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JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL.

BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH.

Ix the year 1632 Perrival Lowle, or Lowell, a merchant of
Dristol, England, landed at the little seaport town of Newbury,
Mass,

We generally speak of a man’s descent. In the case of James
Russell Lowell's ancestry 1t was rather an ascent through eight
generations.  Percival Lowle’s son, John Lowell, was a worthy
cooper in old Newbury , lus great-grandson was a shoemaker,
his great-greatgrandson was the Rev, John Lowell of Newbury-
port, the father of the Hon. John Lowell, who is regarded as
the anthor of the clause in the Massachusetts Constitntion
aboluhing slavery.

Judge Lowell's son, Charles, was n Unitarian minister,
“learned, saintly, and disereet.” 1l married Miss Harriet
Trall Spence, of Portsmouth, —a woman of superior mind, of
great wit, vivacity, and an impetuouty that reached eccentrie.
ity. She was of Keltic blood, of a family that came {rom the
Orkneys, and claimed descent from the Sir Patrick Spens of
“the grand old ballad ®  Several of her family were connected
with the Amencan nary. Her father was Keith Spence, purser
of the frigate # Pluladelphin,” and a prisoner at Tripolt.

By ancestry on both sides, and by connections with the

lussells and other distinguished families, Lowell was a good
tyj of the New England gentleman.

He was barn on the 22 of February, 1819, at Flmwood, not
{ar from Brattle Street, Cambridge

“Thia threastorind colomal mansion of wood was built in
1767 by Thamas Oliver, the 1t royal Lieutenant-Governor,
before the Ilevolution! Lile other houses in « Tory Row,”

1 Thomat Oitver was graluatal from Harvand Coligs I8 the clatrof 1T Mo
o a gestiomsn of fortane, 4 liewd £001 1a Lotbury  ITebonght the propevty oa

x









xii JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL.

it was nbandoned by its owners, Soon afterwards it came into
possession of Elbridge Gerry, Governor of Massachusetts, and
fifth Vice-President, of the United States, whose memory and
name are kept alive by the term “gerrymander”” It next be-
came the property of Dr. Lowell about a year before the birth
of his youngest child, and it was the home of the poet until his
death.

Lowell's early education was obtained maiuly at a school kept
nearly opposite Elmwood by a retired publisher, an English-
man, Mr. Willimn Wells. e also studied in the classical
schoo! of Mr. Danial G. Ingraham in Boston. He was gradu-
ated from 1larvard College in the class of 1838. e is reported
as declaring that he read slmost everything except the class-
books prescribed by the faculty. Lowell says, in one of his
early poems referring to Harvard, —

¢“Tho’ lightly prized the ribboned parchments three,
Yet collepixse juvat, T am glad .
That here what colleging was mine I had.”

He was secretary of the IHasty Pudding Saciety, and ane of
the editors of the college periodical Harrardiana, to which he
contributed various articles in prose and verse. His neglect of
prescribed studies, and disregard of college discipline, resnlted
in his rustication just before commencement in 1838, e was
sent to Concord, where he resided in the family of Barzillai

~
v

Frost, and made the nequaintance of Emerson, then beginning
to rouse the ire of conservative Unitarianism by his transcen-
dental philosophy, of the brilliant but overestimated Margaret
Fuller, who afterwards severely criticised Lowell's verse, and of

Flmweod Aveanein 1765, Whenhe secepted the royal commission of Tleatenant.
Governor, he beeame Presilont of the Councll appoluzed by the Kinz, On ept. 2,
1974, shout four thozeand Middlearx freebollera assemtiad at Cambrides and eom-
peled the mandamus conneiilors 1o resien,  The Preellent of the Coanell urged the
propriety of delay, tut the Cotnmlttee would not tpave hlm. He was furrad o sisn
80 sgrvement, “as s man of honot and o Christian, that he wonll never hereafter,
Bpon sny terms Whatsoever, Acorpt a sea8 at £28) Bean) on the pretent novel and
oppressive form of government.”  He Immediately quitted Cambeitze s and when
the BrAtteh troops evacustod Boston he accompantad tLem, By an a3 colncilenes
e went to restde st Brists], Ercland, whire he d1ad st the are of 17ty -two yeam,
1 1315, shortly Liefore tt o Lowells, who were of Reietad atizin, took pascrasian of hiy
Ltmer hame I Underswoal’s stetel of Lawell, Thomae Oliver 14 ermfusad with
ThlefJustioe Teter Oliver, s 1nan of & very di%erest 1)@ uf elarseter,
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other well-krown resilents of the pretty town, He had been
elected pot of his elase.  Jis remaoval from college prevented
bim from delivering the poem which was afterwands published
anoaymously for prirate distnbution. It contained a satire on
sholitiopists and reformers. I know the village,” he writes
long afterwards in the person of Haosea Biglow, Esquire.
#1 know the villace thongh, was sent there énce
A-schooln’, "causs to home I played the duncel”™

Oz his return to Cambridge he took up the study of law,
and, in 1840, received the degree of LL.K. He even went so
far as to open an office in Boston; but it is a question whether
there was any actual basis of fact in a whimsical sketch of his
entitled “My Farst Client," published 1n the short-lived Boston
Jiseellany, edited by Nathan Hale.

Several things d Lowell's ion to the exclusi
of law. Society at Cambndge was particularly attractive at
that time.  Allston the painter was hring at Cambridgeport.
Judge Story’s pleasant home was on Brattle Street. The Fays
then occupied the house whiel hag since becoma the seat of
Radeliffe College. Longfellow, descrilied as “a slender, blond
Joung professor,” was established in the Crmgic Ilouse. The
famous names of Dr. Palfrey, Professor Andrews Norton, father
of Lowell's friend and biographer, the “santly " Henry Ware,
And others will oceur to the reader, He was fond of walking
20d knew every inch of the beautiful ground then called “ Swoot
Auburn,” now turned by the hand of misguided man 1nto that
tmost distressing of monstrosities—g modern cometery. o
hannt{d the poetic shades of the Waverloy Onks, heard the
charming music of Beaver Brook, and chmbed tho hills of Bele
mont and Arhagton.

He himself took his turn in establishing n magezine, In
-;marg. 1643, he started The Pioneer, to which Ilawthorno,

ohn Neal, Miss Barrett, Poe, Winttier, Story, Iarsons, and
::xers con;nbuted,'and which, in spite of such an array of

;l;:» ]f:dnsllled :nhmely during tha winds of March,
eatitted “:r?my'pub}xsh”ed, n 1841, a little volume of poems
ofginality, bet ”dL;fe- They were marked by no gient
Mugamyfuu rayed Iittle promuse of future eminonce, and

er, who reviewed them, was quito Tight in assert.
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ing that “neither the imagery nor the music of Lowell’s verses
was his own.” The first sonnet in the present volumne (page
1) practically acknowledges the force of this eriticism. The
influence of Wordsworth and Tennyson may be distinctly traced
in most of them. But many of the lines were harsh and many
of the rhymes were careless. Lowell’s later and correcter taste
omitted most of them from his collected works.

Not far from Elmwood, but in the adjoining village of
Watertown, lived one of Lowell's classmates, whose sister,
Marin White, a slender, delicate girl, with a poetic genius in
some respects more regulated and lofty than his own, early in-
spired him with a true and saving love. Speaking of the influ-
ences that moulded his life, George William Curtis says:—

“The first and most enduring was an early and happy passion for a
lovely and high-minded woman who became his wife—the Egeria who
oxalted his youth und confirmed his noblest aspirations; a heaven-oyed
counsellor of the serener air, who filled his mind with peace and his Yo
with joy.”’

The young lady’s prudent father objected to the marriage
until the newly fledged lawyer should be in o position to sup-
port a wife. .

Shortly after the shipwreck of The Pioncer, Lowell was
offered o hundred dollars by Grakam’s Monthly for ten poems.
When Pegasus is able to earn such princely sums, there seems
no reason why Love should be kept waiting at the cottage door.
In 1844 lowell published a new edition of his pocms, and
married Miss White. It was her influence that decided him to
cast in his lot with the abolitionists. It was her refined taste
that shaped and tempered his impetuous verse. A volume of
her poems was in 1855, in an edition of fifty copies, privately
printed, and is now very rare. It is an odd cirenmstance that
in Lowell's library, from which Harvard College was allowed 1o
select any volumes not in Gore Hall, neither this hook nor any
of Lowell's own early poems was to be found.

The young couple took up their residence at Elmwood, and
here were born three danghters and a son. A} bat one of his
children died in infancy. Many of the tenderest of his poems
refer with touching pathos to his bereavement : such for instance
are ¥ The Changeling ™ and »The First Snowfall.”
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In 1845 appeared “ The Vision of Sir Launfal,” —a genuine
tnspiration composed in two days 1n a sort of ecstasy of poetic
fervor. ‘That more than anything established his fame. e
recognized that he was dedicated to the Muses.

In 1810 he wrote: —

“1¢ I have any vocation, It is the making of verse When I take my
pen for that, the world opens itself nngradgingly before me; everything
seema clear and easy, as it seems sinking to the bottom could be as one
leans over the edge of his boat In one of those dear coves at Fresh
Pond. . .., My true place is to serve the causo a3 a poet. Then my
heart leaps befors me into the conflict.”

‘The same year he began his « Biglow Papers” in the Boston
Courier. Such jeuz d'esprit are apt to be ephemeral. Lowell's
are immortal. They preserved in literary form a fast-fading
dialect; they caught and embalmed the mxghty issues of a tre.
mendou.s 1d-probl Therr infl was He
gathered them into a volume in 1818, and became correspond-
ing editor of the Anti-Slavery Standard. Fortunate man who
throws himself into an unpopular cause which is in barmony
with the Right! How different from Wordsworth who attacked
the ballot and took sides against reform!

Lowell's penchant for satire was exemplified again the same
year in his “ Fable for Critics.”

In this Lowell with no sparing hand laid on his portraits
most droll and amusing colors. It is a comic portrait gallery,
a geries of earicatures whose greatest value (as in all good cari.
catures) lies in the accurate presentation of characteristic feat-
ures. He did not spare himself .—

“There is Lowell, who " striving Parnassus to climb
‘With a whole bals of isms tied together with rhyme.
Ife might get on alone, spite of troubles and bowlers,
But be can't with that bundle he has on his shoulders,
Ths top of the hill he will ne’er come nigh reaching
THL he learns the distinctions "twixt singing and preaching;
Hls Iyre bas some chords that would ring pretty well,
But he'd rather by half make a drum of the shell,
And rattle away till he’s old as Methusalem
At the head of a march to the last New Jerasalem.”

Some of his thrusts left embittered feelings, but in general
the tone was eo good-natured that only the thin-skinued could
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object, and it must be confessed many of his judgments have
been confirmed by Time, .

In 1851 Lowell visited Europe, and spent upwards of a year
widening his acquaintance with the polite languages. ) But it is
remarkable that Lowell gave the world almost no metrical trans-
lations. Shortly after his return his wife died (Oct. 27, 1853)
after o slow decline. In reference to this bereavement Long-
fellow wrote his beautifal poem, “The Two Angels.”

The following year Longfellow resigned the Smith Professor-
ship of the French and Spanish Languages and Literature and
Belles Lettres, and Lowell svas appointed his successor with two
years' leave of absence. e had won his spurs. e had col-
Yected his poems in two volumes, not including « A Year’s Life,”
the *Biglow DPapers,"por the «Fable for Critics.” He was
known as one of the most brilliant contributors to Pufnam's
Aontkly and other magazines.

In 1851 hie delivered a series of twelve lectures on English
poetry before the Lowell Institute.  Ten years before he had
published a volume of ¥ Conversations on the Poets.”  The con-
trast between the two works is no less pronounced than that
between his earlier and later poems.

In both, however, there is a tendeney foward a confusing
over-claboration — Metaphors trample on the heels of Similes,
and quaint and often grotesque conceits sometimes pall upon
the taste, just as in the poems a flash of incongruous wit some-
times disturbs the serenity that is desirable.

On his return from Europe, Mr. Lowell accupied the chair
whicht he adorned by his brilliant attainments cnd made memo-
rable by his fame.  He lectured on Dante, Shakespeare, Chaucer,
and Cervantes, and delighted his audiences. At the same time
he was editor of the Adantic Montkly for several years. From
1863 until 1872 he was associated with Professor Charles Eliot
Norton in the conduct of the Narth American Rerview.

In 1857 he married Miss Frances Dunlap of Portland, Me.,
a cultivated lady who had been the governess of his daughter.
She had uuerring literary taste and sound judgment, and Mr.
Lowell soon came to entrust to her the management of his
financial affairs. She was enabled to make their comparatively

small income more than meet the exigencies of an exacting
position.
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The second senes of the “ Biglow Papers,” relating to the
Wer of the Rebellion, were first published in the Atlantic, They
were collected mnto a volume in 1865. That year was rendered
notable by his ¢ Commemoration Ode,” the worthy crowning of
one of the grandest poetic opportunities ever granted to man.
«Under the Willows " appeared in 1869, “The Cathedral” in
1870.

In 1861 he had issued a collection of his early descriptive
articles under the title, « Fireside Travels.” In 1870 came
“ Among my Books" The second senies followed in 1876.
“My Study Windows” was published 1 1871  All these pmse
works were marked by an vivid, poetie, i
style. The tropieal efilorescence of 1magery was characteristic
of them all. He ought to have remembgged us own words, —

“ Over-ornament rains both poem and prose.”

In 1876 appeared three memorial poems: that read at Con-
cord, April 19, 1875; that read at Cambndge under the Wash-
ington Elm, July 3, 1875; and the Fourth of Jaly Ode of 1876
This year Mr. Lowell was ap one of the ide
electors; and the following year President Hayes first offered
him the Austrian mission, and, on his refusal of that, gave him
the honorary post at Madrid, which had been adorned by
Everett, Irving, and Prescott Ile was there three years, and,
on the retirement of Mr Welsh in 1880, was transferred to the
Court of St. James, or, as one of the English papers expressed
it, he became * Hns Excellency the Ambassador of American
Literatare to the Court of Shakespeare.”

He was extremely popular. Known in pnvate as “one of
the most marvellous of story-tellers,” he became the lion of
many public occasions. The London News spoke of the “Ex-
traordinary feheity of his occasional speeches.” At Birming-
ham he delivered 2 noble address on Democracy. He was
selected to deliver the oration at the dedication of the Dean
Stanley Memonal. He spoke on Fielding at Taunton, on Cole-
ridge at Westminster Abbey, on Gray at Cambndge. He was
President of the Wordsworth Society. Al sorts of honors were
heaped upon him, both at home and abroad.

He returned to America in 1885, and once more occupied the
somewhat dilapidated historic mansion at Elmwood. Once
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more he moved amid his rave and precions books, and heard
the birds singing in the elms that his father had planted, or in
the clustered bushas back of the house. e took a deep interest
in the struggle for international copyright. He was President
of the American Copyright League, and wrote the memorable
Jines: —

“In vain we call old notions fudge,
And bend our conscience to onr dealing;
The Ten Commandments will not budge;
And stealing 1cill continue stealing.””

e used the leisure of his failing health in revising his works.
His last volume of poems was entitled “ Heart’s Ease and Rue.
One of his latest poemg My Book.” appeared in the Christmas
number of the New York Ledger in 1830. In the December
number of the Atlantic his hand was visible in the anonymous
¢ Contributor's Club.”

During the last years his health was n matter of grave anxiety
to bis friends. In the spring of 1891 he seemed better. He was
engaged in writing a life of Nathaniel [lawthorne. When the
present writer call to see him one beaatiful spring day, he found
him in his library, at that moment engaged in making sugges-
tions for the inscriptions on the new Boston Public Library.
1lis manner was the perfection of courtesy and high breeding.
His keen eyes seemed to read the very soul. Simplicity and
beautiful dignity, tempered by evident feebleness of health,
made him a memorable figure.

Toward the end of the summer he suddenly grew more
seriously itl.  He suffered severely, and his last words were,
“Oh! why don't yvou let me die?”

e drew his last breath in the early morning of Aug. 12, 1801.
He was buried at Mount Auburn, in the shadow of Indian
Ridge, not far from Longfellow’s grave, in a lot unenclosed and
marked by no menument,

Memorial sarvices were held in many places. Lord Tennyson
eabled a message of sympathy: “England and America will
mourn Mr. Lowell's death, They loved him and he loved
them”  The Queen publicly exprescad her respect and sorrow,

Few men have Joft a deeper finpress on their age. Few men
have nred noble powers more nobly. In private life and public
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station there is not a shadow fo stain the whiteness of his
fame.

As 3 poet he stands in the front rank of those who have yet
appeared iz America. As a critic he was generons and jest; as
a humorist he used his ahafts of ridicule only to wound wrong;
25 a gtatesman.and diplomat he was actuated by broad, far-
seeing views; as a man he was a type to be upheld and fol-
Towed. America has just cause to reverence his memory; and
the whole Epglish-speaking world, without geographical dis-
tinction, elaims kim as its own.

Natnax Hasgeor Dorx.






EARLY POEMS.

. —ctoto—

SONNET
Ir some small savor creep imnto my rhyme
Of the old poets, if some words I use,
Neglected long, which have the lusty thews

And, in mine own true spirit, am not brave
To speak what rushetlh upward to my tongue.

HAKON’S LAY.

Turx Thorstein looked at Hakon, where he sate,
Mute as a clond amid the stormy hall,

Along the waving host that shouts hum king,
$o rode their thrones upon the thronging seas!®

Then the old man arose. white-hared he stood,
White-bearded, and with eyes that looked afar
From their still region of perpetual snow,

Over the little smokes and stirs of men.

- s v ane st el e s,
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Loud rang the emptied beakers as he mused,
Brooding his eyried thoughts; then, as an eagle
Circles smooth-winged above the wind-vexed woods,
So wheeled his soul into the air of song

High o’er the stormy hall; and thus he sang:

«The fleteher for his arrow-shaft picks out

Wood closest-grained, long-seasoned, straight as light;
And, from a quiver full of such as these,

The wary bow-man, matched against his peers,
Long doubting, singles yet once more the best.
Who is it that can make such shafts as Fate?
WWhat archer of his arrows is so choice,

Or hits the white so surely? They are men,

The chosen of her quiver; nor for her |

Will every reed sulice, or cross-grained stick

At random from life’s vulgar fagot plucked:

Such answer houschold ends; but she will have
Souls straight and clear, of toughest fibre, sound
Down o the heart of heart; from these she strips
Al needless stuff, all sapwood, hardens therm,
From circumstance untoward feathers plucks
Crampled and cheap, and barbs with iron will:
The hour that passes is her gquiver-boy ;

When she draws bow, 't is not across the wind,
Nor "gainst the sun, her haste-snatched arrow sings,
FYor sun and wind have plighted faith to her:

Ere men have heard the sinew twang, behold,

In the butt’s heart her trembling messenger?

“The song is old and simple that 1 sing:

Good were the days of vore, when men were tried
By ring of shields, as now by ring of gold;

But, while the gods are left, and hearts of men,
And the free ocean, still the days are good;
Through the broad Larth roams Opportunity

And kuocks at every, door of hut or hall,

Until she finds the brave soul that she wants,”

He ceased, and instantly the frothy tide
Of interrupted wassail roared along;

But Leif, the son of Erie, sate apart
Musing, aud, with his eyes upon the fire,
Saw shupes of arrows, lost as soon as seen;
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But then with that resolve his heart was bent,
R HnaataSua 8 trifo

OUT OF DOORS.

T 13 good to be abroad in the sun,
His gifts abide when day is done;
Each thing 1n nature from his cup
Gathers a several virtue up,

The grace within its being’s reach
Becomes the nutriment of each,
And the same hife imbibed by all
Makes each most mndivrdual .

That hazes round the basking plum,
And, from the same mpartial light,
‘The grass sucks green, the lily white.

Like these the soul, for sunshine made,

Grows wan and gracile in the shade,
ger. facultiﬁs, which God decreed

The shadow of the poet’s roof
Rgladelzs th:a dyes of warp and woof;
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What gospels lost the woods retrieve,

Or what the eaves-dropping violet

Reports from God, who walketh yet

His garden in the hush of eve!

Away, ye pedants city-bred,

Unwise of heart, too w.se of head,

Who handeuff Art with thus and so,

And in exch other's footprints tread,

Like those who walk through drifted snow;

Who, from deep study of brick walls
Conjecture of the water-falls,

By six square feet of smoke-stained sky
Compute those deeps that overlie

The still tarn’s heaven-anointed eye,
And, in your earthen crucible,

With chemie tests essay to spell

How nature works in field and dell}
Seek we where Shakspeare buried gold ?
Such hands no charmed witeh-hazel hold;
To beach and rock repeats the sea

The mystic Open Sesame ;

Old Greylock’s voices not in vain
Comment on Milton's mountain strain,
And cunningly the varions wind
Spenser’s locked music can unbind.

A REVERIE.

Ix the twilight deep and silent
Comes thy spirit unto mine,

When the moonlight and the starlight
Over cliff aud woodland shine,

And the quiver of the river

Seems u thrill of joy benign.

Then T rise and wander slowly

To the headland by the sey,

When the evening star throbs setting
Througl the elondy eedar tree,

And from under, mellow thunder

Of the surf comes fitfully,



A REVERIE.
Then within my soul I feel thee

'
Till the pleasance of thy presence
Cools my heart with blissful tears.

All the wondrous dreams of boyhood —

All youth's fiery thirst of praise —

All the surer hopes of manhood

Blossoming 1n sadder days —

Joys that bound me, griefs that crowned me
‘With a better wreath than bays—

All the longings after freedom —
The vague Jove of human kind,
Wandering ia:r and near at random

All of these, oh best belovdd,
Happiest present dreams and past,
In thy love find safe fulfilment,
Ripened into truths at last,

Faith and beauty, hope and duty
To one centre gather fast.

How my nature, like an ocean,

At the breath of thine awakes,
Leaps its shores in mad exulting
And in foamy thunder brezks,
Then downsinking, lieth shrinking
At the tumult that it makes!

Blazing Hesperus hath sunken
Low within the pale-blue west,
And with golden splendor crowneth
The horizon's piny crest ;
Thoughtful quiet stilly the riot

Of wild longing 1n my breast.

‘Home I loiter through the moonlight,
Underneath the quivering trees,
Which, as if a spirit stirred them,
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Sway and bend, £ill by degrees
The far surge’s murmur merges
In the rustle of the breeze.

IN SADNESS.

Trere is not in this life of ours
One bliss unmixed with fears,

The hope that wakes our deepest powers
A face of sadness wears,

And the dew that showers our dearest flowers
Is the bitter dew of tears.

Tame waiteth long, and lingereth
Through weary nights and morns—

And evermore the shadow Death
With mocking finger scorns

That underneath the laurel wreath
Should be a wreath of thorns.

The laurel leaves are cool and green,
But the thorns are hot and sharp,

Lean Hunger grins and stares between
The poet and his harp;

Though of Love's sunny sheen his woof have been,
Grim want thrusts in the warp.

And if beyond this darksome ctime
Some fair star Hope may sce,

That keeps unjarred the blissiul chimeo
Of its golden infancy —

Where the harvest-time of faith sublime
Not always is to be—

Yet would the trae soul rather choose
Its home where sorrow s,

Than in a sated peace 1o Yose
Its life's supremest bliss —

The rainbow hues that bend profuse
O'er cloudy spheres like this—

Th'o want, the sorrow and the pain,
That are Love™s right to curp —
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The sunshine bursting after rain—
The gladness insccure

That makes us fain strong hearts to gain,
To do and to endure.

High natures must be thunder-scarred
With many a searing wrong;

From mother Sorrow’s breasts the bard
Sucks gifts of deepest song,

Nor all unmarred with struggles hard
‘Wax the Soul’s sinews strong.

Dear Patience, too, 18 born of woe,
- . 3

s ,
Whose voice’s flow so meek and low
Smooths the bent brows of Fate

Though Fame be slow, yet Death 1s swift,
And, o’er the spinit’s eyes,
viel A e v B
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FAREWELL.

FAREWELL' as the bee round the blossom
Doth murmur drowsily,

So murmureth round my bosom

}‘pe memory of thee;

3 . "
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My hope no longer burneth,

Which did so fiercely burn,

My joy to SOITOW turneth,

Although loath, loath to turn—

1 would forget—

And yet——:md yeb

My heart to thee still yearneth, Marian!

TFairas 4 single star thou shinest,
And white as lilies are

The slender hands wherewith thou twinest
Thy heavy auburn hair;

Thou art to me

A memory

Of all that is divinest:

Thou art s0 fair and tall,

Thy looks 80 queenly are,

Thy very shadow on the wall,
Thy step upon the stair,

The thought that thou art ni gh,
The chance look of thine eye

Are more o me than all, Marian,
And will be til 1 die!

As the last quiver of a bell
Doth fade into the air.
With a subsiding swell
That dies we know not where,

So my hope melted and was gone:

1 raised mine eyes to bless the star
That shared its Jight with me so far
Relow its silver throne,

And gloom and chilling vacancy
Were all was left to me,

1n the dark, bleak night 1 was alone!
Alone in the blessed Earth, Marian,
For what were all to me — '

1ts love, and lights and mirth, Marian,
1f 1 were not with thee ¥

My hear A3 not forget thee
More £ aning briy
Forger 7 Y en sl
The '



FAREWELL.

That thrilled my brain like wine,
Doth thrill as madly yet;

My heart cannot forget thee;
Though it may droop and pine,
Too deeply it had set thee

In every love of mine;

No new moon ever cometh,

No flower ever bloometh,

No twilight ever gloometh

But I’m more only thine.

Oh look not on me, Marian,
Thine eyes are wild and deep,
And they have won me, Maran,
From peacefulness and sleep;
The sunlight doth not sun me,
The meek moonshine doth ghun me,
All sweetest voices stun me —
There is no rest

Within my breast

And I can only weep, Marian!

As a landbird far at sea

Doth wander through the sleet
And drooping downward wearily
Finds no rest for her feet,

So wandereth my memory

Q'er the years when we did meet:

T used to say that everything
Partook a share of thee,

That not a Iittle bird could sing,

Or green leaf flutter on a tree,

That nothing conld be beautiful
Save part of thee were there,

That from thy son! so clear and full
All bright and blesstd things did cull
The charm to make them fair;

And now I know

That it was 50,

Thy spirit through the earth doth flow
And face me wheresoe’er I go—
What right hath perfectness to give
Such weary weight of woe

Unto the soul which cannot hive
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My hope no longer burneth,

‘Which did so fiercely burn,

My joy to sorrow turneth,

Although loath, loath to turn-—

1 would forget—

And yet—and yet .
My heart to thee still yearneth, Marian!

Fair as a single star thou shinest,
And white as lilies are

The slender hands wherewith thou twinest
Thy heavy auburn hair;

Thou art to me

A memory

Of all that is divinest:

Thou art so fair and tall,

Thy looks so queenly are,

Thy very shadow on the wall,
Thy step upon the stair,

The thought that thou art nigh,
The chance look of thine eye

Are more to me than all, Marian,
And will be till I die!

As the last quiver of a bell

Doth fade into the air,

With a subsiding swell

That dies we know not where,

So my hope melted and was gone:

I raised wine eyes to bless the star
That shared its light with me so far
Below its silver throne,

And gloom and chilling vacancy
Were all was left to me,

In the dark, bleak night I was alone!
Alone in the blessed Earth, Marian,
For what were 2ll to me —

Its love, and light, and mirth, Marian,
If T were not with thee?

My heart will not forget thee
More than the moaning brine
Forgets the moon when she is set;
The gush when first I met thee
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That thrilled my brain like wine,
Doth thrill as madly yet;

My heart cannot forget thee;
Though it may droop and pine,
Too deeply it had set thee

In every love of mine;

No new moon ever cometh,

No flower ever bloometh,

No twilight ever gloometh

But I’m more only thine,

Oh look not on me, Marian,
Thine eyes are wild and deep,
And they have won me, Marian,
From peacefulness and sleep;
‘The sunlight doth not sun me,
The meek moonshine doth shun me,
All sweetest voices stun me —
There is no rest

Within my breast

And I can only weep, Marian!

As 2 landbird far at sea

Dotk wander throngh the sleet
And drooping downward weanly
Finds no rest for her feet,

So wandereth my memory

O'er the years when we did meet:

1 used to say that everything
Partook a share of thee,

That not a little bird could sing,

Or green leaf flutter on a tree,

‘That nothing conld be beautiful
Save part of thee were there,

That from thy soul so clear and full
All bright and blesséd things dud call
The charm to make them fair;

And now I know

‘That it was so,

Thy spurit through the earth doth flow
And face me wheresoe’er I go—
What right kath perfectness to give
Snch weary weight of woe

Unto the soul which cannot live



LOWELL'S POEMS.

On anything more low?

Ok leave me, leave me, Marian,
There ’s no fair thing I see
But doth deceive me, Marian,
Into sad dreams of thee!

A cold snake gnaws my heart
And crushes round my brain,
And T should glory but to part
So bitterly again,

Feeling the slow tears start

And fall in fiery rain:

There ’s a wide ring round the moon, -
The ghost-like clouds glide by,
And I hear the sad winds croon
A dirge to the lowering sky;
There ’s nothing soft or mild

In the pale moon’s sickly light,
But all looks strange and wild
Through the dim, foreboding night:
I think thou must be dead

In some dark and lonely place,
With candles at thy head,

And a pall above thee spread

To hide thy dead, cold face;

But I can see thee underneath

So pale, and still, and fair,

Thine eyes closed smoothly and a wreath
Of flowers in thy hair;

I never saw thy face so clear
When thou wast with the living,
As now beneath the pall, so drear,
And stiff, and unforgiving;

I cannot flee thee, Marian,

I cannot turn away,

Mine eyes must see thee, Marian,
Through salt tears night and day,

A DIRGE.

Poer! lonely is thy bed
And the turf is overhead —
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Cold earth is thy cover;
l;iut th lxca:t hath found release,

2l i

Muu e arowsy clover;
Through thy chamber, still as death,
A smooth gurgle wandereth,

As the blue stream murmureth

To the blue sky over.

Three paces from the silver strand,
Gently in the fine, white sand,
With a hly in thy hand,

Pale as snow, they lud thee;

In no coarse earth wast thou hd,
And no gloomy coffin-lid

Darkly overwaighed thee.
Silently as snow-flakes dnft,

The smooth sand did sift and sift

O'er tho bed they made thee;
All sweet Inrds did come and sing
At thy sunny burying —

Choristers unbidden,

Ang, beloved of sun and dew,
Meek forget-me-nots upgrew
Where thine eyes so large and blue

’Neath the turf were hidden.

Where thy stainless clay doth lie,
I-
Darkening the river;
Thon hearest the clear water run;
And the nipples every one,
Scattering tKe golden sun,
Through thy silence quiver;
Vines trail down upon the stream,

Trtn thy qeenndd am ) ~laao 3y
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White as snow, thy winding sheet
Shelters thee from head to feet,
Save thy pale face only; )
Thy face is turned toward the skies,
The lids lie meekly o’er thine eyes,
And the low-voiced pine-tree sighs
O’er thy bed so lonely.
Al thy life thou lov'dst its shade:
Underneath it thow art laid,
In an endless shelter;
Thou hearest it forever sigh
As the wind’s vague longings die
In its branches dim and high —
Thou hear’st the waters gliding by
Slumberously welter.

Thou wast full of love and truth,
Of forgiveness and ruth —
Thy great heart with hope and youth

Tided to o’erflowing.

Thou didst dwell in mysteries,
And there lingered on thine eyes
Shadows of serener skies,
Awfully wild memories,

That were like foreknowing;
Through the earth thow wonld'st have gone,
Lighted from within alone,

Seeds from flowers in Heaven grown

With o free hand sowing.

Thou didst remember well and long

Some fragments of thine angel-song,

And strive, through want of woe and wrong,
To win the world unto it;

Thy sin it was to see and hear

Beyond To-day’s dim hemisphere —

Beyond all mists of hope and fear,

Into a life more true and clear,
And dearly thou didst rue it;

Light of the new world thou hadst won

Q’erflooded by a purer swn — !

Slowly Fate's ship came drifting on

And through the dark, save thou, ot one
Caught of the land a token,
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Long time thy brethren stood in fear;
Only the breakers far and near,
White with therr anger, they could hear;
The sounds of land, which thy quick ear

Caught long ago, they heard not.
And, when at last they reached the strand,
R ARy

nd,

They histened, but they heard no sound
Save from the glad life all around

A low, contented murmur.
The long grass flowed adown the lall,
A lium rose from a Indden nll,
But thy glad heart, that knew noall
But too much love, lay dead and still —
The only thing that sent a chill

Into the heart of summer.

Thou didst not seek the poet’s wreath
But too soon dudst winat,

‘Lhon, Who Wasl 1utl UL IuLIELess,
Whose very life-blood "t was to blesq,
Vhose goul’s one law was giving,
Must bandy words with wickedness,

Haggle with hunger and distress,
To win that death winch worldhiness
Calls ntterly 2 hiving

Thou sow’st no gold, and shalt not reap!”
2 DT LA AR St Sy
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It seem’d that thy strong heart would leap
Out of thy breast, and thou didst weep,
But not with fear of dying;
Men could not fathom thy deep fears,
They could not understand thy tears,
The hoarded agony of years
Of bitser self-denying.
So onee, when high above the spheres
Thy spirit sought its starry peers,
It came not back to face the jeers
Of brothers who denied it;
Star-ecrowned, thou dost possess the deeps
Of God, and thy white body sleeps
‘Where the lone pine forever keeps
Patient watch beside it,

Poet! underneath the turf,
Soft thou sleepest, free from morrow,
Thou hast struggled through the surf
Of wild thoughts and want and sorrow.
Now, beneath the moaning pine,
Full of rest, thy body heth,
‘While far up is clear sunshine,
Underneath a sky divine,
Her loosed wings thy spirit trieth;
Oft she strove to spread them here,
But they were too white and clear
For our dingy atmosphere.

Thy body findeth ample room

TIn its still and grassy tomb
By the silent river;

But thy spirit found the earth

Narrow for the mighty birth
‘Which it dreamed of ever;

Thou wast guilty of a rhyme

Learned in a benigner clime,

And of that more grievous crime,

An ideal too sublime

For the low-hung sky of Time.

The calm spot where thy body lies
Gladdens thy soul in Paradise,
It is so still and holy;
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Thy body sleeps serenely there,

And well for 1t thy soul may care, *

It was so beautiful and fair,
Lily whate so wholly.

From s0 pure and sweet a frame

Thy spirit parted as it came,
Gentle as a mawden;

Now 1t lieth full of rest—

Sods are lighter on its breast

Than the great, prophetic guest
Wherewith it was laden.

FANCIES ABOUT A ROSEBUD,
PRESSED IN AN OLD COPY OF SPENSEE

Wro prest you here? The Past can tell,
When summer skieg were bright above,

And some full heart did leap and swell
Beneath the white new moon of love.

Some Poet, haply, when the world

Showed like a calm sea, grand and blue,
Ere its cold, nky waves had curled

Q’er the numb heart once warm and true;

When, with his soul brimful of morn,
He looked beyond the vale of Time,

Nor saw therein the dullard seorn
That made his heavenliness a crime;

When, musing o’er the Poets olden,
His soul did like a sun upstart

To shoot its arrows, clear and golden,
Through slavery’s cold and darksome heart,

Alas! too soon the veil is lifted
That hangs between the soul and pain,
Too soon the morning.red hath drifted
Into dull cloud, or fallen 1n raint

Or were yon prest by one who nurst
Bleak memories of love gone by,
hose heart, like a star fallen, burst

In dark and erring vacaney ?

1
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To him you still were fresh and green
A3 when you grew upon the stalk,
And many a breezy sumimer scene
Came back — and many a mooulit walk;

And there would be a hum of bees,
A smell of childhood in the air,

And old, fresh feelings cooled the breeze
That, like loved fingers, stirred his hair!

Then wounld you suddenly be blasted

By the keen wind of one dark thought,
One nameless woe, that had outlasted

The sudden blow whereby ¢ was brought.

Or were you prest here by two lovers
Who seemed to read these verses rare,

But found between the antique covers
What Spenser could not prison there:

Songs which his glorious sonl had heard,
But his dull pen could never write,

Which flew, like some gold-wingéd bird,
Through the blue heaven out of sight?

My heart is with them as they sit,
I see the rosebud in her breast,
I see her small hand faking i%
From out its odorous, snowy nest;

I hear him swear that he will keep it,
In memory of that blessed day,

To smile on it or over-weep it
When she and spring are far away.

Ah me! I needs must droop my head,
And brush away a happy tear,

For they are gone, and, dry and dead,
The rosebud lies before me here.

Yet is it in no stranger’s hand,

For I will guard it tenderly,
And it shall be a magic wand

To bring mine own true love to me.
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My heart runs o'er with sweet surmises,
The while my fancy weaves her thyme,

Kind hopes and musical surprises
Throng round me from the olden time.

I do not care to know who prest you:
Enough for me to feel and know

That some heart’s love and longing blest you,
Knitting to-day with long-ago.

NEW YEAR'S EVE, 1844.
A FRAGMENT.

' * ms

The sea that flows between high heaven and earth,
Musing by whose smooth brink we sometimes find
A stray leaf floated from those happier shores,
And hope, perchance not vawly, !}mt some fower
Which we had watered with our holiest tears,
Tale blooms, and yet our scanty garden’s best,
O’er the same ocean piloted by love,

May find & haven at the feet of God,

And only certain of uncertanty !
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‘Whose smallest oratories are glorious worlds,
‘With painted oriels of dawn and sunset;

‘Whose carvéd ornaments are systems grand,
Orion kneeling in his starry niche, )

The Lyre whose strings give music audible

To holy ears, and countless splendors more,
Crowned by the blazing Cross high-hung o’er all;
‘Whose organ music is the solemn stops

Of endless Change breathed through by endless Good :
‘Whose choristers are all the morning stars;
Whose altar is the sacred human heart

‘Whereon Love’s candles burn unquenchably,
Trimmed day and night by gentle-handed Peace;
With all its arches and its pinnacles

That stretch forever and forever up,

Is founded on the silent heart of God,

Silent, yet pulsing forth exhaustless life
Through the least veins of all created things.

Fit musings these for the departing year;

And God be thanked for such a crystal night

As fills the spirit with good store of thoughts,
That, like a cheering fire of walnut, crackle
Upon the hearthstone of the heart, and cast

A mild home-glow o’er all Humanity !

Yes, though the poisoned shafts of evil doubts
Assail the skyey panoply of Faith,

Though the great hopes which we have had for man,
Foes in disguise, because they based belief

On man’s endeavor, not on God’s decree —
Though these proud-visaged hopes, once turned o fly,
Hurl backward many a deadly Parthian dart
That rankles in the soul and makes it sick

With vain regret, nigh verging on despair —

Yet, in such calm and earnest hours as this,

We well can feel how every living heart

That sleeps to-night in palace or in cot,

Or unroofed hovel, or which need hath known

Of other homestead than the arching sky,

Is circled watehfully with seraph fives;

How our own erring will it is that hangs

The flaming sword o’er Eden’s unclosed gate,
thh_nggs free entrdnce to the pure in heart,
And with its guarding walls doth fence the meek.
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Sleep then, O Earth, in thy blne-vaulted cradle,
Bent over always by thy mother Heaven!

We all are tall enough to reach God’s hand,
And angels are no taller: looking tack

Upon the smooth wake of a year o’er{nst,
bt S AR ¢ one,

. . . '
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Wherefrom to launch fresh battle on her foes;
Or, leaning from the time’s extremest prow,

If we gaze forward through the Liinding spray,
And dimly see how much of 11l remains,

How many fetters to be sawn asunder

By the slow toil of indinidaal zeal,

Or haply rusted by salt tears in twam,

t,
How great 1t 13 to breathe wath human breath,
To be but poor footsoldiers 1n the ranks
Of our old exiled king, Humanity,
Encamping after every bard-won field
Nearer and nearer Heaven’s happy plains,

Many great souls have gone to rest, and sleep
Under this armor, free and full of peace:
SN Eavid . =~} remains,

By any weapons; and these hem us round
With silence such that al] the groaning clank

[ G O Pptive iy NN P e
Yo FEETEC I

The natural mosic of the heart of man,

Which by kind Sorrow’s ministry hath learned
That the true sceptre of all pow-r is love

And humbleness the palace-gate of truth.
What man with soul so blind as .zes not here
The first faint tremble of Hope's mormingstar,
Foretelling how the God-forged shafts of dawn,
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TFitted already on their golden string, i
Shall soon leap earthward with exulting flight
To thrid the dark heart of that evil faith
‘Whose trust is in the clumsy arms of Force,
The ozier hauberk of a ruder age ?

Freedom! thou other name for happy Truth,
Thou warrior-maid, whose steel-clad feet were never
Out of the stirrup, nor thy lance uncouched,
Nor thy fierce eye enticéd from its watch,

Thou hast learned now, by hero-blood in vain
Poured to enrich the soil which tyrants reap;
By wasted lives of prophets, and of those

Who, by the promise in their souls upheld,

Tnto the red arms of a fiery death

“Went blithely as the golden-girdled bee

Sinks in the sleepy poppy’s cup of flame

By the long woes of nations set at war,

That so the swollen torrent of their wrath

May find a vent, else sweeping off like straws
The thousand cobweb threads, grown ecable-huge
By time's long gathered dust, but cobwebs stil],
‘Which bind the Many that the Few may gain
Leisure to wither by the drought of ease

What heavenly germs in their own souls were sown; —
By all these searching lessons thou hast learned
To throw aside thy blood-stained helm and spear
And with thy bare brow daunt the enemy’s front,
Kunowing that God will make the lily stalk,

In the soft grasp of naked Gentleness,

Stronger than iron spear to shatter through

The sevenfold toughness of Wrong’s idle shield.

A MYSTICAL BALLAD.

I

Tar sunset scarce had dimmed away
Into the twilight’s doubtful gray;

One long cloud o’er the horizon lay,
’Neath which, 3 streak of bluish white,
Wavered between the day and night;
Qver the pine trees on the hill

The trembly evening-star did thrill,



A MYSTICAL BALLAD.

And the new moon, with slender rim,
Through the elm arches gleaming dim,
Filled memory’s chalice to the brim.

.
On such an eve the heart doth grow
Full of surmise, and scarce can know
If it be now or long ago,
Or if 1ndeed 1t doth exist; —
A wonderful enchanted mist
From the new moon doth wander out,
Wrapping all things 1o mystic doubt,
So that this world doth seem untrue,
And all our fancies to take hue
From some life ages since gone through.

m
The maiden sat and heard the flow
Of the west wind so soft and low

The leaves scarce quivered to and fro;
Unbound, her heavy golden har
Rippled across her bosom bare,
EE L ORI white

Of a long-forgotten lily-bell.

.
The dim moon rested on the hill,
But silent, without thought or will,
Where sat the dreamy maiden still;
And now the moon’s tip, like a star,
Drew down below the horizon's bar;
To her black noon the night hath grown,
Yet still the maiden sits alore,
Pale as a corpse beneath a stream
And her white bosom still doth gleam
Through the deep mdmght like a dream,

.

Cloudless the morning came and fair,
And Javishly the sun doth share

21
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His gold among her golden hair,

Kindling it all, till slowly so0

A glory round her head doth glow;

A withered flower is in her hand,

That grew in some far distant land,

And, silently transfiguréd,

With wide ¢alm eyes, and undrooped head,
They found the stranger-maiden dead.

vI.

A youth, that morn, 'neath other skies,
Telt sudden tears burn in his eyes,

And bis heart throng with memories;
All things without him secmed to win
Strange hrotherhood with things within,
And he forever felt that he

Walked in the midst of mystery,

And theneeforth, why, he could not tell,
His heart would curdle at the smell

Of his once-cherished lily-bell.

vIL

Something from him had passed away;
Some shifting trembles of clear day,
Through starry erannies in his clay,

Grew bright and steadfast, more and more,
‘Where all had been dull earth before;
And, through these chinks, like him of old,
His spirit converse high did hold

With elearer loves and wider powers,

That brought him dewy {ruits and flowers
From far Elysian groves and bowers,

viIL

Just on the farther bound of sense,
Unproved by outward evidence,

But known by a deep influence

Which through our grosser clay doth shine
With light unwaning and divine,
Beyond where highest thought can fly
Stretcheth the world of Mystery —
And they not greatly overween

Who deem that nothing true hath been
Save the unspeakable Unseen.



A YEAR'S LIFE.

Ix.

One step beyond life’s work-day things,
One more beat of the soul’s broad wings,
One deeper sorrow sometimes brings
The spint into that great Vast

Where neither future 1s nor past;

None knoweth liow he entered there,
But, waking, finds Ins spirit where

He thought an angel could not soar,
And, what he called false dreams before,
The very air about his door.

x.

These outward seemings are but shows
Whereby the body sees and knows;
Far down beneath, forever flows
'l}‘stream of subtlest sympathies
(A c T se

Stretch forth Leyond our thought and sight,
Fine arteries of circling light,
Pulsed outward from the Infinite.

OPENING POEM TO
‘A YEAR'S LIFE.

With a free hand doth minister.

Bat, when sweet Hope at last hath fled,
Cometh lier sister, Memory;

She wreatlies Hope’s garlands round her head,
And strives to seem as fair as she.

Then Hopo comes back, and by the hand
She leads a clnld most fair to see,

Who with a joyous face doth stand
Uniting Hope and Memory.
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So brighter grew the Barth around, .
And bluer grew the sky above;

The Poet now bis guide hath found,
And follows in the steps of Love.

DEDICATION
T0 VOLUME OF POEMS ENTITLED
A YEARS LIFE.

Tre gentle Una I have loved,

The snowy maiden, pure and mild,

Since ever by her side I roved,

Through ventures strange, a wondering child,
In fantasy a Red Cross Knight,

Burning for her dear sake to fight.

If there be one who can, like her,

Make sunshine in life’s shady places,
One in whose holy bosom stiv

As many gentle household graces —
And such I think there needs must be —
‘Will she accept this book from me ?

THE SERENADE.

GenrLE, Lady, be thy sleeping,
Peaceful may thy dreamings he,
While around thy soul is sweeping,
Dreamy-winged, our melody;
Chant we, Brothers, sad and slow,
Let our song be soft and low

As the voice of other years,

Let our hearts within us melt,

To gentleness, as if we felt

The dropping of our mother’s tears.

Lady! now our song is bringin
Back again thy childhgood’s ho%llrsg-—-
Hearest thou the humbee singing
Drowsily among the flowers ?
Sleepily, sleepily



THE SERENADE.

12
&

In the noontide swayeth he,
Half rested on the slender stalks
e T H “ks;

Seest thou the dear old dwelling
With the woodbine round the door ?
Brothers, soft ! her breast 1s swelling
With the busy thoughts of yore;
Lowly sing ye, sing ye mldly,
Rouse her spirit not so wildly,

Lest she sleep not any more.

T is the pleasant summertide,

Open stands the window wide —
Whose voices, Lady, art thou drinking ?
‘Who sings the best belovéd tune

In a clear note, rising, sinking,
Talar, oas 2SR

Lower, Brothers, yet more low
‘Weave the song 1n mazy twines;
She heareth now the west wind blow
At evening through the clump of pines;
0! mournful is their tune,
As of a crazéd thing
Who, to herself alone,

Or with the fierce wind from the north
‘Wrang their mournful music forth.
Ever the niver floweth

In an unbroken stream,

Ever the west wind bloweth,
Murmuring as he goeth,
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Thou art not there! )

When the shadow of Night's wings

Hath darkened all the Tarth,

I listen for thy gambolings

Beside the cheerful hearth —

Thou art not there!

T listen to the far-off bell,

T murmur o’er the little songs

Yhich thou didst love so well,

Pleasant memories come in throngs

And mine eyes are blurred with tears,

But no glimpse of thee appears: )
Lonely am I in the Winfer, lonely in the Spring,
Summer and Harvest bring no trace of thee —
Oh! whither, whither art thou wandering,
Thou who didst once so cleave to me?

And Love is gone;—
I have seen him come,
T have seen him, too, depart,
Leaving desolate his home,
His bright home in my heart.
T am alone!
Cold, cold is his hearth-stone,
Wide open stands the door;
The frolic and the gentle one
Shall 1 see no more, no more ?
At the fount the bowl is broken,
I shall drink it not again,
All my longing prayers are spoken,
And felt, ah, woe is me, in vain!
Oh, childish hopes and childish fancies,
Whither have ye fled away ?
I long for you in mournful trances,
I long for you by night and day;
Beantiful thoughts that once were mine,
Might I but win you back once more,
Might ye about my being twine
And cluster as ye did of yore!
O! do not let me pray in vain —
How good and happy I should be,
How free from every shade of pain,
If ye would come again to me |
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O, come again! come, come again!

Hath the sun forgot its brightness,

Have the stars forgot to shine,

That they bring not their wonted hightness
To this weary heart of mne ?

Looking on the same bngflt Snow —
Not the same that Love and I
Together watched in days gone by!
No, not the same, alas for me!

‘Would God that those who early went
To the house dark and low,
For whom our mourntng heads were bent,
For whom our steps were slow,
O, would that these alone had left us,
That Fate of these alone had reft us,
Would God 1ndeed that it were so!
Many leaves too soon must wither,
Many flowers too soon must die,
Many bright ones wandering hither,
‘We know not whence, we know not why,
Like the leaves and hke the flowers,
Vanish, ere the summer hours,
That brought them to us, have gone by
ne oo o v s
¢

Y08 WOrth tne HOur wuen thou wert born,
‘Woe worth the day thou fled’st away —
A shade across the wind-waved corn—

A dewdrop falling from the leaves
Chance-shaken 1n a swnmer’s morn!

Woe, woe is me! my sick heart grieves,
Companionless and angumsh-worn!

I know it well, our manly years

Must be baptized n bitter tears;

Full many fountains must run dry

That youth has dreamed for long hours by,
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Choked by convention’s siroc blast
QOr drifting sands of many cares;
Slowly they leave us all at last,
And cease their flowing unawares.

THE BOBOLINK.

Axacreoxy of the meadow,

Drunk with the joy of spring!
Beneath the tall pine’s voiceful shadow
I lie and drink thy jargoning;

My soul is full with melodies,

One drop would overflow it,

And send the tears into mine eyes—
But what car’st thou to know it ?
Thy heart is free as mountain air,
And of thy lays thou hast no care,
Scattering them gayly everywhere,
Happy, unconscious poet !

Upon a tuft of meadow grass,
‘While thy loved-one tends the nest,
Thou swayest as the breezes pass,
Unburthening thine o’erfull breast
Of the crowded songs that fill it,
Just as joy may choose to will it.
Lord of thy love and liberty,

The blithest bird of merry May,

Thou turnest thy bright eyes on me,

That say as plain as eye can say —

“ Here sit we, here in the summer weather,
I and my modest mate together;

Whatever your wise thoughts may be,
Under that gloomy old pine tree,

‘We do not value them a feather.”

Now, leaving earth and me behind,
Thou beatest up against the wind,
Or, floating slowly down before it,
Above thy grass-hid nest thou flutterest °
And thy bridal love-song utterest,
Raining showers of music o’er it,
Weary never, still thou trillest,
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Spring-gladsome lays,

As of moss-rimmed water-brooks
Murmuring through pebbly nooks
In quiet summer days

My heart with happiness thou fillest,

i

As long, long years ago I wandered,

I seem to wander even yet,

The hours the 1dle school-boy squandered,
The man would die ere he ’d forget

O hours that frosty eld deemed wasted,
Nodding his gray head toward my books,
I d‘e‘:uer prize the lore I tasted .

Nature, thy soul was one with mine,

And, as a sister by a younger brother

s loved, each flowing to the other,

Such love for me was thine,

Or wert thou not more like a loving mother
With sympathy and loving power to heal,
Against whose heart my throbbing heart 1’4 lay
And moan my childish sorrows all away,

Till calm and holiness would o’er mo steal ?
‘Was not the golden sunset a dear friend ?
Found I no kindness in the silent moon,

And the green trees, whose tops did sway and bend,
Low singing evermore their pleasant tune ?

Felt I no heart in dim and solemn woods —

No loved-one’s voice 1n lonely solitudes ?

Yes, yes! unhoodwinked then my spinit’s eyes,
Blind leaders had not taught me to be wise,

Dear hours! which now 2gain I over-live,
Hearing and seeing with the ears and eyes
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Of childhood, ye were bees, that to the hive
Of my young heart came laden with rich prize,

Gathered in fields and woods and sunny dells, to be

My spirit’s food in days more wintery.
Yea, yet again ye come! ye come!

Axd, like a child once more at home
After long sojourning in alien climes,

1 lie upon my mother’s breast,

Feeling the blessedness of rest,

And dwelling in the light of other times.

O ye whose living is not Life,
Whose dying is but death,
Song, empty toil and petty strife,
Rounded with loss of breath!
Go, look on Nature’s countenance,
Drink in the blessing of her glance;
Look on the sunset, hear the wind,
The cataract, the awful thunder;
Go, worship by the sea;
Then, and then only, shall ye find,
With ever-growing wonder,
Man is not all in all to ye;
Go with a meek and humble soul,
Then shall the scales of self unroll
From off your eyes—the weary packs
Drop from your heavy-laden backs;
And ye shall see,
With reverent and hopeful eyes,
Glowing with new-born energies,
How great a thing it is to B!

FORGETFULNESS.

TrERE’S  haven of sure rest
From the loud world’s bewildering stress
As a bird dreaming on her nest,
As dew hid in a rose’s breast,
As Hesper in the glowing West;
So the heart sleeps
In thy calm deeps,
Serene Forgetfulness !
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No sorrow in that place may be,
The noise of Iife grows less and less:
As moss far down within the sea,
As, in white hily caves, a bee,
As life in a hazy reverie;
So the heart’s wave
In thy dim cave,
Hushes, Forgetfulness!

[ L RN S S

As a cloud at summer-noon astray,
As water-blooms 1n a breezeless day;
So, 'neath thine eyes,
The full heart lies,
And dreams, Forgetfulness!

SONG.

I
Wit reck I of t}xe stars, when I

From thy pale forehead, calm and brght,
Over thy cheeks so rosy wiate?

o

What care T for the red moon-rise ?
Far hefer would I sit

And watch the joy within thine eyes
Gush up at sight of 1t;

Thyself my queenly moon shall be,

Ruling my heart’s deep tides for me!

.

What heed Iif the sky be blue ?
So are thy holy eyes,

And bright with shadows ever new
Of changeful sympathies,

Which 1n thy soul’s unruftled deep

Rest evermore, but never sleep.

33
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THE POET.

Hz who hath felt Life’s mystery
Press on him like thick night,

‘Whose sou} hath known no history
But struggling after light;—

He who hath seen dim shapes arise
In the soundless depths of soul, ,

Which gaze on him with meaning eyes
TFull of the mighty whole,

Yet will no word of healing speak,
Although he pray night-long,

«Q, help me, save me! T am wealk,
And ye are wondrous strong!” —

Who, in the midnight dark and deep,
Hath felt a voice of might

Come echoing through the halls of sleep
From the lone heart of Night,

And, starting from his restless bed,
Hath watched and wept to know

‘What meant that oracle of dread
That stirred bis being so;

He who hath felt how strong and great
This Godlike soul of man,

And looked full in the eyes of Fate,
Since Life and Thought began;

The armor of whose moveless trust
Knoweth no spot of weakness,

Who hath trod fear into the dust
Beneath the feet of meekness ; —

He who hath calmly borne his cross,
Knowing himself the king

Of time, nor counted it 2 loss
To learn by suffering ; —

And who hath worshipped woman still
With a pure soul and lowly,

Nor ever hath in deed or will
FProfaned her temple holy —

He is the Poet, im unto
The gift of song is given,

Whose life is lofty, strong, and true,
‘Who never fell from Heaven;
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He is the Toet, from his lips
To live forevermore,

Majestical as full-sailed ships,
The words of 1Wisdom pour.

FLOWERS.

“ At be thou, holie hearbe,
Growing on the ground,
All 1n the mount Calvary
First wert thon found;
Thou art good for manie a sore,
Thou healest mame a wound,
In the name of sweete Jesus
I take thee from the ground.”
— Ancient Charm-verse,
H
When, from a pleasant ramble, home
Fresh-stored with quiet thoughts, I come,
1 pluck some wayside flower
And press it 1n the chocest nook
Of amnuch-loved and oft-read book;
And, when upon its leaves I look
In a less happy hour,
Dear memory bears me far away
TUnto her fairy bower,
And on her breast my head I lay,

PrRIpE

1

Yes, maany a story of past kours
T read in these dear withered flowers,
And once again I seem to be
T Eartaathahaion

35
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And once again I seem

To watch the whirling bubbles fiee,
Through shade and gleam alternately,
Down the vine-bowered stream;

Or 'neath the odorous linden trees,
When summer twilight lingers long,
To hear the flowing of the breeze
And unseen insects’ slumberous song,
That mingle into one and seem

Like dim murmurs of a dream ;

Fair faces, too, I seem to see,
Smiling from pleasant eyes at me,
And voices sweet I hear,

That, like remembered melody,

Flow through my spirit’s ear.

I

A poem every flower is,
And every leaf a line,
And with delicious memories
They fill this heart of mine:
Wo living blossoms are so clear
.As these dead relics treasured here;
One tells of Love, of friendship one,
Love’s quiet after-sunset time,
When the all-dazzling light is gone,
And, with the soul’s low vesper-chime,
O’er half its heaven doth outflow
A holy calm and steady glow.
Some are gay feast-songs, some are dirges,
In some a joy with sorrow merges;
One sings the shadowed woods, and one the roar
Of ocean’s everlasting surges,
Tumbling upon the beach’s hard-beat floor,
gr shdint% b:llek(\ivard from the shore

0 meet the landward waves and slov
O flowers of grace, I bless ye all vy plunge once more

By the dear faces ye recall!

Iv.

Upon the banks of Life’s deep streams
Full many a flower groweth,
Which with a wondrous fragrance teems,
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And in the silent water gleams,
And trembles as the water floweth,
Mnnx a2 one the wave upteareth,

< PR

N 3
Tlnwine mara daan and sta-ba
'

1ts voice 18 sad, and with 1ts flow
Mingles ever a sense of ill;
';[“l;xen., Poet, thou who gather d‘ost

L2080

V.

Tn the cool grottos of the soul,
‘Whence flows thought's crystal niver,
Whence songs of joy forever roll
To Him who is the Giver —

‘There store thou them, where fresh and green
Their leaves and blossoms may be seen,
A spring of joy that faileth never;
There store thou them, and they shall be
A blessing and a peace to thee,

And in their youth and penty

Thou shalt be young forever!

Mhon wdéh 4kde fonmmnmnn <1 223 an
"

Ahuu wauy sHau UL o Luapiel Ldiry
Breathing a pure and holy air,

To crown thy holy life.

I

0 Poet! above all men blest,
Take heed that thus thou store them;
Love, Hope, and Faith shall ever rest,
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Sweet birds (upon how sweet a nest!)
‘Watchfully brooding o’er them.
And from those flowers of Paradise
Scatter thou many a blesséd seed,
‘Wherefrom an offspring may arise
To cheer the hearts and light the eyes
Of after-voyagers in their need.

They shall not fall on stony ground,
But, yielding all their hundred-fold,
Shall shed a peacefulness around,
‘Whose strengthening joy may not be told,
So shall thy name be blest of all,
And thy remembrance never die;

For of that seed shall surely fall

In the fair garden of Lternity.

Exult then in the nobleness

Of this thy work so holy,

Yet be not thou one jot the less
Humble and meek and lowly,

But let thine exultation be

The reverence of g bended knee;

And by thy life a poem write,

Buil$ strongly day by day —

And on the rock of Truth and Right
Tts deep foundations lay.

VIL

It is thy puTy! Guard it well!
For unto thee hath much been given,
And thou canst make this life a Hell,
Or Jacob’s-ladder up to Heaven.
Let not thy baptism in Life’s wave
Make thee like him whom Homer sings —
A sleeper in a living grave,
Callous and hard to outward things,
But open all thy soul and sense
Tao every blesséd influence
That from the heart of Nature springs:
Then shall thy Life-flowers be to thee,
‘When thy best years are told,

. Asmuch as these have been to me —

Yea, more, a thousand-fold !
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THE LOVER.

L
Go from the world from East to West,
Search every land beneath the sky,
You cannot find a man so blest,

A king so powerful as 1,

Though you should seek eternally,

n
For I a gentle lover be,

Sitting at my loved-one’s side;

She giveth her whole soul to ree

Without a wish or thouzht of pnide,

And she shall be my cherished bride.

.

No show of gaudiness hath she,
She doth not flash with jewels rare;
In besutiful simphcity
She weareth leafy garlands fair,

Or modest flowers in her hair.

™.

Sometimes she dous a robe of green,
Sometimes a robe of snowy white,
Bat, in whatever garb she’s seen,
It seems most beautiful and right,
Anrd is the Joveliest to my sight.

v

Not I her lover am alone,
Yet unto all she doth suffee,
None jealous is, and every one
Reads love and truth within her eyes,
And deemeth her hus own dear prize.

L
And =o thon art, Eternal Natare!

Yes, bride of Heaven, so thou art;

Thou wholly lovest evers «reature,

Giving to each no stinted pars,

Bat filling every peaceful heart.
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TO E. W. G.

«Prar Child! dear happy Girl! if thou appear
Heedless — untouched with awe or serious thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less divine:
Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year;
And worship’st at the Temple’s inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.”
— Wordsworth.

.

As through 2 strip of sunny light

A white dove flashes swiftly on, |

So suddenly before my sight

Thou gleamed’st & moment and wert gone;
And yet I long shall bear in mind

The pleasant thoughts thou left’st behind.

Thou mad’st me happy with thine eyes,
And happy with thine open smile,

And, as 1 write, sweet memories .
Come thronging round me all the while;
Thou mad’st me happy with thine eyes —
And gentle feelings long forgot

Looked up and oped their eyes,

Like vicolets when they see a spot

Of summer in the skies.

‘Around thy playful lips did glitter
Heatdightnings of a girlish scorn;
Harmless they were, for nothing bitter
In thy dear heart was ever born—
That merry heart that could not lie
Within its warm nest quietly,

But ever from each full, dark eye
Was looking kindly night and morn.

There was an archness in thine eyes,
Born of the gentlest mockeries,
And thy light laughter rang as clear
As water-drops T loved to hear
In days of boyhood, as they fell .
Tinkling far down the dim, still well ;
And with its sound come back onee more
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The feelings of my early years,

And half aloud T murmured o'er—
“Sure 1 have heard that sound before,
1t is so pleasant in mine ears.”

Thenever thou didst look on me
T thought of merry birds,
And something of spring’s melody
Carme to me in thy words;
et A 2T .

I bound a larch-twg round with fowers,
Which thou didst twine among thy hair,
And gladsome were the few, short hours
VWhen I was with thee there;

So now that thou art far away,
Safe-nestled in thy warmer clime,

In memory of a happier day

1 twine this simple wreath of rhyme.

Dost mind how she, whom thou dost love
More than in light words may be said,
A coronal of amaranth wove
Ahpet ¢hy dulg b I boo ¥

’e ' . e

‘I'hy childlike grace and punty
O keep forevermore,
And as shou art, still strive to be,
That on the farther shore
Of Time's dark waters ye may meet,
And she may twine around thy brow
A wreath of those bright flowers that |
YWhere blesséd angels set their feet!
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ISABEL.

As the leaf upon the tree,

Fluttering, gleaming constantly,

Such a lightsome thing was she,

My gay and gentle Isabel! )

Her heart was fed with love-springs sweet,
And in her face you’d see it beat

To hear the sound of welcome feet—

And were ot mine so, Isabel ?

She knew it not, but she was fair,
And like a moonbeam was her hair,
That falls where flowing ripples are
In summer evenings, Isabel!

Her heart and tongue were scarce apart,
Unwittingly ber lips would part,

And love came gushing from her heart,
The woman’s heart of Isabel.

So pure her flesh-garb, and like dew,
That in her features glimmered through
Tach working of her spirit true,

In wondrous beauty, Isabel!

A sunbeam struggling through thick leaves,
A reaper’s song mid yellow sheaves,

Less gladsome were ; — my spirit grieves
To think of thee, mild Isabel!

I know not whea I loved thee first;
Not loving, 1 had been accurst,
Yet, having loved, my heart will burst,
Longing for thee, dear Isabel !
With silent tears my cheeks are wet,
I would be calm, I would forget,
But thy blue eyes gaze on me yet,
‘When stars have risen, Isabel.

The winds mourn for thee, Isabel,
The flowers expect thee in the dell,
Thy gentle spirit loved them well,
Angd I for thy sake, Isabel!
The sunsets seem less lovely now
Than when, leaf checkered, on thy brow
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They fell as lovingly as thou
Lingered’st till moon-rise, Isabel?

At dead of night T seem to see
Thy fair, pale features constantly
Upturned in sileat prayer for me,
OQ'er moveless clasped hands, Isabel?!
'Irkmll thee, thou dost rot reply,

-5 ,.1,.,.... eoldly ¢

MUSIC.

I

1 sxex to lie with drooping eyes,
Dreaming sweet dreams,
Half longings and half memcries,
In woods where streams
‘With trembhing shades and whirling gleams,
Many and bnght,
In song and light,
Are ever, ever ﬂavnng'
While the wind, if we list to the rustling grass,
Which numbers his footsteps as they pass,
Seems searcely to be blowing;
And the far-heard voice of Spring,
From sunny slopes comes wandenng,
‘ Calling the violets from the sleep,
That bound them under snow-dnfts deep,
To open their childlike, asking eyes
On tﬁc e new summer’s ]mra.dl.e
And mingled with the gurgling waters —
As the dreamy witche
Of Achelotis’ gilver-votced danghters
Rose and fell with the heaving sea,
Those great heart swelled with ecstasy —
The song of many 3 fleating bird,
Winding through the rifted trees
Is dreamily half. heard —
A sigter gtrearm of melodies
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Rippled by the flutterings
Of rapture-quivered wings.

IL

And now beside a cataract
I lie, and through my soul,
From over me and under,
The never-ceasing thunder
Arousingly doth roll;
Through the darkness all compact,
Through the trackless sea of gloom,
Sad and deep I hear it boom
At intervals the cloud is eracked
And a livid flash doth hiss
Downward from its floating home,
Lighting up the precipice
And the never-resting foam
'With a dim and ghastly glare,
‘Which, for a heart-beat, in the air,
Shows the sweeping shrouds
Of the midnight clouds
And their wildly-scattered hair.

I
Now listening to a woman’s tone,
In a wood I sif alone —
Alone because our souls are one; —
All around my heart it flows,
Lulling me in deep repose;
I fear to speak, T fear to move,
Lest I should break the spell T love —
Low and gentle, calm and clear,
Into my inmost soul it goes,

As if my brother dear,

‘Who is no longer here,

Had bended from the sky

And murmured in my ear
A strain of that high harmony,

Which they may sing alone

‘Who worship round the throne,

v.
Now in a fairy boat,
On the bright waves of song,

\
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Full merrily I ficat,
Merrily float along;
My helm is veered, I care not how,
My white sail bellies over me,
And bright as gold the npples be
That plash beneath the bow;
Before, behind,
They feel the wind,
And they are dancing joyously —
‘While, faintly heard, along the far-off shore
The surf goes plunging with a hngering roar;
Or anchored n a shadowy cove,
Entranced with harmonies,
Slowly I sink and nise
As the slow waves of music move.

v.
Now softly dashing,
Bubbling, plasking,
Mazy, dreamy,
Faint and streamy,
Ripples mnto npp{es melt,
Not so strongly heard as felt;
Now rapid and quick,
While the heart beats thick,
The muste silver wavelets crowd,
Distinet and clear, but never loud
And now all solemnly and slow,
In mild, deep tones they warble low,
Lake the glad song of angels, when
They sang good will and peace to men;
Now faintly heard and far,

As if the spint’s ears
Had caught the| :mth?m of astar

e tneng
1

And wondrous shadows pour in streams
From the twofold gate of dreams;

Now onward roll the billows, swelling
With a tempest-sound of mught,

As of voices doom foretelling
To the silent ear of Night;
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And now a mingled ecstasy
Of all sweet sounds it 18;—

0! who may tell the agony
Of rapture such as this?

VI

T have drunk of the drink of immortals,
1 have drunk of the life-giving wine,

And now I may pass the bright portals
That open inte a vealm divine!

I bave drunk it through mine ears
In the ecstasy of song,

‘When mine eyes would fill with tears
That its life were not more long;

T have drunk it throngh mine eyes
Tn beauty’s every shape,

And now around my soul it les,
No juice of earthly grape!

Wings! wings are given to me,
I can flutter, I can rise,

Like a new life gushing through e
Sweep the heavenly harmonies!

SONG.

01 I must look on that sweet face once more before I die;

God grant that it may lighten up with joy when I draw
nigh ;

God grant that she may look on me as kindly as she seems

In the long night, the restless night, ¥ the sunny land of
dreams !

1 hoped, I thought, she loved me once, and yet, I know
not why,

There is a coldness in her speech, and a coldness in her eye.
Sontething that in another’s look would not seem cold to
me

And yet Hie dce T feel it chill the heart of memory.

She does not come to
And in her utmost openness I feel there s something hid ;
She almost seems to shun me, as if she thought that I

Might win her gentle heart again to feelings long gone by.

greet me so frankly as she did,
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1 sought the first spring-buds for ker, the fairest and the
bes

And she wore them for their loveliness upon her spotless

reast,
The blood-roct and the violet, the frail anemone,
She wore them, and alas! I deemed 1t was for love of me!

As flowers in a darksome place stretch forward to the
Kight,

S0 ta the meory of her T turn by day and night;

As flowers in a darksome place grow thun and pale and

wan,
So is it with my darkened heart, now that her light is
gone,

The thousand little things that Jove doth treasure up for

aye,

And brood upon with moistened eyes when she that’s
loved ’s away,

The word, thﬂ look, "the smile, the blush, the nbbon that
she v

Each day thry grow more dear to me, and pain me more
and more.

My face T cover with my hands, and bitterly I weep,
That the quick-gathering sands of hife should choke a
love so deep,
And that the stream, g0 pure and bright, must turn 1t
from its track,
Orto tl}x}:cl’x:«n/springs, whence 1t rose, roll 1ts full waters
'

As calm as doth tke lily float close by the lakelet’s bnim,

8o calm and spotless, down time's stream, her peaceful
days did swim,

And I hail longed, and dreamed, and prayed, that closely
by her side,

Down toa haven still and sure, my happy life might glide.

But now, alas! those golden days of youth and hope are
oer,

And 1 must dream those dreams of joy, those gm‘
no more;
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Yet there is something in my heart that whispers cease.

lessly,

¢ Would God that I might see toat face once more before

T diet” -

IANTHE.
I

TrerE is a light within her eyes,
Like gleams of wandering fire-flies §
From light to shade it leaps and moves
Whenever in her soul arise

The holy shapes of things she loves;
Fitful it shines and changes ever,
Like star-lit ripples on a river,

Or summer sunshine on the eaves

Of silver-trembling poplar leaves,
‘Where the lingering dew-drops guiver.
1 may not tell the blessedness

Her mild eyes send to mine,

The sunset-tinted haziness

Of their mysterious shine,

The dim and holy mournfulness

Of their mellow light divine;

The shadow of the lashes lie

Over them so lovingly,

That they seem to melt away

In a doubtful twilight-gray,

‘While T watch the stars arise

In the evening of her eyes,

I love it, yet I almost dread

To think what it foreshadoweth ;

And, when I muse how I have read
That such strange light betokened death — .
Instead of fire-fly gleams, I see

Wild corpse-lights gliding waveringly.

I
With wayward thoughts her eyes are bright,

Like shiftings of the northern-light,
Hither, thither, swiftly glance they,
In a mazy twining dance they,
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Like ripply lights the sunshine weaves,
"rhrown b:xck\\'ar;d‘ from a shaken nook,

l .
Yet when therr wild hight fades agan,

1 feel a sudden sense of pam,

As if, while yet her eyes were gleamung,
And like a shower of sun-ht ran

Brght fancies from her face were streaming,
Her trembling sonl mght flit away

‘As swift and snddenly as they.

.

A wild, inspiréd earnestness

Her inmost beng fills,
And eager self-forgetfulness, .
. That speaks not what 1t wills,

. ) bo
When on her trembling Lips 1t thnlls,
\y e on e wng s

Unwittingly is borne away,

Lulled by a dreamful music ever,

Far —through the solemn twilight-gray
Of hoary woods — through valleys green
®



50 LOWELL’S POEMS.

Which the trailing vine embowers,
And where the purple-clustered grapes are seen
Deep-glowing through rich clumps of waving flowers —
Now over foaming rapids swept
And with maddening rapture shook —
Now gliding where the water-plants have slept
For ages in a moss-rimmed nook —
Enwoven by a wild-eyed band
Of earth-forgetting dreams,
1 float to a delicious land
By a sunset heaven spanned,
And musical with streams; —
Around, the ealm, majestic forms
And god-like eyes of early Greece I see,
Or listen, till my spirit warms,
To songs of courtly chivalry,
Or weep, unmindful if my tears be seen,
For the meek, suffering love of poor Undine.

Iv.

Her thoughts are never memories,
But ever changeful, ever new,
Fresh and beautiful as dew
That“in a dell at noontide lies,
Or, at the close of summer day,
The pleasant breath of new-mown hay:
Swiftly they come and pass
As golden birds across the sun,
As light-gleams on tall meadow-grass
‘Which the wind just breathes upon.
And when she speaks, her eyes I see
Down-gushing through their silken lattices,
Like stars that quiver tremblingly
Through leafy branches of the trees,
And her pale cheeks do flush and glow
With speaking flashes bright and rare
As crimson North-lights on new-fallen Snow,
From out the veiling of her hair—
Her careless hair that scatters down
On either side her eyes,
A waterfall leaf-tinged with brown
And lit with the sunrise.
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.

When first I saw her, not of earth,
But heavenly both in grief and mirth,
1 thought her; she did seem
As fair and full of mystery,

As bodiless, as forms we see

. ) )
Faded not all away;

She has a sister’s sympathy

With all the wanderers of the sky,

She loveth it as well,
And of their love perchance this grace
‘Was born into her wondrous face,
I cannot tell how 1t may be,
For both, methinks, can scarce be true,
Still, as she earthly grew to me, *
She grew more heavenly too;

Yet is the mildness of her eyes
Made up of quickest sympathies,

Of kindliness and ruth;
So, though some shade of awe doth stir
Onr souls for one so far above us,
We feel secure that she will love us,
And cannot keep from loving her.
She is a poem, which to me
In speech and look is written bnght,
And to her life’s rich harmony
Doth ever sing itself anight;
Dear, glorious creature'

51
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With eyes so dewy bright,
And tenderest feeling
Tiself revealing
In every look and feature,
Telcome as a homestead light

To one long-wandering in a clouded night;

0, lovelier for her woman’s weakness,
Thich yet is strongly mailed

In armor of courageous meekness
And faith that never failed!

L
Early and late, at her soul’s gate,
Sits Chastity in warderwise,
No thoughts unchallenged, small or great,
Go thence into her eyes;
Yor may a low, unworthy thought
Beyond that virgin warder win,
Xor one, whose password is not “ought,”
May go without or enter in.
I call her, seeing those pure eyes,
The Eve of a new Paradise,
Which she by gentle word and deed,
And look no less, doth still create
About her, for her great thoughts breed
A calm that lifts us from our fallen state,

And makes us while with her both good and great—

Nor is their memory wanting in our need:
With stronger loving, every hour,

Turneth my heart to this frail flower,
‘Whieh, thoughtless of the world, hath grown
To beauty and meek gentleness,

Here in a fair world of its own —

By woman's instinet trained alone —

A lily fair which God did bless,

And which from Nature’s heart did draw

Love, wisdom, peace, and Heaven’s perfect law.

LOVE'S ALTAR.

1.
I surrT an altar in my soul,
I builded it to one alone;



LOVE'S ALTAR.

And ever silently I stole,
In happy days of long-agone,
To make rich offerings to that oxe.

I
. "1“ was gax:lan.ded with purest thought,

It seemed 2 spot of cloudless light.

hoid

Yet when I made my offering there,
Tike Cain’s, the mcense would not rise;
Back on my heart down-sank the prayer,
And altar-stone and sa2cnifice
Grew hateful in my tear-dimmed eyes.

.

O'er-grown with age’s mosses green,
The little altar firmly stands;
It is not, as it once hath been,
A selfish shrine ; —these time-taught hands
Bring incense now from many lands.

V.

Knowledge doth only widen love;
The stream, that lone and narrow rose,
Doth, deepening ever, onward move,
And with an even current flows
Calmer and calmer to the close.

VI

The love, that in those early days
Girt round my spirit like a wall,
Hath faded like a morning haze,
And flames, unpent by self's mean thrall,
Rise clearly to the perfect avt.

53
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IMPARTIALITY.

1.

T caxxor say a scene is fair
Because it s beloved of thee,
But T shall love to linger there,
For sake of thy dear memory ;
I would not be so coldly just
As to love only what I mush.

.

1 canunot say a thought is good
Because thou foundest joy in it;
Each soul must choose its proper food
Which Nature hath decreed most fit;
But I shall ever deem it so
Because it made thy heart o’erflow.

TIL

I love thee for that thou art fair;
And that thy spirit joys in aught
Createth a new beaunty there.
With thine own dearest image fraught;
Angd love, for others’ sake that springs,
Gives half their charm to lovely things.

BELLEROPHON.
DEDICATED TO MY FRIEXD, JOEN F, HEATH.

1
I rEEL the bandages uaroll
That bound my inward seeing;
Freed are the bright wings of my soul,
Types of my god-like being;
High thoughts are swelling in my heart
And rushing through my brain;
May I never more lose part
In my sonl’s realm again!
All things fair, where’er they be,
In earth or air, in sky or sea,
I have loved them ali, and taken
Al within my throbbing breast;
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No mote my spir can be shaken
From it ealm @ dk\ng\y rest!
Tove \mﬂ shed 1ts hght around 1
Tove hath pierced U the shades 3 that bound me;
Mine eye are openeds 1 can 5€8
The universe o's mysterys
The m\g\\ty peart and core
Of After 2 nd Beio e
1 see, and 1 am eak DO o morel

i

T W:m)‘ up ward evermoxe,
To Tieaven's open gate 1 80
Tattle thonghts 2T are fm' eh\nd

Though the whole waorl d \d pe darks
Tove, wide Love, 15 the on€ haht
All else 18 but & f:u\m" parh
Love 18 the nectm' el uth fil
Qur soul's cup even to verfloning
And, warmg hmn. nd thoutht FReR £
Doth lie wathn > kil e v
vom its O% noonbie tad e
Peanty and Tuth o8 Al
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To one who shall be matched with me;
The lustre of my coronal

Shall cast a dimness over all. —

Alas! alas! what have I spoken?

My strong, my eagle wings are broken,
And back again to earth I fall!

SOMETHING NATURAL.

ht

Waen first I saw thy soul-deep eyes,
My heart yearned to thee instantly,
Strange longing in my soul did rise;
I cannot tell the reason why,

But I must love thee till I die.

s d

The sight of thee hath well-nigh grown
As needful to me as the light;
I am unrestful when alone,
And my heart doth not heat aright
Except it dwell withiu thy sight.

IIL

And yet — and yet — O selfish love!
I am not happy even with thee;
1 see thee in thy brightness move,
And cannot well contented be,
Save thou should’st shine alone for me.

.

‘We should love beauty even as flowers —
For all, ’t is said, they bud and blow,
They are the world’s as well as ours —
But thou-—alas! God made thee grow
So fair, I cannot love thee so!

A FEELING.

Tur flowers and the grass to me
Are eloquent reproachfully ;
For would they wave so pleasantly
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THE CHURCH.

1.

1 Lovs the rites of England’s church;
1 love to hear and see

The priest and people rending slow
The solemn Litany;

I love to hear the glorious swell
Of chanted psalm and prayer,

And the deep organ’s bursting heart,
Throb through the shiverirg air,

IL.

Chants, that a thousand years have heard,
I love to hear again,

For visions of the olden time
Are wakened by the strain;

With gorgeous hues the window-glass
Seems suddenly to glow,

And rich and red the streams of light
Down through the chancel flow.

I11.

And then I murmur, “Surely God
Delighteth here to dwell;

This is the temple of his Son
Whom he doth love so well;”

But, when I hear the creed which saith,
This church alone is His,

1 feel within my soul that He
Hath purer shrines than this,

Iv.

For his is not the builded church,
Nor organ-shaken dome;
In every thing that lovely is
He loves and hath his home;
Axnd most in soul that Joveth well
All things which he hath made,
Knowing no creed but simple faith
That may not be gainsaid.
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v.
His church is universal Love,
And whoso dwells therein
Shall need no customed sacrifice
To wash away his sin;
And music in its aisles shall swell,
Of lives upright and true,
Sweet as dreamed sounds of angel-harps
Down-guivering through the blue.

VL

They shall not ask a litany,
The souls that worship there,

But every look shall be a hymn,
And every word a prayer;

Therr service shall be written bright
In calm and holy eyes,

And every day from fragrant hearts
Fit incense shall arise,

THE UNLOVELY.

Tz pretty things that others wear
Took strange and out of place on me,
1 never seem dressed tastefully,
Because I am not fair;
And, when I would most pleasing seem,
And deck myself with joyful care,
I find it is an idle dream,
Because I am not fair

If T put roses in my hair,
They bloom as 1f in mockery;
Nature denies her sympathy,

Because I am not far,

Alas! T have a warm, true heart,
But when I show it people stare;
1 must forever dwell apart,

Because I am not fair.

T am least happy being where
The hearts of others are most light,






SONTF.

Shall I never with thee dwell,
Never be at one with thee ?

Tnward, inward to thy heatt,
Kindly Nature, take me,
Lovely even as thou art,

Majesty and earnestness.

Homeward, homeward to thy heart,
Dearest Nature, call me,
Let no halfness, no mean part,
Any longer thrall me!
I will be thy lover true,
I will be a faithful soul,
Then circle me, then loock me through,
Fill me with the mighty Whole,

SONG.

Aty things are sad: —

I go and ask of Memory,

That she tell sweet tales to me
To make me glad;

And she takes me by the hand,
Leadeth to old places,
Showeth the old faces

In her hazy mirage-land;

0, her voice 1s sweet and low,

And her eyes are fresh to mne

' As the dew
Gleaming through

The half-unfolded Eglantine,

Long ago, long ago!

But I feel that I am only

Yet more sad, and yet more lonely!

Then I turn to blue-eyed Hope,
And beg of her that she will ope
THer golden gates for me;
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She is fair and full of grace,
But she hath the form and face
Of her mother Memory ;
Clear as air her glad voice .ringeth,
" Joyous are the songs she singeth,
Yet 1 hear them mournfully ; —
They are songs her mother taught her,
Crooning to her infant daughter,
As she lay upon her knee.
Mauy little ones she bore me,
Woe 1s me! in by-gone hours,
Who danced along and sang before me,
Scattering my way with flowers;
One by one
They are gone,
And their silent graves are seen,
Shining fresh with mosses green,
Where the rising sunbeams slope
O'er the dewy land of Hope.

But, when sweet Memory faileth,
And Hope looks strange and cold; .
When youth no more availeth,

And Grief grows over bold; —
When softest winds are dreary,
And summer sunlight weary,
And sweetest things uncheery
We know not why: —
‘When the crown of our desires
Weighs upon the brow and tires,
And we would die,
Die for, ah ! we know not what,
Something we seem to have forgot,
Something we had, and now have not; —
When the present is a weight
And the future seems our foe,
And with shrinking eyes we wait,
As one who dreads a sudden blow
In the davk, he knows not whence; —
When Love at last his bright eye closes,
And the bloom upon his face,
That lends him such a living grace,
Is a shadow from the roses
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Wherewith we have decked his bier,
Because he once was passing dear; —
When we fecl a leaden sense
Of nothingness and mpotence,
Tl we grow mad —
Then the body saith,
“There's but one true faith;
All things are sad !

A LOVE-DREAM.

Prrasavt thoughts come wandering,
When thou art far, from thee to me;
On their silver wings they bring

A very peacefn] ecstasy,

A feeling of eternal spring;

So that Winter half forgets
Everything but that thou art,

And, in bis bc:vildered heart,

- N -f ahen minlnte

Of memories dear, and dearer prophecies,
When young spring forever dwells
In the sunshine of thine eyes.

1 have most holy dreams of thee,

All night I have such dreams;
And, when I awake, reality

No whit the darker seems;

Through the twin gates of Hope and Memory

'They pour in erystal strcams
From out an angel’s ealmdd eyes,
Who, from twilight till sunrise,
Far away in the upper deep,
Yoised upon his slumng wings,
QOver us his watch doth keep,
And, as he watcheth, ever sings

Through the still mght T hear lum si
Down-tooking on out sfeep, e
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T hear his clear, clear harp-strings ring,
And, as the golden notes take wing,
Gently downward hovering,

For very joy I weep;
He singeth songs of holy Love,
That quiver through the depths afar,
Where the blessed spirits are,
And lingeringly from above
Shower t1ll the morning star
His silver shield hath buckled on
Angd sentinels the dawn alone,
Quivering his gleamy spear
Through the dusky atmosphere.

Almost, my love, 1 fear the morn,

TWhen that blessed voice shall cease,

Lest it shounld leave me quite forlorn,

Stript of my snowy robe of peace;

And yet the bright reality

Is fairer than all dreams can be,

For, through my spirit, all day long,

Ring echoes of that angel-song

In melodions thoughts of thee;

And well I know it cannot die

Till eternal morn shall break,

For, through life’s slumber, thou and I

Wili keep it for each other’s sake,
And it shall not be silent when we wake.

FOURTH OF JULY ODE.

1.

Our fathers fought for Liberty,
They struggled long and well,
History of their deeds can tell —

But did they leave us free ?

1L
Are we free from vanity,
Free from pride, and free from seld,
Free from love of power and pelf
From everything that’s beggarly ? ’
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ur,

Are we free from stubborn will,
From low hate and malice small,
From opinjon’s tyrant thrall?

Are none of us our own slaves still 7

Iv.

Are we free to speak our thought,
To be happy, and be poor,

Free to enter Heaven’s door,

To live and labor as we ought?

v.

Are we then made free at last
From the fear of what men say,
Free to reverence To-day,

Free from the slavery of the Past?

VI

Our fathers fought for hberty,
They struggled long and well,
History of their deeds can tell —

But ourselves must set us free,

SPHINX.

T
Way mourn we for the golden prime
When our young souls were kingly, strong, and tre?
The sonl is greater thau all time,
It changes not, but yet is ever new.

1.
But that the soul is noble, we .
Could never know what nobleness had been;
Be what ye dream! and earth shall see
A greater greatness than she e'er hath seen.

L.
The flower pines not to be fair,
It never agketh to be sweet and dea,
But gives itself to sun and aw,
And 50 i5 fresh and fall from year to year.
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68
v,

Nothing in Nature weeps its lot,

Nothing, save man, abides in mewory,
Torgettul that the Past is whab
Ourselves may choose the coming time to be.

V.

All things are circular; the Past
Was given us to make the Future great;

And the void Tuture shall at last
Be the strong rudder of an after fate.

VI.

We sit beside the Sphinx of Life,
We gaze into its void, unanswering eyes,

And spend ourselves in idle strife
Lo read the riddle of their wysteries.

Vil

Arise! be earnest and he strong!
The Sphinx’s eyes shall suddenly grow clear,
And speak as plain to thee ere long,
As the dear maiden’s who holds thee most dea\e'.
1

VIIL.
The meaning of all things in us—
Yea, in the lives we give our souls —doth lie;
Make, then, their meaning glorious
By such a life as need not fear to die!
Ix.
There is no heart-beat in the day,
Which bears a record of the smallest deed,
y

But holds within its faith alwa
That which in doubt we vainly strive to read

X,

One seed contains another seed,
And that a third, and so for evermore:
_ And promise of as great a deed ’
Lies folded in the deed that went before.
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And Time be swallowed in Eternity.

xi
God bless the Present! it is ALv;
It Ias been Future, and it shall be Past;
Awake and live! thy strength recall,
And in one trinity umte them fast.

XIIT.
Action and Life—1lo! here the key
Of all on earth that seemeth dark and wrong;
Win this —and, with it, freely ye
May enter that bright realm for which ye long.

xI1v.

Then all these bitter questionings

Shall with a full and blessed answer meet,
Past worlds, whereof the Poet sings,

Shall be the earth beneath his snow-white fleet,

“GOE, LITTLL BOOKE!”

Go httle book ! the world 1s wide,
~ N T " hee;

Of fickle skies and pathways wid,
Where few can keep them undefiled

Thou camest from a poet’s heart,
A warm, still home, and full of re:‘t,

69
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Far from the pleasant eyes thou art.
Of those who know and love thee best,

And by whose hearthstones thou wert blest.

Go! knock thou softly at the door .
Where any gentle spirits bin,
Tell them thy tender feet are sore,
Wandering so far from all thy kin,
And ask if thou may enter in.

Beg thou a cup-full from the spring
Of Charity, in Christ’s dear name;
Few will deny so small a thing,

Nor ask unkindly if thou came
Of one whose life might do thee shame.

We all are prone to go astray,
Our hopes are bright, our lives are dim;
But thou art pure, and if they say,
“We know thy father, and our whim
He pleases not,” — plead thou for him.

For many are by whom all truth,
That speaks not in their mother-tongue,
Is stoned to death with hands unruth,
Or hath its patient spirit wrung
Cold words and colder looks among.

Yet fear not! for skies are fair
To all whose souls are fair within;
Thou wilt find shelter everywhere
With those to whom a different skin
Is not a damning proof of sin.

But, if all others are unkind,
There’s one heart whither thou canst fiy
For shelter from the biting wind ;
And, in that home of purity,
It were no bitter thing to die.
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L
DISAPPOINTMEST.

1 praY thee call not this soch
T asked for bread, thon givest
I am an hungered, and I find nm oo

To give me meat, t0 jo¥ or foeve T
I find not here what X'wext
Souls of true men, of women
The deeper, better part i ©
Souls that ean hold with mme
Alas ! must then these ke
This yearning of the soul
And all that makes ©s yo= oo
Come broken-hearted ki
No, Hope is left. anly
“Gave us this day, O G

e

Great buman natzes, ¥2=3s
Are these thinos ey
These bollow furma.
Art thou entomi-d
In God's

We were nox o
Stranre to ¢
We were ne

Oze stipefiany o .
Giving 4y grae furg L T
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Aud ane light shower on the h}lls, 1 ween,
May keep the spring from drying utterly.
Thus seemeth it with these our hearts to bej
Hope is the strip of bark, the shower of rain,
And so they are not wholly crushed with pain.
But live and linger on, far sadder sight to see;
Much do they err, who tell us that the heart
May not be broken; what, then, can we call

A broken heart, if this may not be so,

This death in life, when, shrouded in its pall,
Shunning and shunned, it dwelleth all apart,
Tts power, its love, its sympathy laid low?

IVv.

So may it be, but let it not be so,

0, let 1t not be so with thee, my friend;

Be of good courage, bear up to the end,

And on thine after way rejoicing go!

We all must suffer, if we aught would know;
Life is a teacher stern, and wisdom’s crown

s oft a crown of thorns, whence, trickling down,
Blood, mixed with tears, blinding her eyes doth flow
But Time, a gentle nurse, shall wipe away

This bloody sweat, and thon shalt find on earth,
That woman is not all in all to Love,

But, living by a new and second birth,

Thy soul shall see all things below, above,
Grow bright and brighter to the perfect day.

V.

O child of Nature! O most meek and free,
Most gentle spirit of true nobleness !

Thou deest not a worthy deed the less
Because the world may not its greatness see;
What were a thousand trinmphings to thee,
Who, in thyself, art as a perfec sphere
Wrapt in a bright and natural atmosphere
Of mighty-souledness and majesty ?

Thy soul s not too high for lowly things,
Feels not its strength seeing its brother weak
Not for itself unto itself is dear, ’
But for that it may guide the wanderings
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Of fellow-men, and to thelr spirits speak
The lofty faith of heart that knows no fear.

VI
0

Deem it no Sodom-frmat of vanity,

Or fickle fantasy of unripe youth

Which ever takes the fairest shows for truth,

That T should wish my verse beloved of thee;

*T is love's deep thirst which may not quenchd be.
’{‘lleg?'xg o gulf of longing and unrest,

Or parched by passion’s fierce and wiz:

Vit

Might I but be beloved, and, O x
And perfect-ordered soul, belos,
How should I feel a cloud of
If thy blue eyes were ever cl;
O womaw’s love! @ flower =
That blossom’st brightest 12 ex:
‘Woe, woe is me! that thy »
Is ever sown by Fancy's
And grows sometimes 1o
Who can be httle even 1=
Of thy meek holiness— v
Are left to wander in a2 sz
Praying unheard —zand v
Befit those best who bes? ez

YIL
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If we live thus, of vigor all compact,

- Doing our duty to our fellow-men,

And striving rather to exalt our race

Than our poor selves, with earnest hand or pen
We shall erect our names a dwelling-place
Which not all ages shall cast down agen;
Offspring of ime shall then he born each hour,
Which, as of old, earth lovingly shall guard,
To live forever in youth’s perfect flower,

And guide her future children Heavenward.

IX.
GREEN MOUNTAINS.

Ye mountains, that {ar off 1ift up your heads,

Seen dimly through their canopies of blue,

The shade of my unrestful spirit sheds
Distance-created beauty over you;

I am not well content with this far view;

How may T know what foot of loved-one troads
Your rocks moss-grown and sun-dried torrent beds?
We should love all things better, il we knew

‘What claims the meanest have upon our hearts:

* Perchance even now some eye, that would be bright

To meot my own, looks on your mist-robed forms;
Perchance your grandear a deep joy imparts

To souls that have encircled mine with light—

O brother-heart, with thee my spirit warms!

X.

My friend, adown Life’s valley, hand in hand,
With grateful change of grave and merry speech
Or soug, our hearts unlocking each Lo each,

We Il journey onward to the silent land ;

And when stern Death shall loose that loving band,
Taking in his cold hand a hand of ours,

The one shall strew the other’s grave with flowers,
Nor shall his heart 2 moment he vumanned.

My friend and brother! if thou gooest first

Wilt thou no more re-visit me below ? ’

Yea, when my heart seems happy, causeclessly

And swells, not dreaming why, as it would burst






76 LOWELLS POEMS.

ords dropt upon my soul, and they did say,
.““;Eear noﬁlgng,PFaith)shall save thee, watch and pray!’
So, without fear I lifted up my head,
And lo! that writing was not, one fair worfl
TWas carven in its stead, and it was “ Love.”
Then rained once more those sweet tones from above
VWith healing on their wings: I humbly heard,
« Y am the Life, ask and it shall be given!
1 am the way, by me ye enter Heaven!”

XIv.
To the dark, narrow house where loved ones go,
Whenee no steps outward turn, whose silent door
None but the sexton knocks at any more,
Are they not sometimes with us yet below ?
The longings of the soul would tell us so;
Although, so pure and fine their being’s essence,
Our bodily eyes are witless of their presence,
Yet not within the tomb their spirits glow,
Like wizard lamps pent up, but whensoever
TWith great thoughts worthy of their high behests -
Qur souls are filled, those bright ones with us be,
As, in the patriarch’s tent, his angel guests; —
O let us live so worthily, that never
We may be far from that blest company.

XV. -
1 fain would give to thee the loveliest things,
For lovely things belong to thee of right,
And thou hast been as peaceful to my sight,
As the still thoughts that swmmer twilight brings;
Beneath the shadow of thine angel wings
0 let me live! O let me rest in thee,
Grawing to thee more and more utterly,
Upbearing and upborn, till outward things
Are only as they share in thee a part!
Look kindly on me, let thy holy eyes
Bless me from the deep fulness of thy heart;
So shall my soul in its right strength arise,
And nevermore shall pine and shyink and start,

Safe-sheltered in thy full souled sympathies.
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XVI

Much I had mused of Love, and in my soul

There was one chamber where I dared not look,

So much 1ts dark and dreary voidness shook

My spirit, feeling that I was not whole:

All my deep longings flowed toward one goal

For long, long years, but were not answeréd,

Till Hope was drooping, Faith well-nigh stone-dead,
And T was still 2 blind, earth-delving mole;

Yet did I‘ !{novz_ ‘thnt God was wise and good,

AoUnd, DI, WL LLELT, UPSIATTELN Lo Tull 100N,
Filling my soul with glory utterly.

XVIL

Sayest thou, most beantiful, that thou wilt wear

° Tlowers and leafy erowns when thon art old,
And that thy heart shall never grow so cold
But they shall love to wreath thy silvered hair
And into age’s snows the hope of spring-tide bear ?
0, in thy child-like wisdom's moveless hold
Dwell ever! still the blessings mamfold
Of purity, of peace, and untaught care
For other’s hearts, around thy pathway shed,
PR i RS

XVIIL

Poet? who sittest in thy pleasant room,
Warming thy hegxrh with 1dle thoughts of love,
AR L R

Than to sit down 1n peacefulness and Be{
O, there are brother-heaits that dwell in gloom,
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Souls loathsome, foul, and black with daily sin,
So crusted o’er with baseness, that no ray

Of heaven’s blessed light may enter in!

Come down, then, to the hot and dusty way,
And lead them back to hope and peace again—
For, save in Act, thy Love is all in vain.

XIX.

€NQ MORE BUT s0?”
No more but so? Only with uncold looks,
And with a hand not laggard to clasp mine,
Think’st thou to pay what debt of love is thine ?
No more but so? Like gushing water-brooks,
Freshening and making green the dimmest nooks
Of thy friend’s soul thy kindliness should flow;
But, if ’t is bounded by not saying “no,”
1 can find more of friendship in my books,
All lifeless though they be, and more, far more
In every simplest moss, or flower, or tree;
Qpen to me thy heart of hearts’ deep core,
Or never say that I am dear to thee;
Call me not Friend, if thou keep close the door
That leads into thine inmost sympathy.

XX,
TO A VOICE HEARD IN MOUNT AUBURN."

Like the low warblings of a leafhid bird,

Thy voice came to me throngh the screening trees,
Singing the simplest, long-known melodies;

I had no glimpse of thee, and yet I heard

And blest thee for each clearly-carolled word;

I longed to thank thee, and my heart would frame
Mary or Ruth, some sisterly, sweet name

For thee, yet could I not my lips have stirred;

I knew that thou wert lovely, that thine eyes

Were blue and downeast, and methought large tear
Unknown to thee, up to their lids must rise

With half-sad memories of other years,

As to thyself alone thou sangest o'er

Words that to childhood seemed to say #No More !
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XXI1.
ON READING SPENSER AGAIN.

Dear, gentle Spenser! thon my soul dost lead,

A little child agam, through Fairy land,

By many a bower and stream of golden sand,
And many a sunny plain whose hight doth breed
A sunshine in my happy heart, and feed

My fancy with sweet visions; I become

A knight, and with my charméd arms would roam
To seek for fame in many a wondrous (!ge‘d

A host of cruel Paynims 1 the fight,
Or Archimage and all the powers of Hell,

XXII

Finds ever a deep peace and stay in thee,
‘Warm as the sunshine of a mossy nook;

Light of my soul! who, by thy saintliness
And faith that acts itself 1 daly life,

Mot Znion wmn nhava wanknose and sangt bless
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XXI111

Silent as one who treads on new-fallen snow,
Love came upon me ere I was aware;
Not light of heart, for there was troublous care
TUpon his eyelids, droaping them full low,
As with sad memory of a healéd woe;

« The ¢old rain shivered in s golden hair,
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As if an outcast lot had been his share,

‘And he seemed doubtful whither he should go:
Then he fell on my neck, and, in my breast
Hiding his face, awhile sobbed bitterly,

As half in grief to be so long distrest,

And half in joy at his security —

At last, uplooking from his place of rest,-

His eyes shone blessedness and hope on me.

XXIV.

A gentleness that grows of steady faith;

A joy that sheds its sunshine everywhere;

A humble strength and readiness to bear

Those burthens which strict duty ever lay’th
Upon our souls ; — which unto sorrow saith,
«Here is no soil for thee to strike thy roots,
Here only grow those sweet and precious fruits;
Which ripen for the soul that well obey’th;

A patience which the world can neither give
Nor take away; a courage strong and high,
That dares in stmple usefulness to live,

And without one sad look behind to die

‘When that day eomes ; — these tell me that our love
Is building for itself a home above.

XXV,

‘When the glad sonl is full to overflow,

Unto the tongue all power it denies,

And only trusts its secret to the eyes;

For, by an inborn wisdom, it doth know

There is no other eloquence but so;

And, when the tongue’s weak ntterance doth suffice,
Prisoned within the body’s cell it Hes,
Remembering in tears its exiled woe:

That word which all mankind so long to hear,
Which bears the spirit back to whence it came
Maketh this sullen clay as erystal clear, ’
And will not be enclonded in'a name;

It is a truth which we can feel and see

But is as boundless as Eternity. ’
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XXVI
TO THE EVENING-STAR.
When we have once said lowly Evening-Star!”
- b P i

And gaze 1n peace to where thou shun’st afar.
The wind that comes across the fant-white snow

Since thy white rays put sweetness in the eyes
Of the first souls that Joved 1 Paradise.

XXVIIL

READING,
As one who on some well-known lnudsca]ie looks,
Be 1t alone, or with some dear friend migh,
Each day beholdeth fresh vanety,
New harmonies of hills, and trees, and brooks ~—
So s it with the worthiest choice of baoks,

New day of living doth new insight teach.

XXVIIL
TO ——, AFTER A SNOW-STORM,
Blue as thine eyes the niver gently flows
Between his banks, which, far as eye can see,
Are whiter than aught else on earth may be,
o
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Save inmost thoughts that in thy soul repose;
The trees all crystalled by the melted snows,
Sparkle with gems and silver, such as we

In childhood saw “mong groves of Faérie,
And the dear skies ave suuny-blue as those;
Still as thy heart, when next mine own it lies
In love’s full safety, is the bracing air;

The earth is all enwrapt with draperies

Snow-white as that pure love might choose to wear—

O for one moment’s look into thine eyes,
To share the joy such scene would kindle thera!

SONNETS ON NAMES.

EDITH.

A Liny with its frail cup filled with dew,
Down-bending modestly, snow-white and pale,
Shedding faint fragrance round its native vale,
Minds me of thee, Sweet Edith, mild and true,
And of thy eyes so innocent and blue,

Thy heart is fearful as a startled hare,

Yet hath in it a fortitude to bear

For Love's sake, and a gentle faith which grew
Of Love: need of a stay whereon to lean,

Telt in thyself, hath taught thee to uphold
And comfort others, and to give, unseen,

The kindness thy still love cannot withhold :*
Maiden, I would my sister thou hadst been,
That round thee I my guarding arms might fold.

ROSE.

My ever-lightsome, ever-langhing Rose,

Who always speakest first and thinkest last,
Thy full voice is as clear as bugle-blast;

Right from the ear down to the heart it goes
And says, “I’m beautiful! as who but knows ??
Thy name reminds wme of old romping days,

Of kisses stolen in dark passage-ways,

Or in the parlor, if the mother-nose

Gave sign of drowsy watech. I wonder where
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SARY.
Dagx hair, dark eyes—not too dark to be deep
And full of feeling, yet enough to glow
‘With fire when angered; feelings never slow,
But which seem rather watching to forthleap
From her full breast; a gently-Howing sweep
Of in common talk, a torrent-rush,

S

o

That tids God bless you; a chaste simpleness,
With somewhat, too, of ¢ proper pride,” 1n dress; —
This portrait to my mind’s eye came, the while

I thought of thee, the well-grown woman Mary,
‘Whilome a gold-haired, laughing little fairy.

CAROLINE.

A gTaIDNESS sobers o’er her pretty face,

Which something but ill-htdden 1n her eyes,

And a quamt look about her lips denies,

A lingering love of girlhood you can trace

In her checked laugh and half-restraindd pace;
And, when she bears herself most womanly,

Tt seems as if a watchful mother’s eye

HEEE et ® 7 1dish grace:

Until, her task remembening, she stands
A moment silent, simling doubtfally,
Then laughs aloud and scorns her hated bands.

ANNE

TurRe i3 a pensiveness in quiet Anne,
A mournful drooping of the full gray eye,
As 1f she had shook hands with misery,
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And known some care sinee her short life began;
Her cheek is seriously pale, nigh wan,

And, though of cheerfulness there is no lack,
You feel as if she must be dressed in black;
Vet is she not of those who, all they can,

Strive to be gay, and striving, seem most sad —
Hers is not grief, but silent soberness ;

You would be startled if you saw her glad,

And startled if you saw her weep, no less;

She walks through life, as, on the Sabbath day,
She decorously glides to church to pray.
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THRENODIA.

GoXNE, gone from us! and shall we see
These sibyl-leaves of destiny,
Those calm eyes, nevermore ?
Those deep, dark eyes so warm and bright,
Wherein the fortunes of the man
AN < v
)

The stars of those two gentle eyes
Will shine no more on earth;
Quenched are the hopes that had their birth,
As we watched them slowly rise,
Stars of a mother’s fate;
And she would read them o’er and o’er,
Pondering as she sate,
Over their dear astrology,
Which she had conned and conned befors,
Deeming she needs must read anght
‘What was writ so passing bright
And yet, alas! she knew not why,
Her voice would falter in 1ts song,
And tears would shde from out her eye,
Silent, as they were doing wrong.
O stern word — Nevermore !

The tongue that scarce had learned to claim
An entrance to a mother’s heart
By that dear talisman, a mother’s name,
S]yeeps all forgetful of its art!
1 Joved to sce the 1nfant soul
glow mighty 1n the weakness

I its untutored meekness!)

86
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Peep timidly from out its nest,

His lips, the while,

Fluttering with half-fledged words,

Or hushing to a smile

That more than words expressed,

YWhen his glad mother on him stole

And snatched him to her breast!

0, thoughts were brooding in those eyes, .
That would have soared like strong-winged birds
Tar, far, into the skies,

Gladding the earth with song,

And gushing harmonies,

Had he but tarried with us long!

O stern word — Nevermore !

How peacefully they rest,
Crossfolded there
Upon his little breast, .
Those small, white hands that ne’er were still before,
But ever sported with his mother's hair,
Or the plain cross that on her breast she wore !
Her hear{ no more will beat
To feel the touch of that soft palm,
That ever seemed a new surprise
Sending glad thoughts up to her eyes
To bless him with their holy ealm, —
Sweet thoughts! they made her eyes as sweet.
How quiet are the hands
That wove those pleasant bands!
But that they do not rise and sink
With his calm breathing, I should think
That he were dropped asleep.
Alas! too deep, too deep
Is this his slumber!
Time scarce can number
The years ere he will wake again.
0, may we see his eyelids open then!
O stern word — Nevermore!

As the airy gossamere,
Floating in the sunlight clear,
Where’er it toucheth clingeth tightly,
Round glossy leaf or stump un§ightly,
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So from his spirit wandered out
Tendrils spreading all about,
Knitting all things to its thrall
With a perfect love of all:

O stern word —Nevermore !

He did but float a little way
Adown the stream of time,
With dreamy eyes watching the ripples play,
Or listening their fairy chime;
His slender sail
Ne'er felt the gale;
He did but float a hitle way,
And, putting to the shore
While yet 't was early day,
‘Went calmly on his way,
To dwell with us no more!
No jarring did he feel,
No grating on h1s vessel’s keel,
A strip of silver sand
Mingled the waters with the land
Where he was seen no more:
O stern word — Nevermore!

Full short his journey was; no dust
Of earth unto his sandals clave;
The weary weight that old men must,
He bore not to the grave.
He seemed a cherub who had lost his way
And wandered hither, so his stay
With us was short, and ’t was most meet
That he should be no delver in earth’s clod
Nor need to pause and cleanse his feet
To stand before his God
O blest word — Evermore!
1839,

THE SIRENS.
TrE sea is lonely, the sea 1s dreary,
The sea is restless and uneasy;
Thou seekest quiet, thou art weary,
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Wandering thou knowest not whither; —
Our little isle is green and breezy,
Come and rest thee! O come hither;
Come to this peaceful home of ours,
TWhere evermore
The low west-wind creeps panting up the shore
To be at rest among the flowers;
Full of rest, the green moss lifts,
As the dark waves of the sea
Draw in and out of rocky rifts,
Calling solemnly to thee
With voiees deep and hollow, —
#To the shore
Follow! O, follow!
To be at rest forevermore!
Forevermore!”

Look how the gray old Ocean

From the depth of his heart rejoices,

Heaving with a gentle motion,

When he hears our restful voices;

List how he sings in an under-tone,

Chiming with our melody;

Ang all sweet sounds of earth and air

Melt into one low voice alone,

That murmurs over the weary sea,

Avnd seems to sing from everywhere, —

“ Here mayst thou harbor peacefully,

Here mayst thou rest from the aching oar;
Turn thy curvéd prow ashore,

And in our green isle rest for evermore!

Forevermore ! ”

And Echo half wakes in the wooded hill,
And, to her heart so calm and deep,
Murmurs over in her sleep,

Doubtfully pausing and murmuring still,

“Evermore!” :
Thus, on Life’s weary sea,
Heareth the marinere
Voices sweet, {rom far and near,
Ever singing low and clear,
Ever singing longingly.



THE SIRENS. 89

s it not better here to be,
‘Than to be toiling late and soon?
In the dreary m"ht to see
Nothing but the ‘blood.red moon
Go up 2nd down into the sea;
Or, in the loneliness of day,
To see the still seals only
Solemnly lift their faces gray,
Making it yet more lonely?
Is it not better, than to hear
Only the shdm" of the wave
Beneath the plank, and feel g0 near
A cold and lonely grave,
A restless grave, where thou shalt lie
FEven in death unnuietly 7
Yook down beneath thy wave-worn bark,
hLe:m over the sule and see
1
Look down and see those shapeless forms,
Which ever keep their dreamless sleep
Far down within the gloomy deep,
And enly stir themselves in storms,
HErh e A R e
In the wlnrls of t}mr unwxeldv play;
Look down! Look down
'}ngon the seaweed, Sllmi and dark,
at waves its arms =0 Jank and brown,
Beckoning for thee!
Yook down beneath thy wave-worn bark
Into the cold depth of the sea!
Look down! Look down!
Thus on Life's lonely sea,
Heareth the marinere
Voices sad, from far and near,
Ever singing full of fear,
Ever singing drearfully.

Here all is pleasant as a dream
The wind scarce shaketh down the dew,
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The green grass floweth like a stream
Into the ocean’s blue;
Listen! O, listen!
Here is a gush of many streams,
A song of many birds,
And every wish and longing seems
Tulled to a numbered flow of words, —
Listen! O, listen!
Here ever hum the golden bees
Underneath full-blossomed trees, :
At once with glowing fruit and flowers crowned ; —
The sand is so smooth, the yellow sand, ‘
That thy keel will not grate as it touches the land
All around with a slumberous sound,
The singing waves slide up the strand,
And there, where the smooth, wet pebbles be
The waters gurgle longingly, .
As if they fain would seek the shore,
To be at rest from the ceaseless roar,
To be at rest forevermore, —
Forevermore.

Thus, on Life’s gloomy sea,

Heareth the marinere

Voices sweet, from far and near,

Ever singing in his ear,

“Here is rest and peace for thee.”

NaNTASKET, July, 1840,

TRENE.

Hers is a spirit deep, and crystal-clear,
Calmly beneath her earnest face it lies,
Free without boldness, meek without a fear,
Quicker to look than speak its sympathies;
Far down into her large and patient eyes
I gaze, deep-drinking of the infinite,

As, in the mid-watch of a clear, still night,
Ilook into the fathomless blue skies.

So circled lives she with Love’s holy light,
That from the shade of self she walketh free;
The garden of her soul still keepeth she
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An Eden where the snake did never enter;
She hath a natural, wise sincerity,

A simple truthfulness, and these have lent her
A dignity as moveless as the centre;

So that no influence of earth can stir

Her steadfast courage, nor can take away

The holy peacefulness, whicl, night and day,
Unto her queenly soul doth minister.

Her heart that hath no secrets of its own,

But open iz as eglantine full blown.

Cloudless forever is her brow serene,

Speaking ealm hope and trust within her, whence
SESTN e bty Al

The greatness of her woman’s soul revealing,
“Unto me bringeth blessing, and a feeling
As when I read in God’s own holy book,

A graciousness in giving that doth make
The small'st gift greatest, and a sense most meek
Of worthiness, that doth not fear to take
Trom others, but which always fears to speak
Its thanks in utterance, for the giver's sake; —
The deep religion of a thankful heart,

Which rests instinctively in Heaven's law
With a full peace, that never can depart
From its own steadfastness; — a holy awe
For holy things, —not those which men call helr
But such as are revealdd to the eyes

Of a true woman's sou) bent down and lowly
Before the face of daily mysteries, —

A love that blossoms soon, but ripens slowly
To the full goldenness of fruitful prume,
Enduring with a firmness that defies

All shallow tricks of cireumstapee azd £=t
By a sure insight knowing where to ¢2=3
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And where it clingeth never withering; —
These are Irené’s dowry, which no fate
(Can shake from their serene, deep-builded state.

In-seeing sympathy is hers, which chasteneth
No less than loveth, scorning to be bound
With fear of blame, and yet which ever hasteneth
To pour the balm of kind looks on the wound,
If they be wounds which such sweet teaching makes,
Giving itself a pang for others’ sakes;
No want of faith, that chills with sidelong eye,
Hath she; no jealousy, no Levite pride
That passeth by upon the other side;
For in her soul there never dwelt a lie.
Right from the hand of God her spirit eame |
Unstained, and she hath ne’er forgotten whence
It came, nor wandered far from thence,
But laboreth to keep her still the same,
Near to her place of birth, that she may not
Soil her white raiment with an earthly spot.

Yet sets she not her soul so steadily
Above, that she forgets her ties to earth,
But her whole thought would almost seem to be
How to make glad one lowly human hearth
For with a gentle courage she doth strive

"In thought and word and feeling so to live

As to make earth next heaven; and her heart
Herein doth show its most exceeding worth,
That, bearing in our frailty her just part,

She hath not shrunk from evils of this life,
But hath gone calmly forth into the strife,
And all its sins and sorrows hath withstood
With lofty strength of patient womanhood :
For this I love her great soul more than all,
That, being bound, like us, with earthly thrall,
She walks so bright and heaven-like therein, —
"Loo wise, too meek, too womanly, to sin,

Like a lone star through riven storm-clouds seen
By sailors, tempest-toss’d upon the sea,
Telling of rest and peaceful heavens nigh,
Unto my soul her star-like soul hath been,
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Her sight as full of hope and calm to me; —

For she unto herself hath builded high

A home serene, wherein to lay her head,

Earth's noblest thing, a Woman perfected,
1840.

SERENADE,

From the close-shut windows gleams no spark,
The mght 1s clully, the might 1s dark,

The poplars shiver, the pine-trecs moan,

My hair Ly the autumn breeze 1 blown,
Under thy window I sing alone,

Alone, alone, ah woe! alone!

The darkness is pressing coldly around,
The windows shake witlra lonely sound,
The stars arc Ind and the night 1s drear,
The heart of silence throbs in thine ear,
In thy chamber thou sittest alone,
Alone, alone, ah woe! alone!

Alone in the shell of this great world?
Why should we any more be alone ?
Alone, alone, ah woe! alone!

0, 'tis a bitter and dreary word,
The saddest by man’s ear ever heard!
We each are young, we cach have a heart,
Why stand we ever coldly apart ?
Must we forever, then, be alone?
Alone, alone, ah woe! alone!

1810.

WITH A PRESSED TFLOWER.

Tus little flower from afar

THath come from other lands to thine;
For, once, its white and drooping star
Could see its shadow in the Rhine,
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Perchance some fair-haired German maid
Hath plucked one from the self-same stalk,
And numbered over, half afraid,

Tts petals in her evening walk.

«He loves me, loves me not,” she cries;

« He loves me more than earth or heaven!”
And then glad tears have filled her eyes
To find the number was uneveu.

And thou must count its petals well,
Because it is a gift from me;

And the last one of all shall tell
Something I’ve often told to thee,

But here at home, where we were born,
Thou wilt find flowers just as true,
Down-hending every swmmer morn
With freshness of New-England dew.

For Nature, ever kind to love,
Hath granted them the same sweet tongue,
‘Whether with German skies above,
Or here our granite rocks among.
1840,

THE BEGGAR.

. A BEGGAR through the world am I, —
From place to place I wander by. ’

Trill up my pilgrim’s serip for me,

For Christ’s sweet sake and charity !

A little of thy steadfastness,

Rounded with leafy gracefulness,

0ld oak, give me, —

That the world’s blasts may round me blow
And T yield gently to and fro, ’
While my stout-hearted trunk below

And firm-set roots unshaken be.

Some of thy stern, unyielding might,
Enduring still through day and night
Rude tempest-shock and withering blight,—
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That I may keep at bay

The changeful April sky of chanco
And the strong tide of circuimstance, —
Give me, old granite gray.

Some of thy pensiveness serene,

Some of thy never-dying green,

Put 1n this sertp of mine, —

That griefs may fall like snow-flakes light,
And deck me 1 a robe of white,

Ready to be an angel bnight, —

0 sweetly-mournful pine.

A little of thfv merriment,

Of thy sparkling, light content,
Give me, my cheerful brook, —
That I may still bo full of glee
And gladsomeness, where’er I be,
Though fickle fate hath prisoned me
In some neglected nook.

Ye have been very kind and good

To me, since I've been 1n the wood;
Ye have gone nigh to fill my heart;
But good-bye, kind friends, every one,
ER R e

rt,

And so my journey ’s scarce begun.

Heaven help me ! how could T forget
To beg of thee, dear violet!
Some of thy modesty,
That blossoms here as well, unseen,
As 1if before the world thon ’dst been,
0, give, to strengthen me.

1830,

MY LOVE.
T

Nor as all other women are
Is she that to my soul is dear;
Her glorious fancies come from far,
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Perchance some fair-haired German maid
Hath plucked one from the self-same stalk,
And numbered over, half afraid,

Its petals in her evening walk.

#He loves me, loves me not,” she cries;

« He loves me more than earth or heaven!”
And then glad tears have filled her eyes
To find the number was uneven.

And thou must count its petals well,
Because it is a gift from me;

And the last one of all shall tell
Something 1 ’ve often told to thee.

But here at home, where we were born,
Thou wilt find flowers just as true,
Down-bending every summer morn
With freshness of New-England dew.

For Nature, ever kind to love,
Hath granted them the same sweet tongue,
‘Whether with German skies above,
Or here our granite rocks among.
1840.

THE BEGGAR.

A BrGGAR through the world am I,—
From place to place I wander by. '
Fill up my pilgrim’s serip for me,

For Christ’s sweet sake and charity!

A little of thy steadfastness,

Rounded with leafy gracefuiness,

0ld oak, give me, —

That the world’s blasts may round me blow
And T yield gently to and fro, ’
While my stout-hearted trunk below

And firm-set roots unshaken be,

Some of thy stern, unyielding might,
Enduring still bhr:mgh day a%ld n{fgh’t
Rude tempest-shock and withering blight,—
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That I may keep at bay

The changeful April sky of chance
And the strong tide of circumstance, —
Give me, old gramte gray,

Some of thy pensiveness serene,

Some of thy nevei-dying green,

Put 1 this serip of mine,—

‘That griefs may fall like snow-flakes light,
And deck me 1t a robe of white,

Ready to be an angel bright, —

O sweetly-mournful pine.

A little of thy merriment,

Of thy sparkling, light content,
Give me, my cheerful brook, —
That I may still be full of glee

And gladsomeness, where’er I be,
Though fickle fate hath pnsoned me
In some neglected nook.

Ye have beer very kind and good

Ta me, since I’ve been 1n the wood;
Ye have gone migh to fill my heart;
But good-bye, kind friends, every one,
1've far to go ere set of sun;

Of all good things I would have part,
The day was high ere I could start,
And so my journey ’s scarce begun.,

Heaven help me ! how could I forget
To beg of thee, dear violet!
Some of thy modesty,
That Hlossoms here as well, unseen,
As if before the world thou 'dst been,
0, give, to strengthen me.

1830,

MY LOVE.
4
Nor as all other women are
Is she that to my soul is dear;
iler glorious fancies come from far,
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Beneath the silver evening-star,
And yet her heart is ever near.

II.

Great feelings hath she of her own,
Which Iesser souls may never know;
God giveth them to her alone,

And sweet they are as any tone
Wherewith the wind may choose to blow

IIL

Yet in herself she dwelleth not,
Although no home were half so fair;
No simplest duty is forgot,

Life hath no dim and lowly spot
That doth not in her sunshine share.

V.

She doeth little kindnesses,

Which most leave undone, or despise;
Tor naught that sets one heart at ease,
And giveth happiness or peace,

Is low-esteemed in her eyes.

v.

She hath no scorn of common things,
And, though she seem of other birth.
Round us her heart entwines and clings,
And patiently she folds her wings

To tread the humble paths of earth.

vI.

Blessing she is: God made her so,
And deeds of weekday holiness

Fall from her noiseless as the snow,
Nor hath she ever chanced to know
That aught were easier than to bless.

VIL

She is most fair, and thereunto

Her life doth rightly harmonize;
Feeling or thought that was not true
Ne’er made less beautiful the blue
Unclonded heaven of her eyes,



SUMMER STOR).

vin.

She is a woman: one in whom

The spring-time of her childish years
Hath never lost its fresh perfume,
Though knewing well that life hath room
For many bhghts and many tears,

1=
I love her with a Jove as still
As a broad niver’s peaceful might,
Which, by high tower and lowly mill,
Goes wandertng at its own will,
And yet doth ever flow aright.

X
And, on 1ts full, deep breast serene,
Like quiet 1sles my dutres he;
It flows around them and between,
And makes them fresh and fair and green,
Sweet homes wherein to live and die.
1840,

SUMMER STORM.

UxTrENULOUS 1n the nver clear,

‘Toward the sky’s 1mage, hangs the 1maged bridge

So still the air that I ean hear
The slender clarion of the unseen midge,

Out of the stillness, with a gathering creep,
Like rising wind 1n leaves, which now decrenes,
\'o“ lulls, now swells, and all the while increases,
¥ e lmddlmg tramp]e of a drove of qheep
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Huge whirls of foam boil toppling o’er its verge,
And falling still it seems, and yet it climbs alway

Suddenly all the sky is hid
As with the shutting of a lid,
One by one great drops are falling
Doubtful and slow,
Down the pane they are crookedly crawling,
And the wind breathes low ;
Slowly the circles widen on the river,
Widen and mingle, one and all;
Here and there the slenderer flowers shiver,
Struek by an icy rain-drop’s fall.

Now on the hills T hear the thunder mutter, °
The wind is gathering in the west;
The upturned leaves first whiten and flutter,
Then droop to a fitful rest;
Up from the stream with sluggish flap
Struggles the gull and floats away;
Nearer and nearer rolis the thunder-clap, —
We shall not see the sun go down to-day:
Now leaps the wind on the sleepy marsh,
And tramples the grass with terrified feet,
The startled river turns leaden and harsh.
You can hear the quick heart of the tempest beat.

Look! look! that livid flash!
And instantly follows the rattling thunder,
As if some cloud-crag, split asunder,
Fell, splintering with a ruinous crash,
On the Earth, which crouches in silence under;
And now a solid gray wall of rain
Shuts off the landseape, mile by mile;
For a breath’s space I see the blue wood again,
And, ere the next heart-beat, the wind-hurled pile,
That seemed but now a league aloof,
Bursts crackling o’er the sun-parched roof;
Against the windows the storm comes dashing,
* Through tattered foliage the hail tears crashing
The blue lightning flashes, ’
The rapid hail clashes,

+
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The white wares are tumbling,
And, in one baffled roar,
Like the toothless sea mumbling
A rock-bristled shore,
The thunder 1s rumbling
And crashing and crumbling, —
Will silence retarn never more?

Hush! Still as death,
The tempest holds his breath
As from a sudden will;
The rain stops short, but from the eaves
You see 1t drop, and hear it from the leaves,
All is so bodingly still;
Again, now, now, agam
Plashes the rain 1n heavy gouts,
The crinkled lightming
Seems ever brighteming,
And loud and long
Again the thunder shouts
His battle-song, —
Sl alls

Asf the cloud, let go,
Leapt bodily below

To whelm the earth 1n one mad overthrow,
And then a total Jull

Gone, gone, 50 soon'
No more my halfcrazed fancy there

Makes her calm forehead bare,

And the last fragments of the storm,
TLike shattered ngging from a fight at sea,
Silent and few, are dnfting over me,

1839,

99
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LOVE.

True Love is but & humble, low-born thing,
And hath its food served up in earthen ware;
Tt is o thing to walk with, hand in hand,
Through the everydayness of this work-day world,
Baring its tender feet to every roughness,
Yet letting not one heart-beat go astray
From Beauty’s law of plainness and content.
A simple, fireside thing, whose quiet smile
Can warm earth’s poorest hovel to a home;
Which, when our autumn cometh, as it must,
Anad life in the chill wind shivers bare and leafless,
Shall still be blest with Indian-summer youth
In bleak November, and, with thankful heaxt,
Smile on its ample stores of garnered fruit,
As full of sunshine to our aged eyes
As when it nursed the blossoms of our spring.
Such is true Love, which steals into the heart
With feet as silent as the lightsome dawn
That kisses smooth the rough brows of the dark,
And hath its will through blissful gentleness,—
Not like a rocket, which, with savage glare,
Whirrs suddenly up, then bursts, and leaves the night
Painfully quivering on the dazéd eyes;
A love that gives and takes, that seeth faults,
Not with flaw-seeking eyes like needle points,
But loving-kindly ever looks them down
With the o’ercoming faith of meek forgiveness;
A love that shall be new and fresh each hour,
As is the golden mystery of sunset,
Or the sweet coming of the evening star,
Alike, and yet most unlike, every day,
And seeming ever best and fairest now;
A love that doth not kneel for what it seeks,
But faces Truth and Beauty as their peer,
Showing its worthiness of noble thoughts
By a clear sense of inward nobleness;
A love that in its object findeth not
All grace and beauty, and enough to sate

_ Its thirst of blessing, but, in all of good
Found there, it sees but Heaven-granted types
Of good and beauty in the soul of man,
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And traces, in the simplest heart that beats,
A family-likeness to its chosen one,
That claims of 1t the rights of brotherhood.
For Jove is blind but with the fleshly eye,
That so its inner sight may be more clear;
And outward shows of beauty only so
Are needful at the first, as is a hand
To guide and to uphold an infant’s steps:
Great spirits need them not : their carnest Jook
Pierces the body’s mask of thin disguise,
And beauty ever is to them revealed,
Behind the unshapeliest, meanest lump of clay,
‘With arms outstretched and eager face ablaze,
Yearning to be but understood and loved.

1840,

TO PERDITA, SINGING.

Ty voice is like a fountain,
Leaping up in clear moonshine;
Silver, silver, ever mounting,
Ever sinking,
Without thinking,
To that brimful heart of thine.

Every sad and happy feeling,
E

In dxy voice awaken,
And sweetness, wove of J
From their teachmng 1t
Feeling and music move t
Like a swan and shadow
Heaving on a sky-blue rires
In a day of cloudless wez==

It hath caught a
et it 15 n

Tt hath tones of c.c:-
Yetatessc -
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A dim, sweet, twilight voice it is
Where to-day’s accustomed blue
Is over-grayed with memories,
With starry feelings quivered through.

Thy voice is like a fountain
Leaping up in sunshine bright,

And I never weary counfing
Its clear droppings, lone and single,
Or when in one full gush they mingle,

Shooting in melodious light.

Thine 1s music such as yields
Feelings of old brooks and fields,
And, around this pent-up room,
Sheds a woodland, free perfume;
O, thus forever sing to me!
O, thus forever!
The green, bright grass of childhood bring to me,
Flowing like an emerald river,
And the bright blue skies above!
O, sing them back, as fresh as ever,
Into the bosom of my love, —
The sunshine and the merriment,
The unsought, evergreen content,
Of that never cold time,
The joy, that, like a clear breeze, went
Through and through the old time!

Peace sits within thine eyes,
With white hands erossed in joyful rest,
While, through thy lips and face, arise
The melodies from out thy breast;
She sits and sings,
With folded wings
And white arms crost,
“Weep not for passed things,
They are not loss:
The beauty which the summer time
O’er thine opening spirit shed,
The forest oracles sublime
That filled thy soul with joyous dread,
' The scent of every smallest flower
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That made thy heart sweet for an hour, —
Yea, every holy influence,

Flowing to thee, thon knewest not whence,
In thine eyes to-day 1s seen,

Fresh as 1t hath ever been;

Promptings of Nature, beckonings sweet,
Whatever led thy childish feet,

Still will linger unawares

The guiders of thy silver hairs;

Every look and every word

Which thou givest forth to-day,

Tell of the singing of the bird

‘Whose music stilled thy boyish play.”

Thy voice is like a fountain,
Twinkling up o sharp starlight,
When the moon belund the mountain
Dims the low East with faintest white,
Ever darkling,
Ever sparkhng,
We know not if 'tis dark or bright;
But, when the great moon hath rolled round,
And, sudden-slow, 1ts solemn power
Grows from beluna tts black, clearedged bound,
No spot of dark the fountain keepeth,
But, swift as opemng eyelids, leapeth
Into a waving silver flower
1841,

THE MOON

My soul was like the sea,
Before the moon was made,
Moamng n vague unmensity,
Of its own strength afraid,
Unrestful and unstaid.

L - aBe st £ anmmad in pain,
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A dim, sweet, twilight voice it is
Where to-day’s aceustomed blue
Is over-grayed with memories,
With starry feelings quivered through.

Thy voice is like a fountain
Leaping up in sunshine bright,

And I never weary counting
T4s clear droppings. lone and single,
Or when in one full gush they mingle,

Shooting in melodious light.

Thine is music such as yields
Feelings of old brooks and fields,
And, around this pent-up room,
Sheds a woodland, free perfume;
0, thus forever sing to me!
0, thus forever!
The green, bright grass of childhood bring to me,
Flowing like an emerald river,
And the bright blue skies above!
0, sing them back, as fresh as ever,
Into the bosom of my love,—
The sunshine and the merriment,
The unsought, evergreen content,
Of that never cold time,
The joy, that, like a clear breeze, went
Through and through the old time!

Peace sits within thine eyes,
With white hands crossed in joyful rest,
While, through thy lips and face, arise
The melodies from out thy breast;
She sits and sings,
‘With folded wings
Angd white arms erost,
“Weep not for passed things,
They are not lost:
The beauty which the summer time
Q’er thine opening spirit shed,
The forest oracles sublime
That filled thy soul with joyous dread,
' The scent of every smallest flower
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That made thy heart sweet tor an hour, —
Yea, every holy influence,
R ’ ot whence,

Promptings of Nature, beckonings sweet,
Whatever led thy childish feet,

Still will lnger unawares

The guiders of thy silver hairs;

Every look and every word

Which thou givest forth to-day,

Tell of the smging of the bird

‘Whose music stilled thy boyish play.”

Thy voice is like a fountain,
Twinkling up in sharp starhight,
When the moon behind the mountain
Dums the low East with faintest white,
Ever darkling,
Tver sparkhng,
We know not if ’tis dark or bright;
But, when the great moon hath rolled round,
And, sudden-slow, its solemn power
o "

Zenem TaLind she Bloal alaneadead hasnnd

Into a waving suver nower.
1841.

- THE MOON.

Mr soul was hike the sea,
Before the moon was made,
Moamng in vague immensity,
Of its own strength :\fmig,
Unrestful and unstaid.

Through every rift it foamed in vain,
About its earthly prison,
Secking some unknown thing in pain,
And sinking restless back again,
For yet no moon had risen:
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Its only voice a vast dumb moan,
Of utterless anguish speaking,

It lay unhopefally alone, i
And lived but in an aimless seeking.

So was my soul; but when t was full
Of unrest to o’erloading,
A voice of something beautiful
Whispered a dim foreboding,
And yet so soft, so sweet, so low,
It had not more of joy than woe;
And, as the sea doth oft lie still,
Making its waters meet,
As if by an unconscious will,
For the moon’s silver feet,
So lay my soul within mine eyes
‘When thou, its guardian moon, didst rise.
And now, howe’er its waves above
May toss and seem uneaseful,
One strong, eternal law of Love,
With guidance sure and pedceful,
As calm and natural as breath,
Moves its great deeps through life and death.

REMEMBERED MTUSIC.
A FRAGMENT.

THICK-RUSHING, like an ocean vast
Of bisons the far prairie shaking,

The notes crowd heavily and fast

As surfs, one plunging while the last
Draws seaward from its foamy breaking.

Or in low murmurs they began,
Rising and rising momently,

As o'er a harp Aolian

A fitful breeze, until they ran
Up to a sudden ecstasy.

And then, like minute drops of rain
Ringing in water silvery,
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They lingering dropped and dropped again,
Tt was almost hike a pain R
To listen when the next would be.
1810.

SONG.
TO M. L.
A 11Ly thou wast when I saw thee first,
A lily-bud not opened quite,
That hourly grew more pure and white,
By mormng, and noontide, and evemng nursed 3
In all of nature thou hadst thy share;
Thou wast waited on
By the wind and sun;
The rain and the dew for thee took eare;
It seemed thou never couldst be more fair,

A lily thou wast when I saw thee first,
A lily-bud; but O, how strange,
How full of wonder was the change,
When, ripe with all sweetness, thy full bloom burst!
How did the tears to my glad eyes start,
When the woman-fower
Reaclied its Blossoming hour,
And I saw the warm deeps of thy golden heart !

Glad death may pluck thee, but never before
The gold ({ust of thy bloom dinne
Hath dropped from thy Leart into mne,
To quicken 1ts faint germs of heavenly lore;
For no breeze comes nigh ehee Lut carries away |

LY . -

ALLEGRA.

1 wourLp more natures were hike thine,
That never casts a glance before, —
Thou Hebe, who thy heart's bright wine

So lavnishly to all dost pour,
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That we who drink forget to pine,
And can but dream of bliss in store.

Thou canst not see a shade in life;
With sunward instinet thou dost rise,

And, leaving clouds helow at strife,
Gazest undazzled at the skies,

With all their blazing splendors rife,
A songful lark with cagle’s eyes.

Thou wast some Toundling whom the Hours
Nursed, laughing, with the milk of Mirth;
Some influence more gay than ours
Hath ruled thy natnre from its birth,
Asg if thy natal stars were flowers
That shook their seeds round thee.on earth.

And thou, to lull thine infant rest,

‘Wast ceradled like an Indian child;
All pleasant, winds froin south and west

With lullabies thine cars beguiled,
Rocking thee in thine oriole’s nest,

Till Nature looked at thee and smiled,

Thine every fancy seems {0 horrow
. A sunlight from thy childish years,
Making a golden cloud of sorrow,
A hope-lit rainbow out of tears,—
Thy heart is cerlain of to-morrow,
Though ’yond to-day it never peers.

I would more natures were like thine,
So innocently wild and free,

Whose sad thoughts, even, leap and shine,
Like sunny wavelets in the sea,

Making us mindless of the brine,
In gazing on the brilliancy.

THE TOUNTAIN.

Inro the sunshine,
Tull of the light,
Leaping and flashing
From morn till night!
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TInto the moonlight,
Whiter than snow,

Waving so flower.like
When the winds blow!

Into the starlight,
Rushing 1o spray,

Happy at midnight,
Happy by day!

Ever in motion,
Blithesome and cheery,

Btill climbing heavenward,
Never aweary,—

. Glad of all weathers,

Still seemng best,
Upward or downward,
Motion thy rest;—

Full of a nature
Nothing can tame,
Changed every moment,

Ever the same; —

Ceaseless aspiring,
Ceaseless content,
Darkness or sunshine
Thy element; —

Glorious fountain!
Let my heart be

Fresh, changeful, constant,
Upward, like thee!

ODE.
|8
Ix the old days of awe and keen-eyed wonder,
The Poet’s song with blood-warm truth was rife;
He saw the mystenies » lich einle under
The outward shell and shin of dasly life.
Nothing to him were fleeting time and fashion,
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His soul was led by the cternal law; )
There was in him no hope of fame, no passion,
But, with calm, god-like eyes, he only saw.
He did not sigh o’er heroes dead and buried,
Chief-mourner at the Golden Age’s hearse,
Nor deem that souls whom Charon grim had ferried
Alone were fitting themes of epie verse:
1le could believe the promise of to-morrow,
And feel the wondrous meaning of to-day ;-
He had a deeper faith in holy sorrow
Than the world’s seeming loss could take away.
To know the heart of all things was his duty,
All things did sing to him to make him wise,
And, with a sorrowful and conquering beauty,
The soul of all looked grandly from his eyes.
He gazed on all within him and without him,
He watched the flowing of Time’s steady tide,
And shapes of glory floated all about him
And whispered to him, and he prophesied.
Than all men he more fearless was and freer,
And all his brethren cried with one accord, —
“Behold the holy man! Behold the Seer!
Him who hath spoken with the unseen Lord!”
He to his heart with large embrace had taken
The universal sorrow of mankind,
And, from that root, a shelter never shaken,
The tree of wisdom grew with sturdy rind.
He could interpret well the wondrous voices
Which to the calm and silent spirit come;
He knew that the One Soul no more rejoices
In the star’s anthem than the insect’s hum.
He in his heart was ever meek and humble,
And yet with kingly pomp his numbers ran,
A$ he foresaw how all things false should crumble
Before the free, uplifted soul of man :
And, when he was made full to overflowing
With all the loveliness of heaven and earth,
Out rushed his song, like molten iron glowing,
To show God sitting by the humblest hearth.
With calmest courage he was ever read
To te;tch that action was the truth of thought,
And, with strong arm and purpose firm and steady,
An anchor for the drifting world he wrought.
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So did he make the meanest man partaker
Of all his brother-gnds unto him gave;

AN souls did reverence him and name him Maker,
And when he died heaped temples on his grave,
And still his deathless words of hight are swimming

Serene throughout the great, drep infinite
Of human soul, unwamng and undimming,
To cheer and guide the manner at might.

I

Bat now the Poet 18 an empty thymer
Who lies with 1dle elbow on the grass,
And fits hus singing, like a cunming timer,
To all men’s pndes and fanaies as they pass.
Not lus the song, which, 1 its metre holy,
Chimes with the mnsie of the eternal stars,

For he unmakes who doth not all put forth
The power given by our loving Father

To show the body’s dross, the spnt’s worth.
Awahe! great spirit of the azes uldenl

Shiver the mists that lnde thy starry lyre,
And let man's <oul be yet azan beholden

To thee for wings to soar to her desire
0, prophesy no mote tomorrow’s splendor,

no more shame-faced to speak out for Truth,

Lay on her altar all the gushings tender,

The hope, the fire, the loving faith of youth t
0, prophesy no more the Maker's comng,

Say not ius onward footsteps thou canst hear
In the dim void, like to the awful humming

Of the great wings of some new-lizhted sphere,
0, propheay no mure, but be the Poet!

This longing was but granted unto thee
That, when all beauty thou couldst feel and know it,

That beauty in 1ts highest thou conldst be.
0, thou who moanest tost with sea-like longings,

Whe dimly hearest voices call on thee,
Whose soul is overfilled with mighty thronpngs
Of love, and fear, and glonous agony,
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Thou of the toil-strung hands and iron sinews
And soul by Mother-Earth with freedom fed,
In whom the hero-spirit yet continues,
The old free nature is not chained or dead,
Arouse! let thy soul break in music-thunder,
Let loose the ocean that is in thee pent,
Pour forth thy hope, thy fear, thy love, thy wonder
Ang tell the age what all its signs have meant,
‘Where'er thy wildered crowd of brethren jostles,
Where’er there lingers but a shade of wrong,
There still is need of martyrs and apostles,
There still are texts for never-dying song:
From age to age man’s still aspiring spirit
Finds wider scope and sees with clearer eyes,
And thon in larger measure dost inherit
What made thy great forerunners free and wise.
Sit thou enthroned where the Poet’s mountain
Above the thunder lifts its silent pealk,

And roll thy songs down like a gathering fountain,
That all may drink and find the rest they seek.
Sing! there shall silence grow in earth and heaven,

A silence of deep awe and wondering; ’
For, listening gladly, bend the angels, even,
To hear a mortal like an angel sing.

IIL

Among the toil-worn poor my soul is seeking
Tor one to bring the Maker’s name to light,
To he the voice of that almighty speaking
Which every age demands to do it right.
Proprieties our silken bards environ;
He who would be the tongue of this wide land
Must string his harp with chords of sturdy iron
And strike it with a toil.embrowned hand ;

One who hath dwelt with Nature well-attended,
Who hath learnt wisdom from her mystic books
Whose soul with all her countless lives hath blend’ed,

So that all beauty awes us in his looks;
Who not with body’s waste his soul hath pampered,
Who as the clear northwestern wind is free '
Who walks with Form’s observances unlmmpéred
And follows the One Will obediently ; ’
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Whose eyes, Iike windows on a breezy summit,
Control a lovely prospect every way;

Who doth not sottnd God’s sea with earthly plummet,
And find a bottom still of worthless elay ;

Who heeds not how the lower gusts are working,
Knowing that one sure wind blows on above,

SLEUMEG LU CLLI LAt UL Bty
Where the encircling soul serene o'erarches

The moving globe of being like a sky,
VW~ £anla 42 28 £7a T e ) Tlangan Ts emand Tance mmmcmman

** he truer
- . wrong,
And finds in Love the heart’s-blood of bis song, —
This, this 18 he for whom the world 13 waiting
To sing the beatings of its mizhty heart,
Too long hath 1t been patient with the grating
Of serannel-pipes, and heard 1t misnamed Art.
To him the smiling soul of man shall listen,
Laying awhile 1ts cronn of thorns aside,
And once again in every eye shall ghsten
The glory of a nature satisfied.
His verse shall have a great, commanding motion,
Heaving and swelling with a melody
Learnt of the sky, the river, and the ocean,
And all the pure, majestic things that be
Awake, then, thou! we pino for thy yreat presence
To make us fecl the soul ence more sublime,
We zare of far too infimte an ev<ence
To rest contented with the hes of Time.
Speak out! and, lo! a hush of deepest wonder
Shall sink o'er all this many-you | scene,
As when a sudden burst of ratthing thunder
Shatters the blueness of a sky serene.
1841
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THE FATHERLAND.

Wiere is the true man’s fatherland 2
1s it where he by chance is born ?
Doth not the yearning spirit scorn

In such scant borders to be spanned ?

0, yes! his fatherland must be

As the blue heaven wide and free!

Is it alone where freedom is,
Where God is God and man is man ?
Doth he not claim a broader span
For the soul’s love of home than this?
0, yes! his fatherland must be
As the blue heaven wide and free!

Where’er a human heart doth wear
Joy’s myrtle-wreath or sorrow’s gyves,
Where’er a humau spirit strives
After a life more true and fair,
There is the true man’s birthplace grand,
His is o world-wide fatherland !

Where’er a single slave doth pine,
‘Where'er one man may help another, —
Thank God for such a birthright, brother, .
That spot of earth is thine and mine!
There is the true man’s birthplace grand,
His is a world-wide fatherland!

THE FORLORN.

TaE night is dark, the stinging sleet,
Swept by the bitter gusts of air,

Drives whistling down the lonely street,
And stiffens on the pavement bare.

The street-lamps flare and struggle dim
Through the white sleet-clonds as they pass,

Or, governed by a boisterous whim, !
Drop down and rattle on the glass.
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One poor, heart-broken, outeast girl
Faces the east-wind's searching flaws,
And, as about her heart they whirl,
Her tattered cloak more tightly draws,

The flat brick walls Jook cold and bleak,
Her bare feet to the sidewalk freeze;

Yet dares she not a shelter seck,
Though famnt with hunger and disease.

The sharp storm cuts her forchead bare,
And, piereing through her garments thin,

Beats on her shrunken hreast, and there
Makes colder the cold heart within.

She hingers where a ruddy glow

Streams outward through an open shutter,
Adding more Intterness to woe,

More Joneness to desertion utter

One half the cold she had not felt,
Until she saw this gush of hight
Spread warmly forth, and secm to melt
Its slow way through the deadening night.

She hears 2 woman’s voice within,

Singing sweet words her childhood knew,
And years of misery and sin

Furl off, and leave her heaven blue

Her freezing heart, like one who sinks
Outwearted 1n the drfung snow,

Drowses to deadly sleep and thinks
No longer of 1ts hopeless woe

014 fields, and clear blue summer days,
Old meadows, green with grass and trees,

That shimmer through the trembling haze
And wlaten in the western breeze, —

Ol faces, — all the fnendly past
Tises within her heart again,

And sunshine from her childhood cast
Makes summer of the icy rain
I
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Enhaloed by a mild, warm glow,
From all humanity apart,

She hears old footsteps wandering slow
Bhrough the lone chambers of her heart.

Outside the porch before the door,

Her cheek upon the cold, hard stone,
She lies, no longer foul and poor,

No longer dreary and alone.

Next morning something beavily
Against the opening door did weigh,

And there, from-sin and sorrow free,
A woman on the threshold lay.

A smile upon the wan lips told
That sae had found a calm release,
And that, from out the want and cold,
The song had borne her soul in peace.

For, whom the heart of man shuts out,
Sometimes the heart of God takes in,
And feneces them all round about
With silence mid the world’s loud din;

And one of his great charities
Is Musie, and it doth not scorn
To close the lids upon the eyes
Of the polluted and forlorn;

Far was she from her childhood’s home,
Farther in guilt had wandered thence,
Yet thither it had bid her come
To die in maiden innocence.

1842,
MIDNIGHT.
TuE moon shines white and silen}
On the mist, which. 2 tide

Of some enchanted «.
O'er the wide mav

Spreading its ghos! -
Silently far ana .
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A vague and starry magic
Makes all things mysternes,

And lures the earth’s dumb spirit
Up to the lonming shies, —

I seem to hear dim whispers,
And tremulous replics.

The fireflies o'er the meadow

All things look strauge and mystie,
The very bushes swell

And take vald shapes and motions,
Asaf leneath a spell, —

They seem not the same hlacs
From childhood known so well.

The snow of deepest silence
"er every thing doth fall,
So beautiful and quret,
And yet so hike a pall, —
Asaf all life were ended,
And rest were come to all.

O wild and wondrous mudnight,
There 1s a might 1n thee

'To make the charmed body
Almost like spint be,

And give 1t some famnt ghimpses
Of mmortality '

1842

A PRAYLER.

Gop! do not let my loved ono die,
But rather wait until the time

e . f

{

.

Soth my love reran below!
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0, let her stay! She is by birth

What I through death must learn to be,
‘We need her more on our poor earth,

Than thou canst need in heaven with thee
She hath her wings already, I
Must burst this earth-shell ere T fly.

Then, God, take me! We shall be near,
More near than ever, each to each:
Her angel ears will find more clear
My heavenly than my earthly speech;
And still, as T draw nigh to thee,
Her sonl and mine shall closer be.
1841,

THE HERITAGE.

TaEe rich man’s son inherits lands,
And piles of brick, and stone, and gold,
And he inherits soft white hands,
And tender flesh that fears the colg,
Nor dares to wear o garment old;
A heritage, it seems 0 me,
One scarce would wish to hold in fee.

The rich man’s son inherits cares;
The bank may break, the factory burn,

A breath may burst his bubble shares,
And soft white hands could hardly earn
A living that would serve his turn;

A heritage, it seems to me,

One scarce would wish to hold in fee.

The rieh man’s son inherits wants,
His stomach craves for dainty fare;
With sated heart, he hears the pants
Of toiling hinds with brown arms bare,
And wearies in his easy chair;
A heritage, it seems to me,
One scarce would wish to hold in fee.

What doth the poor man’s son inherit ?
Stout museles and a sinewy heart,
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A hardy frame, a hardier spirit;
King of two hands, he docs his part
In every useful toil and art;
A hentage, it seems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee.
What doth the poor man's son inherit ?
e ey T
L= ’
A -
- - .
What doth the poor man’s son inhent?
A patience learned of bemg poor,
Courage, 1f sorrow come, to bear 1t,
A fellow-feeling that 18 sure
To make the outcast bless his door;
A kenitage, 1t scems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee.

0, nich man’s son? there is a toil,
That with all others level stands;
Large charity doth neser sml,
But only whiten, soft white hands, —
This is the best erop from thy lands;
A heritage, 1t seems to be,
Worth being nich to hold 1n fee.

0, poor man’s son! scorn not thy state;
. There 13 worse weanness than thine,
In merely Leing rich and great,
Toil only gives the soul to shine,
And makes rest fragrant and benign,
A heritage, 1t scems to me,
Worth being poor to hold in fee.

Tloth, heirs to somo six feet of sod,
Are equal in the earth at last;

Both, ehildren of the same dear God,
Trove title to your heirshup vast
By reeord of a wellfilled past,

A hentage, 1t seems to me,

Well worth a life to hold tn fee,
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THE ROSE . A BALLA.D.
I
In hig tower gqt the poet
azing op the Toaring sea,
“Take this rose,” he sighed, “and throw j;
here there’g none that lovety, e.
 the roel; the billo, bursteth
nd sinkg back into the seas,
But in vy my spiyit thirstegp,
So to burst and be »¢ ease,
¢ O, sea )



THE ROSE: A BALLAD,

Sut, with omen e and sacet,
Drinzs a Iittle yoxe, and throws it
Humbly at the maiden's feet,

Full of bliss she takes the token,
And, upon her enowy breast,
Honthes tLﬂ rufiled potals Lroken
With the wean's fieren unrest,
“Tapve: ia thane, O heart! and surely
Years shiall also be thine own,
For the keart that trusteth purely
Never lung can pine alone”

111,

In Lis tywer sits the poet,
Dlisz new anid strange to him
Fill hus heart and arerflow it
With a wonder sweet and dim.,
Tp the tearh the oeean wifdeth
With a whisger of drlight,
Anrd the wim in stlenes glideth
Through the peasetul bloe of mght,
Rippling o/er the peet’s shoulder
‘lowrs a maiden’s golden hair,
Maidenlipe, with love grown bolder,
Kies his snoon-lit forehead tare,
“ Life is joy, and love 15 power,
Death all fettrrs doth unbind,
Streneth and wiolom only flozer
When we tond for 2ll onr kind,
Hope is teuth, — the future giveth
Mate than preeent takes zvay,
And the sl foreves hiveth
Nearer Gid from day to dag
Not a word the matden aitered,
Fullest hearts are slow to speak,
Sut a witherssd roodraf Auttered
Down upos the poat’s cheek,
1242,

11y



LOWELL’S POEMS.

A LEGEXND OF BRITTANY.
PART FIRST.

I.

FAIR a8 a summer dream was Margaret, —

Such dream as in a poet’s soul might start,
Musing of old loves while the moon doth set:

Her hair was not more sunny than her heart,
Though like a natural golden coronet -

It circled her dear head with careless art,
Mocking the sunshine, that would fain have lent
To its frank grace a richer ornament.

1.

His loved one’s eyes could poet ever speak,
So kind, so dewy, and so deep were hers, —

But, while he strives, the choicest phrase, too weak
Their glad reflection in his spirit blurs;

As one may see a drean dissolve and break
Out of his grasp when he to tell it stivs,

Like that sad Dryad doomed no more to bless

The mortal who revealed her loveliness.

11I

She dwelt forever in a region bright, -
Peopled with living fancies of her own,

Where naught could come but visions of delight,
Far, far aloof from earth’s eternal moan:

A summer cloud thrilled through with rosy light,
Floating beneath the blue sky all alone,

Her spirit wandered by itself, and won

A golden edge from some unsetting sun.

v,
The heart grows richer that its lot is poor, —
God blesses want with larger sympathies, —
Love enters gladliest at the humble door,
And makes the cot a palace with his eyes;
So Margaret’s heart a softer beauty wore,
And grew in gentleness and patience wise,
For she was but a simple herdsman’s child,
A lily chanee-sown in the rugged wild.



A LEGEND OF BRITTANY. 121

v.
There was no beauty of the wood or field
But she its fragrant bosom-secret knew,
Nor any but to her would freely yield
Some grace that 1n her soul took root and grew :
a2 TR Wh

VI
0, what a face was hers to brighten light,
And give back sunshine with an added glow,
To wile each moment with a fresh delight,
PR s

0,

And make 1t sweet, and ready to become
Of white and gracious thoughts the chosen home!

Seemed a more visible gift of Spring ‘than she.

viir
Ts love learned only out of poets’ books ?
1s there not somewhat i the dropping flood,
And 1n the nunneries of silent nooks,
v ah " wood,
selorn looks,
oo

Shed in the bosom of an eglatere ?

X

Full many a sweet forewarmng hath the mind,
Full many a whispering of vague desire,
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Ere comes the nature destined to unbind
Tts virgin zone, and all its deeps inspire, —
Low stirrings in the leaves, before the wind
Wakes all the green strings of the forest lyre,
Faint heatings in the calyx, ere the rose
Tts warm voluptuous breast doth all unelose.

P
Long in its dim recesses pines the spirit,
Wildered and dark, despairingly alone;
Though many a shape of beanty wander near if,
And many a wild and half-remembered tone
Tremble from the divine abyss to cheer it,
Yet still it knows that there is only one
Before whom it can kueel and tribute bring,
At once a happy vassal and a king.

XI.
To feel a want, yet scarce know.what it is,

To seck one nature that is always new,
Whose glance is warmer than another’s kiss,

Whom we can bare our inmost beauty to,
Nor feel deserted afterwards, — for this

But with our destined co-mate we can do, —
Such longing instinet fills the mighty scope
Of the young soul with one mysterious hope.

XIL.

So Margaret’s heart grew brimming with the lore
Of love’s enticing secrets ; and although
She had found none to cast it down before,
Yet oft to Faney's chapel she wonld go
To pay her vows, and count the rosary o’er
Of her love’s promised graces: — haply so
Miranda’s hope had pictured Ferdinand =
Long ere the gaunt wave tossed him on the strand.

X111,

A new-made star that swims the lonely gloom
Unwedded yet and longing for the sun, ’
Whose beams, the bride-gifts of the lavish groom

Blithely to crown the virgin planet run,
Her being was, watehing to see the bloom
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Of love’s fresh sunrise roofing one by one
Its elouds with gold, a triumph-arch to be
For him who came to hold her heart in fee

x1v,
Not far from Margaret’s cottage dwelt 2 knight
Of the proud Templars, a sworn celibate,
Whose heart 1n secret fed upon the light
. And dew of her ripe beauty, through the grate

”
v
For he had met her in the wood by chance,
And, having drunk her beauty’s wildering spell,
His heart shook like the pennon of a lance
That quivers in a breeze’s sudden swell,
e At 3 barie

Beneath the hope 1n whose warm armis he lay.

xvI
A dark, yrou.rl man he was, whose hal.f-blown youth

xvII

Fair as an angel, who yet 1nly wore

A wrinkled heart foreboding his near fall;
Who saw him always wished to know him more,

Asf he were some fate’s defiant thrall
And nursed a dreaded secret at 1ts core;

Little he loved, but power most of all,
And that he seemed to scorn, as one who knew
By what foul paths men choose to crawl thereto,
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XVIII.

He had been noble, but some great deceit
Had turned his better instinet to a vice:
He strove to think the world was all a cheat,
‘That power and fame were cheap at any price,
That the sure way of being shortly great )
TWas even to play life’s game with loaded dice,
Since he had tried the honest play and found
That vice and virtue differed but in sound.

XIX.

Yet Margaret’s sight redeemed him for a space
From his own thraldom: man could never be
A hypoerite when first sueh 1naiden grace
Smiled in upon his heart; the agony
Of wearing all day long a lying face
Fell lightly from him, and, a moment free,
Erect with wakened faith his spirit stood
And scorned the weakness of its demon-mood.

XX.
Like a sweet wind-harp to him was her thought,

Which would not let the common air come near,
Till from its dim enchantment it had caught

A musical tenderness that brimmed his ear
With sweetness more ethereal than aught

Save silver-dropping snatches that whilere
Rained down from some sad angel’s faithful harp
To cool her fallen lover’s anguish sharp.

XXI.
Deep in the forest was a little dell
High overarchéd with the leafy sweep
Gf a broad oak, through whose gnarled roots there
A slender rill that sung itself asleep,
Where its continuous toil had scooped a well
To please the fairy folk; breathlessly deep
The stillness was, save when the dreaming brook
From its small urn 2 drizzly murmur shook.

XXIL

The wooded hills sloped upward all around
With gradual rise, and made an even rim,
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Till after countless centuries 1t grew
Into this dell, the haunt of noontide dew.

+ XXIIT.
Dim vistas, sprinkled o’er with sunflecked green,
Wound through the thickset trunks on every side,
And, toward the west, 1n fancy might be seen
A gothic window 1n 1ts blazing pride,
When the low sun, two aiching elms between,
Lit up the leaves beyond, which, autumn-dyed
‘With lavish hues, would 1nto splendor start,
Shaming the labored panes of rchest art.

. . na
Made him forget that he was vowed a monk,
And all the outworks of his pride o’ercame
Flooded he seemed with bright delicious pain,
As 1f a star had burst within his bramn

xxv
Such power hath beauty and frank mnocence:

LHUL MWILI01EU VHCA 1115 Malule 3 Lol Ltg-pile,

xxVI
She turned and saw him, but she felt no dread,
Her punty, like adamantine mail,
Did so encrrcle her; and yet her head
She drooped, and made her golden hair her veil,
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Through which a glow of rosiest lustre spread,
Then faded, and anon she stood all pale,

As snow o'er which a blush of northernJight

Suddenls reddens, and as soon grows white.

XXVIL
She thought of Tristrem and of Lancilot, .
Of all Ler dreams, and of kind fairies’ might,
Arnd how that dell was deemed a haunted spot,
Tntil there grew a mist before her sight,
And where the present was she half forgot, .
Barne backward through the realms of old deli
Then, starting up awake, she would have gone,
Yet almost wished it wight not be alone,

XXV

How they <went home together through the wood
And how all life seemed focussed into one

Thought-dazzling spot that seb ablaze the blood,
1What need to tell? Fit language there is non

For the heart’s deepest things. Who ever wooec
As in his boyish hope he would have done ?

For, swhen the soul is fullest, the hushed tongue

Voicelessly trembles like a lute unstrung.

XXIX.
But all things carry the heart’s messages
And know it not, nor doth the heart well knos
But nature hath her will; even as the bees,
Blithe go-hetweens, fly singing to and fro
With the fruitquickening pollen ;— hard if thes
Found not some all unthought-of way to show
Their seeret each {o each; and so they did,
And one heart’s flower-dust into the other slid.
XXX.
Younyg hearts are free; the selfish world it is
That turns them micerly and eold as stone,
And makes them cinteh their fingers on the bliss
Which but in giving truly is their owny—
She had no dreams of barter, asked not his,
But gave hers freely as she would have throws

A rose to0 him, or as that rose gives forth
Tta canermme Frarrinen $haonolitloce af 24m ezl
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And his beneath drank 1n the bright caress

As thirstily as would 2 parchéd plain,
That long hath watched the showers of sloping gray
Forever, ever, falling far away.

XXXIT
How should she dream of ill? the heart filled quite

With sunshine, like the shepherd’s-clock at noon,
Closes its leaves around 1ts warm delight;

priiagd e e of tane

light
. . s 8Woon:

Love is but blind as thoughtful justice is,
But naught can be so wanton-blind as bliss

XXXIIT
All beauty and all life he was to her;
She questioned not his love, she only knew
That she loved him, and not 2 pulse could stir
In Ler whole frame but quivered through and througt
With this glad thought, and was a minster
To do him fealty and service true,
Like golden ripples hasting to the land
To wreck their freight of sunshine on the strand,

XXXIV.
0 dewy dawn of love! O hopes that are
Hung high, like the chiff-swallow’s perilons nest,
Most Iike to fall when fullest, and that jar
With every heavier billow' O unrest
Than balmest deeps of quiet sweeter far!
oo, v e " east,

XXXV.

Here let us pause: O, would the soul might ever
Achieve its immortality in youth,
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VWhen nothing yet hath damped its high endeavor
After the starry energy of truth!
Here let us pause, and for a moment sever
This gleam of sunshine from the days unruth
That sometime come to all, for it is good
To lengthen to the last a sunny mood.

PART SECOND.

I.

As one who, from the sunshine and the green,
Enters the solid darkness of a cave,

Nor knows what precipice or pit unseen
May yawn before him with its sudden grave,

And, with hushed breath, doth often forward lean,
Dreaming he hears the plashing of a wave

Dimly below, or feels a damper air

From out some dreary chasm, he knows not where ;—

IL
So, from the sunshine and the green of love,
We enter on our story’s darker part;
And, though the horror of it well may move
An impulse of repugnance in the heart,
Yet let us think, that, as there’s naught above
The all-embracing atmosphere of Art,
So also there is naught that falls below
Her generous reach, though grimed with guilt and woe.

IIL

Her fittest triumph is to show that good
Lurks in the heart of evil evermore,

That love, though scorned, and outeast, and withstood,
Can without end forgive, and yet have store;

God’s Jove and man’s are of the self-same blood,
And He can see that always at the door

Of foulest hearts the angel-nature yet

Knocks to return and cancel all its debt.

1v.
It ever is weak falsehood’s destiny
That her thick mask turns erystal to let through
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The unsuspicious eyes of hones

But i\['ngmet’s heurc was, too smcere and true

U
1

To

Of those kind eyes that kept all doubt aloof.

v

Full oft they met, as dawn and twilight meet
In northern climes, she full of growmg day

As he of darkness, which before her feet
Shrank gradual, and faded quite away,

Soon 4- - -+ 3 el
To

The 1

Can sate the hungry soul beyond an hour.

vI
He fell as doth the tempter ever fall,

Even m the gmmng of his loathsome end;
God doth not work as man works, but makes all
The crocked paths of 1ll to goodness tend ;
Let him judge Margaret! If to be the thrall
Of love, and faith too generous to defend

Its very hfe from him she loved, be sin,
What hope of grace may the seducer win?

vIL
Grun-hearted world, that look’st with Levite oyes
On those poor fallen by too much faith 1 man.
She that upon thy freezing threshold les,
Starved to more sinmng by thy savage ban, —
Seeking that refuge because fonlest vice
More god-like than thy virtue 1s, whose span
Shuts out the wretched only,—1s more free
To enter Heaven than thou wilt ever be!

VL
Thou wilt not let her wash thy dainty feet

With such salt things as tears, or with rude hair
Dry them, soft Pharisee, that sit'st at meat

1¥1th him who made her such, and speak’st him fair,

x



128 LOWELL'S POEAIS.

YWhen nothing yet hath damped its high endeavor
After the starry energy of truth!
Here let us pause, and for a moment sever
This gleam of sunshine from the days unruth
That sometime come to all, for it is good
To lengthen to the last a sunny mood.

PART SECOND.

L.

As one who, from the sunshine and the green,
Euters the solid darkness of a cave,

Nor knows what precipice or pit unseen
May yawn before him with its sudden grave,

And, with hushed breath, doth often forward lean,
Dreaming he hears the plashing of a wave

Dimly below, or feels a damper air

From out some dreary chasm, he knows not where ; —

IL
So, from the sunshine and the green of love,
We enter on our story’s darker part;
And, though the horror of it well may move
An impulse of repugnance in the heart,
Yet let us think, that, as there’s naught above
The all-embracing atmosphere of Art,
So also there is naught that falls below
Her generous reach, though grimed with guilt and woe.

1L

Her fittest triumph is to show that good
Lurks in the heart of evil evermore,

That love, though seorned, and outcast, and withstood,
Can without end forgive, and yet have store;

God’s love and man’s are of the self-same blood
And He can see that always at the door ’

Of foulest hearts the angel-nature yet

Knocks to return and cancel all its debs.

Iv.
It ever is weak falsehood’s destiny
That her thick mask turns crystal to let through
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Of those kind eyes that kept all donbt aloof.

v.
Full oft they met, as dawn and twilight meet
In northern climes; she full of growing day
As he of darkness, which before her feet
Shrank gradual, and faded qute away,
Soon to return; for power had made love sweet
To him, and, when his will had gained full sway,
The taste began to pall; for never power
Can sate the hungry soul beyond an hour.

vi
He fell as doth the tempter ever fall,

Even in the gaining of his loathsome end;
God doth not work as man works, but makes all
The cracked paths of 11l to goodness tend;
Let him judge Margaret! If to be the thrall
Of love, and faith too generous to defend

Its very life from him she loved, be sin,
What hope of grace may the seducer win?

it
Grim-hearted world, that look’st with Levite eyes
On those poor fallen by too much faith in man,
She that upon thy freezing threshold Ties,
; h B - my—

pan

Vi,
Thﬂ \'vilt not let her wash thy dainty feet _

1
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Teaving God’s wandering lamb the while to bleat
Unheeded, shivering in the pitiless air:

Thon hast made prisoned virtue show more wan

And haggard than a viee to look upon.

IxX.

Now many months flew by, and weary grew
To Margaret the sight of happy things;
Blight fell on all her flowers, instead of dew;
Shut round her heart were now the joyous wings
Wherewith it wont to soar; yet not untrue, )
Though tempted much, her woman’s nature clings
To its first pure belief, and with sad eyes
Looks backward o'er the gate of Paradise.

X.

And so, though altered Mordred came less oft,
And winter frowned where spring bad laughed before,
In his strange eyes, yet half her sadness doffed,
And in her silent patience loved him more:
Sorrow had made her soft heart yet more soft,
And a new life within her own she bore
Which made her tenderer, as she felt it move
Beneath her breast, a refuge for her love.

XI.
This habe, she thought, would surely bring him back,
And be a bond forever them between;
Before its eyes the sullen tewpestrack
Would fade, and leave the face of heaven serene;
And love’s return doth more than fill the lack,
Which in his absence withered the heart's green;
And yet a dim foreboding stil) wonld flit
Between her and her hope to darken it.

XII.
She could not figure forth a happy fate,

Even for this life from heaven so newly come;
The earth must needs be doubly desolate

To him scarce parted from a faiver home:
Such boding heavier on her bosomin sate

One night, as, standing in the twilight gioam,
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She strained her eyes beyond that dizzy verge
At whose foot faintly breaks the futare’s surge.

1o,
Poor little spirit! naught but shame and woe
Nurse the sick heart whose lifeblood nurses thine
Yet not those only; love hath trinmphed so,

As for thy sake makes sorrow more divine:
Awd oot thneah than hn ones 4ha waeld 30 fan

x1v,

As thus she mused, a shadow seemed o rise

TFrom out her thought, and turn to dreariness
All blissful hopes and sunny memories,

And the quick blood doth curdle up and press
About her heart, which seemed to shut 1ts eyes

And hush 1tself, as who with shuddering guess
Harks through the gloom and dreads e'en now to fee]
Through his hot breast the icy shde of steel,

xV.
But, at the heart-beat, while 1n dread she was,
At B e A
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Such sweet, strange joy through soul and body stirs.
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XVIIL

Now seek we Mordred: He who did not fear
The erime, yet fears the latent consequence:
If it should reach a brother Templar’s ear,
It haply might be made a good pretence
To cheat him of the hope he held most dear;
Tor he had spared no thought’s or deed’s expense,
That, by-and-by might help his wish to clip
Its darling bride, — the high grand mastership.

XVIITL

The apathy, ere a crime resolved is done,

Ts searee less dreadful than remorse for crime;
By no allurement can the soul be won

From brooding o’er the weaty creep of time:
Mordred stole forth into the happy sun,

Striving to hum a serap of Breton rhyme,
But the sky struck him speechless, and he tried
In vain to swmmon up his callous pride.

XIX.
In the court-yard a fountain leaped alway,
A Triton blowing jewels through his shell
Into the sunshine; Mordred turned away,
Weary because the stone face did not tell
Of weariness, nor could he bear to-day,
Heartsick, to hear the patient sink and swell
Of winds among the leaves, or golden bees
Drowsily humming in the orange-trees.

XX,

All happy sights and sounds now came to him
Like a reproach: he wandered far and wide,

Following the lead of his unguiet whim,
But still there went a something at his side

That made the cool breeze hot, the sunshine dim;
It would not flee, it could not be defied,

He could not see it, but he felt it there,

By the damp chill that erept among his hair.

XXI.
Day wore at last; the evening star arose,
And throbbing in the sky grew red and set;
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Then with a guilty, wavering step he goes
To the hid nook ,Wher.e they 50 oft had met

Around her young dream’s rudely scattered nest.

xxi1,

Whe PV a1 1 -

En . ’

= I{nmove({@y murder from her trusting mood,

. stood
xxIm.

His crime complete, scarce knowing what he did,
, lSln oes the tale,) beneath the altar there
R Rt At il 1 e

i .
And ghastly faces thirust themselves between
His soul and hopes of peace with blasting mien.

xxIv

His heart went out within him, ike a spark
Dropt 1n the sea; wherever he made bold

To turn his eyes, he saw, all stiff and stark,
Pale Margaret lying dead; the lavish gold

Of her loose hair seemed 1n the clondy dark

xxv,
Or visions of past days,— a mother's eyes
That smiled down on the fair boy at her kree.

Whose Lappy upturned face to hers rephes, —
e saw sometimes, or Margaret mournfally
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Gazed on him full of doubt, as one who tries

To crush belief that does love injury; )
Then she would wring her hands, but soon agamn
Love’s patience glimmered out through cloudy pain.

XXVI.
Meanwhile he dared not go and steal away
The silent, dead-cold witness of his sin;
He had not feared the life, but that dull clay,
Those open eyes that showed the death within,
‘Would surely stare him mad; yet all the day
A dreadful impulse, whence his will could win
No refuge, made him linger in the aisle,
Freezing with his wan look each greeting smile.

XXVIL
Now, on the second day there was to be
A festival in church: from far and near
Came flocking in the sunburnt peasantry,
And knights and dames with stately antique cheer,
Blazing with pomp, as if all faérie
Had emptied her quaint halls, or, as it were,
The illuminated marge of some old book,
While we were gazing, life and motion took.

XXVIII.
When all were entered, and the roving eyes
Of all were staid, some npon faces bright,
Some on the priests, some on the traceries
That decked the slumber of a marble knight,
And all the rustlings over that arise
From recognizing tokens of delight,
When friendly glances meet, — then silent ease
Spread o’er the multitude by slow degrees.

XXIX.

Then swelled the organ: up through choir and nave
The music trembled with an inward thrill

Of Dbliss at its own grandeur: wave on wave
Its flood of mellow thunder rose, until

The hushed air shivered with the throb it gave,
Then, poising for a moment, it stood still,

And sank and rose again, to burst in spray

That wandered into silence far away.



A LEGEND OF BRITTANY. 185

XXX,
Like to a mighty heart the music seemed,
That yeains with melodies 1t cannot speak,
. B foaf 4w N
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Long pent among the mountains, bursts 1ts walls
And 10 one crowding gush leaps forth and falls,

XXXL
Deeper and deeper shudders shook the air,
As the huge bass kept gathermng heavily,
Like thunder when 1t rouses n 1ts lar,
And with 1ts hoarse growl shakes the low-hung sky,
It grew up hike a darkness everywhere,
Filling the vast cathedral, — suddenly,
From the dense mass a boy’s clear treble broke
Like hightming, and the full-toned choir awoke.

XXXIT
Through gorgeous windows shone the sun aslant,
Brimming the clurch with gold and purple mist,
Meet atmosphere to bosom that rich chant,
Where fifty voices m one strand did twist
Their varicolored tones, and left no want
To the delighted soul, which sank abyssed
In the warm music cloud, while, far Lefow,
The organ heaved 1ts surges to and fro.

XXXIIT

As if a lark should suddenly drop dead
While the blue air yet trembled with 1ts song,

XXXIV,
As when a crowd of pale men gather round,
Watching an eddy 1 the leaden deep,
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From which they deem the body of one drowned
Will be cast forth, from face to face doth creep

An eager dread that holds all tongues fast bound
Until the horror, with a ghastly leap,

Starts up, its dead blue arms stretched aimlessly,

Heaved with the swinging of the careless sea, —

XXXV,

So in the faces of all these there grew,

As by one impulse, a dark, freezing awe,
Whiceh, with a fearful fascination drew

All eyes toward the altar; danip and raw
The air grew suddenly, and no man knew

Whether perchance his silent neighbor saw
The dreadful thing which all were sure would rise
To scare the strained lids wider from their eyes.

XXXVI.

The incense trembled as it upward sent
Its slow, uncertain thread of wandering blue,
As 't were the only living element
In all the church, so deep the stillness grew,
It seemed one might have heard it, as it went,
Give out an audible rustle, curling through
The midnight silence of that awe-struck air,
More hushed than death, though so much life was there.

XXXVIIL.

Nothing they saw, but a low voice was heard
Threading the ominous silence of that fear,
Gentle and terrorless as if a bird,
Wakened by some voleano’s glare, should cheer
The murk air with his song; yet every word
In the cathedral’s farthest arch seemed near
As if it spoke to every one apart,
Like the clear voice of conscience in each heart.

XXXVIIL

“0 Rest, to weary hearts thon art most dear!

. O Silence, after life’s bewildering din,

Thou art most welcome, whether in the sear
Days of our age thou comest, or we win
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7 hy poppy-wreath in youth ! then wherefore here
Linger I yet, once free to cnter in

At that wished gate wlueh gentle Death doth ope,

Into the boundless realm of strength and hope?

XXXIX,

“Think not 1n death my lovo could ever cease;
If thou wast false, more need there 18 for me

Still to be true, that slumber were not peace,
If ’t were unvisited with dreams of thee:

And thou hadst never heard such words as these,
Save that m heaven I must ever be

Most comfortless and wretched, seeing this

Our unbaptizéd babe shut out from bltss,

XL.

#This little spirit with imploring eyes
Wanders alone the dreary wild of space;
The shadow of Ius pain forever lies
Upon my soul 1n this new dwelling-place;
His lonehiness makes me in Paradise

XLI

“World after world he sees around lum swim
Crowtled with happy souls, that take no heed
Of the sad eyes that from the mght’s faint nm
Gaze sick with longing on them as they speed
With golden pgates, that only shut out him;
And shapes sometimes from Hell’s abysses freed
Flap darkly by Inm, with enormous sweep
Of ‘wings that roughen wide the pitchy deep

XL
“I am a mother, — spirits do not shake
This much of earth from them, —and I must pine
Till T can feel Ins little hands, and take
Has weary head u{mn this heart of mine;
And, might 1t be, full gladly for his sake
Would I this sohitude of bliss resign,

137
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And be shut out of Heaven to d\ve}l with him
Forever in that silence drear and dim.

XLIIT.

«T strove to hush my soul, and would not speak
© At first, for thy dear sake; a woman’s love
Is mighty, but a mother’s heart is weak,
And by its weakness overcomes; I strove
To smother bitter thoughts with patience meel,
But still in the abyss my soul would rove,
Seeking my child, and drove me here to claim
The rite that gives him peace in Christ’s dear name.

XLIV.

# 7 sit and weep while blessed spirits sing;

T can but long and pine the while they praise,
And, leaning o’er the wall of Heaven, I fling

My voice to where I deem my infant strays,
Like a robbed bird that cries in vain to bring

Her nestlings back beneath her wings’ embrace;
But still he answers not, and I but know
That Heaven and earth are both alike in woe.”

XLV,

Then the pale priests, with ceremony due,
Baptized the child within its dreadful tomb

Beneath that mother’s heart, whose instinct true
Star-like had battled down the triple gloom

Of sorrow, love, and death: young maidens, too,
Strewed the pale corpse with many a milkwhite bloom,

And parted the bright hair, and on the breast

Crossed the unconscious hands in sign of- rest.

XLVI.

Some said, that, when the priest had sprinkled o’er
The consecrated drops, they seemed to hear

A sigh, as of some heart from travail sore
Released, and then two voices singing clear,

Misereatur Deus, more and more
Fading far upward, and their ghastly fear

Fell from them with that sound, as bodies fall

From souls upspringing to celestial hall.
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PROMETHEUS.

Oxr after one the stars have risen and set,
Sgarldmg upon the hoarfrost on my chain:
The Bear, that prowled all night about the fold
Of the North-star, hath shrunk into his den,
‘S'L:‘IH'ELI by the blithesome footsteps of the Dawn,

Sunless and starless all, the desert sky

Arches above me, empty as tlus heart

For ages hath been empty of all joy,

Except to brood upon 1ts silent hope,

As o'er 1ts hope of day the sky doth now

All might bave I heard voices: deeper yet
The deep low breathing of the silence grew,
While all about, muffled in awe, there stood
Shadovws, or forms, or both, clear-felt at heart,
But, when I turned to front them, far along
Only a shndder through the midmght ran,
And the dense stillness walled me closer round.
But stil]l I heard them wander up and down
That solitude, and flappings of dusk wings
Did mingle with them, whether of those hags
Let ship upon me once from Hades deep,

Or of yet direr torments, 1if such be,

I could but guess; and then toward me came
A ghape as of a woman - very pale

It was, and calm; 1ts cold eyes did not move,
And mine moved not, but only stared on them.
Therr fixed awe went through my brain like 1ce,
A skeleton hand seemed clutching at my heart,
And 2 sharp chill, as if 2 dank night fog
Suddenly closed me in, was all Irfelc.

' ht
Some doorn was close upon me, and I looked
And saw the red moon throngh the heavy mist,
Just setting, and 1t scemed as if 1t were falling,
Or reeling to 1ts fall, so dum and dead
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And palsy-struck it Jooked. Then all sounds merged
Into the rising surges of the pines, )
Which, leagues below e, clothing the gaunt loins
Of ancient Caucasus with hairy strength,

Sent up a murmur in the morning wind,

Sad as the wail that from the populous earth

All day and night to high Olympus soars,

Fit incense to thy wicked throne, O Jove!

Thy hated name is tossed once more in scorn
From off my lips, for I will tell thy doom.
And are these tears ? Nay, do not trinmph, Jove,
They are wrung from me but by the agonies
Of prophecy, like those sparse drops which fall
From clouds in travail of the lightning, when
The great wave of the storm high-curled and black
Rolls steadily onward to its thunderous break.
Why art thou made a god of, thou poor type
Of anger, and revenge, and cunning foree ?
True Power was never born of brutish Strength,
Nor sweet Truth suckled at the shaggy dugs
Of that o0ld she-wolf. Are thy thunderbolts,
That quell the darkness for a space, so strong
As the prevailing patience of meek Light,
‘Who, with the invineible tenderness of peace,
Wins it fo be a portion of herself?
Why art thou made a god of, thou, who hast
The never-sieeping terror at thy heart,
That birthright of all fyrants, worse to bear
Than this thy ravening bird on which I smile ?
Thou swear’st to free me, if I will unfold
What kind of doom it is whose omen flits
Across thy heart, as o’er a troop of doves
The fearful shadow of the kite. What need
To know that truth whose knowledge cannot save !
Evil its errand hath, as well as Good;
When thine is finished, thou art known no more:
There is a higher purity than thou,
And higher purity is greater strength ;
Thy nature 1s thy doom, at which thy heart
Trembles behind the thick wall of thy might.
Let man but hope, and thou art straightway chilled
With thought of that drear silence and deep night
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Which, like a dream, shall swallow thee and thine:

Let tman but will, and thou art god no more,

More capable of ruin than the gold

And 1vory that image thee on earth.

He who hutled down the monstrous Titan-brood

Blinded with Iightnings, with rough thunders
stunned,

Is weaker than s sumple human thought.

My slender voice can shake thee, as the breeze,

That seems but apt to stir a maiwden’s hair,

Sways huge Oceanus from pole to pole:

For I am still Prometheus, and foreknow

In my wise heart the end and doom of all.

Yes, I am still Prometheus, wiser grown
By years of sohtude, — that Lolds apart
The past and future, giving the soul room
To search mnto 1tself, — and long commune
With this eternal silence , ~— more o god,
In my long-suffering and strength to meet
With equal front the direst shafts of fate,
Than thou in thy faint-hearted despotism,
Gurt with thy baby-toys of force and wrath.
Yes, I am that Prometheus who brought down
The light to man, which thou, 1n selfish fear,
Hadst to thyself usurped, —his by sole night,
For Man hath nght to all save Tyranny, —
And which shall free lum yet from thy frail throne,
Tyrants are but the spawn of Ignorance,
Begotten by the slaves they trample on,
Who, could they win a ghmmer of the hght,
And see that Tyranny 18 always weakness,
Or Fear with 1ts own bosor i}l at ease,

The tyrant trembles, 1 the air R“tfﬁrf .

Rushes, and bends then to its own strong will
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So shall some thought of mine yet circle earth,
And puff away thy erumbling altars, Jove!

And, wouldst thou know of my supreme revenge
Poor tyrant, even now dethroned in heart,
Realmless in soul, as tyrants ever are,

Listen! and tell me if this bitter peak,

This never-glutted vulture, and these chains
Shrink not before it; for it shall befit

A sorrow-taught, unconquered Titan-heart.

Men, when their death is on them, seem to stand
On a precipitous crag that overhangs

The abyss of doom, and in that depth to see,

As in a glass, the features dim and vast

Of things to come, the shadows, as it seems,

Of what have been. Death ever fronts the wise;
Not fearfully, but with clear promises

Of larger life, on whose broad vans upborne,
Their out-look widens, and they see beyond

The horizon of the Present and the Past,

Even to the very source and end of things.

Such am I now: immortal woe hath made

My heart a seer, and my soul a judge

Between the substance and the shadow of Truth.
The sure supremeness of the Beautiful,

By all the martyrdoms made doubly sure

Of such as I am, this is my revenge,

Which of my wrongs builds a triumphal arch,
Through which I see a sceptre and a throne.

The pipings of glad shepherds on the hills,
Tending the flocks no more to bleed for thee, —
The songs of maidens pressing with white feet
The vintage on thine altars poured no more, —
The murmurous bliss of lovers, underneath

Dim grape-vine bowers, whose rosy bunches press
Not half so closely their warm cheeks, unpaled
By thoughts of thy brate lust, — the hive-like hum
Of peaceful commonwealths, where sunburnt Toil
Reaps for itself the rich earth made its own

By its own labor, lightened with glad hynins

To an omnipotence which thy mad bolts

Would cope with as a spark with the vast sea, —
Even the spirit of free love and peace, ’

/-
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Duty’s sure recompense through life and death, —
These are such harvests as all master-spirits
Reap, haply not on earth, but reap no less
Because the sheaves are bound by hands not theirs
4 oo s b fadd

.

Long after death, prisoned and pent no more,

Their thoughts, their wild dreams even, have become
Part of the necessary air men breathe,

‘When, Iike the moon, herself behind a cloud,

They shed down hght before us on life’s sea,

That cheers us to steer onward still 1n hope.

Earth with her tmiming memories ivies o’er

‘Their holy sepulchres; the chainless sea,

In tempest or wide calm, repeats their thoughts;
P e BT Y s,

Such strength 13 won by love of human kind.
o T v s ooa
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Cries, shame upon the idle and the vile,
And keeps the heart of Man forever up
To the heroic level of old time.

To be forgot at first 1s httle pam

To a heart conscious of such high mtent
As must be deathless on the lips of men,

Oblivion far lonelier than thus peak, —
R D
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Even the tempting of this soaring heart,

Which might have made me, scarcely less than thou,
A god among my brethren weak and blind, —,
Searce less than thon, a pitiable thing

To be down-trodden into darkness soon.

But now T am above thee, for thou art

The bungling workmanship of fear, the block

That awes the swart Barbatlan; bt I

Am what myself have made,—a nature wise

With finding in itself the types of all,—

With watehing from the dim verge of the time
What things to be are visible in the gleams

Thrown forward on them from the Inminons past, —
Wise with the history of its own frail heart,

With reverence and sorrow, and with love,

Broad as the world, for freedom and for man.

Thou and all strength shall erumble, except Love,
By whom and for whose glory, ye shall cease:
And, when thou art but a dim moaning heard
From out the pitiless glooms of Chaos, I
Shall be a power and a memory,

A name to fright all tyrants with, a light
Unsetting as the pole-star, a great voice

Heard in the breathless pauses of the fight

By truth and freedom ever waged with wrong,
Clear as a silver trumpet, 1o awake

Huge echoes that from age to age live on

In kindred spirits, giving them a sense

Of boundless power from houndless suffering wrung:
And many a glazing eye shall smile to see

‘The memory of my trinmph, (for to mect
Wrong with endurance, and to overcome

The present with a heart that looks beyond,
Are triumph,) like a prophet eagle, perch
Upon the sacred banner of the Right.

Lvil springs up, and flowers, and bears no seed,
And feeds the green earth with its swift decay,
Leaving it richer for the growth of truth;

But Goad, once put in action or in thought,
Like a strong oal, doth from its boughs shed down
"The ripe germs of a forest. Thou, weak god,
Shalt fade and be forgotten! but this soul,
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Fresh-living still in the serene abyss,

In every heaving shall partake, that grows

From heart to heart among the sons of men,—
As the ominous hum before the earthquake runs
Far through the Egean from roused isle to isle, —
Foreboding wreck to palaces and shrines,

And mighty rents 1n many a eavernous error
That darkens the free light to man: — This heart,
Unsearred by thy grim valture, as the trath
Grows but more lovely ‘neath the beaks and claws
Of Harpies blind that fuin would sol it, shall

In all the throbbing exultations share

That wait on freedom’s triumphs, and in all

Pa’s thorny crown for constancy and truth,
Girding the temples hke a wreath of stars.

This 18 a thought, that, ke a fabled laurel,

Makes my faith thunder-proof, and thy dread bolts
Fall on me like the silent flakes of snow

On the hoar brows of aged Caucasus-

But, O thought far more blissful, they can rend
This cloud of flesh, and make my soul a star!

Unleash thy crouching thunders now, O Jove!
Free this high heart, which, a poor eaptive long,
Poth knock to be let forth, this heart which still,
In its invincible manhood, overtops
Thy puny godshup, as this monntain doth
The pines that moss its roots O, even now,
While from my peak of suffering I look down,
Beholding with a far-spread gush of hope
The sunrise of that Beauty, 1n whose face,

Shone all around with love, no man shall look
But straightway like a god ke 15 uphft
Tnto the throne long empty for his sake,
And elearly oft foreshadowed 1n wide dreams
By lus free inward nature, which nor thon,
Nor any anarch after thee. can bind
From working its great doom. — now, now set free
Thus essence, not to die, tnt to become
Part of that assful Presence which doth haunt
L
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The palaces of tyrants, to hunt off,

. With its grim eyes and fearful whisperings
And hideous sense of uiter loneliness,
All hope of safety, all desire of peace,
All but the loathed forefeeling of blank death, —
Part of that spirit which doth ever brood
In patient calm on the wnpilfered nest
Of man’s deep heart, till mighty thoughts grow fledged
To sail with darkening shadow o’er the world,
Filling with dread such souls as dare not trust
In the unfailing energy of Good,
Until they swoop, and their pale quarry make
Of some o'erbloated wrong, — thaf spirit which
Scatters great hopes in the seed-field of man,
Like acorns among grain, to grow and be
A roof for freedom in all coming time!

But no, this cannot be; for ages yet,
In solitude unbroken, shall T hear
The angry Caspian to the Euxine shout,
And Tuxine answer with a muifled roar,
On either side storming the giant walls
Of Caucasus with leagues of climbing foam,
(Less, from my height, than flakes of downy snow,)
That draw baek baffled bhut to hurl again,
Snatched up in wrath and horrible turmoil,
Mountain on mountain, as the Titans erst,
My brethren, scaling the high seat of Jove,
Heaved Pelion upon Ossa’s shoulders broad
In vain emprise. ‘T'he moon will come and go
With her monotonous vieissitude;
Once beautiful, when I was free to walk
Among my fellows, and to interchange
The influence benign of loving eyes,
But now by aged use grown wearisome ; —
False thought! most false! for how could I endure
These crawling centuries of lonely woe
Unshamed by weak complaining, but for thee,
Loneliest, save me, of all created things,
Mild-eyed Astarte, my best comforter,
With thy pale smile of sad benignity ?

Year after year will pass away and scem
To me, in mine eternal agony,
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But as the shadows of dwnb summer clouds,
Which I have watched so often darkening o'er
The vast Sarmatian plain, league-wide at first,
Bat, with still swiftness lesseming on and on
At S Rt e A a
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As 1t hath been, his portion; endless doom,
While the immortal with the mortal linked
T - . N ©S = 77 lreams,

‘énd empire over ‘seLf, and all the deep

Good never comes unmixzed, or so it seems,
F LA
i

Thereft;re, great heart, bear ui)' thou art but type
Of what all lofty spints endure, that fain

pLi

Would win men back to strength and peace through love:

Each hath lus lonely peak, and on each heart
Envy, or scorn, or hatred, tears hielong
With vulture beak, yet the ugh soulsleft;
And faith, which 18 but hope grown wise; and love
And patience, which at last shall overcome.

1843,

SONG.

VioLeT! sweet violet!
Thipe eyes are full of tears;
Are they wet
Even yecL

R ITIA] PR It DN -—o
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Loved-one of my youth thou wast,
Of my merry youth,
And 1 see,
Tearfully,
A1l the fair and sunny past,
All its openness and truth,
Ever fresh and green in thee
As the moss 1s in the sea.

Thy little heart, that hath with love
Grown colored like the sky above,
On which thon lookest ever,
Can it know
All the woe
Of hope for what returneth never,
All the sorrow and the longing
To these hearts of ours belonging ?

Qut on it! no foolish pining
For the sky
Dims thine eye,
Or for the stars so calmly shining
Like thee let this soul of mine
Take hue from that wherefor I long,
Self-stayed and high, serene and strong,
Not satisfied with hoping — but divine.
Violet! dear violet!
Thy blue eyes are only wet
With joy and love of him who sent thee
And for the fulfilling sense
Of that glad obedience
Which made thee all that Nature meant thee!
1841,

ROSALINE.

Trou look’dst on me all yesternight,
Thine eyes were blue, thy hair was bright
As when we murmured our troth-plight
Beneath the thick stars, Rosaline!

Thy hair was braided on thy head,

As on the day we two were wed,
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Mine eyes scarce knew if thou wert dead,
But my shrank heart knew, Rosaline!

Tha dasth smetol S01.00 10 )

- .
The lids may shut ont fleshly fears,
Bat still the spint sees and iears,—
Its eyes are lidless, Rosaline!

A wildness rushing suddenly,

A knowing some 1ll-shape is nigh,

A wish for death, a fear to die, —

Ts not this vengeance, Rosaline ?

A loneliness that 1s not lone,

A love quite withered up and gone,

A strong sonl trampled from its throne, —
What wouldst thon further, Rosaline ?

*T is drear such moonless nights as these,
Strange sounds are out upon the breeze,
And the leaves shiver in the trees,

And then thou comest, Rosaline!

T wonmm ba hnam $lin mamieam o
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Thy shroud 1s all of snowy white,

And, in the mddle of the mght,

Thou standest moveless and upright,
Gazing upon me, Rosaline!

There 13 no sorrow 1n thine eyes,

Bat evermore that meek surprise, —

0, God! thy gentle spint tries

To deem me gltless, Rosaline !

L. -a i .

wul i am eueeriess, nosalne!
The violets on the hillock toss,

149
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The gravestone is o’ergrown with moss;
For nature feels not any loss, —
But I am cheerless, Rosaline !

1 did not know when thou wast dead;

A blackbird whistling overhead

Thrilled through my brain; I would have fled,
But dared not leave thee, Rosaline !

The sun rolled down, and very soon,

Like a great fire, the awful moon

Rose, stained with blood, and then a swoon
Crept chilly o’er me, Rosaline!

The stars came out; and, one by one,
Tach angel from his silver throne

Looked down and saw what I had done;

I dared not hide me, Rosaline!

I crouched; I feared thy corpse would cry
Against me to God’s quiet sky,

T thought I saw the blue lips try

T'o utter something, Rosaline !

I waited with a maddened grin

Lo hear that voice all icy thin

Slide forth and tell my deadly sin

To hell and heaven, Rosaline!

But no voice came, and then it seemed
That, if the very corpse had screaned,

The sound like sunshine glad had streamed
Through that dark stillness, Rosaline!

And then, amid the silent night,

I screamed with horrible delight,

And in my brain an awful light

Did seem to crackle, Rosaline!

It is my curse! sweet memories fall
From me like snow,-—and only all

Of that one night, like cold worms crawl
My doomed heart over, Rosaline!

Why wilt thou haunt me with thine eyes
Wherein such blessed memories, ’
Such pitying forgiveness lies,

Than hate morve bitter, Rosaline ?
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Woee s me! I know that love eo high
As thine, true soul, could never die,
And with mean clay in churchyard lie,—
Would it might be so, Hosale!

1841

T} E SHEPHEED OF XING ADMETUS,

Turrr came a youth upon the earth,
Some thousand years ago,

‘Whose slender hands were nothing worth,

Whether to plough, or reap, or sow.

Upon an empty tortoise-shell

He stretehed some chords, and drew
Music that made men's bo<oms swell
Fearless, or brimmed their eyes with dew.

‘L0 hear peLw et e cupy of Wi,

And so, well-pleased with Leing soothed
Into 2 sweet halfsleep,

Three times hus kingly beard he smoothed,

And made him viceroy o'er lus sheep.

His words were simple words enough,
And yet he used them so,

That what in other mouths was rough

In his seemed musical and low

Men ealled L but a shiftless youth,
In whom no good they saw;

And yet, unwittingly, mn truth,

They made his carelees words their law.

They knew not how ke leamed at 2ll,
For idly, hour by honr,

He sat and watched the deaid leaves fall,

Or mzused gpon 2 common fower.
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It seemed the loveliness of things

Did teach him all their use, .
For. in mere weeds, and stones, and springs,
He found a healing power profuse.

Men granted that his speech was wise,

. But, when a glance they caught

Of his slim grace and woman’s eyes,

They laughed, and ealled him good-for-naught.

Yet after he was dead and gone,

And e'en his memory dim,
Earth seemed more sweet to live npon,
More full of love, beeanse of him.

And day by day more holy grew
Each spot where he had trod,

Till after-poets only knew

Their first-born brother as a god.
1842,

THE TOKEN.

I is a mere wild rosebud,
Quite satlow now, and dry,

Yet there ’s something wondrous in it,—
Some gleams of days gone by, —

Dear sights and sonuds that are to me

The very moons of memory,

And stir my heart’s blood far below

Its short-lived waves of joy and woe.

Lips must fade and roses wither,
All sweet times be o’er, —

They only smile. and, murmuring “ Thither !
Stay with us no more:

And yet ofttimes a look or smile,

Forgotten in a kiss's while,

Years after from the dark will start,

And flash across the trembling heart.

l‘hgu hast given me many roses,
But never one, like this,



AN INCIDENT IN A RAILEOAD CAR.

Aeat o .-

Earth’s stablest things are shadows,
And, in the hfe to come,
Haply some chance-saved tnfle
MMay tell of this old home:
As now sometimes we seem to find,
In a dark crevice of the mind,
Some relie, which, long pondered o'er,
Hints faintly at a life before.

AN INCIDENT IN A RAILROAD CAR.

He spoke of Burns: men rude and rough
T’ressed round to hear the praise of one
Whose heart was made of manly, simple stuff,
As homespun as their own.

And, when he read, they forward leaned,
Drinking, with thirsty hearts and ears,
His brook-like songs whom glory neser weaned
From humble smules and tears.

Slowly there grew a tender awe,
Sun-like, o’er faces brown and hard,
As if in him who read they felt and saw

Some presence of the bard.

It was a sight for sin and wrong
And slavish tyranny to see,
A sight to make our faith more pure ard strong
In high humamty

T tlncnhé thncn mon will rarry henge
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God scatters love on every side,
Freely among his children all,
And always hearts are Iying open wide,
TWherein some grains may fall.

There is no wind but soweth seeds
Of 2 more irue and open life,
Which bursi, unlooked-for, into high-souled deeds;
With wayside beauty rife.

TWe find within theze souls of ours
Some wild germs of a higher birth,
Which in the poet’s tropic heart bear flowers
Whose fragrance fills the earth.

Within the hearts of all men lie
These promises of wider bliss,
Which blossom into hopes that cannot die,
In sunny hours like this.

All that hath been majestical
Inlife or death, since time began,
Is native in the simple heart of all,
The angel heart of man.

And thus, among the untaught poor,
Great deeds and feelings find a homs,
That cast in shadow all the golden lore
Of classic Greece and Rome,

O, mighty brother-soul of man,
Where'er thou art, in low or high,
Thy skiey arches with exulting span
O’er-roof infinity !

All thougbts that mould the age begin
Deep down within the primitive soul,
And from the many slowly upward win
To one who grasps the whole:

In his wide brain the feeling deep
That struggled on the many’s tongue
Swells to a tide of thought, whose surges leap
Q’er the weak thrones of wrong.
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Nor is he far astray who deems
That every hope, which rses and grows broad
In the world’s heart, by ordered impulse atreams

From the great heart of God.

God wills, man hopes - 1n common gonls
Hope 18 but vague and undefined,
Till from the poet’s tongue the message rolls
A blessing to his kind,

Never dud Poesy appear
So full of heaven to me, as when
1 saw how it would preree theough prule and fear
To the hives of coarsest men

| R R

Once in a century ; —

But better far it is to speak
Oune simple word, whieh now and then
Shall waken their free nature 1n the weak
And friendless gons of men;

To write sume earne=t vers: or linr,
Which, seeking not the prates of art,
Shall make 2 clearer faith and manhond shing
In the untntored heart,

He whn deth thie, in verse or groes,
May o frrrzefiten in Vi day,
Brt aueely aball be eroomned at last with theas
Who Vive ard apeak for aye.
14z
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RH®ECTS.

Gop sends his teachers unto every age,

To every clime, and every race of men,

With revelations fitted to their growth

And shape of mind, nor gives the realm of Truth
Into the selfish rule of one sole race:

Therefore each form of worship that hath swayed
The life of man, and given it to grasp

The master-key of knowledge, reverence,
Enfolds some germs of goodness and of right;
Else never had the eager soul, which loathes.

The slothful down of pampered ignorance,

Found in it even a moment’s fitful rest.

There is an instinct in the human heart
Which makes that a]l the fables it hath coined,
To justify the reign of its belief
And strengthen it by beauty’s right divine,
Veil in their inner cells a mystic gift,

Which, like the hazel twig, in faithful hands,
Points surely to the hidden springs of truth.
For, as in nature naught is made in vain,

But all things have within their hull of use

A wisdom and a meaning which may speak

Of spiritual secrets to the ear

Of spirit; so, in whatsoe’er the heart

Hath fashioned for a solace to itself,

To make its inspirations suit its creed,

And from the niggard hands of falsehood wring
Its needful food of truth, there ever is

A sympathy with Nature, which reveals,

Not less than her own works, pure gleams of light
And earnest parables of inward lore.

Hear now this fairy legend of old Greece,

As full of freedom; youth, and beauty still

As the immortal freshness of that grace

Carved for'all ages on some Attic frieze.

A youth named Rheecus, wandering in the wood,
Saw an old onk just trembling to its fall,
And, feellng pity of so fair a tree,
He propped its gray trunk with admiring care,
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And with a thoughtless footstep loitered on.

But, as he turned, he heard a 1oice behind

That murmured “ Rbacus I T was as if the leaves,
Qoo e - RIS b ’

What seemed the substance of 3 happy dream
oot o1 e ac. S Co e

To be a woman, and with eyias too meek

Thus she began, dropping her low-toned words
Serene, and full, am{ clear, as drops of dew,

“ And with 1t I am doomed to live and die;
‘The rain and sunshine are my caterers,

Nor have I other bliss than sumple hife,

Now ask me what thon wilt, that I can give,
And with a thankful joy 1t shall be thine.”

Then Rheecus, with a flutter at the heart,
Yet, by the prompting of such beauty, bold,
Answered - ¢ What 14 there that can satisfy
The endless eraving of the soul but love ?
Give me thy love, or but the hope of that
Which must be evermore my spint’s goal.”
After a Iittle pause she said agamn,

But with a glimpse of sadness i her tone,
#1 give 1t, Rhweeus, thoush a penlous gift;
An hour before the sunset meet me here.”

Now, 1n those days of simpleness and faith,
Men did not thunk that happy things were drea—-
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Because they overstepped the narrow bourne

Of likelihood, but reverently deemed

Nothing too wondrous or too beauntiful

To be the guerdon of a daring heart.

So Rlicccus made no doubt that he was blest,

And all along unto the city’s gate

TEarth scemed to spring beneath him as he walked,
The clear, broad sky looked bluer than its wont,
And he could scarce believe he had not wings
Such sunshine seemed to glitter through his veins
Instead of blood, so light he felt and strange.

Young Rhoecus had a faithful heart enough,
But one that in the present dwelt too muel,
And, taking with blithe welcome whatsoe’er
Chance gave of joy, was wholly bound in that,
Like the contented peasant of a vale,

Deemed it the world, and never looked beyond.
So, haply meeting in the afternoon

Some comrades who were playing at the dice
He joined them and forgot all else beside.

The dice were rattling at the merriest,
And Rheecus, who had met but sorry luck,
Just langhed in trinmph at a happy throw,
When through the room there hummed a yellow bee
That buzzed about his ear with down-dropped legs
As if to light. And Rheecus langhed and said,
Feeling how red and flushed he was with loss,

“By Venus! does he take me for a rose ?”

And brushed him off with rough, impatient hand.
But still the bee came back, and thrice again
Rheecus did beat him off with growing wrath.

Then through the window flew the wounded bee,
And Rheecus, fracking him with angry eyes,

Saw a sharp mountain-peak of Thessaly

Against the red disc of the setting sun, —

And instantly the blood sank from his heart,

As if its very walls had caved away.

Without a word he turned, and, rushing forth,

Ran madly through the city and the gate,

And o’er the plain, which now the wood’s long shade,
By the low sun thrown forward broad and dim, .
Darkened wellnigh unto the eity’s wall, ’

.
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Quite spent and out of hreath ke reached the tree,
And, listening fearfully, he heard once more
The low votce murmur # Rhoscus!” close at hand :
Whereat he looked around him, but could see
e 0 v A

More ripe anil bounteous than ever yet
Filled up with nectar any mortal heart.

And he who scorns the least of Nature’s works
Is thenceforth exiled and shut out from all
Farewell ! for thou canst never see me more.”

Then Rheecus beat his breast, and groaned aloud
And erted, “ Be pitsful! forgice me yet
This once, and T shall never need it more!”
“Alas! " the voice returned, “’tis thou art blind,
Not I unmerctful; I can formive,
But have no skill to heal thy spirit’s eyes;
Only the soul hath power o’er 1tself.”
With that agamn there murmured “ Nevermore !
And Rhoeens after heard no other sound,
b i K ear o ae B

And sounds 01 revel ley upon nis ear

Harshly and ke a curse; above, the sky,

‘With all its bright sublimity of stars,

Deepened, and on s foreLead smote the breeze;
Beauty was all around hum and delight,

But from that eve he was alone on earth.
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THE FALCON.

I xxow a falecon swift and peerless
As €er was cradled in the pine;
No bird had ever eye so fearless,
Or wings so strong as this of mine.

The winds not better love to pilot .
A cloud with molten gold o’errun,
Than him, a little burning islet,
A star above the coming sun.

For with a lark’s heart he doth tower,
By a glorious, upward instinet drawn;

No bee nestles deeper in the flower
Than he in the bursting rose of dawn.

No harmless dove, no bird that singeth,
Shudders to see him overhead ;

The rush of his fierce swooping bringeth
To innocent hearts no thrill of dread.

Let fraud and wrong and baseness shiver,
For still between them and the sky

The falcon Truth hangs poised forever
And marks them with his vengeful eye.

TRIAL.
I

Warraer the idle prisoner through his grate
Watches the waving of the grass-tuft small,
Which, having colonized its rift i’ the wall,
Takes its free risk of good or evil fate,

And, from the sky’s just helinet draws its lot
Daily of shower or sunshine, cold or hot; —
Whether the closer captive of a ereed,

Cooped up from birth to grind out endless chaff,
Sees through his treadmill-bars the noond ay langh,
And feels in vain his erumpled pinions hreed ;—
Whether the Georgian slave look up and mark,
With bellying sails puffed full, the tall eloud-L.ok
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He loved and would have taken,
I loved and would have kept,
We strove, — and he was stronger,
And I have never wept.

Let him possess thy body,
Thy soul is still with me,
More sunny and more gladsome
Than it was wont to be:
Thy body was a fetter
That bound me to the flesh,
Thank God that it is broken,
And now I live afresh!

Now I can sce thee clearly;
The dusky cloud of clay,
That hid thy starry spirit,
Is rent and blown away:
To earth I give thy hody,
Thy spirit to the sky,
I saw its bright wings growing,
And knew that thou must fly.

Now I can love thee truly,

For nothing comes between
The senses and the spirit,

The seen and the unseen;
Lifts the eternal shadow,

The silence bursts apart,
And the soul’s boundless future

Is present in my heart.

A PARABLE.

Worx and footsore was the Prophet,
When he gained the holy hill;

#God has left the earth,” he murmured,:
“Here his presence lingers still.

% God of all the olden prophets,

Wilt thou speak with men no more ?
Have I not as truly served thee,

As thy chosen ones of yore?
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“Hear me, guider of my fathers,
Lo! o humble heart 15 mine;

By thy mercy I beseech thee,
Grant thy servant but a sigal®

Bowing then his head, he listened
For an answer to lus prayer;

No loud burst of thunder followed,
Not a murmur stirred the air:-——

But the tuft of moss before hun
Opened while he waited yet,

And, from out the rock’s hard bosom,
Sprang a tender violet.

“God! I thank thee,” said the Prophet
“ Hard of heart and blind was I,
Yooking to the holy mountam
For the gift of prophecy.

#8til thou speakest with thy children
Freely as 1n eld sublime;

Humbleness, and love, and patience,
Still give empire over time.

“Had I trusted 1 my nature,
And had faith in lowly things,

Thou thyself wouldst then have sought me,
And set free my spinit’s wings.

“But I looked for signs and wonders,
That o’er men should give me sway,
Thirsting to be more than mortal,
1 was even less than clay

“Ere I entered on my journey,
As I grt my loins to start,
TRan to me my ittle daughter,
The beloved of my heart;—
A 1ot v e

"She hn:l plucked and brought to me.”
1842,
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A GLANCE BEHIND THE CURTAIN.

WE see but half the causes of our deeds,
Seeking them wholly in the outer life,

And heedless of the encircling spirit-world,
Which, though unseen, is felt, and sows in us
All germs of pure and world-wide purposes.
From one stage of our being to the next

We pass unconscious o’er a slender bridge,

The momentary work of unseen hands,

Which crumbles down behind us; looking back,
We see the other shore, the gulf between,

And, marvelling how we won to where we stand,
Content ourselves to call the builder Chance,
We trace the wisdom to the apple’s fall,

Not to the birth-throes of a mighty Truth
Which, for long ages in blank Chaos dumb,

Yet yearned to be incarnate, and had found

At last a spirit meet to be the womb

From which it might be born to bless mankind, —
Not to the soul of Newton, ripe with all

The hoarded thoughtfulness of earnest years,
And waiting but one ray of sunlight more

To blossom fully.

But whence came that ray ?

We call our sorrows Destiny, but ought
Rather to name our high successes so.

Only the instinets of great souls are Fate,
And have predestined sway : all other things,
Except by leave of us, could never be.

For Destiny is but the breath of God

Still moving in us, the last fragment left

Of our unfallen nature, waking oft

Within our thought, to beckon us beyond

The narrow circle of the seen and known,
" And always tending to a noble end,

As all things must that overrule the soul,

And for a space unseat the helmsman, Will.
The fate of England and of freedom once
Seemed wavering in the heart of one plain man,
One step of his and the great dial-hand,

That marks the destined progress of the world
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In the eternal round from wisdom on

To higher wisdom, had Leen made to pause’

A hundred years. That step he did not take, —
I‘{e ’kPew,not why, nor we, but cnly God, —

Before or after, of a British king.

Upon the pier stood two stern-visazed men,
Looking to where a little craft Iy moored,
Swayed by the lazy current of the Thames,
Which weltered by 1n muddy listlessness.

Grave men they were, and battlings of fierce thought
Had trampled out all softness from therr brows,
And plosghed rough furrows there before their time,
For another crop than such as homebred Peace
Sows broadcast 1n the wilhing soil of Youth.

Care, not of self, but of the commonweal,

Had robbed their eyes of youth, and left instead

A look of patient power and 1ron will,

And something fiercer. too, that gave broad hint

Of the plain weapons girded at their sides,

The younger had an aspect of command, —

Not such as trickles down, a slender stream,

In the shrunk channel of a great descent, —

But such as les entowered n heart and head,

And an arm prompt to do the ’hests of both.

His was a brow where gold were out of place,

And yet it seemed right worthy of a crown,

(Though he despised sueh,) were 1t only made

Of iron, or some serviceable stuff

That would have matched lus sinewy, brown face.
The elder, although he hardly seemed,

{Care makes so httle of some five short years,)

Had a clear, honest face, whose rough-hewn strength
Was mildened by the scholar's wiser heart

To sober courage, such as best befits

The unsullied temper of a well-tanght mind,

Yet so remained that one rould plainly guess

The hushed volcano smualdering underneath.

He spoke- the other. hearinz. kept bus gaze

Still fixed, as on some problea 1 the shy
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A GLANCE BEHIND THE CURTAIN.

Wr see but half the causes of our deeds,
Secking them wholly in the outer life,
And heedless of the encircling spirit-world,
Which, though unseen, is felt, and sows in us
All germs of pure and world-wide purposes.

- From one stage of our being to the next
We pass unconscious o’er a slender bridge,
The momentary work of unseen hands,
Which crumbles down behind us; looking back,
e see the other shore, the gulf between,
And, marvelling how we won to where we stand,
Content ourselves to call the builder Chance,
We trace the wisdom to the apple’s fall,
Not to the birth-throes of a mighty Truth
Which, for long ages in blank Chaos dumb,
Yet yearned to be incarnate, and had found
At last a spirit meet to be the womb
From which it might be born to bless mankind, —
Not to the soul of Newton, ripe with all
The hoarded thoughtfulness of earnest years,
And waiting but one ray of sunlight more
To blossom fully.

But whence came that ray ?
We call our sorrows Destiny, but ought
Rather to name our high successes so.
Only the instinets of great souls are Tate,
And have predestined sway: all other things,
Except by leave of us, could never be.
For Destiny is but the breath of God
Still moving in us, the last fragment left
Of our unfallen nature, waking oft
Within our thought, to beckon us beyond
The narrow circle of the seen and known,
And always tending to a noble end,
As all things must that overrule the soul,
And for a space unseat the helmsman, Will.
The fate of England and of freedom once
Seemed wavering in the heart of one plain man,
One step of his and the great dial-hand,
‘That marks the destined progress of the world
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In the eternal round from wisdom on

"T'o higher wisdom, hai been made to pause

A hundred years, That step he did not take, —
}:Ic ,k‘r{ew‘not wh‘y, nor we, but only God, —

Before or after, of a Britisk king.

TUpon the pier stood two stern-visaged men,
Looking to where a httle craft lay moored,
Swayed by the lazy current of the Thames,
‘Which weltered by 1n muddy histlessness
Grave men they were, and bottlings of fierce thought
Had trampled out all softness from their brows,
And plonghed rough furrows there before their time,
For another crop than such as homebred Peace
Sows broadeast 1n the willing soil of Youth.
Care, not of self, but of the commenrweal,
Had robbed their eyes of youth, and left instead
A look of patient power and ron will,
And sometlung fiercer, too, that gave broad hint
Of the plain weapons girded at their sides.
The younger had an aspect of command, —
Not such as trickles down, a slender stream,
In the shrunk channel of a great descent, —
But such as lies entowered 1n heart and head,
And an arm prompt to do the *hests of both.
His was a brow where gold were out of place,
And yet 1t seemed nght worthy of a erown,
(Though he despsed such,) were 1t only made
gf iron, or some serviceable stuff

Had a clear, honest face, whnse rough-hewn strength
Was mildened by the scholar's wiser heart
To sober courage, such as hest befits
The uns ™ - )
‘et 50 T
The hus
He apolée  the other, heariny hept lns gaze
sl ﬁ{ud, 2% o aome problea 1 the sky
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«(, CroMWELL, we are {allen on evil times?
There was a day when England had wide room
For honest men as well as foolish kings;

But now the uneasy stomach of the time

Turns squeamish at them both. Therefore let us
Seek out that savage clime, where men as yet
Are free: there sleeps the vessel on the tide,
Her languid canvas drooping for the wind;
Give us but that, and what need we to fear
This Order of the Council ? The free waves
Vill not say, No, to please a wayward king,
Nor will the winds turn traitors at his beck: -
All things are fitly cared for, and the Lord
Will watch as kindly o’er the exodus

Of us his servants now, as in old time.

Te have no cloud or fire, and -haply we

May not pass dry-shod through the ocean-stream;
But, saved or lost, all things are in His hand.”
So spake he, and meantime the other stood
With wide gray eves still reading the blank air,
As if upon the sky’s blue wall he saw

Some mystic sentence, written by a hand

Such as of old made pale the Assyrian king,
Girt with his satraps in the blazing feast.

“*Haypepry! a moment since, my purpose was
To fly with thee, —for I will eall it Hight,
Nor flatter it with any smoother name, —
But something in me bids me not to go;
And I am one, thou knowest, who, unmoved
By what the weak deem omens, yet give heed
And reverence due to whatsoe'er my soul
Whispers of warning to the inner ear.
Moreover, as I know that God brings round
His purposes in ways undreamed by us,
And makes the wicked but his instruments
To hasten on their swift and sudden fall,
I see the beauty of his providence
In the King's order: bling, he will not et
His doom part from him, but must bid if stay
As 't were a cricket, whose enlivening chirp
He Joved to hear beneath his very hearth.
Why should we fly 2 Nay, why not rather stay
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Not, as of ¢
By mnstrel
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Whole peoples, heedless 1f a few be crushed,

As some are ever, when the destiny

Of man takes one stride onward pearer home,
Belteve 1t, 't 15 the mass of men He loves;

And, where there 1s most sorrow and most want,
Where the high heart of man is trodden down
The most, ’t is not because He hides his face
From them 1n wrath, as purblind teachers prate:
Not so. there most 13 Tie, for thers is He

Most needed  Men who seek for Fate abroad

Are not so near his heart as they who dare
ankly to face her where she faces them,

On thetr own threshold, where therr souls are strong
To grapple with and throw her; as I once,

Being yet a boy, did cast this puny kinz,

Who now has grown so dotard as to deem

That he can wrestle with an angry realm,

And throw the brawned Anteus of men’s rights.
No, Hampden! they have'half-wa_\' rq:'x‘qsered Fate

Spake falsely, when 1t urged the spirit o3
To noble deeds for country and xx;‘mh:i

Be it we prove the weaker with e £¥¢
Teuth only needs to be for ence selecsh
d there’s such mus's in ber. STB ST,
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As makes men’s memories her joyous slaves,
And clings around the soul, as the sky clings
Round the mute earth, forever beautiful,
And, if o’erclouded, only to burst forth

More all-embracingly divine and clear:

Get but the truth once uttered, and 't is like
A star new-born, that drops into its place,
And which, once eireling in its placid round,
Not all the tumult of the earth can shake.

“YTWhat should we do in that small colony
Of pinched fanaties, who would rather choose
Freedom to elip an inch more from their hair,
Than the great chance of setting England free ?
Not there, amid the stormy wilderness,
Should we learn wisdom; or if learned, what room
To put it into act, — else worse than naught ?
We learn our souls more, tossing for an hour
Upon this huge and ever-vexed sea
Of human thought, where kingdoms go to wreck
Like fragile bubbles yonder in the stream,
Than in a cycle of New England sloth,
Broke only by some petty Indian war,
Or quarrel for a letter more or less,
In some hard word, which, spelt in either way
Not their mosf learned clerks can understand.
New times demand new measures and new men ;
The world advaunces, and in time outgrows
The laws that in our fathers’ day were best;
And, doubtless, after us, some purer scheme
Will be shaped out by wiser men than we,
Made wiser by the steady growth of truth.
We cannot bring Utopia by foree;
But better, almost, be at work in sin;
Than in a brute inaction browse and slecp.
No man is born into the world, whose work
Is not born with him; there is always work,
And tools to work withal, for those who will;
And blesséd are the horny hands of toil!
;l‘he busy world shoves angrily aside
The man who stands with arms akimbo set,
Until occasion tellsshim what to do; '
And he who waits to have his task marked out
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Shall die and leave his errand unfulfitled
QOur time 13 one that calls for earnest deeds:
Reason and Government, hke two broad seas,
Yearn for each other with outstretched arms
Across thia narrow 1sthmus of the throne,
And roll their whate surf ligher every day.
One age moves onward, and the next bmlds up
Cittes and gorgeous palaces, where stood

‘The rude log huts of those who tamed the wild,
Rearing from out the forests they had felled
The goodly framework of a fairer state;

The builder’s trowel and the settler’s axe

Are seldom wiclded by the selfsame hand;
Qurs 1s the harder task, yet not the less
Shall we receive the blessing for our toil
From the choice spirits of the aftertime,

My soul 18 not & palace of the past,

Where outworn creeds, ike Rome’s gray senate quake
Heanng afar the Vandal’s trumpet Loarse,
That skakes old systems with & thunderfit,
The time 13 ripe, and rotten-rpe, for change;
Then let 1t come. I have no dread of what

Is called for by the mstinet of mankind;

Nor think I that God’s world will fall apart,
Because we tear a parchment more or less.
Truth 15 eternal, but her effluence,

With endless change 1s fitted to the hour;
Her murror 1s turncd forward to reflect

The promtse of the future, not the past.

He who would win the name of truly great
Must understand his own age and the next,
And make the present ready to fulfil

Tts prophecy, and with the future merge
Gently and peacefully, as wave with wave.
The future works out great men’s destinies;
T - on

PPN R N

1 do not fear to follow out the truth,
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As makes men’s memories her joyous slaves,
And clings around the soul, as the sky clings
Round the mute earth, forever beautiful,
And, if o’erclouded, only to burst forth
More all-embracingly divine and clear:

Get but the truth once uttered, and ’t is like
A star new-born, that drops into its place,
And which, once circling in its placid round,
Not all the tumult of the earth can shake.

«TWhat should we do in that small colony
Of pinched fanatics, who would rather choose
Freedom to clip an inch more from their hair,
Than the great chance of setting Iingland free?
Not there, amid the stormy wilderness,
Should we learn wisdom or if learned, what room
To put it into act, — else worse than naught ?
We learn our souls more, tossing for an hour-
Upon this huge and ever-vexéd sea
Of human thought, where kingdoms go to wreck
Like fragile bubbles yonder in the stream,
Than in a cycle of New England sloth,
Broke only by some petty Indian war,
Or quarrel for a letter more or less,
In some hard word, which, spelt in either way
Not their most learned clerks can understand.
New times demand new measures and new men;
‘The world advances, and in time outgrows
The laws that in our fathers’ day were best;
And, doubtless, after us, some purer scheme
Will be shaped out by wiser men than we,
Made wiser by the steady growth of truth.
We cannot bring Utopia by force;
But better, almost, be at work in sin;
Than in a brute inaction browse and sleep.
No man is born into the world, whose work
Is not born with him; there is always work,
And tools to work withal, for those who will;
And blesséd are the horny hands of toil!
The busy world shoves angrily aside
The man who stands with arms akimbo set,
Until oceasion tellsshim what to do;
And he who waits to have his task marked out
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Shall dic and leave his errand unfulfilled,

Our time is one that ealls for earnest deeds:
TReason and Government, like two broad seas,
Yearn for each other with outstretehed arms

Actross this narrow isthmus of the throne,

And roll their white surf higher every day.

One age moves onward, and the next builds up
- N ' o stood

uned tho wild,

had felled
LUe foodly {FUNeWOLh UL 4 Liulel state;
The builder’s trowel and the settler’s axe
Arve seldom wiclded by the selfsame hand;
Qurs is tho harder task, yet not the less
Shall we receive the blessing for our toil
From the choice spirits of the aftertime.
My soul is not a palace of the past,

The time is nipe, and rotten-ripe, for change;
Then let it come: I have no dread of what
T2 called for by the instinet of mankind;
Nor think I that God’s world will fall apart,
Because we tear a parchment more or less,
Truth is cternal, but her efiluence,

With eandless change 13 fitted to the hour;
Her mmrror is turned forward to reflect

The promise of the future, not the past

He who would win the name of truly great
Must understand his own age and the next,
And make the present rc‘ad¥ to fulfil

The present is enough for common souls,
Who, never locking forward, are indeed

Mere clay, wherein the footprints of their age
Von n$fCad facmepen b abbomal acs
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Albeit along the precipice’s edge. )

Let us speak plain: there is more force in names
Than most men dream of ; and a lie may keep
Tts throne a whole age longer, if it skulk

Behind the shield of some fair-seeming name,
Let vs call tyrants, tyrants. and maintain,

That only freedom comes by grace of God,

And 21l that comes not by his grace must fall
For men in earnest have no time to waste

In patching fig-leaves for the naked truth.

# 1 will have one more grapple with the man
Charles Stuart: whom the boy o'ercame,
The man stands not in awe of. I, perchance,
Am one raised up by the Almighty arm
To witness some great truth to all the world.
Souls destined to o’erleap the vulgar lot,
And mould the world unto the scheme of God,
Have a fore-consciousness of their high doom,
As men are known to shiver at the heart,
TWhen the cold shadow of some coming ill
Creeps slowly o'er their ¢pirits unawares.
Hath Good less power of prophecy than I11?
How else could men whom God hath called to sway
Earth’s rudder, and to steer the bark of Truth,
Beating azainst the tempest tow’rd her port,
Bear all the mean and buzzing grievances,
The petty martyrdoms, wherewith Sin strives
To weary out the tethered hope of Faith,
The sneers, the unrecognizing ook of friends,
Who worship the dead corpse of old king Custom,
Where it doth lie in state within the Church,
Striving to cover up the mighty ocean
With a man’s palin. and making even the truth
Lie for them. holding up the glass reversed,
To make the hope of man seem farther off 2
My God! when I read o’er the bitter lives
Of men whose eager hearts were quite too great
"To beat beneath the cramped mode of the day,
And see thiem mocked at by the world they love,
Haggling with prejudice for pennyworths ’
Of that reform which their hard foil will make
The comm:on birthright of the age to come, —
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When I see this, spite of my faith 1n God,
T el Ve St Lot 2 ,

Ve

“Deem me not fond; but in my warmer youtl,
Ere my heart’ *° R
I had great du
Of conquest, 3 .
J knew not; but some conquest I would have,
Or else swift deathi- now wiser grown in years,
I find youth's dreams are but the flutterings
Of those strong wings whereon the soul shall soar
In aftertinie to win a starry throne;
And 80 I chenish them, f?r they were lots,
% IR At IR Gt S el
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To pluck my lot forth; 1t were sin to flee!”

So they two turned together; one to die,
Fighting for freedom on the bloody field;
The other, far more Lappy, to become
A name earth wears forever next her heart;
~oote - -0

. .-
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Advanted and pitched the shining tents of Light
Nor shall the grateful Muse forget to tell,
‘That — not the least among lus many claims
To deathless honor-— he was MiLtoN’s friend,
A man not second among these who lived
To show us that the poet’s Iyre demands
An arm of tougher sinew than the sword.
1843,
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0, »ooxLicuT deep and tender,
A year and more agene,

Your mist of golden splendo
Round my betrothal shone!

0, elm-leaves dark and dewy,
‘The very same Te seem,

The low wind trembles through ye,
Ye murmur in my dream !

O, river, dim with distance,
Flow thus forever by:

A part of my existence
WWithin vour heart doth lie!

0, stars, ve saw our meeting,
Two beings and one soul,
Two hearts so madix beating
To mingle and be whole!

O, happy night, deliver
Her kisses back to me,
Or keep them 2all, and give her
A blissful dream of me!
1842,

A CHIPPEWA LEGEXNDX*
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ZEschylus, Prom. Vinct. 197,

Tre old Chief, feeling now well-nigh his end,

Called his two e]de\t children to his side,

And gave themn, in few words, his parting charge: —

“ My son and daughter, me ye see no more;
The happy hunting-grounds await me, green

With change of spring and summer throngh the year:

But, for remembmnce. after I am gone,
Be Lmd to little Sheemah for my ='1Le :

* Por the leading incidents in this ta'e, T am izd
“ Algic Tletearches ™ of Heney R Sc‘.:oo!mlf‘., Esq. dted 10 8

the veoy valoable
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Weakling he is and younz, and knows not yet

To set the trap, or draw the feasoned bow;
Therefore of both your loves he hath more need,
TR DR LT IR R e

But the Great Spint plants it in our hearts,
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From the free, natural joys that fit my age?

AS 1L 10 1wy, ne Joulneyeu swiay v,

Now when the sister found her brother gone,
, OT RN Sl e+

And flutters inany times before Le flies,

And then doth perch so nearly, that a word
May lure him back, as swift and glad as hight;
And Duty Iingers even when Tove 1s gone

Oft looking out in liope of his return,

And, after Duty hath been driven forth,

Then Selfishness ereeps m the last of all,
Warming her lean hands at the lonely heath,
And crouching o’er the embers, to shut out
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TWhatever paltry warmth and light are left,
With avaricious greed, from all beside.

So, for long months, the sister hunted wide,
And cared for little Sheemah tenderly;

But, daily more and more, the loneliness
Grew wearisome, and to herself she sighed,

# Am I not fair? at least the glassy pool,
That hath no caunse to flatter. tells me so0;
But, 0, how fiat and meaningless the tale,
Unless it tremble on a lover’s tongue!

Beauty hath no true glass, except it be

In the sweet privacy of loving eyes.”

Thus deemed she idly, and forgot the lore
Thich she had learned of nature and the woods,
That beauts’s chief reward is to itself,

And that the eves of Love reflect alone

The inward fairness, which is blurred and lost
Unless kept clear and white by Duty's eare

So she went forth and sought the haunts of men,
And, being wedded. in her household eares,
Soon, like the elder brother, quite forgot

The little Sheemah and her father's charge.

But Sheemah, left alone within the lodge,
Waited and waited, with a shrinking heart,
Thinking each rustle was his sister’s step.

Till hope grew less and less, and then went out,
And every sound was chauged from hope to fear.
Few sounds there were: — the dropping of a nut,
The squirrel’s chirrup, and the jay’s harsh seream,
Autumn’s sad remnants of blithe Summer's cheer,
Heard at long intervals, seemed but to make
The dreadful void of silence silenter.
Soon what swall store his sister left was gone,
And, through the Autummn, he made shift to live
On roots and berries. gathered in much fear
Of wolves, whose ghastly howl he heard ofttimes,
Hollow and hungry, at the dead of night. '
But Winter came at last. and, when the SNOW,

- Thick-heaped for gleaming leagues o'er hill and plain,
Spread its unbroken silence over all,
Made bold by hunger, he was fain to ¢lean,
(More sick at heart than Ruth, and all alone,)
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After the harvest of the merciless wolf,
Grim Buaz, who, sharp-ribbed and gaunt, yet feared
A thing more wild and starving than himself;
Till, by degrees, the wolf and he grew friends,
And shared together all the winter through.

R e L - Tor e I LIPS T 4

. me,

Matin i ittle tineket close at hand,

A cluld that seemed fast changing to a wolf,
From the neck downward, gray with shaggy hair
That stil] erept on and upward as he looked.
The face was turned away, but well he knew
That it was Sheemah’s, even Ins brother’s face.
‘Then with Lis trembling hands he hid his eyes,
And bowed his head, so that lie might not see
The first look of his brother’s eyes, and ened,

“ 0, Sheemah ! 0, my brother, speak to me!
Dost thou not know me, that I am thy brother ?
Come to me, little Sheemal, thou shalt dwell
With me henceforth, and hnow no care or want!”
Sheemalk was silent for a space, as if

*T were hard to summon up 2 human voice,

And, when he spake, the sound was of a wolf’s.
“1 know thee not, nor art thou what thou say’st;
I have none other brethren than the wolves,

411 4her 1 anet b at ancen T Fanmn ol b ok oo
= ALRS ] omy Hedry 1s cnsuged Tgnt mteerly,
*Tis shrunk and parched within me even now!”
And, looking upward fearfully, he saw
Only a wolf that shrank away and ran,

Ugly and fierce, to hide among the woods.



176 LOWELL'S POEMS.

STANZAS ON FREEDOM

Mex! whose boast it is that ye
Come of fathers brave and free,
If there breathe on earth a slave,
Are ye truly free and brave ?

If ye do not feel the chain,
TWhen it works a brother’s pain,
Are ye not base slaves indeed,
Slaves unworthy to be freed ¢

Women! who shall one day bear
Sons to breathe New England air,

If ye hear, without a blush,

Deeds to make the roused blood rush
Like red lava through your veins,
For your sisters now in chains, —
Answer! are ye fit to be

Mothers of the brave and free ?

Is true Freedom but to break
Fetters for our own dear sake,
And, with leathern hearts, forget
That we owe mankind a debt ?
No! true freedom is to shave

All the chains our brothers wear,
And, with heart and hand, to be
Earnest to make others free!

They are slaves who fear to speak

For the fallen and the weak,

They are slaves who will not choose
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse,

Rather than in silence shrink

From the truth they needs must think;
They are slaves who dare not be

In the right with two or three.

COLUMBTUS.

TrE cordage ereaks and rattles in the wind,
With freaks of sudden hush; the reeling sea
Now thumps like solid rock beneath the stern,
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Now leaps with clumsy serath, strikes short, and, falling
Crmnbled to whispery foam, slips rustling down

‘The Lroad backs of the waves, which jostle and crowd
To thing themselves upon that unknown shore,

Their used familiar since the dawn of time,

e e e P e o8
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How lonely is the sea’s perpetual swing,
The melancholy wash otpend]eis waves,

The sigh of some grim monster undesered,
Fear-punted on the canvas of the dark,

Shifting on Ins uneasy pillow of brine!

Yet night brings more companions than the day
To this drear waste, new constellations Lurmn,
And farer stars, with whose calm height my soul
Finds nearer sympathy than with my herd

OF earthen souls, whose vision’ seanty nng
Makes me 1ts prisoner to beat my win
Against the cold bars of their unbeliet,

Knowing in vain my own free heaven beyond.

O God! this world, so crammed with eager life,
Th,at comes and goes and wanders back to silence
O e BT T AR OO .

'
Lets Ler great destimes be waved aside

By smooth, lip-reverent, formal mfidels,

Who weigh the God they not behese with gold,
And find no spot 1n Judas, save Hmt‘he,

PR HR e R .
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Hath ofttimes shot chill palsy through the arm,
Just lifted to achieve its crowmng deed, .
And made the firm-hased heart, that would have quail
The rack or fagot, slanlder hike a leaf
Wrinkled with frost, and loose upon 1ts stem
The wicked and the weak, by some dark las,

®
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Have a strange power to shut and rivet down
Their own horizon round us, to unwing

Our heaven-aspiring visions, and to blur

With surly clouds the Future’s gleaming peaks,
Far seen ncross the brine of thankless years.

If the chosen soul could never be alone

In deep mid-silence, open-doored to God,

No greatness ever had been dreamed or done;
Among dull hearts a prophet never grew;

The nurse of full-grown souls is solitude.

The old world is effete; there man with man
Jostles, and, in the brawl for means fo live,
Life is trod under-foot, — Life, the one block
Of marble that’s vouchsafed wherefrom to carve
Our great thonghts, white and god-like, to shine down
The future, Life, the irredeemable block,
Which one o’er-hasty chisel-dint oft mars, .
Scanting our room to cut the features out
Of our full hope, so forcing us to crown
With a mean head the perfect limbs, or leave
The god’s face glowing o’er a satyr’s trunk,
Failure’s brief epitaph.

Yes, Europe’s world:
Reels on to judgment; there the common need,
Losing God’s sacred use, to be a hond
"Pwixt Me and Thee, sets each one scowlingly
O’er his own selfish hoard at bay; no state,
Knit strongly with eternal fibres up
Of all men’s separate and united weals,
Self-poised and sole as stars, yet one as light.
Holds up a shape of large Humanity
"To which by natural instinet every man
Pays loyalty exulting, by which all
Mould their own lives, and feel their pulses filled
With the red fiery blood of the general life,
Making them mighty in peace, as now in war
They ave, even in the flush of victory, weak,
Conquering that manhood which should them subdue,
And what gift bring I to this untried world ?
Shall the same tragedy be played anew,
And the same Iurid curtain drop at last
On one dread desolation, one fierce crash

.
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Of that recoil which on its makers God

Lets Ignorance and Sin and Hunger make,
Early or Iate?  Or shall that commonw calth
Whese potent umty and concentric force

Can draw thess seattered juints and parts of men
Into a whole ideal man ence more,

Whieh sucks not from 1ts imbs the hife away,
But sends 1t flood-tide and creates itzelf

Over agam 1 every eitizen,

Be there built ap?  For me, 1 have no choice;
I might turn back to other destimes,

For one sincere key opes all Fortune's doors;
But whoso answers not Gol's earliest eall,
Forfests or dulls that faculty supreme

of l}'m;: oix‘n to lus genius

Which makes the wise heart certain of its ends.

Here am 1; for what end God kpows, not 1;
Westwanl stsl] potnts the inexomble soul
Here am [, with uo friend tmt the sad sea,
The beatrsy brart of this great enterprise,
Which, without me, would stiffen in swift death;
This have 1 muysed on, stnce mmne eye condd firsy
Among the stars distinguish and with o
Rest on that Gad-fed Pharos of the north,
On some blue promontory of heaven hightéd
That juts far out mto the upper era:
Ta this one hops my heart hath (ung for years,
As would a foundling tu the talisman
Hung round bys neck by kands he knew not whose.
A paot, vile thang and dross to all beade,
Yet he theremn can fer] a virtue left
By the gad pressure of a mother's hand,
Ani unto him st shil 15 wremulous
With palptating fizste and wet with trars,
The key to bim of hope and bumanness,
The coare shell of hie's pearl, Expectaney.
This hope hath been to me for love and fame,
Hath made me wholly lonrly en the earth,
bulding e up as tn a thick-ribbed tower,
Wherewith enwalled my watehinz spirit barne
Conquenng ats hittle 1sland from the Dark,
Sole as a scholar's lamp, atd Leard men's
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In the far hurry of the outward world,

Pass dimly forth and back, sounds heard in dream
As Ganymede by the eagle was snatched up
From the gross sod to be Jove’s cupbearer,

So was I lifted by my great design:

And who hath trod Olympus, from his eye
Fades not that broader outlook of the gods;
His life’s low valleys overbrow earth’s clouds,
And that Olympian spectre of the past

Looms towering up in sovereign memory,
Beckoning his soul from meaner heights of doom.
Had but the shadow of the Thunderer’s bird
Flashing athwart my spirit, made of me

A swift-betraying vision’s Ganymede,

Yet to have greatly dreamed precludes low ends
Great days have ever such a morning-red,

On such a base great futures are built up,

And aspiration, though not put in act,

Comes back to ask its plighted troth again,

Still watches round its grave the unlaid ghost
Of a dead virtue, and makes other hopes,

Save that implacable one, seem thin and bleak
As shadows of hare trees upon the snow,

Bound freezing there by the unpitying moon.

While other youths perplexed their mandolins,
Praying that Thetis would her fingers twine
In the loose glories of her lover’s hair,

And wile another kiss to keep back day,

I, stretched beneath the many-centuried shade
Of some writhed oak, the wood’s Laocoon,

Did of my hope a dryad mistress make,

‘Whom I would woo to meet me privily,

Or underneath the stars, or when the moon
Flecked all the forest floor with seattered pearls,
O days whose memory tames to fawning down
The surly fell of Ocean’s bristled neck !

I know not when this hope enthralled me first,
But from my boyhood up T loved to hear

The tall-pine-forests of the Apennine

Murmur their hoary legends of the sea,

‘Which hearing, I in vision clear beheld;
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The sudden dark of tropic night shut down

Q'er the huge whisper of great watery wastes,

The while a pair of herons trailingly

Flapped 1nland, whero some league-wide river harled
?‘ho ;,"cllm\" spoil 3{ unconjectured realms

DU LAEIEU JUL L 48 LLE LIeLan bees

Brought honey to the baby Jupiter,

Who 1n his soft hand erushed a violet,
God-like foremusing the rough thunder’s gripe;
Then did I entertain the poet’s song,

1 T f sl
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Whose ad ine links, his 1

The western main shook growling, and still gnawed.
T Lrooded on the wise Athenian’s tale

Of happy Atlantis, and heard Bjorne’s keel
Crunch the gray pebbles of the Vinland shore:
For T helieved the poels; 1t 1s they

Who utter wisdom from the central deep,

And, listening to the inner flow of things,
Speak to the age out of ctermty,

Al me! old hermits sought for solitude

In eaves and desert places of the earth,
Where their own Leart-beat was the only stir
of ]i\;ing t}xsnglt‘lmt comfurted the year;

T oear s N

the ungrateful sands of sceptic’ears.”
i P ER
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And all the sceptred spirits of the past
Come thronging in to greet him as their peer;
But in the market-place’s glare and throng
He sits apart, an exile, and his brow

. Aches with the mocking memory of its erown.
But to the spirit select there is no choiee;
He cannot say, This will I do, or that, i
For the cheap means putting Heaven’s ends in pawn,
And bartering his bleak rocks, the frechold stern
Of destiny’s first-born, for smoother fields
That yield no crop of self-denying will;
A hand is stretehed to him from out the dark,
Which grasping without question, he is led
Where there is work that he must do for God.
The trial still is the strength’s complement,
And the uncertain, dizzy path that seales
The sheer heights of supremest purposes
TIs steeper to the angel than the child.
Chances have laws as fixed as planets have,
And disappointment’s dry and hitter root,
Envy’s harsh berries, and the ehoking pool
Of the world’s scorn, arve the right mother-milk
To the tough hearts that pionéer their kind,
And break a pathway to those unknown realms
That in the earth’s broad shadow lie enthralled ;
Endurance is the erowning quality,
And patience all the passion of great hearts;
These are their stay, and when the leaden world
Sets its hard face against their fateful thought,
And brute strength, like a scornful conqueror,
Clangs his huge mace down in the other scale,
The inspired soul but flings his patience in,
And slowly that outweighs the ponderous globe, —
One faith against a whole earth’s unbelief,
One soul against the flesh of all mankind,

Thus ever seems it when my soul can hear

The voice that errs not; then my triumph gleams,
O’er the blank ocean beckoning, and all night

My heart flies on before me as I sail;

Far on I see my lifelong enterprise,

Which rose like Ganges mid the freezing snows
Of a world’s sordidness, sweep broadening down,
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And mathasine fa 1460l o 4} ancand chename,

On day’s gray threshold stands the eager dawn,
Like young Leander rosy from the sea
Glowing at Hero’s lattice !

One day more
These muttering shoalbrains leave the helm to me.
God, let me not 1n their dull coze be stranded ;
Let not this one frail bark, to hollow which
s i e (s

Just as the opposing wind "gins whistle off
His cheek-swollen mates, and from the leamng mast
Fortune’s full sail strains forward!

One poor day ! —
Remember whose and not how short it is!

T

1844

\N INCIDENT OF THE FIRE AT HAMBURG.

ug tower of oll Saint Nicholas soared upward to the
skies,

ike some ‘huge piece of Nature’s make, the growth of
centuries;

“ou could not deem its erowding spires a work of human

art,
Chey sfemml to struggle hightward from a sturdy hving
reart,

Vot Nature's selfl more freely speaks in erystal or in oak,
han, through the pious butlder's hand, mn that gray pile
she spoke;
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And as from acorn springs the oak, so, freely and alone,
Sprang from his heart this hymn to God, sung in obedient
stone.

It seemed a wondrous freak of chance, so perfect, yet so
rough,

A whim og Nature crystallized slowly in granite tough ;
The thick spires yearned towards the sky in quaint,
harmonious lines, .

And in broad sunlight basked and slept, like a grove of

blasted pines.

Never did rock or stream or tree lay claim with better
right

To all the adorning sympathies of shadow and of light;

And, in that forest petrified, as forester there dwells

Stout Herman, the old sacristan, sole lord of all its bells.

Surge leaping after surge, the fire roared onward red as

Till ha})fle)ofdilamburg lay engulfed beneath the eddying

For miilig;) da;way, the fiery spray poured down its deadly

And bzillin;.nd forth the billows sucked, and paused, and
burst again.

From si(iluare to square with tiger leaps panted the lustful
re,
The air to leeward shuddered with the gasps of its desire;
And church and palace, which even now stood whelmed
. bnt to the knee,
Lift their black roofs like breakers lone amid the whirl-
ing sea.

Up in ]hisk tower old Herman sat and watched with quiet
ook ;

His soul had trusted God too long to be at last forsook ;

He could not fear, for surely God a pathway would unfold

Througl; thlls red sea for faithful hearts, as once he did
of old.

But scag:ltlaly can he cross himself, or on his good saint
cail,
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Before the sacrilegions flood o'erleaped the churchyard
wall;

And, ere a ;w{cr half was said, mid smoke and erackling

glate,
His 1sland tower searce juts its head above the wide
despair

Upon the penl's desperate peak lns heart stood up sub-
e

His first thought was for God above, lus next was for his
chime

“ Sing tow and make your voiees heard in hymns of
srarse,” cried he,

# As did the Israelites of old, safe walking through the
sea!

“Through this red sea our God hath made the pathway
safe to shore;

Our promised land stands full 1n sight, shout now as
ne'er before!”

And as the tower came cruslung down, the bells, in clear
arcord,

Pealed forth the grand old German hymn, —“All good
souls, praise the Lord I”

THE SOWER.

I saw a Sower walking slow
Across the earth, from east to west;
His hair tvas wnte as mountain snow,
His head drooped forward on s breast.

With shrivelled hands he flung lus seed,
Nor cver turned to look belnd ;

Of sight or sound he took no heed,
Tt seemed he was both deaf and blind.

His dim face showed no soul beneath,
Yot in my heart I felt a stir,

As if 1 lookedl upon the sheath .
That once had clasped Exeahbur.



186 , LOWELLS POEMS.

T heard, as still the seed he cast,

How, crooning to himself, he sung,—
«T sow again the holy Past,

The happy days when I was young.

«Then all was wheat without a tare,
Then all was righteous, fair, and trues

And I am he whose thoughtful care
Shall plant the Old World in the New,

“The fruitful germs I scatter free,
With busy hand, winle all men sleep;
In Europe now, from sea to sea,
The nations bless me as they reap.”

Then I looked back along his path;
Axnd heard the clash of steel on steel,
Where man faced man, in deadly wrath,
WWhile clanged the toesin’s hurrying peal.

The sky with burning towns flared red,
Nearer the noise of fighting volled,
And brothers’ blood, by brothers shed,

Crept, curdling, over pavements cold.

Then marked I how each germ of truth
‘Which through the dotard’s fingers ran
‘Was mated with a dragon’s tooth
Whence there spraug up an armed man.

1 shouted, but he could not hear; -
Made signs, but these he could not see;
And still, without a doubt or fear,
Broadeast he scattered anarchy.

Long to my straining ears the blast

Brought faintly back the words he sung: —
“I1 sow again the holy Past,

The happy days when I was young.”
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HUNGER AND COLD.

Ststrns two, all praise to you,

With your faces pinched and blue;

To the poor man you ’ve been true
Trom of old:

You can speak the keenest word,

You are sure of being heard,

From the point you 're never stirred,
Hunger and Cold!

Let sleek statesmen temporize;

Palsied are their shifts and lies

‘Wlen they meet your bloodskot eyes
Grim and bold;

Policy you set at naught,

In their traps you 'll not be caught,

Youre too honest to be bought,
Hunger and Cold !

Bolt and bar the palace-door;

While the mass of men are poor,

Naked truth grows more and more
Uucontrolled ;

You had never {et, I guess,

Any praise for tashfulness,

You can visit sans court-dress,
Iiunger and Cold 1

While the music fell and rose,

And the dance reeled to 1ts close,

‘Where her round of costly woes
Fashion strolled,

I beheld with shuddering fear

Wolves' eyes through the windows peer;

Little dream they you are near,
Hunger and Cold!

When the toiler’s heart you clutch,
Conscience is not valued much,
He recks not a bloody smuteh

On lus gold:
Everything to you defers,
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You are potent reasoners,
At your whisper Treason stirs,
Hunger and Cold!

Rude comparisons you draw,

Words refuse to sate your maw,

Your gaunt limbs the cobweb law
Cannot hold: )

You ‘re not clogged with foolish pride,

But can seize a right denied ;

Somehow God is on your side,
Hunger and Cold!

You respect no hoary wrong

More for having triumphed long;

Its past vietims, haggard throng,
From the mould :

You unbury: swords and spears

Weaker are than poor men’s tears,

Weaker than your silent years,
Hunger and Cold !

Let them guard both hall and bower;
Through the window you will glower,
Patient till your reckoning hour
Shall be tolled:
Cheeks ure pale, but hands are red,
Guiltless blood may chance be shed,
But ye must and will be fed,
Hunger and Cold!

Grod has plans man must not spoil,
Some were made to starve and toil,
Some to share the wine and oil,
We are told:
Deril’s theories are these,
Stifling hope and love and peace,
Framed your hideous lusts to please,
Huuoger and Cold !

Scatter ashes on thy bead,

Tears of burning sorrow shed,

Earth! and be by pity led
To Love's fold ;
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Ere they Llock the very door
With lean corpses of the poar,
And will hush for naught but gore,—
Hunger and Cold !
1848,

THE LANDLORD.

Wiar boot your houses and your lands?
In spite of closedrawn deed and fence,

Like water, “twixt your cheated hands,

They ship into the graveyard's sands
Anid mock your ownership’s pretence.,

How shall you speak to urge your right,
Choked with Amt sail for which you lust

The bit of clay, for whoss delight

You grasp, is mortgazed, too; Death inight
Foreclose this very day in dust.

Tence as you please, this plain poor man,
» Whose ouly fields are in his wit,
Who shapes the world, as hest he can,
According to God's higher plan,
Owns you and fences as is fit.

Though yours the rents, his incomes wax
By right of eminent domain;

Trom factory tall to womdman’s axe,

All things on earth must pay ther tax,
To feed his hungry beart and brain.

He takes you from your easy-chair,
And what he plans, that you must do.
You sleep in down, eat dainty fare, —
He mounts lis erazy garret-stair
And starves, the {:md]un] ovier you.

Feeding the clods your idlesse drains,
You make more green six feet of soil;

His fruitful word, like suns and rams,

Tartakes the seasons’ bounteous patns,
And toils to hghten huran toil

189
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Your lands, with force or cunning got,
Shrink to the measure of the grave;
But Death himself abridges not
The tenures of almighty thought,
The titles of the wise and brave.

TO A PINE-TREE.

Far up on Katahdin thou towerest,
Purple-blue with the distance and vast;
Like a cloud o’er the lowlands thou lowerest,
That hangs poised on o Iull in the biast,

To its fall leaning awful.

In the storm, like a prophet o'ermaddened,
Thou singest and tossest thy branches;
Thy heart with the terror is gladdened,
Thou forebodest the dread avalanches,
‘When whole mountains swoop valeward

In the calm thou o’erstretchest the valleys
With thine arms, as if blessings imploring,
Like an old king led forth from his palace,
‘When his people to battle are pouring
From the city beneath him.

To the lumberer asleep ‘neath thy glooming
Thou dost sing of wild billows in motion,
Till he longs to be swung mid their booming
In the tents of the Arabs of ocean,
‘Whose finned isles are their cattle.

For the gale snatches thee for his lyre,
‘With mad hand crashing melody frantie,
‘While he pours forth his mighty desire
To leap down on the eager Aflantic,
Whose arms stretceh to his playmate.

The wild storm makes his lair in thy branches,
Preying thence on the continent under;
Like a lion, erouched close on his haunches,
There awaiteth his leap the fierce thunder,
Growling low with impatience.



SI DCSCENDERO IN INFERNUM, ADES. 191

Spite of winter, thou keep'st thy green glory,
. JLusty father of Titans past number!
T s

Thou alone know’st the splendor of winter,
HMigI thy snow-silvered, hushed precipices,
OETI TS S S S

Thou alone know'st the glory of sammer,
Ganng down on thy broad seas of forest,
On thy subjects that send a proud murmar
TUp to thee, to their sachem, who towerest
From thy bleak throne to heaven.

SI DESCENDERO IN INFERNUM, ADES.

0, .o a . s .

Dr -

From the clear North of Duty, —
Still by cracked arch and broken shaft 1 trace
That here was once a shnne and holy place
nr ) e ae

How far are ye from the innocent, from those
Whose hearts are as a little lane serene,
Smooth-heaped from wall to wall with unb oke snows,
Or 1n the summer blithe with lambcropped green,
Save the one track, where naught more rude 1s seen

That ye can shut out heaven ?
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Your souls partake its influence, not in vain
Nor all unconscious, as that silent lane
Tts drift of noiseless apple-blooms receives.

Looking within myself, I note how thin
A plank of station, chance, or prosperous fate,
Doth fence me from the clntching waves of sin; —
In my own heart I find the worst man’s mate,
And see not dimly the smooth-hingeéd gate
That opes to those abysses
Where ye gropé darkly,—ye who never knew
On your young hearts love’s consecrating dew,
Or felt a mother’s kisses,
Or home’s restraining tendrils round you curled.
Ah, side by side with heart’s-ease in this world
The fatal night-shade grows and bitter rue!

One band ye cannot break,— the force that elips
And grasps your cireles fo the central light;
Yours is the prodigal comet’s long ellipse,
Self-exiled to the farthest verge of night;
Yet strives with you no less that inward might
No sin hath e’er imbruted ;
The god in you the creed-dimmed eye eludes; .
The Law brooks not to have its solitudes
By bigot feet polluted ;—
Yet they who wateh your god-compelled return
May see your happy perihelion burn
Where the calm sun his unfledged planets broods.

TO THE PAST.

‘Woxprous and awful are thy silent halls,
O kingdom of the past!
There lie the bygone ages in their palls,
Guarded by shadows vast, —
There all is hushed and breathless,
Save when some image of old error falls
Earth worshipped once as deathless.

There sits drear Egypt, mid beleaguering sands
Half woman and half beast, 8 § ’
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The hnentonnt farah o

SN WRNIINN X JRo NN B

" Of Asia’s longquenched glory.

Still as a city butied ’neath the sea,
Thy courts and temples stand;
PR i 4 B A .

Into Time’s gnawing river

Titanic shapes with faces blank and duon,
Of their old godhead lorn,
Gaze on the embers of the sunken sun,
Which they misdeem for mnorn;
Angd yet the eterna) sorrow
In their unmonarched eyes says day 13 done
Without the hope of morrow.

O realm of silence and of swart eclipse,
The shapes that haunt thy gloom
Make signs to us and move their withered lips
Across the gulf of doom;
Yet all their sound and motion
Bring no more freight to us than wraiths of ships
On the mirage’s ocean
And if ti a dereth
From out thy desolate halls,
If some grim shadow of thy Iiving death
Across our sunshine falls
And scares the world to error,
The eternal life sends forth melodious breath
To chase the misty terror

Thy mighty clamors, wars, and world-noised deed
Are silent now 1n dust,
Gone hke a tremUle of the huddling reeds
Beneath some sudden gust,
Thy forms and creeds have vamshed,
o
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Tossed out to wither like unsightly weeds
From the world’s garden banished.

Whatever of true life there was in thee
Leaps in our age’s veins;
Wield still thy bent and wrinkled empery,
And shalke thine idle chains; —
To thee thy dross is clinging,
For us thy martyrs die, thy prophets see,
Thy poets still are singing.

Here, mid the bleak waves of our strife and care,

Tloat the green Fortunate Isles,
‘Where all thy hero-spivits dwell, and share
Our martyrdoms and toils; .

The present moves attended
With all of brave and excellent and fair
That made the old time splendid.

TO THE FUTURE.

O Laxp of Promise! from what Pisgal’s height
Can I behold thy stretch of peaceful bowers,
Thy golden harvests flowing out of sighs,
Thy nestled homes and sun-illumined towers ?
Gazing upon the sunset’s high-heaped gold,
Its crags of opal and of chrysolite,
Its deeps on deeps of glory, that unfold
Still brightening abysses,
And blazing precipices,
Whence but a seanty leap it seems to heaven,
Sometimes a glimpse is given

Of thy more gorgeous realm, thy more unstinted blisses

O Land of Quiet! to thy shore the surf
Of the perturhéd Present rolls and sleeps;
Our storms breathe soft as June upon thy turf
And lure out blossoms; to thy bosom leaps,
As to 1 mother’s, the o’erwearied heart.
Hearing far off and dim the toiling mart,
The hurrying feet, the curses without numbver,
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And, eircled with the glow Elysian, ‘-
Of thine exulting vision,
Out of its very cares wooes churms for peace and slumber”

To_thee the I;::mh Lifts up her fettered hands |
Th

Grows young and noble; unto thee the Oppressor
Looks, and 18 dumb with awe;
The eternal law,
Which makes the erime its own blindfold redresser,
Shadows his heart ‘“Eh perilons foreboding,
P I k an

‘What promises hast thou for Poets’ eyes,
Aweary of the turmotl and the wrong!
To all their hopes what overjoyed replies’
What undreamed ecstasies for bhissful song!
Thy happy plains no war-trump’s brawhng clangor
Insturbs, and fools the poor to Late the poor,
The humble glares not on the lugh with anger;
Love leaves no grudge at less, no greed for more;
In vain strives Self the god-like sense to smother;
From the soul’s deeps
It throbs and leaps;
The noble 'neath foul rags Leholds his leng-lost brother

To thee the Martyr looketh, and s fires
__. Unlock therr fangs and leave hus spint free,

The lone Inventor by his demon haunted,

The Prophet cries to thee when hearts are coldest,
And, gazing o’er the midnight’s bleak abyss,
Sees the drowsed soul awaken at thy kiss,

And stretch 1ts happy arms and leap up disenchanted

Thon bringest vengeance, but so loving-kindly
The gnlty thinks it prty, taught by thee,
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Fierce tyrants drop the scourges wherewith blindly
Their own souls they were searring; conquerors see
With horror in their hands the accursed spear
That tore the meek One’s side on Calvary,
And from their trophies shrink with ghastly fear;
Thou, too, art the Forgiver,
The beauty of man’s soul to man revealing;
The arrows from thy quiver )
Pierce Error's guilty heart, but only pierce for healing.

0, whither, whither, glory-wingéd dreams,
From out Life’s sweat and turmoil would ye bear me ¥
Shut, gates of Fancy, on your golden gleams, —
This agony of hopeless contrast spare me!
Fade, cheating glow, and leave me to my night!
Heis a coward, who would borrow
A charm against the present sorrow
From the vague Future’s promise of delight:
As life’s alarums nearer roll,
The ancestral buckler calls,
Self-clanging from the walls
In the high temple of the soul;
Where are most sorrows, there the poet’s sphere is,
To feed the soul with patience,
To heal its desolations
With words of unshorn truth, with love that never wearies.

HEBE.

I saw the twinkle of white feet,

I saw the flash of robes descending;
Before her ran an influence fleet,

That bowed my heart like barley bending.

As, in bare fields, the searching bees
Pilot to blooms beyond our finding,

It led me on, by sweet degrees,
Joy’s simple honey-cells unbinding.

Those Graces were that seemed grim Fates;
With pearer love the sky leaned oer me;
The long-sought Secret’s golden gates
On musical hinges swung before me.
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Whose treacherous erystal 1s but Winter’s ?

O spendthnft, haste! await the Gods;
Their nectar erowns the lips of P znence,
Haste scatters on unthankful sods
The immortal gift 1o vain hbations.

Coy Hebe flies from those that woo,
And shuns the hands would seize upon her,
Follow thy life, and she will sue
To pour for thee the cup of honor.

THE SEARCH.

I wexT to seek for Christ,
And Nature seemed so fair
That first the woods and fields my youth enticed,
And T was sure to find him there:
The temple I forsook,
And to the solitude
Allegiance paid; but winter came and shook
The crown and purple from my wood,
Hxs snows, hke desert s:mds, with scom!ul dnft,
he d a1sle and p: t
My Thebes, cut deep with many a solemn nft,
But epitaphed her own sepulchred state:
Then I remembered whom I went to seek,
And blessed blunt Winter for his counsel bleak.

Back to the world I turned, .
For Chnst, I said, 18 king;
So the cramped alley and the hut I spurned,
As far beneath his sojourming -
3d power and wealth I sought,
But found no trace of bim,
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And all the costly offerings I had brought
With sudden rust and mould grew .dim:

I found his tomb, indeed, where, by their laws,
Al must on stated days themselves imprison,
Mocking with bread a dead creed’s grinning jaws,
Witless how long the life had thenece arisen;
Due sacrifice to this they set apart, .
Prizing it more than Christ’s own living heart.

So from my feet the dust
Of the proud World I shook;
Then came dear Love and shared with me his crust,
And half my sorrow’s burden took. ", .
After the World’s soft bed,
Its rich and dainty fare,
Like down seemed Love’s coarse pillow to my head,
His cheap food seemed as manna rare;
Fresh-trodden prints of bare and bleeding feet,
Turned to the heedless city whence I came,
Hard by I saw, and springs of worship sweet
Gushed from my cleft heart smitten by the same;
Love looked me in the face aud spake no words,
But straight I knew those foot-prints were the Lord’s.

I followed where they led . -
And in a hovel rude,
With naught to fence the weather from his head,
The King I sought for meekly stood
A naked, hungry child
. Clung round his gracious knee,
And a poor hunted slave looked up and smiled
To bless the smile that set him free;
New miracles I saw his presence do, —
No more I knew the hovel bare and poor,
The ‘gathered chips into a woodpile grevw,
The broken morsel swelled to goodly store;
I knelt and wept: my Christ no more I seek,
His throne is with the outcast and the weak.
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THE PRESENT CRISIS.

Waex a deed 18 done for Freedom, through the broad
earth’s aching breast
Runs a thrill of joy prophetic, trembling on from east to

west,

And the slave, where’er he cowers, feels the soul within
him climb

To tho awful verge of manhood, as the energy sublime

Of a century Lursts full-blossomed on the thorny stem of
Time.

Through the walls of hut and palace shoots the instan-
taneous throe,
When the travail of the Ages wrings earth’s systems to
. and fro;
At the irth of each new Era, with a recognizing start,
Nation wildly looks at nation, standing with mute lips

apart,
And glad Trath’s yet mightier man-cluld leaps beneath
the Future’s heart.

So the Evil’s triumph sendeth, with a terror and a chil),

Under continent to continent, the sense of coming 1ll,

And the slave, where’er he cowers, feels Ins sympathies
with God

Tn hot tear-drops ebbing earthward, to be drunk up by
the sod,

Till o culrpse crawls round unbursed, delving 1n the nobler
clod

For mankind are one in spirit, and an instinet bears

along,
Round the carth’s electric circle, the swift flush of right

or wrong;

‘Whether or yet Hi ity's vast
frame

Through 1ts ocean-sundered fibres feels the gush of joy
or shame ; —

In the gamn or loss of one race all the rest have equal
claim.
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Once to every man and nation comes the moment to

decide,
In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good or
evil side;

Some great cause, God’s new Messiah, offering each the
bloom or blight, )

Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep upon
the right,

And the choice goes by forever “twixt that darkness and
that light.

Hast thou chosen, O my people, on whose party thou
shalt stand,

Fre the Doom from its worn sandals shakes the dust
against our land ?

Though the cause of Evil prosper, yet ’t is Truth alone is
strong,

And, albeit she wander outcast now, I see around her
throng

Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to enshield her from all
wrong.

Bachkward look across the ages and the beacon-moments
see,

That, like peaks of some sunk confinent, jut through
Oblivion’s sea;

Not an ear in court or market for the low foreboding
ery

Of those Crises, God’s stern winnowers, from whose
feet eartl’s chaff must fiy;

Never shows the choice momentous till the judgment
hath passed by.

Careless seems the great Avenger; history’s pages but
record

One death-grapple in the darkness ’twixt old systems
and the Word;

Truth forever on the seaffold, Wrong forever on the
throne, —

Yet that scaffold sways the Future, and, behind the dim
unknown,

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch above
his own.



THE PRESCNT CRISIS. 201

We see dimly in the Present what is small and what is
great,

Slow of faith, how weak an arm may turn the jron helm

of fate

But the soul 1’5 still oracular; amd the market’s din,

List the ominous stern whisper from the Delphic cave
within, —

“They enslave their children’s children who make com-
promise with sin.”

Blavery, the earthborn Cyclops, fellest of the giant brood,

Sous of brutish Force and Darkness, who have drenched
the earth with blood,

Famished in his self-made desert, blinded by our purer

2)
Gropes n yet unblasted regions for s miserable

prey;—
Shall we gu‘)de his gory fingers where onr helpless ehl-
dren play ?

Then to side with Truth is noble when we share her
wretched crust,

Ere her cause hring fame and profit, and ’t 13 prosperous
to be just;

Then 1t 1s the brave man chooses, while the coward
stands aside, L )

Doubting 1n his abject spint, till his Lord is erucified,

And the multitude make wrtue of the faith they had
demed.

Count me o’er earth’s chosen heroes, —they were souls
that stood alone,

While the men they agonized for hurled the contume-
lious stone,

Stood serene, and down the future saw the golden beam
nchine

To the side of perfect justice, mastered by their faith
divine,

By one man’s plamm truth to manhood and to God's
supreme design.

By the light of burning heretics Christ’s bleeding feet
rack, —
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Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the cross that turns
not back, :

And these mounts of anguish number how each genera-

) tion learned

One new word of that grand Credo which in prophet-
hearts hath burned .

Since the first man stood God-conquered with his face
to heaven upturned.

For Humanity sweeps onward: where to-day the martyr
stands .

On the morrow crouches Judas with the silver in his
hands;

Far in front the cross stands ready and the crackling
fagots burn,

While the hooting mob of yesterday in silent awe return

To glean up the scattered ashes into History’s golden
urn.

T is as easy to be heroes as to sit the idle slaves

Of a legendary virtue carved upon our fathers’ graves,

Worshippers of light ancestral make the present light
a crime; —

Was the Mayflower launched by cowards, steered by
men behind their time?

Turn those tracks toward Past or Future, that make
Plymouth rock sublime?

They were men of present valor, stalwart old iconoclasts,
Uncongnced by axe or gibbet that all virtue was the
ast’s ;

But we make their truth our falsehood, thinking that
hath made us free,

Hoarding it in mouldy parchments, while our tender
spirits flee ‘

The rude grasp of that great Impulse which drove them
across the sea.

They have rights who dare maintain them; we are
traitors to our sires,
Smoth%r;ng in their holy ashes Freedom’s new-lit altar-
es;
Shall we make their creed our jailer? Shall we, in our
haste to slay,
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From the tombs of the old prophets steal the funeral
lamps awa;

To light up the martyr-fagots round the prophets of
to-day ?

New occasions teach new duties; Time makes ancient
good uncouth;

They must apward still, and onward, who would keep
abreast of Truth;

Lo, before us gleam her campfires! we ourselves must
Pilgrims be,

Iaunch our Mayflower, and steer boldly through the
desperate winter sea,

Nor attempt the Future’s portal with the Past’s blood-
rusted key.

December, 1845,

AN INDIAN-SUMMER REVERIE.

TWRAT visionary tints the year ?uts on,
el I TR e

And smiles and shakes abroad her misty, tremnlous bair!

No more the landscape holds its wealth apart.
Making me poorer in my poverty,
But mingles with my senses and my heart;
My own projected spirit seems to me
In her own reverie the world to steep;
’T is she that waves to sympathetic sleep,
Morving, as she is moved, each field and lull, and tree.

CL

The softened season all tlie landscape charms ;
Those hills, my native village that embay,
In waves of dreamier purple roll away,
And floating in mirage seem all the ghmwerteg fx==s.
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Far distant sounds the hidden chickadee
Close at my side; far distant sound the leaves;
The fields seem fields of dream, where Memory
anders like gleaning Ruth; and as the sheaves
Of wheat and barley wavered in the eye
Of Boaz as the maiden’s glow went by,
So tremble and seem remote all things the sense receives

The cock’s shrill trump that tells of scattered corn,
Passed breezily on by all his flapping mates,
Faint and more faint, from barn to barn is borne,
Southward, perhaps to far Magellan’s Straits;
Dimly I catch the throb of distant flails;
Silently overhead the henhawk sails,
With watchful, measuring eye, and for his quarry waits.

The sobered robin, hunger-silent now,
Seeks cedar-berries blue, his antumn cheer;
The squirrel on the shingly shagbark’s bough,
Now saws, now lists with downward eye and ear,
Then drops his nut, and, with a chipping bound,
TWhisks to his winding fastness underground ;
The clouds like swans drift down the streaming
atmosphere.

O’er yon bare knoll the pointed cedar shadows
Drowse on the crisp, gray moss; the ploughman’s eall

Creeps faint as smoke from black, fresh-furrowed
meadows;

The single crow a single caw lets fall;
And all around me every bush and tree
Says Autumn ’s here, and Winter soon will be
Who snows his soft, white sleep and silence over all.

The birch, most shy and lady-like of trees,
Her poverty, as best she may, retrieves,
And hints at her foregone gentilities
With some saved relics of her wealth of leaves;
The swamp-oak, with his royal purple on,
Glares red as blood across the sinking sun,
As one who proudlier to a falling fortune cleaves.

He looks a sachem, in red blanket wrapt,
Who, mid some council of the sad-garbed whites,
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Lrect and stern, in his own memories lapt,
‘With distant eye broods over other sights,
Sees the hushed wood the eity’s flare replace,
The wounded turf heal o’er tl)w railway’s trace,
And roams the savage Tast of his umln—ind)led rights,
- e . Coe e me gy

i
Rebuffs the kiss of the relenting sky ;
The chestnuts, lavish of their Jong-hud gold,
To the famnt Summer, beggared now and old,
Pour back the sunshine hoarded ’neath her favoring eye.

-, P - B

Each leaf a ripple with its separate flush;
All round the wood’s edge creeps tlie skirting blaze
Of bushes low, as when, on cloudy days,
Ere the rain falls, the cautious farmer burns his brush.

Q’er yon low wall, which guards one unkempt zone,
Where vines, and weeds, and scrub-oaks intertwine

Safe from the plough, whose rough, discordant stone
Is massed to one soft gray by lichens fine,

Hard )

Creeps close and scares the Jay he hoped to shoot,
The woodbine up the elm’s straight stem aspires.
Coling’it, harmless, with autumnal fires;

In the ivy’s paler blaze the martyr oak stands mute.

Below, the Charles—a stripe of nether sky,
N VTR v
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A silver circle like an inland pond —
Slips seaward silently through marshes purple and green.

Dear marshes! vain to him the gift of sight
‘Who cannot in their various incomes share,
From every season drawn, of shade and light,
‘Who sees in them but levels brown and bare;
Each change of storm or sunshine scatters free
On them its largesse of variety,
For nature with cheap means still works her wonders rare.

Tn Spring they lie one broad expanse of green,
O’er which the light winds run with glimmering feet;
Here, yellower stripes track out the creek unseen,
There, darker growths o’er hidden ditches meet;
And purpler stains show where the blossoms erowd,
As if the silent shadow of a cloud
Hung there becalmed, with the next breath to fleet.

All round, upon the river's slippery edge,
Witching to deeper calm the drowsy tide,
‘Whispers and leans the breeze-entangling sedge;
Through emerald glooms the lingering waters slide,
Or, sometimes wavering, throw back the sun,
And the stiff banks in eddies melt and run
Of dimpling light, and with the current seem to glide.

In Summer’t is a blithesome sight to see,

As, step by step, with measured swing, they pass,
The wide-ranked mowers wading to the knee,

Their sharp seythes panting through the thick-set grass;.
Then, stretched beneath a rick’s shade in a ring,
Their nooning take, while one begins to sing

A stave that droops and dies ‘neath the close sky of brass.

Meanwhile the devil-may-care, the bobolink,
Remembering duty, in mid-quaver stops
Just ere he sweeps o’er rapture’s tremulous brink,
Ang *twixt the winrows most demurely drops
A decorous bird of business, who provides ’
Tor his brown mate and fledglings six besides,
And looks from right to left, a farmer mid his crops.
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Another change subilzes them in tLe Fall,

But saddens not; th I} stowr merrier tints,
Thouzh wober russet seems to cover all;

When the first sunshine thmcgh th: dﬂrd.mﬂs glints,
Look Low the yellow elearness, streamed zoras,
RBedeems with rarer koes the senson’s los

As Dawn's feet there khad toncbed and Jeft their rosy
priats.

Or eome when eunset gives its freshensd zest,
Lean o'er the brnidge and let the reddy thrill,
While the shorn sz swells down the hazy west,

Glow opponite ;—the rarskes dank there £11
Arnd swoon with parple veics, then slowly fade
Through pink to browr, 2s eastward moves the skade,
Leﬂ"tbéx_in" with stealthy ererp, f Simaud’s darkening

Later, and yet ere Winter wholly <&
Ere throuzh the firet deg szow the mm:
Ard the loath cart-whes] sereams
While firmer 1re the eazer Loy awaita,
a3t le and strap beside the fire,
Ard antl tedtime plays wath his desire,
Twenty tumes patting on azd o Lis cex-bought skates; —

grates,
slippery rots,

nver’s banks shizne bnghs
treacterons and frad,
7 bammers furzed at night,
*Gainst whirh th» lances of the s2n preval,
Giving a pretty embles of the day
When gutitier arms 1 light shall relt away,
And states skall move freedimbed, lossed from war's
erarmping mal

Tken, every x:o

Ard cow tho<e waterfalls the ebbing river
Twice every day creates on either side
Tinde, a3 throngh thew freshsparred grots they

Liver
Cmeitad abacante eq abpgen Tomind

-

e
.
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But, crowned in turn by vying seasons three,
Their winter halo hath a fuller ring;
This glory seems to rest immovably, —
The others were too fleet and vanishing;
When the hid tide is at its highest flow,
O’er marsh and stream one breathless trance of snow
With brooding fulness awes and hushes everything.

The sunshine seems blown off by the bleak wind,
As pale as formal candles lit by day; .
Gropes to the sea the river dumb and blind;
The brown ricks, snow-thatehed by the storm in play,
Show pearly breakers combing o’er their lee,
White crests as of some just enchanted sea,
Checked in their maddest leap and hanging poised mid-
way.

But when the eastern blow, with rain aslant,
From mid-sea’s prairies green and rolling plains
Drives in his wallowing herds of billows gaunt,
And the roused Charles remembers in his veins
Old Ocean’s blood and snaps his gyves of frost, ’
That tyrannous silence on the shores is tost
{n dreary wreek, and crumbling desolation reigns.

Edgewise or flat, in Druid-like device,
With leaden pools between or gullies bare,
The blocks lie strewn, a bleak Stonehenge of ice;
No life, no sound, to break the grim despair,
Save sullen plunge, as through the sedges stiff
Down erackles riverward some thaw-sapped cliff,

Or wherll the close-wedged fields of ice crunch here and
there.

But let me turn from fancy-pictuved scenes
To that whose pastoral ealm before me lies:
Here nothing harsh or rugged intervenes;
The early evening with her misty dves ’
Smooths off the ravelled edges of the nigh
Relieves the distant with her cooler sky? ’

And tones the landscape down, and soothes the wearied
eyes.
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Drang square and sult e Muses 1actories;j—
How with my hfe knit up is every well-known scene!

Flow on, dear river ! not alone you flow
P At N . .

Before my inner sight ye stretch away,
And will forever, though these fleshly eyes grow blind.

Beyond that hillock’s house-bespotted swell,
Where Gothic (hapels house the horse and cllmse,
Where quiet eits in Grecian temples dwell,
Where Coptic tombs resound with prayer and praise,
Where dust and mud the equal year divide,
There gentle Allston lived, and wrought, and died,
Transfiguring street and shop with his illumnined gaze.

1 rynlmm ulh lantum,—-l have seen

. . ' 3
’ N s !ine
That thither many times the Iainter came; —
One elm yet bears lns name, a feathery tree and tall,

[IEY R P PN, T 5 PN SR N Jo

And that hewn down, peérhaps, the beehive grc‘en and
vast,

Tow many times, prowler than kmg on throne,
Loosed from the village selwol-lame’s A's and R'g,
Panting have I the Lreak, Leljows blewn,
r

209
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And watched the pent voleano’s red increase, .
Then paused to see the ponderous sledge, broughs
down
By that hard arm voluminous and brown,
From the white iron swarm its golden vanishing bees.

Dear native town! whose choking elms each year
With eddying dust before their time turn gray,
Pining for rain, —to me thy dust is dear;
It glorifies the eve of summer day,
And when the westering sun half-sunken burns,
The mote-thick air to deepest orange turns,
The westyward horseman rides through clouds of gold away,

So palpable, I’ve seen those unshorn ferw,
The six old willows at the causey’s end,
(Such trees Paul Potter never dreamed nor drew,)
Through this dry mist their checkering shadows send,
Striped, here and there, with many a long-drawn
thread, T
Where streamed through leafy chinks the trembling
red,
Past which. in one bright trail, the hangbird’s flashes blend.

Yes, dearer far thy dust than all that e’er,
Beneath the awarded erown of victary,
Gilded the blown Olympic charioteer;
Though lightly prized the ribboned parchments three,
Yet collegisse juvat, I am glad
That here what colleging was mine I had, —
It linked another tie, dear native town, with thee!

Nearer art thou than simply native earth,
My dust with thine concedes a deeper tie;
A closer claim thy soil may well put forth,
Something of kindred more than sympathy ;
For in thy bounds I reverently laid away
- That blinding anguish of forsaken clay,
That title I seemed to have in earth and sea and sky,

That portion of my life more choice to me
(Though brief, yet in itself so round and whole)
Than all the imperfect residue can be; —
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The Artist saw his statue of the soul
Was perfect; so, with one regretful stroke,
The earthen model into fragments broke,
And without her the impoverished seasons roll.

THE GROWTH OF THE LEGEND.
A PRAGMENT.

A LEGEND that grew in the forest’s hush
Slowly as tear-drops gather and gush,
When a word sorae poet chanced to say
Ages ago, in his careless way,
Brings our youth back to us out of its shroud
gle:nrlz as u{uler yon ﬂ‘x‘und'er-cloud

’

Norwegian forests of the past; .
And it grew itself hike a true Northern pine,
First a littlo slender hne,

oo Sl i,

USRI Tk RIS (0 (N
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bay.
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1 Was A Bdluldr BIOWw L, anu $tosu |e‘measl_v there,
A true part of the landscape as sea, land, and air,
Yor it grew in good tunes, ere the fashion 1t was
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To force up these wild births of the woods under glass,
And so, if ’t is told as it should be told,

Though ’t were sung under Venice’s moonlight of gold,
You would hear the old voice of its mother, the pine,
Murmur sealike and northern through every line,

And the verses should hang, self-sustained and free,
Round the vibrating stem of the melody,

Like the lithe sun-steeped limbs of the parent tree.

Yes, the pine is the mother of legends; what food

Tor their grim voots is left when the thousand-yeared
wood —

The dim-aisled cathedral, whose tall arches spring

Light, sinewy, graceful, firm-set as the wing

From Michael’s white shoulder —is hewn and defaced

By iconoclast axes in desperate waste,

And its wrecks seek the ocean it prophesied long,

Cassandra-like, crooning its mystical song ?

Then the legends go with them, —even yet on the sea

A wild virtue is left in the touch of the tree,

And the sailor’s night-watches are thrilled to the core

With the lineal offspring of Odin and Thor.

Yes, wherever the pine-wood has never lef in,

Since the day of creation, the light and the din

Of manifold life, but has safely conveyed

From the midnight primeval its armful of shade,

And has kept the weird Past with its sagas alive

Mid the hum and the stir of To-day’s busy hive,

There the legend takes root in the age-gathered gloom,
And its murmurous boughs for their tossing find room.

Where Aroostook, far-heard, seems to sob as he goes
Groping down to the sea ‘neath his mountainous snows;
Where the lake’s frore Sahara of never-tracked white,
When the erack shoots across it, complains to the night
With a long, lonely moan, that leagues northward is lost,
As the ice shrinks away from the tread of the frost;
Where the lumberers sit by the log-fires which throw
Their own threatening shadows far round o’er the T
When the wolf howls aloof, and the wavering glare
Flashes out from the blackness the eyes of the bear,
When the wood’s huge recesses, halflightea, supply
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A canvas where Faney her mad brush may try,

Blotting in giant Horrors that venture not down

Through the right-angled streets of the brisk, white-
washed town,

But skulk in the depths of the measureless wood

Mid the Dark’s creeping whispers that curdle the blood,

When the eye, glanced 1n dread o'er the shoulder, may

ream,

Ere it shrinks to the camp-fire’s companioning gleam,

That it saw the fierce ghost of the IZed Man erouch Lack

To the shroud of the tree-trunk’s invineible black; —

There the old shapes erowd thick round the pine-shadowed

eamp,

Which shan the keen gJeam of the scholarly lamp,

And the seed of the ledend finds true Norland ground,
While the border-tale’s told and the canteen flits round.

A CONTRAST.

Tuy love thoa sentest oft ta me,
And still as oft T thrust it back;
Thy messengers I could not see
Ip those who everything did lack,—
The poor the outeast, and the black.

Pride held his hand before mine eyes,
The world with flattery stuffed mine ears;

T looked to see a monarch’s guise,
Nor dreamed thy love would knock for years,
Poor, naked, fettered, full of tears.

Yet, when I sent my love to thee,
Thou with a smile didst take 1t 1n,

And entertain’dst it royally,
Though grimed with earth, with hunger thin,
And leprous with the tamnt of sin.

Now every day thy love I meet,
As o'er the earth 1t wanders wide,
o b B ki
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EXTREME UNCTION.

Gol leave me, Priest; my soul would be
Alone with the consoler, Death ;
Far sadder eyes than thine will see
This crumbling clay yield up its breath;
Thesé shrivelled hands have deeper stains
Than holy oil can cleanse away, — )
Hands that have plucked the world’s coarse gains
As erst they plucked the flowers of May.

Call, if thou canst, to these gray eyes
Some faith from youth’s traditions wrung;
This fruitless husk which dustward dries
Has been a heart once, has been young;
On this bowed head the awful Past
Once laid its conseerating hands;
The Future in its purpose vast
Paused, waiting my supreme commands.

But look ! whose shadows block the door ?
‘Who are those two that stand aloof ?

See! on my hands this freshening gore
Writes o’er again its erimson proof!

My looked-for death-bed guests are met; —
There my dead Youth doth wring its hands,

Aud there, with cyes that goad me yet,
The ghost of my Ideal stands !

God bends from out the deep and says, —
“1 gave thee the great gift of life;
Wast thou not called in many ways ?
Are not my earth and heaven at strife ?
I gave thee of my seed to sow,
Bringest thou me my hundred-fold ?”
Can I look up with face aglow,
" And answer, “ Father, here is gold ?”

I have been innocent ; God knows
When first this wasted life began,

Not grape with grape more kindly grows,
Than I with every brother-man:

Now here I gasp; what lose my kind,
*When this fast-ebbing breath sholl part ?
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What bands of love and service bind
‘This being to the world’s sad heart?

Christ still was wandering o'er the earth,
Without a place to lay his head;

He found free welcome at my hearth,
He shared my cup and broke mf’ bread:

Now, when I hear those steps sublime,
That bring the other world to thts,

My snake-turned nature, sunk in shme,
Starts sideway with defiant hiss.

Upon the hour when I was horn,
God said, ¥ Another man shall be,”
And the great Maker dul not scorn
Out of himself to fashion me;
: R WV D cpning Tanke,

Yes, I who now, with angry tears,
ST TSR Saa

.. * .- years
LAC . '

L -t . N k
The trust for such hign uses given?
Heaven's ight hath but revealed a track

Whereby to erawl away from heaven.

Men think it 1s an awful sight
To see a soul just set adrift
On that drear \'o{age from whose night
The ominous shadows never lft;
But 't is more awful to bekold
A helpless infant, newly born,
‘Whose hittle hands nnconscions hold
‘The keys of darkness and of morn.

e

VATt e mnae T Aune away

n set.

yet; =
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T hear the reapers singing go
Into God’s harvest; I, that might
With them have chosen, here below
Grope shuddering at the gates of night.

O glorious Youth, that once wast mine!
O high ideal! all in vain
Ye enter at this ruined shrine )
Whence worship ne’er shall rise again,
The bat and owl inhabit here,
The snake nests in the altar-stone,
The sacred vessels moulder near,
The image of the God is gone.

THE OAK.

WaaT gnarled streteh, what depth of shade, is his!
There needs no erown to mark the forest’s king;
How in his leaves ontshines full summer’s bliss!
Sun, storm, rain, dew, to him their tribute bring,
Which he with such benignant royalty
Aceepts, as overpayeth what is lent;
All nature seems his vassal proud to be,
And cunning only for his ornament.

How towers he, foo, amid the billowed snows,
An unquelled exile from the summer’s throne,
‘Whose plain, uncinctured front more kingly shows,
Now that the obscuring courtier leaves are flown.
His boughs make musie of the winter air,
Jewelled with sleet, like some cathedral front
Where clinging sunow-flakes with quaint art vepair
The dints and furrows of time’s envious brunt.

How doth his patient strength the rade March wind
Persuade to seem glad breaths of summer breeze,
And win the soil that fain would be unkind,
To swell his revenues with proud increase !
He is the gem; and all the landscape wide
(So doth his grandeur isolate the sense)
Seems but the setting, worthless all beside,
An empty socket, were he fallen thence.
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So, from off converse with life’s wintry gales,
Should man learn Low to clasp with tongher roots
The inspiring earth ;—how otherwise avails
The leaf-creating sap that sunward shoots ?
So every year that falls with noiseless flake
Should fill old scars upon the stormward side,
And make hoar age revered for age's sake,
Not for traditions of youth's leafy pride.

So from the pinched soil of a churlish fate,
True hearts compel the sap of sturdier growth,
So between earth and heaven stand simply great,
That these shall seem but their attendants both;
For nature’s forces with obedient zeal
Wait on the rooted faith and oaken will;
As quickly the pretender’s cheat they feel,
And turn mad Pucks to flout and mock him still

Lo'!d! all thy works are lessons, — each contains
Make me the least of thy Dodona-grove,

Sp

AMBROSE.

Never, surely, was holier man
Than Ambrose, since the world began;
AVih dent emmon a1 mncieant 4 0

, 4o fold the Hoek 1n at their need.
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At last he builded a perfect faith, )
Fenced round about with The Lord thus saith,
To himself he fitted the doorway’s size,
Meted the light to the need of his eyes,

And knew, by a sure and inward sign,

That the work of his fingers was divine.

Then Ambrose said, ¢ All those shall die

The eternal death who believe not as I;”

And some were boiled, some burned in fire,
Some sawn in twain, that his heart’s desire,
For the good of men’s souls, might be satisfied,
By the drawing of all to the righteous side.

One day, as Ambrose was seeking the truth

In his lonely walk, he saw a youth

Resting himself in the shade of a tree;

It had never been given him to see

So shining a face, and the good man thought
T were pity he should not believe as he ought.

So he set himself by the young man’s side,

And the state of his soul with questions tried;
But the heart of the stranger was hardened indeed
Nor received the stamp of the one true ereed,
And the spirit of Ambrose waxed sore to find
Sueh face the poreh of so narrow a mind.

“ As each beholds in cloud and fire

The shape that answers his own desire,

So each,” said the youth, “in the Law shall find
The figure and features of his mind ;

And to each in his merey hath God allowed

His several pillar of fire and cloud.”

The soul of Ambrose burned with zeal

And holy wrath for the young man’s weal :

“ Believest thou then, most wretched youth,”
Cried he, “a dividual essence in Truth ?

I fear me thy heart is too cramped with sin
To take the Lord in his glory in.”

Now there bubbled beside them where they stood,
A fountain of waters sweet and good ;
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Tho ganth n 61 a ciees s v 0 s
" - - n

“ As into !Pese v‘esse]s the water I pour,

L PSR R

P ' ere gone;

ABOVE AND BELOW.

T
O pwELLERs in the valley-land,
W e Taes dait oty
.

The ’i:ord’s great work sits 1dle too?
That light dare not o'erleap the brink
f morn, because "t13 dark with you?

Though yet your valleys shulk m mght,
In God's nipe fields the day 13 cried,
And reapers with their sikles bright,
Troop, singmng, down the mountain saide.
Come up, and feel what heslth there s
In the frank Dawn's dehizhted eyes,
As, bending with a pitying hise,
The nightsked tears of Earth she dnes!

The Lord wants reapers: 0, mouat up,
Before mght comes, and says,—= Too latel”
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Stay not for taking serip or cup,
The Master hungers while ye wait;
" is from these heights alone your eyes

The advancing spears of day can see,
Which o’er the eastern hill-tops rise,
T'o break your long captivity.

"IL

Tone watcher on the mountain-height!
It is right precious to behold
The first long surf of climbing light
Flood all the thirsty east with gold;
But we, who in the shadow sit,
Know also when the day is nigh,
Seeing thy shining forehead lit
‘With his inspiring prophecy.

Thou hast thine office; we have ours;
God lacks not early service here,
But what are thine eleventh hours
He counts with us for morning cheer
Our day, for Him, is long enough,
And when he giveth work to do,
The bruised reed is amply tough
To pierce the shield of error through.

But not the less do thou aspire

Light’s earlier messages to preach;
Keep back no syllable of fire, —

Plunge deep the rowels of thy speech.
Yet God deems not thine agried sight

More worthy than our twilight dim, —
For meek Obedience, too, is Light,

And following that is finding Him.

THE CAPTIVE.

Ir was past the hour of trysting,
_But she lingered for him still;

Like a child, the eager streamlet
Leaped and laughed adown the hill,
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Happy to be free at twilight
Yrom 1its toiling at the mll,

qeeo o f .

Through the mystery of the wood.

oo N “iex,

v

Like bare cedars leamng inland
From the Llighting of the sea.

' Looking on her thiough the gloom,
She could hear the groping footsteps
Of some blind, mgantic doom.

Suddenly the silence wavered
Like a light mist 1n the wind,
P i faas '

“Quce my love, my love forever, —
Flesh or spint still the same;

If I missed the hour of trysting,
Do not think my faith to blame.

I, alas, was made a captive,
As from Holy Land I came,

“Qn a green spot in the desert,
Gleaming like an emerald star,

Where a palm-tree, 1n lone silence,
Yearning for 1ts mate afar,

Droops above a silver runnel,
Slender as a scrmutar, —
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“There thou’lt find the humble postern
To the castle of my foe;

¥f thy love burn clear and faithful,
Strike the gateway, green and low,

Ask to enter, and the warder
Surely will not say thee no.”

Slept again the aspen silence,
But her loneliness was o’er;
Round her heart a motherly patience
Wrapt its arms for evermore;
From her soul ebbed back the sorrow,
Leaving smooth the golden shore.

Donred she now the pilgrim scallop,
Took the pilgrim staff in hand;
Like a clond-shade, flitting eastward,
Wandered she o’er sea and land ;

And her footsteps in the desert
Fell like cool rain on the sand.

Soon, beneath the palm-free’s shadow,
Knelt she at the postern low;

And thereat she knocketh gently,
Fearing much the warder’s no;

All her heart stood still and listened,
As the door swung backward slow.

There she saw no surly warder

With an eye like bolt and bar;
Through her soul a sense of musie

Throbbed, — and, like a guardian Lar,
On the threshold stood an angel,

Bright and silent as a star.

Fairest seemed he of God’s seraphs,
And her spirit, lily-wise,

Blossomed when he turned upon her
The deep welcome of his eyes,

Sending upward to that sunlight
All its dew for sacrifice.

Then she heard a voice come onward
Singing with a rapture new,
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«There thou’lt find the humble postern
To the castle of my foe;

If thy love burn clear and faithful,
Strike the gateway, green and low,

Ask to enter, and the warder
Surely will not say thee no.”

Slept again the aspen silence,
But her loneliness was o'er;
Round her heart a motherly patience
Wrapt its arms for evermore;
From her soul ebbed back the sorrow,
Leaving smooth the golden shore.

Donred she now the pilgrim scallop,
Took the pilgrim staft in hand;
Like a cloud-shade, flitting eastward,
‘Wandered she o’er sea and land ;

And her footsteps in the desert
Fell like cool rain on the sand.

Soon, beneath the palm-tree’s shadow,
Knelt she at the postern low;

And thereat she knocketh gently,
Fearing much the warder’s no;

All her heart stood still and listened,
As the door swung bhackward slow.

There she saw no surly warder
With an eye like bolt and bar;
Through her soul a sense of music
Throbbed, — and, like a guardian Lar,
On the threshold stood an angel, :
Bright and silent as a star.

Tairest seemed he of God’s seraphs,
And her spirit, lily-wise,

Blossomed when he turned upon her
The deep welcome of his eyes,

Sending upward to that sunlight
All its dew for sacrifice.

Then s_he heard a voice come onward
Singing with a rapture new,
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«There thou ‘1t find the humble postern
To the castle of my foe;

If thy love burn clear and faithful,
Strike the gateway, green and low,

Ask to enter, and the warder
Surely will not say thee no.”

Slept again the aspen silence,
But her loneliness was o’er;

Round her heart a motherly patience
‘Wrapt its arms for evermore; ’

TFrom her soul ebbed back the sorrow,
Leaving smooth the golden shore.

Donred she now the pilgrim scallop,
Took the pilgrim staff in hand;
Like a cloud-shade, flitting eastward,
‘Wandered she o'er sea and land ;

And her footsteps in the desert
Fell like cool rain on the sand.

Soon, beneath the palm-tree’s shadow,
Knelt she at the postern low;

And thereat she knocketh gently,
Fearing much the warder’s no;

All her heart stood still and listened,
As the door swung backward slow.

There she saw no surly warder
‘With an eye like bolt and bar;
Through her soul a sense of music
Throbbed, — and, like a gnardian Lar,
On the threshold stood an angel, ’
Bright and silent as a star.

Fairest seemed he of God’s seraphs,
And her spirit, lily-wise,

Blossomed when he turned upon her
The deep welcome of his eyes,

Sending upward to that sunlight
All its dew for sacrifice.

The_n s}xe heard a voice come onward
Singing with a rapture new,
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Well the uappy song sue knew,

Forward leaped she o'er the threshold,
Eager as a glancing surf;

Fell from her the spnt’s languor,
Fell from her the body’s scurf; —
7Neath the palm next day some Arabs

Found a corpse upon the turf,

THE BIRCH-TREE.

Rirreive through thy branches goes the sunshine,
Among thy leaves that palpitate forever,

Ovid 1n thee 2 piming Nymph had prizoned,

The soul onee of some tremulous inland niver,

Quivering to tell her woe, but, ah’ dumb, dumb forever!

While all the forest, witched with slumberous moonshine,
Holds up its leaves 1n happy, happy silence,
v o bero e PR TR ST
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Upon the bnnk of some wood-nestled lakelet,

Thy foliage, Iike the tres<es of a Dryad,

Dripping about thy slim white stem, whose shadow
. Slopes quivering down the water’s dusky quiet,

Thon shrink’st as on her bath’s edge would some startled

Dryad.

e [ et
P . i
And thy hthe boughs bang murmuring and weeping
Above her, as she steals the mystery from thy keeping

Thou art to me like my beloved maiden,
Su frankly coy, so full of trembly confidences;
Thy shadow searce seems shade, thy pattering leaflets
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Sprinkle their gathered sunshine o’er my senses,
And Nature gives me all her summer confidences.

Whether my heart with hope or sorrow tremble,
Thou sympathizest still; wild and unquiet,

I fling me down; thy ripple, like a river, ]
Flows valleyward, where calmness is, and by it
My heart is floated down into the land of quiet.

AN INTERVIEW WITH MILES STANDISH

I sAT one evening in my room,
In that sweet hour of twilight
When blended thoughts, half light, half gloom,
Throng through the spirit’s skylight;
The flames by fits curled round the bars,
Or up the chimney crinkled,
While embers dropped like falling stars,
And in the ashes tinkled.

I sat and mused; the fire burned low,
And, o’er my senses stealing,
Crept something of the ruddy glow
That bloomed on wall and ceiling;
My pictures (they are very few,—
The heads of ancient wise men) -
Smoothed down their knotted fronts, and grew
As rosy as excisemen.

My antique high-backed Spanish chair

Felt thrills through wood and leather,
That had been strangers since whilere,

Mid Andalusian heather,
The oak that made its sturdy frame

His happy arms stretched over )
The ox whose fortunate hide became

The bottom’s polished cover.

It came out in that famous bark
That brought our sires intrepid,
Capacious as another ark
For furniture decrepit; —
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For, as that saved of bird and beast
A pair for propagation,

So has the seed of these increased
And furnished half the nation.

Kings sit, they say, in shippery seats;
But those slant precipices

Of ice the northern voyager meets
Less slippery are than this is;

To cling theremn would pass the wit
Of royal man or woman,

And whatsoe’er can stay in it
Is more or less than buman,

T offer to all bores this perch,
Dear well-intentioned people

With heads as voud as week-day church,
Tonygues longer than the steeple;

To folks with mrssions, whose gaunt eyes
Sec golden ages nsing, —

Salt of the earth! tn what queer Guys
Thou'rt fond of crystallizing!

My wonder, then, was not unmixed
With merciful suggestion,

‘When, as my roving eyes grew fixed
Upon the chair in question,

1 saw its trembling arms enclose
A figure grim and rusty,

Whose doublet plain and plainer hose
Were something worn and dusty.

Now even such men as Nature forms
Merely to fill the street with,
Once turned to ghosts by hungry worms,
Are serious things to ineet with;
Your penitent spirits are no jokes,
And, though I’m not averse to
A quiet shade, even they are folks
One cares not to speak first to.

Who knows, thonght T, but he has come,
By Charon Lindly ferred,

To tell me of a mighty sum
Dehind my wamscot buried ?

Q

&
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There is 2 buccaneerish air
About that garb outlandish

Just then the ghost drew up his chair
And said “My name is Standish.

«T come from Plymouth, deadly bored
T¥ith toasts, and songs, and speeches,

As long and flat as my old sword,
As threadbare as my breeches:

They understand us Pilgrims! they,
Smooth men with rosy faces,

Strength’s knots and gnarls all pared away,
And varnish in their places!

“YWe had some tonghness in our grain,
The eye to rightly see us is

Xot just the one that lights the brain
Of drawing-room Tyrteuses:

They talk about their Pilgrim blood,
Their birthright high and holy !—

A mountain-stream that ends in mud
Methinks is melancholy.

«“He had stiff knees, the Puritan,
That were not good at bending;
The homespun dignity of man
He thought was worth defending;
He did not, with his pinchbeck ore,
His country’s shame forgotten,
Gild ¥reedom’s eoffin o’er and o'er,
VWhen all within was rotten.

“These loud ancestral boasts of yours,
How can they else than vex us ?
‘Where were your dinner orators
When slavery grasped at Texas ?
Dumb on his knees was every one
That now is bold as Cesar, —
Mere pegs to hang an office on
Such stalwart men as these are.”

“Good 8ir,” I said. “you seem much stirred
The sacred compromises *

“XNow God confound the dastard word!
My gall thereat arises:
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Northward it hath this sense alone, *
That you, your consctence blinding, .
Shall bow your fool’s nose ta the stone,
When slavery feels like grinding.

«'T i3 shame to see such painted sticks
In Vane's and Winthrop’s places,
To see your spirit of Seventy-six
Drag humbly in the traces,
With slavery’s lash upon her back,
And herds of office-holders
To shout applause, as, with a erack,
It peels her patient shoulders

“1Ve forefathers to such a rout!—
No, by my faith 13 God’s word!”

Half rose the ghost, and half drew out
The ghost of his old broadsword,

Then thrust 1t slowly back again,
And said, with reverent gesture,

“No, Freedom, no! blood should not stain
The hem of thy white vesture,

“1 feel the soul mn me draw near
The mount of prophesying;
In this bleak wilderess I hear
A John the Baptist erying;
Far 1n the cast I see upleap
The streaks of first forewarning,
And they who sowed the hight shall reap
The golden sheaves of morning.

“Child of our travail and our woe,
Light in our day of sorrow,
Through my rapt spirit I foreknow
The glory of thy morrow;
wlll

T hann meadt ataee 84 At ebal a4
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Thought I, My neighbor Buckingham
Hath somewhat in him gritty,

Some Pilgrim-stuff that hates all sham,
And he-will print my ditty.

ON THE CAPTURE OF CERTAIN FUGITIVE
SLAVES NEAR WASHINGTON.

Looxk on who will in apathy, and stifie they who can, .

The sympathies, the hopes, the words, that make man *
truly man;

Let those whose hearts are dungeoned up with interest
or with ease

Consent to hear with quiet pulse of loathsome deeds
like these!

1 first drew in New England’s air, and from her hardy

Sucl&edb];?sghe tyranf—hating milk that will not let me

And ifr?;t;r; words seem treason to the dullard and the

Tis bﬁi‘mrﬁg; Bay-State dialect, —our fathers spake the
same !

Shame on the costly mockery of piling stone on stone
To those who won our liberty, the heroes dead and gone,
‘While we look coldly on, and see law-shielded ruffians

sla;

The men who fain would win their own, the heroes of
to-day !

Are we pledged to craven silence? O fling it to the
wind,

The parchment wall that bars us from the least of
human kind, —

That makes us cringe and temporize, and dumbly stand
at rest,

While Pity’s burning flood of words is red-hot in the
breast!

Though we break our fathers’ promise, we have nobler
duties first;
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The traitor to Humanity is the traitor most accursed;
Man is more than Constitutions;-better rot beneath the

sod

Than be true to Church and State while we are doubly
false to God !

We owe allegiance fo the State; but deeper, truer, more,

To the sympathies that God hath set within our spirit’s
core; —

Qur countr}" claims onr fealty ; we grant it so, but then

Pefore Man made us citizens, great Nature made us
men.

He’s true to God who's true to man; wherever wrong is
One,
To the humblest and the weakest, neath the all-behold-
ing sun,
That wrong is also done to us; and they are slaves most
ase,
Whose love of right is for themselves, and not for all
their race.
God works for all.  Ye cannot hem the hope of being
1

‘With parallels of latitude, with mountain-range or sea.
Pot golden padlocks on Truth’s lips, be callous as ye

From acul‘;’w soul o'er all the world, leaps one electric
rild.

Chain down your slaves with ignorance, ye cannot keep
apart,
With all your eraft of tyranny, the human heart from
eart:
When ﬂxst the Pilgrims landed on the Bay-State’s iron

shor
The word went forth that slavery should one day be no
more.

Out from the land of bondage ’tis decreed our slaves
shall go,

And signs to us are offered, as erst to Pharach;

1f we are blind, their exodns, like Israel’s of yore,

Through a Red Sea is doomed to be, whose surges are of
gore
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T is ours to save our brethren, with peace and love tc
win .

Their darkened hearts from error, ere they harden it te

. sin; L .

Bus if before his duty man with listless spirit stands,

Ere long the Great Avenger takes the work from out his
hands.

TO THE DANDELION.

Dear common flower, that grow’st beside the way,

Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold,
First pledge of blithesome May,

Which children pluck, and, full of pride, uphold,

High-hearted buccaneers, o’erjoyed that they
An Tidorado in the grass have found,

YWhich not the rich earth’s ample round
May mateh in wealth, —thou art more dear to me
Than all the prouder summer-blooms may be.

Gold such as thine ne’er drew the Spanish prow

Through the primeval hush of Indian seas,
Nor wrinkled the lean brow

Of age, to rob the lover’s heart of ease;

T is the spring’s largess, which she scatters now
To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand,

Though most hearts never understand
To take it at God’s value, but pass by
The offered wealth with unrewarded eye.

Thou art my tropics and mine Italy;

To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime;
The eyes thou givest me

Are in the heart, and heed not space or time:

Not in mid June the golden-cuirassed bee
Feels a more summer-like warm ravishment

In the white lily’s breezy tent,
His fragrant Sybavis, than I, when frst
From the dark green thy yellow circles burst.

Then think I of deep shadows on the grass, —
Of meadows whero in sun the cattle graze,
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Where, as the Lreezes pass,
The gleaming rushes lean a thousand ways, —
Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy mass,
Or whiten 1n the wind, — of waters blue
That from the distance sparkle through
Some woodland gap,— and of a sky above,
Where one white cloud Iike a stray lamb doth move.

e aam e . 1.t 7 ith theeg

Fresh every day to my untainted ears,
When birds and flowers and I were happy peers

How like a prodigal doth nature seem,
“Wken thou, for all thy gold, so common art}
Thon teachest me to deem
More sacredly of every human heart,
Since each reflects in joy 1t3 scanty gleam
Of heaven, and could some wondrous secret show
Did we but pay the love we owe,
And with 2 chuld’s undoubting wisdom look
On all these hiving pages of God’s book.

THE GHOST-SEER.

Yz who, passing graves by night,
Glance not to the left or right,

Lest a spint should anise,

Cold :mzij white, to freeze your eyes,
Some weak phantom, which your doubt
Shapes upon the dark without

From the dark withn, a guess

At the spint’s deathlessness,

IVhich ye entertan with fear
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Ye without a shudder meet

In the city’s noonday street,
Spirits sadder and more dread
"Than from out the clay have fled,
Buried, beyond hope of light,

In the body’s haunted night!

See ye not that woman pale ?

There are bloodhounds on her trail !
Bloodhounds two, all gaunt and lean,—
For the soul their scent is keen, -—
1Vant and Sin, and Sin is last, —
They have followed far and fast,
Want gave tongue, and, at her howl,
Sin awakened with a growl.

Ah, poor girl! she had a right

To a blessing from the light,
Title-deeds to sky and earth

God gave to her at her birth,

But, before they were enjoyed,
Poverty had made them void,

And had drunk the sunshine up
From all nature’s ample cup,
Leaving her a first-born’s share

In the dregs of darkness there.
Often, on the sidewalk bleak,
Hungry, all alone, and weak,

She has seen, in night and storm,
Rooms o’erflow with firelight warm,
Which, outside the window-glass,
Doubled all the cold, alas!

Till each ray that on her fell
Stabbed her like an icicle,

And she almost loved the wail

Of the bloodhounds on her trail.
Till the floor becomes her bier,

She shall feel their pantings near,
Close upon her very heels,

Spite of all the din of wheels;
Shivering on her pallet poor,

She shall hear them at the door
Whine and serateh to be let in,
Sister bloodhounds, Want and Sin !
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Hark! that rustle of a dress,
Stiff with lavish costliness!
Here comes one whose cheek would flush

LLLLIE QoA LY weidrer eed
Of the heart-break in the brede;
A hyena by Ler side
" de.

5 ,
With lus foul paws rooting o'er
Some long-buried ancestor,

Who, perhiaps, a statue won

By the 11l deeds he had done,

By the innocent blood he shed,
By the desolation spread

QOver happy villages,

Blotting out the smile of peace

There walks Judas, he who sold
Yesterday his Lord for gold,
Sold God’s presence in his heart
For a proud step 1n the mart;

Wa§ not learned of sky or stream,
But 1t has the cold, hard ghnt

Of new dollars from the mint,

Open now your spint’s eyes,

Look through that poor clay disguise



234 LOWELI'S POEMS.

Which has thickened, day by day,
TTill it keeps all light at bay,

And his soul in pitchy gloom
"Gropes about its narrow tomb,
From whose dank and slimy walls
Drop by drop the horror falls.
Look! a serpent lank and cold
Hugs his spirit fold on fold ;
PFrom his heart, all day and night,
Tt doth suck God’s blessed light.
Drink it will, and drink it must,
Till the cup holds naught but dust,
All day long he hears it hiss,
‘Writhing in its fiendish bliss;

All night long he sees its eyes
Flicker with foul ecstasies,

As the spirit ebbs away

Into the absorbing clay.

Who is he that skulks, afraid

Of the trust he has betrayed,
Shuddering if perchance a gleam
Of old nobleness should stream
Through the pent, unwholesome room,
‘Where his shrunk coul cowers in gloom, -
Spirit sad beyond the rest

By more instinct for the best ?

'T'is a poet who was sent

For a bad world’s punishment,

By compelling it to see

Golden glimpses of To Be,

By compelling it to hear

Songs that prove the angels near;
‘Who was sent to be the tongue

Of the weak and spirit-wrung,
Whence the fiery-winged Despair
In men’s shrinking eyes might flare.
’T'is our hope doth fashion us

To base use or glorious:

He who might have been a lark

Of Trutl’s morning, from the dark
Raining down melodious hope

Of a freer, broader scope,
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Aspirations, prophecies,

Of the spirit’s full sunrise,

Chose to be a bird of night,
Which with eyes refosing light,
Hooted from some hollow tree

Of the world’s idolatry

’T i3 his pumshment to hear .
Flutterings of pinions near,

And s own vain wings to feel
Drooping downward to his heel,
All therr grace and 1mport lost,
Burdemng his weary ghost.

Ever walking by his side

He must see hts angel guide,

Who at mtervals doth turn

Looks on him s0 sadly stern,
With such ever-new surprise

Of hushed anguish 1o her eyes,
That it seems the hght of day
From around him shrinks away,
Or drops blunted from the wall
Bumlt around him by his fall.
Then the mountains, whose white peake
Catch the morning’s earhiest streaks,
He must see, where prophets sit,
Turning east their faces lt,
Whenee, with footsteps beautiful,
To the earth, yet dim and dull,
They the gladsome tidings bring,
Of the sunlight’s hastening:
Never can those hills of bliss

Be o’erclimbed by feet like lus!

But enough! O, do not dare

From the next the veil to tear,
Woven of station, trade, or dress,
More obscene than nakedness,
Wherewith plansible culture drapes
Fallen Nature’s mynad shapes!
Let us rather love to mark

¢
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And, not seldom blown to flame,
Vindicate its ancient claim,
1844.

STUDIES FOR TWO HEADS.

L.

SoxE sort of heart I know is hers, —
I chanced to‘feel her pulse one night;
A brain she has that never errs,
And yet is never nobly right;
It does not leap to great results,
But in some corner out of sight,
Suspeets a spot of latent blight,
And, o'er the impatient infinite,
She bargains, haggles, and consults.

Her gye, —it seems a chemie test
And drops upon you like an acid;
It bites you with unconscious zest,
So clear and bright, so coldly placid;
It holds you quietly aloof,
It holds,—and yet it does not win you;
It merely puts you to the proof
And sorts what qualities are in you;
It smiles, but never brings you nearer,
It lights, — her nature draws not nigh;
T s but that yours is growing clearer
To her assays;—yes, try and try,
You’ll get no deeper than her eye.

There, you are classified: she’s gone
Tar, far away into herself;

Each with its Latin label on,

Your poor components, one by one,
Are laid upon their proper shelf

In her compact and ordered mind,

And what of you is left behintl

Is no more to her than the wind;

In that clear brain, which, day and night,
No movement of the heart e’er jostles,

Her friends are ranged on left and right, —



STUDIES FOR TW0O HEADS.

Here, silex, hornblende, <irnite;
There, ammal remains and fossils.

And yet, 0 subtile analyst,

‘That eaust each property detect
Of mood or prain, that canst antwist

Each tangled skein of intellect,
And with thv scalpel eves lay bare
Each mental nerve more fine than air, —

O brain exart, that in thy scales
Canst weigh the sun and never err,

For once thy patient science fals,

One problem still defies thy art; —
Thou never canst compute for her
The distance and diameter

Of any simple human heart,

o
Hear him but speak, and you will feel
The shadows of the Portico
Orver your tranquil spint steal,
To modaulate all joy and woe
T R S

1

His natuare satinzes ours;
A form and front of Attic grace,
He skames the Inggling market-place,
Angd dwarfs our more mechanic powers.

What throbbing verse can fitly render

That face, —so pure, so trembling-tender ?
Sensation glimmers through its rest,

1t speaks nnmanacled by words,
As full of motion as 2 nest

That palpitates with unfledged birds;
Tis hkest to Bethesd:x s stream,

L RO A R USCICT S SR S,

Hear him unfold his plots and plans,
And larger destinies seem man’s;

237
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You conjure from his glowing face

The omen of a fairer race;

With one grand trope he boldly spans
The gulf wherein so many fall,
"Pwixt possible and actual;

His first swift word, talaria-shod,

Exuberant with conscious God,

Qut of the choir of planets blots

The present earth with all its spots.

Himself unshaken as thie sky,
His words, like whirlwinds, spin on high
Systems and creeds pellmell together;
*'is strange as o a deaf man’s eye,
‘While trees uprooted splinter by,
The dumb turmoil of stormy weather;
Less of iconoclast than shaper,
His spirit, safe behind the reach
Of the tornado of his speech,
Burns ealmly as a glowworm’s taper.

So great in speecl, but, ah! in act
So overrun with vermin troubles,
The coarse, sharp-cornered, ugly fact
Of life collapses all his bubbles:

Had he but lived in Plato’s day,
He might, unless my faney errs,

Have shared that golden voice’s sway
O’er barefooted philosophers.

Our nipping climate hardly suits

The ripening of ideal fruits:

His theories vanqguish us all summer,

But winter makes him dumb and dumber

To see him mid life’s needful things
Is something painfully bewildering;

He seems an angel with clipt wings
Tied to a mortal wife and children,

And by a brother seraph taken

In the act of eating eggs and bacon.

Like a clear fountain, his desire
Exults and leaps toward the light,

In every drop it says « Aspire!”
Striving for more ideal height;
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And as the fountain, falling thence,
Crawls baffled through the common gutter
So, from his speech’s eminence,
He shrinks 1nto the present tense,
Unkinged by foolish bread and batter.

Yet smile not, worldling, for in deeds
Not all of Iife that’s brave and wise is;
He strews an ampler future’s seeds,
*T'is your fauolt if no harvest rises;
Smooth back the sneer; for 1s 1t naught
That all be is and has 13 Beauty’s 7
Bﬂ soul the soul’s gains must be wronght,
The Actnal claims our coarser thought,
The Ideal hath its higher dnties.

ONX A PORTRAIT OF DANTE BY GIOTTO.

Cax this be thou who, lean and pale,
With such immitigable eye

Didst look npon those wnthing sonls in bale,
And note each vengeance, and

Unmoved, save when thy heart by chance

And with prond hands control 1ts fiery prance ?

TWith halfdrooped lids, and smooth, round brow,
And eye remote, that inly sees
Fair Beatrice’s spirit wanderng now
In some sealulled Hesperides,
Thou movest through the jarring street,
Secluded from the noise of feet
By her gift-blossom in thy hand,
Thy branch of palm from Holy Land, —
o trace is here of ruin’s fiery sleet.

Yet there is somethiny round thy hips
e Lt ~

5 .
~ .- .
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A something that would banish thee,
And thine untamed pursuer be,
From men and their unworthy fates,
Though Florence had not shut her gates,
And grief had loosed her clutch and let thee free.

Ah! he who follows fearlessly

. The beckonings of a poet-heart -

Shall wander, and without the world’s decree,
A banished man in field and mart;

Harder than Florence’ walls the bar

Which with deaf sternness holds him far * -
T'rom home and friends, till death’s release,
And makes his only prayer for peace,

Like thine, scarred veteran of a lifelong war!

ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND'S CHILD.

DEeATH never came so nigh to me before,

Nor showed me his mild face: oft had I mused
Of calm and peace and deep forgetfulness,

Of folded hands, closed eye, and heart at rest,
And slumber sound beneath a flowery turf,

Of faults forgotten, and an inner place

Kept sacred for us in the heart of friends;

But these were idle fancies, satisfied

With the mere husk of this great mystery,

And dwelling in the outward shows of things.
Heaven is not mounted to on wings of dreams,
Nor doth the unthankful happiness of youth
Aim thitherward, but floats from bloom to bloom,
With earth’s warin patch of sunshine well content.
’T is sorrow builds the shining ladder up, -
Whose golden rounds are our calamities,
Whereon our firm feet planting, nearer God

The spirit climbs, and hath its eyes unsealed.

True is it that Death’s face secems stern and cold,
When he is sent to summon those we love,

But all God’s angels come to us disguised ;
Sorrow and sickness, poverty and death,
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One after other lift their frowning masks,
And we behold the seraph’s face beneath,
All 1adiant with the gloty and the calm

Lafe 1s the jatler, Death the angel sent ‘
To draw the unwilling bolts and set us free.

He flings not ope the 1vory gate of Rest,—

Only the fallen spint knocks at that, —

But to benigner regions beckons us,

To destinies of more rewarded toil |

" 't chirps;

rm to farm,

The summer air with happy living sounds ;

All round us seems an overplus of life,

And yet the one dear heart lies cold and still.

Tt is most strange, when the great miracle

Hath for our sakes been done, when we have had
Our inwardest experience of God,

When with lus presence still the room expands,
R Bt in .. Hidaniie B

After its butterflies, and gives no sign
T is hard at first to see 1t all anght;
In vain Faith blows her tromp to summon baek
Her scattered troop; yet, through the clouded glass
Of our own bitter tears, we learn to look
Undazzled on the kindness of God’s face;
Earth 1s too dark, and Heaven alone shines through.
It iy no little thung, when a fresh soul
And a fiesh heart, with their unmeasured scope
Tor good, not gravitating earthward yet,

®
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But circling in diviner periods, )

Are sent into the world, —no little thing,
When this unbounded possibility

Into the outer silence is withdrawn.

A, in this world, where every guiding thread
Ends suddenly in the one sure centre, death,
The visionary hand of Might-have-been

Aloneé can fill Desire’s cup to the brim!

How changed, dear friend, are thy part and thy child’s!
He bends above thy eradle now, or holds
His warning finger out to be thy guide;
Thou art the nurseling now; he watches thee
Slow learning, one by one, the secret things
Which are to him used sights of every day;
He smiles to see thy wondering glances con
The grass and pebbles of the spirit world,
To thee miraculous; and he will teach
Thy knees their due observances of prayer.
Children are God’s apostles, day by day
Sent forth to preach of love, and hope, and peace,
Nor hath thy babe his mission left undone.
To me, at least, his going hence hath given
Serener thoughts and nearer to the skies,
And opened a new fountain in my heart
For thee, my friend, and all: and, O, if Death
More near approaches meditates, and clasps
Even now some dearer, more reluciant hand,
God, strengthen thou my faith, that I may see
That’t is thine angel, who, with loving haste,
Unto the service of the inner shrine
Doth wuken thy belovéd with a kiss!

1844,

EURYDICE.

Heavex’s cup held down to me I drain,
The sunshine mounts and spurs my brain;
Bathing in grass, with thirsty eye

I suck the last drop of the sky;

With each hot sense I draw to the lees
The quickening out-door influences,



EURYDICE. 243

And empty to each radiant comer
A supernaculum of summer:

Not, B‘ncchus, all thy grosser juice
PR Ear bt -

T Te e e -- lthen,
i .

v fo .J N B L I}
The daubet’s botch no more obscures
The mighty Master’s portraitures.

And who can say whai luckier beam
The hidden glory shall redeem,

For what chance clod the sonl may wait
To stumble on 1ts nobler fate,

Or why, to his unwarned abode,

Still by surprises comes the God?

Some moment, nmled on sorrow’s eross,
May mediate a whole youth’s loss,
Some windfall joy, we know not whence,
Redeem a lifetime’s rash expense,

And, suddenly wise, the soul may mark,
PP SRR

I feel ye, childhood’s hopes, return,
‘With olden heats my pulses burn, —
Mine be the self-forgettmg sweep,

The torrent impulse swift and wild,
Wherewith Taghkanie’s rockborn child
Dares gloriously the dangerous leap,
And, 1 hus sky-descended mood,

T each drop of sluggish bloo
By touch of bravery’s simple wand,

To a.lpet}:yst zmﬁl diamond,
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Prayer breathed in vain! no wish’s sway

Rebuilds the vanished yesterday ;

For plated wares of Sheffield stamp -

e gave the old Aladdin’s lamp;

T is we are changed; ah, whither went

That undesigned abandonment,

That wise, unquestioning content,

Which could ereet its microcosm

Out of a weed’s neglected blossom,

Could call up Arthur and his peers

By a low moss’s elump of spears,

Or, in its shingle trireme launched, .

VWhere Charles in some green inlet branched,

Could venture for the golden fleece

And dragon-watched Hesperides,

Or, from its ripple-shattered fate,

Ulysses’ chances reereate ?

When, heralding life’s every phase,

There glowed a goddess-veiling haze,

A plenteous, forewarning grace, '

Like that more tender dawn that flies

Before the full moon’s ample rise ?

Methinks thy parting glory shines

Through yonder grove of singing pines;

At that elm-vista’s end I trace

Dimly thy sad leave-taking face, ,

Eurydice! Eurydice!

The tremulous leaves repeat to me

Eurydice! FEurydice!

No gloomier Orcus swallows thee

Than the unclouded sunset’s glow;

Thine is at least Elysian woe;

Thou hast Good’s natural decay,

And fadest like a star away

Into an atmosphere whose shine

With fuller day o’ermasters thine,

Entering defeat as ’t were a shrine;

For us, —we turn life’s diary o’er

To find but one word, — Nevermore.
1845,



THE CHANGELING.

SHE CAME AND WENT.

As 2 twig trembles, which a bird
Lights on to sing, then leaves unbent,
So is my memory thrlled and stirred ; —
I only know she came and went.

As clasps some lake, by gusts unriven,
The blue dome’s measureless content,
So my soul held that moment’s heaven; —

I only know she came and went.

As, at one bound, our swift spring heaps
The orchards full of bloom and scent,

8o clove her May my wintry sleeps; —
I only know she came and went.

tent;
I only know she came and went.

0, when the room grows slowly dim,
And Iife’s last oil 13 nearly spent,
One gush of light these eyes will brim,
Only to think she came and went.

THE CHANGELING.
I 1!‘AD‘a‘]jtﬂE daughter,

That 1, by the force of nature,
Might 1 some dim wise divine

The depth of Ins infinite patience

To this wayward soul of mine.

1 know not how others saw her,
But to me she was wholly fair,

And the light of the heaven she came from
Still lingered and gleamed in her hair;

244
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For it was as wavy and golden,
And as many changes took,

As the shadows of sun-gilt ripples
On the yellow bed of a brook.

To what can I liken her smiling
Upon me, her kneeling lover, ]
How it leaped from her lips to her eyelids,
And dimpled her wholly over,
Till her outstretched hands smiled also,
And I almost seeined to see
The very heart of her mother
Sending sun throdgh her veins to me!

She had been with us scarce a twelvemonth,
And it hardly seemed a day,

When 2 troop of wandering angels
Stole my hittle daughter away;

Or perhaps those heavenly Zingari
But loosed the hampering strings,

And when they had opened her cage-door
DMy little bird used her wings.

But they left in her stead a changeling,
A little angel child,

That seems like her bud in full blossom,
And smiles as she never smiled :

When I wake in the morning, I see it
Yhere she always used to lie,

And I feel as weak as a violet
Alone ’neath the awful sky.

As weak, yet as trustful also;
For the whole year long I see
All the wonders of faithful Nature
Still worked for the love of me;
Winds wander, and dews drip earthward
Rain falls, suns rise and set, ’
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper
A poor little violet.

This child is not mine as the first was,
I cannot sing it to rest,

I cannot lift it up fatherly
And bliss it upon my breast;
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Yet it lies 1n my little one's cradle
And sits in my httle one’s charr,

And the light of the heaven she’s gone to
Transfigures 1ts golden hair.

THE PIONEER.

WaaT man would live coffined with brick and stone,
Impnsened from the influences of air,
And cramped with selfish land-matks everywhere,
When all before him stretches, furtowless and lone,
The unmapped prarie none can fence or own?

W e v e aa -

Tlns year retracing last year’s, every year's, dull traces,
When theie are woods and un-man-stifled places ?

‘What man o’er one old thought would pore and pore,
Shut like a book between 1ts covers thin
For every fool to leave lus dog's-ears in,
TWhen solitude is his, and God for evernore,
Just for the opening of a paltry door?

‘What man would watch life’s cozy element

Creep Letlewarad forever, when he might
Down some great river drift beyond men’s sight,

To where the undethrondd forest’s royal tent

Broods with 1ts lush o’er half a continent ?

What man with men would push and altercate,
Pieaing out crooked means for erocked ends,
When he can have the skies and woods for friends,

Snatch back the radder of his undismantled fate,

And in himself be ruler, church, and state ?

Cast leaves and feathers rot in last year’s nest,
The wingdd brood, flown thence, new dwellings plan;
The serf of lus own Past 18 not a man;
To changs and change 13 hife, to move and never rest;—
Not what we are, but what we hope, 13 best.
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The wild, free woods make no man halt or blind ;
Cities rob men of eyes and hands and feef,
Patching one whole of many incomplete;

The general preys upon the individual mind,

And each alone is helpless as the wind.

Each man is some man’s servant; every soul
Is by some other’s presence quite discrowned;
Each owes the next through all the imperfect round,
Yet not with mutnal help; each man is his own goal,
And the whole earth must stop to pay his toll.

Here, life the undiminished man demands;
New faculties streteh out to meet new wants;
What Nature asks, that Nature also grants;
Here man is lord, not drudge, of eyes and feet and hands,
And to his life is knit with hourly bands.

Come out, then, from the old thonghis and old ways,
Before you harden to a crystal cold
Which the new life can shatter, but not mould;
Freedom for yvou still waits, still, looking backward, stays
But widens still the irretrievable space.

LONGING.

Or all the myriad moods of mind
That through the soul come thronging,
Which one was e’er so dear, so kind,
So beautiful as Longing ?
The thing we long for, that we are
For one transcendent moment,
Before the Present poor and bare
Can make its sneering comment.

Still, through our paltry stir and strife,
Glows down the wished Ideal,
And Longing moulds in clay what Life
Carves in the marble Real;
To let the new life in, we kuovw,
Desire must ope the portal ;—
Perhaps the longing to be so
Helps make the soul immortal.
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But, would we learn that heart’s full scope
Which we are homly wronging,

Our Iives must chmb from hope to hope
And reahze our longing

Ah! let us hope that to eur praise
Good God not only reckons

The moments when we tread lus ways,
But when the spint beckons, —

That some slight good 15 also wrought
Beyond self-satisfaction,

When we are simply good n thought,
Howe'er we fa1] 1n action

ODE TO FRANCE.
FEBRUARY, 188
L
As, flake by flake, the beetling nvalanches
Build up their immment erags of noiseless snow,
Till some chance thnll the Joosened ruin launches
o And the blmd’lmvuc leaps unwarned below,
e Pt a4

7 ansemh tha eddant vaars

5

er’s tears,—
N was strong:

» bands,
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Set wrong to balance wrong,
And physicked woe with woe ?

II.

They did as they were taught; not theirs the blame,
If men who scattered firebrands reaped the tlame:
They trampled Peace beneath their savage feet,
And by her golden tresses drew
Merey along the pavement of the street.
0, Freedom! Freedom! is thy morning-dew
So gory red ?  Alas, thy light had ne’er
Shone in upon the chaos of their lair!
They reared to thee such symbol as they knew,
And worshipped it with flame and blood,
A Vengeance, axe in hand, that stood
Holding a tyrant’s head up by the clotted hair.

IIX.

What wrongs the Oppressor suffered, these we know;
These have found piteous voice in song and prose;

But for the Oppressed, their darkness and their woe,
Their grinding centuries, — what Muse had those ?

Though hall and palace had nor eyes nor ears,
Hardening a people’s heart to senseless stone,

Thou knowest them, O Barth, that drank their tears,
O Heaven, that heard their inartienlate moan!

They noted down their fetters, link by link;

Coarse was the hand that serawled, and red the ink;
Rude was their score, as suits unlettered men, —

Notched with a headman’s axe upon a block:

What marvel if, when came the avenging shock,
T was Ate, not Uranig, held the pen?

Iv.
With eye averted and an anguished frown,
Loathingly glides the Muse through scenes of strife,
Where, like the heart of Vengeance up and down,
Throbs in its framework the blood-mufflied knife;
Slow are the steps of Freedom, but her feet:
Turn never backward : hers no bloody clare
Her light is ealm, and innocent, and sweet,
And where it enters there is no despair :
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XNot first on palace and cathedral spire
Pt . e .

Along his ulls; the craftsman’s bur‘ning eyes

Own with cool tears its influence mother-meek ;
It lights the poet’s heart up like a star; —
Ah! while the tyrant deemed it shll afar,

And twined with golden threads his futile snare,
That swift, convicting glow all ronnd him ran;

T was close beside him there,
Sunrise whose Memnon 18 the soul of man.

v
O Broker-King, is this thy wisdom's fruit ?
A dynasty plucked out as ’t were 3 weed
ne - R e ..
A shout from Paris. and thy crown falls off,
Thy race has ceased to reign,
And thou become a fugitive and scoff :
Slippery the feet that mount by stairs of gold,
And weakest of all fences one of steel ; —
Go and keep school again like him of old,
The Syracusan tyrant; — thou mayst feel
Royal amid a birch-swayed commonweal !

YL

Not long can he be ruler who allows
His time to run before him; thon wast naught

Qanm ~a tha ptein Af mald ahnot thy henea

Thy strife was with the Sparit of the Age,
The invisible Spirit whose first breath divine
Scattered thy frail endeavor,

251

And, like poor last year's leaves, whirled thee and thins

Into the Dark forever!
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Vii.

Is here po triumph ? Nay, what though
The yellow blood of Trade meanwhile should pour
- Along its arteries a shrunken flow,
And the idle canvas droop around the shore ?
These do not malke a state,
Nor keep it great;
T think God made
The earth for man, not trade;
And where each humblest human ereature
Can stand, no more suspicious or afraid,
Erect and kingly in his right of nature,
To heaven and earth knit with harmonious fies,—
Where I behold the exultation
Of manhood glowing in those eyes
That had been dark for ages, —
Or only lit with bestial loves and rages —
There I behold a Nation:
The France which lies
Between the Pyrenees and Rhine
Is the least part of France;
I see her rather in the soul whose shine
Burns through the craftsman’s grimy countenance,
In the new energy divine
Of Toil’s enfranchised glance.

VIiIL
And if it be a dream, —
If the great Future be the little Past
’Neath a new mask, which drops and- shows at last
The same weird, mocking face to balk and blast, —
Yet, Muse, a gladder measure suits the theme,
And the Tyrtean harp
Loves notes more resolute and sharp,
Throbbing, as throbs the hosom, hot and fast:
Such visions are of morning,
Theirs is no vague forewarning,
The dreams which nations dream come true,
And shape the world anew;
If this be a sleep,
Make it long, make it deep,
O Father, who sendest the harvests men reap!
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‘While Labor so sleepeth
His sorrow is gone,
No longer he weepeth,
But smileth and steepeth
His thoughts in the dawn;
He heareth Hope yonder
Rain, lark-like, her fancies,
His dreaming hands wander
MMid heart’s-ease and pansies;
“'T is a dream! ’T'is a vision!”
Shrieks Mammon aghast;
“The day’s broad derision
1Vill chase it at last;
Ye are mad, ye have taken,
A slumbering kraken
For firm land of the Past!”
Ah' 1f he awaken,
God shield us all then,
If this dream rudely shaken
Shall cheat himn ggain!

Ix.

Since first I heard our North wind blow,

Since first I saw Atlantic throw

On our fierce rocks his thunderous snow,

I loved thee, Freedom; as a boy

The rattle of thy shield at Marathon

Did with a Grecian joy
Through all my pulses run;

But I have learned to love thee now
Without the helm upon thy gleaming brow.

A maiden mild and undefiled

Like her who bore the world’s redeeming child -

And surely never did thy altars glance
With purer fires than now mn France;
‘While, in their bright white flashes,
Wrong’s shadow, backward cast,
TWaves cowering o’er the ashes
AL OVET PR IO AR

Whose dead hands clench defiance
At the overpowering Good :

258
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And down the happy future runs a flood
Of prophesying light; ) )
It shows an Earth no longer stained with blood,
Rlossom and fruit where now we see the bud
Of Brotherhood and Right. -

A PARABLE.

Sarp Christ our Lord, “I will go and see

How the men, my brethren, believe in me.”

He passed not again through the gate of birth,
But made himself known to the children of earth.

Then said the chief priests, and rulers, and kings,
¢« Behold, now, the Giver of all good things;

Go to, let us welcome with pomp and state

Him who alone is mighty and great.”

With carpets of gold the ground they spread
Wherever the Son of Man should tread,

And in palace-chambers lofty and rare

They lodged him, and served him with kingly fare.

Great organs surged through arches dim
Their jubilant floods in praise of him,

And in church and palace, and judgment-hall,
He saw his image high over all.

But still, wherever his steps they led,

The Lord in sorrow bent down his head,

And from under the heavy foundation-stones,
The son of Mary heard bitter groans.

And in church and palace, and judgment-hall,
He marked great fissures that rent the wall,
And opened wider and yet more wide

As the living foundation heaved and sighed.

“Have ye founded your thrones and altars, then,
On the bodies and souls of living mén ?

And think ye that building shall endure,

Which shelters the noble and crushes the poor ?
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“1Yith gates of silver and bars of gold,

Ye have fenced my sheep from their Father's fold s
1 have heard the dropping of their tears

In heaven, these eighteen hundred years.”

“( Lord and Master, not ours the guilt,
We build but as our fathers built;
Behald thine images, how they stand,
Sovereign and sole, through all our land,

“Qur task is hard, — with swerd and flame
To hold thy earth forever the same,

And with sharp erooks of steel to keep
Still, as thou leftest them, thy sheep.”

Then Christ sought out an artisan,

A low-browed, stunted, haggard man,
And a motherless girl, whose fingers thin
Puoshed from her famntly want and sin.

These set he in the mdst of them,

And as they drew back their garment-hem,
For fear of defilement, * Lo, here,” said ke,
“The 1mages ye have made of me!™

ODE

WKITTES ¥OR THE CEL or THE T or e
COCHITCATE WATES INTO THE CITT OF BOSTOS.

My name is Water 1 have sped
Through strange, dark ways, untried before,
By pure desire of friendship led,
Cochituate’s ambassador;
He sends four royal gifts by me:
Long life, health, peace, and purity.

I’m Ceres’ cup-bearer; I pour,

For flowers and fruits and all their kin,
Her erystal vintage, from of yore

Stored in old Earth’s selectest bin,
Flora's Falernian ripe, since God
The wine-press of the deluge trod.
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In that far isle whence, iron-willed,
The New World’s sires their bark unmoored,
The fairies’ acorn-cups I filled :
Upon the toadstool’s silver board, )
And, 'neath Herne’s oak, for Shakspeare’s sight,
Strewed moss and grass with diamonds bright. -

No fairies in the Mayflower came,

And, lightsome as I sparkle here,
For Mother Bay-State, busy dame,

I’ve toiled and drudged this many a year,
Throbbed in her engines’ iron veins,
Twirled myriad spindles for her gains.

T, too, can weave ; the warp I set
Through which the sun his shuttle throws,
And, bright as Noah saw i, yet
For you the arching rainbow glows,
A sight in Paradise denied
To unfallen Adam and his bride.

When Winter held me in his grip,

You seized and sent me o’er the wave,
Ungrateful ! in a prison-ship;

But I forgive, not long a slave,
For, soon as summer south-winds blew,
Homeward I fled, disguised as dew.

For countless services I’m fit,

Of use, of pleasure, and of gain,
But lightly from all bonds I flit,

Nor Jose my mirth, nor feel a stain;
From mill and wash-tub I escape,
And take in heaven my proper shape.

Bo, free myself, to-day, elate
I come from far o’er hill and mead
And here, Cochituate’s envoy, wait
To be your blithesome Ganymede,
And brim your cups with nectar true
That never will make slaves of you.

]



LINES.

LINES

COYCORD BATTLE-GROUSD.

Tite same good blood that now refills
The dotard Orient's shrunken veins,
The same whose vigor westward thrills,
Bursting Nevada’s silver chains,
Pocred here upon ﬂ'.-e Apnl grass,
Tocatt-1 sl hg 14t 10 v

Poured here in vain ; —that sturdy blood
Was meant to mzke the earth more green,
But in a higher, gentler mool

Than broke this .Apnl coon serene;

Two graves are here; to mark the place,
At kead and foot, an caohewn store,

O'er which the Lerald lickens trace

The blazon of Oblivion.

These men were brave enough, and true
To the hired soldier’s bull-dog ereed;
What brouzht them here they never knew,
They fought 2s suits the English breed;
They came three thousand miles, and died,
To keep the Past upon its throne;
Unheard, besond the ocean tide,

Their English mother made her moan.

The turf that covers them no thrill
Sends up to fire the heart 2nd brain;
No stronger purpose nerves the will,
No hope renews its youth again:
From farm to farm the Concord glides,
And trails my faney with ats flow;
O'erhiead the balanced henbawk slides,
Twirned in the river's heaven below.

Bat go, whose Bay-State bosom stirs,
Proud of thy birth and neighbor’s right,
Where sleep the heruic nillagers
Borne red and stff from Concord figl”

1

£CGAESTED BY THE GXAYES OF TWO ESGLISH SOLDIZRS OF
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Thought Reuben, snatching down his gun,
Or Seth, as ebbed the life away,

What earthqualke rifts would shoot and run
World-wide from that short April fray ?

What then? With heart and hand they wrought
According to their village light;

T was for the Future that they fought,

Their rustic faith in what was right.

Upon earth’s tragic stage they burst
Unsummoned, in the humble sock ;

Theirs the fifth act; the curtain first

Rose long ago on Charles’s block.

Their graves have voices ; if they threw
Dice charged with fates beyond their ken,
Yet to their instinets they were true,

And had the genius to be men.

Fine privilege of Freedom’s host,

Of even foot-soldiers for the Right! —

For centuries dead, ye arc not lost,

Your graves send courage forth, and might.

TO .

‘W, too, have autumns, when our leaves
Drop loosely through the dampened air,
When all our good seems bound in sheaves,

And we stand reaped and bare.

Our seasons have no fixed returns,
Without our will they come and go;

At noon our sudden summer burns,
Ere sunset all is snow.

But each day brings less summer cheer,
Crimps more our ineffectual spring,
And something earlier every year
Our singing birds take wing.

As less the olden glow abides,
And less the chillier heart aspires,

With drift-wood beached in past spring-tides
We light our sullen fires.
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In the red sunrise burming

TWe trusted theu, aspired, believed

That earth could be remade to-morrow; ~—
Ah, why be ever undecetved >

Why give up faith for sorrow ?

O thou, whose days are yet all spring,

FREEDOM

ARE we, then, wholly fallen? Can it be

That thow, North wind, that from thy mountains
bringest

Their apirit to our plains, and thou, blue sea,

‘Who on our rocks thy wreaths of freedom flingest,

As on an altar, —can 1t be that ye

Have wasted nspiration on dead ears,

Dulled with the too familiar clank of chains ?

‘The people’s heart 13 like a harp for years

{{ung where some petnfymg torrint raing

QOnly o silver plectrum, wakes the tone
Deep buried ’neath that ever-thickenmg stone

e are not free - Freedom doth not consist

In musing with our faces toward the Past,
Whale petty eares, and erawling interests, twist
Their sprder-threads about us, which at last
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Grow strong as iron chains, to cramp and bind
In formal narrowness heart, soul, and mind.
Freedom is recreated year by year,

In hearts wide open on the Godward side,

In souls calm-cadenced as the whirling sphere,
In minds that sway the future like a tide.

No broadest creeds can hold her, and no codes;
She chooses men for her august abodes,
Building them fair and fronting to the dawn;
Yet, when we seek her, we but find a few
Light footprints, leading morn-ward through the dew;
Before the day had risen, she was gone.

And we must follow: swiftly runs she on,

And, if our steps should slacken in despair,

Half turns her face, half smiles through golden hair,
Forever yielding, never wholly won:

That is not love which pauses in the race

Two close-linked names on fleeting sand to trace;
Freedom gained yesterday is no more ours;

Men gather but dry seeds of last year’s flowers:
Still there ’s a charin ungranted, still a grace,
Still rosy Hope, the free, the unattained,

Makes us Possession’s languid hand let fall;

T is but a fragment of ourselves is gained, —
The Future brings us more, but never all.

And, as the finder of some unknown realm,
Mounting a summit whence he thinks to see
On either side of him the imprisoning sea,
Beholds, ahove the clouds that overwhelm
The valley-land, peak after snowy peak
Stretch out of sight, each like a silver Lelm
Beneath its plume of smoke, sublime and bleak,
And what he thought an island finds to be

A continent to him first oped, —so we

Can from our height of Freedom look along
A boundless future, ours if we be strong;

Or if we shrink, better remount our ships
And, fleeing God’s express design, trace back
The hero-freighted Mayflower’s prophet-track
To Europe, entering her blood-red eclipse.
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BIBLIOLATRES.

Bowrxg thyself in dust before 2 Book,

And thinking the great God is thine alone,

¢) rash iconoclast, thon wilt not brook

What gods the heathen carves in wood and stone,
As 1f the Shepherd who from outer cold

Leads all Jus shivering lambs to one sure fold
Were careful for the fashion of his crook.

There is no broken reed so poor and base,
RAGEASRtE h et

Through ways unlooked for, and through many l.ands,
Far from-the rich folds built with human hands,
The gracious footprmts of his love I trace.

And what art thon, own brother of the clod,

That from his hand the erook wouldst spatch away
And shake instead thy dry and sapless rod,

To scare the sheep ont of the wholesome day ?
Yea, what art thon, blind, unconverted Jerw,

That with thy idol-volume’s covers two

‘Wouldst make a jail to coop the ining God ?

13, IO TP | L S e S
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To weld apew the spirt’s broken chains.

God is not dumb, that he should speak no more;
If thou hast wanderings in the wilderness

And find’st not Sinaz, *t1s thy soul 1s T;
There towers the mountamn of the Voice no less,
Which whoso sceks shall find, but he who bends,
Intent on manna still and mortal ends,

Sees 1t not, neither hears its thundered lore.

Slowly the Bible of the race 1s wnt,
And not on paper leaves nor leaves of stone-
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But Summer cleared mfr happier eyes
With drops of some celestial juice,
To see how Beauty underlies

For evermore each form of Use

And more: methought I saw that flood,
Which now so dull and darkling steals,
Thick, here and there, with human blood,
To turn the world’s laborious wheels.

No more than doth the miller there,
Shut 1 our several cells, do we
Know with what waste of beauty rare
Moves every day’s machimery.

Surely the wiser time shall come
When this fine overplus of might,
No longer sullen, slow, and dumb,
Shall leap to music and to hght.

In that new childhood of the Earth

Life of 1tself shall dance and play,

Fresh blood 1 Time’s shrunk veins make mirth,
And labor meet delight half-way.

APPLEDORE.

T v PR Y

A grninding, blinding, deatentng ire

Monadnock might have trembled under;

And the island, whose rock-roots pierce below

To where they are warmed with the central fire,
! PRl S S
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Tach age, each kindred adds a verse 1o it;

Pexts of despair or hope, of joy or moan. .

While swings the sea, while mists the mountains shroud,
While thunder’s surges burst on cliffs of cloud,

Still at the prophets’ feet the nations sit.

BEAVER BROOK.

Husuep with broad sunlight lies the hill,
And, minuting the long day’s loss,

The cedar’s shadow, slow and still,
Creeps o'er its dial of gray moss.

Warm noon brims full the valley’s cup,
The aspen’s leaves are scarce astir,
Only the liftle mill sends up

Its busy, never-ceasing burr.

Climbing the loose-piled wall that hems
The road along the mill-pond’s brink,
From ’neath the arching barberry-stems,
My footstep scares the shy chewink.

Beneath a bony buttonwood

The mill’s red door lets forth the din;
The whitened miller, dust-imbued,
Flits past the square of dark within.

No mountain torrent’s strength is here;
Sweet Beaver, child of forest still,
Heaps its small pitcher to the ear,
And gently waits the miller’s will.

Swift slips Undine along the race

Unheard, and then, with flashing bound,
Floods the dull wheel with light and grace,
And, laughing, hunts the loath drudge round.

The miller dreams not at what cost

The quivering mill-stones hum and whirl,
Nor how for every turn, are tost

Armfuls of diamond and of pearl.
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But Summer cleared my happier eyes
With drops of some celestial juice,
To see how Beauty underlies

For evermore each form of Use.

And more: methought I saw that flood,
Which now so dull and darkling steals,
Thick, kere and there, with human blood,
To turn the world’s laborious wheels.

No more than doth the mller there,
Shut 1n our several cells, do we
Know with what waste of beauty rare
Moves every day’s machinery.

Surely the wiser tume shall come

When this fine overplus of might,

No longer sullen, slow, and damb,

Shall leap to music and to light.

In that new childhood of the Earth

Life of 1tself shall dance and play,

Fresh blood 1n Time’s shrunk veins make mirth,
And Jabor meet delight half-way.

AFPPLEDORE.
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To where they are warmed with the central fire,
e r bt
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And the next vast breaker curled its edge,
Gathering itself for a mighty leap.

North, east, and south there are reefs and breakers,
You would never dream of in smooth weather,
That toss and gore the sea for acres,
Bellowing and gnashing and snarling together;
Look northward, where Duck Island lies,
And over its crown you will see arise,
Against a background of slaty skies, .
A row of pillars still and white
That glimmer and then are out of sight,
Ag if the moon should suddenly Kkiss,
While you crossed the gusty desert by night,
The long colonnades of Yersepolis,
And then as sudden a davkness shounld follow
To gulp the whole scene at single swallow,
The city’s ghost, the drear, brown waste,
Aund the string of camels, clumsy-paced : —
Look southward for White Island light,
The lantern stands ninety feet o'er the tide;
There is fivst a halfanile of tumult and fight,,
Of dash and roar and tumble and fright,
And surging bewilderment. wild and wide,
Where the breakers steuggle left and right,
Then a mile or more of rushing sea,
And then the light-house slim and lone;
And whenever the whole weight of ocean is thrown
Full and fair on White Island head,
A great mist-jotun you will sec
Lifting himself up silently
High and huge o’er the light-house top,
With hands of wavering spray outspread,
Groping after the little tower,
That secems to shrink, and shorten and cower,
Till the monster’s arms of a sudden drop,
And silently and fruitlessly
He sinks again into the sea.

You, meanwhile, where drenched you stand,

Awaken onee more to the rush and roar
And on the rock-point tighten your hand,
As you turn and see a valley deep,
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That was not thex:e a moment before,
Or wateh the silenter, stealthier seas
Feeling their way to you more and more;
If they once should clutch you high as the knees
They would whirl you down like a sprig of kelp,

Beyond all reach of hope or help; —
And such in a storm is Appledore.

DARA.

WaEN Persia’s sceptre trembled in a hand
Wilted by harem-heats, and all the land
Was hovered over by those vulture 1lls
That snuff decaying empire from afar,
Then, w1th a nature balanced as a star,
Dara arose, a shepherd of the hills,

He, who had governed fleecy subjects well,
Made his own village, by the self-same spell,
Secure and peaceful as 3 guarded fold,
Till, gathering strength by slow and wise degrees,
Under his sway, to neighbor villages
Otder returned, and faith and justice old.

Now, when 1t fortuned that a king more wise
Endued the realm with brain and hands and eyes,
He sought on every side men brave and just,
And having heard the mountain-shepherd’s praise,
How he rendered the mould of elder days,

To Dara gave a satrapy in trust.

So Dara shepherded a province wide,

Nor in lus viceray’s sceptre took more pride
Than in his erook before; but Envy finds

More soil in cities than on mountains bare,

And the frank san of spints clear and rare
Breeds poisonous fogs 1n low and marish minds,
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Soon it was whispered at the royal ear

That, though wise Dara’s province, year by year,
Like a great sponge, drew wealth and plenty up,

Yet, when he squeezed it at the king’s behest,

Some golden drops, more rich than all the rest,
‘Went to the filling of his private cup.

For proof, they said that whereso’er he went

A chest, beneath whose weight the camel bent,
Went guarded, and no other eye had seen

What was therein, save only Dara’s own,

Yet, when’t was opened, all his tent was known
To glow and lighten with heapt jewels’ sheen.

The king set forth for Dara’s province struight,
‘Where, as was fit, outside his city’s gate
The viceroy met him with a stately traiu;
And there, with archers circled, close at hand,
A camel with the chest was seen to stand,
The king grew red, for thus the guilt was plain.

“Open me now,” he cried, “yon treasure-chest!?”
T was done, and only a worn shepherd’s vest
Was found within; some blushed and hung the head,
Not Dara ; open as the sky’s blue roof
He stoed, and “ 0, my lord, behold the proof
That I was worthy of my trust!” he said.

“For ruling men, lo! all the charm I had;
My soul, in those coarse vestments ever clad,
Still to the unstained past kept true and leal,
Still on these plains could breathe her mountain air,
And Fortune’s heaviest gifts serenely bear,
Which bend men from the truth, and make them reel.

“To govern wisely I had shown small skill
Were I not lord of simple Dara still ;

That sceptre kept, I cannot lose my way !”
Strange dew in royal eyes grew round and bright
And thrilled the trembling lids; before ’t was night

Two added provinces blest Dara’s sway.



TO J. F. H. 267

T0 J. F. H.

NixE years have slipped like hour-glass sand
Frol‘n hfe s fasfremptymg globe away,
Qavann Tant g “land,

I held the keepsake which you gave,
Until the dim smoke-pennon curled
O'er the vague rim *tween sky and wave,
And closed the distance like a grave,
Leaving me to the outer world;

The old worn world of hurry :md hezlt,

Mho wanne frach swanld o 43 cnb b ww T nnae

Come back our ancient walks to tread,
014 haunts of lost or scattered friends,
Amid the Muses’ factories red,
TWhere song, and smoke, and laughter sped
The nights to proctor-hunted ends,

Our old familiars are not laid,
T

Where, as the cloudbergs eastward blow,
From glow to gloom the hillside ehifts
Tts lakes of rye that surge and flow,
Its plumps of orchard-trees arow,
Its snowy white-weed’s summer drifts,

Or let us to Nantasket, there
e —et f
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Or whelYer, under skies clear-blown,

The heightening surfs with foamy din,
Their breeze-caught foreloeks backward blown
Against old Neptune’s yellow zone,

Curl slow, and plunge forever in.

For years thrice three, wise Horace said,
A poem rare let silence bind;

And love may ripen in the shade,

Like ours, for nine long seasons laid
In crypts and arches of the mind.

That right Falernian friendship old
Will we, to grage our feast, call up,

And freely pour the juice of gold,

That keeps life’s pulses warm and bold,
Till Death shall break the empty cup.

——0O 00—

MEMORIAL VERSES.

KOSSUTH.

A racE of nobles may die out,

A royal line may leave no heir;
‘Wise Nature sets no guards about
Her pewter plate and wooden ware.

But they fail not, the kinglier breed,
Who starry diadems attain;

To dungeon, axe, and stake succeed
Heirs of the old heroic strain.

The zeal of Nature never cools,

Nor is she thwarted of her ends;

When gapped and dulled her cheaper tools,
Then she a saint and prophet spends.

Land of the Magyars! though it be
The tyrant may relink his chain,
Already thine the victory,

As the just Future measures gain.



T0 LAMARTINE.

; Thou bast succeeded, thon hast won
The deathly travail’s amplest worth;
A nation’s duty thou hast done,
Giving a kero to our earth. -

And he, let come what will of woe,

Has saved the land he strove to save;

No Cossack hordes, no traitor’s blow,

Can quench the voice shall haunt his grave,

“1 Kossuth am: O Future, thon

That elear’st the just and blott’st the vile,
O’er this small dust m reverence bow,
Remembering, what I was erewhile,
ATy . PR 1

' . . .
Sounds on, outliving chains and death.”

TO LAMARTINE.
1848,

1 o1 not praise thee when the crowd,
"Witched with the moment’s inspiration,
Vexed thy still ether with hosannas Faud,
And stamped thetr dusty adoration;
T but looked wpward with the rest,

26¢

And, when they shonted Greatest, whispered Best.

They raised thee not, but rose to thee,
™ e A aa A

Make the pure lunbs once more subhn‘lely bare.

Now thou’rt thy plawn, grand self again,
ou art seeure from panegyric, —
Thou who gav’st politics an epic strain,
And actedst Freedom’s noblest Iyrie:
This side the Dlessed Isles, no tree
Grows green enough *» make a wreath for thee.
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Nor can blame cling to thee ; the snow )
From swinish foot-prints takes no staining,
But, leaving the gross soils of earth below,
Its spirit mounts, the skies regaining,
And unresenting falls again,
To beautify the world with dews and rain.

The highest duty to mere man vouchsafed
Was laid on thee, — out of wild chaos,
‘When the roused popular ocean foamed and chafed,
And vulture War from his Imaus
Snuffed blood, to summon homely Peace,
And show that only order is release.

To carve thy fullest thought, what though
Time was not granted ? Aye in history,
Like that Dawn’s face which baffled Angelo,
Left shapeless, grander for its mystery,
Thy great Design shall stand, and day
Flood its blind front from Orients far away.

‘Who says thy day is o’er 2 Control,
. My heart, that bitter first emotion;
‘While men shall reverence the steadfast soul,
The heart in silent self-devotion
Breaking, the mild, heroic mien,
Thou ’lt need no prop of marble, Lamartine.

If France reject thee, t is not thine,
But her own, exile that she utters;
Ideal France, the deathless, the divine,
Will be where thy white pennon flutters,
As once the nobler Athens went
‘With Aristides into banishment.

No fitting metewand hath To-day
For measuring spirits of thy stature, —
Only the Future can reach up to lay
The laurel on that lofty nature,—
Bard, who with some diviner art
Has touched the bard’s true lyre, a nation’s heart.

Swept by thy hand, the gladdened chords,
Crashed now in discords fierce by others,



TO JOHN G. PALFREY. 7]

Gave forth one note beyond all skill of words,
And chimed together, We are brothers
O poem unsurpassed ! it ran
All round the world, unlocking man to man.

France is too poor to pay alone
The service of that ample spirit;
Paltry seem low dictatorship and throne,
If balanced with thy sunple mert,
They had to thee been rust and loss;
Thy atm was higher, —thou hast clinbed a Cross

TO JOHN G. PALFREY.

Trere are who triumph in a losing cause,
Who can put on defeat, as ’t were a wreath
Unvwithering in the adverse popular breath,

Safe from the blasting demagogue’s applause;

*T is they who stand for Freedom and God's laws.

And so stanas Palfrey now, as Marvell stood,
Loyal to ‘L'ruth dethroned, nor could be wooed

. . , acked and
flamed,
Searing, through all their depths of courtier mud,
Europe’s crowned bloodsuckers, —how more ashamed
Qught we to be, who see Corruption’s fleod
Still rise o’er last year’s mark, to mme away
Our brazen 1dols’ feet of treacherous clay!
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A soil sublime, at least, with heroes’ graves! —
Beckon no more, shades of the noble dead!

Be dumb, ye heaventouched lips of winds and waves!
Or hope to rouse some Coptic dullard, hid

Ages ago, wrapt stifily, fold on fold,

With cerements close, to wither in the cold
Forever hushed, and sunless pyramid!
Beauty and Truth, and all that these contain,

Drop not like ripened fruit about our feet;
We climb to them through years of sweat and pain;
Tithout long struggle, none did é’er attain

The downward look from Quiet’s blissful seat:
Though present loss may be the hero’s part,
Yet none can rob him of the victor heart

Whereby the broad-realmed future is subdued,
And Wrong, which now insults from triumnph’s car,
Sending her vulture hope to raven far,

Is made unwilling tributary of Good.

O MMother State, how quenched thy Sinai fires!
Is there none left of thy staunch Mayflower breed ?
No spark among the ashes of thy sirves,
Of Virtue’s altar-flame the kindling seed ?
Are these thy great men, these that eringe and creep,
And writhe through slimy ways to place and power ? —
How long, O Lord, before thy wrath shall reap ‘
Our frail-stemmed sumimer prosperings in their flower ?
O for one hour of that undaunted stock
That went with Vane and Sydney to the block!

O for a whiff of Naseby, that would sweep,
With its stern Puritan besom, all this chaff
From the Lord’s threshingfloor! Yet more than half
The victory is attained, when one or two,
Through the fool’s laughter and the traitor’s scorn,
Beside thy sepulchre can abide the morn,
Crucified Truth, when thou shalt rise anes.
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TO W. L. GARRISON.

“Zome time afterward, it was reported to me by the city officers
that they had !eru!rd out'the paper and its editor, that hu oﬁce was
an obscure hole, bus only visible auniliary a hegro boy, and his sup-
Il;vmnoa few very insignificant persens of all colors. "—Lqmr a/

G

Ix asmall chamber, friendless and unseen,

Toiled o’er his types one poor, unlearned young man;
The place wag dark, unfurnitured, and mean; —

Yet there the freedom of 4 rake began.

Help came but slowly; surely no man yet
Put lever to the lneavy world with less:

"What nced of help” He knew how types were set,
He had a dauntless spint, and a press.

Such earnest natures are the fiery pith,

The campact nueleas round whick systems grow
Masg after mass becomes inspired therewith,

And whirls impregnate with the central glow

O Truth! O Freedom! how are ye still born

¥ burst!

What! shall one monk, searce known beyond his cell,
Front Rome's far-reac hing bolts, and scorn her frown ?

Brave Luther answered Yes; that thunders swell
Rocked Europe, and discharmed the triple crown.

Whatever can be known of earth we kpor,

Sneered Europe’s wise men, in thetr sn'nl shells eurled ;
No! said one man in Genoa, and that N

Out of the dark created this New “’orld

Who is it will not dare himself to trust?
Who is it hath not strength to stand alone ?
Who is it thwarts and lks the inward MusT?
He and s works, Iike sand, from earth are blown.
T
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Men of a thousand shifts and wiles, look here!
See one straightforward conscience put in pawn
To win a world ; see the obedient sphere
By bravery’s simple gravitation drawn!

Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old,
And by the Present’s lips repeated still,
In our own single manhood to be bold,
Fortressed in conscience and impregnable will ?

We stride the river daily at its spring,
Nor, in our childish thoughtlessness, foresee
What myriad vassal streams shall tribute bring,
How like an equal it shall greet the sea.

O small beginnings, ye are great and strong,
Based on a faithful heart and weariless brain!
Ye build the future fair, ye conquer wrong,
Ye earn the crown, and wear it not in vain.

ON THE DEATH OF €. T. TORREY.

Wox worth the hour when it is erime

To plead the poor dumb bondman’s cause,
When all that makes the heart sublime,
The glorious throbs that conquer time,

Are traitors to our cruel laws!

He strove among God’s suffering poor
One gleam of brotherhood to send;

The dungeon oped its hungry door

To give the truth one martyr more,
Then shut,-—and here behold the end!

O Mother State! when this was done,
_No pitying throe thy bosom gave;
Silent thou saw’st the death-shroud spun,
And now thou givest to thy son
The stranger’s charity — a grave.

Must it be thus forever? No!
The hand of God sows not in vain;
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Long sleeps the darkling seed below,
The seasons come, and change, and go,
And all the fields are deep with grain.

Although our brother lie n‘sleep,."
[

When hours like this the senses’ gush
Have stilled, and left the spirit room,
It hears amid the eternal hush
The swooping pinions’ dreadful rush,
That brings the vengeance and the doom ;—

Not man’s brute vengeance, such as rends
What rivets man to mau apart, —

God doth not so bring round his ends,

But waits the npened time, and sends
His mercy to the oppressor’s heart.

ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF DR. CHANNING.

I po not come to weep above thy pall,
And mourn the dying-out of noble powers;
The poet’s clearer eye should see, in all
Earth’s seeming woe, the seed of Heaven's flowers.

l'r}:\th needs no el(x_am‘pions: in th‘e iu‘ﬁnibe deep
I b

Peace is more strong than war, and gentleness,

Where force were vain, makes conquest o’er the wave;
Anl love lives on and hath a power to bless,

When they who loved are kadden in the grave.

The sculptured marble brags of death-strewn fields,
And Glory’s epitaph is writ in blood

But Alexander now to Plato yields,
Clarkson will stand where Wellington hath stood.

3
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T watch the circle of the eternal years,
And read forever in the storied page

One lengthened roll of blood, and wrong, and tears, —-
One onward step of Truth from age to age.

The poor are crushed; the tyrants link their chain;
The poet sings through narrow dungeon-grates;
Man’s hope lies quenched;-— and, lo! with steadfast
gain
Freedom doth forge her mail of adverse fates.

Men slay the prophets; fagot, rack, and cross
Malke up the groaning record of the past;
But Evil’s triumphs are her endless loss,
And sovereign Beauty wins the soul at Jast.

No power can die that ever wrought for Truth;
Thereby a law of Nature it became,

And lives unwithered in its sinewy youth,
When he who called it forth is but a name.

Therefore I cannot think thee wholly gone;
The better part of thee is with us still;

Thy soul its hampering clay aside hath thrown,
And only freer wrestles with the I1L

Thou livest in the life of all good things;

What words thou spak’st for I'reedom shall not die;
Thou sleepest not, for now thy Love hath wings

To soar where hence thy Hope could hardly fly.

And often, from that other world, on this

Some gleams from great souls gone before may shine,
To shed on struggling hearts a clearer bliss,

And clothe the Right with lustre more divine.

Thou art not idle: in thy higher sphere
Thy spirit bends itself to Joving tasks,

And strength, to perfect what it dreamed of here
Is all the crown and glory that it asks.

For sure, in Heaven’s wide chambers, there is room
Tor love and pity, and for helpful deeds;

Else were our summons thither but a doom
To life more vain than this in clayey weeds.



T0 THE MEMORY OF HOOD. L
From off the starry mountain peak of song,
o~ SO B 05

What wars, what martyrdoms, what crimes, may come,
‘Thou knowest not, nor I; but God will lead

The prodigal soul from want and sorrow home, M
And Eden ope her gates to Adam’s seed.

Then leap to thread the free, unfathomed blue:

When that day comes, O, may this hand grow cold,
Busy, hke thine, for Freedom and the Right;

0, may this soul, Iike thine, be ever bold
To face dark Slavery’s encroaching blight!

This laurel-leaf I cast upon thy bier;

Let worthier hands than these thy wreath entwine;
Upon thy learse I shed no useless tear, —

For us weep rather thou 1n calm divine.
1842,

TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD

AxotHER sta1 ‘neath Time’s horizon dropped,
To gleam o’er unknown lands and seas;

Another heart that beat for freedom stopped, —
‘What mournful words are these!

O Love Divine, that claspest our tired earth,
And Iullest 1t upon thy heart,

Thou knowest how much a gentle soul is worth
To teach men what thon art!

His was a spinit that to all thy poor
‘Was kind as slumber after pain:

Why ope so soon thy heaven.deep Quiet’s door
And call him home again ?
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Freedom needs all her poets: it is they
TWho give her aspirations wings,

And to the wiser Jaw of musie sway
Her wild imaginings.

Yet thou hast called him, nor art thou unkind,
0 Love Divine, for *t is thy will

That gracious natures leave their love behind
To work for Freedom still.

Let laurelled marbles weigh on other tombs,
Let anthems peal for other dead,

Rustling the bannered depth of minster-glooms -
YWith their exulting spread.

His epitaph shall mock the short-lived stone,
No lichen shall its lines efface,

He needs these few and simple lines alone
To mark his resting-place: —

#Here lies a Poet. Stranger, if to thee
His claim to memory be obseure,

If thou wouldst learn how truly great was he,
Go, ask it of the poor.”

——oot0d0e——

SONNETS.

I
TO A. C. L.

Trroven suffering and sorrow thou hast passed
To show us what a woman true may be:

They have not taken sympathy from thee,

Nor made thee any other than thou wast,

Save as some tree, which, in a sudden blast,
Sheddeth those blossoms, that are weakly grown,
Upon the air, but keepeth every one
Whose strength gives warrant of good fruit at last:
So thou hast shed some blooms of»qm'et\',

But never one of steadfust cheerfulness s

Nor hath thy knowledge of adversity
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Robbed thee of any faith in happiness,

Bnt rather cleared thy inner eyes to see

How many simple ways there are to bless.
1840,

1L

What were I, Love, if I were stripped of thee,
If thine eyes shut me out whereby I live,
AT ; - AN
Beyond the earthly and the fugitive,
‘Who 1n the grandeur of the soul believe,
And only in the Infinite are free ?
Without thee I were naked, bleak, ard bare
As yon dead cedar on the sea-cliff’s brow,
LN et e ‘ me now,

o 1 still
Slips throagh the wheel of some old ruined mill,
1841,

IIL
T would not have this perfect love of ours

1t shonld grow alway like that eastern tree

Whose limbs take root and spread forth constantly;

That love for one, from wlueh there doth not spring

Wide love for all, 1t 13 bat a worthless thing.

Not 1n another world, as poets prate,

Dwell we apart above the tide of things,

High floating o'er earth’s clouds on faery wings;

But our pure love doth ever elevate

Into a holy bond of brotherhood

Al earthly things, making them pure and good.
1810,

Iv.
“For this true nobleness I seek in vain,

In woman and in man I find 1t not;
T almost weary of my earthly lot,
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My life-springs ave dried up with burning pain.”
Thou find’st 1t not ? I pray thee look again,
Look inward through the depths of thine own soul.
How is it with thee ?  Art thou sound and whole?
Doth narrow search show thee no earthly stain?
Br xonLi! and the nobleness that lies
In other men, sleeping, but never dead,
'Will rise in majesty to meet thine own:
Then wilt thou see it gleam in many eyes,
Then will pure light around thy path be shed,
And thou wilt never more be sad and lone.

1840.

V.
TO THE SPIRIT OF KEATS.

Great soul, thou sittest with me in iy room,
Uplifting me with thy vast, quiet eyes,
On whose full orbs, with kindly lustre, lies
The twilight warmth of ruddy ember-gloom :
Thy clear, strong tones will oft bring sudden bloom
Of hope secure, to him who Jonely cries,
Wrestling with the young poet’s agonies,
Neglect and scorn, which seem a certain doom:
Yes! the few words which, like great thunderdrops,
Thy lavge heart down to earth shook doubtfully,
Thrilled by the inward lightning of its might,
Serene and pure, like gushing joy of light,
Shall track the eternal ehords of Destiny,
After the moon-led pulse of ocean stops.

1841.

. VI

Great Truths are portions of the soul of man;
Great souls are portions of Lternity ;

Each dvop of blood that e’er through true heart ran
With lofty message, ran for thee and me;
For.Gol’s law, since the starry song began,

Hath been, and still for evermore must be,

That every deed which shall outlast Time’s span
Must goad the soul to be ercet and free;

Slave is no word of deathless lineage sprung, —.
Too many noble souls have thought and died,
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Too many mighty poets have lived and sung,
And out good Saxzon, from lips purified
With martyr-fire, throughout the world hath rung
Too long to have God’s Loly cause denied.

1841,

s sem sleep,

Which, by the toil of gathering energues,

Their upward way 1nto clear sunshine keep,

Until, by Heaven’s sweetest mfluences,

Slowly and slowly spreads a speck of green

Into a pleasant 1sland 1n the seas,

Where, mid tall palms, the cane-roofed home is seen,

And wearied men shall sit at sunset’s hour,

Hearing the leaves and loving God’s dear power.
1841,

VIIL
TO M. W ON HER BIRTHDAY.

Maiden, when such a sonl as thine 1s born,
The morning stars their ancient muste make,
s e Ry A

By no least deed 1ts harmony shalt break,”

Therefore shalt thou be ever fair and free,

And in thine every motion musical

As summer air, majestic as the sea,

A mystery to those who creep and crawl

Through Time, and part it from Eternity.
1841,
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IX,

My Love, I have no fear that thou shouldst die;

Albeit I ask no fairer life than this,

Whose numbering-clock is still thy gentle kiss,

‘While Time and Peace with hands enlocked fly, —

Yet care I not where in Eternity

We live and love, well knowing that there is

No backward step for those who feel the bliss - |

Of Faith as their most Jofty yearnings high:

Love hath so purified my being’s core,

Meseems I scarcely should he startled, even,

To find, some morn, that thou hadst gone before ;

Since, with thy love, this knowledge too was given,

Which ‘each calm day doth strengthen more and more

That they who love are but one step from Heaven.
1841,

X

I cannot think that thou shouldst pass away,

Whose life to mine is an eternal law,

A piece of nature that can have no flaw,

A new and certain sunrise every day;

But, if thou art to bc another ray

Abount the Sun of Life, and art to live

Free from all of thee that was fugitive,

The debt of Love I will more fully pay,

Not downeast with the thought of thee so high,

But rather raised to be a nobler man,

And more divine in my humanity,

As knowing that the waiting eyes which sean

My life are lighted by a purer being,

And ask meek, calm-browed deeds, with it agreeing.
1841. e

XI.

There never yet was flower fair in vain,

Let classic poets rhyme it as they will;

The seasons toil that it may blow again,

And summer’s heart doth feel its every ill;

Nor is a true soul ever born for naught;

\Wherever any such hath lived and died,

There hath been something for true freedom wrought,
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Some bulwark levelled on the evil side:
Toil on, then, Greatness! thou art in the right,
However narrow souls may call thee wrong;

1811,
X1
SUB PONDERE CRESCIT.

The memory of a glory passed away
Lingers in every heart, as, 1n the shell,
Resounds the bygone freedom of the sea,
And, every hour new signs of promise tell

1841,
XL

Belovéd, in the noisy city here,

The thought of thee can make all tnrmoil cease;
Around my spirit, folds thy spirit clear

Tts still, soft arms, and circles 1t with peace;
There is no room for any doubt or fear

In souls go overfilled \;rith love’s 1ncrease,

— A

es and wills (as haply erst
Rere Oy
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XIV. .
ON READING WORDSWORTH'S SOXNETS IN DEFENCE OF
CAPITAL PUNISHMENT.

As the broad ocean endlessly upheaveth,

With the majestic beating of his heart,

"The mighty tides, whereof its rightful part

Each sea-wide bay and little weed receiveth, -

So, through his soul who earnestly believeth,

Life from the universal Heart doth flow,

Whereby some conquest of the eternal Woe,

By instinet of God’s nature, he achieveth:

A fuller pulse of this all-powerful beauty

Into the poet’s gulf-like heart doth tide,

And he more keenly feels the glorious duty

Of serving Truth, despised and erucified, —

Happy, unknowing sect or creed, to rest

And feel God flow forever through his breast.
1842,

XV.
THE SAME CONTINUED.

Once hardly in a cycle blossometh

A flower-like soul ripe with the seeds of song,
A spirit fore-ordained to cope with wrong,
Whose divine thoughts are natural as breath,
Who the old Darkness thickly seattereth
With starry words, that shoot prevailing light
Into the deeps, and wither, with the blight
Of serene Truth, the coward heart of Death:
Woe, if such spirit thwart its errand high,
And mock with lies the longing soul of man!
Yet one age longer must true Culture lie,
Soothing her bitter fetters as she can,

Until new messages of love outstart

At the next beating of the infinite Heart.

XVIL
THE SAME CONTINUED.
The love of all things springs from love of one;

Wider the soul’s horizon howrly grows

And over it with fuller glory flows ’
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The sky-like spirit of God; a hope begun

In doubt and darkness *neath a fajier sun
Cometh to fruitage, if it be of Truth;

Antl to the law of meekness, faith, and ruth,
Iy inward sympathy, shall all be won:

This thou shouldst know, who, from the painted feature
Of shifting Fashion, couldst thy brethren turn
Unto the love of ever-youthful Nature,

And of a beauty fadeless and eterne;

And always 't 18 the raddest sight to see

An old man faithless iz Humanity.

XvIi.
THE SAME CONTINUED.

A poet cannot strive for despotism;;

His harp falls shattered, for it still must be
The instinct of great spirts to be free,

And the sworn foes of cunning barbarism :

He, who has deepest searcked the wide abysm
Of that hife-giving Soul which men call fate,
Knows that to put more faith in lies and hate
Than truth and love 15 the true atheism:
Upward the soul forever turns her eyes;

The pext hour always shanes the hour before;
One beauty, at its lughest, prophesies

That by whose side 1t shall seem mean and poor
No God-like thing knows aught of less and less,
But widens to the boundless Perfectness

XVIIL
THE SAME CONTINUED
Therefore think not the Past is wise alone,
For Yesterday knows nothing of the Best,
And thou shalt love it only as the nest
Whenee glory-wingdd things to Heaven have flown:
To the great Sonl alone are all things known;
Present and future are to her as past,
While she in glorions madness doth forecast
That perfect bud, which scems a flower full-blown
To each new P'rophet, and yet always opes
Fuller and fuller with each day and hour,
« Heartening the soul with odor of fresh hopes,
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And longings high, and gushings of wide power,
Yet never is or shall be fully blown
Save in the forethought of the Eternal One,

XIX.

THE SAME CONCLUDED.
Far ‘vond this narrow parapet of Time,
T¥ith eves uplift, the poet’s soul should look
Into the Endless Promise. nor should brook
One prring doubt to shake his faith sublime;
To him the earth is ever in her prime
And dewiness of morning; he can see
Good lying hid, from all eternity,
Within the teeming womb of sin and crime;
His soul should not be eramped by any bar,
His nobleness should Le so God-like high,
That his least deed is perfect as a star,
His common look majestic as the sky.
And all o'erflooded with a light from far,
Undimmed by clouds of weak mortality.

XX
TO M. 0. S.
Mary, sinee first I knew thee. to this hour,
My love hath deepened. with my wiser sense
Of what in Woman is to reverence;
Thy clear heart. fresh as e’er was forest-flower,
Still opens more to me its beauteons dower;—
But let praise hush. — Love asks no evidence
To prove itself well-placed; we know not whence
It gleans the straws that thatch its humble bower.
We can but say we found it in the heart,
Spring of all sweetest thoughts, arch foe of blame,
Sower of flowers in the dusty mart,
Pure vestal of the poet’s holy flame, —
This is enough, and we have done our part
If we but keep it spotless as it came,
1842,

XXT
Our love is not a fading, earthly flower:
Its wingdd seed dropped down from Paradise,
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And, nursed by day and night, by sun and shower,
Doth momently to fresher beauty rise:
‘To us the leafless autumn 1s not bare,
Nor winter’s ratthng boughs lack lusty green.
Qur summer hearts make summer’s fulness, where
No leaf, or bud, or blossom rmay be seen:
For nature’s hie 1n love's deep hife doth lie,
Love, — whose forgetfulness 1s beauty’s death,
Whose mystie key these cells of Thou and I
Into the infimte freedom openeth,
And makes the body’s dark and narrow grate
The wide-flung Jeaves of Heaven’s palace-gate.
1842,
XXI1.
IN ARSENCE.
These rugged, wintry days I scarce could bear,
Did I not knovw, that, m the early spring,
“When wild March winds upon their errands sing,
Thou wouldst return, bursting on thus still air,
Inke tl;ose same winds, when, startled from their
air,
They hunt up violets, and free swift brooks,
From 1cy cares, even as thy clear looks
Bid my heart bloom, and sing, and break all eare*
When drops s1th welcome rain the Apnil day,
My flowers shall find their April in thine eyes,
Save there the rain 1o dreamy clouds doth stay,
As loath to fall out of those happy skies,
Yet sure, my love, thou art most like to May,
That comes with steady sun when Apru dies.
1843,

XXIIL
WENDELL PHILLIPS
He stood upon the world’s broad threshold; wide
Many there were who made great haste and sold

Unto the cunmng enemy thesr swords,
He scorned their gifts of fame, and power, and gold,
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And, anderpeath their soft and flowery words,
Heard the cold serpent hiss; therefore he went
And humbly joined him to the weaker part,
Fanatic named, and fool, yet well content

So he could be the nearer to God’s heart,

And feel its solemn pulses sending blood
Through all the wide-spread veins of endless good.

XXIV.
THE STREET.

They pass me by like shadows, crowds on crowds,
Dim ghosts of men, that hover to and fro,

Hugging their bodies round them, like thin shrouds
Wherein their souls were huried long ago:

They trampled on their youth, and faith, and love,
They cast their hope of human-kind away,

With Heaven’s clear messages they mnadly strove,
And conquered, — and their spirits turned to clay:
Lo! how they wander vound the world, their grave,
Whose ever-gaping maw by such is fed,

Gibbering at living men, and idly rave,

“We, only, truly live, but ye are dead.”

Alas! poor fools, the anointed eye may trace

A dead soul’s epitaph in every face!

XXV,

I grieve not that ripe Wnowledge takes away
The charm that Nature to my childhood wore,
For, with that insight, cometh, day by day,

A greater bliss than wonder was before;

The real doth not clip the poet’s wings, —

To win the secret of a weed’s plain heart
Reveals.some clue to spiritual things,

And stumbling guess becomes firm-footed art:
Flowers are not flowers unto the poet’s eyes,
Their beauty thrills him by an inward sense;
He knows that outward seemings are hut les,
Or, at the most, but earthly shadows, whence
The soul that looks within for truth may guess
The presence of some wondrous heavenliness.
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XXv1.

TO J. R. GIDDINGS,
Guldingss, far rougher names than thine have grown
Smoother than honey on the lips of men;
And thou shalt aye be honorably known,
As one who bravely used Ins tongue and pen,
As best befits a freeman, — even for those,
To whom our L1m\"s Jnblushing fiont demes

ilong may dons'ecurdy; every hour

XXV
1 thought our love at full, Lut T dud err;
Joy’s wreath drooped o’er mine eyes; I could not see
That sorrow 1n our happy world must
Love’s deepest spokesman and interpreter ,
Dut, a3 3 mother feels her clnld first stir
Under her heart, so felt I mstantly
Deep 1n my soul another Lond to thee
Thnll with that Life we saw depart from ber;
) mothier of our angel-child! twice dear!
Death kmits as well as parts, and still, T wis,
Her tender radiance shall enfold us here,
Lven as the hght, borne up by mward bliss,
Threads the void glooms of space withouta fear,
"To print on farthest stars her pitying kiss.

L'ENVOL
WrEmER my heart hath wiser grown or not,
In these three years, since I to thee inscnbed,
ine own betrothed, the firsthings of my muse,—
Toor windfalls of nmipe expenence,
Young buds plucked hastily by elnldish bands
v
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And, anderneath their soft and flowery words,
Heard the cold serpent hiss ; therefore he went
And humbly joined him to the weaker part,
Fanatic named, and fool, yet well content

So he could be the nearer to God’s heart,

And feel its solemn pulses sending blood
Through all the wide-spread veins of endless good.

XXIv..
THE STREET.

They pass me by like shadows, crowds on crowds,
Dim ghosts of men, that hover to and fro,

Hugging their bodies round them, like thin shrouds
Wherein their souls were buried long ago:

They trampled on their youth, and faith, and love,
They cast their hope of human-kind away,

With Heaven’s clear messages they madly strove,
And conquered, —and their spirits turned to clay:
Lo! how they wander round the world, their grave
Whose ever-gaping maw by such is fed,

Gibbering at living men, and idly rave,

“We, only, truly live, but ye ave dead.”

Alas! poor fools, the anocinted eye may trace

A dead soul’s epitaph in every face!

XXV.

I grieve not that ripe Xnowledge takes away
The charm that Nature to my childhood wore,
Tor, with that insight, cometh, day by day,

A greater bliss than wonder was before;

The real doth not clip the poet’s wings, —

To win the secret of a weed’s plain heart
Reveals,some clue to spiritual things,

And stumbling guess becomes firm-footed art:
Flowers are not flowers unto the poet’s eyes,
Their beauty thrills him by an inward sense;
He knows that outward seemings ave but lies,
Or, at the most, but earthly shadows, whenee
The soul that looks within for truth may guess
The presence of some wondrous heavenliness.

e
e
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XXVI

TO J. R. GIDDINGS.
Giddings, far rougher names than thine have grown
Smoother than honey on the Iips of men;
And thon shalt aye be honorably known,
As one who bravely used his tongue and pen,
As best befits a fiecinan, — even for those,
To whom our Law's unblushing front denies

Alone may do securely; every hour
- v YN,

XXVIL

T thought our love at fall, Lut T did err,

Joy’s wreath drooped o’er mine eyes, I could not see
That sorrow in our happy world must be

Love's deepest spokesman and interpreter ;

But, as a mother feels her child first stir

Under her heart, so felt I instantly

Decep in my soul another bond to thee

Thnil with that hfe we saw depart from her;
et i SO

T'o print on farthest stars her pitymng kuss, '

L'ENVOL
Wierster my heatt hath waser grown or not,
In these three years, smee I to thee inscribed,
Mine own betrothed, the firstlings of my muse, —
Poor windfalls of unupe expensence,
Young buds plucked hastily by chtldish hands
o
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Not patient to await more full-blown flowers, —
At least it hath seen more of life and men,

And pondered more, and grown a shade more sad,
Yet with no loss of hope or settled trust

In the benignness of that Providence,

Thich shapes from out our elements awry

The grace and order that we wonder at,

The mystic harmony of right and wrong,

Both working out His wisdom and our good :

A trust, Beloved, chiefly learned of thee,

‘Who hast that gift of patient tenderness,
The instinetive wisdom of a woman’s heart.

They tell us that our land was made for song,
TWith its huge rivers and sky-piercing peaks,

Its sea-like lakes and mighty cataracts,

Its forests vast and hoar, and prairies wide,
And mounds that tell of wondrous tribes extinct.
But Poesy springs not from rocks and woods;
Her womb and cradle are the human heart,

And she can find a nobler theme for song

In the most loathsome man that blasts the sight,
Than in the broad expanse of sea and shore
Between the frozen deserts of the poles.

All nations have their message from on high,
Each the messiah of some central thought,

For the fulfilment and delight of Man:

One has to teach that labor is divine;

Another Freedom; and another Mind ;

And all, that God is open-eyed and just,

The happy centre and calm heart of all.

Are, then, our woods, our mountains, and our streams,
Needful to teach our poets how to sing ?
O, maiden rare, far other thoughts were ours,
When we have sat by ocean’s foaming marge,
And watched the waves leap roaring on the rocks,
Than young Leander and his Hero had,
Gazing from Sestos to the other shore.
The moon looks down and ocean worships her,
Stars rise and set, and seasons come and go
Even as they did in Homer’s elder time,
But we behold them not with Grecian eyes:
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Then they were types of beauty and of strength,
But now of freedom, unconfined and pure,
Subject alone to Order’s higher law.

What eares the Russian serf or Southern slave *
Though we should speak as man spake never yet
Of gleaming Hudson’s broad magnificence,

s B

And the soul’s fealty to none but God.

These are realities, which make the shows

Of outward Nature, be they ne’er so grand,
Seem small, and worthless, and contemptible
These are the mountain-summits for our bards,
Which streteh far upward into heaven itself,
And give such wide-spread and exulting view
Of hope, and faith, and onward destiny,

That shrunk Parnassus to a molehill dwindles.
Qur new Atlantis, like a morning-star,

Silvers the murk face of slow-yielding Night,
The herald of a fuller truth than yet

And be content, though clad with angel-wings,
Close-clipped, to hop about from perch to perch,
In paltry eages of dead men’s dead thoughts ?
O, rather like the sky-lark, soar and sing,

And let our gushing songs befit the dawn
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And sunrise, and the yet unshaken dew
Brimming thé chalice of each full-blown hope,
Whose blithe front turns to greet the growing day.
Never had poets such high call before,

Never can poets hope for higher one,

And, if they be but faithfnl to their trust,

Earth will remember them with love and joy,
And O, far better, God will not forget.

For he who settles Freedom’s principles

Writes the death-warrant of all tyranny; .
Who speaks the truth stabs Falsehood to the heart,
And his mere word makes despots tremble more
Than ever Brutus with his dagger could.

TWait for no hints from waterfalls or woods,

Nor dream that tales of red men, brute and fierce,
Repay the finding of this Western World,

Or needed half the globe to give them birth:
Spirit supreme of Freedom! not for this

Did great Columbus tame his eagle soul

To jostle with the daws that perch in courts;

Not for this, friendless, on an unknown sea,
Coping with mad waves and more mutinous spirits,
Battled he with the dreadful ache at heart

Which tempts, with devilish subtleties of doubt, .
The hermit of that loneliest solitude, .
The silent desert of a great New Thought;
Though loud Niagara were to-day struck dumb,
Yet would this cataract of boiling life,

Rush plunging on and on to endless deeps

And utter thunder till the world shall cease, —

A thunder worthy of the poet’s song,

And which alone can fill it with true life.

The high evangel to our country granted

Could make apostles, yea, with tongues of fire,

Of hearts half-darkened back again to clay!

*T is the soul only that is national,

And he who pays true loyalty to that

Alone can claim the wreath of patriotism.

Beloved ! if I wander far and oft
From that which I believe, and feel, and know,
Thou wilt forgive. not with a sorrowing heart,
But with a strengthened hope of better things;
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At the devil’s booth are all things sold,

Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold;
For a cap and bells our lives we pay,

Bubbles we buy with a whole soul’s tasking:
P is heaven alone that is given away,

'T is only God may be had for the asking,

No price is set on the lavish summer;

June may be had by the poorest comer.

And what is so rare as a day in June ?
Then, if ever, come perfect days;
Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in tune,
And over it softly her warm ear lays:
Whether we look, or whether we listen,
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten;
Every clod feels a stir of might,
An instinet within it that reaches and towers,
And, groping blindly above it for light,
Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers;
The flush of life may well be seen
Thrilling back over hills and valleys;
The cowslip startles in meadows green,
The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice,
And there ’s never a leaf nor a blade too mean
To be some happy creature’s palace;
The little bird sits at his door in the sun,
Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,
And lets his illumined being o’errun
With the deluge of summer it receives;
His mate feels the eggs beneath ber wings,
And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings;
He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest, —
In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best ?

Now is the high-tide of the year,
And whatever of life hath ebbed away
Comes flooding back with a ripply cheer,
Into every bare inlet and creek and bay;
Now the heart is so full that a drop overfills it,
We are happy now because God wills it;
No matter how barren the past may have been,
’T is enough for us now that the leaves are green;
We sit in the warm shade and feel right well
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How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell;
We may shut our eyes bat we cannot help knowing
‘That skies are clear and grass i3 growing;

Warmed with the new wine of the year,
Tells all in his lusty erowing!

Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how;
A B

TIn the unscarred heaven they leave no wake;
et % Fabd ¥ 168 s

Like burntout craters healed with snow.
What wonder if Sir Launfal now
Remembered the keeping of hus vow ?

Parr FIrst.
L

«3My golden spurs now bring to me,

And bring to me my richest mail,
For to-morrew I go over land and sea

1In search of the Holy Grail,
Shall never a bed for me be spread,
‘Nor shall a pillow be under my head,
Tall I begin my vow to keep;
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Here on the rushes will T'sleep,
And perchance there may come a vision true
Ere day create the world anew.”
Slowly Sir Launfal’s eyes grew dim,
Slumber fell like a cloud on him,
And into his soul the vision flew.

II.

The crows flapped over by twos and threes,
In the pool drowsed the cattle up to their knees,
The little birds sang as if it were
The one day of summer in all the year,
And the very leaves seemed to sing on the trees,
The castle alone in the landscape lay
Like an outpost of winter, dull and gray;
T was the proudest hall in the North Countree,
And never its gates might opened be,
Save to lord or lady of high degree;
Summer besieged it on every side,
But the churlish stone her assaults defied ;
She conld not scale the chilly wall,
Though round it for leagues her pavilions tall
Stretched left and right,
Over the hills and out of sight;
Green and broad was every tent,
And out of each a murmur went
Till the breeze fell off at night.

III.

The drawbridge dropped with a surly clang,

And through the dark arch a charger sprang,

Bearing Sir Launfal, the maiden knight,

In his gilded mail, that flamed so bright

It seemed the dark castle had gathered all

Those shafts the fierce sun had shot over ils wall
In his siege of three hundred summers long,

And, binding them all in one blazing sheaf,
Had cast them forth: so, young and strong,

And lightsome as a locust-leaf,

Sir Launfal flashed forth in his unsearred mail,

To seek in all climes for the Holy Grail.
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v

1t was morning on hill and stream and tree,
And morning in the young knight's hieart;
Only the castle muodil‘y .
Hebuffed the gilts of the sunshine free,
And gloomed by itself apart;
The season brimmed 211 other things up
Full s the rain fills the pitcher-plant’s cup.

™

As Sir Launfal made =om throtgh the darkseme gale.
He was 'ware of 2

Who begzed with
And a loathiny ¢

The sunshine went
The flesh "neath bis o=

And midway its leap his
Take a frozen waterfall;

- = =~ faedand beng of statyre,

,
morn, —

VI
‘The Teper raised not the gold from the dust;
“Retter to me the poor man's crust,
Better the blessing of the poor,
Tt T maamnty fram s daor:

Teetazd &nnot clasp the wh a.l -
Tie beart mxtstrptcheg 1ts e‘; o o s sl

Lad ger palms,
l’:: :."Le 5o poes with 1t and makes 1t store

sod] that was starving 1n darkpess Yetorm?
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PRELUDE TO PART SECOND.

Down swept the chill wind from the mountain peak,
Yrom the snow five thousand summers old;
On open wold and hill-top bleak
It had gathered all the cold,
And whirled it like sleet on the wanderer’s cheek
It carried a shiver everywhere
From the unleafed boughs and pastures bare;
The little brook heard it and built a roof
"Neath which he could house him, winter-proof;
All night by the white stars’ frosty gleams
He groined his arches and matehed his beams;
Slender and clear were his erystal spars
As the lashes of light that trim the stars:
He sculptured every summer delight
Tn his halls and chambers out of sight;
Sometimes his tinkling waters slipt
Down through a frost-leaved forest-erypt,
Long, sparkling aisles of steel-stemmed trees
Bending to counterfeit a breeze;
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew
But silvery mosses that downward grew;
Sometimes it was earved in sharp relief
With quaint arabesques of ice-fern leaf;
Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear
Tor the gladness of heaven to shine through, and here
He had caught the nodding bulrush-tops
And hung them thickly with diamond drops,
That crystalled the beams of moon and sun,
And made a star of every one:
No mortal builder’s most rare device
Could match this winter-palace of ice;
"T was as if every image that mirrored lay
In his depths serene through the summer day,
Each flceting shadow of earth and sky,
Lest the happy model should be lost,
Had been mimicked in fairy masonry
By the elfin builders of the frost.

Within the hall are song and' laughter,
The cheeks of Christmas glow red and jolly,
Axd sprouting is every corbel and rafter
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> ) cr * Cear,
Butr ot om P
Of s

The 1cy strings,
Singing, 1n dreary monotoxne,
A Christinas carol of its own,
Whose burden still, as he nnght guess,
Was—* ShPltcrless, shelterless, shelterlesst”

The voice of the seneschal flared like a torch
As he shouted the wanderer away from the porch

Tary Suconp,

I
There was never a leaf on bush or tree,
P e T

A single crow on ﬂ.ye tree-top bleak
From his shining feathers shed off the cold sun

Again 1t was mornng, but shrunk and cold,

As if her veins were sapless and olg,

And she rose up decrepitly

For a last dim ﬁmk at eartb and sea.
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II1.

Sir Launfal turned from his own hard gate,
For another heir in his earldom sate;

An old, bent man, worn out and frail, .

He came back from seeking the Holy Grail;
Little he recked of his earldom’s loss,

No more on his surcoat was blazoned the cross,
But deep in his soul the sign he wore,

The badge of the suffering and the poor.

I1I.

Sir Launfal’s raiment thin and spare

Was idle mail *gainst the barbéd air,

For it was just at the Christmas time;

So he mused, as he sat, of a sunnier clime,
And sought for a shelter from cold and snow
In the light and warmth of long-ago;

He sees the snake-like caravan crawl

O’er the edge of the desert, black and small,
Then nearer and nearer, till, one by one,

He can count the camels in the sun,

As over the red-hot sands they pass

To where, in its slender necklace of grass,
The little spring laughed and leapt in the shade
And with its own self like an infant played,
And waved its signal of palms.

Iv.

“For Christ’s sweet sake, I beg an alms ;7 —
The happy camels may reach the spring,

But Sir Launfal sees only the grewsome thing,
The leper, lank as the rain-blanched bone,
That cowers beside him, a thing as lone

And white as the ice-isles of Northern seas

In the desolate horror of his disease.

V.

And Sir Launfal said, — “ T behold in thee

An image of Him who died on the tree:

Thou also hast had thy erown of thorns, —

Thou also hast had the world’s buffets and scorns,—
And to thy life were not denied

The wounds in the hands and feet and side:
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Mild Mary’s Son, acknowledge me;
Behold, through him, I give to theel”

He parted in twain his single crust, ’
He broke the 1ce on the streamlet’s brink,
And gave the leper to eat and drink,
’T was a mouldy crust of coarse brown bread,
T was water out of a wooden bow!, —
Yet with fine wheaten bread was the leper fed,
And ’t was red wine he drank with his thirsty soul,

vir.
As Sir Launfal mused, with a downcast face,

Himself the Gate whereby men can
Enter the temple of God 1 Man.

VIIL
T . L A . -

' .
In many climes, without avail,
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Tn whatso we share with another’s need;

Not what we give, but what we share, —

Tor the gift without the giver is bare;

Who gives himself with his alms feeds three, —
Himself, his hungering neighbor, and me.”

IX.

Sir Launfal awoke as from a swound : —

“The Grail in my castle here is found!

Hang my idle armor up on the wall, .
Let 1t be the spider’s banquet hall;

He must be fenced with stronger mail

Who would seek and find the Holy Grail.”

X.

The eastle gate stands open now,

And the wanderer is welcome to the hall
As the hangbird is to the elm-tree bough;

No longer scowl the turrets tall,
The Summer’s long siege at last is o’er;
When the first poor outeast went in at the door,
She entered with him in disguise,
And mastered the fortress by surprise;
There is no spot she loves so well on ground,
She lingers and smiles there the whole year round;
The meanest serf on Sir Launfal’s land
Has hall and bower at his command ;
And there’s no poor man in the North Countree
But is lord of the earldom as much as he.

NoTE. — According to the mythology of the Romancers, the San
Greal, or Holy Grail, was the cup out of which Jesns partook of the
last supper with bis disciples. It was brought into England by Joseph
of Arimathen, and remained there, an abject of pilgrimage and adora-
tion, for many years in the keeping of his lineal descendants, It was
incumbient upon those who had charge of it to be chaste in thought,
waord, aud deed ; but one of the keepers having broken this condition,
tho Holy Grail disappeared. From that time it was a favorite enter-
prise of the knights of Arthur's court to go in search of it. Sir
talahnd was at last successiul in finding it, as we may read in the
seventeenth book of the Romance of King Arthut. Tennyson has
mada Sir Galahad the subject of one of the most exquisite of his

ogms.

The plot (if I may give that name to anything so slight) af the fore-
going poem is my own, and, to serve its purposcs, I have enlarged the
circle of competition in search of the miraculous cup in such 2 manner
as to iuclude, not only other personsg than the heroes of the Round

Table, but also o period of time subsequent to the date of King
Arthur's reign,
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the strictest regard to the day and the hour of receiving the
card. Then, taking them up as I chance to have time, (that is,
if their names can be twisted in rhyme,) I will honestly give
each his PROPER POSITION, ab the rate of oNi AuTnoR to each
nEw EpiTioN.  Thug a PRIEMIUM is offered sufficiently mran
(as the magazines say when they tell their best lie) to induce
bards to cLun their resources and buy the balance of every edi-
tion, until they have all of them fairly been run through the
mill.

One word to such readers (judicious and wise) as read books
with something Dehind the mere eyes, of whom in the country,
perhaps, theve ave two, including myself, gentle reader, and you.
All the characters sketched in this slight jew d’esprit, though, it
may be, they scem, here and there, rather free, and drawn from
a Mephistophelian stand-point, are meant to be faithfnl, and that
is the grand point, and none but an owl would feel sore at a rub
from a jester who tells you, without any subterfuge, that he sits
in Diogenes’ tub.

A PRELIMINARY NOTE TO THE SECOND
EDITION,

though it well may be reckoned, of all composition, the species
at once most delightful and healthy, is a thing which an author,
unless he be wealthy and willing to pay for that kind of delight,
is not, in all instances, called on to write. Though there are, it
is said, who, their spirits to cheer, slip in a new title-page threo
times a year, and in this way snuff up an imaginary savor of
that sweetest of dishes, the popular favor,~—much as if a starved
painter should fall to and treat the Ugolino inside to a picture of
meat.

You remember (if not, pray turn over and look) that, in
writing the preface which ushered my book, 1 treated you,
excellent Publie, not merely with a cool disregard, but down-
right cavalierly, Now I would not take back the least thing T
then sakd, though 1 thereby could butter both sides of my bread,
for I never could see that an author owed aught to the people he
solaced, diverted, or taught; and, as for mere fame, I have long
ago learned that the persons by whom it is finally earned, are
those with whom your verdiet weighed not o pin, unsustained by
the highvr court sitting within.

But I wander from what I intended to say —that you have,
namely, shown such a liberal way of thinking, and so much
msthetie perception of anonymous worth in the handsome
reception yon gave to my book, spite of some private piques,
(having bought the first thousand in barely two weeks,) that 1
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think, past a doubt, if you measured the Yhil of your's most de-
votedly, Wonderful Quiz, 10\: would find that its vertical sec-
tion was shorter, by an inch and two tenths, or "twixt that and
& quarter,

You have watched a child plaping—in those wondrous years
when belief is not l»onndllo the eyes Eml !he‘_ ears, an the
PO U vipirut RSNSOI It saivtot i 4 M

LN W,

Public sometimes b, the truth.

S

the Drink of it— Molybdostom, ‘angry at being omutted, has
n a critique,—am I not to be pified 2«
Now I shall not crush them since, indeed, for that matter, no
pressure 1 know of could render them fatter; nor wither, nor
scorch them, —no action of fire could make either them or their

* The wize Scandinavians probsbly called thelr bards by the queer loking title af
Reald 1n & delicste wav 85 it were, Jast to bint to the world the hot water thev
Qways get tato, *
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the strictest regard to the day and the hour of receiving the
card. Then, taking them up as I chance to have time, (that is,
if their names can be twisted in rhyme,) I will honestly give
each his PROPER POSITION, at the rate of ONE AuTHOR to each
~Ew EpITION. Thus 2 PREMIUM is offered sufficiently nrcu
(as the magazines say when they tell their best lie) to induce
bards to cLUB their resources and buy the balance of every edi-
tion, until they have all of them fairly been run through the
mill.

One word to such readers (judicious and wise) as read books
with something behind the mere eyes, of whom in the country,
perhaps, theve ave two, including myself, gentle reader, and you.
All the characters sketched in this slight jen d’esprit, though, it
may be, they seem, here and there, rather free, aud drawn from
a Mephistophelian stand-point, are meant to be faithful, and that
is the grand point, and none but an owl would feel sore at a rub
from a jester who tells you, without any subterfuge, that he sits
in Diogenes’ tub.

A PRELIMINARY NOTE TO THE SECOND
EDITION,

though it well may be reckoned, of all composition, the species
at once most delightful and healthy, is a thing which an author,
unless he be wealthy and willing to pay for that kind of delight,
is not, in all iustauces, called on to write. Though there are, it
is said, who, their spirits to cheer, slip in a new title-page three
times a year, and in this way snuff up an imaginary savor of
that sweetest of dishes, the popular favor,—much as if a starved
pamtter should fall to and treat the Ugolino inside to a picture of
meat.,

You remember (if not, pray turn over and look) that, in
writing the preface which ushered my book, I treated you,
excelient Public, not merely with a cool disregard, but down-
right cavalierly, Now I would not take back the least thing T
then said, though I thereby could butter both sides of my bread,
for T never could see that an author owed aught to the people he
solaced, diverled, or tanght; and, as for mere fame, I have long
ago learned that the persons by whom it is finally earned, are
those with whom your yerdiet weighed not a pin, unsustained by
the higher court sitting within.

But [ wauder from what I intended to say—that you have,
namely, shown such a liberal way of thinking, and so much
festhetic perception of anonymous worth in the handsome
reception yon gave to my book, spite of some private piques,
(baving bought the first thousand in bavely two weeks,) that 1
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think, past a doubt, if you measured the phiz of your’s most de-
rotedly, Wonder{ul Quiz, you would ﬁmY that its vertical seces
tion was shorter, by an inch and two tenths, or "twixt that and
a quarter.

SUppUYE LIE JUUNE 10eL LESL SLoled Wil UelgULs from Liat
Bible of childhood the Arabian Nights, he will turn to a crony

think sharpwitted Horace spoke sooth wheén he smd, that the
Public sometumes hit the truth
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pressure T know of could render them flatter; nor wither, nor
seorch them,—no action of fire could make either them or their
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the strictest regard to the day and the hour of receiving the -
card. Then, taking them up as I chance to have time, (that is,
if their names can be twisted in rhyme,) I will honestly give
each his PROPER POSITION, at the rate of oNE AUTIOR to each
xEw EDITION. Thus a PREMIUM is offered sufficiently nien
(as the magazines say when they tell their best lie) to induce
bards to cLUB their resources aud buy the balance of every edi-
tion, until they have all of them fairly been run through the
mill. :

One word to such readers (judicious and wise) as read books
with something behind the mere eyes, of whom in the country,
perhaps, there are two, including myself, gentle reader, and you.
All the characters sketched in this slight jeu d'esprit, though, it
may be, they seem, here and there, rather free, and drawn from
a Mephistophelian stand-point, are meant to be faithful, and that
is the grand point, and none but an owl would feel sore at arub
from a jester who tells you, without any subterfuge, that he sits
in Diogenes’ tub.

A PRELIMINARY NOTE TO THE SECOND
EDITION,

though it well may be reckoned, of all composition, the species
at once most delightful and healthy, is a thing which an author,
unless he be wealthy and willing to pay for that kind of delight,
is not, in all instances, called on to write. Though there are, it
is said, who, their spirits to cheer, slip in a new title-page three
times a year, and in this way snuff up an imaginary savor of
that sweetest of dishes, the popular favor, —much as if a starved
pamtter should fall to and treat the Ugolino inside to a picture of
meant. .

You remember (if not, pray turn over and look) that, in
writing the preface which ushered my book, I treated you,
excellent Publie, not merely with a cool disregard, but down-
right cavalierly. Now 1 would not take back the least thing I
then said, though I thereby could butter hoth sides of my bread,
for I never could see that an author owed aught to the people he
solaced, diverted, or taught; and, as for mere fame, I have long
ago learned that the persous by whom it is finally earned, ‘are
those with whom your verdict weighed not a pin, unsustained by
the higher court sitting within.

But 1 wander from whas I intended to say—that you have,
namely, shown such a liberal way of thinking, and so much
sesthetic perception of anonymons worth in the handsome
reception you grave to my book, spite of some private piques,
(baving bought the first thousand in harely two weeks,) that 1
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think, past & doubl, il you measursd the phisof your's most de-
n’atedi;: Wonderful Qiuy, you woull Ead that its vertical sec-
tion was shorter, by an inch and two tenths, or twixt that and
a (lt_mrtt 3
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articles drier; nor waste time in putting them down—T am
thinking not their own self-inflation will keep them from sink-
ing; for there’s this contradiction about the whole bevy:——
though without the least weight, they are awlully heavy. No,
my dear honest bore, surdo fabulam narras, they are no ore to
me than a rat in the arras. I can walk with the Doctor, get -
facts from the Don, or draw out the Lambish quintessence of
John, and feel nothing more than a half-comic sorrow, to think
that they all will be lying to-morrow tossed carelessly up on the
w iste-paper shelves, and forgotten by all but their half-dozen
selves. Onee snug in my attie, my fire in a voar, I leave the
whole pack of them outside the door. With Hakluyt or
Purchas I wander away to the black northern seas or barbaric
Cathay; get fou with O'Shanter, and sober me then with that
builder of brick-kilnish dramas, rare Ben; snuff Herbert, as
holy as a flower on a grave; with Fletcher wax tender, o’er
Chapman grow brave; with Marlowe or Kyd take a fine poet-
rave; in Very, most Hebrew of Saxons, find peace; with Lyci-
das welter on vext Irish seas; with Webster grow wild, and
climb earthward again, down by mystical Browne’s Jacob’s-
ladderdike brain, to that spiritnal Pepys (Cotton’s version)
Montaigne; find a new depth in Wordsworth. undreamed of
" before, —that divinely-inspired, wise, deep, tender, grand,—
bore. Or, out of my study, the scholar thrown off, nature
holds up her shield ’gainst the sneer and the scoff; the land-
scape, forever consoling and kind, pours her wine and her oil
on the smarts of the mind. The waterfall, scattering its vanish-
ing gems; the tall grove of hemlocks, with moss on their stems,
like plashes of sunlight; the pond in the woods, where no foot
but mine and the bittern’s intrudes; these are all my kind
neighbors, and leave me no wish to say aught to you all, my
poor critics, but—pish! I have buried the hatchet; I am
twisting an allumette out of one of you now, and relighting
mny calumet. In your private capacities, come when you please,
I will give you my hand and a fresh pipe a-piece.

As I'ran through the leaves of my poor little book, to take a
fond author’s first tremulous look, it was quite an excitemeunt
to hunt the errata, sprawled in as birds’ tracks are in some
kinds of strata, (only these made things crookeder.) Fancy an
heir, that a father had seen born well-featured and fair, tarn-
ing suddenly wry-nosed, club-footed, squint-eyed, hare-lipped,
wapper-jawed, carrot-haired, from a pride become an aversion,
-—my case was yet worse. A club-foot (by way of a change)
in a verse, I might have forgiven, an o’s being wry, a limp in
an e, or a cock in an i, —but to have the sweet babe of my brain
served in pi! I am not queasy-stomached, but such a Thyes-
tean banquet as that was quite out of the question. )

Iu the edition now issued, no pains are neglected, and my
verses, as orators say, stand corrected. Yet some blunders
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remain of the pubhg’s own make, \\:hich T \v’ish to correct 'fer

For my other anonymi, you may be sure that I know what is
m‘eanl by acaricature, ‘and what by a ait.  The re those
g thc-Satr-y -

PN

TN Feam b on g

der, nor own any sex ina pen. I chooss just to biot to some
causeless unfriends that, as far as I know, there are always two
ends (and one of them heaviest, t00) to a staff, and two partier
2130 to every good laugh.
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A FABLE FOR CRITICS.

Puasus, sitting one day in a laurel-tree’s shade,

Was reminded of Daphne, of whom it was made,

For the god being one day too warm in his wooing,

She took to the tree to escape his pursuing;

Be the cause what it might, from his offers she shrunk,

And, Ginevralike, shut herself up in a trunk;

And, though ’t was a step into which he had driven her,

He somehow or other had never forgiven her;

Her memory he nursed as a kind of a tonic, )

Something bitter to chew when he’d play the Byronic,

And I can’t count the obstinate nymphs that he brought
over,

By a strange kind of smile he put on when he thought
of her. .

“ My case is like Dido’s,” he sometimes remarlk’d,

“\When I last saw ny love, she was fairly embark’d,

In a laurel, as she thought — but (ah how Fate mocks !)

She has found it by this time a very bad box;

Let hunters from me take this saw when they need it,

—7You’re not always sure of your game when you’ve
treed it. :

Just conceive such a change taking place in one’s mistress!

What romance would be left ?— who can flatter or kiss
trees ?

And for mercy’s sake, how could one keep up a dialogue

3Vith a dull wooden thing that will live and will die a log,—

Not to say that the thought would forever intrude

That you 've less chance to win her the more she is wood ?

Ah! it went to my heart, and the memory still grieves,

To see those loved graces all taking their leaves;

Those eharms beyond speech, so enchanting but now,

As they left me forever, each making its bough !

If her tongue had a tang sometimes more than was right,

Her new bark is worse than ten times her old bite.”

Now, Daphne, —before she was happily treeified, —
Over all other blossoms the lily had deified,
And when she expected the god on a visit,
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(T was before he had made his intentions explicit,)

fome buds she arranged with a vast deal of care,

To ook as if artlessly twined in her kair, g

Where they sremed, 23 he said, when he paid hisaddresses,

Liketheday breaking through the long mght of her tresses;

So whenever he wished to be quite irresistible,

Like 2 man with eight trumps in bis hand at a whist-table,

(I feared e at first that the rhyme was untwist:ﬂ‘:le,

N e RSSO R o et
Well, here, after all the bad rhyme 17ve been spianing,

1’ve pot back at last to 1y stary’s beginming:

For one misht bet safely whatever he has to risk,

They were laid at his door by some ancient Miss Astensk,
And so du}l that the men who retailed them cut-doors
Got the ill name of angurs, because they were bores,) —
First, be mused what the anireal substance or herb 13
Would induce a moustache, for you know he’s tmberbis;
‘Then he shuddered to think Low his youthful position
Was assailed by the age of lus son the physiman,

On a corduroy rond, avd that eut of repatning,

It leads one, "tis true, through the prinntive forest,
Grand natural features— bat, then, one has no rest,
You just cateh a glunpee of some ravishing distance,
When a jolt puts the whole of it eut of existence, —
Why not use their ears, if they happen to have any 7
—Here the Iaarelleaves murmured the name of poor

Daphne.

“0,weep with me, Daphae,"he i hed ¥ for you kaow 12"
A terrible thing to b pestered with poets!



312 LOWELL'S POEMS.

Bu, alas, she is dumb, and the proverb holds good,
She never will cry till she’s out of the wood!

\What would n’t I give if I never had known of her?

" yvere a kind of relief had I something to groan over;
If I had but some letters of hers, now, to toss over,

I might turn for the nonce a Byronic philosopher,

And bewitch all the flats by bemoaning the Joss of her.
One needs something tangible, though to begin on—
A loom, as it were, for the faney to spin on;

What boots all your grist ? it can never be ground

Till a breeze makes the arms of the windmill go round,
(Or, if tis a water-mill, alter the metaphor,

And say it won’t stir, save the wheel be well wet afore,
Or lug in some stuff about water ‘so dreamily,’ —

It is not a metaphor, though, ’tis a simile;)

A lily, perhaps, would set my mill agoing, )

For just at this season, I think, they are blowing,
Here, somebody, fetch one, not very far hence

They ’re in bloom by the score, ’tis but elimbing a fence;
"There’s a poet hard by, who does nothing but £l his
Whole garden, from one end to t’ other, with lilies;

A very good plan, were it not for satiety,

One longs for a weed here and there, for variety;
Though a weed is no more than a flower in disguise,
Which is seen through at once, if love give a man eyes.”

Now there happened to be among Phebus’s followers,
A gentleman, one of the omnivorous swallowers,
‘Who bolt every book that comes out of the press,
Without the least question of larger or less,
Whose stomachs are strong at the expense of their head, —
Tor reading new books is like eating new bread,
One can bear it at first, but by gradual steps he
Is brought to death’s door of a mental dyspepsy.
On a previous stage of existence, our Hero
Had ridden outside, with the glass below zero;
He had been, ’tis a fact you may safely rely on,
Of a very old stock a most eminent scion, —
A stock all fresh quacks their fierce boluses ply on,
Who streteh the new boots Earth’s unwilling to try on,
Whom humbugs of all shapes and sorts keep their eye on,
Whose bair's in the mortar of every new Zion,
Who, when whistles are dear, go directly and buy one,
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Who think slavery a crime that we must not say fie om,
Who hunt, if they e’er hunt at all, with the lion,
(Though they hunt lions also, whenever they spy one,)
Who coutrive to make every good fortune a wry one,
And at lnsﬁ choose the hard bgn} of honor to die on,

She set lum on two, and he came forth a critic
I Through his bnhxhood no kind of _pleasure he took

F
T
T

1

{;\ke t{)ln lnsh ‘()iinod Folk, thongh 1o length scarce a span,
rom the womb he came gravely, a hittle old ;

Whilo gt hrer? senress 0 5 OIS

Of the me

Red, yellc

Tra ont in

we sue suwie yuuly ey 10 % edger
A eate.” as they call at, who won't be too costly, ¢
\‘1.\'\ who 'R afternard take to the mnistry mostly;
u ho nl\\{{nys wear spectacles, always look Dilious, !
~1ways keep on good terms with each mater-familias
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Throughout the whole parish, and manage to rear

Ten boys like themselves, on four hundred a year;
Who, fulfilling in turn the same fearful conditions,
Either preach through their noses, or go upon missions.

In this way our hero got safely to college,
Where he bolted alike both his commons and knowledge;
A reading-machine, always wound up and going,
He mastered whatever was not worth the knowing,
Appeared in a gown, and a vest of black satin,
To spout such a Gothic oration in Latin, o
That Tully could never have made out a word in if,
(Though himself was the model the author preferred in it,)
And grasping the parchment which gave him in fee,
All the mystic and-so-forths contained in A. B,,
He was launched (life is always compared to a sea,
With just enough learning, and skill for the using 1t, = -
To prove he’d a brain, by forever confusing it.
So worthy Saint Benedict, piously burning
With the holiest zeal against secular learning,
Nesciensque scienter, as writers express it,
Indoctusque sapjenter & Romd recessit.

T would be endless to tell you the things that he knew.
All separate facts, undeniably true,
But with him or each other they ’d nothing to do;
No power of combining, arranging, discerning,
Digested the masses he learned into learning;
There was one thing in life he had practical knowledge for,
(And this, you will think, he need scarce go to college for,)
Not a deed would he do, nor a word would he utter,
Till he’d weighed its relations to plain bread and butter.
When he left Alma Mater, he practised his wits
In compiling the journals’ historical bits, —
Of shops broken open, men falling in fits,
Great fortunes in England bequeathed to poor printers, '
And cold spells, the coldest for many past winters, —
Then, rising by industry, knack, and address,
Got notices up for an unbiassed press,
With a mind so wellpoised, it seemed equally made for
Applause or abuse, just which chanced to be paid for;
From this point his progress was rapid and sure, '
To the post of a regular heavy reviewer.
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And here T must say he wrote excellent articles
On tho Hebraic points, or the force of Greek particles,
They filled up the space nothing else was prepared for;
And nobody read that which nobody eared for;
{f any old book reached a fifticth edition,
He could fill forty pages with safe erudition,

His Slunders aspired to the rank of an art;
For his lore was engraft, something foreign that grew in

him,
Exhansting the sap of the native and true in him,
So that when & man came with a soul that was new in him,
Carving new forms of truth out of Nature’s old gramte,
New and old at tl\cir‘blfth, like ‘Le Ye{-rier’s Panet,

And, reporting each circumstance just as he found it,

Without the least matice, — his record would be

Profoundly wsthetic as that of a flea,

Which, supping on Wordsworth, should print, for our
sakes,

Recollections of nights with the Bard of the Lakes,

Or, borne by an Aral guide, ventured to 1ender a

General view of the ruins of Denderah.

As I said, he was never precisely unkind,
The defect in his brain was just absence of mind;
If he boasted, 't was simply that ho was self-made,
A position which I, for one, never gainsaid,
My respeet for my Maker supposing a skill
In lis works which our liero would answer but 1ll;
And I trust that the mould winch he used may be cracked,
or he
i\‘fmle bold by success, may enlarge his phylactery,
PRt e A P
2 .

r .
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He meant well enough, but was still in the way
As a dunce always is, Jet him be where he may;
Indeed, they appear to come iutio existence
To impede other folks with their awkward assistance;
If you set up a dunce on the very North pole,
All alone with bimself, I believe, on my soul,
He’d manage to get betwixt somebody’s shins,
And piteh himn down bodily, all in his sins,
To the grave polar bears sitting round on the ice,
All shortening their grace, to be in for a slice;
Or, if he found nobody else there to pother,
Why, one of his legs would just trip up the other,
For there’s nothing we read of in torture’s inventions,
Like a well-meaning dunee, with the best of intentions.

A terrible fellow to meet in society,
Not the toast that he buttered was ever so dry at tea;
There he 'd sit at the table and stir in his sugar,
Crouching close for a spring, all the while, like a cougar;
Be sure of your facts, of your measures and weights,
Of your time—he’s as fond as an Arab of dates; —
You’ll be telling, perbaps, in your comical way,
Of something you’ve seen in the course of the day;
And, just as you’re tapering out the conclusion,
You venture an ill-fated classic allusion, ~—
The girls have all got their laughs ready, when, whack !
The cougar comes down on your thunderstruck back !
You had left out a comma, — your Greek ’s put in joint,
And pointed at cost of your story’s whole point.
In the course of the evening, you venture on certain
Soft speeches to Anne, in the shade of the curtain;
You tell her your heart can be likened to one flower,
# Aund that, oh most echarming of women, ’s the sunflower,
Whieh turns ” — here a clear nasal voice, to your terror,
From outside the curtain, says “that’s all an ervor.”
As for him, he ’s — no matter, he never grew tender,
Sitting after a ball, with his feet on the fender,
Shaping somebody’s sweet features out of cigar smoke,

(Though he’d willingly grant you that such doings are
smoke ;)

All women he damns with mutabile semper,
And if ever he felt something like love's distemper,
"T was towards a young lady who spoke ancient Mexican,
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And assisted her father in makinga lexicon;
el . nwinre 11 ot 3

T anoallant Yon - o slha Pavnp’ g
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Now, Apollo, who finds it convenient sometimes

To get his court clear of the makers of rhymes,

The genus, 1 think it is cailed, irritabife,

Every one of whom thinks himself treated most shabbily,

And nurses 8 —what is it ? —immerdicabdile,

Which keeps him at boiling-point, hot for 4 quarrel,

As bitter ny wormwond, and sourer than sorrel,

If auy poor devil but look at a laurel ; —

Apolio, 1 say, being sick of their rioting,

(Though he sometimes acknowledged their verse had a
quicting

L St

Wineh hie gave to the hie, drove the rabble away;
And if thiat would n't do, hie was sure to succeed,

If he took his review out and offered to read;

Or, failing in plans of this milder description,

He would ask for their aid to get up o subscription,
Considering that anthorship wasn’t a rich craft,

To print the « American drama of Witeheraft.”
#Stay, I’ read you a scene,” — but he hardly began,
Ere Apollo shricked “Help!” and the authors all ran:
And onee, when these purgatives acted with Iess spirit,
And the (!'espex-'n.te case asked a remedy desperate,

the Muses,
73§ SRR SN e apems
" . -
T

If V' Jutied to v i, unu we nappen to be there,
Give ugulc;w’l’x a large handkerchief soaked in strong
ether.
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T call this a * Fable for Critics ”; you think it’s
More like a display of my rhythmical trinkets;
My plot, like an icicle, ’s slender and slippery,
Jivery moment more slender, and likely to slip awry,
And the reader unwilling in loco desipere,
1s free to jump over as much of my frippery
As he fancies, and, if he’s a provident skipper, he
May have an Odyssean sway of the gales,
And get safe into port, ere his patience all fails;
Moreover, although ’t is a slender return
Tor your toil and expense, yet my paper will burn,
And, if you have manfully struggled thus far with me,
You may ¢’en twist me up, and just light your eigar with

me:
If too angry for that, you can tear me in picees,
And my membra disjecta consign to the breezes,
A fate like great Ratzaw’s, whom one of those bores,
Who beflead with bad verses poor Louis Quatorze, -
Describes, (the first verse somehow ends with victoire,)
As dispersant partout et ses membres et sa gloire;
Or, if I were over-desirous of earning
A repute among noodles for classical learning,
I could piek you a score of allusions, I wis,
As new as the jests of Didaskalos tis;
Better still, 1 could make out a good solid list
From recondite authors who do not exist, —
But that would be naughty : at least, I could twist
Something out of Absyrtus, or turn your inquiries
After Milton’s prose metaphor, drawn from Osiris; —
But, as Cicero says he won't say this or that,
(A fetch, I must say, most transparent and flat,)
After saying whate’er he could possibly think of, —
I simply will state that I pause on the brink of
A mire, ankle-deep, of deliberate confusion,
Made up of old jumbles of elassie allusion,
So, when you were thinking yourselves to be pitied,
Just conceiv; how much harder your teeth you’d have
gritted,

An 't were not for the dulness I’ve kindly omitted.

1'd apologize here for my many digressions,
Were it not that I’m certain to trip into fresh ones,
('T is so hard to escape if you get in their mesh once;)
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Just reflect, if you please, how ’t is said by Horatins,
That Mweonides nods now and then, and, my gracions}
It certainly does Jook a httle bit ominous
R ' N e “apameibomenos.
just clap arhyme to,
. . time to, —
Any author a nap like Van Winkle's may take,
If he only contrive to keep readers awake,
But he’ll very soon find lumself 1md on the shelf,
if they fall a nodding when he nods himself.)

Qnan £ac a1 bn cabion ae bn ban w1 T pif) T
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Set off for the garden as fast as the wind,

(Or, to take a comparison more to my mind,

As a sound pohitician leaves conscience bichtnd,)

And leaped the low fenee, as a party hack jumps

O'er Ins principles, when something else turns up trumps,

He was gone a long time, and Apollo meanwhile,
Went over some sonnets of lus with a file,
For of all compostitions, he thought that the sonnet
Best repaid all the toil you expended upon 1t;
It sl\m\‘d reach with one tmpulse the end of 1ts course,
And for one final blow colleet all of 1ts force;
Nat a verse should be salient, but each one should tend
With a wave-like up-gathernng to burst at the end, —
So, condensing tho strength here, there smootlung a wry

ank,

He was killing the time, when up walked Mr ——;
At a few steps behind hium, a small man 1n glasses,
Went dodging about, muttering “murderers! nsses!”
From out of Jus pocket a paper he'd take,
With the proud look of marty rdom tied to its stake,
A s R s *Tere I'sco
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O'er the eyes of the public their national wool,

By accusing of slavish respect to John Bull,

All American authors who have more or less

Of that anti-American humbug — success,

While in private we 're always embracing the knees
Of some twopenny editor over the seas, )

And licking his. critical shoes, for you know ’tis
The whole aim of our lives to get one English notice;
My Ameriean puffs I would willingly burn all,
(They re all from one source, monthly, weekly, diurnal))
To get but a kick from a transmarine journal!”

So, culling the gibes of each critical scorner
As if they were plums, and himself were Jack Horner,
He came cautiously on, peeping round every corner,
And into each hole where a weasel might pass in,
Expecting the knife of some critic assassin,
Who stabs to the heart with a caricature,
Not so bad ag those daubs of the Sun, to be sure,
Yet done with a dagger-o-type, whose vile portraits
Disperse all one’s good, and condense all one’s poor traits.

Apollo looked up, hearing footsteps approaching,

And slipped out of sight the new rhymes he was -
broaching, —

“ Good day, Mr. ——, I’m bappy to meet
With a scholar so ripe, and o enitie so neat,
‘Who through Grub-street the soul of a gentleman carries, —
What news from that suburb of London and Paris
Which latterly makes such shrill claims to monopolize
The eredit of being the New World’s metropolis ?”

% Why, nothing of consequence, save this attack
On my friefid there, behind, by some pitiful hack,
Who thinks every national author a poor one,
That is n’t a copy of something that’s foreign,
And assaults the American Dick —7”

“ Nay, ’tis clear

That your Damon there’s fond of a flea in his ear,
And, if no one else furnished them gratis, on tick
He would buy some himself, just to hear the old click;
Why, I honestly think, if some fool in Japan
Should turn up his nose at the ¢ Poews on Man,’



A FABLE FOR CRITICS. 321

Your friend there by some inward instinct would know it,

If ke don't have a public hystenical fit;
Let him only keep close in his snug garret’s dim ether,
And nobody 'd think of Ins enities— or hum erther;

If an author have any least fibre of worth 1n him,
Abuse would but tickle the organ of mirth in him,

All the ertics on earth cannot erush with their Lan,
One word that 's in tune with the nature of man”

@ \\'ell Eerhaps s0, meanwhile I have brought youa

Into wlnch i you’ll just have the goodness to look,

You may feel sodelighted, (when you have got thmugh i)
As to think it not unworth yout ‘while to review it,

And [ think I can promise your thoughts, if you do,

A place in the next Demoeratic Review.”

“The most thankless of gods you must surely have
.lhou'.:ht me,

Fo o ' 7 Hught me,
) . - tried,
B slde,

(The man “lm ncceplcd that one copy, died,) —
From one end of a shelf to the other they rexch,
¢ With the anthor’s respects’ neatly wntten in each.
The publisher, sure, will proclamm a Te Deum,
When he Lears of that order the British Museum
Has sent for one set of what books were first printed
In Amernica, little or Lig, — for "t1s hint
That this is the first truly tanable hope he
Has ever had rarsed for the sale of a copy
1’ve thonght very often "t would be a good thing
In all publie colieetions of books, 1f a wing

v
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Were set off by itself, like the seas from the dry lands
Marked Literatere suited fo desolate islands,

And filled with such books as could never be read

Save by readers of proofs, forced to do it for bread, —
Such books as one’s wrecked on in small country-taverns,
Such as hermits might mortify over in caverns,

Such as Satan, if printing had then been invented,

As the climax of woe, would to Job have presented,
Such as Crusoe might dip in, although there are few so
Outrageously cornered by fate as poor Crusoe;

And since the philanthropists just now are banging

And gibbeting all whore in favor of hanging, —
(Though Cheever has proved that the Bible and Altar
Were let down from Heaven at the end of a halter,

And that vital religion would dull and grow callous,
Unrefreshed, now and then, with a sniff of the gallows,)—
And folks are beginning to think it looks odd,

To choke a poor scamp for the glory of God;

And that He who esteems the Virginia reel

A bait to draw saints from their spiritual weal,

And regards the quadrille as a far greater knavery

Than erushing His African children with slavery, —
Since all who take part in a waltz or cotillion

Are mounted for hell on the Devil’s own pillion,

Who, as every true orthodox Christian well knows,
Approaches the heart through the door of the toes, —
That He, I was saying, whose judgments are stored

For such as take steps in despite of his word,

Should look with delight on the agonized prancing

Of a wretch who has not the least ground for his dancing,
While the State, standing by, sings a verse from the Psalter
About offering to God on his favorite halter,

And, when the legs droop from their twitching divergence,
Sells the clothes toa Jew,and the corpse to the surgeons ; —

“Now, instead of all this, I think I can direet you all
To a eriminal code both humane and effectual ; —
I propose to shut up every doer of wrong
With these desperate books, for such term, short or long,
As by statute in such cases made and provided,
Shall be by your wise legislators decided ;
Thus : — Let murderers be shut, to grow wiser and cooler

At hard labor for life on the works of Miss —
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Petty thieves, kept from flagranter erimes by their fears,
Shall peruse Yankee Dodle a blank term of years, —
‘That American I'unely, like the English, no doubt —
Just the sugar and lemons and spirit left out.

“ But stay, here comes Tityrus Griswold, and Jeads on
The flocks whom he first plucks alive, aud then feeds

on,—
A Jond-cackling swarm, in whose feathers warm-drest,
He goes for as perfect a —swan, as the rest,

“There comes Emerson first, whose rich words, every

one,

Are like gold nails in temples to hang trophies on,

Whose prose is grand verse, while lus verse, the Lord
knows,

Is some of it pr. No, ’tis not even prose;

I’m speaking of metres; some poems have welled

From those rare depths of soul that have ne’er been
excelled ;

They ’re not epies, but that does n’t matter a pin,

In creating, the only hard thing ’s to begin;

A grass-blade ’s no easier to make than an oal

If you've r;:u-e found the way, you’ve achieved the grand
stroke;

In the worst of his poemns are mines of rich matter,

But thrown tn a heap with a crash and a clatter;

Now it is not one thing nor another alone

Makes a poem, but rather the general tone,

The something pervading, uniting the whole,

The before unconceived, unconeeivable soul,

So that Just in removing this trifle or that, you

Take away, as 1t were, a chief lunb of the statue,

Roots, wood, bark, and leaves, singly perfect may be,

Tut, clapt hodge-podge together, they don’t make a tree

“Put, to come back to Emerson, (whom by the way,
T believe we left * ot
A Greek Lead on
Ias Olympus for . -
He seems, to my
The conparison must, long ere ths, kave been made,)
A Plotinus-Montaigne, where the Lgyptian's gold mist
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And the Gaseou's shrewd wit cheek-by-jowl coexist;

All admire, aud vet searcely six converts he’s gob

To I don’t (nor they cither) exactly know what;

For thourh he builds glorious temples, tis odd

He leaves never a doorway to get in a god.

T is refreshing to old-fashioned people like me,

T'o meet such o primitive Pagan as he,

In whose mind all creation is duly respected

As parts of himself — just 2 little projected;

And who’s willing to worship the stars and the sun,

A convert to — nothing but Lmerson.

So perfect a balance there is in his head,

That he talks of things sometimes as if they were dead;

Life, nature, love, God, and affairs of that sort,

He looks at as merely ideas; in short,

As if they were fossils stuck round in a cabinet,

Of such vast extent that our earth’s a mere dab in i¥;

Composed just as he is inelined to conjecture her,

Namely, one part pure earth, ninety-nine parts pure
lecturer;

You are filled with delight at his elear demonstration,

Tach figuve, word, gesture, just fits the oceasion,

With the quiet preeision of science he 'l sort ‘em,

But you can’t help suspecting the whole a post mortem.

“There are persons, mole-blind to the soul’s make and
style,

Who insist on a likeness ‘twixt him and Carlyle;
To compare him with Plato would be vastly fairer,
Carlyle 's the more burly, but E. is the rarer;
He sees fewer objects, but ¢learlier, truelier,
I{ C.%s as original, B.’s more peculiar;
That he 's more of a man you might say of the one,
Of the other he's more of an Emerson ;
C.’s the Titan, as shaggy of mind as of limb, —
E. the cleareyed Olympian, rapid and slim;
The one’s two-thirds Norseman, the other half Greek
Where the one’s most abounding, the other’s to seeki
C.’s generals require to be seen in the mass, — ’
E’s specialties gain if enlarged by the glass;
C. gives natuve and God his own fits of the blues,
And rims common-sense things with mystical hues, —
E. sits in a mystery calm and intense, -
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And the Gascon’s shirewd wit cheek-by-jowl coexist;

All admire, and yet scarcely six converts he’s got

To I don’t (nor they either) exactly know what;

Tor though he builds glorious temples, ’tis odd

He leaves never a doorway to get in a god.

T is refreshing to old-fashioned people like me,

"To meet such a primitive Pagan as he,

In whose mind all creation is duly respected

As parts of himself — just a little projected;

And who’s willing to worship the stars and the sun,

A convert to — nothing but Xmerson.

So perfect a balance there is in his head,

That he talks of things sometimes as if they were dead;

Life, nature, love, God, and affairs of that sort,

He looks at as merely ideas; in short,

As if they were fossils stuck round in a cabinet,

Of such vast extent that our earth ’s a mere dab in it;

Composed just as he is inclined to conjecture her,

Namely, one part pure earth, ninety-nine parts pure
lecturer;

You are filled with delight at his clear demonstration,

Each figure, word, gesture, just fits the oceasion,

With the quiet precision of science he 1l sort ’em,

But you can’t help suspecting the whole a post mortem.

“There are persons, mole-blind to the soul’s make and
style,

Who insist on a likeness *twixt him and Carlyle;
To compare him with Plato would be vastly fairer,
Carlyle ’s the more burly, but E. is the rarer;
He sees fewer objects, but clearlier, truelier,
If C.’s as original, E.’s more peculiar;
That he ’s more of a man you might say of the one,
Of the other he ’s more of an Emerson ;
C.’s the Titan, as shaggy of mind as of limb, —

* E. the clear-eyed Olympian, rapid and slim;
The one’s two-thirds Norseman, the other half Greek,
Where the one’s most abounding, the other’s to seek;
C.’s generals require to be seen in the mass, —
E.’s specialties gain if enlarged by the glass ;
C. gives nature and God his ownfits of the blues,
And rims common-sense things with mystical hues, —
E. sits in a mystery calm and intense, ’
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He wonders why ’tis there are none such his trees on,
And thinks ’em the best hie has tasted this season.

«Yonder, calm as a eloud, Alcott stalks in a dream,
And fancies himself in thy groves, Academe, )
With the Parthenon nigh, and the olive-trees o’er him,
And never a fact to perplex him or bore him,

IWith 2 snug room at Plato’s, when night comes, to walk to,

And people from morning till midnight to talk to,

And from midnight till morning, nor snore in their listen-
ln Y 3 —

So he mubs:zs, his face with the joy of it glistening,

For his highest conceit of a happiest state is .

Where they 'd live upon acorns, and hear him talk gratis;

And indeed, T believe, no man ever talked better —

Each sentence hangs perfectly poised to a letter;

He secins piling words, but there’s royal dust hid

In the heart of each sky-piercing pyramid.

While he talks he is great, but goes out like a taper,

If you shut him up closely with pen, ink, and paper;

Yet his fingers itch for ’em from morning il night,

And he thinks he does wrong if he don’t always write;

Tu this, ac in all things, a lamb among men,

He goes to sure death when he goes to his pen.

“Close behind him is Brownson, his mouth very full
With attempting to gulp a Gregorian bull;
Who contrives, spite of that, to pour out as he goes
A stream of transparent and forcible prose;
He shifts quite about, then proceeds to expound
That ’tis merely the earth, not himself, that turns round,
And wishes it clearly impressed on your mind,
That the weathercock rules and not follows the wind; *.
Proving first, then as deftly confuting each side, :
With no doctrine pleased that’s not somewhere denied,
He lays the denier away on the shelf,
And then — down beside him lies gravely himself.
He’s the Salt River boatman, who always stands willing
To convey friend or foe without charging a shilling,
And so fond of the trip that, when leisure’s to spare,
He’ll row himself up, if he can’t get a fare.
The worst of it is, that.his logic’s so strong,
That of two sides he commonly chooses the wrong ;
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If there s only one, why, he’ll split it in two,

And first pummel this half, then that, black and blue.

That white’s white needs no proof, but 1t takes a deep
fellow

To prove it jet-black, and that jet-black is yellow.

He offers the true faith to drink in a sieve,—

When it reaches your lips there’s naught left to believe

Buta few silly- (syllo-, I mean,) -gisms that squat ’em

Like tadpoles, o’erjoyed with the mud at the bottom,

“There 1s Willis, so natty and jaunty and gay,

‘e

?, - B

em ;
g ‘e §

Over-ornament ruins both poem and prose,

> o e - 7 nose!

mg

. . o tstired,
And 13 foreed to forgrve where he might have admired;
Yet whenever 1t ships away free and unlaced,
It runs like a stream with a musical waste,
And gurgles along with the liqudest sweep; —
"I'1s not deep as a river, but who'd have 1t deep ?
In a country where scarcely a village 1s found
That his not its author sublime and profound,
For some one to be shightly shoal 18 a duty,
And Willig’s shallowness makes half s beauty.
His prose winds along with a blithe, gurgling error,
And reflects all of Heaven 1t can sce in 1ts marror,

z;

No volume I know to read under a tree,
More truly delicious than lnsnA T Abn,

The page that Lears that 13 a rate one 1ndeed.
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«He’'s so innate a cockney, that had he been born
Where plain bareskin’s the only full-dress that is worn,
He’d have given his own such an air that you’d say
"I had been made by a tailor to lounge in Broadway.

His nature’s a glass of champagne with the foam on’t,

As tender as Fletcher, as witty as Beaumont;

So his best things are done in the flush of the moment,

If he wait, all is spoiled; he may stir it and shake if,

But, the fixed air once gone, he can never re-make it.

He might be a marvel of easy delightfulness, .

If he would not sometimes leave the r out of spright-
fulness;

And he ought to let Seripture alone —’tis self-slaughter,

For nobody likes inspiration-and-water.

He’d have been just the fellow to sup at the Mermaid,

Cracking jokes at rare Den, with an eye to the barmaid,

His wit running up as Canary ran down, —

The topmost bright bubble on the wave of The Town.

“Here comes Parker, the Orson of parsons, 2 man
Whom the Church undertook to put under her ban, —
(The Church of Socinus, 1 mean)— his opinions
Being So- (ultra) -cinian, they shocked the Socinians;
They believed — faith I’m puzzled —1I think I may call
Their belief a believing in nothing at all, '
Or something of that sort; I know they all went
For a general union of total dissent: '

He went a step farther; without congh or Liem,

He frankly avowed he believed not in them;

And, befare he could be jumbled up or prevented

Trom their orthodox kind of dissent he dissented.

There was heresy here, you perceive, for the right

Of privately judging means simply that light

Has been granted to me, for deciding on you,

And in happier times, before Atheism grew,

The deed contained clauses for cooking you too.

Now at Xerxes and Knut we all laugh, yet our foot

With tllze same wave is wet that mocked Xerxes and

nut;

And we all entertain a sincere private notion,

That our Thus fur! will have a great weight with the
acean.

"I was so with our liberal Christians: they bore



A T'ABLL roR CRITICS. 329

With sincerest conviction their chairs to the shore;

They brandished their worn theological birches,

Bade natural progress keep out of the Churches,

And expected the lines they had drawn to prevail

With the fastrising tide to keep out of their pale;

They had formerly dammed the Pontifical See,

And the same thing, they thought, would do nicely for P. ;

But he turned up his nose at their murmuring and
shamming,

And cared (shall I say ?) not 2 d— for their damming;

So they first read him out of theiwr church, and next
minute

Turned round and declared he had never been 1n it.

But the ban was too small or the man was too big,

For he recks not therr bells, books, and candles a fig;

(He don’t look hke a man who would stay treated shab-
bily,

o P PSRN

His sermons with satire are plenteously verjniced,

And he talks 1n one breath of Confutzee, Cass, Zerduscht,
Jack Robinson, Peter the Hermit, Strap, Dathan,

Cush, Pitt, (not the bottomless, that he ’s no faith in,)
Pan, Pillicock, Shakspeare, Paul, Toots, Monsieur Tonson,
Aldebaran, Alcander, Ben Khorat, Ben Jonson,
Thoth, Richter, Joe Smith, Father Paul, Judah Monis,
Muszcus, Muretus, kem,— u Scorpionis,

Maccabee, Maccaboy, Mac — Mac—ah! Machiavelli,
Cendorcet, Count d’Orsay, Conder, Say, Ganganelli,
Orion, O'Connell, the Chevahier 'O,

See the Memonrs of Sully) 5 war, the great toe

f the statue of Jupiter, now made to pass
For that of Jew Peter by good Romish brass, —

(You mzy add for yourselves, for I find 1t a bore,

All the names you have ever, or not, beard before,
And when you 've done that — why, invent a few more.}
His hearers can’t tell you on Sunday beforehand,

If in that day’s discourse they ’J1 be Bibled or Koraned,
For he ’s seized the idea (by his marty rdom fired,)

That all men (not erthodox) may be nspired;

Yet tho’ wisdom profane with his creed he may weave in.
He makes it quite clear what ke does nt believe in,
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While some, who decry him, think all Kingdom Come

Is a sort of a, kind of a, species of Hum,

Of whicl, as it were, so to speak, not a crumb

Would be left, if we did n’t keep carefully mum,

And, to make a clean breast, that ’t is perfectly plain

That all kinds of wisdom are somewhat profane; -

Now P.s creed than this may be lighter or darker,

But in one thing, ’t is clear, he has faith, namely —
Parker; .

And this is what makes him the crowd-drawing preacher,

There ’s a background of god to each hard-working
feature, .

Every word that he speaks has been fierily furnaced

In the blast of a life that has struggled in earnest:

There he stands, looking more like a plonghman than

riest,

If not cll)readfully awkward, not graceful at least,

His gestures all downright and same, if you will,

As of brown-fisted Hobnail in hoeing a drill,

But his periods fall on you, stroke after stroke,

Like the blows of a lumberer felling an oak,

You forget the man wholly, you 're thankful to meet

With a preacher who smacks of the field and the street,

And to hear, you ’re not over-particular whence,

Almost Taylor’s profusion, quite Latimer’s sense.

“There is Bryant, as quiet, as cool, and as dignified,
As o smooth, silent jeeberg, that never is ignified,
Save when by reflection ’t 1s kindled o’ nights
With a semblance of flame by the chill Northern Lights.
He may rank (Griswold says so) first bard of your
nation,
(There ’s no doubt that he stands in supreme iceolation,)
Your topmost Parnassus he may set his heel on,
But no warm applauses come, peal following peal on, —
He ’s too smooth and too polished to hang any zeal on:
Unqualified merits, I °ll grant, if you choose, he has ’em,
- But he lacks the one merit of kindling enthusiasm ;
If he stir you at all, it is just, on my soul,
Like being stirred up with the very North Pole.

“He is very nice reading in summer, but inter
Nos, we don’t want extra freezing in winter;
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in him,
He has a true soul for field, river, and wood in him;
And Ins heart, in the midst of brick walls, or where’er
it s,
Glows, softens, and thrills with the tenderest charities, —
To yon mortals that delve in this trade-ridden planet ?
No, to old Berkshire’s hills, with their limestone and
granite.

If you only could palm yourself off for a mountain.

Mr. Quivis, or somebody quite as discerning,

Some scholar who ’s hourly expecting his learning,

Calls B the Amerncan \Woidsworth; but Wordsworth

Xs worth near as much as your whole tuneful herd ’s

worth.
No, don’t be absnrd, he ’s an excellent Bryant;
=7 e - B iratie:

-sons fit for a parallel —Thomson and Cowper ,*

I don’t mean exactly, — there ’s something of each,
There ’s T.’s love of nature, C’s penchant to preach;
Just mix up their minds so that C’s spice of eraziness
Shall balance and neutralize T.'s turn for laziness,
And it gives you a brain cool, quite frictionless, quiet,
Whose 1nternal police mps thequuds of all riot, —

A Drain like a permanent strait-jacket put on

The heart which strives vainly to burst off 2 button, —
) By Hav b H

And the advantage that Wordsworth before hum has
‘written.

* To demonstrate quickly and casily how per-
~versely abaurd "t s to Round this name Cowper,
&5 peorle in genera cal him named super,
Tjust 804 that ha chymes ¢ bimself with horse trooper
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“But, my dear little bardlings, don’t prick up your ears,
Nor suppose I would rank you and Bryant as peers;
1f I call him an iceberg, I don’t mean to say
There is nothing in that which is grand, in its way;
He is almost the one of your poets that knows
How much grace, strength, and dignity lie in Repose;
If he sometimes fall short, he is too wise to mar
His thought’s modest fulness by going too far;
" would be well if your authors should all make a trial
Of what virtue there is in severe self-denial,
And measure their writings by Hesiod’s staff,
Which teaches that all have less value than half.

«There is Whittier, whose swelling and vehement heart
Strains the strait-breasted drab of the Quaker apart,
And reveals the live Man, still supreme and erect,
Underneath the bemummying wrappers of sect;

There was ne’er a man born who had more of the swing

Of the true lyric bard and all that kind of thing;

And his failures arise, (though perhaps he don’t know it,)

From the very same cause that has made him a poet,—

A fervor of mind which knows no separation

"'wixt simple excitement and pure inspiration,

As my Pythoness erst sometimes erred from not knowing

If *twere I or mere wind through her tripod was blowing;

Let his mind once get head in its favorite direction

And the torrent of verse bursts the dams of reflection,

While, borne with the rush of the metre along,

The poet mnay chance to go right or go wrong,

Content with the whirl and delirium of song;

Then his grammar’s not always correct, nor his rhymes,

And he’s prone to repeat his own lyries sometimes,

Not hils b(ést, though, for those are struck off at white
1eats

When the heart in his breast like a trip-hammer beats,

And can ne’er be repeated again any more

"Than they could hiave been carefully plotted before:

Like old what’s-hisname there at the battle of Hastings,

(Who, however, gave more than mere rhythmieal bastings,)

Our Quaker leads off metaphorical fights

For reform and whatever they call human rights,

Both singing and striking in front of the war

And hitting his foes with the mallet of Thor;
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Anne Laee, one exclaims, on Leholding his knocks,
Vestis filii tui, O, Jeatherlad Fox?

Can that be thy son, in the battle’s mid din,
Preaching brotherly love and then driving it in
nCATTEE BIOLAE R A

¢ All honor and pratse to the right-hearted bard
Who was true to The Voice when such service was hard,
‘Who himself was so free he dared sing for the slave
When to look but a protest in silence was brave;
All konor and praise to the women and men
Who spoke out for the dumb and the down-trodden then|
I need not to name them, already for each
I see History prepanng the statue and niche;
They were harsh, but shall yon be so shocked at hard

words

Who have beaten your praming-hooks up into swords,
TWhose rewards and hurrahs men are surer to gain
o enade . el o n

K PO . . “ Jong
. : 53
. . . of such
men

As signed Tyranny’s doom with a bloody steel-pen,

While on Fourth-of-Julys beardless orators fright one

With hints at Harmodius and Aristogeiton,

You need not look shy at your sisters and brothers

Who stab with sharp words for the freedom of others;—

No, a wreath, twine a wreath for the loyal and true

Who, for the sake of the many, dared stand with the few,

Not of blood-spattered laurel for enemies braved,

Bat of broad, peaceful oak-leaves for citizens saved !
“Here comes Dana, abstractedly loitering along

Toeend fe koAl b £ fnn A€ e

“That 1is own works displease him before they 'rebe|
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Who so well all that makes up good poetry knows
That the best of his poems is written in prose;

All saddled and bridled stood Pegasus waiting,

He was booted and spurred, but he loitered debatiny,
in a very grave question his soul was immersed, —
Which foot in the stirrup he ought to put first;

And, while this point and that he judicially dwelt on,
He, somehow or other, had written Paul Felton,
Whose beauties or faults, whichsoever you see there,
You’ll allow only genius could hit upon either.

That he once was the Idle Man none will deplore,

But I fear he will never be anything more;

The ocean of song heaves and glitters before him,

The depth and the vastness and longing sweep o’er him,
He knows every breaker and shoal on the chart,

He has the Coast Pilot and so on by heart,

Yet he spends his whole life, like the man in the fable,
In learning to swim on his library-table.

“There swaggers John Neal, who has wasted in Maine
The sinews and chords of his pugilist brain,
Who might have been poet, but that, in its stead, he
Preferred to believe that he was so already;
Too hasty to wait till Art’s ripe fruit should drop,
He must pelt down an unripe and colicky crop;
Who took to the law, and had this sterling plea for it,
It required him to quarrel, and paid him a fee for it;
A man who’s made less than he might have, because
He always has thought himself more than he was, —
Who, with very good natural gifts as a bard,
Broke the strings of his lyre out by striking too hard,
And eracked half the notes of a truly fine voice,
Because song drew less instant attention than noise.
Ah, men do not know how much strength is in poise,
That he goes the farthest who goes far enough,
And that all beyond that is just bother and stuff.
No vain man matures, he makes too much new wood ;
His blooms are too thick for the fruit to be good;
"T'is the modest man ripens, *tis he that achicves,
Just what’s needed of sunshine and shade he receives;
Grapes, to mellow, require the cool dark of their leaves;
Neal wants balance; he throws his mind always too far,
Whisking out florks of comets, but never a star;
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,
o tried,

In letters, too soon 1s as bad as too late,

Could he only have waited he might have been great,
But he plumped into Helicon up to the waist,

And muddied the stream ere he took his first taste.

«There is Hawthorne, with genins so shrinking and

rare

That you hardly at first see the strength that 1s there;
A frame so robust, with a nature so sweet,

So earnest, so graceful, so solid, so fleet,

TIs worth & descent from Olympus to meet;

SO HLA & SRRSO

vo0d,

He’s a John B\fnyan Fouqué, a Puntan Tieck,
When nature was shaping him, clay was not granted
For making so full-sized 2 man as she wanted,

red,

“That the music had soméhow got mixed with the whole

¢ Here’s Cooper, who’s written six volumes to show
11e’s as good as a lord: well, let’s grant that ke’s 503
If o person prefer that deseription of praise,
Why, a coronet’s certainly cheaper than bays;
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But he need take no pains to convince us he’s not
(As his enemies say) the American Scott.

Choose any twelve men, and let C. read alond

That one of his novels of which he’s most proud,
And I’d lay any bet that, without ever quitting
Their bog, they ’d be all, to a man, for acquitting.

He has drawn you one character, though, that is new,
One wildflower he’s plucked that is web with the dew
Of this fresh Western world, and, the thing not to mince,
He has done naught but copy it ill ever since;

His Indians, with proper respeet be it said,

Are just Natty Bumnpo daubed over with red,

And his very Long Toms are the same useful Nat,
Rigged up in duck pants and a sow’-wester hat,
(Though once in a Coffin, a good chance was found
To have slipt the old fellow away underground.)

A1l his other men-figures are clothes upon sticks,

The dernidre chemise of a man in a fix,

(As a captain besieged, when his garrison’s small,
Sets up caps upon poles to be seen o’er the wall;)
And the women he draws from one model don't vary,
Al sappy as maples and flat as a prairie.

When a character’s wanted, he goes to the task

As a cooper would do in composing a eask;

He picks out the staves, of their qualities heedful,
Just hoops them together as tight as is needful,

Ang, if the best fortune should crown the attempt, he
Has made at the most something wooden and empty.

“ Don’t suppose I would underrate Cooper’s abilities,
If I thought you’d do that, I should feel very ill at ease
The men who have given to one character life
And objective existence, are not very rife,

You may number them all, both prose-writers and singers
Without overrunning the bounds of your fingers,

And Natty won’t go to oblivion quicker

Than Adams the p~ -~ Primrose the viear.

“There is one this 5
That on manners he I
Not precisely so either,
He is paid for his ticket
Now lie may overcharge

7 like, too, and that i
frymen gratis,
rity,

es,



A FABLE FOR CRITICS. 337

But you'll grant there’s a good deal of truth in his
strictures;

And I honor the man who 1s willing to sink

Half his present repute for the freedom to think,

And, when he has thought, be Ins canse strong or weak,

Wil risk t'other half for the freedom to speak,

Caring naught for what vengeance the mob has in store,

Tet that mob be the upper ten thousand or lower.

“There are truths you Americans need to be told,

But to scorn such 1-dollar-try”s ihat very few do,
And John goes to that church as often as yon do.

No matter what John says, den’t try to outerow lum,
’T is enough to go quuetly on and outgrow him;

Like most fathers, Bull hates to see Number one
Displacing himself 1n the mind of Ins son,

And detests the same faults in himself he’d neglected
When he sees them again in his (hild's glass reflected;
‘To love one another you’re too hike by half,

1f he is a bull, yon’re a pretty stout calf,

And tear your own pasture for naught but to show
What a nice pair of horns you ’re beginmng to grow.

«There are one or two things I should just hike to hunt,
For you don't often get the truth told you 1n pnint.
The most of you (this is what strikes all beholders)
Have a mental and physl{c:\l stoop 1n the shoulders,

- d the waves,
. - slaves;
: . Y . half believe

IR,

And as much of the Old as 13 possible weave 1n it;

Your goddess of freedom, a tight, buxom gurl,

With lips Iike a cherry and teeth hke a pearl,

With eyes bold as Heré’s, and hair floating free,

And full of the sun as the spray of the sea,

b . A ' a shearing,

. without fearing,

AL song through the
grass,
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Keeps glancing aside into Europe’s eracked glass, )
Hides her red hands in gloves, pinches up her lithe waist,
And makes herself wretched with transmarine taste; "
She loses her fresh eountry charm when she takes

Any mirror except her own rivers and lakes.

% You steal Englishmen’s books and think Englishmen’s

thought,

With their salt on her tail your wild eagle is caught;

Your literature suits its each whisper and motion

To what will be thonght of it over the ocean;

The cast clothes of Burope your statesmanship tries

And mumbles again the old blarneys and lies; —

Forget Europe wholly, your veins throb with blood,

To which the dull eurrent in hers is but mud;

Let her sneer, let her say your experiment, fails,

In ber voice there’s a tremble e’en now while she rails,

And your shore will soon be in the nature of things

Covered thick with gilt driftwood of runaway kings,

Where alone, as it were in a Longfellow’s Waif,

Her fugitive pieces will find themselves safe.

0, my friends, thank your God, if you have one, that he

'Twixt the Old World and you set the gulf of a sea,

Be strong-backed, brown-handed, upright as your pines,

By the scale of a hemisphere shape yvour designs,

Be true to yourselves and this new nineteenth age,

As a statue by Powers, or a picture by Page,

Plough, sail, forge, build, carve, paint, all things make
new,

To your own New-World instincts contrive to be true,

Keep your ears open wide to the Future’s first eall,

Be whatever you will, but yourselves first of all,

Stand fronting the dawn on Toil’s heaven-scaling peaks,

And become my new race of more practical Greeks. —

Hem! your likeness at present, I shudder to tell o’t,

Isthat you have your slaves, and the Greek had his helot.”

Here a gentleman present, who had in his attie
More pepper than brains, shricked — “ The man’s a fanatie,
I’m a capital tailor with warm tar and feathers,
And will make him a suit that’ll serve in all weathers:
But we’ll argue the point first, I'm willing to reason t,
Palaver before condemnation ’s but decent,
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So, through my humble person, Humanity begs

Of the friends of true freedom a loan of bad eggs.”
But Apollo let one such a look of his show forth
As.when sie wxre Zoixds, and so forth,

And tbe gentleman somehow slunk out of the way,
But, as he was going, gained courage to say,—

* At slavery in the abstract my whole soul rebels,

I am as strongly opposed to’t as any one else.”

“ Ay, no doubt, but whenever I’ve happened to meet
With a wrong or a crime, it 18 always concrete,”
Answered Pheebus severely ; then turning to us,
“The mistake of such fellows as just made the fuss
Is only in taking a great busy nation

For a part of their pitrful cotton-plantation, —

But ‘tbere comes Miranda, Ze‘usl where shall I flee to?
[ - B P

She tells me my efforts in verse are quite clever; —
She’s been travelling now, and will be worse than ever;
One would think, though, a sharp-sighted noter she’d be
Of all that’s worth mentioning over the sea,

For a woman must surely see well, if she try,

. .

There is one thing she owns 1n her own single night,
Tt is native and genuine—namely, her spite-
‘Though, when acting as censor, she privately blows
A censer of vanity ’neath her own nose.”

Here Miranda came up, and said, “ Phaebus, you know
That the infinite Soul has 1ts infinite woe,
As T ought to know, having lived cheek by jowl
Since the day I was born, with the infinite Soul;
1 myself introduced, I yself, I alone,
To iny Land’s better hife authors solely my own,
Wla the sad heart of earth on their shoulders have takew.
Whose works sound a depth by Lafe’s quiet unshaken,
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Such as Shakspeare, for instance, the Bible, and Bacon,
Not to mention my own works; Time’s nadir is fleet,

% . . . y
And, as for myself, I’m quite out of conceit” —

«Quite out of conceit! I’m enchanted to hear it,”
Cried Apollo aside, “ Who’d have thought she was near it ?
To be sure one is apt to exhaust those commodities
He uses too fast, yet in this case as odd it is
As if Neptune should say to his turbots and whitings,
¢I’m as much out of salt as Miranda’s own writings,’
(Whieh, as she in her own happy manner has said,
Sound a depth, for tis one of the functions of lead.)
She often has asked me if I could not find
A place somewhere near me that suited her mind;

I know but a single one vacant, which she,

With her rarve talent that way, would fit to a T.
And it would not imply any pause or cessation
In the work she esteems her peculiar vocation, —
She may enter on duty to-day, if she chooses,
And remain Tiring-woman for life to the Muses.”

Miranda meanwhile has sueceeded in driving
Up into a corner, in spite of their striving,
A small flock of terrified victims, and there,
With an I-turn-the-crank-of-the-Universe air
And a tone which, at least to my faney, appears
Not so much to be entering as boxing your ears,
Is unfolding a tale (of herself, I surmise,
For ’tis dotted as thick as a peacock’s with I’s.)
Apropos of Miranda, 1’1l rest on my oars
And drift through a trifling digression on bores,
For, though not wearing ear-rings in more majorum,
Our ears are kept bored just as if we still wore ’em.
There was one feudal eustom worth keeping, at least,
Roasted bores made a part of each well-ordered feast,
And of all quiet pleasures the very ne phes
Was in hunting wild bores &s the tame ones hunt us.
Archeologians, I know, who have personal fears
Of this wise application of hounds and of spears,
Have tried to make out, with a zeal more than wonted,
"L was a kind of wild swine that our ancestors hunted :
But I'll never believe that the age which has strewn ’
Lurope o’er with cathedrals, and otherwise shown
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That it knew what was what, conld by chance not have

0wD,
(Spending, too, its chief time with its buff on, no doubt,)
Which beast ’t would 1mprove the world most to thin ont.
I divide bores myself, in the manner of rifles,
Into two great duvisions, regardless of trifles; —
There’s your smooth-bore and screw-bore, who do not
much vary
In the weight of cold lead they respectively carry.
The smooth-bore 15 one in whose essence the mind

You slide and you shde, the blank horror increases,

You had rather by far be at once smashed to pieces,
You fancy a whirlpool below white and frothing,

Ard finally drop off and light upon —nothing.

The screw-bore has twists in him, faint predilections
For going just wrong 1n the tritest directions;

‘When he’s wrong he 1s flat, when he’s right he ean’t show

it,
He'll tell you what Snooks said abont the new poet,*
Or how Fogrum was ouniraged by Tennyson’s Princess ;
He has spent all his spare time and infellect since hus
Birth in perusing, on each art and science,
Just the books 1n which no one puts any reliance,
And though nemo, we’re told, Zons omnibus sapit,
The rule will not fit him, however you shape 1t,
For he has a perennial foison of sappiess;
He has just enough force to spoil half your day’s happi

ness
And to make him a sort of wosquite to be with,
But just not enough to dispute or agree with

These sketches I made (ot to be too explicit)
From two honest fellows who made me a visutt,
And broke, like the tale of the Bear and the Fiddle,
My reflections on Halleck short off by the middle,

1 ghall not now go 1nto the subject more deeply,
For I notice that some of my readers look sleeply,

# (It you call Snooks an 0w, be will show by s Junks
Tbat be 's morally certain you 're jealoun of Snuoks »
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I wiil barelr remack that, *mongst civilized nations,
There ’s none that displays more exemplary patience
Under all sorts of boring. at all sorts of hours,
From all sorts of desperate persons, than ours.

Not to speak of our papers. our State legislatures,
And other such trials for sensitive natures,

Just look for a moment at Congress, — appalled,

My faney shrinks back from the phantom it called;
Wy, there 's scarcely.a member unworthy to frown
*Neath what Fourier nicknames the Boreal erown;
Only think what that infinite bore-pow’r could do

If applied with a utilitarian view;

Suppose, for example, we shipped it with care

To Sahara’s great desert and let it bore there,

If thex held one short session and did nothing else,
They ’d fill the whole waste with Artesian wells.
But °t 15 time now with pen phonographic to follow
Through some more of his sketches our laughing Apollo: -

“ There comes Harry Franco, and, as he draws near,
You find that’s a smile which you took for a sneer;
One half of him contradicts t" other, his wont
Is to say very sharp things and do very blunt;
His manner’s as hard as his feelings are tender,
And a sortie he’ll make when Le means to surrender;
He’s in ioke half the time when he seems to be sternest
When he seems to be joking. be sure he’s in earnest;
He has common sense in a way that s uncommon,
Hates humbug and eant, loves his friends like a woman,
Builds his dislikes of cards and his friendships of oak,
Loves a prejudice better than aught but a joke,
Is half upright Quaker. half downright Come-outer,
Loves Freedom too well to go stark mad about her,
Quite artless himself, is a lover of Art,
Shuts yon out of his secrets and into his heart,
And though not a poet, vet all must admire
In his letters of Pinto his skill on the liar.

““ There comes Poe, with his raven, like Barnaby Rudge.
Three-fifths of him genius and twofifths sheer fudce,
Who talks like a book of iambs and pentameters,

In a way to make people of common-sense damn metres,
Who has written some things quite the best of their kind,
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But the heart somehow seems all squeezed out by the mind,
Who-—but hey-day! What’sthis? Messieurs Mathews
and Poe,

You mustn’t ﬁing mud-balls at Longfellow so,

Does it make a man worse that his character’s such

As to make his friends lere him (as you think) too much #
[P R CIFIL AT

R RUEpEI

.. ' son’re
hoarse,
Bat remember that elegance also 1s force;
After polishing gramte as much as yon will,
The heart keeps 1ts tough old persistency still;
Deduct all you ean that still keeps you at bay,—
Why, hell ive 111 men weary of Collins and Gray.
1'm not gver-fond of Greek metres in English,
To me rhyme’s a gain, so 1t be not too jinglish,
And your modern hexameter verses are no more
Like Greek ones than sleek Mr. Pope 13 ike Homer;
As the roar of the sea to the coo of a pigeon 13,
So, compared to your mods sounds old Melesig, 3
I may be too partial, the reason, perhaps, o't is
‘That [’ve heard the old blind man recite us own rhapse-

ies,

And my ear with that music impregnate may be,
Take the poor exiled shell with the soul of the sea,
(Jr as one can't bear Strauss when s nature 1s cloven
To its deeps within deeps by the stroke of Beethoven;
But, set that aside, and 'tis truth that I speak,
Had Theocnitus wntten in English, not Greek,
T Leliese that ns exquisite sense would scarce change a

line
In that rare, tender, virgin-like pastoral Evangeline.
‘That’s not ancient nor modern, 1ts place is apart
Where time has no sway, in the realm of pure A
*I'is a shrine of retreat from Earth’s hubbub and strife
As quiet and chaste as the author’s own hife.

“There comes Philothea, her face all a-glow,
She has just leen dividing some poor reature’s woe
And can’t tell which pleases her most, to relieve
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His want, or his story to hear and believe;

No doubt against many deep gricfs she prevails,

Trov her ear is the refuge of destitute fales;

She knows well that silence is sorrow’s best food,

And that talking draws off from the heart its black blood,

So she’ll listen with patience and let you unfold

Your bundle of rags as ’t were pure cloth of gold, )

Which, indeed, it all turns to as soon as she's tmmhe_d 1t,

And, (to borrow a phrase from the nursery,) mucked 1,

She has such o musical taste, she will go °

Any distance to hear one who draws a long bow;

She will swallow a wonder by mere might and main

And thinks it geometry ’s fault if she’s fain

To consider things fiat, innsmnel as they 're plain;

Facts with her are accomplished, as Frenchmen would say,

They will prove all she wishes them to— either way,

And, as fact Hes on this side or that, we must try,

If were seeking the trath, to find where it don’t lie;

1 was telling her once of a marvetlons aloe

That for thounsands of years had looked spindling and
sallow,

And, though nursed by the fruitfullest powers of mud,

Had never vouchsafed ¢’en so mueh as a bud,

Till its owner remarked, (as a sailor, you know,

Often will in a ealm,) that it never would blow,

For he wished to exhibit the plant, and designed

That its blowing shonld help him in raising the wind;

At last 1t was told him that if he should water

[ts roots with the blood of his unmarried danghter,

{Who was bors, as her mother, a Calvinist said,

With a Baxter's effectual eaul on her head,)

It would blow as the obstinate breeze did when by a

Like decree of her father died Iphigenin;

At first he declared he himself would be blowed

Lre his conscience with such a foul erime he would load.

But the thonght, coming oft, grew less dark than Lefore,

And he mused, as cach ereditor knoeked at his door,

If this were but done they would dun me no more ;

1 told Philothea lis struggles and doubts,

And how he considered the ins and the outs

Of the visions he had, and the dreadful dyspepsy,

How he weut to the seer that lives at Pa'keepsie,

How the seer advised him to sleep ou it firsy
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And to read his big volume in case of the worst,

And further advised he shonld pay him five doliars

For writing Dum, Dum, on his wnstbands and collars;
Three years and ten days these dark words he had studied
[ Sty Toad e AT oo to31-13,3,

I told how it bloomed, and discharging 1ts pistil
1ith an aim the Eumenides dictated, shot

The botanical filicide dead on the spot;

It had blown, but he reaped not s horrible gains,
For it blew with such force as to blow out his brains,
And the erime was blown also, because on the wad,
Which was paper, was writ ¢ Visitation of God,’

As well as a thnlling account of the dced

Which the coroner kindly allowed me to read.

“YWell, my friend took this story up just, to be sare,
As one might a poor foundling that’s laid at one’s door;
She rombed it and washed 1t and clothed it and fed it,
And as if 't were Per own child most tenderly bred it,
Eaails Tea s . e

Made the thle thing so touching, I frankly declare
I have read it all thrice, and, perhaps I am weak,
But 1 found every time there were tears on my cheek.

“The pole, science tells us, the magnet controls,
But she 1s a maguet to emigrant Poles,
And folks with a mission that nobody knosws,
Throng thickly about her as bees round a rose,
She can £ill up the carets i such, make their scope
Converge to some focus of rational hope,
And, with sympathies fresh as the mornng, their gall

To the last slender spar from the wreek of the w’omnn.
Hast thou not found one shore where thuse tired drooping
feet
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Could reach firm mother-earth, one full heart on whose
beat

The soothed head in silence reposing could hear

The chimes of far childhood throb back on the.ear?

Ah, there’s many a beam from the fountain of day

That to reach us unclouded, must pass, on its way,

Through the soul of a woman, and hers is wide ope

To the influence of Heaven as the blue eyes of Hope;

Yes, a great soul is hers, one that dares to go in

To the prison, the slave-hut, the alleys of sin,

And to bring into each, or to find there some line

Of the never completely out-trampled divine; .

If her heart at high floods swamps her brain now and
then

“Dis but richer for that when the tide ebbs agen,

As, after old Nile has subsided, his plain

Overflows with a second broad deluge of grain;

That a wealth would it bring to the narrow and sour

Could they be as a Child but for one little hour!

“What! Irving? thrice welcome, warm heart and fine

brain, .

You bring back the happiest spirit from Spain,

And the gravest sweet humor, that ever were there

Since Cervantes met death in his gentle despair;

Nay, don’t be embarrassed, nor look so beseeching, —

I shan’t run directly against my own preaching,

And, having just lnughed at their Raphaels and Dantes,

Go to sebting you up beside matchless Cervantes;

But allow me to speak what I honestly feel, —

To a true poet-heart add the fun of Dick Steele,

Throw in all of Addison, minus.the chill,

With th.cilwhole of that partnership’s stock and good
will,

Mix well, and while stirring, hum o’er, as a spell,

The fine old English Gentleman, simmer it well,

Sweeten just to your own private liking, then strain

That only the finest and clearest remain, ‘

Let it stand out of doors till a soul it receives

From t]he warm lazy sun loitering down through green
eaves,

And you’ll find a choice nature

] ) , not wholly deserving
A name either English or Yankee, — just Irving.
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“ There ﬁoes, — but stet nominis umbra, —his name
Youll be glad enough, some day or other, to claim,
And will all crowd about him 2nd swear that you knew

him
1f some English hack-critic should chance to review him,
The old porcos ante ne projiciatis .
Manearrras, for him you have verified gratis;
What matters his name? Why, 1t may be Sylvester,
Judd, Junior, or Jumus, Ulysses, or Nestor,
For aught I know or care; ‘t1s enough that T look
On the aunthor of ‘ Margaret, the first Yankee book
With the soul of Down East in’t, and thiugs farther East,
As far as the threshold of morning, at least,
Where awaits the fair dawn of the simple and true,
Of the day that comes slowly to make all things new.
*T has a smack of pine woods, of bare field aud bleak hill
Such as only the breed of the Mayflower could till;
‘The Puritan's shown 1n 1t, tough to the core,
Such as prayed, smting Agag on red Marston Moor;
With an unwilling humor, halfchoked by the drouth
In brown hollows about the inhospitable mouth;
T e e ony S R .

‘LIL 8€¢3 VISI01S, KNOWS WIestlngs ol Lod with tue will,
And has its own Sinais and thundermgs stall.”

Here,—“ Forgive me, Apollo,” T cnied, “ while 1 pour
My heart out to my tirthplace O, loved more and more
Dear Baystate, from whose rocky bosom thy sons
Should suck milk, strong-will-giving, brave, such as runs
In the veins of old Graylock, — who 15 1t that dares
Call thee peddler, a soul wrapt in bank-books and shares ?
1t is false! She’s a Poet. 1 see, as I wnite,

Along the far railroad the steam-snake ghde whate,

The cataract-throb of her mill-hearts I hear,

The swift strokes of trip-hammers weary my ear,

Sledges ring upon anvils, through logs the saw screams,

Blocks swing to their place, beetles drive home the
beams: —

It is songs such as these that she eroons to the din

Of her fast-flying shuttles, year out and year in,
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While from earth’s farthest corner there cowmes not a
breeze :

But wafts her the buzz of her gold-gleaning bees:

\Vhat tho’ those horn hands have as yet found small time

For painting and sculpture and music and rhyme?

These will come in due order, the need that prest sorest

Was to vanquish the seasons, the ocean, the forest,

To bridle and harness the rivers, the steam,

Making that whirl her mill-wheels, this tug in her team,

To vassalize old tyrant Winter, and make

Him delve surlily for her on river and lake; —

When this New World was parted, she strove not to
shirk

Her lot in the heirdom, the tough, silent Work,

The hero-share evar, from Herakles down

To Odin, the Eartl’s iron sceptre and ¢rown;

Yes, thou dear, noble Mother ! if ever men’s praise

Could be claimed for ereating heroical lays,

Thou hast won it; if ever the laurel divine

Crowned the Maker and Builder, that glory is thine!

Thy songs are right epie, they tell how this rude

Rock-rib of our earth here was tamed and subdued;

Thou hast written them plain on the face of the planet

In brave, deathless letters of iron and granite;

Thou hast printed them deep for all time; they are set

From the same runic type-fount and alphabet

With ti}:y stout Berkshire hills and the armns of thy

)11)', -

They are staves from the hurly old Mayflower lay.

If the drones of the Old World, in quernlous ease,

Ask thy Art and thy Letters, point proudly to these,

Or, if they deny these are Letters and Art,

Tail on with the same old invincible heart;

Thou art rearing the pedestal broad-based and grand

Whereon the fair shapes of the Artist shall stand,

And creating, through labors undaunted and long,

The theme for all Sculpture and Painting and Song!

“But my good mother Baystate wants no praise of
mine,

She learned from her mother a precept divine

About something that butters no parsnips, her forte
In another direction lies, work is her sport,
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(Though she’ll curtsey and set her cap straight, that she
il
If you talkj about Plymoutl and one Bunker’s hill.)

R . [
giving,

s e e P v e

For * * . s - -

Sol

Shoy ”

“If our friend, there, who seems a reporter, 13 done
With hus burst of emotion, why, I will go on,”
Said Apollo; some smiled, and, indeed, I must own
There was something sarcastic, perhaps, in his tone: —

“There’s Holmes, who is matchless among you for
wit;

.- PR s A .

As if you got more than you’d tifle to mghtfully,
And you find yourself hopmg its wild father Lightming
A . 20 S - nng,

. . se,
N RS - s,

‘Why, if B, to the ddy of his dying, should rhyme o,
Heaping verses on verses and tomes upon tomes,
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He could ne'er reach the best point and vigor of Holmes
His are mzt the fine hands, too, to weave you a Iyrie
Full of fancy. fun, feeling, or spiced with “satyric

In a measure 0 Lmdlv. vou doubt if the toes

That are trodden upon are your own or your foes’.

#There is Lowell. who’s striving Parnassus to climb
With a whole bale of isins tied together with rhyme,
He might get on alone, spite of brambles and boulders,
But he can’t with that bundle he has on his <h0u1der:>,
The top of tke hill he will ne’er come nigh reaching
Till helearns the distinction "twixt singing and preaching;
His Isre has some chords that wonld ring pretty well,
Baut he’d rather by half make a drum of the shell,
And rattle away till he’s old as Methusalern,
At the head of a march to the last new Jerusalem.

“There goes Halleck, whose Fanny’s a pzeudo Doa
Juan.

With the wickedness ont that gave salt to the true one,
He’s a wit, though, T hear. of the very first order,

And onee made a pun on the words oft Recorder;
More than this. he’s 2 very great poet. 1'm told,

And has bad his works pubhsh@d in crimson and gold,
With something they call “ Illustrations,” to wit,

Like those with which Chapman obseured Ho]\' Writy*
Which are said fo ﬂhbrra-“ because, as I view it,

Like lucus a non, ther preflcolv don’t do its

Let a man who can write what himseif nnderstands
Keep clear, if he can, of designing men’s hands,

Who hury the sense, if there’s any worth havmo

And then very hones tly call it engraving.

But. to quit badinage, which there isn°t much wit in,
Halleck 's better, T doubt not, than all he has written;
In his vers a clear "hmp~e vou will frequently find,

inotofa nreat of 2 fortunate mind.

\\"mch contrives to be true to its natural loves

In a world of back-ofices, ledgers, and stoves.

When his heart breaks awax from the brokers and banks,
And kneels in its own pn“ate shrine to give thanks,
There’s a genizl manliness in him that earns

* (Cotsriztidy eled woolden, o6 27 soust zimit))
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Our sincerest respect, (read, for instance, lis ¢ Burns,”)
And we can’t but regret (seek excuse where we may)
That so much of a man has been peddled away.

“But what’s that ? a mass-meeting? No, there come
1m lots
'E‘he Am("ncan stmelxg, Bulwers, and Seotts,

OF all kinds of greatuess bless free institutions,

That while the Old World has produced barely eight
Of such poets as all men agree to call great,

And of other great characters hardly a score,

(One might safely say less than that rather than more,)
With you every year a whole crop 1s begotten,

T{my ’r? as fmmh of a st:aple as corn is, or cotton;

v

Leonardos and Rubenses plenty as lichens,”

One (but that one is plenty) Amencan Dickens,

A whole flock of Lambs, any number of Ternysons, —

In short, if a man has the luck to have any sons,

He may feel pretty certain that one out of twamn

Will be some very great person over agan

There is one ineonventence wn all this which lies

In the fact that by contrast we estimate size,*

And, where there are none except Titans, great stature

Is only a simple procecding of nature

What puff the strained saus of your praise shall you furl

t, 2f

The ealmest degree that you know is superlative ?

At Rome, all whom Charon took mto his wherry must,

As a matter of course, be well wsimused and errimused,

A Greek, too, conld feel, while in that famous boat he tost,

That bis frtends would take care he was «wrosed and
wratosed,

That 18 in most esses we do, but not 38t
Pasts doubt, there are men who sre innatelv smatl,
Such as [ilank, who, withont being rainlshedt » Httde,
Mlgt stand fur # typa of the Absolute Little
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And formerly we, as through graveyards we past,

Thought the world went from bad to worse fearfully fast

Let us glance for a moment, *tis well worth the pains,

And note what an average graveyard contains.

There lie levellers levelled, duns done up themselves,

There are booksellers finally laid on their shelves,

Horizontally there lie upright politicians,

Dose-a-dose with their patients sleep faultless physicians,

There are slave-drivers quietly whipt underground,

There bookbinders, done up in boards, are fast bound,

There card-players wait till the last trump be played,

There all the choice spirits get finally laid,

There the babe that’s unborn is supplied with a berth,

There men without legs get their six feet of earth,

There lawyers repose, each wrapt up in his case,

There seekers of office are sure of a place,

There defendant and plaintiff get equally cast,

There shoemakers quietly stick to the last,

There brokers at length become silent as stocks,

There stage-drivers sleep without quitting their box,

And so forth and so forth and so forth and so on,

With this kind of stuff one might endlessly go on;

To come to the point, I may safely assert you

Will find in each yard every cardinal virtue ;*

Each has six truest patriots: four discoverers of ether,

Who never had thought on’t nor mentioned it either:

‘Ten poets, the greatest who ever wrote rhyme:

Two hundred and forby first men of their time:

One person whose portrait just gave the least hint

Its original had a most horrible squint:

One critic, most (what do they call it ?) reflective,

Who never had used the phrase ob- or subjective;

Forty fathers of Freedom, of whom twenty bred

Their sons for the rice-swamps, at so much a head,

And their daughters for—faugh! thirty mothers of
Gracehi:

:\:'_ou-resistants_ who gave many A spiritnal black eye:

light 'grl.llc friends of their kind, one of whom was a
jailer:

Four captains almost as astounding as Taylor:

* (And at this just conclusion will surcly arrive,
That the goodness of earth is more dead thai ulivs,)
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Two dozen of Italy’s exiles who shoot us his
Kaisership daily, stern pen-and-ink Brutuses,

Who, in Yankee back-parlors, with erucified smile*
Mount serenely their conntry’s funereal pile:
Ninety-mine Irish heroes, ferocious rebellers

’Gainst the Saxon 1n e1s-marine garrets and cellars,
Who shake their dread fists o’er the sea and all that, —
As long as a copper drops mnto the hat:

Nine hundred Teutonie republicans stark

From Vaterland’s b::ttles just won —in the‘l‘ark,

Eapecally now they no longer exist; —

I would merely observe that you’ve taken to giving

The puffs that belong to the dead to the hving,

And that 2| your trump-of. porary-doom’s

tones |
Is tuned after old dedications and tombstones,” —

Here the eritic came in and a thistle presented § —

%You’re surprised, I suppose, I was absent so long
But your godship respecting the hlies was wrong;
Bt et b R | e

Tlus one hly I found and made haste to bring hither.”

#Dud he think T had given him a book to review ?
I ought to have known what the fellow would do,”
Muttered Phcebus aside, ¢« for a thistle will pass
Beyond douht for the queen of all flowers with an ass;
He has chosen 1n just the same way as he’d choose
His specimens out of the books he reviews,
And now, as this offers an excellent text,

« Not forgetting thelr tea and thelr toast though, the while
‘Turn back how t0 paza —goodncas only knows what,
* Abd ke 3 Tresh huld on The thread of miy plot.
2a
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1711 give 'em some Lrief hints on criticism next.”
So, musing a moment, he turned to the crowd,
And, clearing bis voice, spoke as follows aloud : —

«\[y friends, in the happier days of the muse,
We were luckily free from such things as reviews,
Then naught came between with its fog to make clearer
The heart of the poet to that of his hearer;
Then the poet brought heaven to the people, and they
Felt that they, too, were poets in hearing his lay;
Then the poet was prophet. the past in his soul
Precreated the future, both parts of one whole;
Then for him there was nothing too great or too small,
Tor one natural deity sanctified all;
Then the bard owned no clipper and meter of moods
Save the spirit of silence that hovers and broods
Orer the seas and the mountains, the rivers and woods
He asked not eartl’s verdict, forgetting the clods,
His soul soared and sang to an audience of gods.
*T'was for them that he measured the thought and the line
And shaped for their vision the perfect design,
With as glorious a foresight, a balance as true,
As swung out the worlds in the infinite blue;
Then a glory and greatness invested man’s heart,
The universal, which now stands estranged and apart,
Ia the free individual moulded, was Art:
Then the forms of the Artist seemerd thrilled with desire
For something as yet unattained, fuller, higher,
As gnce with her lips, lifted hands, and eves listening,
And her whole upward soul in her countenance glistening,
Eurydice stood — like a beacon unfired,
Which, o_nc% touel’d with flame, will leap heav'nward in-

spired —

And waited with answering kindle to mark
The first gleam of Orpheus that pained the red Dark.
Then painting, song, sculpture, did more than relieve
The need that men feel fo create and believe,
And as, in all beauty, who listens with love,
Hears these words oft repeated — ‘beyond and above,’
So these seemed to be but the visible sign
Of the grasp of the soul after things more divine;
They were Iadders the Artist erected 1o climb
O’er the narrow horizon of space and of time,
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The last spurning print of a sky-cleaving god.

“But now, on the poet’s dis-privacied moods
With do tkis and do that the pert entic intrudes ;
Wlule he tlunl.s he 's been barely fulfilling lus duty

Precisely, at all evenfs, what he ou:f;.ht nof !

You Lave done this, says one judge; done that, says an-

other,
You should hare done this, grambles one; that, says
t’ other;
Never mind what ke touches, one shrieks out Taboo!
.And while he 13 wondering what he shall do,
Since each suggests opposlle topics for song,
They all shout together you 're right ! and you’re wrong!

“XNature fits all her children with something to do,
He who would write and can't write, can surely review.
Can set up a small booth as enitic and sell us his

ttier jealousies,
et ne s o€ Rin bangg

" ' through,
to

He reviews mtb as much nonchalance as he wh:’stles.
He gozs through a book and just picks out the thistles
It matters not whether he blame or commend,

If he’s bad as a foe, he’s far worse as a friend;

Let an anthor but wnte what’s above s poor scope:
And he ’lI 8o w work gravely and tmst up a rope,

el $a cnn memeghenant dana
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Every cockboat that swims clear its fierce (pop) gundeck
at him
And make as he passes its ludicrous Peck at him,” —

Here Miranda came up and began, * As to that,” —
Apollo at once seized his gloves, cane, and hat,
And, seeing the place getting rapidly cleared,
I, too, snatched my notes and forthwith disappeared.
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.
b‘yltrske of bixc“h‘ JDd it ever enter that old bewildered head of thing

From the Omon Grove Phenie
A talented youne townaman nf aurre wanansin =

* HIGH-WORTHY MisTER!
*“Ishall also now especially happy starve, because I have more or
less a work of one those aboriginal Red-Men seen m which I have
. 80 deaf an interest e\er taken follworthy on the self shelf with our
Gottached to be upset.
**Pardon my e English-speech nppractice!
“Vox lluwpva "
Heo als0 sent with tha qhnva nnta a acmw af ben 2o - ~

o following genume * notice ” kavinz met my eve | gladly msore
ay[(\-rnhiou ol it ere, the mora espesinlly u h. eontis ons of Bix B
low’s poem3 not elseschere pnnted. -
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When 3{a brmeby upon ‘em slips,
Holdy sot pale ez ashes,

AlLkind o’ smily round the lips
Ax’ teaty round the lashes.

FlarWand - o= ¢
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'
majore ¥1, occasione ministrante, adversux Fortanam iater
querem.  Ast miln, talia volventi, et, sicut Saturnus ille rado-
A&p«,libem meidep fidenti, casus mi d
nec antea snauditus, supervenit  Nam, nt ferunt Scythas pie-
tatis causa et parsimonie, parentes suos mortuos devorisse, sic
fillas hic meus primogenitus, Scythis iy~1s minus mansaetas,
patrem vivum totum et calcitrantem exsorbere epixus est.
Nec tamen hac de causa sobolemn meam esurientem exheredavi.
Sed famem wtam pro valtdo testimonio virilitatis roborisque
potius habui, eibumque ad eamn satrandam, salva paterna mea
carpe, pet. It qua blem illam scaturientem ad ‘es etiam
quendurn 1doneam ese ande s alienum, ut
minoris pretii, haberem, etrcumspexi.  Rebus 1ta se habentibus,
ab avuncule meo Johanne Doolittle, Armgero, impetravi ut
pecunias necessarias suppeditaret, ne opus esel mihi uuirersi-
tatern relinquends antequa{n ad primom in artibug

-

Avunealo vero nuper mortuo, quum inter alios consangai-
neos testamenti ejus lectionem audiendi causa advenissem,
erectis aunbus verl’m talin sequentia accept.— % Quontam per-
suasum habeo meumn dilectum vepotem Homerum, longa et
intima rerum ang domi exp 451 esse
qui_divitias tueatur, beneficenterque ac prudeuter us divimns

in bivliotheca umus e planms castellss snis Hispaniensibus
tato abscondat.™
s verbis (¥ix credibilibus) auditss, cor meum mn pectore
exsultavit. Deinde, quomam tractatus Anglice seniptus spem
auctoris fefellerat, qmppe quum studium Historre Natarahs in
2epublica nostra mnter factionis strepitum languescat, Latine
versum edere statui, et eo potius quia nescto quomodo diserplua
demi dzo dipl P s quod peritos lingu-
arum omnino mortuarum (et damnandarum, ut dicebat 1ste
aayoipyos Gulielinus Cobbett) nos faciant.
Et mmhi adhuc saperstes est tota 1lls editto pnma, quam quasi
crepitaculuin per quod dentes canitos denttbam tetineo.
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OPERIS SPECIMEN.

(A4d exemplum Johannis Physiophili speciminis Monachologis.)

2 8. B. Militaris, Witbor. Carnifer, JABLONsK. DProfanus,
DEsroxT.

RMn.lu hanceo speclem Cuelopem Fabriclug vocat, ub qui singunlo
ocnlo ad quod sui interest distinguitur. Melins vero Isancus Ontis
nutlum inter 8. milit. 8. que Belzebunl (Fabrie. 152) discrimen esse
defondit.] .

Habitat civitat. Amerie. austral,

Aatreis linels splendidus; plerumqne tamen sordidus, utpoto lanienns
valdo frequentans, fretore singuinis alleetus.  Amat quogne insuper
septs aprieart, nequo inde, nisi maxima conatione, detraditur.  Candi-
datus ergo populariter voeatus. Caput eristam quasi pennaram osten-
dit. Pro cibo vaceam publicnm cnllide mnlget: abdomen enormo;
faculias snetus haund facile estimanda. Otiosus, fatuus; forox nihilomi~
nus, semperque dimieare paratus.  Tortuoso repit.

Capite smpe maxima cum eura disseeto, ne illud radimentum etinm
cerebri commune emnibus prope insectis detegere poteram,

Unam do hoe 8§ milit. rem singularem notavi; Nam 8. Guineens,
(Fabric. 133) servos facit, et ideireo a multis summa in reverentin
habitus, quasi scintillias rationis prene humaunwm demonstrans.

24, 8. B, Criticus, WiLnor. Zoilus, Faprie, Pigmaus, CARLSEN.

[Stultissimo Johannes Stryx cum 8. punctato (Fabrie. 64-100) con-
fundit.  Specimina quamplurima serntationt microscopiers subjeci,
;umq‘_uﬁm tamen unum nlly indiein puneti cujusvis prorsus ostendentem
nvent.

Prreeipne_formidolosus, insectatusque, in proxima rima anonyma
seso abseondit, we, twe, creberrime stridens. Ineptus, segnipes.

Habitat ubiquo gentium; in siceo; nidum suoum tercbrations
indefessa mdificans.  Cibus.  Libros depascit; siceos prieeipue.
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NOTE TO TITLE-PAGE.

It will not have escaped the attentive eye, that I have, on the
title-page, omitted those honorary appendages to the editorial
name which not only ada zreatly to the value of every book,
but whet and exacerbate the appetite of the reader. ¥or not
only does hie surmise that an honorary membership of literary
and scientific societies implies a certain amount of necessary
distinetion on the part of the recipient of such decorations, hut
he is willing to trust himself more entirely to an author who
writes under the fearful responsibility of involving the reputa-
tion of such bodies as the S. «rchal. Dahom., or the Aead. Lit.
et Scient. Kamfschat. 1 cannot but think that the early editions
of Shakspeare and Milton would have met with more rapid and
general aceeptance, but for the barrenness of their respective
title-pages; and I believe, that, even now, a publisher of the
works of either of those justly distinguished men wonld find
his account in procuring their admission to the membership
of learned bodies on the Continent,—a preceeding no whit
more incongruous than the reversal of the judgment against
Socrates, when he was already more than twenty centuries
beyond the reach of antidotes, and when his memory had
acquired a deserved respectability. I conceive that it was a
feeling of the importance of this precantion which induced Mr.
Locke to style himself “ Gent.” on the title-page of his Essay,
as who should say to his readers that they could receive his
metaphysics on the honor of a gentleman.

Nevertheless, finding that, without descending to a smaller
size of type than would have been compatible with the dignity
of the several societies to be named, I eould not compress my
intended list within the limits of a single page, and thinking,
moreover, that the act would carry with it an air of decorous
modesty, T bave chosen to take the reader aside, as it were,
into my private closet, and there not only exhibit to him the
diplomas which T already possess, but also to furnizh him with
a prophetic vision of those which I may. withont undue pre-
samption, hope for, as not beyvond the reach of human ambi-
tion and attainment. And 1 am the rather induced to this
from the fact, that my name has been unaccountably drapped
from the last triennial eatalogue of our beloved :tima Mater
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‘Whether this is to be aitributed to the dificulty of Latinizing
any of those hovorary adjuncts (with a complete st of which
I took care to furnish the proper persons nearly a year before-
band), or whether 1t Lad its ongm in any more culpable
motives, I forbear to consider 1n this place, the matter being
in course of painful investigation But, however this may le,
I felt the onnssion the more keenly, as I had, m expectation of
the new catalogue, enriched the libiary of the Jaalam Athe-

topic to tho safe-keeping of my private diary, intended for
posthumons publication. I state this fact here, in order that
certain nameless individuals, who are, perhaps, overmuch con-

atulating themselves on my silence, may know that a rod is
in pickle which the vigorous hand of a justly incensed posterity
will apply to their memaones.

The careful reader will note, that, in the list which I have
prepared, I have included the names of several Craatlantic
societies to wlich a place = not commonly assigned in proces-
sions of this nature, I have ventured to do this, not only to
encourage native ambition and geinus, but also becanse I have
never been able to percene m what way distance (unless we
suppose ther at the end of a lever) could increase the werght
of learned bodies.  As far as I have been able to extend my

v »
thus sort are enhauced 1 vilde by every additronal mile they
travel, I have wmtermixed the names‘of some tolerably distant

are accustomed.

Osxtn. pER TOT. Orn. TERRAR. CATALOG ACADEM. EpbD,

[T N S SOU PR R SI

o8 Lt Uncial distinz ut Prues § lhst Nat Jaol
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HOMERUS WILBUR, Mr., Episc. Jaalam, S. T. D, 1850,
et Yal. 1849, et Neo-Cees. et Brun. et Gulielm. 1852, et Gul. et
Mar. et Bowd. et Georgiop. et Viridimont. et Columb. Nov.
Ebor. 1853, et Amherst. et Watervill. et 8. Jarlath. Hib. et S.
Mar. et S. Joseph. et S. And. Scot. 1854, et Nashvill. et Dart.
et Dickins. et Concord. et Wash. et Columbian. et Charlest. et
Jeff. et Dubl. et Oxon. et Cantab. et cwet. 1855, . U, N. C. H.
et J. U. D. Gott. et Osnab. et Heidelb. 1860, et Acad. Bore us.
Berolin, Soc., et SS. RR. Lugd. Bat. et Patav. et Lond. et Edinb.
et Ins. Feejee. et Null. Terr. et Pekin. Soc. Hon. et S. H. 8. et
S: P. A, et A. A. S. et S. Zlumb. Univ. et 8. Omn. Rer. Quarund.
q: Aliar. Promov. Passamaquod. et H. P. C. et 1. O. H. et
A, A D et TL K. P. et @. B. K. et Peucin. et Erosoph. et Phila-
delph. et Frat.in Unit. et 2. T. et 8. Archeeolog. Athen. et Acad.
Scient. et Lit. Panorm. et SS. R. H. Matrit. et Beeloochist. et
Caffrar, et Caribb. et M. 8. Reg. Paris. et S. Am. Antiserv. Soc.
Hon. et P. D. Gott. et LL.D. 1852, et D. C. L. et Mus. Doc.
Oxon. 1860, et M. M. 8. S. et M. D. 1854, et Med. Fac. Univ.
Harv. Soc. et S. pro Convers. Pollywog. Soc. Hon. et Higgl.
Piggl. et LL.B. 1853, et S. pro Christianiz. Moschet. Soc., et
SS. Ante-Diluv, ubig. Gent. Soc. Hon. et Civit. Cleric. Jaalam.
et 8. pro Diffus, General. Tenebr. Secret. Corr.



INTRODUCTION.

Witen, more than three years 2go, 1ny talented young parishe
ioner, Mr. Biglow, came to me and submitted to my ammad-
versions the first of his poems which he intended to commit to

cinted (though only as sleeping partner} in a hook which can
stand by stself 1n an independent umty on the shelves of libra-
ries. For there 13 always this drawback from the pleasure of
printing a sermon, that, whereas the queasy stomach of this
generation will not bear a discourse long enough to make a
separate volume, those religions and godly-minded children
(those Samuels, if I may call them <o) of the brain must at
first lie buried 10 an undistinguished heap, and then get such

ection a3 18 vouchsafed to them, mummy-wrapt with a
£ tbnen iV o nbhie mask Af A,

from the fteh of amty; yet I mdy be alloved to say {hat I
he iteh of ramt, | may be allowed to say that I

.
I was, at first, inclined to discourage Mr. Biglow's attempts,
as knowing that the desire to poetize 13 one of the diseases
naturally incident to adolescence, which, 1f the fitting remedtes

 The reader curlous i such matters mav refor i he con find them) to “ A

Rarmon preached on tho Annfversary of the Dark Day,” * A Artllery Llection

Bermon, - { Disonurse on the Late bolijag < Dorcas,’s Funernd teranon on the

Death of Madasa bubmit T, clict of e late Lypericace Tidd, bty " e &e
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be not at once and with a bold hand applied, may become
chronie, and render oue, who might else have become in due
time an ornament of the social circle, a painful object even
to nearest friends and relatives. But thinking, on a fm‘tl_ler
experience, that there was a germ of promise in him whieh
required only culture and the pulling up of weeds fromn around
it, I thought it best to set before him the acknowledged exam-
ples of linglish composition in verse, and leave the rest to
natural emulation. With this view, T accordingly lent him
some volumes of Pope and Goldsmith, to the assiduous study
of which he promised to devote his evenings. Not long after-
ward, he brought me some verses written npon that model, a
specimen of which I subjoin, having changed some phrases of
Jess elegancy, and a few rhymes objectionable to the cultivated
ear. The poem consisted of childish reminiscences, and the
sketchies which follow will not scem destitute of truth to those
whose fortunate education began in a country village. And,
first, lot us hang up his charcoal portrait of the school-dame.

* Propt on the marsh, a dwelling now, I sce
The humble school-house of my A, B, C,
Whero well-drilled urchins, each behind his tire,
‘Waited in ranks the wished command to fire,
Then all together, when the signal came,
Discharged their a-b abs against the dame.
Daughter of Danaus, who conld daily pour
In treacherous pipkins her Pierian store,
She, mid the volleyed learning firm and calm
Patted the furloughed ferule on her palm,
And, to our wonder, could divine at once
‘Who flashed the pan, and who was downright dunce.

“There young Devotion learned to climb with ease
The gnarly limbs of Seripture family-trees,
And ho was most commended and admired
Who soonest to the topmost twig perspired ;
Each name was called as many various ways
As pleased the reader’s car on different days,
So that the weather, or the ferule’s stings,
Colds in the head, or fifty other things,
Transformed the helpless Hebrew thrice a week
To guttural Pequot or resounding Greek,
Thoe vibrant accont skipping here and there,
Just as it pleased invention or despair;
No controversial Hobraist was the Dame;
With or withont the points pleased her the same;
If any tyro fond & name too tough, ’
And looked at her, pride furnished skill cnough;
She nerved her larynx for the desperate thing,
And cleared the five-barred syllables at a spring,

* Ah, dear old times! thers once it was my hap,
Perched on a stool, to wear the long-eared cap;
From books degraded, there 1 sat at ease, ’
A drone, the envy of compulsory bees;
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by the assiduons bellows of correct models, should be put in
qarsiti A dingly, when my i fous young parish-
foner brought to my study a copy of verses wlich he had
written tonching the acquisition of ‘terntory resnliing from the
Mexican war, and the folly of leaving the question of slavery
or freedom to the adjudication of chance, T Hid myself todite a
short fable or apologue after the manner of Gay and Prior, to
the end that he might see how easily even sucl subjects as he
treated of were capable of 2 more refired style and more elegnnt
expression. Mr, Biglow's production was as follows: —

THE TWO GUNNERS.
4 FADLE

Two tellers, Isrel named and Joe,
undy mornln’ ‘greed to o

Aguonnin’ soon s the bells wuz done

And meetin’ finally begun,

So’st no one wonld n’t b about

Ther Sabbath-brealan’ to spy out

Joo dutn’t want to go a mite,

Past noontioie they went trampin’ round
An’ nary thing to pop at found,

T, faitly tired o their spree,

They learted their gans agm o tree,
An'Jest ez they wiz settin’ down

To take their nooma’, Joe looked roun’
And gep (across lots in a ponit

That warn't more 'n twenty rod beyond,)
A gonge that on the water 50t

Ez etawaitin’ to be shot

Sez Jog, /1 wouldn't ba’ been hired
At that poor critter to ha’ fired,

But, seuco it’s clean gia np tha ghost,
e ll hev the tallest kind o' roast,

1 guess our wistbands T be sight

2]
*Fore it comes ten o'clock ternight *
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“ 1 won't agree to no such hender,”
Sez Isrel, ** keep it tell it’s tender;

"' aint wuth 2 snap afore it’s ripe.”’
Sez Joe, *1'd jest ez lives eat tripe;
You air a buster ter suppose

1'd eat what malkes me hol’ my nose! ”

So they disputed to an’ fro

Till cunnin’ Isrel sez to Joe,

“Don’t less stay here an’ play the fool,
Less wait till both on us git cool,

Jest for o day or two less hide it

An’ then toss np an’ so decido it.”

“ Agreed !’ sez Joe, an’ so they did,
An’ the ole goose wuz safely hnd.

Now 't wuz the hottest kind o’ weather,
An’ when at last they come fogether,

It did n’t signify which won,

Fer all the mischief hed ben done:

The goose wuz there, but, fer his soul,
Joo would 1t ha' tetehed it with a pole;
But Isrel kind o’ liked the smell on’t
An’ made Lis dinner very well on’t.

My own humble aliempt wag in manner and form following,
and I print it here, T sincerely trust, out of no vainglory, but
solely with the hope of doing good.

LEAVING THE MATTER OPEN.

A TALL,
BY HOMER WILBUR, AM.

Two brothers once, an ill-matehed pair,
Together dwelt (no matter where),

To whom an Uncle Sam, or some one,

Hadad left a houso and farm in common.

The two In principles and habits .
‘Wero different as rats from rabbits;

Stout farmer North, with frugal caro,

Laid up provision for hiy heir,

Not scorning with hard sun-browned hands
To scrape acquaintanee with his lands;
Whatever thing ho had to do

He did, and made it pay him, too;

Ho sold his waste stone by the pound,

His drains made water-wheels spin round,
His ice in summer-time le sold,

His wood hrought profit when ‘t was cold,
He dug and delved from morn till night,
Strove to make profit square with right,
Lived on his meins, cut no great dash,
And paid his debts in honest cash.

On tother hand, his brother South
Lived very much from hand to mouth,
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Lowrry, S roryy, S,

C'ln take w) t part we want tg uso;
[you shonld change ¢, nood it lust
Pick You the yeg est, I'] tq C the mmt "

A,,lccd! cried Nor th; thou"ht he, thig fall
"I sow ity il
In that Way I shal get the styp L,
And Sout) may Whistle 1o T his py Lt
0 rhought, 50 dong, tho n 1 Lwas sown
And, Wintep | aving £ome apq x,one
Sly 2 orth Walkeq bhuu,I) forth) 1 spy
The Progregs of hig Wheat » nd rye;
Heavens, what o sight| his brnlh or' s Swine
A askog themsclvos all out 4 din
Sucly gruuting, munvhing, r? ting, ;,, shovmg
emed o "0 1

As for hig ﬁx':lin, Sueh y ork the ey d nmde on’t,
He coulq Wtspy o sm-*lo Dlade op

Off in 4 Tage ho 3y s !ed lo South,
My whenb and ryon W Brief el ke Hns month'
“p 3 t mind ne," gn lsnulh, ‘ plant ’
All of ¢ 10 ne \ I'md th t \ ou wap 1t; "

“Yes, but yo I hogy, ch eried Nortl

“Th ogr'un
Won't hurt thom, ' nnwerod South again
“But they destrq oy my g &rain;

(1] doubt;
"Tig nam) ol "vq foung n m t
Mm{mu €3 teach » and only 4,

tou must no,t sow’ 15 in tho z 'l_)
‘“Nn you,' Says Nopegy » “mugt l LCep thom out;»
"1)'dyi crea 0 them yg : q Nout 9 » P

Askeg Sont dun Urely; e, 5 Atreeq,

The lang ls Open ¢, your seed

1 i
0 or
o knoyy iew mMisg
Wit not ¢ 105t abproy Oyes;
Bave yy, iy nquegy ed righy
Fo Sake o iet days 1 Nights,
I Offered ¢ then, Jou knoy, 't is trug,

0 cut the pie €0 of Iy i tyg.
“ They cnt it 10y, 8rowlg North;

“
Your he'n South s ow toq Into;
I oﬂ'ex'ul ynu th C rocky- cm ner,
But you, o he
Rcfused to take it; 1 am Sorry

No doupt You Mipht have found 2 quary
Perpy IS a glnhl-mine for aught 1 kx(llow, v
r ino

Ol eanre’y p
My right D
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* Bat where,”” quoth North, “are mine?**
*“ Your rights,” says tother, * well, that ’s funny,

Tbought tbe land ¥ —
B . ' - ‘| ..
N . .
. . .
. .
. -

To turn now to other matters, there are two things npon
which 1t wonld scem fitting to dilate somewhat more largely
in this place, —the Yankee character and the Yankee dialect.
And Suat of thn Tonban b aacsine o anh hag mandad neie

A a Aprmapmnne Thae anma dhat shae skt

not merely faced, but vanquished, winter, famine, the wilder-

ness, and the yet more wnvincible storge that drew them back to
o e i g i Yl Y e g o

LNy Lue LOIEWSIU 8311, BHU Luen WL unleplag W glappie
pcr gt o mrens

tn bneeil Tn Thalren
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puts a mew ache in every one of them. Thrift was the first
lesson in their hornbook, pointed out, letter after letter, by the
lean finger of the hard schoolmaster, Necessity. Neither were
those plump, rosy-gilled Englishmen that came hither, but a
hard-faced, atrabilious, earnest-eyed race, stiff from long wrest-
ling with the Lord in prayer, and who had taught Satan to
dread the new Puritan hug. Add two bundred years’ mﬂugnpe
of soil, climate, and exposure, with its necessary result of idio-
syncrasies, and we have the present Yanlkee, full of expedients,
half-master of all trades, inventive in all but the beautiful, full
of shifts, not yet capable of comfort, armed at all points against
the old enemy Hunger, longanimous, good at patching, not so
careful for what is best as for what will do, with a clasp to his
purse and a button to his pocket, not skilled to build against
Time, as in old countries, but ~--* * *« Need, accus-
tomed to move the world with -+’ . . . >wntwo feet,
and no lever but his own long forecast. A strange hybrid,
indeed, did circumstance beget, here in the New World, upon
the old Puritan stock, and the earth never before saw such
mystic-practicalism, such niggard-geniality, such calculating-fa-
naticistm, such cast-iron-enthusiasm, such sourfaced-humor, such
closefisted-generosity. This new Greculus esuriens will make a
living out of anything. Ile will invent new trades as well as
tools. His brain is his capital, and he will get education at all
risks. Put him on Juan Fernandez, and he would make a spell-
ing-book first, and a salt-pan afterward. In eclum, jusseris, ibit,
—or the other way either, —it is all one, so anything is to be
got by it. Yet, after all, thin, speculative Jonathan is more like
the Englishman of fwo centuries ago than John Bull himself is.
He has Jost somewhat in solidity, has become fluent and adapt-
able, but more of the original groundwork of character remains.
He feels more at home with Fulke Greville, Herbert of Cher-
bury, Quarles, George Ilerbert, and Browne, than with his
modern English cousins. He is nearer than John, by at least
a hundred years, to Naseby, Marston Moor, Worcester, and the
time when, if ever, there were true Englishmen. John Bull
has suffered the idea of the Invisible to be very much fattened
out of him. Jonathan is conscious still that he lives in the
world of the Unseen as well as of the Seen. To move John,

you must make your fulecrum of solid beef and ing;
abstract idea will do for Jonathan. and pudding; an

** TO THE INDULGENT READER.

My friend, the Reverend Mr. Wilbur, havineg b 1 i
> Re . i ecn seized with a
dangerous fit of illuess, before this Intrbductiog‘ had passed throngh
1}:11_113 press, and being incapacitated for all literary exertion, sent to me
is notes, memoraunda, &c., and requested mo to fashion them 1nto
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Pastor of a church in Lunglown Corner.
Tr remang to speak of the Yankee dialect Aund, first, it

Hing James translation of the Bible  Shakspeate stands less in
need of a glossary to most New Englanders than to many a native
of the Okl Country  The peculiarities of our speech, however,
are rapidly wearing out  As there 13 no country where reading
1350 universal and newspapers are so multitudinous, so no phrase
remains long local, but 13 trans‘yhuted in the mail-bags to
every remotest corner of the land. Consequently our dialect
approaclies nearer to uniformity than that of any other nation.

centre. And not only is it already spoken here by greater
numbers, but with a lugher popular average of correctuess,
than 1 Britun  The great writers of it, too, we might claim
as ours, wese ownership to be settled by the number of readers

and Jovers
fommm Mol e meestenend o de b ek o 402 )i volume,
18 not {as T
y settlers, nor
familiar use.
ndeavored to
£4PL Iie SPELIN)E 83 NedLLy 38 POSSILLE Lo Wt vtummary mode of
pronunciation. Let the reader who deetrs me over-particnlar

remember this caution of Martial —
4 Quem recitas, meus est, O Fudentine, libellus;
Sed male cum recitas, inciptt esse futss,”
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A few further explanatory remarks will not be impertinent.’
T shall barely Jay down a few general rules for the reader’s
uidance.

& 1. The genuine Yankee never gives the rough sound to the r
when he can help it, and often displays considerable ingenuity
in avoiding it even before a vowel, . L

2, He seldot sounds the final g, a piece of self-denial, if we
consider his partiality for nasals. ~ The same of the final d, as
han’ and stan’ for hand and stand.

3. The h in such words as whi
gether. . . .

4, In regard to a, he shows some incousistency, sometimes
giving a close and obscure sound, as kev for have, hendy for
handy, ez for as, thet for that, and again giving it the broad
gound it has in father, as hinsome for handsome.

5. To the sound ou he prefixes an e (hard to exemplify other-
wise than orally). ]

The following passage in Shakspeare he would recite thus:—

Ie, when, where, he omits alto-

¢ Neow is the winta uv cour discontent
Med glorious summa by this sun o’ Yock,
An’ all the cleouds thet leowered npun eour heouse
In the deep buzzum o’ the oshin buried;
Neow air eour breows beound ’ith victorions wreaths;
Eour breused arms hung up fer monimunce;;
Eour starn alarums changed to merry meetins,
Eour dreffle marches to delight{ul measures,
Grim-visaged war heth smenthed his wrinkled front,
An’ neow, instid o’ mountin’ barebid steeds
To fright the souls o’ ferfle edverseries,
He capers nimly in a lady’s chiimber,
To the lascivious pleasin’ uv a loot,”

6. Au, in such words as daughter and slaughter, he pro-
nounces ah.

7. To the dish thus seasoned add a drawl ad libitum.
[Mr. Wilbur's notes here become entirely fragmentary.—C. N.}

a. Unable to procure a likeness of Mr. Biglow, I thought
the curious reader might be gratified with a sight of the edito-
rial effigies. And here a choice between two was offered, — the
one a profile (entirely black) cut by Doyle, the other o portrait
painted by a native artist of much promise. The first of these
seemed wanting in expression, and in the second a slight ob-.
liquity of the visual organs has been heightened (perhaps from
an over-desire of force on the part of the artist) into too close
an approach to actual strabismus. This slight divergence in my
optical apparatus from the ordinary model —however I may
have been taught to regard it in the light of a mercy rather
than a cross, since it enabled me to give as much of directness
and personal application to my discourses as met the wants of
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refused to allow the copying of therr features, as especially did
Plotinus and Agestlaus among the ancients, not to mention the
smore modern instancesof Seioppius, Palottus, Pinellus, Velserus,
Gataker, and others, or were indifferent thereto, as Cromwell.

L S e L R e

y. Whether any of our national peculiarities may be traced

to our use of stoves, 2s a certain elosencss of the Iips in pro-
it and & 1 leningness of d

selidom roused to open flame” An unrestrained mtercourse with
fire probabl: i) o g 3 of soul.
Ancient Mexicans aned stoves, as the friar Augustin Ruiz re-
ports, 1akluyt, 111, 463, — but the Popish prieats not always
reliable authonty.

Tonlay picked my Tsabella grapes  Crop injured by attacks
of rose-bug 1 the spring  Whether Noah was justifiable in
preserving this class of insecls?

& Concerming Mr Biglow’s pedigree  Tolerably certam
that there was never a poct among s ancestors  An ordina-
tion hymn attributed to a maternal uncle, but perhaps a sort of
production not demanding the creative facalty

11is grandfather a painter of the grandiose or Michael Angelo
schiool ~ Seldom panted objects smaller than houses or barns,
and these with uncommon expression,

e Of the Wilburs no complete pedigree  The crest smd to
be a wild boar, whence, perhaps, the name (?) A connection
with the Earls of Wilbraliam (quas wild boar ham) might be
made out. This suggestion worth followingup  In 1677, John
W.m Expect —~, had 1ssue, 1. Jobn, 2. Haggar, 3. Expect,
4. Rubamah, §. Deare

*Hear lyes y° bodye of Mrs E; Wilber,
e T

Her eartlise yeeres wele iy una uine

'romn Gravestune in Pelussett, North Parish.
2¢c
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This is unquestionably the same John who afternard (1711)
married Tabitha Hagg or Ragg.

But if this were the case, she seems to have died early; for
only three years after, namely, 1714, we have evidence that he
watried Winifred, daughter of Lieutenant Tipping.

He seems to have been 2 man of substance, for we find him
in 1696 couveying “one undivided eightieth part of a salt-
meadow” in Yabbok, and he commanded a sloop in 1702.

Those who doubt the importance of genealogical studies
fuste potius quam argumento erudiendi. -

I trace him as far as 1723, and there lose him. In that year -
he was chosen selectman. .

No gravestone. Perhaps overthrown when new hearse-house
was built, 1802.

He was probably the son of John, who came from Bilham
Comit. Salop. circa 1642.

This first John was 2 man of considerable importance, being
twice mentioned with the honorable prefix of Afr. in the town
records. Name spelt with two Is.

“ Here Iyeth ye bod [sfone unhappily broken,]
Mr. Thon Willber [Esq.} [I enclose this in brackets as doubtful. To
me it seems elear.) i
Ob't die [illegible; looks like xviiil] . . . iii [ prob. 1693.]
. . . . aynt

- payn
. . . . deseased seinte:

A friend and [fath]er untoe all y¢ opreast,
Hee gave yt wicked familists noe reast,
When Sat{an bljewe his Antinomian blaste,
Wee clong to [Willber as a steadf]ast maste.
[Algaynst ye horrid Quafkers] . . .”

It is greatly to be lamented that this curious epitaph is
mutilated. It is said that the sacrilegious British soldjers
made a target of this stone during the war of Independence.
How odions an animosity which pauses not at the grave! How
brutal that which spares not the monuments of authentic his-
tory! This is not improbably from the pen of Rev. Moody
Pyram, who is mentioned by Hubbard as having been noted

for a silver vein of poetry. 1f his papers be still extant,
might possibly be rgcov?]:ed. PP o ST oxtanh & coby
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No. L
A LETTER

FROM MR. EZEKIEL BIGLOW OF JAALAM TO THE HON.
JOSEPH T. BUCKINGIIAM, EDITOR OF THE BOSTON COU-
RIER, EXCLOSING A POEM OF IS SON, BMMR. HOSEA
BIGLOW.

JAYLEM, june 1835.

MisteEr EpbpyTeR:— OQur Hosea wuz down to Boston last
week, and he see a cruetin Sarjnnt a struttin round as popler
as a hen with 1 chicking, with 2 fellers a drummin and fifin
arter him like all nater. the sarjunt he thout Hosea hed n’t gut
his i teeth cut cos he looked a kindo’s though he’d jest com
down, so he cal'lated to hook him in, but Hosy wood n't take
none o’ his sarse for all he hed much as 20 Rooster’s tales stack
onto his hat and eenamost enuf brass a bobbin up and down on
his shoulders and fignreed onto his coat and trousis, let alone
wut nater hed sot in his featers, to make a 6 pounder out on.

wal, Hosea he com home considerabal riled, and arter I'd
gone to bed 1 heern Him a thrashin round like a short-tailed
Bull in fli-time. The old Woman ses she to me ses she, Zekle,
ses she, our Hosee's gut the chollery or suthin anuther ses she,
don’t you Bee skeered, ses I. he’s oney amakin pottery * ses i,
he’s ollers on hand at that ere busynes like Da & martin, and
shure enuf, cuin mornin, Hosy he eum down stares full chizzle,
hare on eend and cote tales flyin, and sot rite of to go reed his
varses to Parson Wilbur bein he haint aney grate shows o’ book
larnin himself, bimeby he cum back and sed the parson wuz
dreffle tickled with ’em as i hoop you will Be, and said they
wuz True grit.

Hosea ses taint hardly fair to call ’em hisn now, cos the par-
son kind o’ slicked off swmn o’ the last varses, but he told Hosee
he did n’t want to put his ore in to tetch to the Rest on 'em,
bein they wuz verry well As thay wugz, and then Hosy ses he
sed suthin a nuther about Simplex Mundishes or sum sech
feller, but I guess Hosea kind o’ did n't hear him, for I never

* Aul insanit, aul versox facit, — H. W.

388
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hearn o' nobody o that name in this villadge, and I've lived
here man sud boy 78 year cum next tater diggemn, and thair aint
no wheres a kitting apryer 'n { ba.

If you print "em I wish yon d jest let folks know who hosy's
Iather iy, cos my ant Keziah used to say 1t's nater to be curus
ses she, she amt Divin though and he’s o hkely kind o' 1ad.

Ezegiet Biorow.

Tirasn away, you'll kev to rattle
On them kittle-drums o’ yourn, —
*Taint a knowin’ kind o’ cattle
‘Thet 13 ketehed wish mouldy corn;
Put in stiff, you fifer feller,
Let folks see how spry you be, —
Guegs yon "1l toot till you are yeller
’Fore you git ahold o me!

Thet air flag’s a leetle rotten,
Hope 1t aint your Sunday’s best; —
Fact! 1t takes a sight o’ cotton
To stuff out a soger’s chest,
Sence we farmers hev to pay fer’t,
Ef you must wear hum{;s like these,
Sposin’ yon should try salt hay fer't,
It would du ez shek ez grease,

T would o't gwt them Southun fellers,
They 're a dreffle graspin’ set,
We must ollers blow the bellers
Wen they want their irons het,
May be it’s all nght ez preachin’,
But my narves 1t kand ¢’ grates,
Wen I see the overreachin’
0" them nigger-dnvun’ States.

Them thet rule us, them slave-traders,
Iaint they cut a thundenn’ swarth,
(Helped by Yankee renegaders,)
Thru the vartu o’ the North!
We begin to think 1t’s nater
To take sarse an’ not be riled ; —
Who’d expect to see s tater
All on eend at betn’ biled 7
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Ez fer war, I call it murder, —
There you hev it plain an’ flab;

I don’t want to go no furder
Than my Testyment fer that;

God hez sed so plump an’ fairly,
It’s ez long ez it is broad,

An’ you’ve gut to git up airly
Lf you want to take in God.

T aint your eppyletts an’ feathers
Malke the thing a grain more right;
T aint afollerin’ your bell-wethers
Will excuse ye in His sight;
Ef you take a sword an’ dror it,
Ar’ go stick a feller thru,
Guv’ment aint to answer for it,
God’ll send the bill to you.

Waut’s the use o’ meetin’-goin’
Every Sabbath, wet or dry,
Ef it ’s right to go amowin’
Feller-men like oats an’ rye?
I dunno but wut it’s pooty,
Trainin’ round in bobtail coats,—
But it’s curus Christian dooty
This ’ere cuttin’ folks’s throats.

They may talk o’ Freedom’s airy
Tell they’re pupple in the face, —
It’s a grand gret cemetary
Fer the barthrights of our race;
They jest want this Californy
So’s to lug new slave-states in
To abuse ye, an’ to scorn ye,
Ax’ to plunder ye like sin.

Aint it cute to see a Yankee
Take sech everlastin’ pains,
All to git the Devil’s thankee,
Helpin’ on ’em weld their chains ?
Wy, it’s jest ez clear ez figgers,
Clear ez one an’ one make two,
Chaps thet make black slaves o’ niggers
Want to malke wite slaves o’ you.
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Tell ye jest the cend I’ve come fo
Arter cipherin’ plaguy smart,
An’ it makes a handy sum, tu,
Auny gamp could larn by heart;
Laborm’ man an’ laborin® woman
Hev one glory an’ one shame,
Evy thin’ thet's dore inhuman
Injers all on ’emn the same.

T aunt by turnin’ out to hack folks
You'’re agow’ to git your nght,
Nor by lockin’ down on black folks
Coz you’re put upon by wite;
Slavery amnt o’ pary color,
"Paint the hide thet makes it wus,
All 1t keers fer in a feller
'8 jest to make hum i1l its pus,

Waceamw v

‘I'he etarnal bung wuz loose!
She wants me fer home consumption,
Let alone the hay ’s to mow, —
Ef you’re arter folks ¢’ gumption,
‘on 've a darned long row to hoe.

Take them editors thet’s crowin’

Like a cockerel three months old, —
Don't ketch any on ’em gowy’,

AR R
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Ez fer war, I call it murder,—
There you hev it plain an’ flat;

I don’t want to go no furder
Than my Testyment fer that;

God hez sed so plump an’ fairly,
It’s ez long ez it is broad,

An’ you’ve gut to git up airly
Ef you want to take in God.

T aint your eppyletts an’ feathers
Make the thing a grain more right;
T aint afollerin’ your bell-wethers
Will excuse ye in His sight;
Ef you take a sword an’ dror it,
An’ go stick a feller thru,
Guv’ment aint to answer for it,
God ’ll send the bill to you.

Wut’s the use o’ meetin’-goin’
EBvery Sabbath, wet or dry,
Ef it’s right to go amowin’
Feller-men like oats an’ rye?
I dunno but wut it’s pooty,
Trainin’ round in bobtail coats, —
But i6’s curus Christian dooty
This ’ere cuttin’ folks’s throats.

They may talk o’ Freedom’s airy
Tell they 're pupple in the face, —
It’s a grand gret cemetary
Fer the barthrights of our race;
They jest want this Californy
So’s to lug new slave-states in
To abuse ye, an’ to scorn ye,
An’ to plunder ye like sin.

Ainf it cute to see a Yankee
Take sech everlastin’ paius,
All to git the Devil’s thankee,
Helpin’ on ’em weld their chains ?
Wy, it’s jest ez clear ez figgers,
Clear ez one an’ one make two,
Chaps thet make black slaves o’ niggers
Want to make wite slaves o’ you.
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Tell ye jest the ceud I’ve come to
Auter cipherin’ plagay smart,
Aw’ 1t makes a handy sum, tu,
Any gump could larn by heart;
Laborin’ man an’ Iaborin” woman
Hev one glory aw’ one shaie,
Ev'y thin’ thet’s done inhuman
Injers all on ’em the same.

T aint by turnin’ out to hack folks
You’re agown’ to git your right,
Nor by lookin’ dawn on llack falks
Coz you’re put upon by wite;
Slavery mnt o’ nary calor,
[ amt the lude thet makes it wus,
Al it keers fer 1w a feller
’S yest to make him fill its pus,

Want to tackle me in, du ye ?
I expect you'll hev to wait;
‘Wen cold lead puts daylight thru ye
You'll begin to kal'klate;
’Spose the crows wun't fall to pickin®
All the carkiss fiom your bones,
Coz you helped to grve a ek’
To them poor half-Spamsh drones ?

Toa - Y .

1he etatnal bung wuz loose!
™ ' B

Faton 8} mem ~2T0oa 47

'L nongh they be so blasted bold;
Aint they a prime lot o fellers?
’Fore they think on't they will sprout.
(Like a peach thet’s got the yellers,)
With the meanness bustin® out.
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Wal, go "long to help ’em stealin’
PBigger pens to cram with slaves,

Help the men thet’s ollers dealin’
Insults on your fathers’ graves;

Help the strong to grind the feeble,
Help the many agin the few,

Help the men thet call your people
Witewashed slaves an’ peddlin’ crew!

Massachusetts, God forgive her,
She’s akneelin’ with the rest,
She, thet ough’ to ha’ clung fer ever
In her grand old eagle-nest;
She thet ougl’ to stand so fearless
Wile the wracks are round her hurled,
Holdin’ up a beacon peerless
To the oppressed of all the world!

Haint they sold your colored seamen ?
Haint they made your env’ys wiz ?

Wut 11 make ye act like freemen ?
Wut’11 git your dander riz?

Come, Il tell ye wut I’m thinkin’
Is our dooty in this fix,

They ’d ha’ done’t ez quick ez winkin’
In the days o’ seventy-six.

Clang the bells in every steeple,
Call all true men to disown

The tradooeers of our people,
The enslavers o’ their own;

Let our dear old Bay State proudly
Put the trumpet to her month,

Let her ring this messidge loudly
In the ears of all the South:—

“1°1 return ye good fer evil
Much ez we frail mortils ean,
But T wun't go help the Devil
Makin’ man the cus o’ man;
Call me eoward, call me traiter,
Jest ez suits your mean idees, —
Here I stand a tyrant-hater,
An’ the friend o' God an’ Peace!”
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Ef I'd my way I hed ruther

We should go to work an’ part,—
They take one way, we take t’other,—

Guess 1t sould n't break my heart;
Man hed ougly’ to put asunder

Them thet God has noways jined;
An' I should n't gretly wonder

Ef there 's thousands ¢’ my mind.

J .
sion of arms was Judzed to be ser efexze that of a gentleman, nor does
1bis opinion want fof srengons upholders eves {a our day. ' 3ust we
fuppose, then, $hat the profession of Chnstianity was only intended for
losels, or, at bewt, to afford ap opening for plebe.an xmbk!an? or
ohall e Bl with that nicely metaphymcal Fomeranian, Captain Vratz,
who was Count Kamizsmark's chief instrument m lhe menier of )lr
‘Thynne, that ihe Sehems of Salvation bas been arranged w

especial eye to the necessities of the uprer classes, an T Gop o
consider @ gentieman and deal with biin swtably to lhe mndxllun and

profession he had placed him 10?2t may be said o plo

Blus quam rationd eioimus, — L. W |

No. IL
A LETTER

FROM MB. HOSEA BIGLOW TO TIE JION. J. T. BUCRING-
JIAM, EDITOR OF THE BOSTON COURIEE, COVERING A
LETTEE PEOM MRE. B. SAWIN, PRIVATE IS TIE 3MASSA.
CHUSETTS REGIMENT.
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Yould nop be Understong f C remarkg that p;
theor Whicl, SUppogeg that ¢ xIdren, Iif lort Chtirely tb_emseh
wou) nntumlly discoursc in Hebrew. For this the authont_v of ¢
CXperimeny is chimcd, and could, yeiy, Sir Thomgg Brownc, des

itg esrnblishmcnt, in:xsmuch as the ncquircment of that Sacred '
'y Tacil; Y

as questiom‘ng in theg
atk chj

Woul Aeilitate, m awy that Her, dot.s States 'y
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An’tl’ Cunnles, ty, conld kiver up their shappoes with
bandanners,

An’ send the inswes skootin' to the bar-room with their
Danners,

(Fear o gittin’ on 'em spotted,) an’ a feller conld ery
quarter

Ef ho fired away his ramrod atter tu much ram an’ water.

Recollect wut fun we hed, you 'w’ I an’ Ezry Hollis,

Up there to Waltham plam last fall, along o’ the Corn-
wallig 7 *

This sort o' thing aing sest like thet, — I wish thet I wuz
furder,t —

Nimepunce a day fer killiw’ folks comes kind o’ low fer

er,

{Wy I*ve worked out to slarterin’ some fer Deacon Cephas
Thllins,

An’ in the hardest times there wuz I ollers tetched ten
shilling,)

There ’s sutthin’ gits mto my throat thet makes 1t hard to
swaller,

The fust time ’t ever I found out wy baggonets wuz
peaked;
Here’s how it wuz: I started out to go to a fandango,
The sentinul he ups an’ sez, “Thet’s furder’an you can
0P

“ None o your sarse,” sez I, sez he, ¢ Stan’ back!” “ Aint
you & buster?”

Sez 1, “1’m up to all thet air, I guess I’ve ben to muster;

T e e cRATTe ale anb wree ek mmenan? b Amb o

me
An’ made o lole nght thru my close ez ef I wuz an
in'my.
81 halt tho Blta of e with 0 mskit #x L ku pitm ot thel dr fun o 8 cors

wallla 1 aint agoln® to deny it
e Means Not quite oo fur I gucas, — It B
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TWal, it beats all how big I felt hoorawin’ in ole Funnel

Wen Mister Bolles he gin the sword to our Leftenant
Cunnle, . )

(It’s Mister Secondary Bolles,* thet writ the prize peace
essay ;

Thet’s Wh})’ he did o't list himself along o us, I dessay,)

An’ Rantoul, tu, talked pooty loud, but don’t put Zis
foot in it, i L.

Coz human life’s so sacred thet he’s principled agin it, —

Though I myself can’t rightly see it’s any wus achokin’
on ’em,

Than puttin’ bullets thru their lights, or with a bagnet
pokin’ on’em;

How dreffle slick he reeled it off, (like Blitz at our lyceum

Ahanlin’ ribbins from his chops so quick you skeercely
see 'em,)

About the Anglo-Saxon race (an’ saxons would be handy

To du the buryin’ down here upon the Rio Grandy),

About our patriotic pas an’ our star-spangled banner,

Our country’s bird alookin’ on an’ singin’ out hosanner,

Axn’ how he (Mister B. himself) wuz happy fer Amer-
iky’ -—

I felt, ez sister Patience sez, a leetle mite histericky.

I felt, I swon, ez though it wuz a drefile kind o’ privilege

Atrampin’ round thrn Boston streets among the gutfer’s
drivelage ;

I act’lly thought it wuz a treat to hear a little drummin’,

An’ it did bonyfidy seem millanyum wuz acomin’

Wen all on us got suits (darned like them wore in the
state prison% .

An’ every feller felt ez though all Mexico wuz hisn.f

This ’ere’s about the meanest place a skunk could wal
diskiver .

(Saltillo’s Mexican, I blieve, fer wut we call Salt-river);

The sort o’ trash a feller gits to eat doos beat all nater,

I'd give a year’s pay fer a smell o’ one good blue-nose
tater;

* the ignerant creeter means Sekketary ; but he 0
cobbler's wax to sn ile-stone.—H. B. A e offers stuck to his books Ik
1 it must be aloud that thare °s a streak o° nater in lovin® sho, but It sartinly is 1
o‘{ El.ze‘curus‘est things in nater to see a rispecktable dri goods dealer (deekon off &
et el el =teels T L8 s the Welgh they du and strattip” round in the
.+ vet goods of himself. Efany thin’s foolisher
=: it is milishy gloary. — H. B.
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Ihe country here thet Mister Bolles declared to be so
charmin’

Throughout is swarmin’ with the most alarmin’ kind o'
varmin.

He talked about delishis froots, but then it wuz a wopper

all,

The holl on’t ’s mud an’ prickly pears, with here an’ there
a chapparal ,

You see a feller peekin' out, an’, fust you know, a Jariat

Is round your throat an’ you a copse, *fore you can say,

: “Wut mr yo at?” ¥

You never scs sech darned gret bugs (it may not be
irrelevant

* To say I’ve scen a scarabens pilularius ¥ big ez a year old

elephant,}

The ngiment come up one day 1 time to stop & red bug

From runnin’ off with Cunnle Wnght, —’t wuz jest a
common crmex lectilarius

One night I started up on eend an’ thought I suz to hum

agin,

I heerna h'um, thinks X 1t’s Sol the fisherman hez come
agin

s bellowses 13 sound enough, —ez I'm a hiin’ erecter,

T felt a thing go thru my leg, — 't wuz nothin’ more ’n a
skeeter]

Then there’s tho yaller fever, tu, they call 1t here el
vomito, —

(Come, thet wun’t du, you landerab there, I tell ye to le’
go m, 1

My gracious! it’s a scorpion thet’s took a shme to play
with’t,

I darsw't skeer the tarnal tiung fer fear he'd run away
with .y

Afore T come away from hum I hed a strong persuasion

Thet Mexicans worn’t human beans, } —an ourang oz
tang nation,

® thewo £ leraaro verey profrlly afled Btak Herors ad the moors tha b7 20

u
Tavker and more Herowick tha bekum
= -




A’ Hokj, coloreg folks ahgys, TOn Imow, 5 4 Xind ¢

D2Tong] .

But weq 1 Jined 1 TOrnY S0 wise e thei aip daeen g

Sheby,

An® here e air aAscrougin °m oy 0" thir op dominiozz:
g Mieng,

Ashelteripy: em, ez Caleh san ander any fagle’s § Inions
1k meqng 0 mke g TR up jess by the Slaek o'

=

An’ wak him Spanisy clean Tight ans 0’ all hig Bompes

Wal, 3+ doos segm g Cores wur, bur thep hoorg
Jaokson.’

It myse be righs, fer Caleh

* 'l Ty

fairly, © ’ R
{Guess Ten e Retches ‘em ar thet g U hey W gir
arrhyy
Ther gy Darien bigger 4 theirn gy S0 IS righss
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An’ there’s another thing I know, an' thet is, ef these
t

.. .
cleared out on’t.

This goin’ ware glory waits ye haint one agreeable feetur,
An' ef it worn’t fer wakin' gnakes, I’d home agin short

meter;
0, wounldn't I be off, quick tume, ef 't worn't thet I wnz
sartin
They ’d let the daylight into me to pay me fer desartin’!
1 don’t approve o telhn’ tales, but jest to you I may state
Qur ossifers mnt wut they wuz agnre they left the Bay-

state,
Then it wuz “lister Sawin, sir, you’re muddhn’ well
now, be ye?
Step up an’ takea mpper, sir; I 'm drefile glad to see ye™;
But nowit’s “ Ware’s my eppylet * here, Sawin, stepan’
fetch it?
An’ mind your eye, be thund’rin’ spry, or, damn ye, youn
shall ketch it !”
Wal, ez the Doctor sez, some pork will bile so, but by
mighty,
Ef I hed some on 'em to hum, I'd qive "em linkum wity,
17d play the rogue’s march on their ludes an’ other music
f{)“crin'—
But I must close my letter here, fer one on ’em’s ahol-
lerin®,
These Anglosaxon ossifers, — wal, taunt po use ajawin’,
I’m gafe enlisted fer the war,
Yourn,
Bieporrepoy SAwIN.

ose hare nnt been wanting (as, indeed when bath Satan been

10 se+k for attorneys?) who have maintained that our Iate inroad upon

Mexicn was gndertaken, not so much for the avenging of any natlooal
iy A e Fah ey i B R e







THE BIGLOW PAPLRS. s 401

O T B O U S S
. - . . ..
. - .- eyt
. - . . .
[ . . f - - e .
. - . - PR
- P - . -
. . "
N . .
. . . - -
- . ot

No. IIT,

WHAT MR, ROBIN9ON THINKS




402 LOWELL'S POEMS.

ticular persons. It is one of the cunningest fetches of Satan, that he
pever exposes himself directly to our arrasws, bat, still dodging behind
this neighbor or that acquaintauce, compels us to wonnd him through
them, if at all. He holds our affections as hostages, the while he patches
up 2 trace with our conscience. . .
Aeanvwhile, let us not forget that the aim of the true sm}gxst is not
1o be severe upon persous, but only upon falsehood, and, as Trath and
Falsehood start from the szme point, and sometimes even go along 1o-
gether for a little way, his business is to follow the path of the latter
after it diverges, and to show her flonndering in the bog at the end of
it. Trath is quite beyond the reach of satire. There is so brave asim-
plicity in her, that she can no more be made ridiculous than an oak or
a pine. The danger of the satirist is, that continual use may denaden
his sensibility to the force of languaze. He becomes more and more
liable to strike harder than he knows or intends. He may be careful
to put on his boxing-gloves, and yet {orget, that, the older they grow,
the more plainly may the knuckles inside be felt. Moreover, In the
heat of contest, the eye is inseusibly drawn to the crown of victory,
whose tawdry tinsel glitters through that dust of the ring which ob-
scures Trath's wreathof simpleleaves. I havesometimes thought that
my young friend, Mr. Biglow, needed a monitory hand laid on his arm,
—atiguid sutfaminandus erat. I have never thought it good hus-
bandry to water the tender plants of reform with agua sortis, yet,
where so much is to do in the beds, he were a sorry gardener who should
wage 3 whole day’s war with an iron scufile on those ill weeds that
make the garden-walks of life unsightly, when a sprinkle of Attic salt
will wither them up. Esf ars etiam maledicendr, says Scaliger, and
. truly it is o hard thing to say where the graceful gentleness of the lamb
Tw,  merges in downright sheepishness.  We may conclude with worthy and
>, wise Dr. Fuller, that “one may be a lamb in private wrongs, but
: ﬁl he:,x'rm« g%ejnl affronts to goodness they are asses which are not
ons.” — H.

GuveNeRr B. is a sensible man;
He stays to his home an’ looks arter his folks;
He draws his furrer ez straight ez he can,
An’ into nobody's tater-patch pokes; —
But John P.
Robinson he
Sez he wunt vote fer Guvener B.

My! gint it terrible? Wut shall we du ?
We ean’t never choose him, o’ course, — thet’s flat:
Guess we shall hev to come roynd, (don’t you?)
A’ go in fer thunder an’ guns, an’ all that;
Fer John P. ’
Robinson he
Sez he wunt vote fer Guvener B.

Gineral C. is a drefile smart man
He’s ben on all sides thet give places or pelf;



THE BIGLOW PAPERS. 403

But consistency still wuz a part of his plan, —
He's been true to one party and thet is himself; —
So John 1"
Robinson he
Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C.

Gineral C. he goes in fer the war;
He don’t vally pnineiple more 'n an old cud;
Waut did God make us raytional ereeturs fer,
But glory an’ gunpowder, plunder an’ blood ?
So John P
Robinson he
Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C.

We were gittin’ on nicely up here to our village,
Robinson he
Sez this kind o’ thing’s an exploded idee.

The side of our country must ollers be took,
An’ Presidunt Polk, you know, he 13 our country.
An’ the angel thet writes all our sins i a book
Puts the debit to Inm, an’ to us the per contry ;
' John P,

Robinson he
Sez thus is his view o’ the thing to a T.

fum:

Robinson he
Sez 1t aint no sech thing; an’, of course, so must we.

Furson Wilbur sez ke never heerd 1n his hfe

Thet th’ Apostles rigzed out in therr swaller-tail coats
An’ marched round 1n front of a drum an’ a fife,

To git some on 'em office, an’ some on "em votes,
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But John P.
Robinson he )
Sez they did n’t know everythin’ down in Judee.

Wal, it’s 2 marcy we’ve gut folks to tell us
The rights an’ the wrongs o’ these matters, I vow, —
God sends country lawyers, an’ other wise fellers,
To start the world’s team wen it gits in a slough;
Fer John P,
Robinson he
Sez the world ’11 go right, ef he hollers out Gee!

[The attentive reader will doubtless have perceived in the foregoing
poem an allusion to that pernicious sentiment,—* Our country, right
or wrong.” It is au abuse of language to eall a certain portion of lanq,
much more, certain personages, clevated for the time being to high
station, our country. I would not sever nor loosen 2 singlg one of
those ties by which we are united to the spot of our birth, nor minish
by a tittle the respeet due to the Magistrate. I love our own Ba
State too well to do the one, and as for the other, 1 have myself {or nig
forty years exercised, however unworthily, the function of Justice of
the Peace, having been called thereto by the unsolicited kindness of
that most excellent man and upright patriot, Caleb Strong. Patriz
[umaus igne alieno luculentioris best qualified with this, — Ubi libertas,
tbi patria. e are inhabitants of two worlds, and owe a donble but
not a divided, allegiauce. In virtuo of our eclay, this little ball of earth
exacts a certain loyalty of us, while, in our capacity as spirits, we are
" admitted citizens of an invisible and holier fatherland. ‘“There is a
patriotism of the soul whose claim absolves us from our other and
terrene fealty. Our true country is that ideal realm which we repre-
sent to ourselves under the names of religion, duty, and the like. Our
terrestrial organizations are but far-oflf approaches to so fair a model,
and all they are verily traitors who resist not any attempt to divert
them from this their original intendment. When, therefore, one would
have us to tling up our caps and shont with the multitunde, —“*Our
country, however bounded !’ he demands of us that we sacrifice tho
larger to the less, the higher to the lower, and that we yield to the
imaginary claims of a few acres of soil our duty and priviloge as liege-
men of Truth. Our true country is bounded on the north and tho
south, on the east and the west, by Justice, and when she oversteps that
invisible boundary-line by so mueh as a hair’s-breadth, she ceases to bo
our mother, and chooses rather to be looked upon quasi noverca. ‘That
is a hard choice, when our earthly love of country calls upon us to
tread one path and our duty points us to another. “We must make as
noble and becoming an election as did Penelope between Icarius and
Ulysses. Veiling our Iaces, we must take silently the hand of Duty to
follow her.

Shortly after the publication of tho foregoing poem, there appeared
some comments upon it in one of the public prints which scemed to

call for animadversion, I accordingly addressed to Mr. Buckingham
of the Boston Courier, the Iollowingglgtter. s,

Jaaras, Novembeor 4 f
‘To the Editor of the Couricr: + Novembor 4, 18647

“ReSPECTED SIr, — Calling

at the post-office this morning, our
worthy and eflicient postmaster : 5

offered for my perusal a paragraph in
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.. .
bas excited in my bosom mingled emotions of sorrow and sarprise
Well may my young parishioner, Mr Biglow, exclalm with the poet,

*§le vos non vobis,’ &e.;
though, 1n sayfng this, [ would not convey the imptession that he fs 5

proficient In the Latin tongue, —the tongue, I might add, of a Horace
aa Ty,

Cew e eefem e em T asaeftea faan oL e

PR . . .
. - . . . . . .
P 1 . . .
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*Wa kiod o’ thought Christ went agin war an’ pitlage *
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#1f the Post maintains the converse of this proposition, it can havdly
be considered as a safe guide-post for the moral and religions portions
of its party, however many other excellent qualities of a post it may
be blessed with. There 15 # sign in London on which s paimed, —
*The Green Man.’ It would do very well as a portrait of any indi-
vidual who would support so unscriptural a thesis. As regards the
language of the line in question, T am bold to say that He who readeth
the hearts of men will not account any dialect unseemly which ennveys
a sound awd pious sentiment. I could wish that such sentiments were
more common, however unconthly expressed.  Saint Amhrose.:lﬂlrms,
that reritas « qurcunque (why not, then, quomodocunque ?) dicutur, i
spiritu sancto est. Digest also this of Baxter: —‘The plainest words
are the most profitable oratory in the weightiest matters.

*When the paragraph in question was shown to Mr, Biglow, the only
part of it which secmed to give him any dissatisfaction was that which
classed him with the Whig party. He says, that, if resolutions are
nourishing kind of diet, that party must be in a very hearty and flowr-
ishing condition ; for that ﬂm?’ have quietly eaten more good ones of
their own baking than he could have conceived to be possible without
repletion. He has been for some years past (I regret to say) an ardent
opponent. of those sound doctrines of protective policy which form so
promineut a portion of the creed of that party. I confess, that, in some
discussions which I have had with him on this point in my study, he
has displayed =« vein of obstinacy which I had not hitherto detected in
his composgition, He is also (horresco referens) infected in no small
measure with the peculiar notions of a print ealled the Liberator, whose
heresies I take every proper opportunity of combating, and of which, I
thank God, I have never read a single line.

1 did not see Mr, B.’s verses until they appeared in print, and there
is certainly one thing in them which I consider highly improper. 1
allude to tfl'ﬁ personaj references to myself by name, Lo confer noto-
riety on an humble individual who is laboring quietly in his voeation,
and who keeps his cloth as free as he can from the dust of the political
arena (though vz mili si non evangelizavero), is no doubt an indeco-
rum. The sentiments which he attributes to me I will not deny to be
mine. 'Lhey were embodied, though in a different form, in a discourse
preached upon the last day of public fasting, and were acceptable to
my entire people (of whatever political views), except the postmaster,
who dissented ez gfiicio. I observe that you sometimes dovote a por:
tion of your paper to a religious shmmary, 1 should be well pleased
to furnish a copy of my discourse for insertion in this department of
your instructive journal. By omitting the advertisements, it might
easily bo got within the limits of a single number, and I venture to
insure you the sale of some scores of copies in this town. I will cheer-
fully render mysell responsible for ten. It might possibly be advan-
tageous to issue it as an extra.  But perhaps you will not esteem it an
object, and T will not press it. My offer does not spring from any wenk
desire of secing my namo in print; for I can enjoy this satisfaction at
any time by turning to the Triennial Catalogue of the University,
where it also possesses that ndded emphasis of Italics with which those
of my calling are distinguished.

T would simply add, that I continue o fit ingenuous youth for col-
lege, and that I have two spacious and airy sleeping apartments at this
moment unoceupied. Ingenuas didicisse, &e. "Ierms, which vary ac-
cording to the circumstances of the parents, may be known on applica~
tion tome by letter, post paid. In all eases the Iad will be expected
to fetch his own towels. ‘Lhis rule, Mrs, W. desires me to add, has ho
sxceptions. !

* Respectfully, your obedient servant,
‘ Hompr WiLnur, A.M.
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“ I8 Perhaps the last parazraph may Ik ke an attempt to
obtain tha insertion of my eircalar gnm'(ou‘ly. It ftebenld -“u to
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name who held the otlice of Portry Profecssr at Oxfont, that, whea
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No. IV.

REMARKS OF INOREASE D. O’PHACE, ESQUIRE, AT AN EX
PRUMPERY CAUCUS IN STATE STREET, REPORTED BY
MR. H. BIGLOW.

[Tux ingenions reader will at once understand that no such speech
as the following was ever totidem verbis pronounced. But there are
simpler and less guarded wits, for the satisfying of which such an ex-
planation may be needfnl. For there are certain invisible lines, which
as Truth successively overpasses, she becomes Untruth to one and
another of us, as a large river, flowing from one kingdom into another,
sometimes takes 4 new name, albeit the waters undergo no change,

. how small soever. There is, moreover, a truth of fiction more vera-
cious than the truth of fact, as that of the Poet, which represents to us
things and events as they onght to be, rather than servilely copies them
as they are imperfectly imaged in the crooked and smoky glass of our
mundane affairs. It is this which makes the speech of Antonius, though
originally spoken in no wider a fornm than the brain of Shakspeare,
more historically valuable than that other which Appian has reported,
by as much as the understanding of the Englishman was more compre-
hensive than that of the Alexandrian. Mr. Biglow, in the preseut in-
stance, has only made use of a license assumed by all the historiaus of
antiquity, who put into the mouths of various characters such words
as seem to them most fitting to the occasion and to the spenker. If
it be objected that no such oration could ever have been delivered, I
answer, that there are few assemblages for speecl-making which do
not better deserve the title of Parliamentum Indoctorum than did the

* sixth Parlinment of Henry the Fourth, and that men still continue to
bave as much faith in the Oracle of Fools as ever Pantagruel hagd.
Howell, in his letters, recounts n merry tale of a2 certain ambassador
of Queen Elizabeth, who, having written two letters, one to her Majesty
and the other to his wife, directed them at cross-purposes, so that the
Queen was beducked and bedeared and requested to send a change of
hose, and the wife was beprincessed and otherwise unwontedly besuper-
latived, till the one feared for the wits of her ambassador, and the other
far those of her husband. In like manner it may be presumed that our
speaker has misdirected some of his thoughts, and given to the whole
theatre what he would have wished to confide only to a select auditor
at the back of the curtain. For it is seldom that we can get any fran
utterance from men, who address, for the most part, a Buncombe either
in this world or the next. _As for their audiences, it may be truly said
of our people, that they enjoy one political institution in commeon with
the ancient Athenians: I mean a certain profitless kind of ostrgcism,
wherewith, nevertheless, they seem hitherto well enough content. For
in Presidential electious, and other affairs of the sort, whereas I ob-
serve that the oysters fall to the lot of comparatively few, the shells
(such as the privileges of voting as they are told to do by the ostrivori
aforesaid, and of huzzaing at public meetings) are very liberally dis-
tributed among the people, as being their preseriptive and quite sufii-
cxe'g‘ll; portion. t th .

1e oceasion of the speech is supposed to be Mr. Pa ! 2
to vote for the Whig canr(,lidate for tIH)e Speakersehip.r -—P I?I].f%%"v]s refusal

No? Hezhe? He haint, though ? Wut? Voted agin him?
Ef thehlzn'd of our country could ketch him, she’d skin
im;
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quill,

Forgive me, my friends, ef I scem to be bet,

But a crists Iike this must with vigor be met;
Wen an Arnold the star-spangled banner bestains,
Holl Fourth o’ Julys seem to tule in my veins.

Who ever’d ha’ thought sech a pisonous ng

‘Would be run by a chap thet wuz chose fer a Wig?

4 We knowed wut lis pnineiples wuz *fore we sent lum ?*
Wut wuz ther 1n them from tlhs vote to pervent lum ?
A mareiful Providunce fashioned us holler

O’ purpose thet we might our principles swaller;

It can hold any quantity on ’em, the belly can,

A’ bring ‘em up ready fer use like the pelican,

Or more like the kangaroo, who (wich 1s stranger)
I'ats her family wito hier pouch wen there 's danger.
At prineiple precious ? then, who’s gon’ to use 1t
Wen there’s resk o’ some chap’s it up to abuse 1t ?
I can’t tell the wy on’t, but notlnn’ is so sure

E¢ the principle kind o’ gits smled by exposure;*

A man thet lets all sorts o folks gt a sight on’t
Qugh’ to hev at all took right away, every mite on 't;
Ef lie can’t keep 1t all to himself wen 1t 's wise to,

He aint one 1t ’s fit to trust nothin’ so nice to

Besides, ther’s a wonderful power 1n latitude

To shuft a man’s morrtl relations an’ attitude,

Some flossifers think thet a fakklty 's granted

The mmnmt 1t’s proved to be thoroughly wanted,
Thet a ehange o' demand makes a change o’ condition,
Ar’ thet every thin’’s notlun’ except by position,

Lz, fer instance, thet rubber-trees fust begun beann’
Wen p'litikle conshunees come mto wearin’, —

N VoL . -
W & saint s name may stand sponsor fuf & ¢arse,) F'ereant gui ants mos movtre
wicgriat =11, W, -
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Thet the fears of a monkey, whose holt chanced to fail,
Drawed the vertibry out to a prehensile tail;

So, wen one’s chose to Congriss, ez soon ez he’s in it,

A collar grows right round his neck in a minnit,”

A’ sartin it is thet a man cannot be strict

In bein’ himself, wen he gits to the Deestrict,

Fer a coat thet sets wal here in ole Massachusetts,

Wen it gits on to Washinton, somehow askew sets.

Resolves, do you say, o’ the Springfield Convention ?

Thet’s percisely the pint I was goin’ to mention;

Resolves air a thing we most gen’ally keep ill,

They ’re a cheap kind o’ dust fer the eyes o’ the people;

A parcel o’ delligits jest git together

An’ chat fer a spell o’ the crops an’ the weather,

Then, comin’ to order, they squabble awile

An’ let off the speeches they 're ferful ’ll spile;

Then — Resolve, — Thet we wunt hev an inch o’ slave
territory ;

Thet President Pollk’s holl perceedins air very tory;

Thet the war is a damned war, an’ them thet enlist in it’

* Should hev a cravat with a dreffle tight twist in it;

Thet the war is a war fer the spreadin’ o’ slavery;

Thet our army desarves our best thanks fer their bravery;

Thet we’re the original friends o’ the nation,

All the rest air a paltry an’ base fabrication ; *

Thet we highly respect Messrs. A, B, an’ G,

An’ ez deeply despise Messrs. B, F, an’ G.

In this way they go to the eend o’ the chapter,

An’ then they bust out in a kind of a raptur

About their own vartoo, an’ folks’s stone-blindness

To the men thet 'ould actilly do ’em a kindness, —

The American eagle, —the Pilgrims thet landed, —

Till on ole Plymouth Rock they git finally stranded.

Wal, the people they listen and say, “ Thet’s the ticket;

Ez fer Mexico, t’aint no great glory to lick it,

But ’t would be a darned shame to go pullin’ o’ triggers

To extend the aree of abusin’ the niggers.”

So they march in percessions, an’ git up hooraws,
An’ tramp thru the mud fer the good o’ the cause,
An’ think they ’re a kind o’ fulfillin’ the prophecies,
Wen they 're on’y jest changin’ the holders of offices;
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Ware A sot afgre, I is comftably seated,

One lumbug’s victor'ons, an’ t other defeated,
Earh honnable doughface gits jest wut lie axes,
An’ the people — their annool soft-sodder an’ taxes

Now, to heep unumpared all these glorious feeturs

Thet ¢haractenze mornl an’ reasomn’ creeturs,

Thet jave every paytriot all ke can cram,

Thet vust the untrustworthy Presidunt ¥Flam,

Aml stack hionest Presidunt Sham n Ins place,

To the manifest gun o the Lofl human race,

A’ to some mdervidgewals on’t in partickler,

Who Jove Public Opimion an’ know how to tickle her,~—
I say thet a party with great mims hike these

Must stick jest ez close ez a hive Tull o' bees

I’m willin’ 2 man shiould go tollable strong

Agin wrong in the abstract, fer thet kind o” wrong
Is ollers unpop'lar an’ never gits ptied,

Beeanse 1t's a crime no one never committed;

But he mus’” n't be hard on partickler sms,

Coz then he’ll be kickin’ the people’s own shins;
On’y ook at the Demmercrats, see wit they *ve done
Jl‘:st sunply Py ’snckm’ together hike '(:m,
LR R S AR

., 'ums left

e tawenifP Lusk nab far a hisk ana

Jnlf o whom they 've peraifaded, by way of a joke,
Thet Washinton's mantelpiece felf upon Polk.

Now all ¢’ these blesan’s the Wigs might enjoy,

Ef they'd gumption enough the right means to smploy 3 *
Yer the silver spoon biorn 1n Dermocracy’s mouth

Is a kind of a scringe thet they hev to the South;

Their masters can cuss ’em an’ kick ’em an’ wale ’em,

® That was a pliby saving of Perslus, and fits our pollticians withont s wrinkls, ~
Strghomer avtis, Gagentigus targiior conterse )l 'K,
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An’ they notice it less *an the ass did to Balaam;

In this way they screw into second-rate offices

Wich the slaveholder thinks ’ould substract too much oft
his ease; t ! L.

The file-leaders, I mean, du, fer they, by their wiles,

Unlike the old viper, grow fat on their files.

Wal, the Wigs hev been tryin’ to grab all this prey frum
‘em

Ax’ to hook this nice spoon o’ good fortin’ away frum
‘em

An’ they might ha’ succeeded, ez likely ez not,

In lickin’ the Demmercrats all round the lot,

Ef it warn’t thet, wile all faithful Wigs were their knees
on,

Some stuffy old codger would holler out, — ¢ Treason !

You must keep a sharp eye on a dog thet hez bit you
once,

An’ T aint agoin’ to cheat my constitoounts,” —

Wen avery fool knows thet a man represents

Not the fellers thet sent him, but them or the fence, —

Tmpartially ready to jump either side

An’ make the fust use of 2 turn ¢’ the tide, —

The waiters on Providunce here in the city,

Who compose wut they call a State Centerl Committy.

Constitoounts air hendy to help a man in,

But arterwards don’t weigh the heft of a pin.

Wy, the people can’t all live on Uncle Sam’s pus,

So they *ve nothin’ to du with’t fer better or wus;

It’s the folks thet air kind o’ brought up to depend on’t

Thet hev any consarn in’t, an’ thet is the end on’t.

Now here wuz New England abevin’ the honor

Of a chance at the Speakership showered upon her; —

Do yox}f say, — “She don’t want no more Spealkers, but
ewer; -

" She’s hed plénty o’ themn, wut she wants is a doer”?

Fer the matter o’ thet it’s notorous in town

Thet her own representatives du her quite brown.

But; thet’s nothin’ to du with it; wut right hed Palfrey

To mix himself up with fanatical small fry ?

Warn’t we gittin’ on prime with our hot an’ cold blowiry,

Acondemnin’ the war wilst we kep’ it agoin’?

We’d assumed with gret skill a commandin’ position,
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ide or thet, no one could n't tell wich one,
AT R A A co e hder
rs

Wal, sposin’ we lied to gulp down our perfessions,

We were ready to come out next mormin’ with fresh ones;
Besides, ef we dud, 't was our business alone,

Fer could o't we du wut we would with our own?

An’ ef a man can, wen pervisions hev nz so,

Eat up lus own words, 1t ’s a marcy 1t 18 so,

Wy, these chaps frum the North, with back-bones to ’em,

am ’em,
'Quld be wuth more’an Gennle Tom Thumb is to Barnum ;
e LIS - . " erow,
T he

DBelongs to the order ealled mvertebraty,

Wence some gret filologists judge primy fashy

Thet M, C.1s M. T by paronomashy ,

An’ these few exceptions air loosus naytury

Folks ’ould put down their quarters to stare at, like fury.

Tt s no nse to open the door o’ suceess,

Ef a member can belt <o fer natlhun’ or less;
Wy, all o them grand constitootional pillers
Our fore-fathers fetehed with 'em over the billers,
Them pillers the people so soundly hev slep’ o,
R 4 Aad PR Faer ammane n' el e

in,}
Ef meml:crs in this wa{' go kickn® agin ‘em,
They wunt hev so much ez a feather left in "em.

Lood e tinnk e can be UNLIe Hanue § puiiceman,

* Thers Is truth yet In thla of Jurens], —
“Dut ventaum eorla, resat eraears enlumbes ™
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An’ wen Sam gits tipsy an’ kicks up a riot,

Lead him off to the lockup to snooze till he’s quiet ?
Wy, the war is a war thet true paytriots can bear, ef

It Teads to the fat promised land of a tayriff;

We don’t go an’ fight it, nor aint to be driv on,

Nor Demmercrats nuther, thet hev wut to live onj

Bf it aint jest the thing thet’s well pleasin’ to God,

1t makes us thought highly on elsewhere abroad;

The Rooshian black eagle looks blue in his eerie

A’ shakes both his heads wen he hears o’ Monteery;

In the Tower Victory sets, all of a fluster,

Ax’ reads, with locked doors, how we won Cherry Buster;
A’ old Philip Lewis — thet come an’ kep’ school here
Fer the mere sake o’ scorin’ his ryalist ruler

On the tenderest part of our kings in fuluro —

Hides his erown underneath an old shut in his burean,
Breaks off in his brags to a suckle o’ merry kings,

How he often hed hided young native Amerrikins,

Ay, turnin’ quite faint in the midst of his fooleries,
Sneaks down stairs to bolt the front door o’ the Tooleries.*

You say, —“ We ’d ha’ scared ’em by growin’ in peace,

A plaguy sight more then by bobberies like these” ?

Who is it dares say thet “our naytional eagle

Wun't muih longer be classed with the birds thet air
regal,

Coz theirn be hooked beaks, an’ she, arter this slanghter,

Il bring back a bill ten times longer 'n she ough’ to” ?

Wut’s your name? Come, I see ye, you up-country
feller,

You’ve put me out severil times yith your beller;

Out with it! Wut? Biglow? I say nothin’ furder,

* Jortin s willing to allow of ather miracles besides those recorded in Holy
Jor! atles 3 se y Writ,
and why not of other prophecles? It is granting too much to Satan to Suppose
hlu!‘ a3 divers of the learned have done, the inspiver of the ancient oracles.  Wiser,
i L‘le‘(‘l'll It, to glve chanee the eredit of the suceessful ones.  What i8 sald liere of
:I:anulh ll!‘x:]l(l'x:};‘el \\'!.':‘s ;;erlﬂed 1;]1 s‘o[merul‘ its minute particnlars within o few montha’
r, E ) ave made the fortune of Delphior Hammon, s ank
Beelzebub neither! That of Seneea in Medea will snit hcren:‘—(m‘ and o thanks to

' Raplda fortuna ac levis
Priecepsque regno eripnit, exsilio dedit,”

Let us allow, even to richly deserved misfortune, ov
& » s L ar commiseration, and be not
ou:rhnst) meanwhile in our censure of the French people, left for the ilrst thc to
govern themselves, remembering that wise sentence of Tischylus, —

"Amas, 82 tpaxbs Soris &v véor kpatfi.
. W,
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Thet feller would Jike nothin” etter ’n a murder;

He's a traiter, blasphemer, an’ wut ruther worse is,
He puts all his ath'isiz 1 drefile ad verses;

Socity amt safe till sech monsters air out on it,

Refer to the Post, ef you hev the least doubt on it;
Wy, he goes agin war, amin indirect taxes,

A sellin’ wild lands *cept to settlers with axes,

A M Rl ataduand o er
.

An’ piteh anto all kinds o' briles an’ eonfusions

‘The holl of our crvilized, free mstitutions,

He wnites fer thet ruther unsafe print, the Couner,

An’ likely ez not hez a squintin’ to Foorter;

1" be ——, thet s, I mean I'I1 be blest,

Ef I hark to a word frum so noted a pest;

1 shan’t talk with him, my religion’s too fervent. —
Good morntn’, my friends, I 'm your most humble servant.
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Ter hiow could we trample on’t so, T wonder,
£t wor n’t thet it ’s ollers under our hoofs ?”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;
« Human rights haint no more
Right to come on this floor,
No more ‘n the man in the moon,” sez he.

“The North haint no kind o’ bisness with nothin’,
An’ you ’ve no idee how much bother it saves;
‘We aint none riled by their frettin’ an’ frothir’,
We re used to layin’ the string on our slaves,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he; —
Sez Mister Foote,
1 should like to shoot
The holl gang, by the great horn spoon,” sez he.

# Freedom’s Keystone is Slavery, thet ther’s no doubt on,
It’s sutthin’ thet’s— wha’ d’ ye call it ? —divine, —
An’ the slaves thet we allers make the most out on
Air them north o’ Mason an’ Dixon’s line,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he ; —
¢ Fer all thet,” sez Mangum,
“ ] would be better to hang ’em,
An’ so git red on ’em soon,” sez he.

“The mass ough’ to labor an’ we lay on soffies,
Thet’s the reason I want to spread Freedom’s aree;
It puts all the cunninest on us in office,
An’ reelises our Maker’s orig’nal idee,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he; —
“Thet’s ez plain,” sez Cass,
“ Ez thet some one’s an ass,
It’s ez clear ez the sun is at noon,” sez he. °

“Now don’t go to say I’m the friend of oppression,
But keep all your spare breath fer coolin’ your broth,
Fer T ollers hev strove (at least thet’s my impression)
To make cussed free with the rights o” the North,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;—
“Yes,” sez Davis o’ Miss.,
“The perfection o’ bliss
Is in skinnin’ thet same old coon,” sez he,
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“Slavery’s a thing thet depends on complexion,
It’s God’s Inw thet fetters on bla.ck skms don’t chafe;
Ef’

Sez Mister Hnnu'eg:m,
Afore he began agin,
- “Thet exception is quite oppertoon,” sez he.

#Gen’nle Cass, Sir, you needn't be twitchin’ your collar,
Your ment’s quite clear by the dut on your knees,
At the North we don’t make no distinctions o’ color,
You can all take a lick at our shoes wen you please,”
Sez John C Calkoun, sez he; —
Sez Mister Jarnagin,
“They wunt hev to larn agn,
They all on 'em know the old toon,” sez he.

«The slavery question aint no ways bewﬂderm',
North an’ South hev one mnt’rest, 1t ’s plan to a glance;
No'thern men, Itke us patriarchs, don’t sell their childrin,
But they du sell themselves, ef they git a good chance,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he; —
Sez Atherton here,
“This 1s gittin’ severe,
I wish I could dive like a loon,” sez he,

1t 1l break up the Union, this talk about freedom,
Ar’ your fact’ry gals (scon ez we spht) 'Il make head,
An’ gittin’ some Miss chief or other to lead ’em,
’I1 go to work raisin’ pr'miseoous Ned,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;—
“ Yes, the North,” sez Colquitt,
“Ef we Southeners all qut,
Would go down like a busted balloon,” sez he.

#Jest look wut is dow’, wat annyky ’s brewin’
In the beautiful clime o' the ogve an’ vine,
All the wise aristoxy 1s tamblin’ to rutn,
An’ the sankylots dronn’ ap’ dnnkin’ their wine,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he, —
#Yes,” sez Johnson, “ 1 France
They 're begannin’ to dance
Beelzebub's own rigadoon,” sez be.
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«The South ’s safe enough, it don’t feel a mite skeery,
Our slaves in their darkness an’ dut air tu blest
Not to welcome with proud hallylugers the ery
Wen our eagle kicks yourn from the naytional nest,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;—
«Q,” sez Westcott o’ Floiida,
«Wut treason is horrider )
Then our priv’leges tryin’ to proon ?” sez he.

«Tt’s coz they *re so happy, thet, wen crazy sarpints
Stick their nose in our bizness, we git so darned riled;
Ve think it ’s our dooty to give pooty sharp hints,
Thet the last crumb of Edin on airth shan’t be spiled,”
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;—
« Ah,” sez Dixon H. Lewis,
«It perfectly true is
Thet slavery ’s airth’s grettest boon,” sez he.

[It was said of old time, that riches have wings; and, though this
be not applicable in a literal strictuess to the wealth of our patriarchal
brethren of the South, yet it is clear that their possessions have legs,
and an unacconntable propensity for using them in a northerly direc-
tion. Imarvel that the grand jury of Washington did not find a true
bill against the North Star for "~ T 7 T mand Sayres.
It would have been quite of 2 ¢ displayed by
thie South on other questions ¢c . . _ . think that no
ship of state was ever freighted with a more veritable Jonah than this
same domestic institution of ours. Mephistopheles himself could not
feign so bitterly, so satirieally sad a sight as this of three millions of
human beings crushed beyond belp or hope by this one mighty argu-
ment, — Our fathers knew no better! Nevertheless, it is the unavoid-
able destiny of Jonahs to be cast overboard sooner or later. Or shall
we try the experiment of hiding our Jonah in a safe place, that none
may lay hands en him to make jetsam of him? Let us, then, with
gquql forethought and wisdom, lash ourselves to the anchor, and await,
in pious confidence, the certain result. Perhaps our suspicious passen-
ger is no Jonah after all, being black. For it is well known that a
superintending Providence made a kind of sandwich of Ham and his
descendants, to be devoured by the Caucasian race.

In God's name, let all, who hear nearer and nearer the hungry moan
of the storm :md.the growl of the breakers, speak out! But, alas! we
hava noright to interfere. If a man pluck an apple of mine, he shall be
in danger of the justice: but if he steal my brother, I must be silent.
Who says this? Our Constitution, consecrated by the callous consue-
tude of sixty years, and grasped in trinmphant argument by the left
haud of him whose right hand clutches the clotted slave-whip. Justice,
venerable with the undethronable majesty of countless teons, says,—
SpEAR! The Past, wise with the sorrows and desolations of ages, from
np)d her shattered fanes and wolf-housing palaces, echoes, — SPrEAK!
Nature, through her thousand trumpets of freedmn, her stars, her sun-
rises, her' seas, her winds, her cataracts, her mountains blue with
cloudy pines, blows jubilaut encouragement, and cries, — SPEAR!
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funerals. Or, if he exercise any other function, it is as keeper and
feeder of certain theologic dogmas, which, when occasien offers, he
unkennels with a staboy’ ‘to bark and bite as “tis their nature to,
whence that reproach of edivm thcologicum has arisen. A

“Meanwhile, see what a pulpit the editor mounts daily, sometimes
with a congrecation of fifty thousand within reach of his voice. and
never so much as a vedder, even, among them! And from what a
Bible can he choose his text,—a Bible which neads no :_r:mslntion. and
which no priesteraft can shut and elasp from the laity,—the open
volume of the world, upon which, with a pen of sunshine or destroying
fire, the inspired Present is even now writing the annals of God!
Methinks the editor who should understand his calling, and be equal
thereto, would truly deserve that title of zowmwr Aads. which Homer
bestows upon princes. He would Le the Moses of our nineteenth
ceatary: and whereas the old Sinai. silent now, is but 3 common
mountain stared at by the elegant tourist and crawled over by the
hammering geologist, he must find his tables of the new Iaw here
among factories and cities in this Wilderness of Sin (Numbers xxxiii.
12) called Progress of Civilization, and be the captain of dur Exodus
into the Canaan of a truer social order.

“ Nevertheless, our editor will not come so far within even the
shadow of Sinai as Mahomet did. but chiooses rather to construe Moses
by Joe Smith. He takes up the crook, not that the sheep may be fed,
bat that be may never want a warm woollen snit and a joint of mutton.

Tmmemor, O, sidel, peenrumque oblite fuorum !

For which reason I would derive the name editfor not =0 much from ero,
to publish, as fram cdon, to eat. that being the peculiar professi n to
which he esteems himself called. He blows up the fiames of political
discord for no other occasion than that he may thereby handily boil
hisown pot. I Delieve there are two thonsand of these mutton-loving
shepherds in the United States, and of these, how many have even the
dimmest perception of their immens2 power, and the duties vonsegquent
thereon? Here and there, haply, one. Nine hundred and ninety-unine
Iabor to impress upon the people the great principles of Tircedledum,
and other nine hundred and ninety-nine preach with equal earnestness
the gospel according to Ticcedledes.” — H. W]

I pu believe in Freedom’s cause,
Ez fur away ez Payris is;
I love to see her stick her claws
In them infarnal Phayrisees;
It’s wal enough agin a king
To dror resolves an’ triggers, —
But libbaty's a kind o thing
Thet don’t agree with niggers.

I du believe the people want
A tax on teas an’ coffees,

Thet nothin® aint extravygunt, —
Purvidin’ I'm in office;

Fer I hev loved my countrv sence
My eye-teeth filled their sockets,
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An’ Unele Sam I reverence,
Partic’larly his pockets.

I du believe in any plan
O’ levyin’ the taxes,

Ez long ez, hike a lumberman,
I g1t jest wut I axes:

I go free-trade thru thick an’ thin,
Because 1t kind o' rouses .
The folks to vote, —an’ keeps us in

Our quiet custom-houses

I du believe 1t’s wise an’ good
To sen’ out farrn missions,
Thet 1s. on sartin understood
An’ orthydox conditions ,—
1 mean nine thousan’ dolls per ann.,
Nine thousan’ more fer outfit,
An’ me to recommend a man
The place "onld jest about fit.

I du beheve tn special ways
(O’ prayin’ an’ eonvartin’;
The bread comes back in many days,
An’ buttered, tu, fer sartin,
I mean in prayin’ t1ll one busts
On wut the party chooses,
An’ in convartin’ public trusts
To very privit uses.

I du believe hard coin the staff
Fer ’lectioneers to spout on,
The people’s ollers soft enough
To make hard money out onj;
Dear Uncle Sam pervides fer his,
An’ gives a good-sized jJuznk to all, —
I don’t eare ko hard money is,
Ez long ez mine’s paid punctooal,

I du believe with all my sonl
In the gret Press’s freedom,

To pint the people to the goal
An’ 1n the traces lead ’em;
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Palsied the arm thet forges yokes
At my fat contracts squintin’,

An? withered be the nose thet pokes
Inter the gov’ment printin’!

1 du believe thet I should give
Waut ’s his’n unto Ceesar,
Ter it’s by him I move an’ live,
. Frum him my bread an’ cheese air;
I du believe thet all o’ me
Doth bear his superseription, —
Will, conscience, honor, honesty,
Ap’ things o’ thet description.

I du believe in prayer an’ praise
To him that hez the grantin’
O’ jobs,—in every thin’ thet pays,
But most of all in CaNvTiN’;
This doth my cup with mareies fill,
This lays all thought o’ sin to rest, —
I don’t believe in princerple,
But O, I du in interest.

I du believe in beir’ this
Or thet, ez it may happen
One way or t’ other hendiest is
To ketch the people nappin’;
It aint by princerples nor men
My preudunt course is steadied, —
I scent which pays the best, an’ then
Go into it baldheaded.

I du believe thet holdin’ slaves
Comes nat’ral tu a Presidunt,
Let "lone the rowdedow it saves
To hev a wal-broke precedunt;
Fer any office, small or gret,
I could n’t ax with no face,
Without I’d ben, thru dry an’ wet,
Th’ unrizzest kind o’ doughface.

I du believe wutever trash
"N keep the people in blindness, —
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Thet we the Mexicuns ean thrash
B A

i . 'n’ bafl

Must be druv in with bagnets.

In short, I firmly dn believe
In Humbug generally,

Fer it’s a thing thet I perceive
To hev a sold vally,

This heth my faithful shepherd ben,
In pasturs sweet heth led me,

An’ this’ll keep the people green
To feed ez they hev fed me.

{3 aubjoin here another passage from my before-mentioned disconrse.
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the dim Dackground, a weird shape is ever delving. Sometimes he
leans upon bis rattock, and gazes, as a eoach whirls by, bearing the
newly married on their wedding jaunt, or glances carelessly at a babe
brought home from christening. ~ Suddenly (for the scene grows larger
and larger as we look) & bouy hand snatches back a performer in the
midst of his part, and him, whom yesterday two intinites {past and
foture) wounki not suflice, a handful of dust is enoungh to cover and
silence forever. Nay, we sec the same fleshless fingers opening to
clutch the showman humself, and guess, not without a shudder, that
they are lying in wuit for spectator also. . .

“rhink of it: for three dollars a year I buy o season-ticket to this
great Globe Theatre, for which God would write the dramas (only that
we like farees, speetacles, and the tragedies of Apollyon better), whose
scene-shifter is Time, and whose curtain is rang down by Death.

“ Such thoughts will oceur to me-sometimes as I am tearing off the
wrapper of my newspuaper. Then suddenly that otherwise teo often
vacant sheet becomes invested for me with a strange kind of awe.
Look! deaths and marriages, notices of inventions, discoveries, and
hooks, lists of promotions, of killed, wounded, and missing, news of fires,
acetdents, of sudden wealth and as sndden poverty;~—1 hiold in m{l
hand the ends of myriad invisible clectric conductors, along whic
tremble the joys, sorrows, wrongs, triumphs, hopes, and despairs of as
many men and women everywhere. So that upon that mood of mind
which seems to isolate me from mankind as a spectator of their puppet-
pranks, another supervenes, in which 1 feel that 1, too, unknown and
unheard of, am yet of some import to my fellows. For, throngh my
newspaper here, do not families take pains to send me, an entire
stranger, news of a death among them?  Are not here two who would
have me know of their marriage? And, strangest of all, is not this
singalar person anxious to have me informed that he has received a
fresh supply of Dimitry EBrnisgins? But to none of us does the Presi-
dent continue miraculous (even if for a moment discerned as such).
We glance cﬂrelcssliy at the sunrise, and get used to Orion and tha
Pleindes. The wonder wears off, and to-morrow this sheet, in which
vision was let down to me from Heaven, shall be the wrappage to a bar
of soap or the platter for a beggar’s broken victuals,'”” —H. W.]

No. VIIL.
A LETTER

FROM A CANDIDATE FOR THE PRESIDﬁNCY IN ANSWER
TO SULTIN QUESTIONS PROPOSED BY MR. IIOSEA BIGLOW,
ENCLOSED IN A NOTE FROM MR. BIGLOW TO S, Il GAY,
ESQ., EDITOR OF THE NATIONAL ANTI-SLAVERY STAND-
ARD.

. [Conrosiry may be said to be the quality which pre-cuinently dis-
tinguishes nml‘ segregates man from the lower animals. As we trace
the seale of animuted nature downward, we find this faculty (as it may
truly be c:;llcd’) of the mind diminished in the savage, and quite extinet
in the hrute. The first objeet which civilized man proposes to himself I
take to be the finding out whatsoever lie can concerning his neighbors,
Nihil humanwin @ me alienum puto; 1 am curious abont even Juhn
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writer or the thing written. I have read also letters from Burope by a
.gentleman named Pinto, coutaining some curious gossip, and which I
hope to see colleeted for the benefit of the curious, There are, besides,
Jetters addressed to posterity, —ns epitaphs, for example, written for
their own monuments by monarchs, whereby we have lately become
ssessed of the names of several great conquerors and kings of Kings,
ritherto woheard of and still unpronounceable, but valuable to the
student of the entirely dark ages. The letter which St. Peter sent to
King Pepin in the year of grace 755, that of the Virgin to the magis-
trates of Messina, that of St. Gregory Thaumaturgus to the D1, and
that of this last-mentioned active police-magistrate to 2 nun of Gir-
outi, I would place in o class by themselves, as also the letters of cau-
idates, concerning which I shall dilate more fully in n note at the end
of the following poem. At present, sat prata biberunt. Only, concern-
ing the shapo of letters, they are all either square or oblong, to which
general figures circular letters and round-robins also conform them-
selves,—H. W.]

DEER sir itg gut to be the fashun now to rite letters to the
candid 8s and i wus chose at o publick Meetin in Jaalam to du
wut wus nessary fur that town. i writ to 271 ginerals and gut
ansers to 209. tha air called eandid 8s hut 1 dow’t see nothin
candid about em. this here 1 wich I send wus thought satty’s
factory. I dunno as it’s ushle to print Poscrips, but as all_the
ansers { got hed the saim, I sposed it wus best.  times has gretly
changed. Formaly to knock a man into a cocked hat wus to

use him up, but now it ony gives him a chance fur the cheef
madgustracy. — H. B.

Dear Sir, — You wish to know my notions
On sartin pints thet rile the land;
There’s nothin’ thet my natur so shuns
* Bz bein’ mum or underhand;
I’'m a straight-spoken kind o' creetur
Thet blurts right out wut’s in his head,
Avw’ ef I’ve one pecooler fectur,
It is a nose thet wunt be led.

So, to begin at the beginniw’,
A’ come divecly to the pint,
I think the country ’s underpinnin’
Is some consid’ble out o jint;
{ aint agoin' to try your patience
By tellin’ who done this or thet,
I don’t make no insinooations,
I jest let on I smell a rat.

Thet is, I mean, it seems to me so,
But, ef the public think I'm wrong,
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I wunt deny but wut I be so,—
Ar’, fact, it don't smell very strong;
My mind’s tu fair to lose its balance
‘An’ say wich party hez most sense;
There may be folks ¢’ greater talence
Thet can't set stiddier on the fence.

I’m an eclectic; ez to choosin’
"T'wixt this an’ thet, I'm plagay lawth;
X leave 2 side thet looks hike losin’,
But (wile there’s doubt) I stick to both;
T starn’ upon the Constitution,
Ez preudunt statesmun say, who've planred
A way to git the most profusien
O’ chances ez to ware they '} stand.

Ez fer the war, I go agin it, —

I mean to say I kind o' du,—
Thet is, I mean thet, bein’ in 1t.

The best way wuz to fight it thrm;
Not but wat abstract war is hornd,

1 sign to thet with all my heart, —
Baut civlyzation doss git forrid

Sometimes upon a powder-cart.

About thet darned Provisn matter
1 never hed a gramn o doubt,
Nor I aint one my senze to scatter
So’st no one conld n’t pick it ont;
My love fer North an’ South 15 equil,
So I'I1 jest answer plurap an’ frank, —
No matter wat may be the sequil, —
Yes, Sir, I am agin 2 Bank

Ez to the answerin’ ¢’ questions,
I'm an off ox at beln’ drurv,
Though I aint one thet ary test shuns
71l give our folks a helpin’ shove;
Kind o’ pr'miscoons T go 1t
Fer the holl country, an’ the ground
I take, ez nigh ez I can show it,
Is pooty gen'ally all round.
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I don’t apprave o’ givin’ pledges;
You’d ough’ to leave a fellar free,
Ap’ not go knockin’ out the wedges
To ketch his fingers in the tree;
Pledges air awfle breachy cattle
Thet preudunt farmers don’t turn out, —
Ez long ’z the people git their rattle,
Waut is there fer’m to grout about ?

Ez to the slaves, there’s no confusion
In my idees consarnin’ them, —
I think they air an Institution,
A sort of — yes, jest so,—ahem:
Do Tfown any ? Of my merif *
On thet pint you yourself may jedge.
All is, T never drink no sperit,
Nor I haint never signed no pledge.

Ez to my princerples, I glory
In bevin’ nothin’ o’ the sort;
I aint a Wig, I aint a Tory,
I'm jest a candidate, in short;
Thet’s fair an’ square an’ parvendicler,
But, ef the Public cares a fig
To hev me an’thin’ in particler,
Wy, I’'m a kind o’ peri-wig. .

P. 8. |

Ez we’re a sort o’ privateerin’, {
O’ course, you know, it’s sheer an’ sheer,
An’ there is sutthin’ wuth your heayrin’
I’Il mention in your privit ear;
Ef you git me inside the White House,
Your head with ile I°1l kin’ o’ *uint
By gittin’ you inside the Light-house
Down to the eend o’ Jaalam Pint,

An’ ez the North hez took to brustlin’
At bein’ scrouged frum off the roost,
I°1 tell’ye wut’ll save all tusslin’
An’ give our side a harnsome boost, —
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Tell ’em thet on the Slavery question

I’m r1Gnr, although to speak I'm lawth;
This gives you a safe pint to rest on,

An’ leaves me frontin’ South by North.
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other particulars a very deserving and sensible young man, though

osgessing a somewhat limited knowledge of the Greek ton%ue. But
ﬁis heresy strack down no deep root, and, he having heen ately re-
moved by the hand of Providence, I tad the satisfaction of reaffirming
oy cherished sentiments in a sermon preached upon the Lord’s day
immedintely succeeding his funeral. This raight seem like takiog an
anfnir advantage, did { not add that he had made provision in his last
will (being celibate) for the publication of a posthumous tractate in
support of liis own dangerous opinious. .

1 know of nothing in onr modern times which approaches so nearly
to the ancient oracle as the letter of o Presidential candidate. Now,
among the Greeks, the eating of beans was strictly forbidden to ali
such as had it in mind to consult those expert amphibologists, and this
same prohibition op the part of Pythagoras to his disciples is under-
stood to imply an abstinence from politics, beans having been used as
ballots. That other explication, quod videlicel sensus eo cibo obtundi
existimaret, though supported pugnis et caleibus by many of the
learned, and net vyanting the countenance of Cicero, is confuted by
the larger experiep  of New England. On the whole, 1 think it safer
to apply here the 3¢ of interpretation which now generally obtains in
regard 1o antique dymogonies, myths, fables, proverbial expressions, ,
and knotty points ye Yerally, which is, to find a common-sense mean-
ing, and then select w‘.\atever can be imagined the most opposite there-
to. In this way we ardive at the conclusion, that the Greeks objected
to the questioning of candidates. And very properly, if, as I conceive,
the chief point be not ta discover what a person in that position is, or
what he will do, but whether he can be elected. Vos exemplaria Graca
nocturna versate manu, versate diurna.

But, since an imitation of the Greeks in this partienlar (the ns‘kin%
of questions being ono chief privilege of freemcng) is hardly to be hope
for, and onr candidates will answer, whether they are questioned or
not, I would recommend that these ante-electionary dintogues should
be earried on by symbols, as were the diplomatic correspondences of the
Scythiauns and Macrobii, or contined to the language of signs, like the
famous interview of Panurge and Goatsnose. A eandidate might then
convey a suitable reply to all committees of inquiry by closing one eye,
or by presenting them with a phial of Egyptian darkness to be specu-
Iuted upon by their respective constitvencies. These answers would be
suseeptible of yhatever retrospective construction the exigencies of the
political campaign might seem to demand, and the candidate could
take lis position on either side of the fence with entire consistency.
Or, if letters must be written, profitable use might be made of the
Dighton rock hieroglyphic or the cuneiform script, every fresh decipb-
erar of which is enabled to educe a different meqning, whereby a sculpt-
ured stone or two supplies us, and will probably continue to supply
posterity, with a very vast and various body of authentic history, ¥or
oven the briefest epistle in the ordinary chirography is dangerous.
There is searce any style so compressed that supeidluons words may
not be de,tected in it. A severe critic might curtail that famous brevity
of Cesar’s })_v‘ two thirds, drawing his pen through the supererogatory
veni and vidi. Perhaps, after all, the surest footing of hope is to be
found in the rapidly increasing tendency to demand less and less.of
qnalification in candidates., Already have statesmanship, experience,
and the possession (nay, the profession, even) of principles been re-
jected as supcrﬂqous. and may not the patriot reasonably hope that
the ability to write will follow? At present, there may be death in
pot-hooks as well as pots, the loop of a letter may suffice for a bow-

string, and_all the dreadful i islavi Y
ﬂourgs'h.-—- 2w readful heresies of Anti-slavery may lurk in a
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I.srost you wonder ware I be; T can’t tell, fer the som

o’ me, - ,

Exacly ware I be myself,— meanin’ by thet the holl o
me,

Wen I left hum, T hed two legs, an’ they worn’t bad ones
neither, N

(The scaliest trick they ever played wuz bringin’ on me
hither,)

Now one on ‘m’s I dunno ware;— they thought I wuz
adyin’, ) L )

An’ sawed it off because they said ’t wuz kin’ o’ morti-
fyin;

I’m willin’ to believe it wuz, an’ yit I don’t see, nuther,

Wy one should take to feelin’ cheap a minnit sooner’n
1 other, :

Sence both wuz equilly to blame; but things is ez they
be;

It took on so they took it off, an’ thet’s enough fer me:

There’s one good thing, though, to be said about my
wooden new one,— .

The liquor can’t git into it ez’t used to in the true onej;

So it saves drink; an’ then, besides, a feller could n’t
beg

A gretter blessin’ then to hev one ollers sober peg;

It’s true o ehap’s in want o’ two fer follerin’ a drum,

But all the march I’'m up to now is jest to Ilingdom Come.

I’ve lost one eye, but thet’s a loss it’s easy to supply

Out o’ the glory that I’ve gut, fer thet is all my eye; -

An’ one is big enough, I guess, by diligently usin’ it,

To see all I shall ever git by way o’ pay fer losin’ it}

Off’cers, I notice, who git paid fer all our thumps an’
kickins,

Du wal by keepin’ single eyes arter tho fattest pickins;

So, ez the eye’s put fairly out, I’l] larn to go without it,

An’ not allow myself to be no gret put out about it.

Now, le’ me see, thet isn’tall; I used, *fore leavin’ Jaalam,

To coung;1 i.’hiugs on my finger-eends, but sutthin’ seems to
ail 'em :

Ware’s my left hand? O, darn it, yes, I recollect wut’s
come on’t;

I haint no left arm but my right, an’ thet’s gut jesi; a
thumb on ’t; ' '
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[t aint so hendy ez it wuz to cal'late a sumon’t. -

[*ve hed some ribs broke, —six (I b’lieve),— I haint kep’
1o account on ’em;

Wen pensxons git to be the talk, Il settle the amount
on ’em,

An’ now I’m speakin’ about ribs, it kin’ o’ hrings to mind

One thet I couldn’t never break, — the one I lef’ behind;

Ef you should see her, jest clear out the spout o’ your

invention
An’ pour the longest sweetnin’ in about an annooal
pension,
An’ km’ o hint (in case, you know, the critter should
refuse to

Jonsoled) I nmt 50 ’xpensmz now to keep ez wut I used

There’s one arm less, ditto one eye, an’ then the leg
thet’s wooden
Jan be took off an’ sot away wenever ther’s a puddin’.

[ spose you think I’m comin’ back ez opperlunt ez
under,

With shxploads o’ gold images an’ varus sorts o’ plunder;

Wal, ’fore I vullinteered, I thought this country wuz a
sort o’

Janaan, a reg’lar Promised Land flowin’ with rum an’
water,

Ware pmpaty growed up like time, withont no culti-
vation,

An’ gold wuz dug ez taters be among our Yankee nation,

\Ware nateral advantages were pufficly amazn’,

Ware every rock there wuz about with precious stuns woz

blazin’,
Ware mill-sites filled the country up ez thick ez you could
cram ’em,
An’ desput rivers run about abeggin’ folks to dam ’em;
[hen there were meetinhouses, tu, chockful o' gold an’

silves
Thet you could take, an’ no one could n’t hand ye in no

Bbill fer; —

Thet’s wut I thought afore I went, thet’s wut them fel-
lers told us

Thet stayed to hum an’ speechified an’ to the t
sold us;
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I thought thet gold ipines could be gut cheaper than
Chiny asters, )

An’ see myself a comin’ back like sixty Jacob Astors;

But sech idees soon melted down an’ did n’t leave'a grease-
spot;

I vow mI;r holl sheer o’ the spiles would n’t come nigh a
V spot;

Although, most anywares we’ve ben, you need n’t break
no locks,

Nor run no kin’ o’ risks, to fill your pocket full o’ rocks.

I guess I mentioned in my last some o’ the nateral feeturs
O’ this all-fiered buggy hole in th’ way o’ awfle creeturs,
But I fergut to name (mew things to speak on so
abounded)
How one day you’ll most die o' thust, an’ fore the next
git drownded.
The clymit seems to me jest like a teapot made o’ pewter
Qur Prudence hed, thet would n’t pour (all she could du)
to suit her;
. Fust place the leaves ’ould choke the spout, so’s not a
drop ’ould dreen out,
Then Prude ’ould tip an’ tip an’ tip, till the holl kit bust
clean out,
The kiver-hinge-pin bein’ lost, tea-leaves an’ tea an’ kiver
’ould all come down Zerswosk! ez though the dam broke
in a river.
Jest so 'tis here; holl months there aint a day o’ rainy
weather,
A’ jest ez th’ officers 'ould be alayin’ heads together
Ez ¢ h?lw they’d mix their drink at sech a milingtary
eepot, —
T ’ould pour ez though the lid wuz off the everlastin’
teapot.

The cons’quence is, thet I shall take, wen I’m allowed
to leave here, '

One pifece o’ propaty along,—an’ thet’s the shakin’
ever;

It’s reggilar employment, though, an’ thet aint thought
to harm one,

Nor ’taint so tiresome ez it wuz with t’other leg an’
arm on; .

An’ it’s a consolation, tu, although it doosn’t pay,
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To hev it said you’re some gret shakes in any kin’ o’

way.

’T wor n’tyvery long, I tell ye wat, I thought o’ fortin-
makin’, — .

One day a reg'lar shiver-de-freeze, an’ next ez good ez
balan’, —

in the sand, then smothrin’ in the
mashes, —

Git up all sound, be put to bed a mess o’ hacks an’ smashes.

But then, thinks I, at any rate there’s glory to be hed, —

Thet’s an 1nvestment, arter all, thet may n't turn out so

ad .

But someht’)w, wen we'd fit an’ licked, T ollers found the
thanks

Gut kin’ o’ lodged afore they come ez low down ez the

ranks;

The Gin'rals gut the biggest sheer, the Cunnles next, an’
S0 o1, —

We never gu’t a blasted mite o’ glory ez I know on;

An’ spose we hed, I wonder how you’re goin’ to contrive
its

Division 50’3 to give a piece to twenty thousand privits;

Ef you should multiply by ten the portion o’ the brav’st

one,

You would 't git more’n half enough to speak of on a
grave-stun;

We git the licks,— we're jest the grist thet’s put into
War’s hoppers;

Leftenants is the lowest grade thet helps pick up the
coppers.
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murder.

Wal, arter I gin glory up, thinks T at least there’s one
Thing in the bills we aint hed yit, an’ thet’s the cLortovs

FUN;
Ef once we git to Mexico, we fairly may persume we
All day an’ night shall revel 1n the halls o’ Montezumy
T°11 tell ye wut my revels wuz, an’ see how you would
like *em;
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I thought thet gold mines could be gut cheaper than

) Chiny asters, L

An’ see myself a comin’ back like sixty Jacob Astors ;

But sech idees soon melted down an’ did n’t leave a grease-
spot; .

I vow mI;)y holl sheer o’ the spiles would n’t come nigh a
'V spot;

Although,Pmoét anywares we’ve ben, you needn’t break
no locks,

Nor run no kin’ o’ risks, to fill your pocket full o’ rocks.

I guess I mentioned in my last some o’ the nateral feeturs
O’ this all-fiered buggy hole in th’ way o’ awile creeturs,
But I fergut to nmame (new things to speak on so
abounded)
How one day you’ll most die o’ thust, an’ ’fore the next
git drownded.
The clymit seems to me jest like a teapot made o’ pewter
Our Prudence hed, thet would n’t pour (all she could du)
to suit her;
. Fust place the leaves ’ould choke the spout, so’s not a
drop ’ould dreen out,
Then Prude ’ould tip an’ tip an’ tip, till the holl kit bust
clean out,
The kiver-hinge-pin bein’ lost, tea-leaves an’ tea an’ kiver
’ould all come down kerswosh ! ez though the dam broke
in a river.
Jest so ’tis here; holl months there aint a day o’ rainy
weather,
Ar’ jest ez th’ officers ’ould be alayin’ heads together
Ez ¢ h?l\v they’d mix their drink at sech a milingtary
eepot, —
T *ould pgur ez though the lid wuz off the everlastin’
teapot.
The cons’quence is, thet I shall take, wen I’m allowed
to leave here, ’
One pifece o’ propaty along,—an’ thet’s the shakin’
ever;
It’s reggilar employment, though, an’ thet aint thought
to harm one,
Nor ’taint so tiresome ez it wuz with t other leg an’
arm on; .

Ax’ it’s a consolation, tu, although it doosn’t pay,
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To hev it said you’re some gret shakes in any kin’ o
way.
T worn’t very long, I tell ye wut, I thought o’ fortin
makin’, — .
One day a reg’lar shiver-de-freeze, an’ next ez good ez

akin', —
One day abrilin’ in the sand, then smotW’rin’ in the
mashes, —
Git up all sound, be put to bed a mess o’ hacks an’ smashes.
But then, thinks I, at any rate thers’s glory to be hed, —
Thet’s an investment, arter all, thet may n't turn out so

bad; R

But somehaw, wen we’d fit an’ hicked, I ollers found the
anks

Gut kin’ o’ lodged afore they come ez low down ez the

ranks;

The Gin’rals’gut the biggest sheer, the Cunnles next, an’
50 On,—

We never gu’t a blasted mite o’ glory ez I know on;

An’ spose we hed, I wonder how youn’re goin’ to contrive
its

Duvision 50's to give a piece to twenty thousand privits;

Ef you should multiply by ten the portron o’ the brav'st

one,

You would n’t git more’n half enough to speak of on a
grave-stun;

We git the licks,—we’re jest the grist thet’s put into
War’s hoppers;

Loftenants 1s the lowest grade thet helps pick up the
coppers.

Th cmmr murth Eallen dhnt mn ame & hade el o pand fo i

murder.

Wal, arter I gin glory up, thinks I at least there’s one
Thing in the bills we aint hed yit, an’ thet’s the aLoriovs

FUN;

Ef once \ve’git to Mexico, we fairly may persume we

All day ar’ mght shall revel i the halls o' Montezum .

I’11 tell ye wut my revels wuz, an’ see how you wou d
like ’em;
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e never gut inside the hall: the nighest ever I come

_ Wuz stan’in’ sentry in the sun (ar’, fact, it seemed a
cent’ry

A ketehin’ smells o biled an’ roast thet come out thru
the entry,

Anw’ hearin’ ez I sweltered thru my passes an’ repasses,

A rat-tat-too o’ knives an’ forks, a clinkty-clink o’ glasses:

T can’t tell off the bill o* fare the Gin’rals hed inside;

Al T know is, thet out o’ doors a pair o’ soles wuz fried,

Arn’ not a hunderd miles away frum ware this child wuz

osted,

A Masé)achuszatts citizen wuz baked an’ biled an’ roasted ;

The on’y thing like revellin’ thet ever come to me

Wuz bein’ routed out o’ sleep by thet darned revelee.

They say the quarrel’s settled now; fer my part I’ve
some doubt on’t,

'T1l take more fish-skin than folks think to take the
rile clean out on’t;

At any rate, I’'m so used up I can’t do no more fightin’,

The on’y chance thet’s left to me is politics or writin’;

Now, ez the people’s gut to hev a milingtary man,

An’ T aint nothin’ else jest now, I’ve hit upon a plan;

The can’idatin’ line, you know, ’ould suit me to a T,

An’ ef T lose, ’t wunt hurt my ears to lodge another flea;

So 1’11 set up ez can’idate fer any kin’ o’ office,

"(I mean fer any thet includes good easy-cheers an’ soffies;

Yer ez to runnin’ fer a place ware work’s the time o’ day,

You know thet’s wut I never did, — except the other

way;
Ef it’s the Presidential cheer fer wich I'd better run, -
‘Waut two legs anywares about conld keep up with my one ?
There aint no kin’ o’ quality in can’idates, it’s said,
So useful ez a wooden leg, — except a wooden head ;
There ’s nothin’ aint so poppylar — (wy, it’s a parfect sin
To think wut Mexieo hez paid fer Santy Anny’s pin;) —
Then I haint gut no princerples, an’, sence I wuz knee-high,
I never did hev any gret, ez you can testify;
I’m a decided peace man, tu, an’ go agin the war, — :
Fer noy tgle holl on’t’s gone an’ past, wut is there to go
or?
Ef, wile you’re ’lectioneerin’ round, some curus chaps
should beg
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To know my views o’ state affairs, jest answer wooDEN
G!

Ef they amt settisfied with thet, an’ kin’ o’ pry an’ doubt ’
An’ ax fer sutthin’ deffynit, ]est say ONE EYE PUT OUT |
Thet kin' o’ talk I guess you'll find’ll answer to a charm,

’ wen you’re druv tu nigh the wall, hol’ up my missin’

arm;

Ff they shiould nose round fer 2 pledge, put on a vartoous
00!

An’ tell’em thet’s percisely wut I never gin nor —took!

Then you can call me “ Timbertoes,” —thet’s wut ’the
people likes;

Sutthin’ combinin’ morril truth with phrases sech ez
strikes;

Some MF the pcople s fond o’ this, or thet, or wut you

T tell ye Wut the people want is jest correct 1dees;
#Qld Timbertoes,” you see,’s a creed 1t ’s safe tobe quite

bold on,
There ’s nothm’ in’t the other side can any ways git hold

Tt'sa good tangible idee, a sutthin’ to embody

Thet valooable class o’ men who look thru bmndy:toddy,
It gives a Party Platform, tu, jest level with the mind
Of all nght-thinkin’, honest folks thet mean to go n.

blind ;

Then there air other good hooraws to dror on ez you
need 'em,

Sech ez the ONF-EYED SLARTERER, the proopy Birpo-
FREDUM ;

Them’s wut takes hold o’ folks thet think, ez well ez o
the masses,

An’ makes you sartin o’ the aid o’ good men of all elasses

There’s one thing I’m 1n doubt about; m order to be
Presidunt,

1t’s absolutely ne'ssary to be a Southern residunt;

The Constitution settles thet, an’ also thet a feller

Must own a nigger o’ some sort, jet black, or brown, or
yeller.

Now I hant no objections agin particklar climes.

Nor agin ownin' anythin’ (except the truth »
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But, ez I haint no capital, up there among ye, maybe,
You might raise funds en’ough fer me to buy a low-priced

bab,

Ax’ then, {6 suit the No'thern folks, who feel obleeged
to 83,

They hate gn’ cuss the very thing they vote fer every
day,

Say you’re assured I go full butt fer Liberty’s diffusion
An’ made the purchis on’y jest to spite the Institootion;—
But, golly ! there’s the currier’s hoss upon the pavement
pawin’!
1’11 be more ’xplicit in my next.
Yourn,
BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN.

[We hiavo now a tolerably Iair chance of estimating how the balance-
aheet stands between our returned volunteer and glory. Supposing the
entries to bo set down on both sides of the account in fractional parts
of one hundred, we shall arrive at something like the following result : —

B. Sawin, Esq., in account with (Braxk) Grorny.

Cr. Dr.
B?' lossofoneleg, . . . 20 To ong G76th threo cheers in
‘“ do. onearm, . . . 1b Faneuil Hall, . . . 30
“ do. four fingers, . . 5 * do. do. on occasion of
“ do, one eye, . . . 10 presentation of sword to
“ the breaking of sixribs, . 6 Colonel Wright, . . 25
¢ baving served under Colo- ‘“ one suit of gray clothes (jn-

nel Cushing one month, . 44 goniously unbecoming), . 15
musical  entertainments
(drum  and fife six

months), . . . . b
¢ one dinner after return, . 1
¢ chance of pension, . .1
‘¢ privilege of drawing long-
bow during rest of natu-
ral life, . . . . 23
100 100

E. E.

It would appear that Mr. Sawin found the actual feast curiously the
reverse of the bill of fare advertised in Fanenil Hall and other places.
His primary object secms to have been the making of his fortune.
Qumrenda pecunia primum, virtus post nummos. He hoisted sail for
Eldorado, and shipwrecked on Point Tribulation. Quid non mortalia
pectora cogis, auri sacra fames? ‘The speculation has sometimes:
crossed my mind, in that dreary interval of dronght which intervenes
between quarterly stipendiary showers, that Providence, by the crea-
tion of o money-tree, might have simplified wonderfully the sometimes

erplexing problem of human life. We read of bread-trees, the butter
or which lies ready-churned in Irish bogs. Milk-trees we are assured
»f {n Yowth Ameriea, and stout Sir Sohn Hawkins testifies to witer-trees
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Stittey, the 1ewaies of Uy LAY HaVe CAied 1Y ALLELLOL 1O Le Cinpa
trea. Not to multlply examples, 1 will barely add to my hist the birch-
tree, in the smaller branches of which has been implanted so mirzco.
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Without you deacon off the toon you waut your {olks
should sing;

So T edvise the noomrous friends thot’s in one boat
with me i

To jest \;p killock, jam right down their hellum hard
a lee

Haul the sheots taut, an’, laying out upon the Suthun tack,

Make for tho safest port they can, wich, I thinlk, is Ole
Zack.

Next thing yow’ll want to know, I spose, wut argimunts

1 seem .
To sce thet makes me think this ere’ll be the strongest
team;

Tust place, I've ben consid’ble round in barrooms an’
saloons ‘
Agethrin’ public sentiment, ‘mongst Demmercrats and

Coons,

A *taint ve'y offen thet I meet a chap bub wut goes in

Ter Rough an’ Ready, fair an’ square, hufs, taller, horns,
an’ skin; :

T don’t deny but wat, fer one, ez fur ez T could see,

I did 't like at fust the Pheladelphy nomernce:

I could ha’ pinted to n man thet wuz, I guess, a pog

Higher than him, —a soger, tu, an’ with o wooden leg;

But every day with more an’ more o’ Taylor zeal I’m
burnin’,

Seein’ wieh way the tide thet sets to office is aturnin’;

Wy, into Bellers’s we notehed the votes down on three
sticks, —

m \’vuz_B,irdofrm}tm\ one, Cass aught, aw’ Taylor twenty-six,

,An bein’ the on’y eanderdate thet wuz upon the ground,

They said 't wuz no more’n vight thet I should pay the -
drinks all round;

Ef 1'd expeeted sech a triek, T wounld n’t ha’ ent my foob

By goin’ an’ votin’ fer myself like a consumed coot;

It didn't tmake no diff'rence, though; I wish I may be
cust,

if Bellers wuz 't slim enough to say he would w't trust !

Another pint thet influences the minds o’ sober jedges

Is thot the Gin'ral hez w't gut tied hand an’ foot with
pledges;
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He hez n’t told ye wut he is, an’ so there aint no knowin'

Bat wut he may, turn out to be the best there is agoin’;

This, at the on’y spot thet pinched, the shoe du—ectly
eases,

Coz every one is free to ’xpect percisely what he pleases:

1 want free-trade; you don’t; the Gin'ral isn’t bound to
neither; —

I vote n;]y way; you, yourn; an’ both air sooted to a T

Ole Rmigh an’ Ready, tu,’s a Wig, but without bein’
(He’s like a holsome hayinday, thet’s warm, but isn’t

sultry);
He's Jest wat I should call myself, a kin’ o serateh, ez
’t ware,
Thet ain’t exacly all a wig nor wholly your own hair;
I’ve ben a Wig three weeks myself, jest o’ this mod’rate

sort,

Aw’ don’t find them an’ Demmercrats so different ez I
thought;

They both act pooty much alike, an’ push an’ serouge an’

They ’re Ilke two pickpockets in league fer Uncle Sam-
well's

Each takes ngxde, an’ then they squeeze the old man 1n
bettween ’em,

Turn all his pockets wrong side out an’ quick ez hightmn’
clean ‘em;

To nary oze on’em 1°d trust a secon™handed rail

No furder off "ar I could sling a bullock by the tail.

Webster sot matters right in thet air Mashfiel’ speech o

his'n;—

«Taylor,"” sez he, “ainy nary ways the one thet I'd a
chizzen,

Nor he aint fittin’ fer the place, an’ like ez not he zint

No more’n a tongh ole bullethead, ar’ no gret of a sant;

But then,” sez he, % obsarve my pint, he’s Jest ez good to
vote fer

Ez though the greasin’ on him worn't a thing to hire
Choate fer;

Alnt it ez easy done to drop a ballot 1n a box

Fer one ez’t 1s fer t’other, fer the bulldog ez the fox?
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Tt takes a mind like Dannel’s, fact, ez big ez all ou’ doors,

To find out thet it looks like rain arter it fairly pours;

1 ’gree with him, it aint so drefile troublesome to vote

Fer Taylor arter all,—it’s jest to go an’ change your
coat; .

Wen he’s once greased, you’ll swaller him an’ never
know on’t, scurce, . . o

Tnless he seratches, goin’ down, with them ’ere Gin’ral’s
spurs.

I've ben a votin’ Demmercrat, ez reg'lar ez a clock,

Bus don't find goin’ Taylor gives my narves no gret’f a

shock; .

Truth is, the cutest leadin’ Wigs, ever sence fust they
found

Wich side the bread gut buttered on, hev kep’ a edgiv’
round ;

They kin’ o’ ;Hpt the planks frum out th® ole platform
one by one

An’ made it gradooally noo, *fore folks know’d wut wuz
done.

Till, fur’z I know, there aint an inch thet I could lay my
han’ on,

But I, or any Demmercrat, feels comf'table to stan’ on,

An’ ole Wig doctrines act'lly look, their oce’pants bein’
gone,

Lonesome ez staddles on & mash without no hayricks on.

1 sposethit 's]time now I should give my thoughts upon

e plan,

Thet chippgd the shell at Buffalo, o’ settin’ up ole Van.

I used to vote fer Martin, but, I swan, I'm clean dis-
gusted, —

He aint the man thet I can say is fittin’ to be trusted;

He aint half antislav’ry *nough, nor I aint sure, ez some be,

He’d go in fer abolishin’ the Deestrick o’ Columby;

Ax’, now I come to reeollect, it kin’ o' makes me sick 'z

A horse, to think o’ wut he wuz in eighteen thirty-six.

An’ then, another thing;—1I guess, though mebby I am
wrong,

This Buff'lo plaster aint agoin’ to dror almighty strong;

Some folks, I know, hev gut th’ idee thet No'thun
dough 1l rise,

Though, "fore I see it riz an’ baked, I would n’t trust m}’.
eyes; ’



THE BIGLOW PAPERS. 149
T will take mure emptins, a long chalk, than this noo

5’8
To give sech heavy cakes ez them a start, I tell ye wut.
Buot even ef they caird the day, there wouldn't be no
endarin’
To stan’ upon a platform with sech eritters ez Van

uren;—

An’ his son :Yobn, tu, I can’t think how thet ’ere chap
should dare

To speak ez !he doos; wy, they say he used to cuss an’
swear! |

T spose he never read the hymn thet tells how down the
stai)

rs

A feller with long legs wuz throwed thet wouldn't say
his prayers.

This brings me to another pint: the leaders o’ the party

Aint 3est sech men ez I can act along with free an’
hearty;

They amt not quite respectable, an’ wen a feller's

Don't toe the straightest kin’ o’ mark, wy, him an’ me
jest quarrils.

1 wenttoa freesoil meetin’ once, an’ wut d’ye think I see?

A feller was aspoutin’ there thet act’lg' come to me,

Abont two year ago last spring, ez uigh ez 1 can jedge,

Aw’ azed me ef I didn't want to sign the Temprunce

pledge!

Hle’s one o’ them that goes about an’ sez you hedn’t
ough’ ter

Drink nothin’, mornin’, noon, or night, stronger ’an Taun-
ton water.

There’s one rule I’ve ben guided by, in settlin’ how to
vote, ollers, —

I take the side thet isn’t took by them consarned tee-
totallers,

Ez fer the mggexs, I’ve ben South, an’ thet hez changed
my mind;

A lazier, more onmteful set you could n’t nowers find.

Yon know I mentioned in my last thet I should buy a
nigger,

Ef T could make a purchase at a pooty mod’iate figger;

8o, ez there’s nothiy’ n the world I'm fonder of ‘az
g\mmn s
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T closed a bargin finally to take a feller runnin’. '

I show'dered queen’'sarm an’ stumped out, an’ wen 1
come t’ th’ swamp,

»Pworn't very long before I gut upon the nest o’ Pomp;

I come acrost a kin’ o’ hut, an’, playin’ round the door,

Some little woolly-headed cubs, ez many ’z six or more.

At fust I thought o firie, but think fwice is safest ollers;

There aint, thinks I, not one on ’em but’s wuth his twenty
dollars,

Or would be, ef I had ’em back into a Christian land, —

How temptin’ all on ’em would look upon an auction-

stand!
(Not but wut I hate Slavery in th’ abstract, stem to
starn, —

I leave it ware our fathers did, a privit State consarn.)

Soon’z they see me, they yelled an’ run, but Pomp wuz °
out ahoein’

A leetle pateh o' corn he hed, or else there aint no
knowin’

He would n’t ha’ took a pop at me; but I had gut the
start,

An’ wen he looked, I vow he groaned ez though he’d
broke his heart;

He done it like a wite man, tu, ez nat’ral ez a pictur,

The imp’dunt, pis'nous hypocrite! wus’an a boy con-
strictur.

“You can’t gum me, I tell ye now, an’ so you needn’t
try,

1 ’xpect my eye-teeth every mail, so jest shet up,” sez L.

“ Don’t go to actin’ ugly now, or else I°ll jest let strip,

You’d best draw kindly, seein’ ’z how I’ve gut ye on the

P
Besides, you darned ole fool, it aint no gret of a disaster
To be benev'lently druv back to a contented master,
Ware you hed Christian priv’ledges you don’t seem quite
aware of,
Or you’d ha’ never run away from bein’ well took care of ;
Ez fer kin’ treatment, wy, he wuz so fond on ye, he sed
He’d give a fifty spot right out, to git ye, live or dead;
Wite folks aint sot by half ez much; member I run away,
Wen I wuz bound to Cap'n Jakes, to Mattysqumscot bay ;
Don’t know him, likely ? Spose not; wal, the mean ole
codger went
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Ar’ offered — wut reward, think? Wal, it worn’t ne
less'n 3 cent.”

‘Wal, I jest gut 'em into line, an’ druv ’em on afore me,
The pis'nous brutes, I’d no idee o’ the ill-will they bore

mej;
We wa},keti till som’ers about noon, an’ then it grew o
0t

bring ; - N
Bat, wile Iad’rinked the peaceful cup of 2 pure heart ay’

mind,

(Alixed with some wiskey, now an’ then,) Pomp he snaked
up belnd,

An’ creepin’ grad’lly close tu, ez quiet ez a mink,

Jest grabbed my ley, and then pulled foot, quicker ’an
you could wink,

Ar’, come to Jook, they each on ’em hed gut behin’ a tree,

An’ Pomp poked out the leg 3 piece, jest so ez I could

see,
An* yelleti to me to throw away my pistils an’ my gun,
Or else thet they’d cair off the leg, an’ farrly cut an’

run.
I vow I did n't b'lieve there wuz a decent alligatur
Thet hed a heart so destitoot o’ common human natur;

JT-C e el et ma Lol T fealle en e

» ap’
grinoed,
He showed his ivory some, I guess, an’ sez, “Youn’re
fairly pinned;
Jest buckle on your leg agin, an’ git right up an come,
T wun't do fer fammerly men like me to be so long from
hom.”
At fus%g put my foot right down an’ swore I would 't
' d;

ge. B
“Jest ez you choose,” sez he, quite cool, “either be shot
or trudge.”
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So this black-hearted monster took an’ act’lly druv me
back . )

Along the very feetmarks o’ my happy mornin’ track,

A’ kep’ me pris’ner ‘bout six months, an’ worked me, tu,
like sin .

Till I hed gut "his corn an’ his Carliny taters in; )

He made me larn him readin’, tu, (although the critbur
saw .

How much it hut my morril sense to act agin the law,)

So’st he could read a Bible he’d gut; an’ axed ef I could
pint )

The North Star out; but there I put his nose some out o’
jint ) ]

Fer I weeled roun’ about sou’west, an’, lookin’ up a bit,

Picked out a middlin’ shiny one an’ tole him thet wuaz it.

Fin'lly, he took me to the door, an’, givin’ me a kiek,

Sez,—“Ef you know wut’s best fer ye, be off, now,
double-quick;

The winter-time’s a comin’ on, an’, though I gut ye
cheap,

You’re so darned lazy, I don’t think you’re hardly wuth
your keep;

Besides, the childrin’s growin’ up, an’ you aint jest the
model

I’d like to hev ’em immertate, an’ so you’d befter tod-
dlet”

Now is there any thin’ on airth’ll ever prove to me

Thet renegader slaves like him air fit fer bein’ free ?

I’ you think they’ll suck me in to jine the Buff’lo chaps,
an’ them

Rank-infidels thet go agin the Scriptur’l cus o’ Shem ?

Not by a jugfull! sooner ’n thet, I’d go thru fire an’
water;

‘Wen I hev once made up my mind, a meet’nhus aint
sotter;

No, not though all the crows thet flies to pick my bones
wuz cawin’, —

I guess we’re in a Christian land, —
Yourn,
BirDOFREDUM SAWIN,
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1abor of Hercules, and his suceessful experiment with fire affords us a
useful precedent.

Bat while I Jament the degenoracy of the age in this regard, I cannot
refuse to suceumb to its intluence. Looking out through wmy study-
window, I see Mr, Biglow at a distance busy in gathering his Baldwins,
of which, to judge by the uumber of barrels lying about under .the
trees, his erop is more abundant than my own, — by which sight I am
admonished to turn to those orchards of the mind wherein my Jabars
may be more prospered, and apply myself diligently to the preparation
of my next Sabbath’s discourse. —H. W.]

A
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TO E. R. HOAR.

¢ Multos enim, quibus logquendi ratio non desit, inventas, quos
curiose potius loqui dixeris gnam Latine ; quomodo et illa Attica
anus ‘Theophrastum, hominem alioqui disertissimum, annotata unius
affectatione verbi, hospitems dixit, nec alio se id deprehendisse
interrogata respondit, quam quod niminum Attice logueretur,”
QUINTILIANUS,

‘Bt Anglice sermonicari solebat populo, sed secundum lingoam
Norfolchie ubi natus et nutritus erat.*?
Croxica JOCELINI,

“ La politique est une pierre attachée an cou de la littérature, et
qui, en moins de six mois la submerge. . . . Cette politique va
offenser mortellement une moitié des lecteurs, et ennuyer V'autre

qui I'a trouvée bien autrement spéciale et énergique dans le journal
du matin,”
Hexzri Bevee.
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INTRODUCTION.

Troucn prefaces seem of late to have fallen under
some reproach, they have at least this advantage, that
they set us again on the feet of our personal consciousness
and rescue us from the gregarions mock-modesty or cow-
ardice of that we which shrills feebly throughout modern
lirerature like the shrieking of mice 1n the walls of a
house that has past 1ts prime. Mawving a few words to
say to the many friends whom the “ Biglow Papers”
have won me, 1 shall accordingly take the treedom of the
first person singular of the personal pronoun. Let each
of the guod-natured unknown who have cheered me by
the written communication of therr oympathy look upon
this Introduction as a private letter to lnmseff‘

‘When, more than twenty years ago, I wrote the first
of the series, I hiad no defimte plan and no ntention of
ever writing another. Tlinking the Mexiean war, as [
think 1t still, a national erime committed 1n behoof of
Slavery, our commeon sin, and wishing to put the feeling
of those who thonght as I did 1n a way that would tell, I
s . £ S . Bt

1
)

out iny conception and to write in my assumed character,
1 found myself 1n a strait between two perils. On the
one hand, I was mn danger of bewng carried beyond the
it of my own opinions, or at least of that temper with
which every man should speak his imnd tn print, and on
the other I feared the risk of seeming to vulganze a deep
and sacred convietion. I needed on occasion to rse
above the Jevel of mere patois, aud for this purpose con-
ceived the Reverend Mr. Wilbur who should express the
more cautious element of the New England chamc?‘qkd
57
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contemy - e ‘o s e
I knew
italso b Lot .
right side. I had learned, too, that the first requisite of
good writing is to have an earnest and definite purpose,
whether ®sthetic or moral, and that even good writing, to
please long, must have more than an average amount
either of imagination or common-sense. The first of
these falls to the lot of scarcely one in several genera.
tions; the last is within the reach of many in every one
that passes; and of this an author may fairly hope to
become 1n part the mouthpiece  If I put on the cap and
bells and made myself one of the court-fools of King De-

! < 2O B it wina
- . which
. .. . is no
imputation that eould be more galling to any man’s self-
respect than that of being a mere jester 1epdeavored,
by generalizing my satire, to give 1t what value I eould
beyond the passing moment and the immediate applica-
tion. How far I have succeeded I cannot tell, but I have
had better luck than I ever looked for 1n seeing my verses
survive to pass beyond their nonage.

In choosing the Yaankee dialect, I did not act withont
forethought. It had long seemed to me that the great vice
of American writing and speaking was a studied want of
simplim&y, that we were m’d:mger of coming to look on

LSRN tahnen ~Liindla

line English, classie because 1t was of no special period,
and level at once to the lughest and lowest of his country-
men. But whoever should read the debates in Congress
might fancy himself present at a meeting of the city coun-
cil of some city of southern Gaul 1n the decline of the
Empire, where barbarians with a Latin varmish emnlated
each other in being more than Ciceroman. Whether it be
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want of culture, for the highest ontcome of that is sim-
plicity, or for whatever reason, it is certain that very few
American writers or speakers wield their native language
with the directuness, precision, and force that are common
as the day in the mother country. We use it like Scots-
men, not as if it belonged to us, but as if we wished to
prove that we belong to it, by showing our intimacy with
its written rather than with its spoken dialect. And yet
all the while our popular idiom isracy with life and vigor
and originality, bucksome (as Milton used the word) to
our new occasions, and proves itself no mere graft by
sending up new suckers from the old root in spite of us.
It is only from its roots in the living generations of men
that a language can be reinforeed with fresh vigor for its
needs; what may be called a literate dinlect grows ever
more and more pedantic and foreign, till it becomes at
last as unfitting a vehicle for living thought as monkish
Latin. That we should all be made to talk like books is
the danger with which we are threatened by the Universal
Schoolmaster, who does his best to enslave the minds and
memories of his vietims to what he esteems the best mod-
els of English composition, that is to say, to the writers
whose style is faultily correct and has no blood-warmth
in it. No language after it has faded into diction, none
that cannot suck up the feeding juices sceveted for it in
the rich mother-earth of common folk, can bring forth a
sound and lusty book. True vigor and heartiness of
phrase do not pass from page to page, but from man to
maun, where the brain is kindled and the lips suppled by
downright living interests and by passion in its very throe.
Language is the soil of thought, and our own especially is
arich leaf-mould, the slow deposit of ages, the shed folinge
of feeling, fancy, and imagination, which has suffered an
earth-change, that the vocal forest, as Howell called it, may
clothe itself anew with living green. There is death in
the dictionary; and, where language is too strietly limited
by convention, the ground for expression to grow in is lim-
ited also; and we get a potted literature, Chinese dwarfs
instead of healthy trees.
But while the schoolmaster has been busy starching
our language and smoothing it flat with the mangle of a
supposed classical authority, the newspaper reporter has
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been doing even more harm by stretehing and swelling it
to sutt Iug occasions A dozen years ago I began a list,
which I have added to from time to time, of some of the
changes which may be farrly luid at his door. I mivea
faw of them as showing their tendency, all the moie dan-
gerous that their effect, like that of some poisons, is in-
sensibly cumulative, and that they are sure at last of
effect among a people whose chief reading 1s the dn‘i)g(
paper. I give i two columns the old style and its mod-
ern equivalent

0l Style. New Style.
'Was hanged Whas Inunched into eternity,
‘When the halter was put round \When the fatal noose was ad-
his neck. Justed about the neck of the

unfortunate victim of bis own
unbridled passions

A great crowd came to see, A sast concourse was assembled
to witness

Great fire. Disastrous conflagration

The fire spread, The conflagration extended its
devastating career.

Ilouse burned Edifice consumed.

‘The fire was got under. The progress of the devouring
element was arrested

Man fell. Individual was precipitated,

A horse and wagon ran against. A valuable horse attached toa ve-
hicledriven by J §, in the em-
ploymentofd B, collided vith.

The frightened horse, The infunated ammal.

Sent for the doctor Called nto requisition the ser-
vices of the family physician

Tho mayor of the city in & short The chief magistrate of the me-

speech welcomed tropolis, 1n well-chosen and
eloquent language, frequently
Interrupted by the plandits of
the surging multieude, officlally
tendered the hospitalities

[ shall say a few words, 1ghall, with your permnission, beg
leave to offer some brief obser-
vations

Began his answer, Commenced his rejoinder

A bystander advised. One of those omnipresent charac-

ters who, a5 if in pursuance of
kOme previous Arrangement, are
certain to be encountered i the
viemity when an accident oc-
curs, ventared the suggestion
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He died Ie deceased, he passed out of
existence, his spirit quitted its
earthly habitation, winged its
way to ecternity, shook off
its burden, &ec. ;

In one sense this is nothing new. The school of Pope
in verse ended by wire-drawing its phrase to such thin-
ness that it could bear no weight of meaning whatever.
Nor is fine writing by any means confined to America.
All writers without imagination fall into it of necessity
whenever they attempt the figurative. 1 take two exam-
ples from Mr. Merivale’s « History of the Romans under
the Empire,” which, indeed, is full of such. ¢ The last
years of the age familiarly styled the Augustan were
singularly barren of the literary glories from which its
celebrity was chiefly derived. Onc by one the stars in
its firmament had been lost to the world; Virgil and
Horace, &ec., had long since died; the charm which the
imagination of Livy had thrown over the earlier annals
of Rome had ceased to shine on the details of almost con-
temporary history ; and if the flood of his eloquence still
continued flowing, we can hardly suppose that the stream
was as rapid, as fresh, and as clear as ever.” I will not
waste time in criticising the bad Iinglish or the mixture
of metaphor in these sentences, but will simply cite an-
other from the same author which is even worse. ¢ The
shadowy phantom of the Repnblic continued to flit before
the eyes of the Cwmsar. 'There was stil], he apprehended,
a germ of sentiment existing, on which a scion of his own
house, or even a stranger, might boldly throw himself and
raise the standard of patrician independence.” Now a
ghost may haunt a murderer, but hardly, I should think,
to scare him with the threat of taking a new lease of its
old tenement. And fancy the scion of a house in the act
of throwing itsclf upon a germn of sentiment to raise a
standard! 1 am glad, since we have so much in the
same kind to answer for, that this bit of horticultural
rhetoric is from beyond sea. I would not be supposed to
condemn truly imaginative prose. There is a simplicity
of splendor, no less than of plainness, and prose would
be poor indeed if it could not find a tongue for that mean-
ing of the mind which is behind the meaning of the



THE BIGLOW PAPLRS. 463

words. Tt has sometinies seemed to me that in England
there was a growing tendency to curtail language into a
mere convenience, and to defecate it of all emotion as
thoroughly as algebrmic signs. This has arisen, no
doubt, in part from that healthy national contempt of
humbug which is characteristic of Englishmen, in part
from that sensitiveness to the ludicrous which makes
them so shy of expressing feeling, but in part also, it is
to be feared, from a growing distrust, one might almost
say hatred, of whatever 18 super-material. There 13
something sad 1n the scorn with which their journalists
treat the notion of there being such a thing as a national
1deal, seeming utterly to have forgotten that even in
the affairs of this world the imagnation 1s as much

t t as the understand If we were to trust
the impression made on us by sotne of the cleverest and
most characteristic of their periodical hterature, we
should think England hopelessly stranded on the good-
humored eynicisin of well-to-do mddle-age, and should
fancy it an enchanted nation, doomed to sit forever with
its feet under the mahogany in that after-dunner mood
which follows conscientious repletion, and which it is
ill.manners to disturb with any topies more exciting
than the quality of the wines ~ But there are already
symptoms that a large class of Englishmen are getting
weary of the domimon of consols and divire common-
sense, and to believe that eternal three per cent 13 not the
chief end of man, nor the highest and only kind of mn-
terest to wlich the powers and opportunities of England
are entitled.

The qualit{ of exaggeration has often been remarked
on as typical of American character, and especially of
American humor. In Dr Petrr’s Gedrangtes Handbduch
der Fremdicbrter, we are told that the word humbug 13
commonly used for the exaggerations of the North Amer-
icans To be sure, one would be tempted to think the
dream of Columbus half fulfilled, and that Europe had
found in the West a nearer way to Onentahism, at least
indiction. But1t seems to me that a great deal of what
is set down as mere extravagance 13 more fitly to be
called intensity and picturesqueness, symptoms of the
imaginative faculty mn full health and strength, though
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E_hsi part I have taken on myself is that of the humbler
nrd.

But it is affirmed that there is something innately
vulgar in the Yaokee dialect. M. Sainte-Beuve says,
with Ius usual neatness: “Je définis un patois une an-*
cienne langue yui @ ex des malkenrs, ou encore une langue
toute jeune et qui n'a pas funle fortune.” The first part
of hig definition applies to a dialect like the Provengal,
the last to the Tuscan before Dante had lfted 1t into a
classie, and neither, 1t seems to me, will quite fit a patois,
wheeh is not properly a dialect, but rather certain ar-
chaisms, proverbial phrases, and modes of pronunciation,
which maintain themselves among the uneducated side
by side with the finished and universally accepted lan-
guage, Norman French, for example, or Scotch down to
the time of James VI., could hardly be called patois,
while I should be half inclined to name the Yankee a
lingo tather than a dialect. It has retained a few words
now fallen mto disuse in the mother country, hke to
tairy, to progress, fleshy, full, and some others; it has
changed the meaning of some, as in freshet; and it has
clung to what I suspect to have been the broad Norman
pronunciation of e 2\vhich Molidre puts into the mouth
of his rustics) in such words as sarvant, pafect, vartoo,
and the hke. It mantamns something of the French
sound of a also 1n words like chiamber, dinger (though
the latter had certainly begun to take 1ts present sound
80 early as 1636, when I find it sometines spelt damger).
But 1n general it may be said that nothing can be found
in 1t which does not still survive in some one or other of
the English provincial dinlects. I am not speaking now
of Amencanisms properly so ealled, that 15, of wonls or
phrases which have grown nto use here exther through
necessity, invention, or aceident, such as a carrs. a one-
horse affair, & prairie, to vamose  Even these ane fewer
than is sometimes taken for granted. But I 1%k some
fair defence may be made agatnst the charg: ganty..
Properly apeaking, vulgarity 1s 1n the the.
in the word or the way of pronounc.. Modern
French, the most pohte of languages. : -arbarously
vulgar if compared with the Latin out - v .ch 1t hes
been corrupted, or even with Italan T.

on

= 13 a wids



466 LOWELLS POEMS.

gap, and one implying greater boorishness, between min-
isterium and métier, or sapiens and sachant, than between
druv and drove, or agin and against, which last is plainly
an arrant superlative. Our rustic coverlid is nearer its
Trench original than the diminutive coverlet, into which
it has been ignorantly corrupted in politer speech. I ob-
tained from three cultivated Englishmen at different
times three diverse pronunciations of a single word, —
cowcumber, coocumber, and cucumber. Of these the first,
which is Yankee also, comes nearest to the nasality of
concombre. Lord Ossory assures us that Voltaire saw
the best society in England, and Voltaire tells his
countrymen that handkerchief was pronounced hanker-
cher. I find it so spelt in Hakluyt and elsewhere. This
enormity the Yankee still persists in, and as there is
always a reason for such deviations from the sound as
represented by the spelling, may we not suspect two
sources of derivation, and find an ancestor for kerclher in
convertwre rather than in couvrechef ? And what greater
phonetie vagary (which Dryden, by the way, called fegasy)
in our lingua rustic than this ker for couwre? I copy
from the fly-leaves of my books where I have noted them
from time to time a few examples of pronunciation and
phrase which will show that the Yankee often has
antiquity and very respectable literary authority on his
side. My list might be largely increased by referring to
glossaries, but to them every one can go for himself, and
1 have gathered enough for my purpose.

I will take first those cases in which something like
the French-sound has been preserved in certain single
letters and diphthongs. And this opens a curious ques-
tion as to how long this Gallicism maintained itself in
England. Sometimes a divergence in pronunciation has
given us two words with different meanings, as in genteel
and jaunty, which I find coming in toward the close of
the seventeenth century, and wavering between genteel
and jantee. It is usual in America to drop the » in words
ending in our,—a very proper change recommended by
Howell two centuries ago, and carried out by him so far
as his printers would allow. This and the corresponding
changes in musigue, musick, and the like, which he also
advocated, show that in his time the French accent in-
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dicated by the superfluous letters (for French had once
nearly as strong an accent as Italian) had gone out of use,
‘There is plenty of French accent down to the end of Eliz-
abeth’s reign.  In Daniel we have rickes' and counsel', in
Bishop Hall comet', chagelain, in Donne pictures’, virtue',
presence’, mortal'y merit', hainous', giant', with many more,
aml Marston’s satires are full of them. The two latter,
however, are not to be relted on, as they may be suspected
of Chaucenizing, Herrick writes baptime. ~The tendency
to throw the aceent backward began early, But the in.
congenities are perplexing,and perhaps mark the period
of transition. In Warner’s « Al‘t;ion’s England” wehave
% creator and creature side by side with the modern erealor
and creature. E'nryand e'nvying occur in Campion (1602),
and yet envy’ survived Milton. In some cases we have
gone back agan nearer to the French, as i rev'enne for
reven'ne. 1 had been so used to hearing fmbecile pro-
nounced with the accent on the first syllable, whiel 15 1o
accordance with the general tendency in such matters,
that 1 was surpnised to find imbec'ile in a verse of Words-
worth. The dicttonariesall give it so I ashed » highly
cultivated Englishman, and he declared for mbeceel’
In general it may be assumed that accent will finally
settle on the syllable dictated by greater ease amd there.
fore quickness of utlerance  Blasphemous, for example,
is more rapidly pronounced than Masphem'vrs, to Which
our Yankee ehngs, following 1 this the nawe of many
of the older poets  mercan 1s caser than .dmerdcan,
and therefore the false quantity has earned the day,
though the true one may be found m Geoge Herbert,
and even so late as Cowley 5
To come back to the matter 1 hand  Our * uplandish
men? retain the soft or thin sound of the « tnsome words,
sich as rule, truth (sometimes alw pronouaced tridh,
not trooth), while he says non for meee 1wl cives to view
and few soindeseribable 2 mixture of the two sounds wizt
slight nasal tincture that it may be called the Yaukee
shibboleth  In rule the least sounit of a precedes tke =
I find reule in Pecoch's # Repressor  He  probably ==
nounced it rayoole, as the old Ev wvh wand from w;
is derived was verv hhkely re oo <~ umied at firsa 722
a remimscence of 1ts origieal Tindal Las ~
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and the Coventry Plays have preudent. As for noo, may
it not elaim some sanction in its derivation, whether from
nouvean or newf, the ancient sound of which may well have
been naof, as nearer novus ? Beef would seem more like
to have come from dugffe than from beeuf, unless the two
were mere varieties of spelling. The Saxon jew may
have caught enough from its French cousin pex to claim
the benetit of the same doubt as to sound; and our slang
phrase « few (as #I licked him a few ) may well z}pp_eal to
un peu for sense and authority. Nay, might not lick itself
turn out to be the gaod old word lam in an English dis-
guise, if the latter should claim descent as, perhaps, he

fairly might, from the Latin lambere ? The New England |

ferce for fierce, and perce for pierce (sorpetimes l}eard as
Jairce and pairce), ave also Norman. For its antiquity Ieite
the rhyme of verse and pierce in Chapman and Donne, and
in some commendatory verses by a Mr. Berkenhead be-
fore the poeins of Francis Beaumont. Ourpairlousfor per-
ilous is of the same kind, and is nearer Shakespeare’s par-
lous than the modern pronunciation. One other Gallicism
survives in our pronunciation. Perhaps I should rather
call itasemi-Gallicism, for it is the result of a futile effort
to reproduce a French sound with English lips. Thus for
Joint, employ, royal, we have jynt, emply, +jle, the last dif-
fering ouly from vile (rodl) in a prolongation of the y sound.
In Walter de Biblesworth I find solives Englished by gistes.
This, it is true, may have been pronounced jeests, but the
pronunciation jystes must have preceded the present spell-
ing, which was no doubt adopted after the radical mean.
ing was forgotten, as analogical with other words in oi.
In the same way after Norman-French influence had soft-
ened the [ out of wonld (we already find woud for veut in
N. F. poems), should followed the example, and then
an [ was put into eondd, where it does not belong, to sat-
isfy the logic of the eye, which has affected the pronun-
ciation and even the spelling of English more than is
commonly supposed. I meet with eyster for oyster as
early as the fourteenth century. I find dystrye for de-
stroy in the Coventry Plays, wiage in Bishop Hall and
Middleton the dramatist, bile in Donne and Chrononho-
tonthologos, line in Hall, ryall and chyse (for choice) in the
Coventry Plays. In Chapman’s ¢ All Tools” is the mis.

LS
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print of employ for imply, fairly inferring an identity of
sound in the last syllable. Indeed, this pronunciation
Ve vamin? m S P oo

the French better than cornice does. While, chnging
more closely to the Anglo-Saxon tn dropping the g from
the end of the present participle, the Yankee now and
then pleases hunself with an experiment 1 French na-
sahty 1n words ending 1 . It is not, so far as my expe-
rience goes, very common, though 1t may formerly have
been more so  Capting, for instance, I never heard
savo in Jest, the habitual form being Aepp’n.  Dut at any
rate 1t 18 no invention of ours. In that dehghtful old
volume, # Ane Compendions Buke of Godly and Spinituall
Songs,” 1n which I know not whether the pety 1tself or
the sumplicity of its expression be more charming, I find
burding, garding, and cousmng, and m the State Trals
uncertin used by a gentleman. The = for ng I confess
preferring

Of Yankee preterites I find rsse and nize for rose in
Middleton and Dryden, clim in Spenser, chees (chose)
8ir John Mandevil, give (gave) m the Coventry Plays,
shet (shut) 1 Golding's Ovid,* ket in Chapman and 1n
Weever's Epitaphs, thriv and smet in Drayton, quit in Ben
Jonson and Henry More, and pled in the fastidious
Landor. I for rode was anciently common. So like-
wise was see for saw, but I find 1t 1n no writer of author.
ity, unless Chaucer’s sete was so sounded. Shew 18 used
by Heetor Boece, Giles Fletcher, and Drummond of Haw-
thornden. Similar strong preterttes, hke anew, thew, and
even metw, are not without example. I find sew for sowed
in Piers Ploughman. Indeed, the anomalies in Enghsh
preterites are perplexing.  We have probably transfeired
Aew from flow (as the preterite of which I hasve heard 1ty
to 1y becauss we had another pretente in fled. Of weak
pretentes the Yankee retains growed, blowed, for which he
has pood authority, and less often Anowed His sot 18
merely a broad soundimng of sat, no more welegant than
the common got for gat, which he further degrades into
gut. When he says darst, he uses a form as old as Chaucer.

* Cited 1 Warton's Obs, Faery Q
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The Yankee has retained something of the long sound
of the a in such words as axe, waz, pronouncing them exe,
wex (shortened from aix, waix). ealso says hev and fed
(héve, kad) for have and kad. In most cases he follows
an Anglo-Saxon usage. In air for azle he certainly does.
1 find wex and aisches (ashes) in Pecock, and exe in the
Paston Letters. Chancer wrote kendy. Dryden rhymes
can with men, as Mr. Biglow would. Alexander Gill,
Milton’s teacher, in his « Lagonomia” c}teﬁs‘ hez i,or Lath
as peculiar to Lincolnshire. 1 find kayth in (,olher,f “Bib-
liographical Account of Early English Literature ” under
the date 1581, and Lord Cromwell 5o wrote it. Sir Chris-
topher Wren wrote belcony. Thaim for them was common
in the sixteenth century. 'We have an example of the
same thing in the double form of the verb thrash, thresh.
While the New-Englander caunot be brought to say in-
stead for instid (commonly ’stid where not the last word
in a sentence), he changes the ¢ into e in red for rid, tell
for ¢1l, hender for kinder, rense for rinse. I find red in
the old interlude of “ Thersytes,” ¢ell in a letter of Daborne
to Henslowe, and also, I shudder to mention it, in a let-
ter of the great Duchess of Marlborough, Atossa herself!
It oceurs twice in a single verse of the Chester Plays,
which I copy as containing another Yankeeism :—

 Tell the day of dome, ¢tell the heames blow.”

From this word blow is formed blowth, which I heard again
this summer, after a long interval. Mr. Wright* explains
it as meaning “a blossom.” With us a single blossom is
a blow, while blowth means the blossoming in general. A
farmer would say that there was a good blowth on his
fruit-trees. The word retreats farther inland and away
from the railways, year by year. Wither rthymes hinder
with slender, and Lovelace has renched for rinsed. In
“Gammer Gurton” is sence for since; Marlborough’s
Duchess so writes it, and Donne rhymes since with dmiens
and patience, Bishop Hall and Otway with pretence, Chap-
man with eitizens, Dryden with providence.” Indeed, why
shonld not sithence take that form ?

E sometimes takes the place of u, as jedge, tredge, bresh

* Dictionary of Obsolete and Provincia! Englisn.
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I find tredqe in the interlude of “Jack Jugler,” bresk in
a atation by Collier from “ London Cries ” of the middle
of the seventeenth century, and resche for rush (fifteenth
century) in the very valuable # Volume of Vocabularies
edited by Mr. Wright, Resce is one of the Anglo-Saxon
forms of the word i Bosworth’s A. S. Dictionary. The
Yankeo always shortens the w in the ending fure, making
ventur, natur, pictur, and so on. This was common, also,
among the educated of the last generation. Iam inchned
fgitl‘uuk it may, have been once umversal, and I certainly

3 , . o, o
it, and I meet it also in Spenser, Drayton, Ben Jonson,
Herrick, and Prior.  Spenser has tor£’rest, which can only
be contracted from fortur and not from torcher. Quarles
rhymes nature wath ereator, and Dryden with satire, which
he doubtless p d ding to its older form of
satyr,

I shall now give some examples which ecannot so
easily be ranked under any special head  Gill charges
the Eastern counties with River for cover, and ta for fo.
The Yankee pronounces both too and to like ta (like the
ton in fouch) where they are not emphatic. In that case,
both become tx  In ‘old spelling, fo 1s the common
(and midleed correct) form of foo, which 13 only to with
the sense of in addition. I suspect that the sound of our
too has caught something from the French font, and 1t is
possible that the old oo-too 13 not a reduplication, but a
retmmscence of the femmmme form of the same word
{foutes) as anciently pronounced, with the e not yet si-
lenced. Gill gives a Northern onigin to geaun for gown
and waund for wound (vulnus)  Lovelace has waund, but
there is somethingz too dreadful mn suspecting Spenser
(who borealized 1n s pastorals) of having ever been
guilty of geann! And yet some dehcate mouths even
now are careful to observe the Hibernicism of ge-ard for
guard, and gearl for gul. Sir 'mlip Sidney (credite
postertl) wrote furr for far. 1 would hardly have be-
lieved it had [ not seen 1t 1n fucenmsde. As some conso-
Iation, I find furder m Lord Bacon and Donne, and
Wither rhymes fir with cur. The Yaakee, who omits
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the final d in many words, as do the Scotch, makes up
for it by adding one in geound. The purist does not feel
the loss of the d sensibly in lewn and yonr, from the
former of which it has dropped again after a wrongful
adoption (retaiued in laundry), while it properly belongs
to the latter. But what shall we make of git, yit, and
yis? I tind yis and git in Warner's “Albion’s England,”
yet thyming with wit, admit, and fit in Donne, with wit
in the “Revenger’s Tragedy,” Beaumont, and Suckling,
with writ in Dryden, and latest of all with wit in Sir
Hanbury Williams. Prior rhymes fitting and begetting.
YWorse is to come. Among others, Donne rhymes again .
with sin, and Quarles repeatedly with in. Ben for been,
of which our dear Whittier is so fond, has the authority
of Sackville, ¥ Gammer Gurton” (the work of a bishop),
Chapman, Dryden, and many more, though in seems to
have been the common form. Whittier’s accenting the
first syllable of rom'ance finds an accomplice in Drayton
among others, and though manifestly wrong, is analogous
with Ro'mans. Of other Yankeeisms, whether of form or
pronuneiation, which I have met with I add a few at ran-
dom, TPecock writes sowdiers (sogers, soudoyers), and
Chapman and Gill sodder. This absorption of the 7 is
common in various dialeets, especially in the Scottish.
Pecock writes also biyende, and the authors of “Jack Jug-
ler” and ¢ Gammer Gurton” yender. The Yankee in-
cludes * yon ” in the same category, and says “hither an’
yen,” for “to and fro.” (Cf. German jenseits.) Pecock
and plenty more have wrastle.  Tindal has agynste, gretter,
shett, ondune, debyté, and scace.  “Jack Jugler” has scacely,
(which I have often heard, though skurce is the common
form), and Donne and Dryden make great thyme with set.
In the inscription on Caxton’s tomb I find ynd for end,
which the Yankee more often makes eend, still using
familiarly the old phrase “right anend” for “contin-
uously.”  His “stret (straight) along,” in the same
sense whieh I thought peculiar’ to him, I find in Pe-
cock. Tindal’s debyté for deputy is so perfectly Yan-
kee that I could almost fancy the brave martyr to
have been dea?mx of the First Parish at Jaalam Centre.
“Jack Jugler” further gives us playsent and sartayne.
Dryden rhymes eertain with parting, and Chapman and
Beu Jonson use certain, as the Ynnkee always does,
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for certainly. The “Coventry Mysteries ™ have oevipied,
massage, nateralle, materal (material), and merarlex, all
excellent Yanheeisms. In the “Quatre fils” Aymon
(1304) * is vertus for virtwons. Thomas Fuller called
volume rollum, I suspect, for he spells it volumne, How-
ever, per contra, Yankees habitually say colume for eolumn.
Indeed, to prove that our ancestors brought their pro-
nunciation with them from the Old Country, and have
not wantonly debased their mother tongue, I need only
to cite the words scriptur, Israll, athists, and eherfulness
from Governor Bradford’s * History.” Brampton Gur-
don writes shet 1n a letter to Winthrop. So the good
man wrote them, and so the good descendants of his
fellow-exiles still pronounee them. Purtend (pretend)
has crept like a serpent into the Paradise of Dainty
Devices”; purrrds, wlnch is not so bad, is in Chaucer.
These, of course, are miversal vulgarisms, and not peculiar
to the Yankee. Dutler has a Yankee phrase and pro-
nunciation too 1n “ To which these earr’ings-on did tend.”
Langham or Laneham, who wrote an account of the
festivities at Kenilworth in honor of Queen Dess, and
who evidently tried to spell phonetically, makes sorrors
intosororz.  Herrick writes kollow for halloo, and perhaps
I 1 it (harresro suggeringl) kolla, 25 Yankees do.
Why not, when it comes from kola? I find flda<chyype
(fellowship) in the Coventry Plays. Spenser aml ins
queen neither of them scrupled to write afure, and the
former feels no inclegance even in chae. 'Fyre was
eommon till after Herrick,  dfeared was onee unmversal
Warner has ery for ecer a, nay, be also has uly, with
which we were once 1gnorantly reproached by persons
wore familiar with Murray’'s grammar than with English
literature, And why not ¥y? Mr, Bartlett says 1t 18
.43 word used by writers of an mferior class, who do not
seem to perceive that {ll1s itself an adverb, without the
termination Iy,” and quotes Dr Messer, President of
Brown University, s asking tniumphantly, # Why don’t
Fou say welly?” I should hke to have had Dr. Messer
answer his own question. It would be truer to say that
it was used by people who still remembered that il was
an adjective, the shortened form of erd, out of whicl

© Citnd 13 Caliier. (I give y aathortty where I do oot quots from the or'y”
2al took)
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Shakespeare ventured to make evilly. The objection to
illy is not an etymological one, but simply that it is con-
trary to good usage, a very sufficient reason. Il as an
adverb was at first a vulgarism, precisely like the rustic’s
when he says, “I was treated bad.” May not the reason
of this exceptional form be looked for in that tendency
to dodge what is hard to pronounce, to which I have
already alluded ? If the letters were distinctly uttered,
as they should be, it would take too much time to say
ill-ly, well-ly, and it is to be observed that we have avoided
smally and {ally in the same way, though we add isk to
them without hesitation in smallish and tallish, We
have, to be sure, dully and fully, but for the one we pre-
fer stupidly, and the other (though this may have eome
from eliding the y before as) is giving way to full. The
uneducated, whose utterauce is slower, still make ad-
verbs when they will by adding like to all manner of
adjectives. e have had iy charged upon us, because
we use it where an Englishman would now use great. I
fully admit that it were better to distinguish between
them, allowing to big a certain contemptnons quality,
but as for authority, I want none better than that of
Jeremy Taylor, who, in his noble sermon “ On the Return
of Prayer,” speaks of “Jesus, whose spirit was meek and
gentle up to the greatness of the biggest example” As
_for our double negative, 1 shall waste no time in quoting
instances of it, because it was once as universal in Eng-
lish as it still is in the neo-Latin languages, where it
does not strike us as vulgar. I am not sure that the
loss of it is not to be regretted. But surely I shall ad-
mit the vulgarity of slurring or altogether eliding certain
terminal consonants? I admit that a clear and sharp-
cut enunciation is one of the crowning charms and ele-
gancies of speech. Words so uttered are like coins -
fresh from the mint, compared with the worn and dingy
drudges of long service,—1 do not mean American
coins, for those look less badly, the more they lose of
their original ugliness. No one is more painfully con-
scious than I of the contrast between the riflecrack of
an Englishman’s yes and no, and the wet-fuse drawl of
the same monosyllables in the mouths of my countrymen.
But I do not find the dropping of final consonans dis-
agreeable in Allan Ramsay or Burns, nor do I believe
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that our literary ancestors were sensible of that inele-
gance in the fusing them together of which we are con-
scious. How many educated men pronounce the ¢ in
clestnnt? liow many say pentise for penthouse, us they
should? When a Yankee skipper says that he is ¢ boun?
for Glost?r » (not Gloucester, with the leave of the Uni-

vers: * " ¢ Chaucer or an
old . . 1ave pronounced
it be . . the d is surrep-

titions, and has been added in comphment to the verb
bind, with which 1t has nothing to do  If we consider
the root of the word (though of course I grint that
every race has a rnight to do what 1t will with what is so
pecubarly its own as 1ts speech), the d has no more right
there than at the end of gone, where 1t is often put by
children, who are our best gwides to the sources of lin.
guistic corruption, and th best teachers of 1ts processes,
Cromwell, mnster of Herry VIIL, writes reorle for world,
Chapman has wan for rund, 2ud lur a has nghtfally dis-
placed laund, though with no thought, I suspect, of
etymology. Rogers tell. us that Lady Bathurst sent
him some letters written to Wilham III by Queen
Mary, in which she addresses lum as “Dear Husban”
The old form ezpoun’, which our farmers use, is more
correct than the form -7ith a barbarous d tacked on
which has taken its place. Of the kind opposite to this,
like our gownd for gown, 1nd the London eockney’s wind'
for wine, I find drownd for drowen in the “Misfortunes
of Arthur” (1584) and in Swift. And, by the way,
whence came the long swmnd of wind which our poets
gtill retain, and wlieh survives in % winding” a horn, a
totally different word from “winding” a kite-string?
We say belind and hinder (comparative), and yet to
Linder,” Shakespeare pronounced kind Rind, or what be-
comes of his pYay on that word and Ain 1n Hamlet ?
Nay, did he not even (shall I dare to hint it ?) drop the
final ¢ as the Yankee still does? John Ially plays
in the same way on kind.ed and kindness But to come

to some other ancient wnstances. Warner rhymes bounds
with crowns, grounds with "towns, text with sex, worst with

erust, interrupts with cups; Drayton, defects with sex;

Chapman, awends with leanse; Webster, defects with

checks; Den Jonson, munds with combines; Marston,
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frust and obsequiovs, clothes and shows; Dryden gives the
same sound to ciothes, and has also minds with designs.
Of course, I do not affirm that their ears may not have
10ld them that these were imperfect rhymes (though I
amn br no means sure even of that), but they surely
wouid never have tolerated any such. had they suspected
the least vulgerity in them. Prior has the rhyme first
and {rzsf, but puts it into the mouth of a landlady.
Swift bas stded and burnf £, an intentionally imperfect
rhyme, no doubr, but which I cite as giving precisely
the Yankee pronunciation of lumed. Donne couples in
unhallowed wedlock after and wwtter, thus seeming to
give to bath the true Yankee sound, and it is nob
uneommmon to find ailer and dowghter. Worse than
all, in one of Dodsler’s Old Plays we bave onions
thymning with minions,—1 have tears in my eyes while
I record it. And yer what is viler than the univer-
sal Misses (Mra) for Midtress? This was onee a vul-
garism., and in The Miseries of Inforced Marriage™
the rhyme (printed as prosze in Dedsles’s Old Plays by
Collier}, .
*# Ta make my voung suistress,
Delighting in Zisszs,

is pat in the mouth of the clown. Our people say Tnjun
for Ilian.  The wndeney to make this, change where i
Follows d is common.  The Italian giorno and French jour
from diwrnus are fawiliar examples.  And vet Injun is one
of those depravations whick the taste challenges peremp-
torily. thongh it have tie authority of Charles Cotion,
who rhymes * Judies” with - cringes.” and four English
lexicographers, beginnirs with Dr. Sheridan, bid us say
Tecidgeons. Yet after all it is no worse than the debase-
ment which all our terminations in tion and tience have
undergons, which yet we hear with resignaslom and pay-
sfoaee though it mizht have aroused both fmpat-i-ence
and ddigration in Shakespeare's time. When George
Herbert tells us that if the sermon be dull,

¢ God wakes a text an

[«

preacketh pati-ence,™

the prolongation of the word seems to conver some hint
at the longanimity of the virtue. Consider what a poor
curial we have made of Ocean. There was something of
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his heave and expanse in ocr.an, and Fletcher knew how
to use it when he wrote 50 fine a verse as the second of
these, the best deepsea verse I know, —

# In desperate s20rms stem with a little rudder
‘The tumbling ruins of the ocean.”

Oceanus was not then wholly shorn of his divine propor-
tions, and our modern oshun sounds hke the gush of small.
beerin companson.  Some other contractions of ours have
a vulgar air about them. More'n for more than, as one of
the worst, may stand for a type of such. Yet our old
dramatists are full of such obscurations (elistons they ean
hardly be called) of the th, making wh'r of wheller, bro'r
of brother, smo'r of sniother, mo’r of mother,and soon. In-
deed, it is tlus that explans the word rare (which has
Dryden’s support(}, and which we say of meat where an
English would use unrderdone. I do not believe, with
the dictionaries, that 1t had ever anything to do with the
Teelandie krdr (rav), as 1t planly kas not n rareripe,
which means earlier ipe.  And I do not believe it for this
reason, that the earlier form of the word with us was,
and the commoner now in the inland parts still is, so far
as I can discover, raredone. I find rather as a monosylla-
ble in Donne, and still better as giving the sonnd rhym-
ing with fuir in Warner. The contraction more’n I ind
in theold play # Fuimns Troes,” in a verse where the imeas- |
ure is so strongly aceented as to leave it beyond doubt, —

+ & golden crown whose heirs
Mare than balf the world sabdue ™"

It may be, however, that the contraction is 1n “th’ orld.”
Is outr gin for given more violent than mari for marcel,
which ‘was once common, and which I find as late as
Herrick? Nay, Herrick has gin (spelling 1t glen), too,
as do the Scotch, who agree with as likewise 1 prefer-
ring chimly to chimney.

I will now leave propunciation and turn to words or
phrases which have been supposed pecular to us, only
Tausing to pick up a single drapped stitch in the pronun-
ciation of the word sup'rems, which I had thought native
till I fonnd it in the well-languaged Daniel. I will begin
with a word of which I have never met with any ex-
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ample in print.  We express the first stage of withering
in a green plant suddenly cut down by the verb to will.
It is, of course, own cousin of the German welken, but I
have never come upon it in print, and my own books of
reference give me faint help. Graff gives wellén, marces-
cere. and refers to weih (weak), and conjecturally to A. S.
hvelan.  The A. 8. wealician {to wither) is nearver, but not
so near as two words in the Icelandie, which perhaps put
us on the track of its ancestry, velgi (tepefucere) and velki,
with the derivative meaning contaminare. Wilt, at any
rate, is a good word, flling, as it does, a sensible gap
between drooping and withering, and the imaginative
phrase “ he wilted right down,” hike “ he caved right in,”
is a true Awericanism. Wt occurs in English provin-
cial glossaries, but is explained by wither, which with us
it does not mean.  We have a few words, sueh as cache,
cohoq. carvy (porlage), shoot (chute). timber (forest), bush-
tchack (to pull a boat along by the bushes on the edge
of a stream), buckeye (2 picturesque word for the horse-
chestnut}, but how many can we be said to have fairly
brought into the langunage, as Alexander Gill, who first
mentions  Awmerieaniswms, meant it when he said, ¥ Sed
et ah Luwricanis wonnulle mutuamur ut A1z eb caxoa ” ?
Very few, | suspeet, and those mostly by borrowing from
the French, German, Spanish, or Indian. ¢ The Dipper
for the * Gireat Bear ™ strikes me as having a native air.
Bogus, in the sense of worihless, is undoubtedly ours, bub
is. L more than suspeet. a corruption of the French ba-
gasse (from low Latin &agasea), which travelled up the
Mississippi from New Orleans, where it was used for the
refuse of the sugar<ane. It is true we have modified
the meaning of some words. We use freshet in the sense
of food, for which I have not chanced upon any anthor-
ity.  Our New England cross between Ancient Pistol
and Dugald Dalgetty. Captain Underhill, uses the word
(1638) to mean a current, and I do not recollect it else-
where in that sense. I therefore leave it with a ? for
future explorers.  Crick for creek I find in Captain Johu
Smith and in the dedication of Fuller's « Holy Warre,”
:mdfam. meaning a small stream, in Waymoutl’s  Voy-
age ™ (1(}03).‘ Fumans for men, which Mr. Bartlett
mch}des in his “ Dictionary of Americanisms,” is Chap-
man’s habitual phrase in his translation of Homer. I
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find it also in the old play of “The Hog hath lost his
Pearl.” Dogs for andirons is still current 1n New Eng-
land, and in Walter de Biblesworth I find chiens glossed
in the margin by andirons. Gunning for shooting is in
Drayton. We once got credit for the poetical word full
for ‘autumn, but Mr, Bartlett and the last edition of
Webster’s Dictionary refer us to Dryden. It is oven
older, for I find it In Drayton, and Bishop Hall has
auntumn full. Middleton plays upon the word: “May'st
thou have a reasonable good apring, for thou art like
to have many dangerous foul fulls.” Lard Herbert of
Cherbury (more properly perhaps than even Sulney the
last preux chevalier) has ' the Emperor’s folks ” just as a
Yankee would sayit. Loan for lend, with which wo have
hitherto been blackened, I must retort upon the mother
island, for it appears so long ago as n ** Albion’s Eng-
land.” Fleshy, 1n the sense of stont, may clum Ben
Jonson's warrant. Chore is also Jonson's word, and [
am inclined to prefer it to chare and char, lecause I think
that I ree 2 more natural origin for 1t m the French jour,
whenee it might come to mean n day's work, and thence
a job, than anywhere else. 1t onst for at once I thouglt
a corruption of our own, till I found 1t the Chester
Plags. 1 am now inclined to suspect it no corruption at
all, but enly an erratic and obsolete superlative at onest,
To projress was fiung m our teet: ull Mr. Pickenng
retorted with Shakespeares #dx pro'gress down thy
cheeks” I confess that 1 was pever satisfied with this
answer, because the accent was
word might here be reckoned s
ag a verb. Mr. Bartlett (ia b
adds a sorrebutter n a vesse from Ford’s
Heart,” Here the word 5
accent unhapply still on t&
says that he ¢ cannot sax w:
Bacon’s time or not™
accent wo give to it. Fez Jao
has this verse, —
# Progress” s 2= £Te™e nnto extree”

Surely we mav nsv £+ In peace, and =
cousing will s, s we have eles~c .
from any sus bty in the =37

i

. N
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for lean, thirds fop dower., and qry for t/u'rsty I fing j
Midd]eton’s Plays, Dry is also in Skelton and ip gy,

dleton also ygeg Snecked, which haq believeq an
Mericanigy, I T gav it there, It is, of Course, only
another £y, of Snateh, analogoys ¢, theel anq thatey, (cf,
the prope, hames Dejlop and 1acher), Ureal; (brac:
and breach, make (sti]) common i), us) ang matck,
’ Ong on for 9ccasioneq by (« who jg this long o ¥y
occurs likewige in Middleton. "Cause why is iy Chaueey
'S¢ “nglish Yersion of ¢}, Frenep leaven) o,
Yeast ig employeq by Gaytoy in his « Fest:ivous Noteg on
Don Qui.\-ote.” I have never gepn an insbance of oyr
New nglanq Word empgine in the Same Sense, nop can
I divipe its Origing], Gaytop has lz'meluz'll; S0 sy for
s/mlters, and the latter jg used by Mrs, Hutchiuson in hep
i i . ishop H Lang Purchag
U8rims, |, Ve chist for chest, anq it
nearer ¢y as well a5 1, the form in the Teutonje lan.

Buageg, | tnee e prob; bly got etain the old
sounq j Cist, but test is gg old ; aue Loy elace
S4YS 4y U wrapt, e Lusicianep ad ahmys a550-
Clated vy h the A-lusterg of Y boyh d, ang too
1astily concludeq an abommation own, byt Mr
Night ¢y))g 1t g ) olk wq d, o n old
as 1642 ., 1 extract iy, Colliey,  « Worth ] time
of day » ad pasg With e T Dative ¢ aw it §
bhakespe s «p cles.” T slick (v h s on]
Short lock, like Crick ang ow Unlvergg]
Fitches f, ches) T wig only cajj an and Jo,
son, oy Sure capq and «mqy, Stinger ) »
oth g Ino(d lang but I fing the
one in the erlude of « Thersytes ” (153 > and the
Other ; Midq) “Right here,” 1te phrage
Wit] ato With g ce tain clag T editopg
rng D passiy, i Chestep and Coygy, ¥ playg M
Jick ds ery Iudiep, S1n what he ¢op
dereq Ologisy , 7 Way, 1, nd g Dhrage
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“Lyght 1t and bring It tite avay.”

After all, what is it but another form of straighticay?
Cussedness, icked ligmty, and cuss, a
sncaking, ill-natured fellow, in such pi’\mses as “He done
it out o’ pure cussedness,” and “He is a nateral cuss,”
!l:{vc been ly thought Yank To vent cer-
e ' ro admirable

. is our own.

‘ - * wickedness,
: y v . * may perhaps
claim to have come m with the Conqueror. At least the
term 18 also French. Saint Simon uses it and confesses
ita usefulness Speaking of the AbbS Dubois he says,
“Qui étoit en pletn ce qu'un mauvais frangois appelle un
siere, mais qui ne se peut gndre exprumer autrement.”
 Not worth a cuss,” though supported by “not worth a
damn,” may be a mere corruption, since %mnot worth a
cregs™ i3 1 ¢ Piers Ploughman.” “1 don’t see 1t was
the popular slang a year or two ago, and seemed to spring
from the soil, but no, it 13 1n Cibber's “Careless Hus-
band.”  Green sance” for vegetables | meet in Beaumont
and Fletcher, Gayton, and elsewhere. Our rustic pro-
nunciation sakee (for either the diphthong au was
anciently prononnced ak, or else we have followed abun-
dant analogy in changing it to the latter sound, as we
have 1n chance, dance, and so many more) may be the
older one, and at least gives some hunt at 1ts ancestor salsa.
Warn, 1n tho sense of wotify, 18, I believe, now peculiar
to us, but Pecock so employs 16, To cotton to 13, I rather
think, an Amencanism. The nearest approach to 1t I
have found 18 cotton toyether, 1 Congreve’s “Love for
Love.” To cotlon ot cotten, in another sense, 18 old and
common. Our word means to cling, and 1ts onigin, pos-
sibly, is to be sonught i another direction, perhaps in
A. 8. cvead, which means mud, clay (both proverbially
rlinging), or better yet, mn the Icelandic groda (otherwise
héd), meaning resin and glwe, which are xar’ doxijv sticky
substances. To apit cotton 15, I think, American, and also,
perhaps, fo flaz for to beat. To the halves still survives
among us, though apparently obsolete 1 England It
means either to let or to hue a piece of land, recerving
Lalf the profit n mouey or 1 kind (partibus locare) 1

P33
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mention it because in a note by some English editor, to
which I have lost my refercnce, I have seen it wrongly
explained. The editors of Nares cite Burton. To put, in
the sense of fo go, as Put! for Begone! would seem our
own, and yet it is strictly analogous to the Trench se
melire & la voie, and the Italian mellersiin via. Indeed,
Dante has a verse,

“ Jo sarei [for mi sarei] gitt messo per lo sentiero,”
which, but for the indignity, might be translated,

« 1 should, ere this, have put along the way.”

T deprecate in advance any shave in General Banks’s
notions of international law, but we may all take a just
pride in his exuberant eloquence as something distine-
tively American. When he spoke a few years ago of
“letting the Union slide,” even those who, for political
purposes, reproached him with the sentiment, admired
the indigenous virtue of his phrase. Yet I find “let the .
world slide ” in Heywood’s * Edward IV.”; and in Beau-
mont and Fletcher’s « Wit without Money ” Valentine
Says,

“ Will you go drink,
And let the world slide ¢

In the one case it is put into the mouth of a clown, in
the other, of a gentleman, and was evidently proverbial,
It has even higher sanction, for Chaucer writes,

¢ Well nigh all other curés Ze¢ ke stide.”

Mr. Bartlett gives “above one’s bend” as an American-
ism; but compare Hamlet's ¢ {o the top of my bent.” In
Lis tracks for immediately has acquired an American accent,
and passes where he can for a native, but is an importa-
tion nevertheless; for what is he but the Latin e vestigio,
or at best the Norman French eneslespas, both swhich
have the same meaning? Hotfoot (provineial also in
England) 1 find in the old romance of « Tristan,”

4 Sis"en parti cuauT Pas.®
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Like for as is never used in New England, but is uni-
versal in the South and West. It has on its side the
authority of two kings (ego sum rex Romanorum et supra
grammaticam), Henry VIIL and Charles 1. This were
ample, without throwing into the scale the scholar and
poet Danel, Them was used as a nominative by the
majesty of Edwatd VI, by Sir P. Hoby, and by Lord
Paget (in Froude’s “ History 7). I have never seen any
passage adduced where guess was used as the Yankee
uses it. The word was familiar 1n the mouths of our
ancestors, but with a different shade of meaning from
that we have given it, which is something like rather
think, though the Yankee implies a confident certainty
by it when he says, “1 guess I du/” There are two
examples 1n Otway, one of which (“So 1n the struggle,
T guess the note was lost”) perhaps might serve our pur-
pose, and Colendge’s

T guess 't was fearful there to see ™

certainly comes very near. But I'have a higher authority
than either in Seclden, who, 1n one of lus notes to the
“Polyolbion,” writes, “The first nventor of them (I
guess you dislike not the addition) was one Berthold
Swartz” Here he must mean by 1, “1 take 1t for
granted ”  Another peculianty almost as prominent is
the beg: g , esp “{mnns“er toq

with #well.”  Put before sucha phraseas « How d’e do 7"
it is commonly short, and has the sound of wnl, but
reply it 13 deliberative, and the vanous shades of mean-
ing which can be yed by diff of

and by prolonging or abbreviating, I should vamnly at-
tempt to descnibe. I have heard ooa-ahi, wakl, akl, wdl,
and something nearly approaching the sound of the le
in able. Sometimes gefure “ 1”1t dwindles to a mere !,
as “’1 I dunno,” A friend of mimne (why should I not
please myself, though I displease him, byiﬂghtening my
page mtf}l the imtials of the most exquusite of humonists,
J. 11.7) told me that he once heard five “wells,” like
ploneers, precede the answer to an inquiry about the
price of Jand. The first was the ordinary twcul, 1n defer-
ence to custom; the second, the loug, perpending ooakl,
with a falling wflection of the voice, the third, the
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with the voice rising, as if in despair of a con-
i?ﬂ?&iuibmo a plaintively nasal whine; the fourth, wulk,
ending in the aspirate of a sigh; and then, fifth, came a
short, sharp wal, showing that a conclusion h:‘id.been
reached. I have used this latter form in the “ Biglow
Papers,” because, if enough nasality be added, it repre-
sents most nearly the average sound of what I may call

interjection. .

th?x"l’oeujtion prevails in the Southern and Middle States
which is so curious that, though never heard in New
England, I will give a few lines to its discussion, the
more readily because it is extinet elsewhere. I mean the
use of allow in the sense of qfirm, as I allow that’s a
good horse.” I find the word so used in 1558 by Anthony
Jenkinson in Hakluyt: #Corne they sowe not, neither
doe eate any bread, mocking the Christians for the same,
and disabling our strengthe, saying we live by eating the
toppe of a weede, and drinke a drinke made of phe_same,
allowing theyr great devouring of flesh and drinking of
milke to be the increase of theyr strength.” That is,
they undervalued our strength, and affirmed their own to
be the result of a certain diet. Inanother passage of the
same narrative the word has its more common meaning
of approving or praising: “The said king, much wlowing
this declaration, said.” Duecange quotes Bracton sud woce
ADLOCARE for the meaning “to admit as proved,” and
the transition from this to “affirm” is by no means
violent. At the same time, when we consider some of
the meanings of allow in old English, and of allower in.
old Freneh, and also remember that the verbs prize and-
praise are from one root, I think we must admit allaudare
to a share in the paternity of allow. The sentence from
Hakluyt would read equally well, “contemning our
strengthe, . . . and praising (or valuing) their great
eating of flesh as the cause of their increase in strength.”
After all, if we confine ourselves to allocaze, it may turn
out that the word was somewhere and somewhen nsed for
to bet, analogously to put up, put down, post (cf. Spanish
apostar), and the like. I hear boys in the street contin-
ually saying, “I bet that’s a good horse,” or what not,
meaning by no means to risk anything beyond their.
opinion in the matter,

The word improve, in the sense of “to occupy, make
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use of employ," as. Dr 1"lckenn'v def‘nes lt he long ago

o Te - [NV “ane belter,
. . He cites
1- ver, so far

as lnc knew, been used in New England before he Jeft
it m 1723, exeept 1 Dr. Mather's ¥ Remarkable Provi-
dences,” which he oddly calls a * very old book.” Frauk.
lin, as Dr. Pichenng goes on to show, was mistaken.
My, Bartlett 1 Ins # Dictionary *” merely abnidges Picher-
ing. Both of them should have confined the application
of the word to matersal things, its extension to which is
all that is peculiar in the supposed American use of it.
For surely ¢ Complete Letter-writers” have been “im-
proting this opportunity ” time out of mind. I willillus-
trate the word a lttle further, because Pickering cites
no English anthorities. Skelton has a passage m his
“Fhyllyp Sparowe,” which I quote the rather as it con-
taing also the word allowced, and as 1t distinguishes im-
prove from employ - —
“ His [Chaucer's] Englysh well alowed,

o as 1t 1y enproveed,

For as 1t 15 enployd,

‘There 13 no Enzlish voyd
Here the meaning 1s to profit by. In Fuller’s “Holy
Warre” (1647), we bave “The Egyptians standing on
the firm ground, were thereby enabled to improve and
enforce their darts to the utmost.” Here the word might
certamly mean fo make use of. Mrs. Hutehinson (Lafe of
Colonel 1L) uses the word in the same way, “ And there-
fore did not emproore his interest to engage the country
in the qu'm'ell 7 I find 1t also tn * Strength out of Weak-
ness” (1632), and Plutarch’s « Morals” (1714), but I
know of only one example of its use 1o the purely Ameri.
can sense, and that 15, “a very good mmprovement for a
mill” in the “State Trals” (Speech of the Attorney-
General in the Lady Ivy's case, 1654{ In the sense of
employ, I conld cite a dozen old Lnglish authonties.

In running over the fly-leases of those dehghtful folios
for this reference, I find a note which reminds me of an-
other word, for our abuse of which we have been deserv-
edly ndiculed. I mean lady It1s true T might cite the
example of the Itahan donna® (domina), which lias lecn

© Dume, in English, ts » deesyed gepticwoman of the same fanufly.
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treated in the same way by a whole nation, and not, as
lady among us, by the uncultivated only. It perhaps
grew into use in the half-democratic republics of Italy in
the same way and for the same reasons as with us. But
I admit that our abuse of the word is villanons. I know
of an orator who onee said in a public meeting where
bonnets preponderated, that- the ladies were last at the
cross and first at the tomb ™! But similar sins were com-
mitted before our day and in the mother country. In the
« State Trials ” I learn of “a gentlewoman that lives cook
with ” such a one, and I hear the Lord High Steward
speaking of the wife of a waiter at a bagnio as a gentle-
woman! Trom the saune authority, by the way, I can
state that our vile habit of chewing tobacco had the some-
what unsavory example of Titus Oates, and I know by
tradition from an eye-witness that the elegant General
Burgoyne partook of the same vice. Howell, in one of
his letters (dated 26 Aug., 1623), speaks thus of another
“institution” which many have thought American:
# They speak much of that boisterous Bishop of Halver-
stads, (for so they term him here,) that, having taken a
place wher ther were two Monasteries of Nuns and Friers,
he caus’d divers feather-beds to be rip’d, and all the feath-
ers to be thrown in a great Ilall, whither the Nuns and
Friers were thrust naked with their bodies oil’d and
pitel’d, and to tumble among the feathers.” Howell
speaks as if the thing were new to him, and I know not
if the “boisterous” Bishop was the inventor of it, but I
find it practised in England before our Revolution. -
Before leaving the subject, I will add a few comments
made from time to time on the margin of My, Bavtlett's
excellent ¢ Dictionary,” to which I am glad thus publicly
to acknowledge my many obligations. “ Avails ” is good
old English, and the vails of Sir Joshua Reynolds'’s porter
are famous. Averse from, averse fo, and in connection
with them the English vulgarism ¢ different t0.” The
corrupt use of to in these cases, as well as in the Yankee
“he lives to Salem,” “to home,” and others, must be a
very old one, for in the one case it plainly avose from
confounding the two French prepositions 4 (from Latin
ad and ab), and in the other from translating the first of
them, T once thonght ¢ diffevent to” a modern vulgar-
ism, and Mr. Thackeray, on my pointing it out to him in
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“Henry Esmond,” confessed it to be an anachronism.
Mr., Bartlett refers to ““the old writers quoted in Richard-
son’s Dictionary ? for  different to,” but 1n my edition
of that work alf the examples are with from. But1 find
to used wnvariably by Sir R 1lawkins in Hakluyt. Banjo
i3 a megro corruption of O. K. bandore. Bund-weed can
hardly be modern, for wood-bind 13 old and radically
right, intertwining 1tself through bindan and windan \vit{x
classic stems,  Dobolink  is this a contraction for Bob o’
Liucoln 7 I find bobolynes 1n one of the poems attributed
to Skelton, where 1t may be rendered guddy-pate, a term
very fit for the bird in his ecstastes  Cruel for great is in
Hakluyt. Bowling-alley1s in Nash’s ¢ Pierce Penmlesse.”
Curious, meaning mece, occurs contnually n old wnters,
and is as old as Pecock’s “ Repressor” ~ Droyer 13 O. E,
drugger, Educational 13 i DBurke Feeze 13 only a
for of fizz, 7o fir, 1n the Amertcan sense, I find used
by the Commisstoners of the Umted Colomes so eatly as
16735, “ their arms well fixed and fit for service.” To take
P . . =
e 1
B ) A Lo
is 0. E. gnogfe. Ieap 13 in * Piers Ploughman” (“and
other names an heep”’), and 1n Hakluyt (“seeing such a
heap of their enemies ready to devour them ™). 7o hquor
is in the « Puritan ” (« call em 10, and hquor 'em a ittle ).
Tolouf this, I think, 13 unquestionably German Laufen
is pronounced lofen 1n some parts of Germany, and I once
heard one German student say to another, Ik lauf’ (lofe)
Lier bis du wiedeikehrest, and he began accordingly to
saunter up and down, 1 short, to luaf  To mall, Mr. Bart-
lett says, means * to soften, to dispinit,” and quotes from
«Margaret,” —“There has Leen a pretty considerable
mnllin gong on among the doctors,” — where 1t surely
cannot mean what he says 1t does We have always
leard mulling used for stirring, bustlng, sometimes 1w an
d way. Itisa phor derived probably from
sudling wine, and the word 1tself must be 2 corruption
of mell, from O, F. mesler. Parr of stars1s m Hakluyt.
T pull up stakee 13 yn Curwen's Journal, and therefore
pre-Revolutionary. I tlank I have met with st earher.
Raise: under tlns word Mr, Dartlett omts #to raise a
lwuse,” that 1s, the frame of a wouden one, and also thea,
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substantive formed from it, a raisin’. Setting-poles can
not be new, for I find “some set [the boats] with long
poles” in Hakluyt. Shoulder-hitters : 1 find that shoulder-
striler is old. thonugh I have lost the reference to my
authority. Suiag is no new word, though perhaps the
Western application of it is so; but I find in Gill the
proverb. “ A bird in the bag is worth two on the snug.”
Trail: Hakluyt bas “many wayes traled by the wilde
beastes.”

I subjoin a few phrases not in Mr. Bartlett’s book
whick 1 bave heard. Bald-headed : *to go it bald-
headed ”*; in great haste, as where one rushes out with-
out his bat. Bogue: I doun't git much dome ’thout I
bogue right in along 'th my men.” Carry: a porlage.
Cat-nap : ashort doze. Cat-stick: asmall stick. Chowder-
head: a muddle-brain. Cling-john: a soft cake of rye.
Cocoa-nut: the head.  Cohiees': applied to the people of
certain settlements in Western Pennsylvauia, from their
use of the archaic form Quo’ he. Dunnow’z I know: the
nearest your true Yankee ever comes to acknowledging
ienorance.  Essencegedler: a skuunk. Firstrale and «a
kali:  Fish-flakes. for dryving fish: O. E. jleck (cratis).
Gauder-party: a social gathering of menonly, Gawcnicus:
a dolt.  Iawkins's whetstone: rum: in derision of one
Hawkins. a well-known temperance-lecturer. Hyper: to
bustle: 1 mus' kypsr about an’ git tea” Keelerdub:
one in which dishes are washed. (% And Greasy Joan
doth kel the pot.”™) Laprea: where the guests are too
many to sit at table, Last of pea-time: to be hard-up.
Losedaid (loose-laid): & weaver's term, and probably Eng-
lish; weak-willed. Mualaknel: > to cut up hastily or awk-
wardly.  Moonglude : a beautiful word for the track of
moonlight on the water.  Ofox: an unmanageable, cross-
grained fellow.  Old Driver, Old Splitfoot: the Devil.
Onkitel : to pull trigger (cf. Spanish disparar). Popular:
conceited. Rote: sound of surf before a storm. Rotgut :
cheap whl_skey: the word occurs in Heywood's * English
Traveller " and Addison’s “ Drummer,” Tor a poor kind of
drink. Seem: it is habitual with the New-Englander to
put this verb to strange uses. as, % ean't seem to be
suited,” ¢ I ecould n’t seewn to know him.” Sidekill. for
Lillside.  State-house : this seems an Americanism, whether
invented or derived from the Duteh Stadkuys, I know not.
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Strike and string: from the game of ninepins; to make a
strike is to knock down all the pins with one ball, Lience
it has come to mean fortunate, successful  Swampera:
men who break out reads for lumberers, Tormented:
enphemism for damnued, as, “not a tormented cent.”
Vurginia fence, to make a: to walk hke a drunken man.
It is always worth while to note down the erratic
words or phrases which one mmeets with in any dialect.
They may throw hight on the meamug of other words,
on the relationship of languages, or even on history it-
self. In so composite a language as ours they often
supply a different form to express a different shade of
meamng as 1o viol and fiddle, thrid and dhread, smother
and smoulder, where the  has crept in by a false analogy
with would. We have given back to England the ex-
cellent adjectise lengthy, formed honestly like earthy,
drouthy, and others, thus enabling their” journalists to
characterize our President’s miessages by a word civilly
compromising between long and tedious. so as not to en-
danger the peace of the two countnes by wounding our
national sensitiveness to British criticism.  Let me give
two eurious examples of the antiseptic property of dia-
lects at which I have already glanced. Dante has dindi
as a childish or low word for darari (imoney), and n
Skropshire small Eoman comns are still dug up which
the peasants call dinders. This can hardly be a chance
coincidence, but seems rather to carry the word back to
the Roman soldiery. So our farmers say chuk, chuk, to
their pigs, and ciaceo 15 one of the Itahian words for Zog.
TWhen a countryman tells us that he « fell aZf of « keap,”
1 cannot help thinking that he unconscrously points to
an affinity between our word fumlle, and the Latin tumu-
Ius, that 18 older than most others. I beheve that words,
or even the mere intonation of them, have an astomshing
vitality and power of propagation by the root, hke the
gardener’s pest, quitch-grass,* while the appheation or
combination of them may be new. It 13 1o these last
that my conntrymen seem to me full of humor, inven-
tion, quickness of wit, and that sense of subtle apalogy
which needs only refining to become fancy and imagma-
tion. Prosaic as American life seems i many of its

® Which, whetber fa that form. or under fta alisses aritcA-grass £2 cooch-grase,
Dersts bs back & i1s original baxan guick
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substantive formed from it, a raisin’. Setting-poles can
not be new, for I find “some set [the boats] with long
poles” in Hakluyt. Shoulder-hitters : Ifind that shoulder-
striker is old, though I have lost the reference to my
authority. Snag is no new word, though perhaps the
Western application of it is so; but I find in Gill the
proverb, “ A bird in the bag is worth two on the snag.”
Trail: Haklayt has “any wayes traled by the wilde
beastes.”

I subjoin a few phrases not in Mr. Dartlett’s book
which I have heard. Bald-headed: “to go it bald-
headed ”; in great haste, as where one rushes out with-
out his hat. Bogue: %I don’t git much done ’thout I
bogue right in along 'th my men.”” Carry: a portage.
Cat-nap : ashort doze. Cat-stick: asmall stick. Chowder-
head : a muddle-brain. Clingjohn: a soft cake of rye.
Cocoa-nut : the head.  Cohees': applied to the people of
certain settlements in Western Pennsylvania, from their
use of the archaic form Quo’ he. Dunnow'z I know: the
nearest your true Yankee ever comes to acknowledging
ignorance. fFssence-pedler: a skunk., Firstrate and a
half. Fish-fakes, for dvying fish: O. E. fleck (cratis).
Gawdesy o0 osoeial gathering of men only. Guawnicus:
oot JleeieVs whetstone: ran; in derision of one
Hawkins, a well-known temperance-lecturer. Hyper: to
bustle: “I mus’ hyper about an’ git tea.” Keelertub:
one in which dishes are washed. (*“And Greasy Joan
doth Zeel the pot.”% Laptew: where the gnests are too
many to sit at table. ZLast of pea-time: to be hard-up.
Lose-laid (loose-laid): a weaver’s term, and probably Eng-
lish; weak-willed.  Mwlahack : to eut up hastily or awk-
wardly. Moonglade : a beautiful word for the track of
moonlight on the water. Offox: an unmanageable, cross-
grained fellow.  Old Driver, Old Splitfoot: the Devil.
Onbitch : to pull trigger (ef. Spanish dispurar). Popular:
conceited. fRofe: sound of surf before a storm. Rot-yul:
cheap whiskey; the word oceurs in Heywood’s “English
Traveller ” and Addison’s “ Drummer,” for a poor kind of
drink. Seem: it is habitual with the New-Englander to
put this verb to strange uses, as, “I can’t seem to be
suited,” “ 1 couldn’t seem to know him.” Sidekill, for
hillside. State-house : this seems an Amerieanism, whether
invented or derived from the Duteh Stadhuys, T kuow not.
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Strike and string : from the game of ninepins; to make a
strike 15 to knock down all the pins with ore ball, Lence
it has come to mean fortunate, successful. Swampers:
men who break out roads for lumbereis, Tormented:
euphemism for damped, as, “not a tormented cent.”
Virginia fence, to make a: to walk hike a drunken man,
1t is always worth while to note down the erratic
woids or phrases wlich one meets with 1n any dialect.
They may throw hght on the meanmg of other words,
on the relationship of languages, or even on story it-
self. In so composite a language as ows they often
supply a different form to express a different shade of
meaning as e viol and fiddle, thrd and thread, smother
and smoulder, where the [ has crept mn by a false analogy
with would. We have mven back to England the ex-
cellent adjective lemgthy, formed honestly like earthy,
drouthy, and others, thus enabling therr journalists to
1 our President’ a word civilly
e " tedious. so as not to en-
nntries by wounding our
cuticism.  Let me mive
two curious examples of the antiseptic propeity of dia-
lects at which I have already glanced. Dante has dindi
as a childish or low word for danari (money), and in
Shropshire small Roman cows are still dug up which
the peasants call dinders.  This can bardly be a chance
coincidence, but seems 1ather to carry the word back to
the Roman soldtery. So our farmers say clud, chik, to
their pigs, and ciacco is one of the Italian words for Zog.
When a countryman tells us that he “fell all of « heap,”
I cannot help thinking that he unconsciously pomts to
an affinity between our word tumble, and the Latin tumu-
lus, that 1s older than most others I believe that words,
ot even the meie inton: n N *
vitality and power of
gardener’s pest, quitch .
combination of them 1nay ve new. ab 18 10 uese Jusy
that my countrymen seem to me full of humor, inven.
tion, qmckness of wit, and that sense of subtle analogy
which needs only refining to become fancy and 1magina-
tion. Prosaic as American life seems i many of 1ts

% Which, whether In that form, o noder ita allases writch-grass and cooch grass,
Ppotnts us back %0 Its original Bason quicks
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aspects to a European, bleak and bare as it is on the
side of tradition, and utterly orphaned of the solemn
inspiration of antiquity, I cannot help thinking that the
ordinary talk of unlettered men among us is fuller of
metaphor and of phrases that suggest lively images than
that of any other people I have seen. Very many such
will be found in Mr. Bartlett’s book, though his short
list of proverbs at the end seem to me, with one or two
exceptions, as un-American as possible. Most of them
have no character at all but coarseness, and are quite
too long-skirted for working proverbs, in which language
always “takes off its coat to it,” as a Yankee would say.
There are plenty that have a more native and puckery
flavor, seedlings from the old stock often, and yet new
varieties. One hears such not seldom among us East-
erners, and the West would yield many more. “Mean
enough to steal acorns from a blind hog”; “Cold as
the north side of a Jenooary gravestone by starlight”;
“ Hungry as a graven image”; ¢ Pop’lar as a hen with’
one chicken”; “ Quicker 'n greased lightnin’”; ¢ Ther’s
sech a thing ez bein’ tu”; ¢ Stingy enough to skim his
milk at both eends”: “ Hot as the Devil's kitchen”;
“Handy as a pocket in a shirt”; “He ’s a whole feam
and the dog under the wagon ™; “ All deacons are good,
but there ‘s odds in deacons ” (to deacon berries is to put
the largest atop); “So thievish they hev to take in their
stone walls nights ' * may serve as specimens. “1J take
my tea burfoot,” sald a backwoodsman when asked if he
would have cream and sugar. (I find barfoot, by the
way, in the Coventry Plays.) A man speaking to me
once of a very rocky clearing said, ¢ Stone’s got a pretty
heavy mortgage on that land,” and I overheard a guide
in the woods say to his companions who were urging
him to sing, “Wal. I did sing once, but toons gut in-
vented, an’ thet spilt my trade.” Whoever has driven
over a stream by a bridge made of slabs will feel the pic-
turesque force of the epithet slab-bridged applied to a
fellow of shaky character. Almost every county has
some good die-sinker in phrase, whose mintage passes
into the currency of the whole neighborhood. Such a
one described the county jail (the one stone building

* And, by the way, the Yankeo never savs o nights,* but uses the older ad
verblal form, anslogous to the Gerwman nechis. s fes the er
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where all the dwellings are of wood) as «the house
whose underpinnin’ come up to the eaves,” and called
hell « t’he’place where they didn’t rake up their fires

shoe on!”  And tlus brings me back to the exaggeration
of which I spoke before. To me there 13 something very
taking in the negro “so black that charcoal made a
chalk-mark on him,” and the wooden shingle ¢ painted
80 like marble that 1t sank 1 water,” asf 1ts very con-
sciousness or its vamity had been over-persuaded by the
cunning of the painter I heard a man, 1n order to give
a notion of some very cold weather, say to another that
a certain Joe, who had been talung niercury, found a
lamp of quicksilver in each boot, when he went home to
dinner., This power of rapidly dramatizing a dry fact
into flesh and blood, and the vivid ¢onception of Joe asa
haman thermoreter, strike me as showing a poetic sense
that may be refined into faculty. At any rate, there 15
humor here, and not mere quickness of wit, —the deeper
and not the shallower quahity The fendency of humor
is always towards overplus of expression, while the very
essence of wit 13 its logical precision. Captain Basil
Hall dented that our people had any humor, deceived,
perhaps, by thewr gravity of manner. But this very se-
riousness 13 often the ontward sign of that humorous
quality of £ LR SIS Ll 5
- of identity

and then a

identical. LR .
and if so he would never find it. Did he always feel
the point of what was said to himself? I doubt 1t, be-
cause I happen to know a chance he once had given lim
in vamn, The Captain was walking up and down the
veranda of a country tavern in Massachusetts while the
coach changed horses. A thunder-storm was going on,
and, with that pleasant European air of direct self-
compliment 1n condescending to be surprised by Ameri-
can merit, which we find so conaihating, he said to a
countryman lounging agawnst the door, « Pretty heavy
thunder you have here” The other, who had divined
at a glance lus feeling of generous concession to a new
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country, drawled gravely, ¢ Waal, we du, considerin’ the
number of inhabitants.” This, the more I analyze it,
the more humorous does it seem. The same man was
capable of wit also, when he would. He was a cabinet-
maker, and was once employed to make some command-
ment-tables for the parish meeting-house. The parson,
a very old man, annoyed him by looking into his" work-
shop every morning, and cautioning him to be very sure
to pick out “clear mahogany without any knotfs in it”
At last, wearied out, he retorted one day, “Waly Dr. B,
I guess ef I was to leave the nots out o’ some o the
¢’'man’ments, 't ‘ould soot you full ez wal!”

If I had taken the pains to write down the proverbial
or pithy phrases I have heard, or if I had sooner thought
of noting the Yankeeisms I met with in my reading, I
might have been able to do more justice to my theme.
But I have done all I wished in respeet to pronunciation,
if I have proved that where we are valgar, we have the
countenance of very good company. For,as to the jus et
norma loguendi, I agree with Horace and those who have
paraphrased or commented him, from Boileau to Gray.
I think that a good rule for style is Galiani’s definition
of sublime oratory,— “Yart de tout dire sans &tre mis i
la Bastille dans un pays ou il est défendu de rien dire.”
I profess myself a fanatical purist, but with a hearty
contempt for the speech-gilders who affect purism with-
out any thorough, or even pedagogic, knowledge of the
engendure, growth, and affinities of the noble language
about whose mésalliances they profess (like Dean Alford)
to be so solicitous. If they had their way—! “Doch es
sey,” says Lessing, “dass jene gothische Hoflichkeit eine
unentbehrliche Tugend des heutigen Umganges ist. Soll
sie darum unsere Schriften eben so schaal und falsch
machen als unsern Umgang ?” Aund Drayton was not far
wrong in affirming that

*T is possible to elimb,
To kindle, or to slake,
Although in Skelton’s rhyme."

Cumberland in his Memoirs tells us that when, in
the midst of Admiral Rodney’s great sea-fight, Sir
Charles Douglas said to him, “Behold, Sir George, the
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Greeks and Trojans contending for the body of Patro-
clus!” the Admiral answered, peevishly, “Damn the
Greeks and damn the Trojans! 1 have other things to
think -of.” After the battle was won, Rodney thus to
Sir Charles, “ Now, my dear friend, I am at the service
of your Greeks and Trojans, and the whole of Homer’s
Tliad, or as much of 1t as you please!” Ihad some such
feeling of the impertinence of our pseudo-classicality
when [ chose our homely dialect to work 1n, Should we
‘be nothing, because somebody had contrived to be some-
thing (and that perhaps 1n a proviocial dialect) ages
ago? and to be nothing by our very attempt to be that
something which they had already been, and which
therefore nobody could be agam withont being a bore?
Ts there no way left, then, I thought, of being natural, of
being naif, which means nothing more than native, of
belonging to the age and country i which yon are boarn?
The Yankee, at least, 13 a new phenomenon; let us try to
be that. It is perhaps a pis aller, but 1s not No Thorongh-
Jfare written up eserywhere else? In the literary world,
things seemed to me very much as they were m the lat-
ter half of the Jast century.  Pope, skimming the cream
of good sense and expression wherever he could find it,
bad made, not exactly poetry, but an honest, salable
butter of worldly wisdom which pleasantly lubncated
some of the drier morsels of hfe's daly bread, and see-
ing this, scores of harmlessly insane peaple went on for
the next fifty years coaxing s buttermilk with the
regular up and down of the pentameter churn. And n
our day, do we not scent everywhere, and even carry
away in our clothes agamnst our will, that faint perfume
of musk which Mr. Tennyson has left belund bim, or,
worse, of Heine's packouli? And might 1t not be possi-
ble to escape them by turming 1nto ene of our narrow
New England lanes, shut mn though 1t were by bleak
gtone walls on erther hand, and where no better flowers
were to be gathered than golden-rod and hardhack ?
Beside the advantage of getting out of the beaten track,
our dialect offered ?thers hardly uleenor'. As Il was

duetion for special teference to the book under review,
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there was a ‘olank page left which must be filled. T sat
down at once and mmprovised another fictitious “notice
of the press,” in which, because verse would fill up space
more cheaply than prose, I inserted an extract from a sup-
posed ballad of Mr. Biglow. I kept no copy of it, and
the printer, as_directed, cut it off when the gap was
hlled. Presently I began to receive letters asking for
the rest of it, sometimes for the balance of it I bhad
none, but to answer such demands, I patched a con-
clusion upon 1t in a later edition. Those who bad only
the first continued to mmportune me Afterward, being
asked to write it out as an autograph for the Baltumore
Sanitary Commission Fawr, 1 added other verses, into
some of which I mnfused a Iittle more sentiment in a
homelx way, and after a fashion completed 1t by sketch-
ing m’ the characters and making a connected story.
Most likely I have spoiled it, but I shall put 1t at the
end of this Introduction, to answer once for all those
kindly importunings.

As I have seen extracts from what purported to be
writings of Mr. Biglow, which were not genuine, I may
properly take this opportumty to say, that the two vol-
umes now published contamn every lme I ever printed
under that pseudonyme, and that 1 have never, so far as
I can remember, written an anonymous article (elsewhere
than 1n the North American Review, and the Atlantic
Bfonthly, during my editorslup of it) except a review
of Mrs. Stowe’s “ Mimster’s Wooing,” and, some twenty
years ago, 2 sketch of the antislavery movement in
Anmerica for an English journal.

A word more on T i Iha d to
express this so far as I could by tl‘le types, t‘akm‘g sn‘ch

. '
For example, ft‘zr is commonly fer (a shorter sound than
Jfur for far), but when emphatic 1t always becomes for, as
“wut for?” So too is pronounced hke to (a§ 1t was

Kknow wut foe uu: WY LBIE YOWeEIS Culle Lugetliel, ul vue
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precedes another following an aspirate, the two melt to-
gether, as was common with the older poets who formed
their versification on French or Italian models. Drayton
is thoroughly Yankee when he says « 1 *xpect,” and P’O‘pe
when he says “ ¢’ inspire”  With becomes sometimes ith,
*ith, or 'th, or even disappears wholly where it comes be-
fore the, as, “I went along th' Square ” (along with the
Squire), the are sound being an archaism which 1 have
noticeg also in choir, like the old Scottish quhair. (Her-
rick has, “ Of flowers n’er sucked by th’ theeving bee.”)
Without becomes athout and ’thout. Afterwards always
retains its locative s, and is pronounced always ahter-
wurds', with a strong accent on the last syllable. This
oddity has some support in the erratic towards’ instead
of to'wards, which we find in the poets and sometimes
hear. The sound given to the first syllable of fo'wards,
1 may remark, sustains the Yankee lengthening of the o
in fo. At the beginning of a sentence, ahferwurds has
the accent on the first syllable; at the end of one, on the
last; as “al'terwurds he tol’ me,” * he tol’ me akterwurds'”’
The Yankee never makes a mistake in his aspirates. U
changes in many words to e, always in such, brush, tush,
hush, rush, blush, seldom in much, oftener in frust and
crust, never in nvsh, gust, bust, tumdle, or (7Y flush, in the
latter case probably to avoid confusion with pgesh. I
have heard flush with the & sound, however. Yor the
same reason, I suspect, never in qush, (at least, I never
heard it,) because we have already one gesh for gash. A
and ¢ short frequently become e short. {7 always becomes
o in the prefix un (except unto), and o in return changes
to w short in uw for of, and in some words beginuning with
om. Tand d, band py, v and w, remain intact. So much
oceurs to me in addition to what I said on this head in
the preface to the forier volume.

Of course in what I have said I wish to be understood
as keeping in mind the difference between provincialisms
properly so called and slang. Slang is always vulgar,
because it is not & natural but an affected way of talking,
and all merve tricks of speech or writing are offensive. I
o not think that Mr. Biglow can be fairly charged with
vulgarity, and I should have entirely failed in my design,
if I have not made it appear that high and even refined
sentiment may coexist with the shrewder and more comic
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elements of the Yankee character. I believe that what
is essentially vulgar and mean-spinted in politics seldom
has its source in the body of the people, but much rather
among those who are made timid by their wealth or self-
ish by their love of power. A democracy can afford
much better than an anistocracy to follow out its convie-
tions, and 1s perhaps better qualified to build those con-
victions on plain prineiples of nght and wrong, rather
than on the shifting sands of expediency I had always
thought “Sam Slick” a libel on the Yankee character,
and a complete falsification of Yankee modes of speech,
though, for aught I know, 1t may be true 1n both respects
so far as the British Provinces are concersed. To me
the dialect was native, was spoken all aliont me when a
boy, at a time when an Irish day-laborer was as rare as
an American one now. Since then I have made a study
o - o But when I wnte
I am carried back
1g0 noomings 10 my
. f Sam and Job over
their jug of blackstrap under the shadow of the ash-tree
\vhllch st1ll dapples the grass whence they have been gone
80 long.

But life is short, and prefaces should be. And so, my
good friends, to whom this imntroductory epistle 1s ad-
dressed, farewell. Though some of you have remon-
strated with me, I ghall pever write any more “Biglow
Papers,” however great the temptation, — great especrally
at the present time, — unless 1t be to complete the ong-
nal plan of this Series by bnngming out Mr Sawin as an
“original Umon man” The very favor with which they
have been recetved 18 a lundrance to me, by foreing on
me a self-consciousness from wlich I was entirely free
when I wrote the First Serles. JMoreover, I am no
longer the same careless youth, with nothipg to do but
live to myself, my books, and my friends, that I was
then. I always hated politics, in the ordinary sense of
the word, and I am not hkely to grow fonder of them,
now that I bave learned how rare 1t 18 to find a man who
can keep principle clear from party and personal preju-
dice, or can conceive the possibility of another’s doing
so, I feel as 1f 1 could 1n some sort claim to be an
emeritus, and I am sure that political satire will have

2K
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full justice done it by that genuine and delightful hu.
morist, the Rev. Petroleum V. Nasby. I regret that 1
killed off Mr. Wilbux so soon, for he would have enabled
me to bring into this preface a number of learned quo-
tations, which must now go a-begging, and would have
enabled me to dispersonalize myself into a vicarious
egotism. He would have helped me also in clearing
myself from a charge which I shall briefly touch on, be-
cause my friend Mr. Hughes has found it ncedful to
defend me in his preface to one of the English editions
of the ¢ Biglow Papers.” I thank Mr. Hughes heart-
ily for his friendly care of my good name, and were his
Preface accessible to my readers here, (as I am glad it
is not, for its partiality makes me blush,) I should leave
the matter where he left it. The charge is of profanity;
brought in by persons who proclaimed African slavery
of Divine institution, and is based (so far as I have
heard) on two passages in the First Series, —

&« An! you 've gut to git up airly,
Ef you want to take in God,”»
and,

« God 'l send the bill to yon," —

and on some Seriptural illustrations by Mr. Sawin.

Now, in the first place, I was writing under an
assumeg character, and must talk as the person would’
whose mouthpiece I made myself. Will any one familiar
with the New England countryman venture to tell me
that he does not speak of sacred things familiarly ? that
Biblical allusions (allusions, that is, to the single book
with whose language, from his church-going habits, he
15 intimate) are not frequent on his lips ¢ If so, he can-
nut have pursued his studies of the character on so many
long-ago muster-fields and at so many cattle-shows as I
But I scorn any such line of defence, and will confess at
once that one of the things T am proud of in my country-
wen is (I am not speaking now of such persons as I have
assumed My. Sawin to be) that they do not put their
Maker away far from them, or interpret the fear of God
into being afraid of Him. The Talmudists had conceived
a deep truth when they said, that «all things were in
the power of God, save the fear of God”; and when
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' parallel ones trom Seripture, but I need not. The Rev-
amaed oo TR ey * me with three
a Father of the
er of the Angli-
nodern Enghsh

.. . -urnigh me with

many more such. St. Bernard says, Sapiens nummula-

rius est Deus: nummum fictum non recipiet; “A cunning
money-changer is God. he will take 1n no base coin.”

Latimer says, “ You shall perceive that God, by this ex-

ample, ghaketh us by the noses and taketh us by the ears.”

Familiar enough, both of them, one would say! But I

should think Mr. Biglow had venly stolen the last of the

two maligned passages from Dryden’s * Don Sebastian,”
where I fin

¢ And beg of Heaven to charge the bill on me 1"

And there I leave the matter, being willing to believe
that the Saint, the Martyr, and even the Poet, were as
careful of God’s honor as my critics are ever likely to be.

J. R L
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THE COURTIN.

Gob makes sech nights, all white an’ still
Tur’z you can look or listen,
Moonshine an’ snow on field an’ hill,
All silence an® all glisten.

Zekle crep’ up quite unbeknown
Ay’ peeked in thru' the winder,

Ay’ there sot Huldy all alone,
"Ith no one nigh to hender.

A fireplace filled the room's one side
TWith half a cord o' weod in—

There warn’t no stoves {tell comfort died)
To bake ye to a puddin’,

The wa'nut logs shot sparkles out
Towards the pootiest, bless her,

A’ [eetle flames danced all about
The chiny on the dresser.

Agin the chimbley crook-necks hung,
An’ in amongst ‘em rusted

The ole queen’s-arm thet gran’ther Young
Fetehed back from Concord busted.

The very room, coz she was in,
Seemed warm from floor to ceilin’,
Ax’ she looked full ez rosy agin
Ez the apples she was peelin’.,

T was kin’ o kingdowm-come to look
On seeh a blessed eretur,

A dogrose blushin' to a brook
Ain’t modester nor sweeter.

He was six foot o’ man, A 1,
Clean grit an’ human natur’ ;
None conld n't quicker piteh a ton

Nor dror o furrer straighter.
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He’d sparked it with full twenty gals,
He’d squired ’em, danced ’em, druv ’em,

Fust this one, an’ then thet, by spells—
All is, he could n't Jove ’em.

But long o’ her his veins "ould run
All crinkly like curled maple,

The side she breshed felt full o’ sun
Ez a south slope in Ap'il.

8he thought no v’ice hed sech a swing
Ez hisn in the choir;

MMy ! when he made Ole Hunderd ring,
She knowed the Lord was migher.

An’ she’d blush searlit, right in prayer,
When her new meetin’-bunnet

Felt somehow thru’ its crown a pair
O’ blue eyes sot upon 1t.

Thet night, I tell ye, she looked some!
She seemed to ’ve gut a new soul,

For she felt sartin-sure he’d come,
Down to her very shoe-sole.

She heered a foot, an’ knowed it tu,
A-raspin’ on the scraper, —

All ways to once her feehn’s flew
Like sparks 1n burnt-up paper.

He kin’ o’ Iitered on the mat
Some doubtfle o’ the sekle,

His heart kep’ goin’ pity-pat,
But hern went pity Zekle.

An’ yit she gin her cheer a jerk
‘Ez though she wished him furder,
An’ on her apples kep’ to work,
Pann’ away like murder.
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No.L

BIEDOFREDUM SAWIX, ESQ., TO MR. HOSEA
BIGLOY.

LETTER PROM THE REVEREND JIOMER WILBUE, 3, A, EN-
CLOSING THE EPISTLE AFORESAID

Jaarawm, 15th Nov., 1861,
Ld » L] * .

It is not from any idle wish to obtrude my humble
person with undue prominence upon the publick view
that I resuine my pen upon the present occasion. Juni-
ores ad labores. But having been a main 1nstrument 1n
rescuing the talent of my young, panishioner from bemg
-rant with the
Iready widely
" which T may

that 1 should not only tesmy to the genuineness of the
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dangerous, as in the case of those devoted persons who
venture their lives in the deglutition of patent medicines
(dolus latet in generalibus, there is deceit in the most
of them) aund thereafter are wonderfully preserved long
enongh to append their signatures to testimonials in the
diurnal and hebdomadal prints. I say not this as cov-
ertly glancing at the authors of certain manuseripts which
have been submitted to my literary judgment (though an
epick in twenty-four books on the «Taking of Jericho”
might, save for the prudent forethought of Mrs. Wilbur
in secreting the same just as I bad arrived beneath the
walls and was beginning a catalogue of the various horns
and their blowers, toc ambitiously emulous in longanimity
of Homer’s list of ships, might, I say, have rendered frus-
trate any hope I could entertain vacare Musis for the small
remainder of my days). but ouly the further to secure my-
self against any imputation of unseemly forthputting.
I will barely subjoin, in this connexion, that, whereas Job
was left to desire, iu the coreness of his heart, that his
adversary had written a book. as perchance misanthropi-
cally wishing to indite a review thereof, yet was not Satan
allowed su far to tempt him as to send Bildad, Eliphaz,
and Zophar each with an unprinted work in his wallet to
be submitted to his censure.  But of this enongh. Were
I in peed of other excuse, I might add that I write by the
express desire of Mr. Biglow hunself, whose entire winter
leisure is occupisd, as he assures we, in answering de-
mauds fur autographs. a labour exacting enough in itself,
and egregiously su to him, who, being no ready penman,
cannot sigy sv much as his name without strange contor-
tions of the face 1his nouse, even, being essential to com-
plete success) and painfully suppressed Saint-Vitus-dance
of every muscle in his budy.  This, with his having been
put in the Commission of the Peace by our excellent Gov-
ernor (0), si sic wunrs !y inunediately on his accession $o
office, keeps him continually employed.  Haud inexpertus
Ioquor, having for wany years written myself J. P., and
being not seldow applied to for specimens of my chirog-
raphy, a request to which I have sometimes over weakly
assented, believing as I do that nothing written of set
purpose ean properly be called an autograph, but only
those unpremedstated sallies and lively runnings which
Letray the fireside Man instead of the hunted Notoriety
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doubling on his pursuers. But it is time that I should
bethink me of Bt. Austin's prayer, lilera me & meipso, 1f
1 would arrive at the matter 1n hand.

Moreover, I had yet another reason for taking up the
pen myself. I am informed that the Atlantic Monthly
i3 mainly indebted for its success to the contributions
and editorial supervision of Dr. Holmes, whose excellent
“Annals of Amenica” occupy an honoured place upon
my shelves. The journal itself I bave never seen; but if
this be so0, 1t might seem that the recommendation of a
brother-clergyman (though par magis guam simalis) should
carry a greater weight. I suppose that you have a de-
partment for historical lucubrations, and should be glad,
1f deemed desirable, to fornard for publication my “Col-
lections for the Antiquities of Jaalam,” and my (now
happily complete) pedigree of the Wilbur family from 1ts
Jfons et origo, the Wild Boar of Ardennes. Withdrawn
from the active duties of my profession by the settle-
ment of a colleague-pastor, the Reverend Jeduthun
Hitcheock, formerly of Brutus Four-Corners, I might find
time for further contributions to general lierature on
stmilar topicks, I bave made large advances towards
a completer genealogy of Mrs, Wilbur's family, the Pil-
coves, not, if 1 know myself, from zny idle vamty, but
with the sole desire of rendering myself useful 1 my day
and generation, Nulla dies sine lined. I inclose 2 mete-
orological regster, a hst of the births, deaths, and mar-

- . - ct -t T T E-'Ist

i to the
. » dumi-

nution of my faculties or abatement of my natural vigour,
except a scarcely sensible decay of memory and a neces-
sity of recurnng to younger eyestght or spectacles for the
finer prnt in Cruden It would gratify me to make some
further provision for dechming years from the emolu-
ments of my Iiterary Jabours. I had intended to effect
an insurance on my ltfe, but was deterred ehergf_mm‘by‘n

senectus potest, ne sapeentt guidem.
Thus far concermng Mr. Biglow; and so muc ed
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needful (brevis esse laboro) by way of preliminary, after
a silence of fourteen years. He greatly fears lest he
may in this essay have fallen below himself, well knowing
that, if exercise be dangerous on a full stomach, no less
§0 is writing on a full reputation. Deset as he has been
on all sides, he could not refrain, and would only im-
precate patience till he shall again have “ got the hang”
{as he calls it) of an accomplishment long disused. The
letter of Mr. Sawin was received some time in last June,
and others have followed which will in due season be
submitted to the publick. How largely his statements
are to be depended on, I more than merely dubitate. He
was always distinguished for a tendency to exaggeration
— it might almost be qualified by a stronger term. Fortiter
mentire, aliquid horet, seemed to be his favourite rule of
rhetorick, That he is actually where he says he is the
post-mark would seem to confirm; that he was received
with the publick demonstrations he deseribes would ap-
pear consonant with what we know of the habits of those
regions ; but further than this I venture not to decide.
I have sometimes suspected a vein of humour in him
which leads him to speak by econtraries; but since, in
the unrestrained intercourse of private life, I have never
observed in him any striking powers of invention, I am
the more willing to put a certain qualified faith in the
incidents and the details of life and manners which give
to his narratives some portion of the interest and enter-
tainment which characterizes a Century Sermon,

It mav be expected of me that I should say something
to justify myself with the world for a seeming ijncon-
sisteney with my well-known principles in allowing my
Yyoungest son to rase a company for the war, a fact
known to all through the medium of the publick prints.
I did reason with the young man, but expellas naturam
Jurcd, tamenusque recurrit.  Having myself been a ehap-
lain in 1812, I could the less wonder that a man of war
had sprung from my loins. It was, indeed, grievous to
send my Benjamin, the child of my old age; but after
the discomfiture of Manassas, I with my own hands did
b‘uck}e on his armour, trusting in the great Comforter and
Commander for strength according to my need. For truly
the memory of a brave son dead in his shroud were a
wreater staff of my declimpg years than a living cownrd,
{if those may be said to have lived who carry ull of
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themselves into the grave with them,) though his days
might be long in the land, and he should get much goods,
It 13 not till our earthen vessels are broken that we find
and truly possess the treasure that was Iaid up in them.
Migrav: in animam meam, I have sought refuge in my
own soul ; nor would I be shamed by the heathen come-
dian with s Nequam illud verbum, bene vult, nisi bene
Jucit, During our dark days, I read coustantly in the
nspired book of Job, whieh I believe to contamn more
food to maintain the fibre of the soul for right living and
high thinking than all pagan literature together, though
I would by no means vilipend the study of the classicks.
There I read that Job said i hus despair, even as the
fool saith in his heart there 1s no God,— * Tle taber-
nacles of robbers prosper, and they that provoke God are
secure,” (Job xil. 6)  Bus I sought farther t1ll I found
this Scripture also, which I would have those perpend
who have striven to turn our Israel aside to the worship
of strange gods.—“If I did despse the cause of my
man-servant or of my maid-servant when they contended
with me, what then shall I do when God riseth up ? and
when he visiteth, what shall I answer lum ?”  (Job xxxi.
13,14,) On this text T preached a discourse on the last
day of Fasting and Hummhation with general acceptance,
though there were not wanting one or two Laodiceans
who said that I should have waited il the President
annonnced his policy. But let us hope and pray, re-
membering this of Sant Gregory, Vult Deus rogar, vult

. Friday last, Frosts
fall A singular cir-
cumstance occurred 1n this town on the 20th October,
in the family of Deacon Pelatiah Tinkbam Oa the
previous eventng, a few moments before family-prayers,
* * * * *

[The editors of the Atlantic find 1t necessary here to
cut short the letter of therr valued correspondent, wiich
seemed calculated rather on the rates of longewity
Jaalam than for less favored localities  They have every
encouragement to hope that he will write again.}

‘With esteem and respect,
Your obedient servant,
Houer Wirsur, A A
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It’s some consid’ble of a spell sence I hain’t writ no
letters, ) .

An’ ther’ ’s gret changes hez took place in all polit'ele
metters :

Some canderdates air dead an’ gone, an’ some hez ben
defeated,

Which 'mounts to pooty much the same; fer it’s ben
proved repeated

A beteh o’ bread thet hain’t riz once ain’t goin’ to rise
agin,

An’ it ’sajest money throwed away to put the emptins in:

But thet s wut folks wun’t never larn; they dunno how
1o go,

Arter you waut their room, no more ’n a bullet-headed
beau ;

Ther' 's ollers chaps a-hangin’ ronn’ thet ean’t see pea-
time 's past,

Mis'ble as ronsters in a rain, heads down an’ tails half-
mast:

It ain’t disgraceful bein’ beat, when a holl nation doos i,

Bug Chlance is like an amberill, — it don’t take twice to
ose i

I spose you 're kin’ o’ cur’ous, now, to know why I hain’t
writ.

Wal, I ’ve ben where a litt'ry taste don’t somehow seem
to git

Th’ encouragement a feller’d think, thet’s used to public
schools,

An’ wher}e sech things ez paper’n’ ink air clean agin the
rules :

A l‘gin’d o’ vieyvarsy house, built dreffle strong an’ stont,

So s t honest people can't git in, ner £’ other sort git ont,

A’ with the winders so contrived, you’d prob’ly like the
YIiew

Better alookin’ in than out, though it seems sing’lar, tu ;

But then }the landlord sets by ye, can’t bear ye out o
sight,

And locks ye up ez reg’lar ez an outside door at night.

This worldkis awfle contrary : the rope may stretch your
neck

Thet mebby kep’ another chap frum washin’ off a wreck;
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An’ you may see the taters grow in one poor feller’s

pateh,

So small no self-respectn’ hen thet vallied time ‘ould
scra

Seo small the Tot can't find ’em out, an’ then agmn, nex’

oor,
Ez big ez wut hogs dream on when they 're ‘most too fat
to snore
But grgutlm' amn’t no kin’ o’ use; an’ ef the fust throw
ails,
Why, up 1zm try agin, thet’s all, —the coppers ain’t all

Though I hcu seen 'em when I thought they Led n't no
more head

Than’d sarve a nussin’ Brigadier thet gits some ink to
shed.

When I wnit last, I°d ben turned loose by thet blamed
nigger, Pomp,
Ferlorner than a musquash, ef you’d took an’ dreened his

mp

But I nm't o the meechin’ kund, thet sets an’ thinks fer
weeks

The bottom ’s out o’ th’ univarse coz their owa gillpot

eaks,

1 hed to cross bayous an’ cnks, (wal, 1t did beat all
natut’,)

Upon a kin’ o’ corderoy, fust log, then alhigator:

Luck’]y the cuitters warn’t sharp-sot; I guess’t wuz over-
ruled

They *d done thejr mornin's marketm’ an’ gut their hun-
ger cooled ,

Fer missionaries to the Creeks an’ runaways are viewed

By them an’ folks ez sent express to be theiwr reg'lar

food:
Wutever ’twuz, they laid an’ snoozed ez peacefully ez
SIMNers,
Meek ez dis ° ot ors e
Ef anyon’
My hve—onl‘

Fer they found out 1n quicker time than ef they ’d ben to
college
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T warn’t heartier food than though’t wuz made out o’ the
tree o’ knowledge. )

But I tell you my other leg hed larned wut pizon-nettle
meant,

An’ varous other usefle things, afore I reached a settle-
ment,

An’ all o’ me thet wuzn’t sore an’ sendin’ prickles thru
me

Wuz jest the leg I parted with in lickin’ Montezumy:

A usefle limb it ’s ben to me, an’ more of a support

Than wut the other hez ben,—-ecoz I dror my pension

for .

Wal, I gut in at last where folks wuz civerlized an’
white,

Ez I diskivered to my cost afore ’t warn't hardly night;

Fer 'z I wuz settin’ in the bar atakin’ sunthin’ hot,

An’ feelin’ like a man agin, all over in one spot,

A feller thet sot opposite, arter a squint at me,

Lep up an’ drawed his peacemaker, an’, “ Dash it, Sir,”
suz he,

“I 'm doubledashed ef you ain’t him thet stole my yaller
chettle,

(You ’re all the stringer thet ’s around,) so now you 've
gut to settle;

It ain’t no use to argerfy ner try to cut up frisky,

I know ye ez I know the smell of ole chain-lightnin’
whiskey ;

We ’re éor-abidin’ folks down here, we ’ll fix ye so’s’t a

ar

Would o’ tech ye with a ten-foot pole ; (Jedge, you jest

warm the tar;)

You "Il think you ’d better ha’ gut among a tribe o’
Mongre] Tartars,
’Fore we ’ve done showin’ how we raise our Southun
prize tar-martyrs;
A moultin’ fallen cherubim, ef he should see ye, 'd
) _snicker,
Thinkin’ he warn’t a suckemstance.
1e’ ’s liquor;
1 ! H
Ar’, Gin'ral, when you ’ve mixed the drinks an’ chalked
'em up, tote roun’

Come, genlemun,
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A’ see ef ther’ ’s a feather-bed (thet’s borryable) in town,
Well try 3ye fam, ole Grafted-Leg, an’ ef the tar wan't

stic]
Th ain’t n:)l’:’ a juror here but wut’ll guit ye double
ek,
To cut 1t short, I wun't say sweet, they gi’ me a good

1P,
(They ain’t perfessin’ Bahptists here,) then give the bed

a rip, ~

The jury’d sot, an’ quicker 'n a flash they hetched me
out, a livin’

Extemp’ry x,*:ammcth turkey-chick fer a Fejee Thanks-
givio’.

Thet I felt some stuck up 15 wut 1t’s nat’ral to suppose,

When poppylar enthusiasm hed funmshed me sech
clo’es;

(Ner 't am't without edvantiges, this kin’ o suit, ye
see,

It’s wate;-procf, an’ water’s wut I like kep’ out o’ me;)

But nut content with thet, they took a kerndge from the
fence

Ar’ rid me roun’ to see the place, entirely free 'f ex-

pense,

With forty’leven new kines o’ sarse without no charge
acquainted me,

Gt’ me three cheers, an’ vowed thet I wuz all their
fahncy pamnted me,

They treated me to all thewr eggs, (they keep ’em I
should think,

Fer sech ovations, pooty long, for they wnz mos® dis-
tine';

They starred)me thick "z the Milky-Way with indiscrim™
mt chenty, 3

Fer wut we call reception eggs air sunthin’ of a rerity;

Green ones 1s plentifie anough, skurce wuth a mggers
getheri’, N .

But your dead-ripe ones ranges high fer treatin Nothun
brethenin: ;

A spotteder, ringstreakeder child the’ warn’t m Uncle
Sam”

am’s ; 3 .
Holl farm,—a cross of striped pig an’ one o° J:

am| H
'T wuz Danmil in the Lions’ den, new an’ enlarged ed
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T warn’t heartier food than though’t wuz made out o' the
tree o’ knowledge. )

But I tell you my other leg hed larned wut pizon-nettle
meant

An' var'ous other usefle things, afore I reached a settle-
ment

An’ all o me thet wuzn't sore an’ sendin’ prickles thru
me

Wz jest the leg I parted with in lickin’ Montezuny:

A usefle b it ’s ben to me, an’ more of a support

Than wut the other hez ben;-—coz I dror my pension

for ‘t.

Wal, T gut in at last where folks wuz civerlized an’
white,

Ez I diskivered to my cost afore ’t warn't hardly night;

Ter *z I wuz settin’ in the bar a-takin® sunthin’ hot,

An’ feelin’ like a man agin, all over in one spot,

A feller thet sot opposite, arter a squint at me,

Lep up an’ drawed his peacemaker, an’, ¢ Dash it, Sir,”
suz he,

“I 'm doubledashed ef you ain’t him thet stole my yaller
chettle,

(You ’re all the stringer thet ’s around,) so now you ‘ve
gut to settle;

It ain’t no use to argerfy ner try to cut up frisky,

I know ye ez I know the smell of ole chain-lightnin’
whiskey ;

We 're gor-abidin’ folks down here, we 1l fix ye so’s*t a

ar

Would n’ tech ye with a ten-foot pole ; (Jedge, you jest
warm the tar;)

You Il think you ’d better ha’ gut among a tribe o'
Mongrel Tartars,

"Fore we 've done showin’ how we raise our Southun
prize tar-martyrs;

A moultin’ fallen cherubim, ef he should see ye, 'd
snicker,

Thinkin’ he warn't a suckemstance. Come, genlemun,
le’ ’s liquor;

An’, Gin'ral, when you *ve mixed the drinks an’ chalked
’em up, tote roun’
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An’ see ef ther’ 's a feather-bed (thet s borryable) in town,
We'll try ye fair, ole Grafted-Leg, an’ ef the tar wun't

stick,

Th' ain't not a juror here but wut’ll *qut ye double-
wiek.”

To cut 3t short, I wun’t say sweet, they gi’ me a good

dip,
(They ain't perfessin® Bahptists here,) then give the bed

arnp,—
The jury ’d'sot, an’ quicker 'n a flash they hetched me
out, a hvin’
Extemp’ry Ev;ammor.h turkey-chick fer a Fejee Thanks-
vin’.
Thet T felt some stuck up is wut it’s nat’ral to suppose,
When Il)oppylar enthusiasm hed funnished me sech
clo'es;
(Ner 't am't without edvantiges, this kin' o' sait, ye
see,
It’s Watel,"proof, an’ water’s wut I like kep’ out o’ me;)
But nu; content with thet, they took a kerridge from the
ence
Ar’ nd me roun’ to see the place, entirely free 'f ex-

pense,

With forty-leven new kines o’ sarse without mo charge
acquainted me,

Gi' me three cheers, an’ vowed thet I wuz all their
fahney painted me;

They treated me to all their eggs; (they keep ’em I
should think,

Fer sech ovations, pooty long, for they wuz mos’ dis.
tine’;

They starrervi) me thick 'z the Milky-Way with indiserim®
nit cherity,

Fer wut we call Teception eggs air sunthin’ of a renty;
Green ones is plentifie anough, skurce wuth a nigger's
gethenn’, .

But your dead-ripe ones ranges high fer treatin’ Nothun
bretherin :

A spotteder, ringstreakeder child the’ warnt m Uncle
Sam’

Holl farm, —a cross of stripéd pig an’ one o' Jacob's

lambs
T wuz Dannsl 1o the hions' den, new an’ enlarge
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An’ everythin’ fust-rate o’ ’ts kind, the’ warn’t no im.
persition.

People’s impulsiver down here than wut our folks to
home be, . .

A’ kin’ o go it ’ith a resh in raisin’ Hail Columby :

Thet ’s so ; an’ they swarmed out like bees, for your real
Southun men’s

Time is n’t o’ much more account than an ole settin’ hen’s;

(They jest work semioccashnally, or else don’t work at all,

An’ so their time an’ *tention both air et saci’ty’s call.)

Talk about hospatality ! wut Nothun town d’ ye know

Would take a totle stranger up an’ treat him gratis so ?

You’d better blieve ther’ ’s nothin’ like this spendin’
days an’ nights )

Along ’ith a dependent race fer civerlizin’whites.

But this wuz all prelim’nary; it ’s so Gran’ Jurors here

Fin’ a true bill, a hendier way than ourn, an’ nut so dear;

So arter this they sentenced me, to make all tight 'n’
snug,

Afore a reg’lar court o’ law, to ten years in the Jug.

1 did n’ make no gret defence: you don’t feel much like
speakin’,

When, ef you let your clamshells gape, a quart o’ tar
will leak in:

I Zev hearn tell o’ wingéd words, but pint o' fact it
tethers

The spoutin’ gift to hev your words fu thick sot on with
feathers,

An’ Choate ner Webster would n’t ha’ made an A 1 kin’
o’ speech

Astride a Southun chestnut horse sharper’n a baby’s
sereech.

Two year ago they ketched the thief, 'n’ seein’ I wuz
mnercent,

They jest oncorked an’ le’ me rum, an’ in my stid the
sinner sent

To see how ke liked pork ’n’ pone flavored with wa’nut
saplin’,

An’ nary social priviledge but a one-hoss, starn-wheel
chaplin,

When 1 come out, the folks behaved mos’ gen’manly an’
harnsome
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They "lowed it would n't be more 'n right, ef I should cuss
’n' darn some:
The Cunule he apolergized; suz he, “I’ll du wut’s

right,

111 give ye settisfection now by shootin’ ye at sight,

An’ give the nigger, (when he’s caught,) to pay bim fer
his trickm’

In gittin’ the wrong man took up, a most H fired
Yickin',—

It’s jest the way with all on ’em, the incopsistent
critters,

They ’re ‘most enough to make a man blaspheme his
mornin’ tters;

1711 be your frien’ thru thick an’ thin an’ in all kines
o' weathers,

An’ all yoli]’ll hev to pay fer ’s jest the waste o’ tar an’

thers :

eathers:
A lady owned the bed, ye see, a widder, tu, Miss Shen-

non

It wuz her’ mite; we would ha' took another, ef ther’d
n one:

We don’t make no charge for the nde an’ zall the other

xins.

Le’ %8 liquor; Gin'ral, you can chalk our friend for all
the mixins.”

A meetin’ then wuz called, where they # Resovvep, Thet
we respec’

B. 8, Esquire for quallerties o heart an’ intellec’

Peculiar to Columby’s sile, an’ not to no one else’s,

Thet makes Eurépean tyrans sennge 1 all their gilded
pel’ces,

An’ doos gret honor to our mece an’ Southun institoo-
tions ™

(I give ye jest the substance o' the leadin’ resoloo-
tions

“ ResoLvep, Thet we revere in him a soger ’thount a flor,
A martyr to the princerples o’ hibbaty aw’ lor:
Resornvep, Thet other nations all, ef sot "longside o’ us,
For vartoo, larmn’, chivverlry, ain't noways wuth a cuss.”
They gut up a subsenyption, tu, but no gret come o' thet;
1 'xpect in eairin’ of 1t roun’ they took a leaky hat;
‘Though Southun genelmun aw’t slow at puttin’ down
their name,
25
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Nut but wut they ’re ez gond ez gold, but then it’s hard
a-breakin’ on’ ’em,
Ar’ ignorant folks 18 ollers sob an’ wun't gt used to takin'
)

on 'em;
They re wuth ez much ez wut they wuz afore ole Mem’n-
r signed e
An’ go oﬂ mddlm’ wal for drinks, when ther’ ’s a knife
behind ’em ,
We du miss sllver, jes’ fer thet an’ ndin’ in a bus,
Now we 've shook off the desputs thet wuz suckin’ at our

pus;

An’ it’s be’cau.ve the South’s so rich; ’twuz nat'ral to
expec’

Supplies o ch:mge wuz jes’ the things we shouldn’t
recolleg’;

We'd ough’ to ha? thought aforehan’, though, o’ thet good
rule o’ Crockett’s,

Tor’t’s tiresome cnmu’ cotton-bales an’ niggers 1 your
pockets,

Ner ’t ain’t quite hendy to pass off one o’ your six-foot
Guineas

An’ git your halves an’ quarters back 1n gals an’ picka-

ninnies :
Wal, *tain't quite all a feller ’d ax, but then ther’ ’s this
to say,
It s on'y ]esé among ourselves thet we expec® to pay;
Our system would ha' caird us thre n any Bible cent’ry,
Fore tlns onscripter! plan come up o’ books by double

entry ;
We go the pntrnrkle here out o’ all sight an' hean,
For Jacob warn't a to Jeff at fi

He never 'd thought o’ borryin’ from Esau like all nater

An’ then corfiscatin’ all debts to sech a small pertater;

There’s p'litickle econ’my, now, combined “ith mornl
beanty

Thet saycrifices privit eends (your in’my’s, tu) to dooty!

Wy, Jeft’d ha’gin lim five an’ won Ins eye-teeth ’fore
he knowed it,

Arn’, stul o’ wastin’ pottage, he'd ha’ eat it up an’ owed

But I wuz goin' on to say how I come here to dwall; —
Nough said, thet, arter lookin’ roun’, I liked the place so0
wal,
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TWust is, thet she hez tantrums; she’s like Seth 3loody's

gun

(Him thet wuz nicknamed frum his limp Ole Dot an’
Kerry One);

He’d left her loaded up a spell, an’ hed to git her

s
So he onhitched, — Jeerusalem! the middle o last year
Wuz right nex’ door compared to where she kicked the
critter tu

{Though jest where he brought up wuz wut no human
never knew) ;

His brother Asaph picked her up an’ tied her to a tree,

An’ theubsha kicked an hour '’ a half afore she’d let
it be:

Wal, Miss 8. doos hov cuttins-up an’ pouring-out o’ vials,

But then she hez her widder’s thirds, an’ all on us hez
trials

My objec’, though, in writin’ now warn’t to allude to sech,

, But to another suckemstance more dellykt to tech, —

I want thet you should grad'lly break my mernage to
Jerushy,
An’ there’s a{eap of argymunts thet’s emple to indooce

ye:

Fust place, State’s Prison, — wal, it’s true 1t warn't fer
crime, o’ course,

But then it ’s-jest the same fer her in gittin’ a disvorce;

Nex’ place, my State's secedin’ out hez leg'lly lef’ me
free

To merry any one I please, pernidin’ it’s a she;

Fir'lly, I never wun't come back, she need n’t hev no
fear on’t,

But then it’s wal to fix things night fer fear Miss S.
should hear on’t;

Tastly, I’ve gut religion South, an’ Rushy she’s a pagan

‘Thet sets by th’ graven 1miges o’ the gret Nothun Dagon;

(Now I haimn't seen one in six munts, fo1, sence our
Treashry Loan,

Though yaller boys 1s thick anough, eagles hez kind o’
fl A

own

An' ef J. wants a stronger pint than them thet I hev
stated,

Wy, she’s an alun w'my now, an’ I’ve been coinfis
cated, —
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For sence we’ve entered on th’ estate o’ the late naysh-
nul eagle,

She hain’t no kin’ o’ right but jes’ wut I allow ez legle:

Wut doos Secedin’ mean, ef ’tain’t thet nat’rul rights
hez riz, '’

Thet wut is mine’s my own, but wut’s another man’s
ain’t his'n ?

Besides, I could 1’t do no else; Miss S. suz she to me,

“ You’ve sheered my bed,” [thet’s when I paid my
interduction fee

To Southun rites,] “an’ kep’ your sheer,” [wal, I allow
it sticked .

8o ’s ’t I wuz most six weeks in jail afore I gut me
picked,]

“ Ner never paid no demmiges; but thet wun’t do no
harm,

Pervidin’ thet you’ll ondertake to oversee the farm ;

(My eldes’ boy is so took up, wut with the Ringtail
Rangers

An’ settin’ in the Jestice-Court for welcomin’ o’ stran-
gers " 3)

[He sot on me;] “an’ so, ef you’ll jest ondertake the
care

Upon a mod’rit sellery, we "Il up an’ eall it square;

But ef you can’t couclude,” suz she, an’ give a kin’ o
grin,

“Wy, the Gran’ Jurymen, I "xpeet, *I1 hev o set agin.”

Thet ’s the way metters stood at fust; now wut wuz I to
du,

But jes’ to make the best on ’t an’ off coat an’ buckle tu ?

Ther’ ain’t a livin' man thet finds av income necessarier

Than me, —bimeby I'Hl tell ye how I fin'lly come to
merry her. )

She hed another motive, tu: I mention of it here

T’ encourage lads thet ’s growin’ up to study..’n’ perse-
vere,

An’ show ’em how much better ’t pays to mind their
winter-schoolin’

Than to go off on benders 'n’ sech, an’ waste their time
in foolin’;



THE BIGLOW PAPLRS. 519

Ef *twarn’t for studyin’ evemns, I never'd la’ been here

An orn’ment o’ saciety, in my approprut spear:

She wanted somebody, ye sce, o’ taste an’ cultivation,

To talk along o’ preachers when they stopt to the plan.
tation ;

Tor folks 1n Dixie th't read an’ rite, onless it is hy jarks,

Is skurce ez wut they wuz among th’ oiidgenle patri-

archs;
To fit a feller £ wut they call the soshle higherarchy,
Al thet you've gut to know 13 jes’ beyund an evrage

darky;

Schooltn’ ’s wut they can’t seem to stan’, they 're tu con-
sarned high-pressure,

An’ knowin’ t' much mght smle a boy for bein’ a Se-
cesher.

We hain’t no settled preaclin’ liere, ner pumsternl taxes;

The min'ster’s only settlement’s the carpet-bag he packs

his
Razor an’ soap-brush mtu, with his hymbook an’ his

1ble, —
But they du preach, I swan to man, it ‘s puf’kly inde-
. serible !

They go it hke an Eriesson’s ten-hoss-power colerie

ingine,

An' make Ole Split-Foot winch an’ squirm, for all he '
used to sigemn’,

Hawkins’s whetstone ain’t a pinch o’ primin’ to the -
nards

To hearin’ on ’em put free grace t’ a lot o’ tough old sin-

ards
Bat I must eend this letter now: ’fore long I 1 send a
fresh un;
1 've lots o’ things to write about, perticklerly Seceshun :
I ’m called off now to mission-work, to let a leetle law 1n
To Cynthy’s hide an’ so, till death,
Yourn,
BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN,
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MASON AND SLIDELL: A YANKEE IDYLL.
T0O THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY.
Jaaras, 6th Jan,, 1862,

GeENTLEMEN, — I was highly gratified by the insertion
of a portion of my letter in the last number of your valu-
able and entertaining Miscellany, though in a type which
rendered its substance inaccessible even to the beautiful
new speetacles presented to me by a Committee of the
Parish on New-Year's Day. I trust that I was able to
bear your very considerable abridgment of my luenbra-
tions with a spirit becoming a Christian. My third
granddaughter, Rebekah, aged fourteen years, and whown
I have trained to read slowly and with proper emphasis
{a practice too much neglected in onr modern systems of
education), read aloud to me the exeecllent essay upon
*0ld Age,” the authour of which 1 cannot help suspeet-
ing to be a younz man who has never yet known what it
was to have snow (eanities morosu) upon his own roof.
Dissolve frigus, lurge super foco Uygna reponens, is a rule for
the young, whose wood-ptle is yet abundant for such
cheerful lenitives, A gooi life behind him is the best
thing to keep an old man’s shoulders from shivering at
every breath of sorraw or ill-fortune. But wmethinks it
were casier for an old man to feel the disndvantages of
youth than the advantages of age. Of these latter I
reckon one of the chiefest to be this; that we attach a
less inardinate value to our own productions, and, distrust-
ing daily more and more our own wisdom (with the con-
ceit whereof at twenty we wrap ourselves away from
knowledge as with a garment), do reconcile ourselves
with the wisdom of God. I could have wished, indeed,
<hat voom might have been made for the residue of the
anecdote relating to Deacon Tinkham, which would not
only have gratitied a natural curiosity on the part of the
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publick (as I have reason to know from several letters of
inquiry already received), but would also, as I think,
liave largely 1ncreased the circulation of your Magazine
in this town. Nukil Jamani alienum, there is a enriosity
about the affairs of our neighbours which is not oul:
pardonable, but even ¢ dable. DBut I shall abide »
more fitting season.

As touclung the following hterary effort of Esquire
Biglow, much might be profitably said on the topick of
[dyllick and Pastoral Poetry, and concerming the proper
distinetions to be made between them, from Theocnitus,
the inventor of the former, to Collins, the latest authour
I know of who has emulated the classicks in the latter
style. But m the tume of Civil War worthy a Milton to
defend and a Lucan to sing, it may be reasonably doubted
whether the publick, never too studious of serious in-

sl bt amesidos atdae oheentg more desery-
. . title of Idyll,
3estion, 1t may

not be improper to ammadvert, that the name properl

signfies a poemn somewhat rustick 1n phrase (for, thoug]
the learned are not agreed as to the particular dialect
employed by Theocritus, they are unnersanimous both
as to 1ts rustieity and 1ts capacity of 1ising now and then
to the level of niore elevated sentiments and expressions),
while it is also deseriptive of real scenery and manners.
Yet it must be adimtted that the production now mn ques-
tion (winch here and there bears perhaps too plamnly the
marks of my correcting hand) does partahe of the nature
of a Pastoral, imnasmuch as the interlocutors theremn are
purely imaginary bemngs, and the whole 15 hittle better
than xaxvol oxds Svap  The plot was, as I beheve, sug-
gested by the “Twa Briggs ” of Robert Burns, a Seottish
poet of the lact century, as that found its prototype in
the “Mutual Complaint of Plainstanes and Causey” by
Fergusson, though the metre of this latter be different
by a foot in each verse. I remunded my talented young
parishtoner and frend that Concord Bridge had long
since yielded to the edactous tooth of Time  But he an-
swered me to this effect; that there was no greater mis-
take of an authour than to suppose the reader had no
fancy of his owng that, if once that faculty was to be
called iuto activity, 1t were better to be 1n for the whole

ehmmimbian
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sheep than the shoulder; and that he knew Concord like
a book, —an expression questionable i: LT
there are few things with which he is o
than with the printed page. In proof of what he aflirmed,
he showed me some verses which with others he had
stricken out as too much delaying the action, but which
I communicate in this place because they rightly define
«punkin-seed” (which Mr. Bartlett would have a kind
of perch,—a creature to which I have found a rod or
pole not to be so easily equivalent in our inland waters
as in the books of arithmetic), and because it conveys an
enlogium on the worthy son of an excellent father, with
whose acquaintance (eheu, fugaces annil) I was formerly
honoured.

s+ But nowadays the Bridge ain't wut they show,
So much ez Em’son, Hawthorne, an’ Thoreau.
I know the village, though; was sent there once
A-schoolin’, *cause to home I played the dunce;
An’ I've ben sence a-visitin® the Jedge,
Whose garding whispers with the river’s edge,
Where I 've sot miornin’s lazy as the bream,
Whose on’y business is to head up-stream,
(We call 'em punkin-seed,) or else in chat
Along *th the Jedge, who covers with his hat
More wit an* gumption an’ shrewd Yankee sense
Than there is mosses on an ole stone fence,”

Concerning the subject-matter of the verses, I have not
the leisure at present to write so fully as I could wish,
my time being occupied with the preparation of a dis-
course for the forthcoming bi-centenary celebration of the
first settlement of Jaalam East Parish. It may gratify
the publick interest to mention the circumstance, that
my investigations to this end have enabled me to verify
the fact (of mueh historick importance, and hitherto
hotly debated) that Shearjashub Tarbox was the first
child of white parentage born in this town, being named
in his father's will under date August 7% or 9%, 1662.
1t is well known that those who advoecate the claims of
Mehetable Goings, are unable to find any trace of her-
existence prior to October of that year. As respects the
settlement of the Mason and Slidell question, Mr. Biglow
hias not incorrectly stated the popular sentiment, so far
as I ean judge by its expression in this loenlity. For
myself, I feel more sorrow than resentment; for I am old
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enough to have heard those talk of England who still,
even after the unbappy estrangemcnt, could not unsehool
their lips from ca{lmg ler the Mother-Country. Bat
AR s c v old wounds, and has
1 years; for nations do
1 ) » . spretee injuria forme
rankles in their minds as bitterly as mn that of a woman.
And because this 1s so, I feel the more satisfaction that
our Government has acted (as all Governments should,
standing as they do between the people and their pas-
sions) 2s1f 1t had arnved at years of discretion. There
are three short and simple words, the hardest of all to
pronounce 1n any language (and I suspect they were no
easier before the confusion of tongues), but which no man
or nation that cannot utter can clamu to have arnved at
manhood. Those words are, [ was wrong; and I am

roud that, while England played the boy, our rulers

ad strength enough from the People below and wisdom
enough from God above to quit themselves hke men,

The sore points on both sides have been skilfully ex-
asperated by interested and unscrupulous persons, who
saw in a war between the two countries the only hope
of profitable return for their investment 1 Confederate
stock, whether political or finaneial. The always super-
cilious, often insulting, and sometimes even brutal tone
of British journals and publick men, has certainly not
tended to soothe whatever resentment might exist in
Ameriea.

¢ Perhara it was night to dissemble your love,
But why did you hick me down stairs® ™

We have no reason to complain that England, as a
necessary consequence of her elubs, has become a great
society for the minding of other people’s business, and
we can smile good-naturedly when she lectures other
nations on the sins of arrogance and concert; but we
may justly consider it a breach of the poltical conve-
nances which are expected to regulate the intercourse
of one well-bred government with another, when men
holding places in the ministry allow themselves to dic-
tate our domestic policy, to wnstruct us in our duty, and
to stizmatize as unholy a war for the rescue of whatever
a high-minded people should hold most vital and most
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saered.  Was it in good taste, that T may use the mild-
est term, for Karl Russell to expound our own Con-
stitution to President Lincoln, or to make a new and
fallacious application of an old phrase for our benefit,
and tell us that the Rebels were fighting for indepen-
dence and we for empire? As if all wars for indepen-
dence were by nature just and deserving of sympathy,
and all wars for empire ignoble and worthy only of rep-
robation, or as if these easy phrases in any way char-
acterized this terrible struggle, — terrible not so truly
in auy superficial sense, as from the essential and deadly
enmity of the principles that underlie it. His Lord-
ship's bit of borrowed rhetoric would justify Swith
’Brien, Nana Sahib, and the Maori chieftains, while it
would condemn nearly every war in which England has
ever been engaged. Was it so very presumptuous in
us to think that it would be decorous in English states-
men if they spared time enough to acquire some kind
of knowledge, though of the most elementary kind, in
regard to this country and the questions at issue here,
before they pronounced so off-hand a judgment? Oris
political information expected to come Dogherry-fashion
in England, like reading and writing, by nature ?

And now all respectable England is wondering at
our irritability, and sees a quite satisfactory explanation
of it in our national vanity. Swace mari magno, it is
pleasant, sitting in the easy-chairs of Downing Street, to
sprinkle pepper on the raw wounds of a kindred people
struggling for life, and philosophical to find in self-con-
ceit the cause of our instinctive resentment. Surely we
were of all nations the least liable to any temptation
of vanity at a time when the gravest anxiety and the
keenest sorrow were never absent from our hearts. Nor
is conceit the exclusive attribute of any one nation.
The carliest of English travellers, Sir John Mandeville,
took a less provincial view of the matter when he said,
“For fro what partie of the erthe that men duellen,
other aboven or beneathen, it semethe alweys to hem
that duellen that thei gon more righte than any other
folke.” The English have always had their fair share
of this amiable quality. We may say of them still,
as the authour of the Lettres Cabalistiques said of them
wmore than a century ago, “Ces derniers disent naturelle-
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ment quil o'y ¢ qlenx qui sofent estimables.”  And, as
he also says, “J’aimerois presyue autant tomber entre les
mains Qun Inguisiteir que d'vn dAnglols qui me fait
sentir sans cesse combien il &estime plus que moi, et
qui ne dawyne me parler que pour injurier ma Nation
et pour wmlennuyer du 1éct des grandes qualités de la
sienne,””  OF this Bull we may safely say with Horace,
habet fenum in cornu.  What wo felt to be especially
insulting was the quiet a: ption that the d d

of men who left the Oll World for the sake of principle,
and who had made the wilderness mto a New World
patterned after an Idea, could not possibly be suscep-
tible of a generous or lofty sentiment, could have mo
feeling of nationality deeper than that of a tradesman
for his shop. One would have thought, in hstening
to England, that we were presumptnons i faneying
that we were a nation at all, or had any other punaple
of union than that of booths at a fair, where there 13
no higher notion of government than the constalde,
or better 1mage of God than that stamped upon the
current coin. .

It is time for Englishmen to consiler whether there
was_nothing in the spint of their press and of their
Jeading publick men caleulated to rouse a just indigna-
tion, and to cause a permanent estrangetment on the
part of any nation capable of self-respect, and sensitively
ecalous, as ours then was, of foieign interference.
WVas there nothing in the indecent haste with which
belligerent rights were conceded to the Rebels, nothing
in the abrupt tone assumed m the Trent case, nothing
the fitting out of Confederate privateers, that might
stir the blood of a people already overcharged with
doubt, suspicion, and ternble responsibihty *  The la-
ity in any country do not stop to consider points of
law, but they have an mstinetive appreciation of the
animus that actuates the policy of a foreign nation ;
and in our own case they remembered that the Bt
ish authonties i Canada did not wait till diplomacy
could send home to England for her slow official tinder-
box to fire the « Caroline.” Add to tls, what every
sensible American  knew, that the moral support of
England was equal to an army of two hundied thou-
samd men to the Ilebels, while 1t msured us another
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vear or two of exhansting war. It was not so mmch
the spite of her words (though the time might have
been more tastefully chesen) as the actual power for
evil in them that we felt as a deadly wrong. TPerbaps
the most immediate and efficient cause of mere irritation
was the sudden and unaccountable change of manner
on the other side of the water. Only six months be-
fore, the Prince of Wales had come over to call us
cousins: and everywhere it was nothing but “our
American Lrethren,” that great offshoot of British io-
stitutions in the New World, so almest identical with
them in laws, langnage, and literature, —this last of
the alliterative compliments being so bitterly true, that
perhaps it will not be retracted even now. To this out-
burst of long-repressed affeetion we responded with gen-
uine warmth, if with sowmething of the awkwardness
of a poor relation bewildered with the sudden tighten-
ing of the ties of consangninity when it is rumoured that
he has come into a large estate. Then came the Rebel-
Bon, and, prestn! a flaw in our titles was discovered,
the plate we were promised at the family table is flung
at our head. and we were again the scum of creation,
intolerably vulgar, at once cowardly and overbearing,—
no relations of theirs, after all, but a dregay hybrid of
the basest bloads of Eurepe. Panurge was not quicker
to call Friar John his furmer friend. I cannot belp
thinking of Walter Mapes's jingling paraphrase of
Petronius, —
* Dammodo sim splendidis vestibus ornatas,

Et molta familia sim cireninvallatus,

Prudens sum ot sapiens et morigeratus,

Et tuus nepos sum et tn mens cognatus,” —

which I may freely render thus: —

So long as 1 was prasperons, 1°d dinners by the dozen

Was well-bred, witty, virniuous, and evershody's eonsi’n :

If luck shonld mrn, as well she may, her faney is so flexile,
Will virtne, cousinship, and all return with her from exile

There was nothing in all this to exasperate a philoso-
pher, much to make him smile rather: but the earth's
surface is not chiefly inhabited by philosephers, and I
revive the recolleetion of it now in perfect good humour,
werely by way of suggesting to our ci-devant British
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cousins, that it would have been easier for them to hold
their tongues than for us to keep our tempers under the
cireumstances,

tah |
hac ' R "

power, and it was natural that they should vent a Iittle
of their vexation on the people whose inexplicable obsti.

. i ) ) L .
tween the two countries shall be to make us more inde-
pendent of Iintish twaddle, (Zudomito nec dira ferens sti-
pendia Tuuro,) so much the better; but 1f 1t 13 to make
us insensible to the value of British opimon, in matters
where it gives us the judgment of an impartial and culti-
vated ontsider, if we are to shat ourselves out from the
advantages of English cnlture, the loss will be ours, and
not theirs. Decause the door of the old homestead hag
been once slamined 1n our faces, shall we in a huff reject
all future advances of concihation, and cut ourselves fool-
ishly off from any share in the humamzing mnfluences of
the place, with its ineffable riches of association, 1ts berr-
looms of immemorial culture, 1ts historte monuments, ours
no less than theirs, 1ts noble gallery of ancestral por-
traits 2 We have only to succeed, and England wall not
only respect, but, for the first tume, bemin to understand
us.” And let us mot, 1n our justifiable indignation at
wahton insult, forget that England 1s not the England
only of snobs who dread the democracy they do not
comprehend, but the Ingland of istory, of Leroes, states-
men, and poets, whose names are dear, and their 1nfluence
as salutary to us as to her.

Let us strengthen the hands of those in authority over
us, and curb our own tongues, remembering that Geperal
Wait commonly proves m the end more than a match
for General Headlong, and that the Good Book ascribes
safety to a multitude, indeed, but not to a mob, of
counsellonrs. Let us remember and perpend the words
of I'aulus Emihus to the people of Rome, that, “i1f they
judged they could manage the war to more advantage by
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any other, he would willingly yield up his charge ; but if
they confided in him, they were not to make i{’zqn'zselvgs s
colleagues in his office, or raise reports, or (,:rethse his ac-
tions, but, without talking, supply him with means and
assistance necessary to the carrying on of the war; for, if
they propnsed to command their own commander, they would
renrler this expedition more ridiculous than the forner.”
(Vide Plutarchwm in Vitd P. E) Tt us also not forget
what the same excellent authour says concerning Perseus’s
fear of spending money, and not permit the covetousuess of
Brother Jonathan to be the good-fortune of Jelferson
Davis. Tor my own part, till I am ready to adwmit the
Comunander-in-Chief to my pulpit, I shall abstain from
planning his battles. If cowrage be the sword, yet is
patience the armour of a nation; and in our desire for
peace, let us never be willing to surrender the Con-
stitution begueathed us by fathers at least as wise as
ourselves (even with Jefferson Davis to help us), and,
with those degencrate Romaus, futa ef presentia guam
vetera ef periculosa malle.

And not only shonld we bridle our own tongues, bub
the pens of others, which are swift to convey useful in-
telligence to the enemy, This is no new inconvenience;
for, under date, 3d Juue, 1743, General Pepperell wrote
thus to Governor Shirley from Louishourg : — ¢ What your
Excellency observes of the army's being wmade acquainted
with any plans proposed, wnkil rewly to be pud in execution,
has always been disagreeable to me, and I have given
many cautions relating to it.  But when your Excelleney
considers that onr Cwuncil of War consists of more than
twenty members, I am persuaded you will think it 7m-
possible fur me to hindey it, if any of them will persist in
communicating to inferior officers and soldiers what
ought to be kept scevet. | aw informed that the Boston
newspapers are filled with paragraphs from private let-
ters relating to the expedition. Wil your Excellency
permit me to say I think it may be of ill consequence ?
Would it not be couvenient, if your Excellency should
forbid the Printers’ inserting such news?” Verily, if
sempora mutantur, we may question the ef nos mutamur
i illis; and if tongnes be leaky, it will need all hands at
the pumps to save the Ship of State. Our history dotes
and repeats itself. If Sassyeus (vather than Aleibiades)
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Your obt humble serv,
Hoxer Wirevr, A ML

T LovE to start ont arter night ’s begun,

An’ all the chores about the farm are done,

The eritters milked an’ foddered, yateg shet fast,

Tools cleaned amnst to-morrer, supper past,

An’ Naney darmn’ by her ket’sene lamp, —

1 love, I say, to start upon a tramp,

To shake the kinkles out o’ back an’ legs,

An’ kind o’ rack my hife off from the dregs

Thet's apt to settle in the buttery-hutch

Of folks thet foller 1n one rut too much :

Hard work is good an’ wholesome, past all donbt;
ut 't ain’t s0, ef the mind gits tuckered out.

Now, bein’ born 1n MiddJesex, you know,

There ’s certin spots where I like best to go:

The Concord road, for instance, (I, for one,

Most gin'lly ollees call b Jokn Bull'« Run,)

The field o’ Lexin'ton, where England tried

The fastest eolors thet she ever dyed,

An’ Concord Bridge, thet Davis, when he came,

Found was the bee-Iine track to heaven an’ fame,

Ez all rcads be by natur’, ef your =onl

Don't sneak thru shun-pikes 50 s to save the toll.

They 're *most too fur away, take too much time
To visit of'en, ef it amn’t in thyme,

But the ’s a walk thet’s hendier, a sight,

An’ suits me fust-rate of a winter's might, —

I mean the round whale's-back o' Prospeet Hill.

An’ pary sonnd but sateh-dozs® false alarms,

Or muﬂfed cochcrows from the drowsy farms,

Where some wise rooster (tuen act Jest thet way)
2u
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Stands to’t thet moon-rise'is the break o’ day:
(So Mister Seward sticks a three-months pin
\Where the war ’d onghto eend, then tries agin;
My gran’ther’s rule was safer’n ’t is to crow:
Don’t never prophesy, — onless ye know.)
T love to muse there till it kind o’ seems

13z ef the world went eddyin’ off in dreams;
The Northwest wind thet twitches abt my baird
Blows out o’ sturdier days not easy scared,

An’ the same moon thet this December shines
Starts out the tents an’ booths o’ Putnam’s lines;
The rail-fence posts, acrost the hill thet runs,
Turn ghosts o’ sogers should’rin’ ghosts o’ guns;
Ez wheels the sentry, glints a flash o’ light
Al>ve the firelock won at Concord Fight,

An’ ’swist the silences, now fur, now nigh,

2ings the sharp chellenge, hums the low reply.

Bz 1 was settin’ so, it warn't Jong sence,

Mixin’ the puffict with the present tense,

I heerd two voices som’ers in the air,

Though, ef I was to die, I can’t tell where:

Voices [ call'em:’t was a kind ¢’ sough

Like pine-trees thet the wind’s ageth’rin’ through;
Ar’, fact, I thought it was the wind a spell,

'Then some misdoubted, could n't fairly tell,

Fust sure, then not, jest as you hold an eel,

I knowed, an’ did n't, — fin'lly seemed to feel

" was Concord Bridge a-talkin’ off to kill

With the Stone Spike thet’s druv thru Bunker Hill:
Whether 't was so, or ef T on’y dreamed,

I could n't say ; I tell it ez it seemed,

THE BRIDGE.

Wal, neighbor, tell us, wnt’s turned up thet’s new ?
Youre younger 'n I be, — nigher Boston, tu:

An’ down to Boston, ef you take their showin,

Waut they don't know ain’t hardly wuth the knowin’.
There ’s sunthin’ goin’ on, I know : las’ night

The British sogers killed in our gret fight

(Nigh fifty year they hed 't stirred nor spoke)
Made sech a coil you 'd thouzht a dam hed broke:
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Why, one he up an’ beat a revellee
With his own crossbones on a holler tree,
‘111l all the graveyards swarmed out like a hive
With faces I hain't seen sence Seventy-five.
Wat is the news? ’T ain’t good, or they ’d be cheerin’.
Speak slow an’ clear, for I’m some hard o hearin’,
TAE MONIMENT.

1 don’t know hardly ef it’s good or bad,——

THE BRIDGE. |
At wust, it can’t be wus than wut we ’ve had.

THE MONIMENT.

You know them envys thet the Rebbles sent,

An’ Cap’'n Wilkes he borried o’ the Trent ?
TIHE BRIDGE.

Wat! they ha'n’t hanged ’em? Then their wits is
one !
Thet ’s the sure way to make a goose a swan!

THF, MONIMENT.

No: England she would hev ’em, Fee, Far, Fum!
(Iz though she hed 1t fools enough to home,)
So they 've retumned ’em

TNE BRIDGE.

Iev they ? Wal, by heaven,
"Thet ’s the wust news I've heerd sence Seventy-seven!
Ity Genrge, T meant to say, though I declare
* It’s 'most enough to make a deacon swear.

THE MONIMENT.

Now don’t go off half-cock * folks never gains
Ry nsin’ pepper-sarse mstid o brans,
Come, nesghbor, you don's understand ——
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She ain’t like other mortals, thet’s a fact:
PRy . Tl

N . . « . reed,
An’’s ollers willin’ Ireland should secede;
She ’s all thet’s honest, honnable, an’ fair,
An’ when the vartoos died they made her heir,

THE BONIMENT.

Wal, wal, two wrongs don’t never make a right;
Ef we’re mistaken, own up, an’ don't fight :

. For gracious’ sake, ha’n’t we enough to du
*Thout gettin’ up a fight with England, tu?
She thinks we ’ro rabble-nid

THE BRIDGE.

Ar’ so we can’t
Distinguish ‘twixt You onghtn't an’ You shan't!
She jedges by herself; she’s no 1dear
Iow’t stiddtes folks to give ’em their fair sheer:
The odds *twist her an’ us is plain’s a steeple, —
Her People’s turned to Mob, our Mob’s turned People.

THE MONIMENT.
She’s riled jes’ now ——

THE BRIDGE.

- o CERTEN

Ez though she done 1t all, an’ ten times more,
An’ nothin’ never hed gut done afore,

Nor never could agm’, ‘thout she wuz spliced
On to one eend an’ gin th’ old anth a hoist,
She iv some punhins, thet I wun’t deny,

(Yor nin’s she soms related to you 'n’ I7)
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Bus there’s a few small intrists here below

Qutside the connter o’ John Bull an’ Co,,

Ax’, though they can’t conceit how 't should be so,

1 guess the Lord druv down Creation’s spiles

"Fhout no gret helpin’ from the British Isles,

An’ eould contrive to keep things pooty stiff

..t they withdrawed from business in a miff;

1 ha'n't no patience with sech swellin’ fellers ez

Think God ean’t forge ’thout them to blow the bellerses.

THE MONIMEXNT,

You’re ollers quick to set your back aridge, —

Though ’t suits o tom-cat more ’n a sober bridge:

Don’t you git het: they thought the thing was planned;
They 'l cool off when they come to understand.

THE BRIDGE,

Ef thet’s wut you expect, you’'ll Zev to waib;
Folks never understand the folks they hate:
She’ll fin’ some ather grievance jest ez good,
’Fore the month s out, to git misanderstood.
England cool oft!  She’l do it, ef she sees
She ’s run ber head into a swarm o’ bees.

T ain't so prejudiced ez wut you spose :

I hev thought England was the best thet goes;
Remember, (no, you ean't,)) when I was reared,
God save the King was all the tune you heerd :
But it ’s enough to turn Wachuset rour’,

This stumpin’ fellers when you think they ’re down.

T OTHE MONIMENT.

But, neighbor, ef they prove their claim at law,

The best way is to settle, an’ not jaw.

Aw’ don't le’ ’s mutter *bout the awfle bricks

We’ll give ’em, ef we ketch "em in o fix:

That ’ere "s most frequently the kin’ o talk

Of eritters ean't be kicked to toe the chalk;

Your « You’ll see nex’ time ! an’ “ Look out bumby {7
Most ollers ends in eatin” umble-pie.

T wun’t pay to scringe to Lngland : will it pay
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moe Lt e ee e

Wut Dugland wants is jest a wedge fo fit

Where 1t’1] help to widen out our spht s

She’s found lier wedge, an’ ’t awn’t for us to come
An? Tond tho hoatla that %o tn desn o8 dommn

She an’ Columby ’s gut to be fag’ fuends;
For the world {trospms by therr privit ends:
T would put the clock back all o' fifty years,
Ef they should fall together by the ears.

THE BRIDGE.

1 ’gree to thet; she ’s nigh us to wat France is;

But then she ’Il Lev to make the fust advances;

e - . R T hts,
.

When she finds out we an’t dead arter all{
I tell yo wut, 1t takes more "n one good week
Afore my nose forgits 1t s hed a tweak,

THE MONIMENT

She il come out right bumby, thet I 'l engage,

Soon ez she gits to seewn’ we ’re of age;

Tlns talkin' down o hers an't wuth a fuss;

Tt’s nat'ral ez nut Likin® °t 18 to us;

1 we're ago’ to prove we be growed-up,

*T wun't be by barkin’ like a tarrier pup,

But turmn® to an’ makan’ thngs ez good

Ez wut we’re ollers braggin’ that we could ;

We're hound to be good triends, an’ se we ’d oughto,
In spite of all the fools both sudes the water.
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TUE BEIDGE.

An' I tell wou it mm’t be money lost;

Mavan enellra dee W WG

1 . L en,
An’ my experunce, — tell ye wut it ’s ben:

Folks thet worked thorough was the ones thet thriv,
But bad work follers ye ez long ’s ye ive;

You can’t git red on 't; Jest ez sure ez sin,

It '8 ollers askin’ to be done agn:

Ef we should part, 1t would n't be a week

Fore your soft-soddered peace would spring aleak,
We ’ve turned our eufs up, but, to put her thru,
We must git mad an’ off with JQ(I\LKS, tu;

T wun't du to think thet killin’ min't perlite, —
You’ve gut to Le 1n airnest, ef you ﬁ"{xt;

Why, twothirds o' the Rebbles ‘ould cut durt,

Ef they onee thonght thet Guv'inent meant to hurt;
An’ I du wish our Gin’rals hed i mind

The folks 1n front more than the folks bebind ;
You wun't do much ontil you think 1t ‘s God,
An’ not constitoounts, thet holds the rod,

We want some more o Gideon's snord, I jedge,
For proclamations ha'n't no gret of edye,

There 's notlun’ for a cancer but the knife,
Onless you set Ly *t more than by your life.

I’ve scen hard fimes; 1 see a war begun

Thet folks thet jore their lelhies never ’d wonj;
Pharo's lean ke hung an for seven long year;
Iut when’t wag donc, we (Iul n't count 1t dear.
Why, la= =7 ~<1--

Ef they

I’m olde

All kin's

Would be a rabbit 1n a wilecat’s claw,

Ef 't warn't for thet slow cntter, "stablished law;
Onsettle fhet, an’ all the world gors whiz,

A screw s gut loose in everythu' there 1s:
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Good butbresses once settled, don’t you fret

An’ stir em: take a bridge’s word for thet!

Young folks are smart, but all ain’t good thet ’s new;
1 guess the gran’thers they knowed sunthin’, tu.

THE MONIMENT.

Amen to thet! build sure in the beginniv’,

An’ then don’t never tech the underpinnin’:

TI’ older a Guv’'ment is, the better ’t suits;

New ones hunt folks’s corns out Jike new boots:
Change jes’ for change, is like them big hotels
YWhere they shift plates, and let ye live on smells.

THE BRIDGE.

Wal, don’t give up afore the ship goes down:

It ’s a stiff gale, but Providence wun’t drown;

A’ God wan’t leave us yit to sink or swim,

Ef we don’t fail to du wut ’s right by Him.

This land o’ ourn, 1 tell ye, ’s gut to be

A better country than man ever see.

1 feel my sperit swellit’ with a cry

Thet seems to say, “ Break forth an’ prophesy!”
O strange New World, thet yit wast never young,
Whose youth from thee by gripin’ need was wrung,
Brown foundlin’ o' the woods, whose baby-bed
Was prowled roun’ by the Injun’s eracklin’ tread,
An’ who grew’st strong thru shifts an’ wants an’ pains,
Nussed by stern men with empires in their brains,
Who saw in vision their young Ishmel strain
With each hard hand a vassal ocean’s mane,

Thou, skilled by Freedom an’ by gret events

To pitch new States ez 0ld-World men pitch tents,
Thou, taught by Fate to know Jehoval’s plan
Thet man’s devices can’t unmake a man,

An’ whose free latch-string never was drawed in
Against the poorest child of Adam’s kin, —

The grave’s not dug where traitor hands shall lay

In fearful baste thy murdered corse away!
1 see
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Jest here some dogs begun to bark,

t}‘n:t I_l_ost old Concord’s Jast remark :

I hain't hed time to fairly try ’em on,
But here they be —it ’s

JONATHAN TO JOHN.

Ir don’t scem hardly right, John,
When both my hands was full,
To stump me to a fight, John, —
Your cousin, tu, John Bull!
Ole Uncle S scz he, “I guesg
We know 1t now,” sez he,
“The lion’s paw 15 all the law,
Accordin’ to J. 3.,
Thet ’s fit for you an' me!”

You wonder why we ’re hot, John ¢
Your mark wnz on the guns,
The neutral guns, thet shot, John,
Our brothers an’ our sons:
Ole Uncle S. scz he, 1 guess
There’s human blood,” sez he,
“By fits an’ starts, in Yanhee hearts,
Though 't may surprise J. B.
More 'n 1t would you an’ me.”

Ef Iturned mad dogs loose, John,
QOn your front-parlor stairs,
Would it jest meet your views, John,
To wait an’ sue their heirs ?
Ole Uncle 8. sez he, 1 guess,
1 on’y guess,” sez he,
#Thet, ef Vattel on Ai+ toes fell,
T would kind o’ nle J. B,
Ez wal ez you an’ me ! "

539
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‘Who made the law thet hurts, John,
Heads I win,—ditlo tails ?
«J. B.” was on his shirts, John,
Onless my memory fails.
Ole Unele 8. sez he, “ T guess,
(I’'m good at thet,)” sez he, .
«'Thet sauce for goose ain't jest the juice
Tor ganders with J. B,
No more than you or mel”

When your rights was our wrongs, John,
You didn’t stop for fuss, —
Britanny’s trident prongs, John,
Was good ’nough law for us.
Ole Unele S. sez he, “ 1 guess,
Though physic’s good,” sez he,
« 1t does n’t foller thet he can swaller
Prescriptions signed ¢J. B}
Put up by you an’ me!”

‘We own the ocean, tu, John:
You mus’n’ take it hard,
Ef we can’t think with you, John,
It’s jest your own back-yard, |
Ole Unele 8. sez he, “I guess,
£ thet ’s his elaim,” sez he,
#The fencin’-stuff ’il cost enough
o bust up friend J. B,,
Ez wal ez you an’ me!”

Why talk so drefiie big, John,
Of honor, when it meant
You did n't care a fig, John,
But jest for ten per cent?
Ole Uncle 8, sez he, “ T guess,
He ’s like the rest,” sez he:
“When all is done, it ’s number one
Thet ’s nearest to J. B.,
Ez wal ez you an’ me!”

We give the eritters back, John,
Cos Abram thought 't was right ;
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Tt warnt yoar Eallyin® elack, Jokz,
Provokin® us te £k

“To koe jest pow: bot thet, somekow,
May kapren to X
Ez wal ez you an” ma!

We ain't so weak an’ pres, Joka,
With twenty emillion people,
Ar’ elose to evers & L

A schootbozse an
Qle Urcle 8. sez e, < i geess
Itis 2 faet " soz boy

“«The szrest plan to make 3 Maa
Is, thizk Eimsn. J. B,
Ercuchez yoz oz me!™

QOzr folks beliste in Law, John g
An' it s for her sake, cox®,
TEey’se lef: the axe an” saw, Joky,
Tke; anvil u' the ploagh
sez ke, ~ g:-:t\*
Ef- :-— M:f lax,™ sez ke,
& Ttere’d be one skiedy from Lere to Indy;
An’ thet don't saiz ] B
(Whez "t ain't "t#1xt Foz an’ e )"

7 2 1!
There’s patee in J. B.,
Fz wal ez you 2n” el

The Scuth sars, ‘-Pmrfo\n dorn 7 John,
An' ~AZ men xp! 7 say we, —

White, yaller, l’...v:'.:, an” brosn, Jokn:
Yow which is your idee 7
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Ole Uncle S. sez he, 1 guess,
John preaches wal,” sez he;

¢ But, sermon thry, an’ come to du,
Why, there ’s the old J. B.
A crowdin’ you an’ me!”

Shall it be love, or hate, John ?
1t ’s you thet ’s to decide;
Ain’t yowr bonds held by Fate, John,
Like all the world’s beside ?
Ole Uncle 8, sez he, “I guess
Wise men forgive,” sez he,
“But not forget; an’ some time yet
Thet truth may strike J. B.,
Bz wal ez you an’ me!?”

God means to make this land, John,
Clear thru, from sea to sea,
Believe an’ understand, John,
The wath o hein’ free.
Ole Uncle 8. sez he, «T guess,
God’s price is high,” sez he;
¢ But nothin’ else than wut He sells
Wears long, an’ thet J. B.
May larn, like you an’ me}”
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No. IIL

BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN, ESQ, TO MR. HOSEA
BIGLOW.

TFith the following Letter from, the ReverEND
Houer WiLsur, A.M.

TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY.
Jasray, 7t Feb., 1862

ResrectED FRIENDS, — If ¥ know myself, — and surely
a man can hardly be supposed to have overpassed the
Limit of forescore yeais without attaining to some pro-
ficiency n that most usefal branch of learming, (¢ calo
descencht, says the pagan poet,)—1I have no greatsmack of
that weakness which would press upon the publick atten-
tion any matter pertaining to my private affans But
since the following letter of Mr. Sawin contains not enly
a direct allusion to myself, but that in connexion with
a topick of interest to all those engaged m the publick
ministrations of the sancteary, I may be pardoned for
touching briefly thereupen. "Mr. Sawin was never a
stated attendant upon my preaching,—never,as I Lelieve,
even an occasional one, since the erection of the new
house (whete we now worship) in 1845. He dud, indeed,
for a time, supply & not unaceeptable bass in the chorr;
but, whether on some umbrage (omnibus koo vrtium est
cantoribus) taken against the bass-viol, then, and till hus
decease 1n 1850, (cct. 77,) under the charge of Mr, Asaph
Perley, or, as was reported by others, on account of an
imminent subseniption for a mew bell, he thenceforth
absented himself from all outward and visible commun-
1n. Yet he seems to have preserved, (altd mente repos-
tum,) as it were, in the pickle of a mmd soured by
prejudice, a lasting scunner, as ‘he would call it, aganst
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our staid and decent form of worship; for I would rather
in that wise interpret his fling, than suppose that any
chance tares sown by my pulpit discourses should sur-
vive so long, while good seed too often fails to root itself.
I humbly trust that I have no personal fecling in the
matter ; though I know that, if we sound any man deep
enough, our lead shall bring up the mud of human nature
at last. The Bretons believe in an evil spirit which they
call ar ¢houskezik, whose office it is to make the congre-
gation drowsy ; and though I have never had reason to
think that he was specially busy among my flock, yet
have I seen enough to make me sometimes regret the
hinged seats of the ancient meeting-house, whose lively
clatter, not unwillingly intensified by boys beyond eye-
shot of the tithing-man, served at intervals as a whole-
some réveil. It is true, T have vnumbered among my
parishioners some who are proof agains' Tt =
fennel, nay, whose gift of somnolence : e

Cretan Rip Van Winkle, Epimenides, and who, neverthe-
less, complained not so much of the substance as of the
Iength of my (by them unheard) discourses. Some
ingenivus persons of a philosophick turn have assured us
that our pulpits were set too high, and that the soporifick
tendeney increased with the ratio of the angle in which
the hearer’s eye was constrained to seek the preacher.
This were a curious topick for investigation. There can
be no doubt that some sermons are pitehed too high, and
I remember many struggles with the drowsy fiend in
my youth. IHappy Saint Anthouy of Padua, whose finny
acolytes, however they might profit, conld never mur-
mur!  Quare fremuerunt gentes 7 Who is he that can
twice a week be mspired, or has eloquence (ut it dicum)
always on tap? A good man, and, next to David, a

sacred poet, (himself, haply, not inexpert of evil in this
particular,) has said, —

.
Y A

#The worst speak something good : if all want sense,
God takes a text and preacheth patience.’?

There are one or two other points in Mr. Sawin’s
letter which T would also briefly animadvert upon. And
Tt T claimhe sets up to acertain superiority

T - in the people of our Sonthern States,
now unhappily in rebellion against lawful authority
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and their own better interests. There is a sort of opinions,
anach, s at once and hori: foreign both to the
age and the country, that mamntain a feeble and Luzaing
existence, scarce to be called hife, ike winter flies, wiich
inmld weather crawl out from obscure neoks and crannies
to espatiate in the sun, and sometimes acqure vigour
enough to disturb with then enforced familiarity the
studrous hours of the scholar. One of the most stupid and
pertinacious of these 1s the theory that the Southern States
were settled by a class of emigrants from the Old World
gocially supetior to those who founded the institutions of
New England. The Virgimans especially lay clamm to
this genelosity of lmeage, which were of no possible
account, were 1t not for the fact that such superstitions
are sometimes not without their effect on the course of
human affans  The eaily adventurers to Massachusetts
at least paid thetr passages, no felons were ever shipped

the London streets and the leavings of the London stews.
1t was this my Lord Bacon had i mnd when he wrote:
«Tt is a shamefnl and unblessed thing to take the scum
, of people and wicked condemned men to be the people
with whom you plant.” That ceitain names are found
there is nothing to the purpose, for, even had an alias
been beyond the invention of the knaves of that generation,
it is known that servants were often called by their
masters’ names, as slaves are now  On what the heralds
call the spindle side, some, at least, of the oldest Vir-
ginian families are descended fiom mations who were
exported and sold for so many hogsheads of tobaceo the
head So notorious was this, that 1t became one of the
jokes of contemporary playwrights, not only that men
bankrupt in purse and character were “food for the I’lan-
Pa 2N A Y R 2 mnsdVae ek A Nare Panland Y
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Country may be learned from a play of Mrs. Behn’s,
founded on the Rebellion of Bacon: for even these kennels
of literature may yield a fact or two to pay the raking.
Mrs. Flirt, the keeper of a Virginia ordinary, calls her-
self the daughter of a baronet “undone in the late rebel-
lion,”'—her father having in truth been a tailor,—ana
three of the Council, assuming to themselves an equal
splendour of origin, are shown to have been, one “a broken
exciseman who came over a poor servant,” another a
tinker transported for theft, and the third “a common
pickpocket often flogged at the cart’s tail.” The ancestry
of South Carolina will as little pass muster at the Herald’s
Visitation, though I hold them to have been more rep-
utable, inasmueh as many of them were honest tradesmen
and artisans, in some measuare exiles for conscience’ sake,
who would have smiled at the highflying nonsense of
their deseendants. Some of the more respectable were
Jews., The absurdity of supposing a population of eight
millions all sprung from gentle loins in the course of a
century and a half is too manifest for confutation. But
of what use to discuss the matter? An expert genealogist
will provide any solvent man with a genus et proavos to
order, My Lord Burleigh said that “nobility was ancient
riches,” whence also the Spanish were wont to call their
nobles ricos hombres, and the aristocracy of America are
the descendants of those who first became wealthy, by
whatever means. Petrolemn will in this wise be the
source of much goud blood among vur posterity. The
avistocraey of the South, such as it is, has the shallow-
est of all foundations, for it is only skin-deep, —the most
odious of all, for, while affecting to despise trade, it traces
its origin to a successful traflick in men, women, and
children, and still draws its chief revenues thence. And
though, as Doctor Chamberlayne consolingly says in his
Present State of England, “i0 beeome n Merchant of
Foreign Commerce, without serving any Apprentisage,
hath been allowed no disparagement to a Gentleman born,
espeeially to a younger Brother,” yet I conceive that he
would hardly have made a like exception in favour of the
particular trade in question. Oddly enough this trade
reverses the ordinary standards of social respectability
no less than of movals, for the retail and domestick
1s as creditable as the wholesale and foreign is degrading
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to him who follows it. Are onr morals, then, no better
than mores after all? I do not believe that such aristoe-
racy as exists at the South (for I hold with Marius, for-
et S . "' found an
in war,—

1¢ quaintly

, tue as.it is

TRt o~ W

DS SUDSLANLIALY OULMSLEd 4Dy Lien exisling, Lhe nrst
work of the founders of Virginia, as may be seen in
Wingfield’s Memorial, was conspiracy and rebellion,—
odder yet, as showing the changes which are wrought by
circumstance, that the first msnrrection in South Caro-
lina was against the aristocratical scheme of the Pro-
prietary Govrer‘nm:nt.‘ ‘I do zl‘ut‘ﬁnd t‘hat t‘he“cutxc'v‘lla.r

g being ly not only quadr , but
quidruminant.

T confess that the present letter of Mr Sawin increases
my doubts as to the sincerity of the convictions which he
professes, and I am tnclined to think that the triumph of
the legitimate Government, sure sooner or later to take
place, will find hun and a large majority of his newly-
adopted fellow-citizens (who liold with Dadalus, the pri-
mal sitter-on-the-fence, that medium tenere tutissimum)
original Umiop men. The critietsms towards the close
of his letter on certain of our fallings are worthy to be
seriously perpended; for be 1s not, as I think, without a

: -t N N - ‘ * ab Loste doceri:

As to the good-

while I would not

consecrate a chapel, as they have not scrupled to do n
France, to Nétre Dame de la Haine (Our ’Lndy‘ of Hate),
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breaches of implied contraets, (as too frequently in our
publick conveyanees,) it heecomes a positive crime, when
it leads us to look unresentfully on peculation, and to
regard treason to the hest Government that ever existed
as something with which a gentleman may shake hands
without soiling his fingers. I do not think the gallows-
tree the most profitable member of our Sylva; but, since
it continues to he planted, I would fain see a Northern
limb ingrafted on it, that it may bear some other fruit
than loyal Tennessecans.

A relick has.recenily heen discovered on the east bauk
of Bushy Brook in North Jaalam, which I conceive to he
an inseription in Runick characters relating to the carly
expedition of the Northmen to this continent. I shall
make fuller investigations, and communicate the result in
due season,

Respectiully,
Your obedient servant,
Homer Winsur, AL

_P.8.—1 inclose a year’s subscription {rom Deacon
Tiukham.

-’I JHED it on my min’ las’ time, when T to write ye startod,

To tech the leadin’ featurs o’ my gittin' me convarted ;

,}risn, ez iy letters hez to go elearn roun’ by way o' Cuby,

T wun’t seem no staler now than then, by th’ time it gits
where you be, '

You know up North, though secs an’ things air plenty ez
you please,

m v rep e . .

Ther’ warn’t nut one on 'em thet come jes’ square with
my idees :

They all on’em wuz too mueh mixed with Covenants o’

Works,

A’ woulld hev answered jest ez wal for Afriking an’
Turks,

Fer where Zs a Christian’s privilige an’ his rewards on- .
suin’,

LI tain’t perfessin® right an cend "thout nary need o
doin’ ?
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T dessay they suit workin’folks thet ain’t noways per-
tic'lar,
But nut your Southun gen’leman thet keeps his parpen-
ic'lar ;
1 don’t blame nary man thet casts his lot along o his

folks,

But ef you cal’late to save me, ’t must be with folks thet
is folks

Cov’nants o’ works go ’grast my grain, but down here I've
found out

The truﬁo fug’fem’ly A 1 plan,—here’s how it come

When I fus’ sot up with Miss S, sez she to me, sez she,
# Without you git rehgion, Sir, the thing ean’t never be;
Nut but wut I respeck,” sez she, # your ntellectle part,
But yn;]u wun’t noways du for me athout a change o’
eart :
Nothun religion works wal North, but 1t’s ez soft ez
spruce,
Compared to oum, for keepin’ sound,” sez she, % upon the

goo:
Aday’s experunce ’d prove to y©, ez easy ’z pull a trigger,
It takes the Southun pint o’ view to raise ten bales a

nigger ;

You’ll fin’ thet human natur, South, ain’t wholesome
more’n skin-deep,

A’ onee’t 2 darkie’s took with it, he wun’t be wuth his
kee

“How slze” T git it, Ma'am ?” sez I. ¢ Attend the nex’
cnmp—mectm’ >

Sez she, “an’ it’ll come to ye ez cheap ez onbleached
sheetin’.”

Wal, so I went along an’ hearn most an impressive

sarmon
About besprinklin’ Afnky with fourth-proof dew o’
Harmon:
He didn't put no weaknin’ in, but gin it tu us hot,
17 ef he an’ Satan’d ben tiwo bulls in one five-acre lot
I don’t purtend to foller him, but give ye jes’ the

hen
For pulpit ellerkence, you know, ‘most ollers kin’ o
Sp read:
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breaches of implied contracts, (as too frequently in our

publick conveyances,) it becomes a positive crime, when

it leads us to look unresentfully on peculation, and to

regard treason to the best Government that ever existed

as something with whieh a gentleman may shake hands

without soiling his fingers. I do not think the gallows-

tree the most profitable member of our Sylva,; but, since

it continues to be planted, I would fain see a Northern

limb ingrafted on it, that it may bear some other fruit .
than loyal Tennesseeans.

A relick has.recently been discovered on the east bank
of Bushy Brook in North Jaalam, whieh I conceive to be
an inseription in Runiek characters relating to the early
expedition of the Northmen to this continent. I shall
make fuller investigations, and communicate the result in
due season. :
Respectfully,

Your obedient servant,
Homer Wirsur, A, M.

P.S.—1 inclose a year’s subseription from Deacon
Tinkham,

I nED it on my min’ las’ time, when I to write ye started,

To tech the leadin’ featurs o’ my gittin’ me convarted ;

But, ez my letters hez to go clearn roun’ by way o’ Cuby,

T wun’t seem no staler now than then, by th? time it gits
where you be, v

You know up North, though secs an’ things air plenty ez
you please,

Ther’ warn’t nut one on ’em thet come jes’ square with
my idees :

They all on ’em wuz too much mixed with Covenants o’

Works,

An’ would hev answered jest ez wal for Afrikins an’
Turks,

Fer where s a Christian’s privilige an’ his rewards en-
suin’,

Bf ’taixlx’t} perfessin’ right an cend ’thout nary need o
doin’ 7
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I dessay they suit workin’folks thet ain't noways per-
tie'lar,

But nut youx’- Southun gen’leman thet keeps his parpen-
die’lar;

1 don’t blame nary man thet casts his lot along o’ kis

olks,

But ef you cal'late to save me, ’t must be with folks thet
is folks ;

Cov’nants o’ works go ’ginst my grain, but down here I've
found out

The true fus-fem’ly A 1 plan,—here’s how it come
about.

WhenIf ° o7 N N

“Withou '

Nut but . . ..

But you wun't noways dn for me athout a change o’

heart:
Nothun religion works wal North, but it’s ez soft ez

spruce,
Compared to ourn, for keepin’ sound,” sez she, “ upon the
goose ;
Aday’s expe’mnce ’d prove to ye, ez easy ’z pull a trigger,
It takes the Southun pint o’ view to raise ten bales a

nigger ;
You’ll i’ thet human natur, South, ain’t whelesome
more ’n skin-deep,
Avw’ once’t a darkie’s took with 1t, he wun't be wuth his
P

eep.
“How she% I git it, Ma’am ?” sez I. ¢ Attend the nex’
. camp-meetin’,”
Sez she, “an’ 1t’ll come to ye ez cheap ez onbleached
sheetin’,”

Wal, so I went along an’ hearn most an impressive

sarmon

About besprinklin’ Afriky with fourth-proof dew o
Harmon:

He didw’t put no weaknin’ in, but gin it tu us hot,

’Z ef he an’ Satan’d ben two bulls m one five-acre lot -

I don't purtend to foller hun, but give ye jes’ the

heads;
For pulpit ellerkence, you know, ’most ollers kin’ o'
spreads.
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Ham's seed wuz gin to us in chairge, an’ should n't we be
1i’ble

In Kingdom Come, ef we kep’ back their privilege in the
Bible?
The cusses an’ the promerses make one gret chain, an’ ef
You snake one link out here, one there, how much on’}
ud be lef’ ? .
All things wuz gin to man for’s use, his sarviee, an’
delight;

An’ don’t the Greek an’ Hebrew words thet mean a Man
mean White ?

Ain't it belittlin’ the Good Book in all its proudes’
featurs

To think *twuz wrote for black an’ brown an’ ’lasses-
colored creaturs,

Thet conldn’ read it, ef they would, nor ain't by lor
allowed to,

But ough’ to take wut we think suits their naturs, an’ be
proud to?

Warn't it more prof’table to bring your raw materil thru

Where you can work it inta grace an’ inta cotton, tu,

Than sendin’ missionaries out where fevers might defeat

‘e,

An’ ef the butcher didn’ call, their p'rishioners might
eat 'em 7

An’ then, agin, wut airthly use ¢ Nor 't warn’t our fault,
in so fur

Ez Yankee skippers would keep on a-totin® on 'em over.

T improved the whites by savin’ ‘em from ary need o
wurkin', .

Aw’ kep’ the blacks from bein’ lost thru idleness an’
shitkin'

We took to "em ez nat'ral ez a barn-owl doos to mice,

An’ hed our hull time on our hands to keep us out o' vice;

It made us feel ez pop'lar ez a hen doos with one chicken,

An’ fill our plaee in Natur's scale by givin’ ‘em a lickin’ :

For why should Crsar git his dues more'n Juno, Pomp,
an’ Cuffy ?

It’s justifyin’ Ham to spare a nigger when he’s stuffy.

Where 'd their soles go tu, like to know, ef we should let
‘em ketch

Freeknowllfggism aw’ Fourierism an’ Speritoolism an’
sech ¢
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When Satan sets himself to work to raise his very bes’
muss,

He scatters roun’ onseriptur’l views relatin’ to Ones’mus.

You’d ough’ to seen, though, how his facs an’ argymunce
an’ figgers

Drawed tears o’ real conviction from a lot o’ pen’tent

niggers}
It warn’t hke Wilbur's meetin’, where you're shet up in
a pew,
Your dwkey; sorrin’ off your ears, an’ bilin’ to be thru;
Ther’ wuz a tent clost by thet hed a kag o’ sunthin’ in

it,
‘Where you could go, ef you wuz dry, an’ damp ye in a
minute;
An’ ef you did dror off a spell, ther’ wuz n’t no occasion
To lose the thread, because, ye see, he bellgred hke all

Bashan,

It’s dry work follerin’ argymunce, an’ so, *twig’ this an’
thet,

T felt conviction weighin’ down somehow inside my hat;

It growed an’ growed like Jonah’s gourd, a kin’ o whirhin’
ketched me,

Ontil I fin'lly clean giv out an’ owned up thet he’d
fetched me;

An’ when nine tenths o th’ pernish took to tumblin’ roun’
an’ hollerin’,

I did o’ fin’ no gret in th’ way o’ tarm’ tu an’ follerin’,

Soon ez Miss S. see thet, sez she, * Thet’s wut I call
wuth seein’ |

Thet’s actin’ Iike a reas’nable an’ imtellectle bein’!»

An’ s0 we fin’lly made it up, concluded to hitch hosses,

An’ here I be 'n my ellermunt among creation’s bosses;

Arter 1°d drawed sech heaps o blanks, Fortin at last hez
sent 2 prize,

An’ chose me for a shinin’ hight o’ missionary entaprise.

This leads me to another pint on which I’ve changed my
O’ thin i:’lso ’s 't ITmight become a straight-out Southun
Miss S,m(zrz‘ar maiden name wuz Iiggs, o’ the fus’ fem'ly
On her ;Il:s side’s all Juggernot, on Pa’s all Cavileer,
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An’ sence I ’ve merried into her an’ stept into her shoes,
It ain’t more’n nateral thet I should modderfy my
views: .
I ’'ve ben a-readin’ in Debow ontil I 've fairly gut
So 'nlightened thet I’d full ez lives ha’ ben a Dook
ez nut; .
An’ when we’ve laid ye all out stiff, an’ Jeff hez gut his -
crown, . ) .
Axn’ comes to pick his nobles out, wun’t this ehild be in
town! .
We’ll her an Age o' Chivverlry surpassin’ Mister
Burke’s, '
Where every fem’ly is fus-best an’ nary white man
works:
Qur system’s sech, the thing'll root ez easy ez a tater;
For while your lords in furrin parts ain’t noways marked
by patwm’,
Nor sot apart from ornery folks in featurs nor in figgers,
Ef ourn Il keep their faces washed, you’ll know ’em from
their niggers.
Ai't sech things wuth secedin’ for, an’ gittin’ red o’ you
Thet waller in your Jow idees, an’ will till all is blue ?
Fact is, we air a diff'rent race, an’ I, for one, don’t see,
Sech havin’ ollers ben the case, how w’ ever did agree.
It’s sunthin’ thet you lab’rin’-folks up North hed ough’
to think on,
Thet Higgses can’t bemean themselves to rulin’ by a
Lincoln, —
Thet men, (an’ guv’nors, tu,) that hez sech Normal names
ez Pickens,
Accustomed to no kin’ o’ work, *thout ’t is to givin’ lickins,
Can’t masure votes with folks thet git their livins from
their farms,
An' prob’ly think thet Law’s ez good ez hevin® coats
. o’ arms.
Sence I’ve ben here, I’ve hired a chap to look about
for me
To git me a transplantable an’ thrifty femn’ly-tree,
An' he tells me the Sawins is ez much o' Normal blood
Ez Pickens an’ the rest on *em, au’ older 'n Noali’s flood.
Your Normal schools wun’t turn ye into Normals, for
it’s elear,
Ef eddykatin’ done the thing, they ’d be some skurcer here.

.
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Pickeniesl,k Boggses, Pettuses, Magoffins, Letchers,

olks, —

Where can you scare up names like them among your
mudstll folks ?

Ther’ ’s nothin’ to compare with’em, you’d fin’, ef you
should glance,

Among the tip-top femerlies in Englan’, nor in France:

1’ve hearn from “sponsible men whose word wuz full ez
good ’s their note,

Men thet can run their face for drinks, an’ keep a
Sunday coat,

Thet they wuz all on ’em come down, and come down

ooty far,

From folks thet, ’thout their ecrowns wuz on, ou’doors
would n’ never stir,

Nor thet ther’ warn’t a Southun man but wut wuz
primy fashy

O’ the bes’ blood 1n Europe, y15, an’ Afriky an’ Ashy -

Sech bemn’ the case, 1s’t likely we should bend hke
cotton-wick’,

Or set down under anythi’ so low-lived ez a lickin’?

More’n this,—hain’t we the literatoor an’ science, tu,
b ?

Hain’t \{e them intellectle twins, them giants, Simms
an’ Maury,

Each with full twice the ushle brains, like nothin’ thet

know,
"Thout’t wuz a double-headed calf I see once to a
show 7

For all thet, I warn’t jest at fust in favor o’ secedin’;
I wuz for layin’ low 2 spell to find out where ’twuz
lead’,

TFor hevin’ YSouth-Car]iny try her hand at seprit.
nationin’,

She takin’ resks an’ findin’ funds, an’ we co-opera-
tionin’, —

I mmean a kin’ o’ hangin’ roun’ an’ settin’ on the fence,

Till Prov’dunce pinted how to jump an’ save the most
expense ;

T recollected thet ere mine o’ lead to Shiraz Centre

Thet bust up Jabez Pettibone, an’ didn’t want to
vantur'
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‘Fore I wuz sartin wul come out ud pay for wut

. went in,

For swappin’ silver off for lend ain't tho sure way to
wing

(Aw'. fact, 1t dons look now ez though——but folks must
live aw’ laen —

We should git lead, an’ more’n we want, out o’ the Old
Consaru;y)

But when I see a nan so wise an’ honest oz Buchanan

Adottin’ us hev all the forts an’ all the arms an’ cannon,

Admittin’ we wuz natlly right an’ you wuz nat'lly
wrong,

Coz you wnz lab'rin’folks an’ we wuz wut they call
bong-tony,

An’ coz there warn't no fight in ye more’n in a mashed
polater,

While two o' us can’t skurcely meet but wub we fight
by natur’,

An’ ¢ ain’t o bar-room here would pay for openin’ on’t
a night,

Without it giv the priverlege o’ beir?® shot at sight,

Which proves we’re Natnr’s noblemen, with whom it
don't surpriso

The British aristoxy should feel hous’ (o sympathize, —

Seein’ all this, an’ seein’, tu, the thing wuz strikin’
roots

While Unele Sam sob still in hopes thet somo one’d
bring his boots,

1 thought tl’ ole Union’s hioops wuz off, an’ let myself ho
sucked in

To rise a peg an’ jine the erowd thet wens for recon-
structin’, ——

Thet is, to hev the pardnership under th’ ol name con-
tinner

Jest ez it waz, wo dvorrin’ pay, you findin® hone au’
sinner, ~—

'On’y to put it in the bond, an’ enter ’t in the journals,

Thet you’re the nat'ral rank an’ file, an’ we the nat'ra)
kurnels.

Now this I thought a fees'ble plan, thet 'ud work smooth
ez grease,
Suitin’ the Nineteenth Century an’ Upper L'en idees,
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Anx’ there I meant to stick, an’ so did most o’ th’ leadexs, tu,
Coz we nll thought the chance wuz good o’ puttin’ on it

But J eﬁ he hit upon a way o helpin’ on us forrard
By bem unanuermuus,—a trick you ain’t quite up to,

A baldm ham’t no more ’f a chance with them new apple-
corers

Than iclks s oppersition views aginst the Ringtail
Roarers ;

They ’Il taLe ’em out on him 'bont east, —one canter on

Makes a man feel unannermous ez Jonah io the whale;

Or ef he’s a. slow-moulded cuss thet ean’t seem quite
t* agre:

He gits the nnose by tellergraph upon the mighes’ tree:

Their mission-work with Afrikins hez put ’em up, thet ’s
sartin,

To all the mos’ across-lot ways ¢ preachin’ an’ con-

I bet my lmt th’ am’t nary priest, nor all on ‘em to-
gether,

Thet cairs conviction to the min’ hike Reveren’ Taran-
feather;

‘Why, he soc up with me oune night, an’ labored to sech

Thet (ez an owl by daylight ‘mongst a flock o’ teazin’

chirpers

Sees clearer 'n mud the wickedness o’ eatin’ little birds)

1 see my error an’ agreed to shen 1t arterwurds;

Arn’ I should say, (to jedge our folks by facs in my pos-
session,)

Thet three s Unannermous where one ’s a 'Rigmal Se-

cession,

So it’s a thing you fellers North may safely bet your
chlnk o,

Thet we ’re all water] proofed agin th’ usurpin’ reign o’
Lincoln.

Jeff’s same He’s gut another plan thet hez pertic’lar

In give’ thmgs a cherfle look an’ staffnin’ loose-hung
sperits

-
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Tor white your million papers, wut with Iyin’ an’ dis
cussin’, .

Keep folks’s tempers all on eend a-fumin’ an’ a-fussin’,

A-wondrin’ this an’ guessin’ thet, an’ dreadin’, every
night

The breeghix’ﬂ o’ the Univarse ’11 break afore it ’s light,

Qur papers don’t purtend to print on’y wut Guv’ment
choose,

An’ thet insures us all to git the very best o’ noose:

Jeff hez it of all sorts an’ kines, an’ sarves it out ez
wanted

So’s’t every man gits wut he likes an’ nobody ain’t
scanted ;

Sometimes it’s vict'ries, (they ’re *bout all ther’ is that’s
cheap down here,)

Sometimes it’s Irance an’ England on the jump to in-
terfere.

Fact is, the less the people know o' wut ther’ is a-doin’,

The hendier ’t is for Guv'ment, sence it henders trouble

brewin’;

An’ noose is like a shinplaster, —it’s good, ef you be-
lieve it,

Or, wut’s all same, the other man thet’s goin’ to receive

it: .

Ef you’ve a son in th’ army, wy, it’s comfortin’ to hear

He’ll hev no gretter resk to run than scein’ th’ in’my’s
rear,

Coz, ef an F. T. looks at ’em, they ollers break an’ run,

Or wilt right down ez debtors will thet stumble on a dun,

(An’ this, ef an’thin’, proves the wuth o’ proper fem’ly
pride,

Fer sech mean shucks ez creditors are all on Lincolu’s
side) ; '

Lf,I hev serip thet wun’t go off no more’n a Belgin rifle,

An’ read thet it’s at par on ’Change, it makes me feel
deli’fle;

It ’s cheerin’, tu, where every man mus’ fortif v his bed,

To hear thet Freedom’s the one thing our darkies mos'ly
dread,

An’ thetl experunce, time 'n’ agin, to Dixie’s Land hez
shown

Ther' ’s nothin’ like a powder-cask £r a stiddy corner.
stone;
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Ain’t it ez good ez nuts, when salt is sellin’ by the ounce
For its own weight in Treash'ry bons, (ef bought in small

amo
When even wln)skey ’s gittin’ skurce, an’ sugar can't be

oun:

To know thet all the ellerments o’ luxury abound ?

An’ don't it glonfy sal’pork, to come to understa.nd

It’s wut the Richinon’ editors call fatness o’ the land ?

Nex' thing to knowin’ you’re well off is nut to know
when y’ ain’t;

An’ ef Jeff says all’s goin’ wal, who'll ventur’ t' say it
ain't?

This cairn the Constitooshun roun’ ez Jeff doos in his
hat

Is hendier a drefile sight, a0’ comes more kin’ o’ pat.
1 tell ye wut, my jedgment is you 're pooty sure to fail,
Ez long 'z the head keeps turnin’ back for counsel to the

tail:
TR advantiges of our consarn for bewr’ prompt air

‘Vhlle, ’Iung « Congress, you can’t strike, ’f you git an
iron het;
They bother Toun® with argoomn’, an’ var'ous sorts o’
foolin
To make sure ef it’s leg’lly het, an’ all the while it’s
lin

cool

So’s ’t when you come to strike, it ain’t no gret to wish
1y o

An’ hurts the hammer ’z much or more ez wut 1t doos the

iron,

Jeff don’t allow no jawin’sprees for three months at a
stretch,

Knowin’ the ears long speeches suits air mostly made to
meteh;

He jes’ ropes in your tonguey chaps an’ reg’lar ten-inch

An' lets 'em play at Congress, ef they "Il du 1t with closed
So they am’t no more bothersome than ef we’d took an”

sunk e
Arn’ yn. en] 'y th’ exclusive nght to one another’s Bun-
mbe

2
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"Thout doin’ nobody no hurt, an’ ‘thout ifs costin’
nothin’, -

Their pay bein’ jes’ Confedrit funds, they findin’ keep
an’ clothin’; Lo

They taste the sweets o’ public life, an’ plan their little
jobs

An’ sch:k the Treasl’ry, (no gret harm, for it’s ez dry ez
cobs '

Ar’ go thm;)all the motions jest ez safe ez in a prison,

An’ hev their business to themselves, while Buregard hez
hisn:

Ez long’z he gives the Hessians fits, committees can’t
make bother

"Bout whether ’t ’s done the legle way or whether ’t’s
done the tother.

An’ T tell you you’ve gut to larn thet War ain’t one long
teeter

Betwixt I wan’ fo aw’ * 7" wun’t du, debatin’ like a skeetur

Afore he lights, —all is, to give the other side a millin’,

An’ arter thet’s done, th’ ain’t no resk but wut the lor’ll
be willin’;

No metter wut the guv’ment is, ez nigh ez T can hit it,

A lickin’ ’s constitooshunal, pervidin® e don’t git it

Jeff don’t stan’ dilly-dallyin’, afore he takes a fort,

(With no one in,) to git the leave o’ the nex’ Soopreme

Court,

Nor don’t want forty’leven weeks o jawin® an’ ex-
poundin’

To prove anigger hez o right to save him, ef he’s drown-
din’;

Whereas ole Abram ’d sink afore he’d let a darkie boost
him,

Ef Taney should n’t come along an’ hed n’t interdooced
him.

It ain’t your twenty millions thet’)l ever block Jeff’s
game,

But one Man thet wun’t let ’em jog jest ez he’s takin’ aim:

Your numbers they may strengthen ye or weaken ye, ez’
heppens

They 're willin’ to be helpin’ hands or wuss’n-nothin’ cap’ns.

I've choge my side, an’ *tain’t no odds ef I wuz drawed
with magnets,

Or ef T thought it prudenter to jine the nighes’ bagnets;
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I've made my ch’ice, an’ ciphered out, from all I see an’
Th* ole E(!)a:nétitmmhun never’d git her decks for action
Long ’zc;r;“ueel;ct for Congressmen poor shotes thet want
Coz the; E:u’t seem to git their grub no otherways than

80,

An'’ Jet your bes’ men stay to home coz they wun’t show
ez talkers,

Nor ean't be hired to fool ye an” sof"-soap ye at a caucus, —

Long ’z ye set by Rotashun more n ye do by folks's ments,

Ez thm]x(gh experunce thnv by change o’ sile, like corn an’

errits, —

Long ’z you allow a critter’s “ claims ” coz, spite o’ shoves
an’ tippins,

He’s kep’ Ins private pan jest where’t would ketch mos’
public duppns, —

Long ’z A.’ll turn tu an’ grin’ B's exe, ef B. 1l help kim

Tin’ hise,

(An’ thet’s the main idee by which your leadin’ men hev
risen,) —

Long 'z you let ary exe be groun’, ’less ’tis to cut the
weasan’

O’ sneaks thet dunno till they ’re told wut is an’ wut amn’t
Trenson, —

Long ’z ye give out commissions to a lot o’ peddhin’ drones

Thet trade 1n whiskey with their men an’ skin ’em to therr

ones, —

Long ’z ye sift out “ safe” canderdates thet no one an’t
afeared on

Coz they ’re so thund’rin’ emment for bein’ never heard on,

An’ hain’t no record, ez 1t’s called, for folks to pick a hole
in,

Ez ef it hurt 2 man to hev a body with a soul in,

An’ it wuz ostentashun to be showin’ on’t about,

When half bis feller-citizens contrive to do withont, —

Long ’z you suppose your votes can turn biled ke{)bage
into brain,

Ar’ ary man thet’s pop'lar’s fit to drive a ightnin’-train, —

Long ’z you believe democracy means I *m ez good ez you be,

Ar’ that a feller from the ranks can’t bea knave or
booby, —
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No. IV.

A MESSAGE OF JEFF 1’)AVIS IN SECRET
SESSION.

. Conjecturally reported by H. BioLow,
TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY.

Jaavaor, 10th March, 1862,

GesTLEMEN, — My leisure has been so entirely oceu-
pied with the htherto froitless endeavour to decipher
the Rumck mseription whose fortunate discovery I
mentioned 1 my last communication, that I have not
found time to discuss, as I had intended, the great prob-
lem of what we are to do with slavery,—a topick on
which the publick mind 1n this place 13 at present more
than ever agitated. What my wishes and hopes are I
need not say, but for safe conclusions I do not con.
ceive that we are yet mn possession of facts enough on
which to bottom them with certminty Acknowledging
the hand of Providence, as I do, m all events, [ am
sometimes inclined to think that they are wiser than
we, and am willing to wait 11} we have made this
continent once more 2 place where freemen cah live 1
secarity and honour, before assuming any further re-
sponsibility, This 1s the view taken by my neighbour
Habakkuk Sloansure, Esq., the president of our bank,
whose opinion in the practical affairs of life has great
weight with me, as 1 have generally found 1t to be
justified by the event, and whose counsel, had I followed
1t, would have saved me from an unfortunate investment
of a considerable part of the painful economies of half a
century in the Northwest-Passage Tunnel. After a some-
what animated discussion with this gentleman, a few
days since, I expanded, on the audi alteram partem pun.
eciple, something which he happened to say by way of
illustration, wito the following table,

°

3
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FESTINA LENTE.

Oxce on a time there was a pool

Tringed all about with flag-leaves cool
And spotted with cow-lilies garish,

Of frogs and pouts the ancient parish,
Alders the creaking redwings sink on,
Tussocks that house blithe Bob o' Lincoln
Hedged round the unassailed seclusion,
Where muskrats piled their cells Carthusian ;
And many a moss-embroidered log,

The watering-place of summer frog,

Slept and decayed with patient skill,

As watering-places sometimes will.

Now in this Abbey of Theleme,

Which realized the fairest dream

That ever dozing bull-frog had,

Sunned on o half-sunk lily-pad,

There rose & parly with o mission

To mend the polliwogs® condition,

Who notified thie sélectmen

To a call a meeting there and then.,

# Some kind of steps,” they said, ¢ are nceded ;
They don’t come on so fast as we did <

Let’s duck their tails; if that don’t make *em
Frogs by brevet, the Uld One take ’em |

That boy, that came the other day

To dig some flag-root down this way,

1is jack-knife left, and "tis a sign

That Heaven approves of our design :

T were wicked not to urge the step on,

When Providence has sent the weapon,”

+Old croakers, deacons of the mire,

That led the deep batrachian choir,

Ukl Ukl Cavonk! with bass that might
Have left Lablache’s out of sight,

Shook nobby heads, and said, ¢ No go!
You 'd better let *em try to grow:

Old Doctor Time is slow, but still

He does know how to make a pill."

But vain was all their hoarsest bass,
Their old experience out of place,

And spite of eroaking and entrenting,
The vote was carried in marsh-meeting,
“ Loni knows,”" protest the polliwogs,
Ve re anxious to be grown-up frogs ;
But do not nndertake the work

Of Nature till she prove a shirk ;
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*T'is not by jumps that she advances,
But wins her way by eircumstances:
?wrag‘ wait awh'ile, until you know

DUL WY BBUSL LLAVe Lbe LUSDES 1O steer With,”

#No," piped the party of reform,
P SO i Dt cisbely g

‘To have you thus to frogs promoted.” '

The thing was done, the tails were cropped,
And home each phiotadpole hopped,

In faith rewarded to exult,

And walt the beautifal result

Pl adutiionsard e SR T

MORAL

Pone Yar T Eotn

T think that nothing will ever give permanent peace
and security to this continent but the extirpation of
Slavery therefrom, and that the occasion is nigh; but I
would” do nothing hastily or vindictively, nor presume
to jog the elbow of Prowidence. No desperate meas-
ures for me till we are sure that all others are hope-
Jess, — flectere $i nmequeo SUPERO0S, Acheronta movebn
‘To make Emancipation a reform mstead of a re lu-
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tion is worth a little patience, that we may have the
Border States first, and then the non-slaveholders of
the Cotton States, with us in prineciple,—a consum-
mation that seems to be nearer than many imagine.
Fiat justitia, ruat codum, is not to be taken in a .htegal
sense by statesmen, whose problem is to get justice
done with as little jar as possible to existing order,
which has at least so much of heaven in it that it is
not chaos. Our first duty toward our enslaved brother
is to educate him, whether he be white or black. The
fitst need of the free black, is to elevate himself ac-
cording to the standard of this material geperation. So
soon as the Ethiopian goes in his chariot, he will find
not only Apostles, but Chief Priests and Scribes and
Pharisees willing to ride with him.

Nil habet infelix paupertas dorins in se
Quam quod ridiculos homines facit.

I rejoice in the President’s late Message, which at last
proclaims the Government on the side of freedom, jus-
tice, and sound poliey. :

As T write, comes the news of our disaster at
Hampton Roads. I do not understand the supine.
ness which, after fair warning, leaves wood to an wn-
equal conflict with iron. It is not enough merely to
have the right on our side, if we stick to the old
flint-lock of tradition. I have observed in my paro-
chial experience (haud ignarus mali) that the Devil
is prompt to adopt the latest inventions of destructive
warfare, and may thus take even such 2 three-decker
as Bishop Butler at an advantage. It is curious,
that, as gunpowder made armour useless on shore, so
armour Is having its revenge by baffling its old enemy
at sea, —and that, while gunpowder robbed land war
fare of nearly all its picturesqueness to give even greater
stateliness and sublimity to a sea-fight, armour bids faiy
to degrade the latter into a squabble between two iron
shelled turtles.

Yours, with esteem and respect,
Hoxer Winson, AL

P.S.—T had wellnigh forgotten to say that the object

og this letter is to inclose a communication from the
gifted pen of Mr. Biclow.
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I seNt you a messige, iy friens, t' other day,

To tell you I°d nothin’ pertickier to say :

T wuz the day our new nation gut kin’ o’ st1llborn,
8o ’t wuz my pleasant dooty ' acknowledge the corn,
An’ I see clearly then, ef I'did 't before,

Thet the augur in inauguration means bore.

I need n’t tell you thet my messige wuz written

To diffuse corree’ notions 1t Fiance an’ Gret Britten,
An’ agin to mupress on the poppylar mind

The eomfort an’ wisdom o’ gon’ 1t blind, —

To say thet I didn’t abate not a hooter

O’ my faith in a happy an’ glonous futur’,

Ez rich in each soshle an’ p'htickle blessin’

Ez them thet we now hed the joy o' possessin’,

With a people united, an’ longin’ to die

For wut tee call their country, without askin’ why,
An’ all the gret things we concluded to slope for

Ez much within reach now ez ever —to hope for.
We’ve gut all the cllerments, this very hour,

Thet make up a fus’-class, self-govermn’ power:
We’ve a war, an’ a debt, an’ a flag, an’ ef this

Ain’t to be mderpendunt, why, wut on arth 1s 2

An’ nothin’ now henders our takin’ our station

Ez the freest, enlightenedest, civerlized nation,

Built up on our brannew politickle thes:s

Thet a Gov’ment’s fust right 1s to tumble to pieces, —
1 say nothin’ henders our takin’ our place

Ez the very fus”best ¢’ the whole human race,
A-spittin’ tobacker ez pround ez you please

On Vietory’s bes’ carpets, or loafin’ at ease

In the ‘Tool’ries front-parlor, discussmn’ affatrs

With our heels on the backs o’ Napoleon’s new chairs,
A’ princes a-mixin’ our cocktails an’ shogs, —
Excep’, wal, excep’ jest a very few things,

Sech ez navies an’ armies an’ wh‘ere\nth to pay,

Ther’ are critters so base thet they want it explained
Jes’ wut 1s the totle amount thet we’ve gained,

Ez ef we could maysure stupenjious events

By the low Yankee stan’ard o’ dollars an’ cents:
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They seem to forgit, thet, sence last year revolved,

We ve sueceeded in gittin’ seceshed an’ dissolved,

An’ thet no one can’t hope to git thru dissolootion
"Phout some kin’ o’ strain on the best Constitootion.
Who asks for a prospec’ more flettrin’ an’ bright,

When from here clean to Texas it’s all one free fight ?
Hain’t we reseued from Seward the gret leadin’ featurs
Thet makes it wuth while to be reasonin’ ereaturs ?
Hain't we saved Habus Coppers, improved it in fact,

By suspendin’ the Unionists 'stid o’ the Act?

Aln't the Jaws free to all? Where on airth else d’ ye see
Every freeman improvin’ his own rope an’ tree 7

Ain’t our piety sech (in our speeches an’ messiges)

Ez ¢’ astonish ourselves in the bes’-composed pessiges,
An’ to make folks that knowed us in tlY’ ole state o’ things
Think convarsion ez easy ez drinkin’ gin-slings ?

Tt ’s ne'ssary to take a good confident tone

With the publie; but here, jest amongst us, T own

Things look blacker 'n thunder. Ther’ ’s no use denyin’

We ’re clean out o’ money, an’ ‘most out o’ lyin’, ——

Two things o young nation can’t ;mennage without,

Ef she wants to look wal at her fust comin’ out;

For the fust supplies physickle strength, while the second

Gives a morril edvantage thet’s hard to be reckoned:

Tor this latter I’m willin’ to du wut T ean;

For the former you'll hev to consult on o plan, —

Though our fust want (an’ this pint I want your best
views on)

Is plausible paper to print I. 0. U.s on,

Some gennlemen think it would cure all our cankers

In the way o’ finance, ef we jes’ hanged the bankers :

An’ T own the proposle "ud square with my views

Ef their lives wuz n't all thet we ’d left ’em to lose.

Some say thet more confidence might be inspired

Ef we voted our cities an’ towns to be fired, — ’

A plan thet 'ud suttenly tax our endurance,

Coz 't would be our own bills we should git for th’ ipsur-
anece;

But cinders, no metter how sacred we think ’em

Might 't strike furrin minds ez good sources of,income

Nor the peonle, perhaps, would »'t like the eclaw ’

0 bein’ all turned into paytriots by law.
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Some want we should buy all the cotton an’ burn it,
On a pledge, when we 've gut thru the war, to teturnit, —
Then to take the proceeds an’ hold them ez security
For an 1ssue o’ bonds to be met at maturity

With an issue o’ notes to be paid in hard cash

On the fus’ Monday follerin’ the 'tarnal Allsmash:
This hez a safe air, an’, once hold o’ the gold,

U4 leave our vile plunderers out in the cold,

Ar’ might temp’ John Bull, ef it warn’t for the dip ke
Onee gut from the banks ¢’ my own Maswuissipp
Some think we could make, by arrangin’ the figgers,
A hendy 119m§currgncy out‘of our niggers;

T 2

no doubt;
L look,

An' we need now more ’n ever, with sorter I own,
Thet some one another should let us a loan,
Sence 2 soger wun’t fight, on’y jes’ while he draws his
Pay down on the nail, for the best of all causes,
"Thout askin’ to know wut the quarrel's about, —
An’ once come to thet, why, our game is played out.
1t’s ez true ez though I should n’t never hev said 1t
Thet a hutch hez took place 1n our system o credit;
T swear it’s all right in my speeches an’ messiges,
But ther’ ’s idees afloat, ez ther’ 15 about sessiges :
Folks wun’t take a bond ez a basts to trade on,
Without nosin’ round to find out wut 1t’s made on,
An' the thonght more an’ more thru the public min’ crosses
Thet onr Treshry hez gut "mos’ too many dead hosses.
Wat ’s ealled credit, you see, 1s some hke 2 balloon,
Thet looks while it’s up 'most ez harnsome 'z a moon,
jut once git 2 leak in *t an’ wut looked so grand
Javes righ’ down in 2 pffy ez flat ez your hand,
Now the world 15 a dreffle mean place, for our sins,
Where they’ ollus 13 entters about with long pins
A-prickin’ the bubbles we’ve blowed with sech care,
An’ provin’ ther’ ’s mothin’ 1nside but bad ar
They ’re all Stuart Millses, poor-white trash, an’ sneaks,
Without no more chnvverhiy 'n Choctaws or Creeks,
Who think a real gennleman’s pronuse to pay
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Is meant to be took in trade’s ornery way:
Them fellers an’ I conld n° never agree;

They re the nateral foes o’ the Southun Idee;
I'd gladly take all of our other resks on me
To be red o’ this low-ived politikle ‘con’my !

Now a dastardly notion is gittin® about

Thet our bladder is bust an’ the gas ooziv’ out,

An’ onless we can mennage in some way to stop it,

Why, the thing’s a gome coon, an’ we might ez wal
drop it L .

Brag works wal at fust, but it ain’t jes’ the thing

For a stiddy inves’ment the shiners to bring,

An’ votin’ we ‘re prosp’rous a hundred times over

Wan't ehange bein’ starved iuto livin’ on clover.

Manassas done sunthin’ tow’rds drawin® the wool

Q'er the green, anti-slavery eyes o' John Bull:

Oh, warn't it a godsend, jes’ when sech tight fixes

Wuz crowdin’ us mourners, to throw double-sixes!

1 wuz tempted to think, an’ it wuz 't no wonder,

Ther" wuz reelly a Providence, — over or under,—

When, all packed for Nashville, I fust ascertained

From the papers up North wut a victory we ’d gained.

T wuz the time for diffusin’ corree” views abroad

Of our union an’ strength an’ relyin’ on God;

An’, fact, when 1°d gut thru my fust big surprise,

Tmuch ez half blieved in my own tallest lies,

Ay’ conveyed the idee thet the whole Southun popperlace

Wuz Spartans all on the keen jump for Thermopperlies,

Thet set on the Lincolnites’ bombs till they bust,

An’ fight for the priviege 0" dyin’ the fust;

But Roanoke. Bufort, Millspring, an” the rest

Of our recent starn-foremost successes out West,

Hain’t left us a foot for our swellin’ to stand on, —

We *ve showed foo much o' wut Buregard ealls abandon,

For all our Thermopperlies (an” it ‘s a marey

We hain’t hed no more) hev ben clean viey-varsy,

An’ wat Spartans wuz lef® when the battle wuz done

Wuz them thet wuz too unambitious to run.

Oh, ef we hed on'y jes' gut Reecognition,
Things now would ha’ ben in a different position
You'd ha' hed all you wanted. the paper blockade
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seize
SRR A S
Nice paper to coin 1nto C. S, A. specie;
‘The voice of the driver’d be heerd 1n our land,
An? thn wnipnmen cammen £owe 1Y -y Al
. es,
'
- . . ‘tehed

Tartars,
Ef they’d raised two sech critters as them into martyrs ?
Mason wuz F. F. V., though a cheap card to win on,
But tother was jes’ New York trash to begn on;
They ain’t o’ no good 1n Eurdpean pellices,
But think wut a help they’d ha’ ben on their gallowses!
They’d ha’ felt they wuz truly fulfillin’ their mission,
An’, oh, how dogcheap we ’d ha’ gut Reecognition!

But somehow another, wutever we’ve tried,

Though the the'ry ’s fust-rate, the faes wrnn’t cowncide:

Facs are contrary ’z mules, an’ ez hard in the mouth,

An’ they allus hev showed a mean spite to the South.

Sech bein’ the case, we hed best look about

For some kin’ o’ way to slip our necks out

Le’ ’s vote our las’ dollar, ef oue can be found,

(An’, at any rate, votin’ it hez a good sound,) —

Le' ’s swear thet to arms all our people is fiyin’,

(The critters can't read, an’ wun't know how we’re
n,) —

Thet To);)m]s:! is advanein’ to sack Cincinnater.

With a rovin’ commsston to pillage an’ slahter, —

Thet we ’ve throwed to the winds all regard for wut’s

lawfle,

An’ gone in for sunthin’ promiscu’sly awfle

Ye see, hitherto, it’s our own knaves an’ fools

Thet we ’ve used, (those for whetstones, an’ ¢’ others ez
tools,)

An’ now our las’ chance is in puttin’ to test

The same k' o’ eattle up North aw’ ont West,—
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No. V.

SPEECH OF HONQURABLE PRESERVED DOE
IN SECRET CAUCUS.

‘TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY.
Jastanm, 12th April, 1862.

Genrremes, — As T cannot but hope that the ulti-
mate, if pot speedy, success of the national arms is now
sufficiently ascertained, sure as I am of the righteousness
of our cause and its consequent clam on the blessng of
God, (for I would not show a faith inferior to that of
the pagan historian with lus Fucile eventt quod Dis cordi
est,) 1t seems to me a suitable occasion to withdraw
our minds a moment from the confusing din of battle
to objects of peaceful and permanent mterest. Let
us pot neglect the monmments of pretenite lnstory be-
cause what shall be history 13 so diligently making
under our eyes. Cras wngens tterabimus cequor; to.
morrow will be time enough for that stormy sea;
to-day let me engage the attention of your readers
with” the Runick mscuption to whose fortunate dis-
covery I have heretofore alluded Well may we say
with the poet, Multe renascuntur quee jam cecidere
And T wounld premse, that, although I ean no longer
resist the evidence of my own genses fiom the stone
before me to the ante-Columbian discovery of thus con-
tinent Ly the Northien, gens inclytisuma, as they are
called in a Palermitan inscription, wittten fortunately
in a less debatable character than that which I am about
to decipher, yet I would by no means be understood as
wishing to vihpend the mernts of the great Genoese,
whose name will never be forgotten so long as the in-
spiring strains of * Haul Columlna ” shall continue to be
heard. Though ho must be stripped also of whatever
praise may belong to the experiment of the egg, wiich I
Fnd e SPerient . i
tain
kiltie, b
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most illustrions of modern times. But the impartial
historian owes a duty likewise to obscure merit, and my -
solicitude to render a tardy justice is perhaps quickened
by my having known those who, had their own field of
labour been less secluded, might have found a readier ac-
ceptance with the reading publick. I coul'd give an exam-
ple, but I forbear: forsitan nostris ex ossibus oritur ullor.

Touching Runick inscriptions, I find that they may
ve classed under three general heads: 1° Those which
are understood by the Danish Royal Society of North-
ern Antiquaries, and Professor Rafn, their Secretary ;
2°, Those which are comprehensible only by Mr. Rafn;
and 3°. Those which neither the Society, Mr. Rafn,.
nor anybody else can be said in any definite sense
to understand, and which accordingly offer peculiar
temptations to enucleating sagacity. These last are
naturally deemed the most valuable by intelligent an-
tiquaries, and to this class the stone now in my pos-
session fortunately belongs. Such give a picturesque
variety to ancient events, because susceptible oftentimes
of as many interpretations as there arve individual ar-
chologists ; and since facts are only the pulp in which
the Idea or event-seed is softly imbedded till it ripen,
it is of little consequence what colour or flavour we
attribute to them, provided it be agreeable. Availing
myself of the obliging assistance of Mr. Arphaxad
Bowers, an ingenious photographick artist, whose house-
on-wheels has now stoed for three years on our Meet-
ing-House Green, with the somewhat contradictory
inscription, — “our motto is onward,”—1 have sent
accurate copies of my treasure to many learned men
and societies, both native and European. I may liere-
after communicate their different and (me judice) eqnally
erroneous solutiens. I solicit also, Messrs. Editors, your
own acceptance of the copy herewith inclosed. I need
only premise further, that the stone itself is a goodly
block of wmetamorphick sandstone, and that the Runes
reseinble very nearly the ornithichnites or fossil bird-
tracks of Dr. Hitehcock, but with less regularity or
apparent design than is displayed by those remarkable
geological monuments. These are rather the non bene
Junctarum discordia semina rerum. Resolved to leave
no door open to cavil, I first of all attempted the eluci-
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dation of this remarkable example of lithick literature
by the ordinary modes, but with no adequate return for
my labour Ithen considered myself amply justified in
resorting to Ahot Boestobame 4 Ter Tttt
as apphed . s .
enhsted my . :
up my mind, that, in case good-fortune should throw
any such invaleable record in my way, I would proceed
with 1t i the followmng simple and satisfactory method.
After a cursory examinmation, merely sufficing for an
approxmmative estimate of 1ts length, I would write
down a hypothetical inseription based upon antece-
dent probabilities, and then proceed to extract from
the characters engraven on the stone a meaning as
nearly as possible conformed to this a priort product
of my own ingenuity, The result more than justified
my hopes, inasmuch as the two inseriptons were made
without any great violence to tally m all essential par-
tieulars. T then procecded, not without some anxiety,
to my second test, which was, to read the Runick Jetters
diagonally, and again with the smine snccess. With an
i pardonable under the yet tem-
pered with thankful humlity, I now applied my last
and severest trial, my experumentum crucie. I turned
the stone, now doubly precions 1 my eyes, with scrupu-
lous exactness upside down. The physieal exertion so
far displaced my speetacles as to derange for a moment
the focus of viston I confess that 1t was with some
tremulousness that I readjusted them upon my nose,
and prepared my mind to bear with calmness any
disappointment that nught ensue, But, O allo dies
notanda laplo! what was iy delight to find that the
change of position had effected none in the sense of
the writing, even by so much as a single letter! I was
now, and justly, as T think, satisfied of the conscientious
exactness of my nterpretation. It 1s as follows.—

NELE
BIARNA GRIMOLFSION
FIRST DRANK CLOUD-BROTHER
THROUGH CHILD-OF-LAND-AND-WATER:

that is, drew smoke through a reed stem. In other
‘words, we have here a record of the first smoking
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most illustrious of modern times. But the impartial
historian owes a duty likewise to obscure merit, and my
solicitude to render a tardy justice is perhaps quickened
by my having known those who, had their own field of
labour been less secluded, might have found a readier ac-
ceptance with the reading publick. I could give an exam-
ple, but I forbear: forsitan nostris ex ossibus oritur ullor,

Touching Runick inseriptions, I find that they may
pe classed under three general heads: 1° Those which
are understood by the Danish Royal Society of North-
ern Antiquaries, and Professor Rafn, their Secretary;
2°, Those which are comprehensible only by Mr. Rafn;

and 3° Those which neither the Society, Mr. Rafn,.

nor anybody else can be said in any definite sense
to understand, and which accordingly offer peeculiar
temptations to enucleating sagacity. These last are
naturally deemed the most valuable by intelligent an-
tiquaries, and to this class the stone now in my pos-
session fortunately belongs. Sueh give a picturesque
variety to ancient events, because susceptible oftentimes
of as many interpretations as there are individual ar-
cheologists; and since facts are only the pulp in which
the Idea or event-seed is softly imbedded till it ripen,
it is of little consequence what colour or flavour we
attribute to them, provided it be agreeable. Availing
myself of the obliging assistance of Mr. Arphaxad
Bowers, an myenious photographick artist, whose house-
on-wheels has now stood for three years on our Meet-
ing-House Green, with the somewhat contradictory
inseription, — “our motto is onward,” —1I have sent
aceurate copies of my treasure to many learned men
and societies, both native and European. I may here-
after communicate their different and (me judice) equally
erroneous solutions. I solicit also, Messrs. Editors, your
own acceptance of the cupy herewith inclosed. I need
only premise further, that the stone itself is a goodly
block of metamorphick sandstone, and that the Runes
resemble very nearly the ornithichnites or fossil bird-
tracks of Dr. Hitchcock, but with less regularicy or
apparent design than is displayed by those remarkable
geological monuments. These are rather the non lLene
Junctarum discordia semina rerum. Resolved to leave
no door open to cavil, I first of all attempted the eluci-
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dation of this remarkable example of lithick Iiterature
by the ordinary modes, but with no adequate return for
my labour 1 then considered myself amply Justified in
resorting to that heroick treatment the felicity of which
as apphed by the great Bentley to Milton, had long ag(;
enlisted my admiration. Indeed, T had already made
up my mmd, that, i ease good-fortune should throw
any such mvaluable record in my way, I would proceed
with 1t 1 the followmng simple and satisfactory method.
After a cursory examination, merely sufficing for an
approximative estimate of s length, I would write
down a hypothetical nseription based upop antece-
dent probabilities, and then proceed to extract from
the charactets engraven on the stone a meaning as
nearly as posstble conformed to this @ priori product
of my own ngentity. The result more than justified
my hopes, 1asmuch as the two nseriptions were made
without any great violence to tally m’ all essentral par
tieulars 1 then procecded, not without some anxiety,
to my second test, winch was, to read the Runick letters
diagonally, and agnin with the same success. With an
t pard under the ces, yet tem-
pered with thankful humbty, I now applted my last
and severest trial, my experimentum erucis. I turned
the stone, now doubly precious in any eyes, with scrupu-
Jous exactness upside down. The physical exertion so
far displaced my spectacles a3 to derange for a moment
the focus of visin I confess that 1t was with some
tremulousness that I readjusted them upon my nose,
and prepared my mind to bear with eslmuness any
dissppontment that nught ensue But, O allo dues
notanda lapllo? what was my delight to fnd that the
change of position had effected none 1n the sease of
- - . - -t ac g single letter! I was
ed of the conscientiozs

't is as follows:—

HERE
BIARNA GEIMOLFSSON
FIRST DRANK CLOUD-BROTREE
THROUGH CHILD-DY-LA,\'D-A.‘\'D—“'A?&:

that is, drew smoke through a reed stem. In ciler
words, we have here a record of tke =5
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of the herb Nicotiana Tabacum by an Luropean on
this continent. The probable results of this discovery
are so vast as to bafile conjecture. If it be objected,
that the smoking of a pipe would hardly justily the
setting up of a memorial stone, I answer, that even
now the Moquis Indian, ere he takes his first whiff,
bows reverently toward the four quarters of the sky
in succession, and that the loftiest monuments have
been reaved to perpetnate fame, which is the dream
of the shadow of smoke. The Saga, it will be re-
membered, leaves this Bjarna to a fate something
like that of Sir Humphrey Gilbert, on board a sink-
ing ship in the “wormy sea,” having generously given
up his place in the boat to a certain Icelander. It
is doubly pleasant, therefore, to meet with this proof
that the brave old man arrived safely in Vinland, and
that his deelining years were cheered by the respect-
ful attentions of the dusky denizens of our then un-
invaded forests. Most of all was I gratified, however,
in thus linking forever the name of my native town
with one of the most momentous occurrences of modern
times. Hitherto Jaalam, though in seil, climafe, and
geographical position as highly qualified to be the thea-
tre of remavkable historieal incidents as any spot on
the earth's surfaee, has been, if 1 may say 1t without
seeming to question the wisdom of Providence, almost
maliciousty ueglected, as it might appear, by oecur-
rences of workb-wide interest in want of a situation.
And in mutters of this nature it must be confessed that
adequate events are as necessary as the vates sacer
to record them. .Jaalam stood always modestly ready,
but circumstances wade no fitting response to her gener-
ous intentions.  Now, however, she assumes her place
on the historick roll. [ have hitherto been a zealous
opponent of the Cireean herb, but I shall now re-examine
the question without bias.

I am aware that the Rev. Jonas Tutehel, in a recent
communication to the Bogus Four Corners Weekly Merid-
ian, has endeavourad to show that this is the sepulehral
inseription of Thorwald Eriksson, who, as is well known,
was slain in Vielawd by the natives.  But I think he has
been misled by a preconceived theory, and cannot but
feel that he has thus made au ungracious return for my -
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oottt N vith the aid of my own
. lis at home) and in

vients might have in-

3 . the rites of hospital-
ity ; but much 1s to be pardoned to the spirit of self-love.
He must indeed be ingenious who can make out the
words ker hvfhir from any chalacters in the inscription
in questton, which, whatever else it may be, is certainly

A rad Pt . b

have gained. For if the English Courts of Law hold the
testimony of grave-stones from the bunalgrounds of
Pr dissenters to be questionable, even where it 1s
essential 1n proving a descent, I cannot conceive that the
epitaphial assertions of heathens should be esteemed of
more authority by any man of orthodox sentiments.

At this moment, happening to cast my eyes upon the
stone, on which a transverse light from my southern
window brings out the characters with singular distinet-
ness, another interpretation has occurred to me, promis-
ing even more nteresting results I hasten to close my
letter in order to follow at once the clew thus providen-
tially suggested

Imclose, as usual, a contribution from Mr. Biglow,
and remain,

Gentlemen, with esteem and respeet,
Your Obedient Humble Servant,
Homgr WiLpur, A. M.

T TiAXK ye, my {riens, for the warmth o’ your greetn’:
Ther’s few airthly blessms but wut ’s vain an’ fleetin’;
But ef ther’ 15 one thet han't no eracks an’ flaws,
An’ is wuth goin’ 1n for, 1t ’s pop'lar applause;
Tt sends up the spenits ez hvely ez rockets,
An' I feel it— wal, down to the eend o’ my pockets
oo ° Tt view,

1ev ‘em love you;
. . , ollus in fresh spots;
It ’s a-follerin’ Moses "thout losin' the flesh-pots.
But, Genulemen, 'scusc me, I aw’t sech a raw cus
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Ez to go lugzin’ ellerkence into a caucus, —

Thet is, into one where the call comprehends

Nut the Peuple in person, but ou'y their iriends;
"o g0 kin’ o' used to convinein' the masses

0Of th' edvaniaze o bein’ self-governin’ asses,

1 forgut thet ¢ 're all o the sort thet pull wires
An® arrange for the public their wanrs an’ desires,
An’ thet wut we hed met for wuz jes’ to agree
Wut the People’s opinions in futur’ should be.

Now, to come to the nub, we ‘ve ben all disappinted,

An’ our leadin® idees are o kind o disjinted, —

Though, fur ez the nateral man conld discern,

Things ough’ to ha’ took most an oppersite turn.

But The'ry is jes” like a train on the rail,

Thet. weather or no, puts her thru withoud fail,

While Fae s the ole stage thet gits sloughed in the ruts,

An’ hez to allow for yoor darned efs an” buts,

Aqn’ so. nut intendin’ no persnal reflections,

They don't —don’t nut allus. thet is,— make connec
tions :

Sometunes, when it really doos seem thet they 'd oughter

Combine jest er Kindiyv ez new rum an’ water,

Both "I} be jest ez sot i their wags ¢z a bagnet,

Ez vtherwiseauinded ez th” vends of a maznet,

An' folks Dike vou'n me, thet ain’t ept to be sold,

Git somebow or nother left out in the cold.

I exprected “fore thie, “theut ne gret of a row,

Jeff It wouid I’ ben where A, Lincoln is now,

With Taney 1o sy 't wuz all Jegle an” fair,

An’a jury o Deemacruts realdy to swear

Thet the yumn o State ut throved inte the ditch

By the fault o* the North in misplacin® the switch.
Things wuz npenin’ fust-rate with Duclhianan tonuss ®em;
But the People they woald 0t be Mexicans, cuss fem}
Ain’t the safequards o freedom upsot, 'z vou mayv say,
Ef the right o reviution 1s took clean awav?

An' doos u't the nubt primy-fashy include’

The bein” entitled to nut be sublued 7

The fact is, we d gone for the Union so strong.,

When Unien meant Sonth ollas right an® Nerth wrong,
Thet the pevple gut fovled suto thinkin® it might
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Worry on middlin’ wal with the North in the right.

We might ha’ ben now jest ez prosp’rous ez France,

Where p'litikle enterprise Lez n fair chance,

‘o ) ©  hishour,

| + hev the power;
. vut we'd told ’em,

An’, the flag once msulted, no mortle could hold’ em.

T wuz pervokim’ Jest when we wuz cert'in to win, —

Ar’ I, for one, wun't trust the masses agin :

For a people thet Luows much am't fit to be free

In the self-cocku’, back-action style o’ J. D.

I can’t believe now but wut half on’t is lies;

For who’d thought the North wuz a-goin’ to rise,

Or take the pervokin’est kin’ of a stump,

"Thout ’t wuz sunthin’ ez pressin’ ez Gabr'el’s las’ trump ?

" show

Na'ral masters m front an’ mean white folks behind ?
By ginger, ef 1'd 1w’ known half I know now,

When 1 wuz to Congress, I would n't, I swow,

Hev let ’em cair on so lugh-minded an’ sarsy,

*Thout some show o' wut you may eall viey-varsy,

To be sure, we wuz under a contrac’ jes’ then

To be dreffle futbearm’ towards Southun men ;

We hed to go sheers m preservin’ the bellance -

A1’ ez they seemed to feel they wuz wastin® their tellents
*I'hont some un to kiek,’t warn't more ’n proper, you know,
Each should funmsh his part; an’ sence they found the

toe,
AW’ we wizn't cherubs —wal, we found the buffer,
For fear thet the Compromise System should suffer.

T wun't say the plan hed n’t onpleasant featurs,—
For men are perverse an’ onreasomn’ creaturs,
An’ forgit t° o cot °
Their own
But it worl . '
2r
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A1’ the gret Union bearins played free from all chafe.

"They warw’t hard to suif, ef they hed their own way;

Aw ‘we (thet is, some on us) made the thing pay :

"I wuz a fair give-an’-take out of Uncle Sam’s heap;

Lf they took wut warn’t theirn, wut we give come ez
cheap; . .

The elect gut the offices down to tidewaiter,

The people took skinnin’ ez mild ez a tater, i

Seemed to choose who they wanted tu, footed the bills,

An’ felt kind o’ °z though they wuz havin’ their wills,

Whieh kep’ ’em ez harmless an’ cherfle ez erickets,

While all we invested wuz names on the tickets:

Wal, ther’ ’s nothir’, for folks fond o' lib’ral consumption

Free o’ charge, like democ’acy tempered with gumption!

Now warn’t thet a system wuth pains in presarvin’,

Where the people found jints an’ their friens done the
earvin’, -

Where the many done all o’ their thinkin’ by proxy,

An' were proud on ’t ez long ez ’t wuz christened
Democ'ey, — -

Where the few let us sap all o’ Freedom’s foundations,

Ef you call it reformin’ with prudence an’ patience,

An’ were willin’ Jeff’s snake-egy should heteh with the
rest,

Ef you writ “ Constitootional ” over the nest ?

But it’s all out o’ kilter, ('t wuz too good to last,)

An’ all jes’ by J. D.’s perceedin’ too fast;

Ef he 'd on’y hung on for a month or two more,

We ’d ha’ gut things fixed nicer 'n they hed ben before:

Afore e drawed off an’ lef” all in confusion,

We wuz safely entrenched in the ole Constitootion,

With an outlyin’, heavy-gun, casemated fort

To rake all assailants, — 1 mean th’ 8. J. Court.

Now I never "Il acknowledge (nut ef you should skin me)

"T wuz wise to abandon sech works to the in'my,

An’ let him fin’ out thet wut scared him so long,

Our whole line of argyments, lookin’ so strong,

All our Seriptur’ an’ law, every the'ry an’ fac’,

Wz Quaker-guns danbed with Pro-sl}wex'_y blaek.

Why, ef the Republicans ever should git

Andy Johnson or some one to lend ‘em the wit

An’ the spunk jes' to mount Coustitootion an® Court
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ith Columbiad guns, your real eklerights sort,
Or drill out the spike from the ole Declaration
Thet can Lerry a solid shot clearn roun’ creation,
We’d better take maysures for shettin’ up shap,
An’ put off our stock by a vendoo or swop.

Dat they wan’t never dare tu; you’ll see ’em in Edom
Fore they ventur’ to go where their doctrines ’od lead ’em:
They ’ve ben takin’ our princerples up ez we dropt 'em,
An’ thought it wuz terrible cute to adopt ’em;
Bat they’ll fin’ ont "fore long thet their hope’s ben de-
ceivin’ ‘em,

Ar’ thet princerples ain't o’ no good, ef you bllieve in ’em;
1t makes 'em tu stiff for a party to uze,
Where they ’d ongh’ to be easy ’z an ole pair o shoes.
I tre say 'n our pletform thet all men are brothers,

Ve don’t mean thet some folks zin't more s0’n some

others;
An’ it’s wal understood thet we mzake a selection,
An’ thet brotherhood kin’ o’ subsides arter "lection,
The fust thing for sound politicians to larnis,
Thet Truth, to dror kindly 1 all sorts o harness,
Mus’ be kep’ in the abstract,— for, come to apply it,
You 're ept to hurt some folks’s intensts by it.
Wa, these ’ere Republicans (some on ’em) ects
Ez though gineral mexims "ud suit speshle facts;
An’ there’s where we’ll mick "em, dg*xse ‘s where they ]
be lost:
For applyin’ your princerple ’s wut makes it cost,
An’ folks don’t want Fourth o July ¢’ interfere
With the businessconsams o’ the rest o’ the year,
No more 'n they want Sunday to pry an’ to peek
Into wat they are doin’ the rest o” the week.

A ginooine statesman should be on his puard,

Ef he must hev beliefs, nut to bhieve ‘em tu hard;
For, ez sure ez ke does, he’ll be blartin’ "em ont
*Thout regardin’ the natur’ ¢ sman more 'n a spout,
Nor it don’t ask much gamption to pack out a flaw
In a party whose leaders are loose in the jaw:

An’ 50 in our own case I ventur to hint

Thet we’d better nut air our perceedins 1o prnt,
Nor pass resserlootions ez long ez your arm
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Aw’ the gret Union bearins played free from all chafe.

They warn’t hard to suit, ef they hed their own way;

An’ we (thet is, some on us) made the thing pay :

"I wuz o fair givean’take out of Unele Sam’s heap;

Bf they took wut warn’t theirn, wut we give come ez
cheap; i i

The elect gut the offices down to tidewaiter,

The people took skinnin’ ez mild ez a tater, )

Seemed to choose who they wanted tu, footed the bills,

An’ felt kind o' 'z though they wuz havin’ their wills,

Which kep’ ’em ez harmless an’ cherfle ez erickets,

While all we invested wuz names on the tickets:

Wal, ther’ ’s nothin’, for folks fond o’ lib’ral consumption

Free o’ charge, like democ’acy tempered with gumptiont

Now warn’s thet a system wuth pains in presarvin’,

Where the people found jints an’ their friens done the
carvin’, —

Where the many done all ¢ their thinkin’ by proxy,

Aw were proud on ’t ez long ez 't wnz christened
Democ’ey, ~— .

Whete the few let us sap all o' Freedom’s foundations,

If you call it reformin’ with prudence an’ patience,

An’ were willin’ Jeft's snake-egg should heteh with the
rest,

Ef you writ * Constitootional ” over the nest ?

But it’s all out o’ kilter, ('t wuz too good to last,)

Aw all jes’ by J. Ds perceedin’ too fast;

Ef he’d o’y hung on for a month or two more,

We ’d ha’ gut things fixed nicer’n they hed ben before:

Afore he drawed off an’ lef’ all in confusion,

We wuz safely entrenched in the ole Constitootion,

With an outlyin’, heavy-gun, easemated fort

To rake all assailants, — I mean th’ S. J. Court.

Now I never "Il acknowledge (nut ef you should skin me)

"T wuz wise to abandon sech works to the in’my,

An’ let him fin’ out thet wut scared him so long,

Our whole line of argyments, lookin’ so strong,

All our Seriptur’ an’ law, every the'vy an’ fac’,

Wuz Quaker-guns daubed with Px-o-slhvm‘y black.

Why, et the Republicans ever should git

Andy Johuson or some one to lend ‘et the wit

An’ the spunk jes’ to mount Constitootion an® Court
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With Columbiad guns, your real ekle-rights sort,
Or drill out the spike from the ole Declarntion
Thet can kerry a sohid shot elearn roun’ ereation,
‘We’d better take maysures for shettin’ up shop,
An’ put off our stock by a vendoo or swop.

But they wun’t never dare tu; you’ll see ’em in Edom

’Fore they ventur’ to go where their doctrines ’ud lead em :

They 've ben takin’ our princerples up ez we dropt ’em,

An’ thought 1t wuz terrible *cute to adopt ’em;;

But they’ll fin’ out ’fore long thet their hope ’s ben de-
cewvin’ ’em,

An’ thet princerples ain’t o’ no good, ef you bllieve in ’em;

It makes ’em tu stiff for a party to use,

Where they 'd ongh’ to be easy 'z an ole pair o’ shoes.

If we say ’n our pletform thet all men are brothers,

We don’t mean thet some folks ain’t more so’n some
others,

Ar’ it’s wal understood thet we make a selection,

An’ thet brothei hood kin’ o’ subsides arter “Jection,

The fust thing for sound politictans to lamn s,

Thet Truth, to dror kindly 1n all sorts o’ harness,

Mus’ be kep’ in the abstiact, — for, come to apply it,

You’re ept to hurt some folks’s wterists by it.

Wal, these ’ere Bepublicans (some on ’em) ects

Ez though gineral mexims “ud suit speshle facts;

Ax’ there’s wheie we’ll nick ’em, there’s where they’ll
be Jost;

For applymn’ your princerple 's wut makes 1t cost,

An’ folks don't want Fourth o’ July ¢’ interfere

With the business-consarns o' the 1est o’ the year,

No more ’n they want Sunday to pry an’ to peek

Ioto wut they are doin’ the rest o’ the week.

A ginooine statesman should be on s guard,

Ef ho must hev behefs, nut to b'lieve ’em tn hard;
For, cz sure ez he does, he 'l be blartin’ ’em out
"Thout regardin’ the natur’ o’ man more 'n a spout,
Nor it don't ask much gumption to pick out a flaw
In a party whose leaders are Ioose 1n the jaw:

A’ 50 in our own case I ventur’ to hint

Thet we’d better nut air our perceedins n print,
Nor pass resseilootions ez long ez your arm
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Thet may, ez things heppen to turn, do us harm;

For when you ’ve done all your real meanin’ to smother,
The darned things Il up an’ mean sunthin’ or ‘nother.
Jeff’son prob’ly meaut wal with his “born free an’ ekle,”
But it ’s turned out a veal crooked stick in the sekle;

It 's taken full eighty-odd year — don’t you see ? —
From the pop’lar belief to root out thet idee,

‘At arter all, suckers on’t keep buddin’ forth

In the nat’lly onprincipled mind o’ the North.

No, never say nothin’ without you’re compelled tu,

An’ then don’t say nothin’ thet you can be held tu,

Nor don’t leave no friction-idees layin’ loose

Tor the ign’ant to pub to incend’ary use.

You know I 'm a feller thet keeps a skinned eye

On the leetle events thet go skurryiv’ by,

Coz it's of'ner by them than by gret ones you’ll see

Wut the p'litickle weather is likely to be,

Now I dowt think the South’s more’n begun to be
licked,

But I du think, ez Jeff says, the wind-bag’s gut pricked ;

It Il blow for a spell an’ keep pufiin’ an’ wheezin’,

The tighter our army an’ navy keep squeezin’, —

For they can’t help spread-eaglein’ long’z ther’’s a
mouth

To blow Enfield’s Speaker thru lef’ at the South.

But it ’s high time for us to be settin’ our faces

Towards reconstructin’ the national basis,

With an eye to heginnin’ agin on the jolly ticks

We used to chalk ap ’hind the back-door o polities;

An’ the fus’ thing’s to save wut of Slav’ry ther? ’s leP

Arter this (I mus’ call it) imprudence o’ Jeff:

For a real good Abuse, with 1ts roots fur an’ wide,

Is the kin’ o’ thing I like to hev on my side;

A Beriptur’ name makes it ez sweet ez a rose,

An’ it’s tougher the older an’ uglier it grows —

(1 ain’t speakin’ now o’ the righteousness of it,

But the p'litickle purchase it gives, an’ the profit).

Things look pooty squally, it must be allowed,

An’ I don’t see much signs of o bow in the cloud :
Ther’ ’s too many Deemocrats — leaders, wub’s wuss —
Thet go for the Union thout carin’® a cuss
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Ef it helps ary party thet ever wuz heard on,

There ’s Phillips, for instance, hez jes’ ketched a Tartar
}\n the Law-'n-Order Party of ole Cincinnater;

- ] B HRLNY
’I:i:ox . péech.

Jest ez usefle an’ more, besides bein’ refined, —
I mean ¢’ the sort thet are lawd by the dietionary,
Sech ez soplusis an’ cant, thet "Il kerry conviction ary

Xes,

es:
wsist him,

An’ fny notion 1s, to keep dark an’ lay low
Till we see the right minute to put 1 our blow —

But I’ve talked Ionger now /n I hed any 1dee,

An’ ther’ s others you want to heur more 'n you du me;
So I ’1l set down an’ give thet ’ere bottle a skrimmage,
Tor I ’ve spoke till I'm dry ez a real graven image.
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No. VL
SUNTHIN? IN THE PASTORAL LINE,

T0 THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY.
Jaavay, 17th May, 1862,

GrNTLEMEN, — At the special request of Mr. Biglow,
I intended to inclose, together with his own contribusion,
(into which, at my suggestion, he has thrown a little
more of pastoral sentiment than usual,) some passages
from my sermon on the day of the National Fast, from
the text, # Remember them that are in bonds, as bound
with them,” Heb. xiii. 3. But I have not leisure suffi-
cient at present for the copying of them, even were I
altogether satisfied with the production as it stands. I
shonld prefer, I confess, to contribute the entire dis-
course to the pages of your respectable miscellany, if it
should be found aceeptable upon perusal, especially as 1
find the difficulty of selection of greater magnitude than
I had anticipated. What passes without challenge in
the fervour of oral delivery, cannot always stand the
colder criticism of the closet. I am not so great an
enemy of Kloquence as my friend Mr. Biglow would
appear to be from some passages in his contribution for
the current month. I would not, indeed, hastily suspect
him of covertly glancing at myself in his somewhat
caustick animadversions, albeit some of the -phrases he
girds at are not entire strangers to my lips. I am a
more hearty admirer of the Puritans than seems now to
be the fashion, and believe, that, if they Hebraized a
little too much in their speecl, they showed remarkable
practical sagacity as statesmen and founders. But such
phenomena as Puritanism are the results rather of great
religious than merely social eonvulsions, and do not long
survive them. So soon as an earnest conviction has
cooled into a phrase, its work is over, and the best that
can be done with it is to bury it. Ite, missa est. 1 am
inclined to agree with Mr. Biglow that we cannot settle



werr more ecmmere. Ther Ind Sind ot a2 Jean <de
Fean TEmT e ot sanl vd 3
Eaz Lo gndierlr sl

Lo malam drul Dor gemeefoine 2 pv

T rmwanin pns 3 Lsrn — Viel ol v e—
T T dueviein T e Smlared e

Eaz ohe ah afium vTS Gy 1o mnt e £ v
T Mz gee funroy e vt g s D¥e Yy
LaTavaiealivioe Lom ot gre 2T Lovnl

F s apazr e

-

2 A % bt
Teemer frve whek Zum o 3eacT . i
2a”all 7orkess TT a1 owsan ¥R

RS TR AU A

2 et @ sl
=t E e ey pem L VRS D ed in glessy
TUZL L1 annnomes av sl elent sl
Xar G 1 Donln 6 >, 7
€7 me ermmar it e S0 Sl Ty e

Thar maken e enee acin 1 o
Zrgiengd ve L arimT Iere nmn v 1T g —
“Earrr e 2 gane I e




582 LOWELLS POEJMS.

No. VI.
SUNTHIN’ IN THE PASTORAL LINE.

TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC BMONTHLY.
Jaaram, 17th May, 1862.

GENTLEMEN, — At the special request of Mr. Biglow,
I intended to inclose, together with his own contribution,
(into which, at my suggestion, he has thrown a little
more of pastoral sentiment than usual,) some passages
from my sermon on the day of the National Fast, from
the text, “ Remember them that are in bonds, as bound
with them,” Heb. xiii. 8. But I have not leisure suffi-
cient at present for the copying of them, even were 1
altogether satisfied with the production as it stands. I
should prefer, I confess, to contribute the entire dis-
course to the pages of your respectable miscellany, if it
should be found acceptable upon perusal, especially as I
find the difficulty of selection of greater magnitude than
I had anticipated. What passes without challenge in
the fervour of oral delivery, cannot always stand the
colder criticism of the closet. I am not so great an
enemy of Eloquence as my friend Mr. Biglow would
appear to be from some passages in his contribution for
the current month. I would not, indeed, hastily suspect
him of covertly glancing at myself in his somewhat
caustick animadversions, albeit some of the-phrases he
girds at are not entire strangers to my lips. I am a
more hearty admirer of the Puritans than seems now to
be the fashion, and believe, that, if they Hebraized a
little too much in their speech, they showed remarkable
practical sagacity as statesmen and founders. But such
phenomena as Puritanism are the results rather of great
religious than merely social convulsions, and do not long
survive them. So soon as an earnest conviction has
cooled into a phrase, its work is over, and the best that
ean be done with it is to bury it. Ite, missa est. I am
inclined to agree with Mr. Biglow that we cannot settle
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the great political questions which are now presenting
themselves to the nation by the opinions of Jeremiak or
Lzekiel as to the wanis and duties of the Jews in their
tnne, nor do I believe that an entire community with
their feelings and views would be practicable or even
‘agreeable at the present day. At the same time I could
wish that their habit of subordmating the actual to the
moral, the flesh to the spuit, and this world to the other,
were more common., They had found out, at least, the
great mihtarg secret that soul weighs more than body. —
But I am suddenly called to a sick-bed mn the household
of a valued parishioner.
With esteem and respect,
Your obedient servant,
Hoxer WiLsur,

Oxce git a smell o’ musk into a draw,

An’ it chings hold Iike precerdents in law.

Your gra’ma’am put 1t there, — when, gooduess knows,—
To jes’ this-worldify her Sunday-clo’es,

But the old chist wun’t sarve her gian’son’s wife,
{For, 'thout new funmitoor, wut good 1n life ?)
An’ 5o ole clawfoot, from the precinks dread

O’ the spare chambet, shuks 1oto the shed,
Where, dum witht dust, 1t fust or last subsides

To holdin’ seeds an’ fifty things bestdes.,

But better days stick fast i heart an’ husk,

Aw’ all you keep 1n’t gits 2 scent o’ musk.

Je! so with poets: wut they *ve aurly read

Gits kind o’ worked 1nto their heart an” head,

So 's 't they can’t scem to write but jest on sheers
With furrin countries or played-out ideers,

Nor bev a feelin’, ef 1t doos n't smack

{0 wut some critter chose to feel *way Lack :

This makes ’em talk o® daistes, larks, an' things,
Ez though we ’d nothun’ here that blows an’ sings, —
FAice THA e mrmns fom paen 1erm hhntonl-

A
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O little city-gals, don’t never go it

Blind on the word o’ noospaper or poet!

They ’re apt to puff, an’ May-day seldom looks
Up in the country ez it doos in books ; .
They ’re no more like than hornets’nests an’ hives,
Or printed sarmons be to holy lives.

1, with my trouses perched on cow-hide boots,
Tuggin’ my foundered feet out by the roots,

Hev seen ye come to fling on April’s hearse

Your muslin nosegays from the milliner’s,
Puzzlin’ to find dry ground your queen to choose,
Aw’ dance your throats sore in morocker shoes :
I've seen ye an’ felt proud, thet, eome wat would,
Our Pilgrim stock wuz pithed with hardihood.
Pleasure doos make us Yankees kind o' wineh,

£z though 't wuz sunthin’ paid for by the ineh ;
But yit we du contrive to worry thru,

Ef Dooty tells us thet the thing ’s to du,

An’ kerry a hollerday, ef we sel out,

Ez stiddily ez though 't wuz a redoubt.

I, country-born an’ bred, know where to find
Some blooms thet make the season suit the mind,
An’ seem to metch the doubtin’ bluebird’s notes, —
Half-vent’rin’ liverworts in furry coats,
Bloodroots, whose rolled-up leaves ef you oncurl,
Each on ’em’s ¢radle to a baby-pearl, —

But these are jes’ Spring’s pickets; sure ez sin,
The rebble frosts *11 try to drive ’em in;

For half our May ’s so awfully like May n’t,
“I'wonld vile a Shaker or an evrige saint;

Though I own up I like our back’ard springs
Thet kind o’ haggle with their greens an’ things,
An’ when you ’most give up, ’ithout more words
Toss the fields full o’ blossoms, leaves, an’ birds:
Thet’s Northun natur’, slow an’ apt to doubt,
But when it doos git stirred, ther’ ’s no gin-out!

Fust come the blackbirds clatt’rin’ in tall trees,
Ar’ settlin’ things in windy Congresses, —
Queer politiciaus, though, for I *11 be skinned
If all on ’em don’t head against the wind.
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‘Fore long the trees begin to show belief, —

Tke maple erirzenzs to a coralreef,

Then gaffern swarms s7ing of from all the willers
So plamp they Ioo‘.: like valler caterpillars,

Tken gray Lossches'nuts leetle hands unfold
Softer’n 2 taby's L at three da

Thet ’s robio-redbreast’ 1
Thet arter this ther’ 's only blossoxm
So, ckoosin ozt 2 kandy erotch
He goes to plast'rin’ his 2dobz hes

‘Then seercs to come a hitch, —things 1az behind,
Till some fine rwornin” Spring makes up ker mind,
An’ ez, wken snow-swelled rivers cresh their dams
Heaped-ap with ire thet dovetails in 20’ jars,

A leak comes spirtin’ thra soxce pinhole cleft,
Gruws stronger, fercer, tears out right an’ left,
waters bow themszlves an’ coze,
QrAdin Te poss come b el o7 ehedd A St Enom

TR
Ymm" cakleaves mist tbo i I'ull “wools wnh pick;
The catbird in the laylock-bush is lozd;

Tke orchards tem to Lezps o' rosy cloud;
decedzrs bl n tz, though few folks krow it,
An” look all dipt in suashine like 2 poets

The lxme»t—ees pile their solid stanks o’ shade

An’ drowsy simmer with the bees” sweet trade;

- s
The hu'h Ty dmows its strings o” golden fowers,
Whose shrinkin’ hearts the schoolzals love to try
Wwith ]u..z,— tley 1l worry yoarn o, boys, bimeby !
Bat I doa't love vour catlozae style, — doyou?—
Ez ef to gell off Natar’ by ve:f!oo-

Osne word with blowd in 't “s twice €z pood ez two:
Nef sed, June's bridesman, post o the year,
Gladzess on wings, the [wt 1k, is Lere}
Halfhid iz ti > appleblooms he swings,

Or c!m}d azinst the breeze with quiverin' wings,
Or, giviu’ way to 't in 2 mock despair,
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Runs down, a brook o’ laughter, thru the air.
T ollus feels the sap start in my veins )

In Spring, with eurus heats an’ prickly pains,
Thet drive me, when I git a chance, to walk
Off by myself to hev a privit talk

With a queer critter thet can’t seem to ’gree
Along o’ me like most folks,— Mister Me.
Ther’ ’s times when I ’m unsoshle ez a sfone,
An’ sort o suffocate to be alone, —

I’m crowded jes’ to think thet folks are nigh,
An’ can’t bear nothin’ closer than the sky ;
Now the wind ’s full ez shifty in the mind

Ez wut it is ou’-doors, ef I ain’t blind,

Ay’ sometimes, in the fairest sou’west weather,
My innard vane pints east for weeks together,
My natur’ gits all goose-flesh, an’ my sins
Come drizzlin’ on my conscience sharp ez pins:
Wal, et sech times 1 jes’ slip out o’ sight

An’ take it out in a fair stan’-up fight

With the one cuss I can’t lay on the shelf,

The crook’dest stick in all the heap, — Myself.

T wuz so las’ Sabbath arter meetin’-time:

Findin' my feelin’s would n’t noways rhyme

With nobody’s, but off the hendle flew

An’ took things from an east-wind pint o’ view,

I started off to lose me in the hills

Where the pines be, up back o’ Sial’’s Mills:

Pines, ef you ’re blue, are the best friends I know,
They mope an’ sigh an’ sheer your feelin’s so, —
They hesh the ground beneath so, tu, I swan,

You half-forgit you ’ve gat a body on.

Ther’ ’s a small school’us’ there where four roads meet,
The door-steps hollered out by little feet,

An’ side-posts carved with names whose owners grew
To gret men, some on ’em, an’ deacons, tu;

"I’ ain’t used no longer, coz the town hez gut

A high-school, where they teach the Lord knows wut:
Three-story larnin’ ’s pop’lar now; I guess

We thriv’ ez wal on jes’ two stories less,

For it strikes me ther’ ’s sech a thing ez sinnin’

By overloadin’ children’s underpinnin’:

Wal, here it wuz I larned my A B C,
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An’ it’s a kind o’ favorite spot with me.

‘We 're curus eritters Now an’t jes’ the minute
Thet ever fits us easy while we ’re in it;

Long ez 't wuz futur’, ’t would be perfect bliss, —
Soon ez it ’s past, thet time ’s wuth ten o this;
An’ yit there ain’t a man thet need be told

Thet Now’s the only ird lays eggs o gold.

1} k?fe_!'l%h lad,‘lru‘sed to plot an’ plan

T set down where I used to set, an’ git

My boyhoodt * - -t o Tt
Faith, Hope,

It’s want o’ .
Now, "fore I knowed, thet Sabbath arternoon
Thet I sot out to tramp myself i tune,

I found me in the school’us’ on my seat,
Drummin’ the march to No-wheres with my feet.
Thinkin’ o’ nothin’, I’ve heerd ole folks say,

Is 2 hard kind o’ dooty m 1ts way :

Tt ’s thinkin’ everythin’ you cver kuew,

Or ever hearn, to make your feelm’s blue.

I sot there tryin’ thet on for a spell:

I thought o' the Rebellion, then o Hell,

Which some folks tell ye now 1s yest a metterfor
(A the’ry, p'raps, 1t wan't feel none the Letter for);
1 thought o’ Reconstruction, wat we'd win

To work the cow thet hez an 1ron tail,
Ar’ ef idees "thout npemn’ 1n the pan
Would send up cream to huinor ary man ¢
From this to thet I let my worryin’ creep,
Till finally I must ha' fell aslecp.

Our lives in sleep are some hike streams thet ghde
*Twixt flesh an’ spernit boundin® on each side,
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Where both shores’ shadders kind o’ mix an’ mingle
In sunthin® thet ain’t jes’ like either single;

An’ when you cast off moorin’s from To-day,

An’ down towards To-morrer drift away,

The imiges thet tengle on the stream

Make a new upside-down’ard world o’ dream :
Sometimes they seem like sunrise-streaks an’ warnin’s
O’ wut ’ll be in Heaven on Sabbath-mornin’s,

An’, mixed right in ez ef jest out o’ spite,

Sunthin’ thet says your supper ain’t gone right.

I’m gret on dreams, an’ often, when 1 wake,

I’ve lived so much it makes my mem’ry ache,

An’ can’t skurce take a catnap in my ~heer

"Thout hevin’ em, some good, some bad, 21l queer.

Now I wuz settin’ where I°d ben, it seemed,

A’ ain’t sure yit whether I r’ally dreamed,

Nor, ef I did, how long I might ha’ slep’,

When I hearn some un stompin’ up the step,

A1’ lookin’ round, ef two an’ two make four,

I see a Pilgrim Father in the door.

He wore a steeple-hat, tall boots, an’ spurs

With rowels to ’em big ez ches’nut-burrs,

An’ his gret sword behind him sloped away

Long’z a man’s speech thet dunno wut to say. —

“ Ef your name ’s Biglow, an’ your given-name
Hosee,” sez he, “it ’s arter you I came;

I’m your gret-gran’ther multiplied by three.” —

“ My wut 27 sez I.— ¢ Your gret-gret-gret,” sez he:
“ You would n’t ha’ never ben here but for me.

Two lundred an’ three year ago this May

The ship I come in sailed up Baston Bay;

I’d been a cunnle in our Civil War, —

But wut on airth hev you gut up one for?

Coz we du things in England, ’t ain’t for you

To git a notion you can du ’em tu:

I’m told you write in public prints : ef true,

It’s nateral you should know a thing or two.” —
“'Thet air ’s an argymunt I can’t endorse, —

"T would prove, coz you wear spurs, you kep’ a horse:
For brains,” sez I,  wutever you may think,

Ain’t boun’ to cash the drafs o’ pen-an’ink, —
Thongh mos’ folks write ez ef they hoped jes’ quickenin’
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The churn wonld argoo skim-milk into thichenin’;
But skim-milk ain't a thing to change its view

O’ wut 1t ’s meant for more’n a smoky flue,

But dn pray tell me, fore we furder go,

How in all Natur’ did you come to know

‘Bout our affairs,” sez I, «in Kingdom-Come 7” —
“1Val, I worked round at sperrit-rappin’ some,

An’ danced the tables till their legs wuz gone, *
In hopes o’ larmn’ wut wuz gowmn’ on,”

Sez he, ¢ but mejums he so like all-split

Thet I concluded 1t wuz best to quit.

But, come now, ef you wun’t contess to knowin’,

You ’ve some conjectures how the thing ’s a-goin”.” —
“QGran'ther,” sez I, “a vane warn’t never known

Nor asked to hev a jedgment of its own;

A’ yit, ef 't am’t gut rusty n the jints,

It’s safe to trust its say on certin pints:

It knows the wind's opimions to a T,

An’ the wind settles wut the weather Il be.”

ek

'n a shaver,
. waver !
(Ez Le sad this, he clinched his Jaw an’ forehead,
Hitchin’ his belt to bring Ins sword-hult forrard,) —
“ Jeg’ so it wuz with me,” sez 1, %I swor,

When J wuz younger 'n wat you sce me now, —
Nothin’ from Adam’s fall to Huldy’s Lonnet,

Thet T warn't full-cocked with my jedgment on 1t;
But now I ’m gittin’ on in life, I tind

Tt ’s a sight harder to make up my mind,—

Nor I don’t often try tu, when events

Wll du st for me free of all expense,

The moral question’s ollus plain enough, —

It’8 jed’ the human-natur’ side thet ’s tough;

Wut’s best to think may n’t puzzle me nor you, —
The pinch comes in decidin’ wut to du;

Ef you read History, all runs smooth ez grease,

Coz there the men ain’t nothin’ more ’n 1dees, —
But come to make it, ez we must today,

TH’ idees bev arms an’ legs an’ stop the way :

It ’s easy fixin' things in facts an’ figgers, —

They can't resist, nor warn’t brought up with niggers ;
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But come to try your the’ry on,— why, then

Your facts an’ figgers change to ign’ant men
Actin’ ez ugly — 7 — “ Smite ’em hip an’ thigh!”
Sez gran’ther, “and let every man-child die!

Ol for three weeks o’ Crommle an’ the Lord!

Up, Ist’el, to your tents an’ grind the sword ! —
«Thet kind o’ thing worked wal in ole Judee,

Buf you forgit how long it ’s ben A. D.;

You think thet ’s ellerkence, — I call it shoddy,

A thing,” sez I, “ wun’t cover soul nor body ;

I like the plain all-wool o’ common-sense, ,
Thet warms ye now, an’ will a twelvemonth hence.
You took to follerin’ where the Prophets beckoned,
Ax’, fust you knowed on, back come Charles the Second ;
Now wut I want ’s to hev all we gain stick,

Ar’ not to start Millennium too quick;

We hain’t to punish only, but to keep,

An’ the eure’s gut to go a cent’ry deep.”

#\Val, milk-an’-water ain’t the best o’ glue,”

Sez he, “an’ so yon’ll find before you’re thru;

Ef reshness venters sunthin’, shilly-shally

Loses ez often wut’s ten times the vally.

Thet exe of ourn, when Charles’s neck gut split,
Opened a gap thet ain’t bridged over yit:

Slav’ry ’s your Charles, the Lord hez gin the exe —» —
“ Our Charles,” sez I, “hez gut eight million necks.
The hardest question ain’t the black man’s right,
The trouble is to ‘mancipate the white;

One’s chained in body an’ can be sot free,

But t’other ’s chained in soul to an idee:

It’s a long job, but we shall worry thru it;

Ef bag’nets fail. the spellin’-book must du it.”

“ Hosee,” sez he, “I think you’re goin’ to fail:

The rettlesnake ain’t dangerous in the tail;

"This ’ere rebellion’s nothin’ but the rettle, —
You’ll stomp on thet an’ think you ’ve won the bettle;
It’s Slavery thet’s the fangs an’ thinkin’ head, -
An’ ef you want selvation, cresh it dead, —

An’ eresh it suddin, or you’ll larn by waitin’

Thet Chance wun’t stop to listen to debatin’1”?—
“God’s truth ! sez T, — < an’ ef I held the club,

An’ knos'e’(’l jes’ where to strike,—but there’s the
rub!? —
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« Strike soon,” sez he, #or you 'll be deadly ailin’,—
Folks thet ’s afeared to fail are sure o' failin’;
God hates your sneahin’ creturs thet believe
ERMER IS ) PE. Ciasam
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No. VIL
LATEST VIEWS OF MR. BIGLOW.

PRELIMINARY NOTE.

[Tt is with feelings of the liveliest pain that we inform
our readers of the death of the Reverend Homer Wilbur,
A. M., which took place suddenly, by an apoplectic
stroke, on the afternoon of Christmas day, 1862. Our
venerable friend (for so we may venture to call him,
though we never enjoyed the high privilege of his per-
sonal acquaintance) was in his eighty-fourth year, having
been born June 12, 1779, at Pigsgusset Precinct (now
West Jerusha) in the then District of Maine. Graduated
with distinction at Hubville College in 1805, he pursued
his theological studies with the late Reverend Preserved
Thacker, D. D., and was called to the charge of the Firsh
Society in Jaalam in 1809, where he remained till his
death.

“ As an antiquary he has probably left no superior, if, in-
deed, an equal,” writes his friend and colleague, the Rev-
erend Jeduthun Hitcheock, to whom we are indebted for
the above facts; “in proof of which I need only allude to
his ¢ History of Jaalam, Genealogical, ‘Topographical, and
Ecclesiastical,” 1849, which has won him an eminent and
enduring place in our more solid and useful literature.
It is only to be regretted that his intense application to
historical studies should have so entirely withdrawn him
from the pursuit of poetical composition, for which he
was endowed by Nature with a remarkable aptitude. His
well-known hymn, beginning, ¢With clouds of care en-
compassed round,” has been attributed in some collections
to the late President Dwight, and it is hardly presump-
tuous to affirm that the simile of the rainbow in the
elgh’t,h stanza wounld do no discredit to that polished
pen.

We regret that we have not room at present for the
whole of Mr. Hitcheock’s exceedingly valuable communi-
cation. We hope to lay more liberal extracts from it
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Lefore our readers at an early day, A summary of ns
contents will give some notion of its importance and
interest. It contains: 1st, A biographical sketch of Mr.
Wilbur, with notices of his predecessors in the pastoral
office, and of eminent clerical contemporaries; 2d, An
obituary of deceased, from the Punkin-Falls «Weekly
Parallel 75 3d, A hst of his printed and manuseript pro-
ductions and of projected works; Jth, Personal anecdotes
and recollections, with specimens of table-talk; Sth, A
e e TR T e oth, A
Mr. Wilbur,
1ore distine
- and other
societies, ot wnich Mr. Wilbur s as a memuer, and of those
with which, haid ns hife been prolonged, he would doulitless
have been assoctated, with a complete catalogue of such
Americans as have been Fellows of the Royal Society;
8th, A brief summary of Mr. Wilbur's latest conclusions
concerning the Tenth Horn of the Beast in 1ts special
application to recent events, for ninch the public, as Mr.
Hitcheock assures us, have been waiting wath feelings of
lively anticipation; 10th, Mr Hiteheock’s own views on
the same topic; and, 11th, A brief essay on the impor-
tance of Jocal lustorres It will be apparent that the
duty of preparing Mr. Wilbur's biography eould not have
fallen into more sympathetic hands.

In a private Jetter with wlich the reverend gentleman
has since favored us, he expresses the opinton that Mr.
Wilbur's hfe was shortened by our unhappy ewvil war,
Tt disturbed Jus studies, dislocated all las habitual asso-
eiations and tramns of thought, and unsettled the founda-
tions of a faith, rather theresult of habit than conviction,
in the capacity of man for selfgoveininent  «Such has
been the felieity of my Iife,” he saul to Mr Hatchcock,
on the very morning of the day he died, “that, through
the divine merey, I could always say, Summum nec metuo
diem, nec opto. It has been my labut, as you know, on
every recurrence of this Wessed anniversary, to read Mil-
ton’s ¢ Hymn of the Nativity * till 1t sublime harmonies so
dilated my soul and quichened 1ts spiritual sense that I
seemed to hear that other song whieh gave assurance to
the shepherls that there was One who wonld lead them
also m green pastures and Desude the still waters ¢

2e
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to-day I have been unable to think of anything put that
mournful text, I came not to send peace, but a sword,’
and, did it not smack of pagan presumptuousness, could
almost wish I had never lived to see this day.”

Mr. Hitcheock also informs us that his friend “lies
buried in the Jaalam graveyard, under a large red-cedar
which he specially admired. A neat and substantial
meonument is to be ereeted over his remains, with a
Latin epitaph written by himself ; for he was accustomed
to say, pleasantly, ¢ that there was at least one occasion
in a scholar’s life when he might show the advantages
of a classical training.””

The following fragment of a letter addressed to us,
and appavently intended to accompany Mr. Biglow’s con-
tribution ¢o the present number, was found upon his
table after his decease. — Iprrors Arnantic MoNTHLY.]

TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC MONTILY.
Jaaranm, 24tt Dee., 1862,

Rrspeerep Sirs, — The infirm state of my hodily
health would be a sufficient apology for not taking up
the pen at this time, wholesome as I deem it for the
mind to apricate in the shelter of epistolary confidence,
were it not that a considerable, I might even say a
large, number of individuals in this parish expect from
their pastor some publick expression of sentiment at this
crisis. Moreover, Qui tacitus ardet magis writur. In
trying times like these, the besetting sin of undisciplined
winds is to seck refuge from inexplicable realities in the
dangerous stimualant of angry parlisanship or the indolent
uarcotick of vague and hopeful vaticination : fortunam-
que suo temperat arbitrio.  Both by reason of my age and
my natural temperament, I am unfitted for either. Un-
able to penctrate the inscrutable judgments of God, I am
more than ever thankful that my life has been prolonged
till I covld in some small measure comprehend His
merey.  As there is no man who does not at some time
render himself amenable to the one, — quum viz justus sit .
securus, —so there is none that does not feel himself in
daily need of the other.

1 confess, T cannot feel, as somo- do, a personal con-
solation for the manifest evils of this war in any re-
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mote or contingent advantages that may spring from it,
I am old aud weak, I can bear little, and ean scarce hope
to see better days; nor is it any adequate compensation
to know that Nature 1s old and stiong and can bear
much. Old men pinlosophize over the past, but the
resent 15 only a burthen and a weariness.” The one Jies
efore them like a placid evening landscape; the other
18 full of the vexations and anxieties of housekeeping.
It may be true enough that muscet huee dlis, prohibetque
L st te =t said ot was fain at last
¢ before her ttme; and

that the fortune of our

and till my days were

numbered.
Tibullus would find the origin of wars in the great
exaggeration of mches, and does not stick to say that
in the days of the beechen trencher theve was peace.
But averse as I am by nature from all wars, the more as
they have been especially fatal to libranes, I would have
this one go on till we are reduced to wooden platters
agan, 1ather than suricnder the prineiple to defend which
it was undeitaken. Though I believe Slavery to have
been the cause of it, by so thoroughly demorahzing
Northern politichs for its own pulposes as to give oppor-
tunity and hope to treason, yet I would not have our
thought and purpese diverted from their true olject, —
the maintenance of the wlea of Government. We are
not merely suppressing v o
for the possibility of
democratical fickleness ; R
tiously venerate form to the sacrifice of substance,
neither would I forget that an adherence to piecedent
and prescription can alone give that continuity and
) under a d 1cal constitutton which are
inherent in the person of a despotick monarch and the
selfishness of an anstocratical class. Stet pro ratione
voluntas is as dangerous 1n 4 majonity as n a tyrant.
I cannot allow the present production of my young
friend to go out without a protest from me against a
oo -=-=- i~ 1.~ wiaws, more pardonable
While I agree with him,
. 14 suppression by foree,
yet T must anunadvert upon certain phrases wheie [
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seem to see a eoincidence with a popular fallacy on the
subject of compromise. On the one haud there are those
who do not see that the vital principle of Government
and the seminal principle of Law cannot properly be
made a subject of compromise at all, and on the other
those who are equally blind to the truth that without a
compromise of individual opinions, interests, and even
rights, no society would be possible. In medio tutissimus.
For my own part, I would gladly —

Er T a song or two could make,

Like rockets druv by their own burnir’,
All leap an’ light, to leave a wake

Men’s hearts an’ faces skyward turnin’ ! —
But, it strikes me, ’t ain’t jest the time

Fer stringin® words with settisfaction:
Wut ’s wanted now ’s the silent rhyme

*Twixt upright Will an’ downright Action.

Wards, ef you keep ’em, pay their keep,
But gabble ‘s the short cut to ruin;
It ’s gratis, (gals half-price,) but cheap
At no rate, of it henders doin’;
Ther’ 's nothin’ wuss, ’less 't is to set
A martyr-prem’um upon jawrin’:
Teapots git dangerous, ef you shet
Their lids down on ’em with Fort YWarren.

"Bout long enough it ’s ben diseussed
Who sot the magazine afire,
An’ whether, ef Bob Wickliffe bust,
"T would scare us more or blow us higher.
D’ ye s’pose the Gret Foreseer's plan
Wuz settled fer him in town-meetin’ ?
Or thet ther’ 'd ben no Fall o’ Man,
Ef Adam ’d on’y bit a sweetin’ ?

Oh, Jon’than, ef you want to be
A rugged chap agin an’ hearty,
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Go fer wutever ’Il hurt Jeft D,

Nnt st ' hanet - ]
. flat
Stop squabblin® fer the gmd;ng-ing'm’.
Tt % wmam o Tun fn mnk oV
Ar -

vy nv1e longest will an’ truest heart 1s.
An’ wut ’s the Guv'ment folks about?

Tryw’ to hope ther’ ’s notlun’ dow’,
An’ look ez though they did n’t doubt

Sunthin’ pertickler wuz a-brewin’.

mmes. cu .

v
1t means thet we ’re to set down heked, !
Thet we ’re poor shotes an’ glad to own 1t!

A war on tick ’s ez dear 'z the deuce,
But it wun't leave no lastin’ traces,

Ez 't would to make a sneakin’ truco
Without no moral specie-basis .

Like them put out'by Gov’nor Seymour.

Last year, the Nation, at a word,
When tremblin’ Freedom cried to shield her,
Flamed weldin’ into one keen sword
Waitin® an’ longin’ fer a wielder:
A splendid flash ! — but Low ’d the grasp
With sech a chance ez thet wnz tally 2
Ther’ warn't no meanin’ 1n our clasp, —
Half thus, half thet, all slully-shally.
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More men ¢ More Man! It ’s there we fail;.

Weak plans grow weaker yit by lengthenin’:
Wut use 1n addin’ fo the tail,

When it ’s the head ’s in need o’ strengthenin’ ?
We wanted one thet felt all Chief

From roots ¢’ hair to soul o’ stockin’,
Square-sot with thousan’-ton belief

In him an’ us, ef earth went rockin’!

Ole Hick’ry would n’t ha’ stood see-saw

"Bout doin’ things till they wuz done with, —
He ’d smashed the tables o’ the Law

In time o’ need to load his gun with;
He could n’t see but jest one side, —

Ef his, ’t wuz God’s, an’ thet wuz plenty ;
An’ so his « Forrards!” multiplied

An army’s fightin’ weight by twenty.

But this ’ere histin’, ereak, creak, creak,
Your cappen’s heart up with a derrick,
This tryin’ to coax a lightnin’-streak
Out of a half-discouraged hay-rick,
This hangin’ on mont’ arter mont’
Fer one sharp purpose ‘mongst the twitter, —
T tell ye, it doos kind o’ stunt
'The peth an:d sperit of a critter,

In six months where "Il the People be,
Ef leaders look on revolution
Ez though it wuz a cup o’ tea, —
Jest social el’ments in solution ?
This weighin’ things doos wal enough
When war cools down, an’ comes to writin’;
But while it ’s makin’, the true stuff
Is pison-mad, pig-headed fightin’.

Democ’acy gives every man
A right to be his own oppressor;

But a loose Gov’ment ain’t the plan,
Helpless ez spilled beans on a dresser :

I tell ye one thing we might Iarn
From them smart critters, the Seceders, —
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Ef bew’ right ’s the fust consarn,
The 'fore-the-fust ’s cast-iron leaders.

But *pears to me I see some signs

Thet we 're a-goin’ to use our senses:
Jeff druv us into these hard lines,

An’ ough’ to bear his half th’ expenses;
Slavery ’s Secession’s heart an’ will,

South, North, LZast, West, where'er you find it,
An’ of 1t drors into War's mill,

D’ ye say them thunder-stones sha’n’t grind it ?

Y yo s'pose, ef Jeff giv hun o lick,
Ole Hick’ry *d tried his Lead to sof'n
So ’s ’t would n't hurt thet cbony stick
Thet ’s made our side see stars so of'n ?
#No'” he 'd ha' thundered, “on your knees,
An’ own one flag, one toad to glory!
Soft-heartedness, m tunes hike these,
Shows sof'ness m the upper story!”

An’ why shonld we kick up & muss

To every critter born o* woman.

8o we ’re all night, an’ I, fer one,
Don’t think our cause "Il lose 1 vally
By rammn’ Seriptur’ 1n our gun
Aw’ gittin’ Natur’ fer an ally :
Thank God, say I, fer even a plan
To lift one human bein’s level,
Give one more chance to make a man,
Or, anyhow, to spile a dewil !

Wot thet I’m one thet much expec’
Millenmum by express to-morrer,
They will misearry, — I rec’lec’
™ many on ‘ent to my sorrer:
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Men ain’t made angels in a day,
No matter how you mould an’ labor 'em, —
* Nor ’riginal ones, [ guess, don’t stay
With Abe so of’n ez with Abraham,

The'ry thinks Fact o pooty thing,
An’ wants the banns read right ensuin’;
But Fact wun’t noways wear the ring
*Thout years o’ settin’ up an’ wooin’:
Though, arter al}, Time's dial-plate
Marks cent’ries with the minute-finger,
An’ Good can’t never come tu late,
Though it doos seem to try an’ linger.

An’ come wut will, I think it’s grand
Abe ’s gut his will et last bloom-furnaced
Iu trinl-flames 6ill it 1] stand
The strain o' bein’ in deadly earnest:
Thet's wut we want, — we want to know
The folks on our side hez the bravery
To b'lieve ez hard, come wenl, come woe,
In Freedom ez Jeff doos in Slavery.

Set the two forees foot, to foot,
Ar’ every man knows who ’ll be winner,
Whose faith in God hez ary root
"Thet goes down deeper than his dinner:
Then °t will be felt from pole to pole,
Without no need o' proclamation,
Earth’s Biggest Country s gut her soul
Ax’ risen up Earth’s Greatest Nation!
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No. VIIL
KETELOPOTOMACHIA.
PRELIMINARY NOTE.

I~ the month of February, 1866, the editors of the
“ Atlantic Monthly " recetved from the Rev. Mr. Hiteh-
cock of Jaalam a letter enclosing the macarome verses
which follow, and promising to send more, if more
should be communicated. “They were rapped out on
the evening of Thursiday last past,” he says, “by what
claitned to be the spint of my late predecessor 1 the
ministry here, the Rev  Dr. Wilbur, through the medium
of 2 young man at present domciled 1p my family. As
to the possibility, of such spintual manifestations, or
whether they be properly so entitled, 1 express no
opinion, as there 1s a division of sentiment on that sub-
ject in the parsh, and many persons of the ghest re.
spectalility in socral standing entertatn opposing views
The young man who was improved as a mediumn submitted
himself to the experument with manifest reluetance, and
is still nnprepared to beliese m the authentiaaty of the
manifestations. During s resudence with me his de-
portment has always been exemplary; he has been con-
stant in his attendance upon onr fannly devotions and
the public mimstrations of the Word, and has more than
once privately stated to me, that the latter had often
broug[:t him under deep coucern of mind.  The table is
an ordinary quadrupedal one, weizhmg about thirty
pounds, three feet seven inches and an half in height,
four feet square on the top, and of heech or maple, [ am
not defimtely prepared to say which It had once be-
loniged to my respected predecessor, and had been, so far
as I can learn upon careful quiry, of perfectly regular
and correct habits up to the evening in question. On
that oceasion the young man previously alinded to had
been sitting with his hands resting carelessly upon 1t,
while I read over to hum at s request certain nortinne
of my last Sabbath’s discourse. OUn a sudden
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in quantity.” This exact and thorough scholar then
goes on to point out many false quantities and barbar.
iss, It iy but fair to say, however, that the author,
whoever he was, seems not to have been unanare of
some of them himself, as 18 shown by a great many
notes appended to the verses as we recoived them, and
purporting to be by Scaliger, Bentley and others,—
among them the Exprit de Voltaire! ~These we have
onuited as clearly meaut to be humorous and altogether
f:uh'ng therein.
e

P N

JRY SR « -

res geste ot this collection, and partly as a warmng to
their putative author wiich may keep lun from such in-
decorous pranks for the future

KETELOPOTOMACHIA.

T. Ovidil Nasonis carmen herocnm macaronicam perplexame-
trum, Inter Getas getico more compw<tum, denuo per medium
ardentlspiritualcm, adjuvants mensl diabolice obsessd, recupera-
tem, eurfique Jo Conradi Schwarzl umbre, aliis necnon plurimis
adjuvantibus, restitntum.

LIBER Y.

TPuxncrorun garretos colens et cellara Qumnque,
Gutteribus que et gaudes sundayam abstingere frontem,
Plerumque insidos solita fluitare hquore

Tanglepedem quem hiomines appellant D1 quogue rotgut,
Pimplildis, rubicund Musa, O, bourbonolensque, 8
T Pt ' e

Rowdes, pracipue et Tk, heros alte, Polard~? n
Insignes juvenesque, illo certamne lictos,
Coleane, Tylere, nee vos oblivione reling
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Ampla aquile inviete fausto est sub tegmine terra,
Backyfer, ooiskeo pollens, ebenoque bipede, .
Socors preesidum et altrix (denigue quidruminantinm), 15
Duplefveorum uberrima; illis et integre cordi est
Deplere assidue et sine proprio incommodo fiseumn;
Nune etiam placidum hoc opus invictique secuti,
Goosam aurcos ni eggos voluissent immo necare
Qua peperit, saltem ac de illis meliora merentem. 20
Condidit hane Smithius Dux, Captinus inelytus ille
Regis Ulyssm instar, docti arcum intendere longum;
Condidit ille Johnsmith, Virginiamque vocavit,
Settledit autem Jacobus rex, nomine primus,
Rasealis implens ruptis, blagardisque deboshtis, 25
Militibusque ex Falstaffi legione fugatis
Wenehisque illi quas poferant seducere nuptas;
Virgineum, ah, littus matronis talibus impar!
Progeniem stirpe ex hoc non sine stigmate ducunt
Multi sese qui jactant regum esse nepotes: 30
Haud omnes, Mater, genitos qui nuper habebas
Bellofortes, consilio cauntos, virtute decoros,
Jamque et habes, sparso si patrio in sanguine virtus,
Mostrabisque itermm, antiquis snb astris reducta !
De illis qui upkikitant, dieebam, rumpora tanta, 35
Letcheris et Floydis magnisque Extra ordine Billis;
Est his prisea fides jurave et breakere wordum;
Poppere fellernm a tergo, aut stickere clam bowiknifo
Haud sance facinus, dignum sed victrice lauro;
Larrupere et nigerum, factum priestantius ullo: 40
Ast ehlamydem piciplumatam, Ieariam, flito et ineptam,
Yauko gratis induere, illum et valido railo
Insuper acri equitare dovere est hospitio uti.
Nescio an ille Polardus duplefveoribus ortus,
Sed reputo potius de radice poorwitemanorum ; 45
Fortuiti proles, ni fallor, Tylerus erat
Preesidis, omnibus ab Whiggis nominatus a poor cuss
Lt nobilem tertium evinei$ venerabile nomen.
Ast animosi omnes bellique ad tympana ha! hal
Vaciferant leti, procul et si proelia, sive 50
Hostem incautum atsito possunt shootere salvi;
I)mpernq}le capaces, esset si stylus agmen,
I’m dulei spoliabant et sine dangere fito.
Prie ceterisque Polardus: si Secessia licta,
Se nunquam leturum jurat, res et unheardof, o5

4
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Sa - .
Uberibus sed ejus, et horum est culpa, remotis,
Parvam domi vaccam, ne¢ mors munma, querunt,

* €5

i}cho respondit, thesauro ex vacuo, pappam?
AUV it Ay Y

‘ oy . H
‘" »

Adhibere usu ast longo ¥ires prorsus mepts,
Si non ut qui grindeat axve trabemyve resaliar,
Virginiam exeruciant tot1s nune mightibu? matrem :
Non melius, puta, nono pams dimidigmne eot ” 7
Readere it non posse est easus commoner ullo;
Tanto intentins 1nprimere ¢st opus ergo statuta;
Nemo propterca pejor, melior, sine doubto,
Obtineat qui eontractum, 51 et postea rhino;
Ergo Polardus, si quis, inexsuperabilis heros,
Colemanus impavidus penilum, atque In purpure natus
Tylerus Tohantdes eelerisque m flito Nathamel,
Quisque optans digitos in tantum stickere pium,
Adstant aceinet umprisere aut perrumpere leges:
Quales os miserum rabidi tres wgre molossy, &
Quales aut dubium textum atra 1n veste mimstr,
Tales circamstabant nunc nostr nopes hoc job.
Hisque Folardus voce canoro talia fatus
Trimum autem, velit est mas, praceps quisque liquorat,
Quisque et Nicotranum ingens quul 1nsertt atrum, «0
Herottin mtidum de‘cus &t solamen avitum,

&
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Mente inguassatns solidaque, tyranno minante,

Horrisonis (hie) bombis menia ot alta quatente, 100

Sese promptum (hie) jactans Yankos lickere centum,

Atque ad lastum invictus non surrendidit unquam ?

Treo haud meddlite, poseo, mique relinguite (hie) hoe
job,

St non

knifumque enormen mostrat spittatque
tremendus,

Dixerat: ast alil reliquorant et sine panso 103
Plugeos inenmbimt maxillis, ntergue vieissim
Certamine innoeno valde madidam inquinit assem :
Tylerus autem, dumque lquorat avidns hostis,
Mirwm aspicit duplumque bibentem, astante Lyxo;
Ardens tmpavidusique edidit tamen mpia verba; 110
Duplum quamvis to aspicio, esses atque viginti,
Mendacew diecerem totumque (hie) thrasherem acervam;
Nempe et thrasham, doggonatns (hiv) sim nisi faxem;
Lambastabo omnes catawompositer-(hie)-que chawam!
Dixit et impulsus Ryeo mitur bene titus, 15
HH nam gravidum eaput et Iaterem habet, in hatlo,

Hune inhiat titubansque Polardns, optat et illum
Stickere inermen, profegit antem rite Lywens,
ot provos geminos, oeulis dubitantibus, heros
Cernit eb irritus hostes, dumque excogitat ntrum 120
Primuam inpitehere, corruit, inter utrosque reeumbit,
Magno asino similis nimio sub pondere quassus:
Colemanns hos mastus, triste ruminansque solamen,
Ips;m-x@ hiceans, cireumspittat terque eubantes;
Funereisque his ritibus humidis inde solutis, 1
Sternitur, invalidusque illis superineidit infans ;
Hox sepelit somnus et snorunt cornisonantes,
Watchmanus inscios ast ealybooso deinde veponit,

51
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No. IX.

{Tur Editors of the « Atlantic” have received so many
letters of iquiry concerning the literary remains of the
late Mr. Wilbuy, menttoned by Ins colleagne and suc-
cessor, Rev. Jeduthan Hiteheock, in a communication
from which we made some extracts wmn our number for
February, 1863, aud have been so repeatedly urged to
print some part of them for the gratification of the publre,
that they felt 1t their duty at least to make some effort to
satisfy so uigent a demand. They have accordingly care-
fully examuned the papers intrusted to them, but find
most of the productions of Mr. Wilbur’s pen so fragmen-
y B EI to D el Bmatem

of cabbage, and then of the cercbral eapacity of some rev-
erend brother deceased, a calm mquiry mto the state of
modern hiterature, ending m a method of detecting 1f
milk be impovenished with water, and the amount there-
of ; one leaf beginning with a genealogy, to be inter-
rupted half-way down with an entry that the brindle
cow had ealved, — that any attempts at sclectron seemed
desperate.  His only complete work, “An Enquiry
concerning the Tenth Ilorn of the Beast,” even in the
abstract of 1t given by Mr Hiteheock, would, by a rough
computation of the printers, fill five entirs numbers of
our journal, and as he attempts, by a new applieation
of decimal fractions, to identify 1t with the Emperor Jul-
ian, secems hardly of mmmediate concern to the general
reader. Even the Table-Talk, though doubtless ongi-
nally highly 1oteresting n the domestic cirele, 1s s0
largely made up of theological discussion and matters
of local or preterte interest, that we have found 1t hard
to extract anything that would at all satisfy expecta-
tion. But, i order to silence further mquiry, we sub-
jomn a few passages as iiustrations of 1ts general
character.]
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I think T could go near to be a perfect Christian if
T were always a visitor, as I have sometimes been, at
the house of some hospitable friend. I can show a
great deal of self-denial where the best of everything
is urged upon me with kindly importunity. It is not
so very hard to turn the other cheek for a kiss. And
when I meditate upon the pains taken for our enter-
tainment in this life, on the endless variety of seasons,
of human character and fortune, on the costliness of
the hangings and furniture of our dwelling here, I
sometimes feel a singular joy in looking upon myself
as God’s guest, and cannot but believe that we should
all be wiser and happier, becanse more grateful, if we
were always mindful of our privilege in this regard.
And should we not rate more cheaply any honor that
men could pay us, if we remembered that every day
we sat at the table of the Great King? TYet must we
not forget that we are in strictest bonds His servants
also; for there is no impiety so abject as that which
expects to be dead-keaded (w¢ ita dicam) through life,
and whieh, ealling itself trust in Providence, is in
reality asking Providence to trust us and taking up
all our goods on false pretences. It is a wise rule to
take the world as we find it, not always to leave it
s0.

It has often set me thinking when I find that I can
always pick up plenty of empty nuts under my shag-
bark-tree, The squirrels know them by their lightness,
and I have scldom seen one with the marks of their teeth
init. What a school-house is the world, if our wits
would only not play truant! For I observe that men
set most store by forms and symbols in proportion as
they are mere shells. It is the outside they want and
not the kernel. What stores of such do not many, who
in material things are as shrewd as the squirrels, lay up
for the spiritnal wintersupply of themselves and their
children! I have seen churches that seemed to me
garners of these withered nuts, for it is wonderful how
prosaic is the apprehension of symbols by the minds of
most men. It is not one sect nor another, but all, whe,
like the dog of the fable, have let drop the spiritual sub-
stance of symbeols for their material shadow. If one
attribute miraculous virtues to mere holy water, that
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beautiful emblem of inward purification at the door of
God’s hiouse, another cannot comprehend the significance
of baptism without being ducked over head and ears in
the hiquul vehicle thereof.

[Perhaps a word of Instorical comment may bo per-
mitted here. My late revered predecessor sas, I would
humbly affirm, as free from prejudice as falls to the lot
of the most hughly favored indwviduals of our species.
To be sure, [ have heard him say that, “ what were called
strong prejudices, were 1 fact only the repulsion of sensi-
e 2 RN Pianhrraie LA . B

kind than one close encounter.” Thts he sad somewhat
in heat, on bemg questioned as to his motives for
.'Alw:\ys refusing Iis pulpit to those itmerant professors
of vicarious benevolence who end their discourses by
takmg up a collection,  But at annther time I remember
his saymg, “that there was one large thing which small
minds always found room for, and that was meat preju-
dices,” This, however, by the way  The statement
which I purposed to make was simply this  Down to
A, D, 1830, Jaalam had consisted of a stngle parish,
with one house set apart for religtous services  In that
year the foundations of a Baptist Society were lud by
the labors of Elder Joash Q. Baleom, 20 As the mem-
bers of the new body were drawn from the Fnat Pansh,
Mr. Wilbur was for a tune considerably eerensed n
mind. He even went so far as on one occasion to tollow
the reprehensible practice of the caher Puntan divines
in clioosing a punning text, and preached from Hebrows
xiii 9: “Be not carried about with divars and strinze
doctrines ”  fle afterwards, m accondanes with one ot
his own maxuns, — “to get a dead injuiy out ot then
as soon as 15 decent, bury at, and then venti'q —
acconlance with this maxim, T sav, he Tned o o
friendly terms with Rev Shearpshul e s -
pastor of the Baptist Socwety i Jualvn Yo 1 N
was never unpleasing to ham that the ha
that society (though otherwise vod o
architecture) remamed witheut 1o
to this day.  So much stemed nocessars

2n

-




610 LOWELLS POLAMS.

any appearance of acerbity toward a respectable com-
munity of professing Christians, which might be sus-
pected in the conclusion of the above paragraph. J. H.]

In lighter moods he was not averse from an innocent
play upon words. Looking up from his newspaper one
morning as I entered his study he said, “ When I read a
debate in Congress, I feel as if I were sitfing at the feet
of Zeno in the shadow of the Portico.”” On my express-
ing a natural surprise, be added, siniling, ¢ Why, at such
times the only view which honorable members give me
of what goes on in the world is through their intercalum-
niations.” I smiled at this after a moment’s reflection,
and he added gravely, “The most punctilious refinement
of manners is the only salt that will keep a democracy
from stinking; and what are we to expect from the
people, if their representatives set them such lessons ?
Mr. Everett’s whole life has been a sermon from this text.
There was, at least, this advantage in duelling, that it
set a certain limit on the tongue.” In this connection, I
may be permitted to recall a playful remark of his upon
another occasion. The painful divisions in the TFirst
Parish, A. D. 1844, occasioned by the wild notions in re-
speet to the rights of (what Mr. Wilbur, so far as con-
cerned the reasoning faculty, always calledg the unfairer
part of creation, put forth by Miss Parthenia Almira
Titz, are too well known to need more than a passing
allusion. It was during these heats, long since happily
allayed, that Mr. Wilbur remarked that *“the Church
had more tronble in dealing with one sheresiarch than
with twenty heresiarchs,” and that the men’s conscia recti,
or certainty of being right, was nothing to the women’s.

_ When I once asked his opinion of a poetical composi-
tion on which I had expended no little pains, he read it
attentively, and then remarked, ¢ Unless one’s thought
pack more neatly in verse than in prose, it is wiser to re-
frain.  Commonplace gains nothing by being translated
into rhyme, for it is something which no hocus-poeus can
transubstantiate with the real presence of living thought.
You entitle your piece, ‘ My Mother's Grave,” and expend
four pages of useful paperin detailing youremotions there.
But, my dear sir, watermmg does not improve the quality
of ink, even though you should do it with tears. To
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publish a sorrow to Tom, Dick, and Harry is in some
sort to advertise its uureality, for I have obnerved inmy
intercourse with the afilictéd that the deepest gnef -
stinctively hides its face with its hands and s silents
If your plece were printed, T have no doubt it wonld e
popular, for people like to fancy that they feel much better
than the trouble of feeling, I would put all poets on
oath whether they have striven to say everythung they
Eowsibly could think of, or to Jeave out all they could not
elp saying. In your ownease, my worthy young friead,
what you have written iz merely a dehberate exercisay
the gytnastic of sentiment. For your excellent maternal
relative i3 still alive, and is to_fake tea with me this
evening, D. V. Beware of simulated feeling; 1t is hy-
pocrisy’s first cousin; it 13 especially dangerous to a
preachier ; for he who says one day, ¢ Go to, let me seem
to be pathetic,’ may be nearer than he thinks to sayng,
¢Go to, let me seem to be virtuous, or earnest, or under
sorrow for sind O N oot -
more sincerely
nets better thar X
stalking-horse, After you shall have once heard that
muffled rattle of the clods on the coffinid of an irrepa-
rable loss, you will grow acquanted with a pathos that
will make all elegies hateful.” When I was of your age,
T also for atime mistook my desire to write verses for
an authentic call of my nature in that direction.  But one
day as I was gowng forth for a_walk, with my head full
ce? e, w2 i LT T 3

the changing a horsehmir 1nto a wat ke. Animmer-
sion of si< weeks showed no change n the obstinate fila.
ment. Here was a stroke of unintended sarcasm.  Had
I not been doing in my study precisely what my boy was
doing out of doors?  Had my thoughts any more chance
of coming to Iife by being submerged m rhyme than his
hair by soaking in water? Ibumed wy €legy and took
a course of Edwards on the Wil Peo;:le do not make
poetry; it is made out of them by a process for whieh I
do not find myself fitted, Neverthieless, the writing of
Yerses i3 a good rhetcrice] exercimnion, ut&e}nn; us
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what to shun most carefully in prose. For prose be-
witched is like window-glass with bubbles in i, distorting
what it shonld show with pellucid veracity.”

It is unwise to insist on doctrinal points as vital to
religion. The Bread of Life is wholesome and sufficing
in itself, but gulped down with these kickshaws cooked
up by theologians, it is apt to produce an indigestion,
nay, even at last an incurable dyspepsia of scepticism.

One of the most inexcusable weaknesses of Americans
is in signing their names to what are called credentials.
But for my interposition, a person who shall be nameless
would have taken from this town a recommendation for
an office of trust subseribed by the selectinen and all the
voters of both parties, ascribing to him as many good
qualities as if it had been his tombstone. The excuse
was that it would be well for the town to be rid of him,
as it would erelong be obliged to maintain him. I
would not refuse my name to modest merit, but I wounld
be as cautious as in signing a bond. [T trust I shall be
subjected to no imputation of unbecoming vanity, if I
mention the fact that Mr. W. indorsed my own gqualifica-
tions as teacher of the high-school at Pequash Junection.
J. H.] When I see a certificate of character with every-
body’s name to it, I regard it as a letter of introduction
from the Devil. Nevergive a man your name unless you
are willing to trust him with your reputation.

. There seem now-2-days to be two sources of literary
inspiration, — fulness of mind and emptiness of pocket.

I am often struck, especially in reading Montaigne,
with the obviousness and familiarity of a great writer’s
thoughts, and the freshness they gain because said by him.
The truth is, we mix their greatness with all they say and
give it our best attention. Johannes Faber sic cogitavit,
would be no enticing preface to a book, but an aceredited
name gives credit like the signature of a note of hand.
Tt is the advantage of fame that it is always privileged to
take the world by the button, and a thing is weightier for

Shakespeare’s uttering it by the whole amount of his
personality.
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1t is singular how impatient men are with overpraise
of others, how patient with overpraise of themselves;
and yet the one does them no injury, while the other may
be their ruin. ,

People ate apt to confound mere alertness of mind with
attention. The one is but the flying abroad of all the
faculties to the open doors and windows at every passing
rumor ; the other is the concentration of every one of
them in a single focus, as 1n the alchenaist overrl{is alem-
bic at the moment of expected projection. Attention is
the stuff that memory is made of, and memory is accu-
mulated genius.

Do not look for the Millennium as imminent. One
generation is apt to get all the wear 1t can out of the cast
clothes of the last, and is always sure to use up every
p}.’lﬂing of the old fence that willyhold a pail in building
the new.

You suspect a kind of vanity in my genealogical en-
thusiasm. ~Perhaps you are right; but it 1s a universal
foible. \Where it does not show itself 1 a personal and
private way, it becomes publio and gregarious. We flat-
ter ourselves in the Pilgrim Fathers, and the Virgintan
offshoot of a tiausported convict swells with the fancy of
a cavalier ancestry. Pride of birth, I have noticed, takes
two forms. One complacently traces himself up to a
coronet; another, defiantly, toa lapstone. The sentiment
is precisely the same 10 both cases, only that one 13 the
positive and the other the negative pole of 1t

Beeing a gont the other day kneeling m order to graze
with less trouble, it seemed to me a type of the common
x‘xution of prayer. M‘gst people are ready enough to go

Some people, now-a-days, seem to have hit upon a new
moralization of the moth and the candle. They would
!ock up the light of Trufh, lest poor Psyche should png
it out i her effort to diaw mgh to it
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No. X.

MR. HOSEA BIGLOW TO THE EDITOR OF THE
ATLANTIC MONTHLY.

DeAr Sir, — Your letter come to han’,
Requestin’ me to please be funny;
But I ain’t made upon a plan
Thet knows wut ’s comin’, gall or honey:
Ther’ ’s times the world doos look so queer,
0dad fancies come afore 1 call ’em;
Ax’ then agin, for half a year,
No preacher ’thout a call ’s more solemn.

You ’re ’n want o’ sunthin’ light an’ cute,
Rattlin’ an’ shrewd an’ kin’ o' jingleish,
An’ wish, pervidin’ it ’ould suit,
1°a take an’ citify my English.
I ken write long-tailed, ef 1 please, —
But when I’m jokin’, no, I thankee;
Then, fore I know it, my idees
Run helter-skelter into Yaunkee,

Sence I begun to scribble rhyme,
I tell ye wut, I hain’t ben foolin’;
The parson’s books, 1ife, death, an’ time
Hev took some trouble with my schoolin’ ;
Nor th’ airth don’t git put out with me,
Thet love her ’z though she wuz a woman ;
TWhy, tl’ ain’t a bird upon the tree
But half forgives my bein’ human.

An’ yit I love th’ unhighschooled way

Ol farmers hed when I wuz younger;
Their talk wuz meatier, an’ ’ouid stay,

While book-froth seems to whet your hunger;
For puttin’ in a downright lick

"Twixt Humbug's eyes, ther’ ’s few can metch it,
An’ then it helves my thoughts ez slick

Bz stret-grained hickory doos a hetchet,
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Burs when I can’t, I can't, thet 's ll,

Q' sense they pour aa’ resh ye onwards,
Like rivers when sonth-lyin’ drifts
Feel thet th* old airth”s a-wheelin’ sunwards,

Time wuz, the rhymes come crowdin’ thiek
Ez office-seekers arter "lection,
Ar’ into ary place 'ould stick
‘Without no bother nor objection;
But sence the war my thoaghts hang back
Ez though I wanted to enlist ’em,
An’ subs’tutes,—they don't never lack,
But then they "Il slope afore you 've mist ’em.

Nothin’ Jon’t seem like wut it wuz;
T can't see wut there is to hender,

Ar’ yit my brains jes’ go buzz, buzz,
Like bumblebees agin a winder;

’Fore these times come, in all airth’s row,
Ther’ wuz one quiet place, my head in,

Where I could hide an’ think, — but now
It ’s all one teeter, hopin’, dreadin’.

— .- - - RIS -

P

Up grows the moon, an’ swell by swell
-, LIS Y,

1 hev ben gladder o’ sech things
Than cocks o’ spring or bees o’ clover,
They filled my heart with lisin’ springs,
But now they seem to freeze ‘em over;
Sights innercent ez babes on knee,
Yeaceful ez eyes o pastur'd cattle,
Jes’ coz they be s, seem to me
T rile me wore with thoughts o' battle.

615
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In-doors an’ out by spelis T try; .
Ma'am Natur' keeps her spin-wheel goir’,
But Jeaves my natur’ stiff and dry
Ez fiel's o° clover arter mowin’;
An’ her jes’ keepin’ on the same,
Calmer °n a clock, an’ never carin’,
Ar’ findin® nacy thing to blame,
Is wus than ef she took to swearin’.

Snow-flakes come whisperin’ on the pane
The charm makes blazin’ logs so pleasant,
But I can’t hark to wut they re say’n’,
With Grant or Sherman ollers present;
The chimbleys shudder in the gale,
Thet lulls, then suddin takes to flappin’
Like a shot hawk, but all ’s ez stale
To me ez so much sperit-rappin’.

Under the yaller-pines I house,
When sunshine makes ’em all sweet-seented,
An’ hear among their furry boughs
The baskin’ west-wind purr contented,
While “way o’erhead, ez sweet an’ low
Ez distant bells thet ring for meetin’,
The wedged wil” geese their bugles blow,
Further an’ further South retreatin’.

Or up the slippery knob I strain
An’ see a hunderd hills like islan’s
Lift their blue woods in broken chain
Out o the sea o' snowy silence ;
The farm-smokes, sweetes’ sight on airth,
Slow thru the winter air a-shrinkin’
Seem kin® o' sad, an’ roun’ the hearth
Of empty places set me thinkin’.

Beaver roars hoarse with meltin’ snows,
An’ rattles di'mon’s from his granite ;
Time wuz, be snatched away my prose,
An’ into psalms or satires ran it;
But he, nor all the rest thet once
Started my blood to country-dances,
Can’t set me goin’ more *n a dunce
Thet hain’t no use for dreams an’ fancies.
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Rat-tat-tat-tattle thru the street
1 hear the drammers makin’ riot,
An’ T set thinkin’ o’ the feet
Thet follered once an’ now are quiet,—
White feet ez snowdrops innercent,
Thet never knowed the paths o’ Satan,
Whose comin’ step ther’ ’s ears thet won't,
No, not lifelong, leave off awaitin’,

Why, hain’t I held ’em on my knee?
Dud n’t T love to see "em growin',
Three likely lads ez wal could be,
Hahnsome an’ brave an’ not tu knowin’?
T set an’ look into the blaze
T e et e et atem vl climbin,
! . S .
Waut ’s words to them whose faith an’ truth
On War’s red techstone rang true metal,
Who ventered life an’ love ‘nn’ youll‘l
Eae PR Apvel

T ain’t right to hev the young go fust,

All throbbin’ full o’ gifts an’ graces,
Leavin’ life’s paupers dry ez dust

To try an’ make blieve fill their places:
Nothin’ but tells us wut we miss,

Ther’ ’s paps our lives can't never fay in,
An’ thet world seems so fur from this

Lef’ for us loafers to grow gray int

My eyes cloud up for rain; my mouth

Will take to twitchin’ roun’ the corners;
1 pity mothers, tu, down South,

For sll they sot among the scorners:
I’d sooner take my chance to stan’

At Jedgment where your meanest slave is,
Thap at God’s bar hol” up a han’

Ez drippin’ red ¢z yourn, Jeff Davis!
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Come, Peace! not like o mourner bowed
For honor lost an’ dear ones wasted,
But proud, to meet a people proud,
With eyes thet tell o' trinmph tasted !
Come, with han’ grippin’ on the hilt,
An’ step thet proves ye Victory's daughter!
Longin’ for you, our sperits wilt 4
Like shipwrecked men’s on raf’s for water.

Come, while our country feels the liff
Of a gret instinet shoutin’ forwards,
An’ knows thet freedom ain’t a gift
Thet tarries long in han’s o' cowards !
Come, sech ez mothers prayed for, when
They kissed their eross with lips thet quivered,
Ar’ bring fair wages for brave men,
A pation saved, a race delivered !
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No. XL

MR. HOSEA BIGLOW’S SPEECH IN MARCH
MEETING.

TO THE EDITOR OF TUT ATLANTIC MONTHLY.

Jaaraw, April 5, 1868,
My pear Sip,—

{an’ noticin’ by your kiver thet you're some dearer
than wut you wuz, I enclose the deffrence) I dunno ez
I know jest how to interdroce this las’ perduction of
1wy mews, ez Parson Wilber allus ealled ‘em, which is
gon' to be the last an’ stay the last onless sunthin’ per-
tikler sh’d interfear which I don’t expec’ ner I wun't
yield tu ef it wuz ez pressin’ ez a deppity Shinil
Sence Mr. Wilbur's disease I hevn't hed no one thet
could dror out my talons. He ust to hind o’ wine e
up an’ set the penderlum agoin’ an’ then somehow I
seemed to go on tick as it wear tell I run down, but
the noo minister ain’t of the same brewin’ nor I cau’t
seem to gt ahold of no kine of huming nater in him but
sort of shde rite off as you du on the eedge of a mow.
Minnysteeril natur 1s wal enough an’ a site better’n
most other kines I know on, but the other sort sech as
Welbor hed wuz of the Lord's makm’ an’ paterally
more wonderfle an’ sweet tastin’ leastways to me so fur
as heerd from. e used to mterdooce ‘em smooth ez
ile athout sayin’ nothin’ in pertickler an’ I misdoubt
he didn't set so much b;; the see’'nd Ceres as wut he
done by the Fust, fact, he let on onct thet his mine
misgive him of asort of falln’ off in spots. He wuz
as outspoken as a norwester ke wuz, but I tole hum I
hoped the fall wnz from so high up thet a feller could
ketch a good many times fust afore comin’ bunt onto
the ground as I see Jethro C Swett from the meetin’
house steeple up to th’ old pernsh, an’ took up for dead
but he’s alive now an’ spry as wut you be. Turnin’
of it over I recclected how they ust to put wut they
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called Argymunce onto the frunts of poymns, like
poorehes afore housen whare you could rest ye a spell
whilst you wuz concludin’ whether you’d go in or nut
espeshully ware tha wuz darters, thougl} I most allus
found it the best plen to go in fust an’ think afterwards
an’ the gals likes it best tu. I dno as speechis ever hez
any argimunts to ‘em, I never see none thet hed an’ 1
guess they never du but tha must allus be a B’ginnin’
to everythin’ athout it is Btarnity so I’ll begin rite
away an’ anybody may put it afore any of his speeches
ef it soots an’ welcome. I don’t claim no payient.

THE ARGYMUNT.

Interducshin, w’ich may be skipt. Begins by talkin’
about himself : thet ’s jest natur an’ most gin’ally allus
pleasin’, I b'leeve I’ve notist, to one of the cumpany,
an’ thet’s more than wut you can say of most speshes
of talkin’. Nex’ comes the gittin® the goodwill of the
orjunce by lettin’ ’em gether from wut you kind of
ex’dentally let dvop thet they air about East, A one,
an’ no mistaik, skare ’em up an’ take ’em as they rise.
Spring interdooced with a fiew approput flours.  Speach
finally begins witeh nobuddy need w’t feel obolygated
to read as I never read ’em an’ never shell this one
ag'in. Subjick staited ; expanded ; delayted; extended.
Pumyp lively. Subjick staited ag’in so’s to avide all
mistaiks.  Ginnle remarks; contincoed; kerried.on;
pushed furder; kind o’ gin out. Subjick restaited;
dielooted ; stirred up permiscoous. Pump ag’in. Gits
back to where he sot out. Can’t seem to stay thair.
Ketehes into Mr. Seaward’s hair.  Breaks loose ag’in
aw’ staits his subjick; stretches it; turns it; folds it;
vnfolds it; folds it ag’in so’s’t no one can’t find it.
Argoos with an imedginary bean thet ain’t aloud to say
nothin’ in repleye. Gives him a real good dressin’ an’
1 settysfide he’s rite. Gits into Johnson’s hair. ' No
use tryin’ to git into his head. Gives it up. Hez to
stait his subjick ag’inj doos it back’ards, sideways, eend-
ways, criss-cross, bevellin’, noways. Gits finally red
-#n it.  Concloods. Concloods more. Reads some xtrax.
Sees his subjick a-nosin’ round arter him ag’in,  Tries
toavide it. Wan't du.  Misstates it.  Can’t conjectur’
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o other plawsable way of staytin’ on it.  Tries pump.
Nofx. Finely concloods to conclood.  Yeels the flore,

You kin spall an’ punctooate thet as you please. I
allus do, it kind of puts a noo soot of elose onto a word,
thisere funattick spellin’ doos an’ takes ’em out of the
prissen dress they wair in the Dixonary. Ef I squeeze
the cents out of ’em it’s the main thiog, an' wut they
wuz made for; wut ’s left ’s jest pummiy

Mistur Wilbur sez he to me onet, sez he, “ Hosee,” sez
he, “in litterytoor the only good thing is Natur. " It’s
amazin’ hard to come at,” sez he, “but onct git it an'
you’ve gut everythin’. Wut's the sweetest small on
nifth?” sez he. “Noomone hag,” sez 1, pooty bresk,
for he wuz allus hankerin’ round 'in hayin’, *Nawthin’
of the kine,” sez he. My leetle Huldy’s breath,” sez 1
ag’in. %You're a good lad,” sez he, his eycs sort of
ripplin’ like, for he lost a babe onet nigh about herage, —
@ gou re a good 1ad ; but't ain’t thet nuther,” sezhe, # Ef
you want to know,” sez he, “open your winder of a
mornin’ et ary season, and you’ll larn thet the bLest of
perfooms is jest fresh air, fresh air,” sez he, emphysizin’,
“gthout no mixtur. Thet’s wut fcall patur in writin',
and it bathes my lungs and washes ’em sweet whenever I
git a whiff on 't,” sez he. 1 offen think o thet when I
sget down to write, but the winders air g0 ept to git stuck,
an’ breakin’ a pane costs sunthin’.

Yourn for the last time,
Nut to be continooed,
Hosea" BraLow.

¥ ragte sl pleaca hamalagnee T ahanld wlon
[ R .
\ .

\

1'm one o’ them thet finds it ruther hard
To mannyfactur’ wisdom by the yard,

An’ maysure off, accordin’ to demand,

The piece-goods el'kence that I keep on hand,
The same ole pattern runnin’ thra an’ thra,
An’ nothin’ but the customer thet ’s new.

I sometimes think, the furder on I go,

Thet it gits harder to feel sure I know,
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An’ when I ve settled my idees, I find

D war n't I sheered mmt in makin’ up my mind;
*T wuz this an’ thet an’ £ other thing thet done if,
Sunthin’ in th' air, I eoilld n’ seek nor shun it

Mos™ folks o off so quick now in disenssion,

All th ole flint Jocks seems altered to percussion,
Whilst T in agin’ sometimes git a hint

Thet I *m percussion changin’ back to flint;

YWal, ef it’s so, I ain’t agoin’ to werrit,

For th’ ole Queen's-arm hez this perhck]er ment —
It gives the mind a hahnsome wedth o” margin
To kin’ 0" make its-will afore dischargin’:

I can’t make out but jest one ginnle rule,—

No man need go an’ make himself a fool,

Nor jedgment ain't like mutton, thet can’s bear
Cookin’ tn long, nor be took up tu rare.

Ez I wuz sar'n’, I hain’t no chance to speak

So *s ’t all the country dreads me onct a week,
But I’ve consid’ble o thet sort o head

Thet sets to home an’ thinks wut might be said,
The seuse thet grows aw’ werrits underneath,
Comin® belated like your wisdom-teern, )
An’ git so elkent. sometimes, to my gardin
Thet I don’ vally public life a fardin’.

Our Parson Wilbur (blessin’s on his head N
Mongst other stories of ole times he hed,
Talked of a feller thet rehearsed his spreads
Beforehan™ to his rows o’ kebbige-heads,

(Ef "t war n't Demossenes, I guess ‘t wuz Sisro,)
Appealin’ fust to thet an’ then to this row,
Accordin’ ez he thonwht thet his idees

_Their diff runt ev'riges 0" brains ‘ould please;

“ An",” sez the Parson. “to hit right, you must
Git uxed to maysurin’ your hearers fust

For, take my word for°t, when all s come an’ past,
The kebbigaheads °1l eair the day et last;

Th’ ain’t ben a meetin” sence the worl’ be qun
But they made (raw or biled ones) ten to one.”

I’ve allus foun® ‘em, I '1110“'. sence then
About ez good for talkin® to ez men ;
They "I take edvice, like other folk\. to keep,
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(To use it "ould be holdin’ on %t tu cheap,)
Thgy_lis!cn wal, don’ kick up when you seold 'em,

Warm ez a ]fEeﬁln-nlxmliencc in their greetin’,
An’ pleased to hear my spoutin’ frum the fence, —

Coinin’, ez ’t doos, entircly free ’f expense.

This year I made the follerin’ observations
Extrump’ry, like most other tri'ls & patience,
An’, no reporters bein' sent express

To work their abstrac’s up into a mess

Ez like th’ oridg’nal ez a woodeut pictur’

Thet chokes the hife out like a boy-constrictor,
1’ve writ ’em out, an’ so avide all jeal’sies
*Twixt nonsense o’ my own an’ some one’s clse's.

(N. B. Reporters gin'lly git a hint

To make dull orjunces seem *live in print,

An’, ez I hev t’ report myself, T yum,

11l put th’ applauses where they’d ough’ to come )

My PELLFR KEBBIGE-HEADS, who look so green,
I vow to gracious thet ef I could dreen

The world of all 1ts hearers but jest you,

7P would leave "bout all tha'’ is wuth talkin’ to,
An’ you, my ven'sble ol frien’s, thet show
Upon your erowns a sprinklin’ o’ March snow,
Ez ef mikl Tune had christened every senso
For wisdom's church o’ second intocence,

Nut Age's winter, no, no sech a thing,

But jest a kin’ o’ slippin®back o’ spring, —

[T | SN R R PN
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Aprul ’s come back ; the swellin’ buds of oak
Dim the fur hillsides with a purplish smoke
The brooks are loose an’ singing to be seen,
(Like gals,) make all the hollers soft an’ green
The birds are here, for all the season’s late;
They take the sun’s height an’ don’ never wait;
Soon ’z he officially declares it’s spring

Their light hearts lift ’em on a north’ard wing,
An’ th’ ain’t an acre, fur ez you can hear,

Can’t by the music tell the time o’ year;

But thet white dove Carliny scared away,

Five year ago, jes’ sech an Aprul day ;

Peace, that we hoped ’ould come an’ build last year
An’ coo by every housedoor, is n’t here, —

No, nor wun’t never be, for all our jaw,

Till we ’re ez brave in pol’tics ez in war!

O Lord, ef folks wuz made so ’s ’t they could see
The begnet-pint there is to an idee! [Sensation.
Ten times the danger in ’em th’ is in steel ;

They run your soul thru an’ you never feel,

But crawl about an’ seem to think you ’re livin’,
Poor shells o’ men, nut wuth the Lord’s forgivin’,
Till you come bunt ag’in a real live fect,

An’ go to pieces when you’d ough’ to ect!

Thet kin’ o’ begnet’s wut we’re crossin’ now,

A’ no man, fit to nevvigate a scow,

*Quld stan’ expectin’ help from Kingdom Come
While ¢ other side druv their cold iron home. ’

My frien’s, you never gethered from my mouth,
No, nut one word ag'in the South ez South,

Nor th’ ain’t a livin’ man, white, brown, nor black
Gladder’n wut T should be to take ’em back: ’
But all I ask of Uncle Sam is fust ’

To write up on his door, “No goods on trust”;

. . [Crices of ** Thet 's the ticket!™
Give us cash down in ekle laws for all, ot

An’ they "Il be snug inside afore nex’ fall.
Give wut they ask, an’ we shell hev Jamaker
Wuth minus some consid’able an acre ; ’
Give wut they need, an’ we shell git *fore long
A nation all one piece, rich, peacefle, strong;
Make ’em Amerikin, an’ they ’ll begin ’
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Tq love their country ez they loved their gin;
Lot ’em stay Southun, an' you’ve kep’ a sore
Ready to fester ez it done afore,

No mortle man can boast of perfic’ vision,
But the one moleblin’ thing is Indecision,
An’ th? ain’t nn futae? fan thiasman e adlia

Thet loaded all our guny an’ made 'em speak’

So’s ’tEuroEe lieared ’em clearn acrost the creek;

¢ They ’ro drivin’ o' their spiles down now,” sez she,
emoa 1 RS bR

i - . o

But folks yonve jest licked, fur’z I ever see,
Are 'bout ez mad ’z they wal know how to be;
Tt 's better than the Rebs themselves expected
Fore they see Unclo Sam wilt down henpected ;
Be kind 'z you please, but fustly make tlungs fast,
For plain Truth *s all the kindness thet’ll last;
Ef treason is a crime, cz some folks say,
How could we Punish it a milder way
Thar sayin’ to ‘em, “ Brethren, Jookee here,
We Il jes’ divide things with ye, sheer an’ sheer,
An sence both come o’ pooty strongbacked daddies,
Yonu take the Darkies, ez we’ve took the I'addies;
Ign'ant an’ poor wo took 'em by the hand,
An’ they ’re the bones an’ sinners o’ the land.”
T ain’t o' them thet faney there’s o loss on
TEvery inves'ment thet don't start from Bos'on ;
But I know this: our money s safest trusted
In sunthin’, come wut will, thet can’t be busted,
An’ thet ’s the old Amerikin idee "
To make a man a Man an’ let him be. [Gret applanse.
Ez for their yalty, don’t take a goad to 't,
But I do’ want to block their only road to’t
By lettin’ ’em believe thet they can git
Mor 'n wut they lost, out of our little wit:
1 tell ye wut, 17m "fraid we "Il drif’ to leeward
*Thout we can put more stiffenin’ into Seward ;

29 -
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o
Tite 2 scared widder with 2 boy stiffnecked

Lt sTeiups an Swears he Wun't COome in to suppers
* 2er up for bim, ez weak ez Tupper,

szems to think Columbr °d betler ect

26 2 Consiiwotion on to warm,
Teil ke "1 eceepr her “pologies in form:
2

%X o" sox Mz Seward, “he ’s ez good 'z the besi,
g w is sugar-plums an’ rest 3
¢ sarsed my Pa,” sez one; - He stoned my son,”
er . . T waz jest his fun.”
e iried 10 shoot car Uncle Samwell dead™
trvin’ @ noo gun he had”
25k 's 10 hev 1t understood
gan away from him for good
We don'n. wal. nut exac’ly, like his play,
Sexin" he alius kin® o shoois eur way.
You k11 vour fotted calves 10 no good eend,
“Thoat his fast sayin’, < Mother. I hev sinned 17 ¥
[ Amen 1™ from Deac’n Gresnleaf.]

The Pres’dunt %e thinks thet the slickest plan

“:ld be 17 allow thet B2 s ounr on'y man, A
An7 tket we fit thru all thet drefile war

Jeg” for hiz private d

= Nobudy

“"Thout he agrees, thra thick an” thin. with me;
ndrew Jarksen's "nitials jes” like mine?

! a° like a right divine

nerous ez 1 please.

vss like a nest o Heas 27
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~
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gt et
jul

4t K2
G
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t
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X 4T your Congress
Wal §oexye” the People wonld n° care, if
The aueston 20w wuz techin” bank or arif,
Bur I conelode ther 've "bout made up their mind
This 2in’t the frest time 10 co it blingd,
Nor ihest mn't metiers thet with pol'Hes swings,
But goes “way down amengst the roots o thingsy
Coz Sumper 1alked ¢ whitewashin one day
They wun't let four vears” war be throwed awar.
wLletibeSomthhev berrights?™  They say, ¥ Thet s vou!
et not greb bold of other fulkss tn¥ 7 i
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Who owns this country, is it they or Andy ?
Leastways it ough’ to be the People and he;
Let him be senior pardner, ef he’s 5o,
But let them kin’ o’ smuggle in ez Co; {Llazgterr)
Did he diskiver it? Consid'ble numbers
Think thet the job wuz taken by Columbus.
Did he set tuan’ make it wutitis?
Ef 30, I guess the One-Man-power Aez riz,
Did he pat thru the rebbles, clear the docket,
An’ pay th’ expenses out of his own pockes ?
Ef thet ’s the case, then everythin’ I exes
Is t’ hev him come an’ pay my eanocal texes.
- {Profound seesation ]
Was 't he thet shou'dered all them million guas ?
Did he lose all the fathers, brothers, sons ?
I.s this ere pop'lar gov'ment thet we run

Who wuz the *Nited States "fore Richmon’ fell?
Wuz the South needfie their full name to spell

Av’ can’t we spell it in thet short-han’ way

Till th' underpinnin’ ’s settled 0 ’s to stay 2

Who cares for the Iesolves of 61,

Thet tried to coax an airthquake with a bun?

Hez act'ly nothin’ taken place sence then

To larn folks they must hendle fects like men?
Ain’t this the true pint 7 Did the Rebs accep’ ’em ?
Ff nut, whose fault is 't thet we hev n't kep’ 'em ?
War n’t there 0 sides 2 an’ don't it stend to reason
Thet this week’s *Nited States ain't las’ week's treason?
When all these sams is done, with nothin’ missed,
An® nut afore, this school Il be dismissed.

I knowed ez wal ez though I’d seen ’t with eyes
Thet when the war wuz over copper 'd rise,

An’ thet we 'd hev a tile-up in our kettle

’T would need Leviathan's whole skin to settle;

I thought ’t would take about a generation

'Fore we could wal begin to be a nation,

But I allow I neser did imegine

T would be our Pres’dunt thet ’onld drive a wedge in
To keep the split from closin’ ef 1t could,
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An’ healin’ over with new wholesome wood;

For th' ain’t no chance o’ healin’ while they think

Thet law an’ gov’ment ’s only printer’s ink;

I mus’ confess I thank him for discoverin’

The curus way in which the States are sovereign;

They ain’t nut guite enough so to rebel,

But, when they fin’ it ’s costly to raise h—, .
[A groan from Deae'n G.]

YWhy, then, for jes’ the same superl’tive reason,

They ’re most too much so to be tetched for treason;

They can’t go out, but ef they somehow du,

Their sovereignty don’s noways go out tu;

The State goes out, the sovereignty don't stir,

But stays to keep the door ajar for her.

He thinks secession never took ’em out,

An’ mebby he ’s correc’, but I misdoubt ;

Ef they war n't out, then why, 'n the name o' sin,

Make all this row bout lettin’ of 'em in ?

In law, p’Paps nut; but there ’s a diffurence, ruther,

Betwixt your mother’n-law an’ real mother,

[Derisive cheers.]
Ar’ 1, for one, shall wish they ’d all been som’eres,
Long z U. 8. Texes are sech reg’lar comers.
But, O my patience! must we wriggle back
Into th' ole erocked, pettyfogein’ track,
When our artil’ry-wheels a road hev cut
Stret to our purpose ef we keep the rut ?
War's jes’ dead waste excep’ to wipe the slate
Clean for the cyph'rin’ of some nobler fate.  [Applause.}

Ez for dependin’ on their oaths an’ thet,

“T wun’t bind ‘em more ’n the ribbin roun’ my het;
I heared a fable once from Othniel Staras,

That pints it slick ez weathercocks do barns :
Onct on a time the wolves hed certing rights
Inside the fold ; they used to sleep there nights,
Ar’, bein’ cousins o’ the dogs, they took

Their turns et watchin’, reg’lar ez a book :

But somehow, when the dogs hed gut asleep,
Their love o’ mutton beat their love o' sheep,
Till gradilly the shepherds come to see

Things war n’t agoin’ ez they ’d ougly’ to be;
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So they gent off a deacon to remonstrats

Along’th the wolves an’ urge em to go on straight;

They didp’ seem to et much by the deacon,

Nor preachin’ did o’ cow ’em, nut to speak onj

Fin'ly they swore thet they’d go out 2" stay,

An’ hev their fill o’ mutton every day;

‘Then dogs an’ shepkerds, after much hard dammin’,

{Groan from Deac'n G.

Tumed ta an’ give ’em a tormented lammin’,

An' gez,  Ye sha'n't go out, the murrain ot ye,

To keep s wastin’ half our time to wateh ye1®

But then the question come, How live together

"Thout losin' sleep, nor nary yew nor wether?

Now there wuz some dogs (noways wuth their keep)

Thet sheered their consins’ tastes an’ sheered the sheep;

To ask for more "onld b2 beyand all beanw’”

“ Be gin'rous for yourselves, where you “re to pay,

‘Thet s the best prectice,” sez a shepherd gray;

#Ez for their caths they wun't b wath a button

Long *z you don't cure ’em o' their taste for mutton;

Th’ ain’t but one solid way, hawe'er you puzzle:

Tell they 're convarted, let ’em wear a muzzle.”
{Cries of * Bally for you t*'}

1 've noticed thet each half-baked scheme's abetters

Are in the hebbit o producin’ letters

Writ by all sorts o” never-heared.on fellers,

"Bout ez oﬁdge‘n:d,ez ‘lhe win‘d in bellers;

TIon cmt ol boe 26 Tq oV mmnabe e 2am

' .

. . P

1 bain't ast no man to endotse my course;

It ’s full ez cheap to be your own endorser,

An' ef I've made a cup, 1’1l fin’ the saucer;

But 1’ve some letters here from ¢ other nide,
[RECIES TR P R nrr e S T ) 3 o

Fus'ly the Honble B. 0. Sawin writes [Faomt b
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Thet for a spell he could n’ sleep o’ nights,

Puzzlin’ which side wuz preudentest to pin to, .
Which wuz th’ ole homestead, which the temp’ry leanto;
Et fust he jedged ’twould right-side-up his pan

T'o come out ez a ’ridge’nal Union man,

% But now,” he sez, “I ain’t nut quite so fresh;

The winnin’ horse is goin’ to be Secesh ; :
You might, las’ spring, hev eas’ly walked the course,
Fore we contrived to doctor th” Union horse;

Now we’re the ones to walk aroun’ the nex’ track: -
Jest you take hold an’ read the follerin’ extrac’,

Qut of a letter I received last week

From an ole frien’ thet never sprung a leak,

A Nothun Dem’crat o’ th’ ole Jarsey blue,

Born coppersheathed an’ copperfastened tw.”

“These four years past it hez been tough
To say which side a feller went for;
Guideposts all gone, roads muddy ’»’ rough, -
Axn’ nothin’ duin’ wut ’t wuz meant for; ‘
Pickets a-firin’ left an’ right, .
Both sides a lettin’ rip et sight, —
Life war »’t wuth hardly payin’ rent for.

“ Columby gut her back up so,
It war 't no use a-tryin’ to stop her, —
War’s emptin’s riled her very dough
An’ made it rise an’ act improper;
T wuz full ez much ez I could du
To jes’ lay low an’ worry thr’,
"Thout hevin’ to sell out my copper.

“ Afore the war your mod’rit men
Could set an’ sun ’em on the fences,
Cyph'rin’ the chances up, an’ then
Jump off which way bes’ paid expenses;
Sence, 't wus so resky ary way,
7 did n’t hardly darst to say
I’greed with Paley’s Evidences.

[Groan from Deac'n G.]

# Ask Mac ef tryin’ to set the fence
War 't like bein’ rid upon a rail on *,
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Hepdin youz pary, wih 2 sense
)
T e g

“ E?!qe peace, T ‘sposcd thet folks "ould like

But the (Ilmg’s broke, now slavery ';lg.one,
An’ there’s gret resk they 'l blunder on,
Ef they ain’t stopped, to real Democ’ey.

“We’ve gut an awful row to hoe
In this ’ere job o’ reconstructin’y
Folks dunno skurce which way to go,
Where t}’ ain't some bozhole to be ducked in;
But one thing’s clear; there it a crack,
Ef we pry hard, "twixt white an® black,
Where tlie old makebate can be tucked in.

“No white man sets in airth’s broad aisle
Thet I ain't willin® t’ own ez brother,
An'efhe’s )xepgcned to strike ile,
1 dunno, fin'ly, but 1'd ruther;
An’ Paddies, long 'z they vote all right,
Though they ain’t jest a nat'ral whate,
1 hold one on ’em good "z another. [Applaute ]

Wut is there lef” I'd like to know,
17t ain't the difference o eolor,

To heep up self-respec” an’ show
The human natur’ of a fullah?

Wut good in lein' white, onless

It 's fixed by law, nut lef” to guess,
That we are sarter an’ they duller?

“T.f we're to hev our ekle nghts,
P wun't du to *low no competition;
TI* ole debt doo ns for ein® wiites
Ain't safe onless we stop t1° emnssion
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0 these noo notes, whose specie base
Is human patur’, ’thout no trace
O’ shape, nor color, nor condition.
[Continood applause.]

«So fur I’d writ an’ could n’ jedge
Aboard wut boat I°d best take pessige,
My brains all mincemeat, ’thont no edge
Upon ’em more than tu a sessige,

But now it seems ez though I see
Sunthin’ resemblin’ an idee,
Sence Johnson’s speech an’ veto message.

«7 like the speech best, I confess,
The logie, preudence, an’ good taste on’t,
An' it’s so mad, I ruther guess
There’s some dependence to be placed on’t;
[Laughter.]
It’s narrer, but *twixt you an’ me,
Out o’ the allies o’ J. D.
A temp’ry party can be based on’t.

“Jes’ to hold on till Johnson’s thru
Axn’ dug his Presidential grave is,
Ay’ then I—who knows but we could slew
The eountry roun’ to put in ?

Wun’t some folks rare up when we pull
Out o their eyes our Union waol
An’ larn ’em wut a p’lit’cle shave is!

“0, did it seem 'z ef Providunce -
Could ever send a second Tyler?
To see the South all back to onee,
Reapin’ the spiles o’ the Freesiler,
Is cute ez though an ingineer
Should claim th’ old iron for his sheer
Coz ’t was himself that bust the biler!”
[Gret laughter.]

Thet tells the story! Thet’s wut we shall git
By tryin’ squirtguns on the burnin’ Pit;

For the day never comes when it °1l du

To kick off Dooty like a worn-out shoe.
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I geem to hear a whisperin’ in the air,

A sighin’ like, of unconsoled despair,

Thet comes from nowhere an’ from everywhere,
An’ seems to say, “Why died we? war n't it, then,
To settle, once for all, thet men wuz men?

0, airth’s sweet cup snetched from us barely tasted,
The grave's real chill is feelin' life wuz wasted!
0, you we lef’, long-lingerin’ et the door,

Lovin' you best, coz we loved Her the more,

Thet Death, not we, had conquered, we should feel
Ef she upon our memory turned her heel,

An’ unregretful throwed us all away

To flaunt it in a Blind Man’s Holiday!”

My frien’s, I've talked nigh on to long enough.
I nén’t no call to \zore ye coz ye ,"f‘tn“’.ﬂli N
7 .

{Tumult’ous applanse and cries of * Goon? ** ¢ Don't stop "'}
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THE UNHAPPY LOT OF MR. KNOTT.-

PART L

SNOWING HOW ITE BUILT T(IS JIOUSE AND WIS WIFE
MOVED INTO IT.

My worthy friend, A, Gordon Knott,
From business snug withdrawn,

Was much contented with a lot

That would contain a Tudor cot

"Twixt twelve feet square of garden-plot,
And twelve feet more of lawn.

He had laid business on the shelf
To give his taste expansion,
Ax_\_(_l_, si_nc_o o man, !cme(l \_vlth pelf

A medteval mansion.

He called an architect in counsel;
“7 want,” said he, “a.—you know what
ou are a builder, I am Knott,)
thing complete from chimney-pot
Down to the very grounsel;
Here’s a half-acre of good land;
Just have it nicely mapped and planned
And make your workmen dnve on;
: e

Tandnne Phnen fo and o=

€37
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« A pocket-full of rocks 't would take
To build a house of free-stone,

But then it is not hard to make
What now-a-days is the stone;

The cunning painter in a trice

Your house’s outside petrifies,

And people think it very gneiss
Without inquiring deeper;

My money never shall be thrown
* Away on such a deal of stone,
TWhen stone of deal is cheaper.”

And so the greenest of antiques
Was reared for Knott to dwell in;
The architect worked hard for weeks
In venting all his private peaks
Upon the roof, whose erop of leaks
Had satisfied Fluellen;
‘Whatever any body had
Out of the common, good or bad,
Knott had it all worked well in,
A donjon-keep, where clothes might dry,
A porter’s lodge that was a sty,
A campanile slim and high,
Too small to hang a bell in;
All up and down and here and there,
‘With Lord-knows-whats of round and square
Stuck on at random every where, —
It was a house to make one stare,
All corners and all gables;
Like dogs let loose upon a bear,
Ten emulous styles staboyed with care,
The whole among them seemed to tear,
And all the oddities to spare
Were set upon the stables.

Enott was delighted with a pile
Approved by fashion’s leaders;

(Only he made the builder smile,

By asking, every little while,

Why that was called the Twodoor style,
Which certainly had three doors ?)

Yet better for this luckless man

+
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Their faith would never falter,
They longed to tie this single Knoth
In the Hymeneeal balter;
So daily at the door they rang,
Cards for the belle delivering,
Or in the choir at her they sang,
Achieving such a rapturous twang
As set her nerves a-shivering.

Now Knott had quite made up his mind
That Colonel Jones should have her;
*  No beanty he, but oft we find
Sweet kernels *neath a roughish rind,
So hoped his Jenny ’d be resigned
And make no more palaver;
Glanced at the fact that love was blind,
That girls were ratherish inclined
To pet their little crosses,
Then nosologically defined
The rate at which the system pined
In those unfortunates who dined
Upon that metaphorie kind
Of dish — their own proboseis.

But she, with many tears and moans,
Besonght him not to mock her,
Said 't was too much for flesh and bones
To marry mortgages and loans,
That fathers’ hearts were stocks and stones
And that she’d go, when Mrs. Jones,
To Davy Jones’s locker;
Then gave her head a little toss
That said as plain as ever was,
If men are always at a loss
Mere womanking to bridle —
To try the thing on woman eross,
Were fifty times as idle;
For she a strict resolve had made
And registered in private,
That either she would die a maid,
Or else be Mrs. Doctor Slade,
If woman could contrive it;
Ang, though the wedding-day was set,
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Jenny was more 50, rather,
Declaring, in a pretty
That, howsoe'er they spread their net,
She would out-Jennyral them yet,
The colonel and her father.

Just at this time the Public's eyes
‘Were keenly on the wateh, a stir

Beginning slowly to arise

About those questions and replies,

Those raps that unwrapped mysteries
So rapidly at Rochester,

{‘&m} Knott, n!rendy‘ nersous grawn

‘Whene'er the wind at night would rouse

The gingerbread-work on his house,

QOr when some hasty-tempered mouse,

Behind the plastering, made a towse
About a fmnily’f_n'a.ucr, .

For want of exoreising.

641
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TWith pains rheumatic shooting,
Before those ghostly things she knit
Upou his unfleshed sole might fit,

He did not fancy if a bit,

To stand upon that footing;

At other times, his frightened hairs

Above the bedelothes trusting,

He heard her, full of household cares,
(No dream entrapped in supper’s snares,
The foal of borrible nightmares,

But broad awake, as he declares,)

Go bustling up and down the stairs,

Or setting back last evening’s chairs,

Or with the poker thrusting |

The raked-up sea-coal’s hardened erust—
And — what! impossible! it must!
He knew she had returned to dust,
And yet could scarce his senses trust,
Hearing her as she poked and fussed

About the parlor, dusting!

Night after night he strove to sleep

And take his ease in spite of it;

But still his flesh would chill and creep,

And, though two night-lamps he might keep,
He could not so make light of it.

At last, quite desperate, he goes

And tells his neighbors all his woes,

Which did but their amount enhance;
They made such mockery of his fears
That soon his days were of all jeers,

His nights of the rueful countenance;
1 thought most folks,” one neighbor said,
“Gave up the ghost when they were dead,”
Another gravely shook his head,

Adding, “from all we hear, it’s
Quite plain poor Knott is going mad —
For how ean he at once be sad

And think he’s full of spirits ?»

A third declared he knew a knife

Would ent this Knott much quicker,
“The surest way to end all strife,

And lay the spirit of a wife,
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Ts just to take and Jick her!”
A temperance man canght up the word,
“Ah, yes,” he groaned, «I've always heard
Our poor friend somewhat slanted
Tow'rd taking liquor over-much;
I fear these spints may be Duteh,
(A sort of gns, or something anch,)
“'xtl‘n wI:uch hus house 13 haunted;

Tl

Were not entirely up to proof,
Unanimously granted.

Knott knew that cocks and spnt.
o Alanene ~a

And go hooent & o

es were foes,
i ~ows
rs

o L 1 -
. - L] N
He turned 1nto a kind of ark
For dogs, because a little bark
1s a good tonic in the dark,
If one 15 given to waking;
But things went on from bad to worse,
His curs were nothing but a curse,
And, what was st1ll more shocking,
Foul ghosts of living fon! made scoff
And would not think of going off
In spite of all lus cocking

a

Shanghais, Buck Dominin
Malays (that did n't lay for weeks).
Polanders, Bantams, Dorkings,

By a way be bad of axing;
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With pains rheumatic sheoting,
Before those ghostly things she knib
Upon his unfleshed sole might fif,

He did not fancy it a bit,

To stand upon that footing;

At other times, his frightened hairs

Above the bedelothes trusting,

He heard her, full of household cares,
(No dream entrapped in supper’s snares,
The foal of horrible nightmares,

But broad awake, as he declares,)

Go hustling up and down the stairs,

Or setting back last evening’s chairs, -

Or with the poker thrusting |

The raked-up sea-coal’s hardened erus—
And —what! impossible! it must!
He kneiv she had returned to dust,
And yet could scarce his senses trust,
Hearing her as she poked and fussed

About the parlor, dusting!

Night after night he strove to sleep

And take his ease in spite of it;

But still his flesh would chill and creep,

And, though two night-lamps he might keep,
He could not so make light of it.

At last, quite desperate, he goes

And tells his neighbors all his woes,

‘Which did but their amount enhance;
They made such mockery of his fears
That scon his days were of all jeers,

His nights of the rueful conntenance;
«¥ thought most folks,” one neighbor said,
“Gave up the ghost when they were dead,”
Another gravely shook his head,

Adding, “from all we hear, it’s
Quite plain poor Knott is going mad —
For how can he at once be sad ‘

And think he’s full of spirits ?»

A third declared he knew a knife

Would ent this Knott much quicker,
#The surest way to end all strife,

And lay the spirit of a wife,
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Is just to take and Iiek hert”

A temperance man caught up the word,

“ Ah, yes,” he groaned, “ I've always heard
QOur poor friend somewhat slanted

Tow'rd taking liquor over-much;

T fear these spirits may be Dutch,

(A sort of gins, or something such,)

. With which his house is haunted;

. .- . . .
. . . . -
‘Were not entirély up to proof,
Unanimously granted.

Knott knew that cocks and sprites wers foes,
And so bought up, Heaven only knows
How m:me', though he wanted erows
To give ghosts caws, as I suppose,
To think that day was breaking;
Morcover what he ealled his park,

Il bomnnd fnbn g Find of sl

Shanghais, Buckscounties, Dominiques,
M:\k\f'u that didn't lay for weeks).
__Polanders, Bantams, Dorkings,

By a way he had of axing;
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But poor Knott’s Tudor henery
Was not so fortunate, and he
Still found his trouble waxing;
As for the dogs, the rows they made,
And how they howled, snarled, barked and bayed,

Beyond all human knowledge is;
All night, as wide awake as gnats,

The terriers rumpused after rats,

Or, just for practice, taught their brats

Po worry cast-off shoes and hats,

The bull-dogs settled private spats,

All chased imaginary cats,

Or raved behind the fence’s slats

At real ones, or, from their mats,

With friends, miles off, held pleasant chats,
Or, like some folks in white cravats,
Contemptuous of sharps and flats,

Sat up and sang dogsologies.
Meanvwhile the cats set up a squall,
And, safe upon the garden-wall,

All night kept cat-a-walling,

As if the feline race were all,
In one wild cataleptic sprawl,
Into love's tortures falling.

PART IL
SHOWING WEHAT IS MEANT BY A FLOW OF SPIRITS.

At first the ghosts were somewhat shy,

Coming when none but Xnott was nigh,

And people said 6 was all their eye,

(Or rather his) a flam, the sly
Digestion’s machination ;

Some recommended a wet sheet,

Some a nice broth of pounded peat,

Some a cold flat-iron to the feet,

Some a decoction of lamb’s-bleat,

Some a southwesterly grain of wheat;

Meat was by some pronounced unmeet,

Others thought fish most indiscreet,

And that ’t was worse than all to eat

Of vegetables, sour or sweet,
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(Except, perhaps, the skin of beat,)
In such a concatenation:
One quack his button gently plucks
And murmurs ¢ bihiary ducks!?”
Says Knott, “1 pever ate one;”
Bat all, though brimmng full of wrath,
Homeo, Allo, Hydropath,
Concurred in this—that t’ other’s path
To death’s door was the straight one
8till, spite of medreal advice,
The ghosts came thicker, and a spice
- Of mischief grew apparent ;

i
(And what 13 life without its nap ’
But threadbareness and mere mishap ?)
As ’t were with a percussion cap
The trouble’s clunax fnpplug;
L pnmennl o mmabee Tend and mrim

Seratehings sometimes the wals ran round,
The merest penny-weights of sound;
Sometimes ’t was only by the pound

They carnied on their dealing,
A thumping "neath the parlor floor,
Thump-bump-thump-bumping o’er and o’er,
As if the vegetables in store,
(Quiet and orderly hefore,)

‘Were all together pealing;

You would have thought the thing was done

By the spint of some son of a gun,
And that a forty-two ponnder,
Or that the ghost which made such sounds

645
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Could be none other than John Pounds,
Of Ragged Schools the founder.

Through three gradations of afiright,
The awful noises reached their height;
At first they knocked nocturnally,
Then, for some reason, changing quite,
(As mourners, after six months’ flight,

Turn suddenly from dark to light,)
Began to knock diurnally,

And last. combining all their stocks,

(Scotland was ne'er so full of Enox,)

Into one Chaos (father of Nox,)

Nocte pluit —they showered knocks,
And knocked, knocked, knocked eternally

Ever upon the go, like buoys,

(Wooden sea-urchins,) all Knott's joys,

They turned to troubles and a noise
That preved on him internally.

Soon they grew wider in their scope;
Whenever Knott a deor wonld ope,
It would ope not, or else elope
And fiy back (curbless as a trope
Once started down a stanza's slope
By a bard that gave it too much rops—)
Like 2 clap of thunder slamming;
And, when kind Jenny brought his hat,
(She always, when he walked, did that,)
Just as upon his head it sat,
Submitting to his settling pat—
Some unseen hand would jam it flat,
Or give it such a furious bat
That eyes and nose went cramming
Up out of sight, and consequently,
As when in life it paddled free,
His beaver caused much damning;
If these things seemed o’erstrained to be,
Read the account of Docter Dee,
’Tis in our coliege lbrary;
Read Wesley's circumstantial plea,
And Mrs. Crowe, more like a bee,
Sucking the nightshade’s honeved fee,
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PR .
. ie-

Webster, Casaubon, J:\mes Flrst'ﬂ trea~
tise, a right royal Q. E.
Writ with the moon in pengee,
Bodin de Demonomanie —
ceent that last line ginger),
gll full of learning as thég‘;ei)
Of ﬁshes, and all disagree,
Save in Sathanas apage!
Or, what will surely put a flea
In unbelieving ears — with glee,
Out of a paper (sent to me
By some friend who forgot w P..
ALY, ,— I use cryptograph;
Lest I Ius vengefri pen shoulr.l dree—
His P..0..8 . T..A..G...
Things to the same eﬂ'ect Icut,
About the tantrums of a ghost,
Not more than three weeks since, at most,
Near Stratford, in Cqnnecticut.

Knott’s Upas daily spread its roots,
Sent up on all sides Livelier shoots,
Aml bore more pcsulenm.l frmul, -
'| P . o
“ ‘xereof grew corns m season,
* -4 was worse,
%

The tables took to spinning, too,

Perpetual yarns, and arm-chairs grew
To prophets and apostles;

One footstool vowed that only he

Of law and gospel hLeld the key,

That teackers of whate'er degree
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To whom opinion bows the knee
Were n’t fit to teach Truth’s a. b. c.
And were (the whole lot) to a T.
Mere fogies all and fossils;
A teapoy, late the property
Of Enox’s Aunt Keziah,
(Whom Jenny most irreverently
Had picknamed her aunt-tipathy)
With tips emphatic claimed to be
The prophet Jeremiah;
The tins upon the kitchen-wall,
Turned tintinnabulators all,

And things that used to come at call
For simple household services,
Began to hop and whirl and prance,

Fit to put out of countenance
The Commis and Griseifes of France
Or Turkey’s daneing Dervises.

Of course such doings, far and wide,
TWith rumors filled the country-side,
And (as it is our nation’s pride
To think a Truth not verified
Till with majorities allied,)
Parties sprang up, affirmed, denied,
And candidates with questions plied
Who, like the circus-riders, tried
At once both hobbies to besfride,
And each with his opponent vied

In being inexplieit.
Earnest inquirers multiplied;
Folks, whose tenth cousins lately died,
Wrote letters long, and Knott replied.
All who could either walk or ride,
Gathered to wonder or deride,

And paid the house a visit;
Horses were at his pine-trees tied,
Mourners in every corner sighed,
Widows brought children there that eried,
Swarms of lean Seekers, eager-eyed,
(People Knott never could abide,)
Into each hole and cranny pried
With strings of questions cut and dried
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From the Devout Inquirer's Guide,
For the wise spirits to decide—
As, for example, is it
True that the damned are fried or boiled?
Was the Larth’s axis greased or o1led 2
Who cleaned the moon when it was soiled ?
How baldness mught be cured or foiled ?
How heal diseased potatoes ?
Did spirits have the sense of smell 2
Where would departed spinsters dwell P
If the Iate Zenas Smth were well 2
If Earth were solid or a shell ?
Were spirits fond of Doctor Fell ?
Did the bull toll Cock-Rolnn's knell ?
What renedy would bugs expel ?
If Pame’s mvention were a sell ?
Did spirits by Webster's system spell 7
Was it a sin to e a belle”
Did danoing sentenve folks to hell ?
1f 50, then where most torture fell —
On hittle toes or great toes ?
If Iife’s true seat were in the brain ?
Did Ensign mean to marry Jage >
By whom, 11 fact, 8as Morgan slaun?
Could matter ever suffer pamn *
What would take out a cherry-stun?
Who plrkl‘d the pocket of Sm(h Crane,
s S e A e

lin?
»

What was the family-name of Caun ¢
Them spoons, were they by Betty u'cn?’
by A L RT3
o

what counsel to retaan ! .
g\({l%’e Sage steal (1] Blas from Spain ?
1Vas Jumus wnt by Thomas I'{unf?
Were ducks discomforted by rain?

How did Britanma rule the man ?
WWas Jonas comng back agam?
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‘Was vital truth upon the wane?
Did ghosts, to scare folks, drag a chain ?
Who was our Huldah’s chosen swain ?
Did none have teeth pulled without payin’
Ere ether was invented ?
‘Whether mankind would not agree,
If the universe were tuned in G.?
‘What was it ailed Lucindy’s knee ?
‘Whether folks eat folks in Feejee ?
‘Whether Jis name would end with T.?
If Saturn’s rings were two or three,
And what bump in Phrenology
They truly represented ?
These problems dark, wherein they groped,
‘Wherewith man’s reason vainly coped,
Now that the spirit-world was oped,
In all humility they hoped
‘Would be resolved instanter ;
Each of the miscellaneous rout
Brought his, or her, own little doubt,
And wished to pump the spirits out,
Through his, or her, own private spout;,
Into his, or her decanter.

PART IIL

WHEREIN IT I8 SHOWN THAT THE MOST ARDENT SPIRITS

x

ARE MORE ORNAMENTAL THAN USEFUL.

Many a speculating wight

Came by express-trains, day and night,

To see if Knott would “sell his right,”

Meaning to make the ghosts a sight —
What they call a “meenaygerie;”

One threatened, if he would not “{rade,”

His run of custom to invade,

(He could not these sharp folks persnade

That he was not, in some way, paid,)
And stamp him as a plagiary,

By coming down at one fell swoop,

With e ORIGINAL xNOCKING TROUPE,
Come recently from Hades,
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Who Sfor a quarter-dollar heard)
Would ne'er rap out o hasty word
‘Whence any blame might be incurred
From the most fastidious ladies;
The late lamented Jesze Soule
To stir the ghosty up with a pole
And be dircctor of the whole,
Who was engaged the rather
For the rare merts he 4 cambine,

Aa ghost of Hamlet's father!
Another a fair plan reveals
Never yet Int on, which, he feels,
To Knott's religtous sense npponfs—-
“#We Il kave your house set up on wheels,
A speculation prous,
For muste, we can shartly find
A barrelorgan that will gnind
Psalm-tunes — an instrument designed
LSHRAnes T an s Pty

iy the show
W P

. . . »
Tow do you make ‘em ? with your toe ?)
ud the receipts which thenee might flow,
We could divide between us;
Still more attractions to combine,
Beside thesa services of mine,
I will throw in a very fine
(It would do nicely for a sign)
Original Titian's Venus "
Another offered handsome fees
If Knott would get Dewosthenes,
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(Way, his mere knuckles, for more ease,)
To rap a few short sentences ;
Or if, for want of proper keys,
His Greek might make confusion,
Then just to get a rap from Burke,
To recommend a little work
On Public Elocution.
Meanwhile, the spirits made replies
To all the reverent whats and whys
Resolving doubts of every size,
And giving seekers grave and wise,
‘Who came to know their destinies,
A rap-turous reception;
‘When unbelievers void of grace
Came to investigate the place,
{Creatures of Sadducistic race,
With grovelling intellects and base),
They could not find the slightest frace-
To indicate deception;
Indeed, 1t is declared by some
That spirits (of this sort) are glum,
Almost, or wholly, deaf and dumb,
Angd (out of selfrespect) quite mum
To sceptic natures cold and numb,
‘Who of this kind of Kingdom Come
Have not a just conception ;
True, there were people who demurred

‘That, though the raps no doubt were heard

Both under them and o’er them,
Yet, somehow, when a search they made,
They found Miss Jenny sore afraid,
Or Jenny’s lover, Doctor Slade,
Equally awe-struck and dismayed,
Or Deborah, the chamber-maid,
‘Whose terrors, not to be gainsaid,
In laughs hysteric were displayed,
Was always there before them
This had its due effect with some
Who straight departed, muttering, Hum !
Transparent hoax ! and Gammon !
But these were few: believing souls:
Came, day by day, in larger shoals,
As the ancients to the windy holes
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*Neath Delphi‘s tripod brought their doles,
Or to the slirine of Ammon. '

The apirits sermed exceeding tame,
Call whom you fancied, and he came;
The skades august of eldest fame
You summoned with an awful case;
As grosser sprrits gurgled out
From ehate and table with a spont,
In Auerbach’'s cellar onee, to x{)oout
t‘(:l'n‘u genses of the rabble rout,

T PN et e

Behind the waimnscot or the door,
Ready to thll the being’s core
Of every enterprising bore

With their astoundmg glamonr;
Whatever ghost one wished to hear,
By strange cointidence, was pear
= T P e atae

Of some departed auctioneer
Were doomad ta practise by the year
With the apint of his hammer;
Whate'er you atked was answered, yet
One could not very deeply get
Into the obliging spints’ debt,
Decause they used the alphabet
In all communteations,
And new revealings (thoagh seblize)
Rapped out, one fetter at 8 time,
With boggles, hesitationa,
Btoppings, beqinnings o'er agun,
And getting matters into tram,
Could bardly overload the brain
With too exceastve rations,
Since just to ask if tro and tico
Really make fiur? or, Howe d’ye do?
And ge? the fit replics thereto
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In.the tramundane rat-tat-foo,
Might ask a whole day’s patience.

T was strange ('mongst other things) to find
In what odd sets the ghosts combined,
Happy forthwith to thump any
Piece of intelligence inspired,
The truth whereof had been inquired
By some one of the company ;
For instance, Fielding, Mirabeau,
Orator Henley, Cicero,
Paley, John Zisca, Marivaux,
Melancthon, Robertson, Junat,
Scaliger, Chesterfield, Rousseau,
Hakluyt, Boccaccio, South, De Foe,
Diaz, Josephus, Richard Roe,
Qdin, Arminius, Charles le gros,
Tiresias, the late James Crow,
Casabianca, Grose, Prideaux,
0Old Grimes, Young Norval, Swift, Brigsot,
Maimonides, the Chevalier D'O,
Socrates, Fénelon, Job, Stow,
The inventor of Elixir pro,
Euripides, Spinoza, Poe,
Confucius, Hiram Smith, and Fo,
Came (as it scemed, somewhat de frop)
With a disembodied Bsquimaux,
To say that it was so and so,
With Franklin’s expedition ;
One testified to ice and snow,
One that the mercury was low,
One that his progress was guite slow,
One that he much desired to go,
One that the cook had frozen his toe,
(Dissented from by Dandolo,
Wordsworth, Cynaegirus, Boileau,
La Hontan, and Sir Thomas Roe,)
One saw twelve white bears in a row,
One saw eleven and a crow,
With other things we could not know
(Of great statistic value, though)
By our mere mortal vision.
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Sometires the spirits made mistakes,
And seemed to play at ducks and drakes
With bold 1nquiry’s heaviest stakes

In science or in mystery;
They knew £o little (and that wreng)

RSP DADRDYRS T DUSE I

Were just the ones that blandersd;
Oze day, Ulys<es, happening down,
A reader of Sir Thomas Browne

And who (with him) had wondered
What song it was the Sirens sang,
Asked the shrewd Ithacan —bang! bang!
With this response the chamber rang,

#J guess jt was Old Hundred”
And Franklin, t»ing asked to name
The reason why the lightning came,

Replied, “ Because 12 thundered.”

On one zole point the phosts azreed,
One fearful Joint, than which, indeed,
Nothing could seem absurder;
Poor Colonel Jones they all abused,
And finally downright aceuced
‘The poor old man of murder;
*T was thus; by dreadful raps was shown
Some spirit's Jonging to make known
A bloody faet, which Le alone
IWan e =fywom St 2P oebgs ane s
1

w2 e

Al ask: hus airy knuckles he crooks,

Ard raps, “1 wae Elish Snooks,
‘That usad to be a peddler;

S(:{::c on ye gtill are on my books!”

TV perns Jen 2o SO
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Turther the vengeful ghost declared
That while his earthly life was spared,
About the country he had fared,

A duly licensed follower .
Of that much-wandering trade that wins
Slow profit from the sale of tins -

And various kinds of hollow-ware ;"
That Colonel Jones enticed him in,
Pretending that he wanted tin,

There slew him with a rolling-pin,
Hid him in a potatoe-bin,

And (the same night) him ferried
Across Great Pond to t' other shore,
And there, on land of Widow Moore,
Just where you turn to.Larkin’s store,

Under a rock him buried;

Some friends (who happened to be by)
He called upon to testify
That what he said was not a lie,

And that he did not stir this
Foul matter, out of any spite
But from o simiple love of right; —

Which statements the Nine Worthies,
Rabbi Akiba, Charlémagre,

Seth, Colley Cibber, General Wayne,

Cambyses, Tasso, Tubal-Cain,

The owner of a castle in Spain,

Jehanghire, and the Widow of Nain,. .

(The friends aforesaid) made more plain
And by loud raps attested;

“To the same purport testified

Plato, John Wilkes, and Colonel Pride

‘Who knew said Snooks before he died,
Had in his wares invested,

Thought him entitled to belief

And freely conld concur, in brief,

_ In everything the rest did.

Eliab this oceasion seized,

(Distinctly here the spirit sneezed,)

Tao say that he should ne’er be eased

Till Jenny married whom she pleased,
Free from all checks and urgin’s,
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hiis spirit dropt liis final ;:'s?

nd that, unless Knott quickly zees
This done, the spirits to appease,
They would come back his life to tease,
As thick as mites in ancient cheese,
And Jet Lis house on an endlees lease
To the ghosts (terrific rappers these
And ventable Eumenides)

Of the Eleven Thousand Virgins!

Knott way perplexed and shook his head.
He did not wish his child to wed
With 2 suspected munlerer,
sFor, true or false, the rumor apread)
Sut a3 for this roiled hife he led,
#It would not answer,” 50 he xaid,
“To have it go no farderer.”

At Jast, searce hnowing what it meant,

Reluctantly Le gave consent

That Jenny, since 't was evident

That she would follow her own bent,
Should make her own election.

e 81wt necinnecd $ha anly wray

oo gray

Accordingly, this artless maid
Her father s ordinance obeyed,
Aud, all in whitest crpe arrayed,
Mics Pulsifer the dres<es made
nd wishes hiere the fact displayed
That ghe still carries oh the trade,
The third door south from Bagg’s Arcade,)
A very faint #T do™ essayed
And gave her hand to iram Slade,
Trom which tune forth, the ghosts were laid,
And ne'er gave trouble after,
But the Selectmen, be 1t hnown,
Dng underneath the aforesud stone,
Whers the poor peddier's corpae was thrown,
And found therennder a paw.bone,
2c

657
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Thongh, when the crowner sat thereon,

He nothing hatched, except alone
Successive broods of laughter;

It was a frail and dingy thing,

In which a grinder or two did cling,

In color like molasses, .
‘Which surgeons, called from far and wide,
Upon the horror to decide,

Having put on their glasses,

Reported thus— “ To judge by looks,
These bones, by some queer hooks or erooks,
May have belonged to Mr. Snooks,
But, as men deepest-read in books
Are perfectly aware, bones,
If buried, fifty years or so,
Lose their identity and grow
From human bones to bare bones.”

Still, if to Jaalam you go down,
You’ll find two parties in the town,
One headed by Benaiah Brown,
And one by Perez Tinkham;
The first believe the ghosts all through
Angd vow that they shall never rue
The happy chance by which they knew
That people in Jupiter are blue,
And very fond of Irish stew,
Two curious facts which Prince Lee Bop
Rapped clearly to a chosen few —
Whereas the others think ’em
A trick got up by Doctor Siade
With Deborah the chamber-maid
And that sly cretur Jinny,
That al] the revelations wise,
At which the Brownites made big eyes,
Might have been given by Jared Keyes, -
A natural fool and ninny,
And, Iast week, did n’t Eliab Snooks
Come back with never better looks,
As sharp as new-bought mackerel hooks,
And bright as a new pin, eh ?
Good Parson Wilbur, too, avers
(Though to be mixed in parish stirs
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Is worse than handling chestout-burs)
That po case to his mind oceurs
Where spirits ever did converse
Save in a kind of guttural Erse.
(So say the best authorities;)
And that a charge by raps conveyed,
Should be most serupulously weighed
And searched into, before it is
Made publie, since it may give pain
That cannot soon be cured again,
And one word may infix a stain

1 .
Miss Knott missed not her lover.
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AN ORIENTAL APOLOGUE.

L

SoaewrERE in India, npon a time,
(Read it not Injah, or you spoil the verse)
There dwelt two saints whose privilege sublime
It was to sit and watch the world grow worse,
Their only care (in that delicious elime)
At proper intervals to pray and curse;
Pracrit the dialect each prudent brother
Used for himself, Damnonian for the other.

II.

One half the time of each was spent in praying
For blessings on his own unworthy head,
The other half in fearfully portraying
‘Where certain folks would go when they were dead ;
This system of exchanges-—there’s no saying
To what more solid barter *twould have led,
But that a river, vext with boils and swellings
At rainy times, kept peace between their dwellings.

1.

So they two played at wordy battledore-
And kept a curse forever in the air,
Flying this way or that from shore to shore;
No other labor did this holy pair,
Clothed and supported from the lavish store
Which crowds lanigerous brought with daily care;
They toiled not neither did they spin; their bias
Was tow'rd the harder task of being pious.

Iv.

Each from his hut rushed six score times a day,
Like a great canon of the Church full-rammed
With cartridge theologic, (so to say,)
Touched himself off, and then, recoiling, slammed
His hovel’s door behind him in a way
.That to his foe said plainly —you’ll be damned ;
And so like Potts and Wainwright, shrill and strong
The two D—D'd each other all day long.
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“Tpon the silver mountain, South by East,
Sits Brahma fed upon the sacred bean;
He loves those men whose nails are still increased,
Who all their lives keep ugly, foul and lean;
’Tis of his grace that not a bird or beast
Adorned with claws like mine was ever seen;
The suns and stars are Brahma's thoughts divine
Even as these trees I seem to see are mime,”

VL.

“Thou seem’st to see, indeed }” roared Ahmed back.
#YWere I but once across thus plaguy stream,

With a stout saphing in my hand, one whack
On those lank ribs would nd thee of that Dream!

Thy Brahma-blasphemy 15 1pecac
e i 3 SR P
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I,

« And this it is which keeps our earth here going
With all the stars.” — 0, vile! but there’s a place

Prepared for such; to think of Brahma throwing
Worlds like a juggler’s balls up into Space!

Why, not so much as a smooth lotos blowing
Is e’er allowed that silence to efface

Which broods around Brahma, and our earth, ’fis

known,
Rests on a tortoise, moveless as this stone.”

X

So they kept up their banning amebean,
TWhen suddenly came floating down the stream

A youth whose face like an incarnate pzan
Glowed, *twas so fnll of grandeur and of gleam;

«Tf there be gods, then, doubtless, this must be one.”
Thought both at once, and then began to seream,

« Surely, whate’er immortals know, thou knowest,
Decide between us twain before thou goest!”

XI1.

The youth was drifting in a slim canoe

Most like a huge white waterlily’s petal,
But neither of our theologians knew

TWhereof ’twas made; whether of heavenly metal
Unknown, or of a vast pear] split in two

And hollowed, was a point they could not settle;
"Pwas good debate-seed, though, and bore large fruit
In after years of many a tart dispute.

XI1.

There were no wings upon the stranger’s shoulders
And yet he seemed so capable of rising

That, had he soared like thistledown, beholders
Hag thought the circumstance noways surprising;

Enough that he remained, and, when the scolders
Hailed him as umpire in their vocal prize-ring,

The painter of his boat he lightly threw

Around a lotos-stem, and brought her to
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XIIT,

The strange youth had a look as if he might
Have trod far planets where the atmosphere,
(Of nobler temper) steeps the face with light,
Just as our skins are tanned and freckled here;
His air was that of a cosmopohte
In the wide umverse from sphere to sphere;
Perhaps he was (lus face had such grave beauty)
An ofticer of Saturn’s guards off duty.

XIV.

Both saints began to unfold their tales at once,
Both wished their tales, like simial ones, prehensile,
That they might seize his ear; fool/ knave/and dunce/
Flew zigm’g' bnrgk and forc,h, !xke strokes of pencil
.

PRI

ROTULe 1Ly HOUL 1Ly SWEAL W by prury sy vvuws st

XVL

C Y VL eeet1nd e nnenn thisky wanveg

-

They could Eonvey damnation 1z a [xe)p,
And blow the pitch of premise-priming off
Long syllogistic batteries, with a cough.
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XVIIL.

Each had a theory that the human ear
A providential tunnel was, which led
To a huge vacuiim, (and surely here
They showed some knowledge of the general head,)
For cant to be decanted through, a mere
Anuricular canal or raceway to be fed
All day and night, in sunshine and in shower,
From their vast heads of milk-and-water-power.

XvalL

The present being a peculiar case,
Each with unwonted zeal the other scouted,

Put his spurred hobby throngh its very pace,
Pished, pshawed, poohed, horribled, babed, jeered,

sneered, flonted,

Sniffed, nonsensed, infideled, fudged, with his face
Taoked scorn too nicely shaded to be shouted,

And, with each inch of person and of vesture,

Contrived to hint some most disdainful gesture.

XIX.

At length, when their breath’s end was come about,
Axnd both could, now and then, just gasp “impostori”
Holding their heads thrust menacingly out,
As staggering cocks keep up their fighting posture,
The stranger smiled and said, “ Beyond a doubt
'Tis fortunate, my friends, that you have lost your
United parts of speech, or it had been
Impossible for me to get between.

XX,

“Produce! says Nature, — what have you produced
A new straitwaistcoat for the human mind;

Are you not limbed, nerved, jointed, arteried, juiced
As other men ? yet, faithless to your kind,

Rather like noxious insects you are used
To puncture life’s fair fruit, beneath the rind

Laying your creed-eggs whence in time there spring

Consumers new to eat and buzz and sting.
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xI1.

“Work! you have no conception how 'twill sweeten
Your views of Life and Natute, God and Man;

Had you been forced to earn what you bave eaten,
Yonr heaven had shown a less dyspeptic plan;

At present your whole function is to eat ten
And talk ten tumes as rapidly as you can;

Were your shape true to cosmogonic laws,

You would be nothmng but a pair of jaws.

xx1r.

«Of all the useless beings in ereation
The earth could spare most easily you bakers
» Of l|t‘tle clay gods, Iorpu‘ed m sh?pe and fashion

" -

DEL LUELLSEIVes up L el Lie how, where, when,

XXIIL

“Of God’s existence, one’s digestion’s worse —
So makes a god of vengeance and of blnod,

Another — but no matter, they reverse
Creation’s plan, out of their own vile mud

Pat up a god, and burn, drown, hang, or curse
Whoever worships not, each keeps his stud

Of texts which wait with saddle on and bridle

To hunt down atheists to therr ugly 1doL

IXIV.

“'This, I perceive, has been your occupation;
You should have been more usefully employed;

All men are bound to earn their daily ratton,
Where States make not that primal contract void

By cramps and limts; sunple devastation
TIs the worm’s task, and what he has destroyed

His monument; creating 1s man’s work

And that, 100, something more than mist and murk”
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XXIX.

All gone except their saint's religious hops,
‘Which he kept up with more than common flourish ;
But these, however satisfying crops
For the inner man, were not enough to nourish
The body politie, which quickly drops
Regerve mn such sad juncture, and turns eurrish;
So Ahmed soon got cursed for all the famine
Where’er the popular voice could edge a damn in.

XXX,

At first he pledged a miracle quite boldly,
And, for a day or two, they growled and waited :
But, finding that this kind of manna coldly
Sat on their stomachs, they ere Jong berated
The saint for still persisting 1n that old lie,
Till soon the whole machine of saintship grated,
Ran slow, creaked, stopped, and, wishing him in
‘Tophet,
They gathered strength enough to stone the prophet.

XXXT.
T}

A.u;ang these was the late saint’s younger brother,
T2 iw dhn enine anllantine tham together,

H pother
i that the place
' ais race.
XXXII
. Bl Vem Mo aabilad nm tha annd
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XXV,

So having said, the youth was secen no more,
And straightway our sage Brahmin, the philosopher,
Cried, % That was aimed at thee, thou endless bore,
Idle and useless as the growth of moss over
A rotting trec-trunk!” «I would square that score
Full soon,” replied the Dervise, “conld I cross over
And cateh thee by the beard! Thy nails T'd trim
And make thee work, as was advised by him.”

XXVL

“«Work? Am I not at work from mom till night
Sounding the deeps of oracles umbilical

Which for man’s guidance never come ta light,
With all their various aptitudes, nntil I call?”

« And I, do I not twirl from left to right
For conscience’ sake ? Is that no work 2 Thou silly gull,

He had thee in his eye; “twas Gabriel

Sent to reward my faith, I know him well.”

XXVII.

“ITwas Vishnu, thou vile whirligig!” and so
The good old quarrel was begun anew

One would have sworn the sky was black as sloe,
Had but the other dared to eall it blue;

Nor were the followers who fed thew slow
To treat each other with their curses, too,

Tach hating t'other (moves it tears or laughter ?)

Because be thought him sure of hell hereafter.

XXVIIL

At last some genius built a bridge of boats
Over the stream, and Ahmed’s zealots filed
Across, upon a mission to {eut throats
And) spread religion pure and undefiled;
They sowed the propagandist’s wildest oats,
Cutting off all, down to the smallest child,
And came back, giving thanks for such fat mercies,
To find their karvest gone past prayers or curses.
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XXIX.

All gone except their saint's religious hops,
‘Which he kept up with more than common fiourish ;
But these, however satisfying crops
For the inner man, were not enongh to nourish
The body politie, which quickly drops
Reserve in such sad juncture, and turns currish;
So Ahmed soon got eursed for all the famine
Where’er the popular voice could edge a damn in.

XXX.

in
Tophet,
They gathered strength enough to stone the prophet.
XXXI.
- ' Ak ' 'lel',
Among the A o o
‘Who, in
" Persuaded

Had wrought in thetr behalf, and that the place
Of Saint should be continued to his race.

XXXIL

Accordingly 'twas settled on the spot
That Allah favored that peculiar breed;

Beside, as all were satisfied, *twould not
Be quite respegt.ahle‘clg hgvre the need
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