Women," "The Ring and the Book," and numerous

lyrics and ballads.]

TUBAL CAIN.

j|LD Tubal Cain was a man of might

In the days when Earth was young ;

By the fierce red light of his furnace bright

o The strokes of his hammer rung ;

3 And he lifted high his horny hand

On the glowing iron clear,

Till the sparks rushed out in scarlet showers,

As he fashioned the sword and the spear.

And he sang
" Hurra for my handiwork !

Hurra for the spear and the sword !

Hurra for the hand that shall wield them well,

For he shall be king and lord !

"

SHE IS NOT RIGID AS FANATIC'S DREAM." MACKAY.





" SO THE FEW FAMOUS MEN OF OLD COMBINED,



"THOU SEA, WHO WAST TO ME A PROPHET DEEP,



"WISDOM, SELF-SACRIFICE, DARING, AND LOVE,



"GRANT us TO KEEP AT LEAST A PROMPT DESIRE



" LET KNOWLEDGE GROW FROM MORE TO MOKE,



" NOTHING IS THERE TO COME, AND NOTHING PAST,



" EARTH'S COMMON PLEASURES, NEAR THE GROUND LIKE GRASS

308 THE FOUNTAIN.

Into the moonlight,

Whiter than snow,

Waving so flower-like

When the winds blow !

Into the starlight,

Rushing in spray,

Happy at midnight,

Happy by day !

Ever in motion,

Blithesome and cheery,

Still climbing heavenward,

Never a-weary ;

ARE BEST OF ALL ; NOR DIE, ALTHOUGH THEY FADE. ALLINGHAM.



"
I DO NOT THINK THAT GOD WILL TAKE AWAY,



" AND SO IT IS THE SWEETEST BLOSSOM DIES ;



GOD, IN THK DREARIEST PATH WHICH MEN HAVE TROD,

BABY MAY. 3*1

Kickings up and straining risings ;

Mother's ever-new surprisings ;

Hands all wants, and looks all wonder

At all things the heavens under
;

Tiny scorns of smiled reprovings

That have more of love than lovings ;

Mischiefs done with such a winning

Archness, that we prize such sinning ;

Breakings dire of plate and glasses ;

Graspings small at all that passes ;

Pullings off of all that's able

To be caught from tray or table ;

Silences small meditations,

Deep as thoughts of cares for nations,

SHOWS PRINTS OF SAVING FEET, BOTH OLD AND NEW." MACDONALD.



" WHO KNOWS GOD'S DAY, GOD'S THOUSAND YEARS, SHALL FEEL



"A DEEPER CHILDHOOD FIRST AWAY MUST WIPE



" NEW TRUTH, AS CHILD BRINGS LOVE, COMES NOT IN VAIN,



"
'TIS GOD WHO BRINGETH LIFE FROM OUT DECAYS,



"STRANGE GLORY STREAMS THROUGH LIFE'S WILD RENTS." MASSEY.



' THE SOUL OF MAN IS LARGER THAN THE SKY." H. COLERIDGE.

ROBIN REDBREAST. 3*7

ROBIN REDBREAST.

A CHILD'S SONG.

JOOD-BYE, good-bye to Summer !

For Summer's nearly done ;

The garden smiling faintly,

Cool breezes in the sun :

Our thrushes now are silent,

Our swallows flown away ;

But Robin 's here, in coat of brown,

With ruddy breast-knot gay.

Robin, Robin Redbreast !

O Robin dear !

' FLOWERS SICKEN WHEN THE SUMMER FLIES." B. W. PROCTER.



"IN HEAVEN AMBITION CANNOT DWELL," (SOUTHEY)



' FRIENDSHIP IS A SHELTERING TREE." S. T. COLERIDGE.

OUTWARD BOUND. 319

OUTWARD BOUND.

jl

LINK ! clink ! clink ! goes our windlass

"Ahoy!" "Haul in!" "Let go!"
Yards braced and sails set,

Flags uncurl and flow.

Some eyes that watch from shore are wet,

(How bright their welcome shone !)

' HEAVEN LIES ABOUT US IN OUR INFANCY." WORDSWORTH.



" LET KNOWLEDGE GROW FROM MORE TO MORE,



'THE POETRY OF EARTH is NEVER DEAD." JOHN KEATS.

HOMEWARD BOUND. 32I

Captain, work the reckoning ;

How many knots a day?

Round the world and home again,

That's the Sailor's way !

We've traded with the Yankees,

Brazilians, and Chinese ;

We've laughed with dusky beauties,

In shade of tall palm-trees ;

Across the Line and Gulf Stream

Round by Table Bay

Everywhere and home again,

That's the Sailor's way !

Nightly stands the North Star

Higher on our bow ;

Straight we run for England

Our thoughts are in it now.

Jolly time with friends ashore,

When we've drawn our pay !

' THK PATH OF DUTY IS THE WAY TO GLORY. TENNYSON.

23





THINK NOUGHT A TRIFLE, THOUGH IT SMALL APPEAR,

SUMMER MOON, O SUMMER MOON. 323

He tosses with his lips apart, lies smiling in your gleam,

For underneath his folded lids you put a pleasant dream.

Summer Moon, O Summer Moon, his head is on his arm
;

He stirs with balmy breath and sees the moonlight on the Farm;

He stirs and breathes his mother's name, he smiles and sees

once more

The moon above, the fields below, the shadow at the door.

Summer Moon, O Summer Moon, across the lift you go ;

Far south you gaze and see my boy, where groves of orange

grow !

Summer Moon, O Summer Moon, you turn again to me,

And seem to have the smile of him who sleeps upon the sea.

[ROBERT BUCHANAN born 1841 author of "
Undertones,"

"
Idyls and

Legends of Inverburn,"
"
City Poems,"

" North Coast, and Other Poems,"
and a volume of graceful prose sketches entitled,

" David Gray, and Essays
on Poetry and Poets."]

SMALL SANDS THE MOUNTAIN, MOMENTS MAKE THE YEAR." YOUNG.



" WHAT TIMES ARE LITTLE ? TO THE SENTINEL



" VIRTUOUS LOVE IS ONE SWEET ENDLESS FIRE." HABINGTON.



" PRIDE CANNOT SEE ITSELF BY MID-DAY LIGHT J



" THE GOOD IN GRAVES AS HEAVENLY SEED ARE SOWN." DAVENANT.



" POETS THEMSELVES MUST FALL, LIKE THOSE THEY SUNG,



" WHERE SOIL IS MEN GROW, WHETHER TO WEEDS OR FLOWERS." KEATS.



"WHAT MORE FELICITY CAN FALL TO CREATURE,



" BEAUTY IS TRUTH, TRUTH BEAUTY THAT IS ALL



" LIFE IS THE ROSE'S HOPE, WHILE YET UNBLOWN ;



"SWEET ARE THE PLEASURES THAT TO VERSE BELONG." KEATS.



" BUT TRUE IT IS, ABOV

334 A GYPSY ENCAMPMENT.

Might seem a dark-robed crowd in penitence

That silent kneel
; but come now in their midst

And watch a busy, bright-eyed, sportive life !

Tall maidens bend to feed the tethered goat,

The ragged kirtle fringing at the knee

Above the living curves, the shoulder's smoothness

Parting the torrent strong of ebon hair.

Women with babes, the wild and neutral glance

Swayed now to sweet desire of mothers' eyes,

Rock their strong cradling arms and chant low strains

Taught by monotonous and soothing winds

That fall at night-time on the dozing ear.

The crones plait reeds, or shred the vivid herbs

Into the caldron: tiny urchins crawl,

Or sit and gurgle forth their infant joy.

Lads lying sphynx-like with uplifted breast

Propped on their elbows, their black manes tossed back,

Fling up the coin and watch its fatal fall,

Dispute and scramble, run and wrestle fierce,

Then fall to play and fellowship again ;

Or in a thieving swarm they run to plague

The grandsires, who return with rabbits slung,

And with the mules fruit-laden from the fields.

Some striplings choose the smooth stones from the

brook *

To serve the slingers, cut the twigs for snares,

Or trim the hazel wands, or at the bark

Of some exploring dog they dart away
With swift precision towards a moving speck.

These are the brood of Zarca's Gypsy tribe ;

Most like an earth-born race bred by the Sun

On some rich tropic soil, the father's light

* "And he took his staff in his hand, and chose him five smooth stones

out of the brook" (i Sam. xvii. 40).

IS FAITH, ABIDING THE APPOINTED DAY." H. COLERIDGE.





"
IS THERE NO BRIGHT REVERSION IN THE SKY,



" RISE TO PREVENT THE SUN ; SLEEP DOTH SIN*S GLUT,



" FRAIL LIFE I IN WHICH, THROUGH MISTS OF HUMAN BREATH

338 SONNETS.

III. ON THE LATE MASSACRE IN PIEDMONT.*

j|VENGE, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints, whose

bones

Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold
;

Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old,

When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones,

Forget not : in thy book record their groans

Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold

* Written on the occasion of the persecution of the Vaudois, inaugurated

by the Church of Rome in 1625.

WE GROPE FOR TRUTH, AND MAKE OUR PROGRESS SLOW. DAVENANT.



" HUMBLE WE MUST BE, IF TO HEAVEN WE GO ;





"ALL THINGS ARE WONDER SINCE THE WORLD BEGAN ;



WHAT STRONGER BREAST-PLATE THAN A HEART UNTAINTED ?

342 SONNETS.

T

And doth with his eternal motion make

A sound like thunder everlastingly.

Dear child ! dear girl ! that walkest with me here,

If thou appear'st untouched by solemn thought,

Thy nature therefore is not less divine ;

Thou liest "in Abraham's bosom" all the year,

And worshipp'st at the temple's inner shrine ;

God being with thee when we know it not.

[WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. See p. 139.]

THRICE IS HE ARMED THAT HATH HIS QUARREL JUST." SHAKSPEARE.





" FOR EASY THINGS THAT MAY BE GOT AT WILL



"HOW BEAUTIFUL IS ALL THIS VISIBLE WORLD!





"
IN FAITH AND HOPE THE WORLD WILL DISAGREE,



" FROM NATURE'S CHAIN, WHATEVER LINK YOU STRIKE,



" RIVER IS TIME IN WATER ; AS IT CAME, (HOLYDAY)



" THE LIGHT THAT NEVER WAS, ON SEA OR LAND,



"
E'ETN FROM THE TOMB THE VOICE OF NATURE CARIES,
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