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A BIOGRAPHIC SKETCH.

THE reader of the miscellaneous literature of the day
has doubtless met with the name of Gerald Massey
attached to poems strikingly beautiful in langnage and
intensely passionate in feeling. These poems have
heretofore been published chiefly in journals which
are yet in a great measure tabooed in what are regarded
as “ respectable literary circles.” The “ Spirit of Free-
dom,” a cheap journal, started in 1849, and written
exclusively by working-men, contained a large number
of them ; and others have since appeared in the ¢ Chris-
tian Socialist,” a cheap journal conducted by Clergymen
of the Church of England ; and many others also, of
great beauty, have been published in the “ Leader,” a
remarkably able journal conducted by Thornton Hunt,
the son of the poet.

You see at once that the writer is a man of vivid
genius, and is full of the true poetic fire. Some of
his earlier pieces are indignant expostulations with
society at the wrongs of suffering humanity ; passionate
protests against those hideous disparities of life which
meet our eye on every side ; against power wrongfully
used ; against fraud and oppression in their more ram-
pant forms; mingled with appeals to the higher in-
fluences of knowledge, justice, mercy, truth, and love.
It is always thus with the poet who has worked his
way to the light through darkness, suffering, and toil.
Give a poor down-trodden man culture, and in nine
cases out of ten, you only increase his sensitiveness to

b2



viii A BIOGRAPHIC SKETCH.

pain ; you agonize him with the sight of pleasures
which are to him forbidden; you quicken his sense
of despair at the frightful inequalities of the human
lot. There are thousands of noble natures, with minds
which, under better circumstances, would have blessed
and glorified their race, who have been for ever blasted
—crushed into the mire—or condemned to courses of
desperate guilt,—for one who, like Gerald Massey, has
nobly risen above his trials and temptations, and
triumphed over them. And when such a man does
find a voice, surely “rose-water” verses and ‘“hot-
pressed” sonnets are not to be expected of him ; such
things are not by any means the natural products of a
life of desperate struggling with poverty. When the
self-risen and self-educated man speaks and writes now-
a-days, it is of the subjects nearest to his heart. Litera-
ture is not a mere intelligent epicurism with men who
have suffered and grown strong, but a real, earnest,
passionate, vehement, living thing—a power to move
others, a means to elevate themselves, and to emanci-
pate their order. This is a marked peculiarity of our
times ; knowledge is now more than ever regarded as
a power to elevate, not merely individuals, but classes.
Hence the most intelligent of working-men at this day
are intensely political : we merely state this as « fact
not to be disputed. In former times, when literature
was regarded mainly in the light of a rich man’s
luxury, poets who rose out of the working-class sung
as their patrons wished. Bloomfield and Clare sung
of the quiet beauty of rural life, and painted pictures
of evening skies, purling brooks, and grassy meads.
Burns could with difficulty repress the ¢ Jacobin”
spirit which burned within him ; and yet even he was
rarely, if ever, political in his tone. His strongest
verses, having a political bearing, were those addressed
to the Scotch Representatives in reference to the
Excise regulations as to the distillation of whisky.
But come down to our own day, and mark the
difference:: - Elliott, Nicol; ‘Bamford, the author of
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“ Ernest,” the Chartist Epic, Davis, the © Belfast Man,”
De Jean, Massey, and many others, are intensely
political ; and they defend themselves for their selec-
tion of subjects as Elliott did, when he said, “ Poetry
is impassioned truth ; and why should we not utter it
in the shape that touches our condition the most
closely—the political ¥ But how it happens that the
writings of working-men now-a-days so generally as-
sume the political tone, will be best ascertained from
the following sketch of the life of Gerald Massey.

He was born in May, 1828, and is, therefore, barely
~ twenty-three years of age. He first saw the light in a
little stone hut near Tring, in Herts, one of those
miserable abodes in which so many of our happy
peasantry—their country’s pride !—are condemned to
live and die. One shilling a week was the rent of
this hovel, the roof of which was so low that a man
could not stand upright in it. DMassey’s father was
a canal boatman, earning the wages of ten shillings
a week. Like most other peasants in this “ highly-
favoured Christian country,” he has had no opportu-
nities of education, and never could write his own
name. But Gerald Massey was blessed in his mother,
from whom he derived a finely-organized brain and a
susceptible temperament. Though quite illiterate like
her husband, she had a firm, free spirit—it’s broken
now !—a tender yet courageous heart, and a pride of
honest poverty which she never ceased to cherish. But
she needed all her strength and courage to bear up
under the privations of her lot. Sometimes the husband
fell out of work ; and there was no bread in the cup-
board except what was purchased by the labour of the
elder children, some of whom were early sent to work
in the neighbouring silk-mill. Disease, too, often fell
upon the family, cooped up in that unwholesome hovel :
indeed, the wonder is, not that our peasantry should
be diseased, and grow old and haggard before their
time, but that they should exist at all in such lazar-
houses and cesspools,
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None of the children of this poor family were edu-
cated, in the common acceptance of the term. Several
of them were sent for a short time to a penny school,
where the teacher and the taught were about on a
par; but so soon as they were of age to work, the
children were sent to the silk-mill. The poor cannot
afford to keep their children at school, if they are of
an age to work and earn money. They must help to
eke out their parents’ slender gains, even though it be
only by a few pence weekly. So, at eight years S of age,
Gerald Massey went into the silk manufactory, rising
at five o'clock in the morning, and toiling there till
half-past six in the evening; up in the gray dawn, or
in the winter before the daylight, and trudging to the
factory through the wind or in the snow ; seeing the
sun only through the factory windows ; breathing an
atmosphere laden with rank oily vapour, his ears
deafened by the roar of incessant wheels :—

¢¢ Still all the day the iron wheels go onward,
Grinding life down from its mark ;
And the children’s souls, which God is calling sunward,
Spin on blindly in the dark.”

What a life for a child! What a substitute for
tender prattle, for childish glee, for youthful playtime !
Then home, shivering under the cold, starless sky, on
Saturday nights, with 9d., 1s., ot 1s. 3d., for the whole
week’s work ; for such were the respective amounts
of the wages earned by the child-labour of Gerald
Massey.

But the mill was burned down, and the children
held jubilee over it. The boy stood for twelve hours
in the wind and sleet and mud, rejoicing in the con-
flagration which thus liberated him. Who can wonder
at this? Then he went to straw-plaiting,—as toil-
some, and, perhaps, more unwholesome than factory-
work. Withont exercise, in a marshy district, the
plaiters were constantly having racking attacks of
ague. The boy had the disease for three years,
ending | with tertian ague. . Sometimes: four of the
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family and the mother lay ill at one time, all crying
with thirst, with no one to give them drink, and each
too weak 'to help the other. How little do we know
of the sufferings endured by the poor and struggling
classes of our population, especially in our rural dis-
tricts! No press echoes their wants, or records their
sufferings ; and they live almost as unknown to us as if
they were the inhabitants of some undiscovered country.

And now take, as an illustration, the child-life of
Gerald Massey. “Having had to earn my own
dear bread,” he says, “by the cheapening of flesh
and blood thus early, I never knew what childhood
meant. I had no childhood. Ever since I can re-
member, I have had the aching fear of want, throb-
bing in heart and brow. The currents of my life were
early poisoned, and few, methinks, would pass un-
scathed through the scenes and circumstances in which
I have lived ; none, if they were as curious and preco-
cious as I was. The child comes into the world like
a new coin with the stamp of God upon it; and in
like manner as the Jews sweat down sovereigns, by
hustling them in a bag to get gold-dust out of them,
so is the poor man’s child hustled and sweated down
in this bag of society to get wealth out of it; and
even as the impress of the Queen is effaced by the
Jewish process, so is the image of God worn from
heart and brow, and day by day the child recedes
devilward. I look back now with wonder, not that
so few escape, but that any escape at all, to win a
nobler growth for their humanity. So blighting are
the influences which surround thousands in early life,
to which I can bear such bitter testimony.”

And how fared the growth of this child’s mind the
while? Thanks to the care of his mother, who had
sent him to the penny school, he had learnt to read,
and the desire to read had been awakened. Books,
however, were very scarce. The Bible and Bunyan
were the principal ; he committed many chapters of
the former to memory, and accepted all Bunyan’s
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allegory as bond fide history. Afterwards he obtained
access to “Robinson Crusoe,” a few old Wesleyan
magazines and some battle histories. These constituted
his sole reading, until he came up to London, at the age
of fifteen, as an errand-boy ; and now, for the first time
in his life, he met with plenty of books, reading all
that came in his way, from “ Lloyd’s Penny Times” to
Cobbett’s Works, ¢ French without a Master,” together
with English, Roman, and Grecian history. A ravish-
ing awakenment ensued,— the delightful sense of
growing knowledge,—the charm of new thought,—
the wonders of a new world. “Till then,” he says,
“TI had wondered why I lived at all,—whether

¢ It was not better not to be,
I was so full of misery.

I\ow I began to think that the crown of all desire, and
the sum of all existence, was to read and get know-
ledge. Read, read, read! I used to read at all possible
times, and in all possible places ; up in bed till two or
three in the morning,—nothing daunted by once set-
ting the bed on fire. Greatly indebted was I also to
the bookstalls, where I have read a great deal, often
folding a leaf in a book, and retwrning the next day
to continue the subject ; but sometimes the book was
gone, and then great was my grief! When out of a
situation, I have often gone without a meal to pur-
chase a book. Until I fell in love, and began to rhyme
as a matter of consequence, I never had the least pre-
dilection for poetry. In fact, I always eschewed it ;
if I ever met with any, I instantly skipped it over,
and passed on, as one does with the description of
scenery, &c., in a novel. I always loved the birds and
flowers, the woods and the stars; I felt delight in
being alone in a summer-wood, with song, like a spmt
in the trees, and the golden sun-bursts glinting
through the verdurous roof; and was conscious of a
mysterious creeping of the blood and tingling of the
nerves, when standing alone in the starry midnight.
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But until T began to rhyme, I cared nothing for
written poetry. The first verses I ever made were
upon ‘Hope,” when I was utterly hopeless ; and after
I had begun, I never ceased for about four years, at
the end of which time I rushed into print.”

But a new power was now working upon his nature,
as might have been expected,—the power of opinion,
as expressed in books, and in the discussions of his
fellow-workers.

“As an errand-boy,” he says, “I had, of course,
many hardships to undergo, and to bear with much
tyranny ; and that led me into reasoning upon men
and things, the causes of misery, the anomalies of our
societary state, politics, &c., and the circle of my being
rapidly out-surged. New power came to me with all
that I saw and thought and read. I studied political
works,—such as Paine, Volney, Howitt, Louis Blane,
&c., which gave me another element to mould into
my verse, though I am convinced that a poet must
sacrifice much if he write party-political poetry. His
politics must be above the pinnacle of party zeal ; the
politics of eternal truth, right, and justice. He must
not waste a life on what to-morrow may prove to
have been merely the question of a day. The French
Revolution of 1848 had the greatest effect on me of
any circumstance connected with my own life up to
that time. It was scarred and blood-burnt into the
very core of my being.

But, meanwhile, he had been engaged in other

«literary work. Full of new thoughts, and bursting
with aspirations for freedom, he started, in April,
1849, a cheap journal, written entirely by working-
men, entitled, “ The Spirit of Freedom :” it was full
of fiery earnestness, and half of its contents were
supplied by Gerald Massey himself, who acted as
editor. It cost him five situations during a period of
eleven months,—twice because he was detected burn-
ing candle far into the night, and three times because
of the tone of the opinions to which he gave utterance.
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The French Revolution of 1848 having, amongst its
other issues, kindled the zeal of the working-men in
this country in the cause of association, Gerald Massey
eagerly joined them, and he has been recently instra-
mental in giving some impetus to that praiseworthy
movement,—the object of which is to permanently
elevate the condition of the producing classes, by ad-
vancing them to the status of capitalists as well as
labourers.

A word or two as to Gerald Massey’s recent poetry.
Bear in mind that he is yet but a youth ;—at twenty-
three a man can scarcely be said fairly to have entered
his manhood ; and yet, if we except Robert Nicol,
who died at twenty-four, we know of no English
poet of his class who has done anything to compare
with him. Some of his most beautiful pieces ori-
ginally appeared in the columns of the “ Leader.”
They give you the idea of a practised hand—one who
has reached the full prime of his poetic manhood.
Take, for instance, his “Lyrics of Love,” so full of
beauty and tenderness. Nor are his “ Songs of Pro-
gress” less full of poetic power and beauty.

Gerald Massey is a teacher through the heart. He
is familiar with the passions, and leans towards the
tender and loving aspect of our nature. He takes
after Burns more than after Wordsworth, Elliott rather
than Thomson. He is but a young man, though he
has crowded into his twenty-three years already the
life of an old man. He has won his experience in
the school of the poor, and nobly earned his title to
speak to them as a man and a brother, dowered with
“the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn, the love of
love.”

Extract from an Article written by Dr. Samuel
Smiles, in “ Eliza Cook's Journal,” 1851.



PREFACE TO THE THIRD EDITION
OF

BABE CHRISTABEL.

I po not think a volume of verse should need a
Preface. But as my Book has reached a Third
Edition, and as almost as much has been said about
myself as about my Book, perhaps I may be excused,
even by the Preface-hater, if I do take this opportu-
nity of writing a few words. Ihave been considerably
censured for the political opinions which it contains,
* —as I expected to be. Before printing, I was advised
not to include the political pieces, as, it was urged, they
would prove an obstacle to the success of my Poetry,
and close the drawing-room door against me. And
if I had looked on the success of my Book in a poetical
light alone, I should not have printed the greater
portion of the political verses. But that was not the
sole point of view. Those verses do not adequately
express what I think and feel now, since they were
written some five or six years ago: yet they express
what I thought and felt then, and what thousands
beside me have thought and felt, and what thousands
still think and feel. They were the outcome of a
peculiar and marked experience. I printed the
¢ Memoir,” so that they might be read in the light, or
gloom, of that experience, and the Book contain its
own excuse. They have not read me aright, who
have not thus interpreted it. I have been blamed
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for the rebellious feelings to which the political pieces
give utterance ; but they were perfectly natural under
the circumstances. Indeed, I look upon those same
rebellious feelings as my very deliverance from a fatal
slough. There are conditions in which many of the
poor exist, where humanity must be either rebel or
slave. For the slave, degradation and moral death are
certain ; but for the rebel there is always a chance of
becoming conqueror; and the force to resist is far
better than the faculty to succumb.

It is not that I seek to sow dissension between class
and class, or fling firebrands among the combustibles
of society ; for when I smite the hearts of my fellows,
I would rather they should gush with the healing
waters of love, than® with the fearful fires of hatred.
I yearn to raise them into loveable beings. I would
kindle in the hearts of the masses a sense of the beauty
and grandeur of the universe, call forth the lineaments
of Divinity in their poor worn faces, give them glimpses
of the grace and glory of Love and the marvellous
significance of Life, and elevate the standard of
Humanity for all. Butstrange wrongs are daily done
in the land, bitter feelings are felt, and wild words
will be spoken. It was not for myself alone that I
wrote these things: it was always the condition of
others that so often made the mist rise up and cloud
my vision. Nor was it for myself that 1 have uncur-
tained some scenes of my life to the public gaze, but
as an illustration of the lives of others, who suffer and
toil on, “ die, and make no sign ;” and because one’s
own personal experience is of more value than that of
others taken upon hearsay.

So I keep my political verses as memorials of my
past, as one might keep some worn-out garment be-
cause he had passed through the furnace in it, nothing
doubting that in the future they will often prove my
passport to the hearts and homes of thousands of the
poor, when the minstrel comes to their door with
something better to bring them. , They will know that I
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have suffered their sufferings, wept their tears, thought
their thoughts, and felt their feelings ; and they will
trust me.

I have been congratulated by some correspondents
on the uses of suffering, and the riches I have wrung
from Poverty : as though it were a blessed thing to be
born in the condition in which I was, and surrounded
with untoward circumstances as I have been. My
experience tells me that Poverty is inimical to the de-
velopment of Humanity’s noblest attributes. Poverty
is a never-ceasing struggle for the means of living,
and it makes one hard and selfish. To be sure, noble
lives have been wrought out in the sternest poverty.
Many such are being wrought out now, by the un-
known heroes and martyrs of the Poor. I have known
men and women in the very worst circumstances, to
whom heroism seemed a heritage, and to be noble a
natural way of living. But they were so in spite of
their poverty, and not because of it. What they might
have been if the world had done better by them, I cannot
tell ; but if their minds had been enriched by culture,
the world would have been the gainer. When Christ
said, ¢ Blessed are they who suffer,” he did not speak of
those who suffer from want and hunger, and who
always see the Bastille looming up and blotting out
the sky of their future. Such suffering brutalizes.
True,—natures ripen and strengthen in suffering ; but
it is that suffering which chastens and ennobles,—that
which clears the spiritual sight,—mot the anxiety lest
work should fail, and the want of daily bread. The
beauty of Suffering is not to be read in the face of
Hunger.

Above all, Poverty is a cold place to write Poetry
in. It is not attractive to poetical influences. The
Muses do not like entertainment which is not fit for
man or beast. Nor do the best fruits of Poetry ripen
in the rain and shade and wind alone : they want sun-
shine, warmth, and the open sky. And should the
Leart of a poor man: break into, song, it is/likely that
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his poverty may turn into hailstones that which might
have fallen on the world in fructifying rain. A poor
man, fighting his battle of life, has little time for the
rapture of repose which Poetry demands. He cannot
take Poetry like a Bride to his heart and home, and
devote a life to her service. He can only keep some
innermost chamber of his heart sacred for her, from
whence he gets occasional glimpses of her wondrous
beauty, when he can steal away from the outward
strife, like some child who has found a treasure, and
steals aside to look on it in secret and alone, lest rude
and importunate companions should snatch it from the
possessor’s hands.  Considering all things, it may ap-
pear madness for a poor man to attempt Poetry in the
face of the barriers that surround him. So many
bearts have been broken, so many lives have been
wasted, so many lions are in the way of the Gate
Beautiful, and so many wrecks lie by the path! And
80 it is,—a diseased madness, or a divine one. If the
disease, then there is no help for a man : if the divine
then there is no hindrance for him.

‘Who would not pity the poor versifier at the outset
of his career? But who would not also rejoice with
him in the end, when the world crowns him a Poet
with pzans of acclaim? And, in spite of all things,
there will be poetry in the midst of poverty. Even
as there is scarcely a space in the world so barren but
some plot of natural richness will be running all to
flowers,—some type of loveliness will be starting up
from Earth’s inner Sea of Beauty, even in waste and
wilderness, on rock and ruin, in Alpine snows and
sandy solitudes,—so is it with Poetry, the Flower of
Humanity. It will continually be springing, in its
own natural way, in the most bleak and barren by-
ways of the world, as well as in the richest and most
cultivated pastures. The winds of heaven, or the hirds
of God, will drop the seed, and the flower will follow,
even though sown amid the bushes and brambles of
the obscurest hamlet, or_in the, crevices of the city
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pavement. Not that the wilderness, or the rock, or
the snows are the fittest places to rear flowers of the
most exquisite fragrance and beauty ; neither are
Poverty and Penury, with their hell of torture, and
daily wrestle with grim Death, the fittest soil to grow
and perfect the flower of Poetry. The greatest original
Genius can only develop itself according to the cir-
cumstances which environ it. It needs food to nourish
it, and time and opportunity to unfold it. If it lack
these, it must remain dwarfed and stunted, and perhaps
wither and die.

Besides, it is not while the fight is raging, and the
struggle is sore, that the Poet can sing. He must firs
do battle and overcome, climb from the stir and strife,
and be able to watch from his mountain where he

- dwells apart. The fullest and rarest streams of Poetry
only flow through a mind at peace. The mirror of the
Poet’s soul must be calm and clear: else it will give
forth distorted reflections and false imaginings.

Had I known, when I began to write verses, what

I know now, I think I should have been intimidated,
and not have begun at all. So many and so glorious
are the luminaries already up and shining, that one
- would pause before hoisting a rushlight. But I was
ignorant of these things. And as I have begun, and
conquered some preliminary difficulties,—as I have
been sweated down to the proper jockey-weight at
which I can ride Pegasus with little danger of sprain-
ing his wings,—and as a purpose has gradually and
unconsciously grown upon me,—I dare say I shall go
on, making the best of my limited materials, with the
view of writing some songs that may become dear to
the hearts of the people, cheering them in their sor-
rows, voicing their aspirations, lighting them on the
way up which they are groping darkly after better
things, and saluting their triumphs with hymns of
victory !

I cannot conclude without thanking those Critics
who have given me so generous a welcome, And I
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would also thank those who have not spared my faults,
or dwelt tenderly on my failings. They, also, have
done me good, and I am grateful for it. Friendly
praise is somewhat like a warm bath,—apt to enervate,
especially if we stay in too long ; but friendly censure
is like a cold bath, bracing and healthful, though we
are always glad to get out of it. Some of the Critics
have called me a “ Poet ;” but that word is much too
lightly spoken, much too freely bandied about. I
know what a Poet is too well to fancy that I am one
yet. It is a high standard that I set up myself, and I
do not ask it to be lowered to reach my stature ; nor
would I have the Poet’s awful crown diminished to
mete my lesser brow. I may have that something
within which kindles flame-like at the breath of Love,
or mounts into song in the presence of Beauty ; but,
alas ! 'mine is a ““ jarring lyre.”

I have only entered the lists, and inscribed
my name : the race has yet to be run. Whether
I shall run it, and win the Poet’s crown, or not, time
alone will prove, and not the prediction of friend or
foe. The crowns of Poetry are not in the keeping of
Critics. At most they can only give us paper credit.
There have been many who have given some sign. of
promise,—just set a rainbow of hope in the dark cloud
of their life,—and never fulfilled their promise ; and
the world has wondered why. But it might not have
been matter of wonder if the world could have read
what was written behind the cloud. Others, again,
are songful in youth, like the nightingales in spring,
who soon cease to sing, because they have to build
nests, rear their young, and provide for them ; and so
the songs grow silent,—the heart is full of cares, and
the dreamer has no time to dream. I hope that my
future holds some happier fate.

- GERALD DMassEY.
April, 1854,
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BALLAD OF BABE CHRISTABEL.

WaEN Danaé-Earth bares all her charms,
And gives the God her perfect flower,
‘Who, in the sunshine’s golden shower,

Leaps warm into her amorous arms!

And all the kindled greenery glows,
‘While from her emeraldine sea
Spring rises up rejoicingly,

And life hath richest overflows:

‘When young Maids feel Love stir i’ the blood,
And wanton with the kissing leaves
And branches, and the quick sap heaves,
And dances to a ripen’d flood ;

Till, blown to its hidden heart with sighs,
Love’s red rose burns in cheeks so dear,
And, as sea-jewels upward peer,
Love-thoughts melt through their swimming eyes:
B2
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When Beauty Walks in bravest dress,

And, fed with April’s mellow showers,

The earth laughs out with sweet May-flowers,
That flush for very happiness:

And Puck his web of wonder weaves
O’ nights, and nooks of greening gloom
Are rich with violets that bloom

In the cool dark of dewy leaves:

‘When Rose-buds drink the fiery wine
Of Dawn, with crimson stains i’ the mouth,
All thirstily as yearning Youth

From Love’s hand drinks the draught divine ;

And honey’d plots are drowsed with Bees:
And Larks rain music by the shower,
‘While singing, singing hour by hour,

Song like a Spirit sits 1’ the Trees !

When fainting hearts forget their fears,

And in the poorest Life’s salt cup

Some rare wine runs, and Hope builds up
Her rainbow over Memory’s tears!

It fell upon a merry May morn,
I’ the perfect prime of that sweet time
‘When daisies whiten, woodbines climb,—
The dear Babe Christabel was born.

Lo 2 U) (e J8 <2
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AL night the Stars bright watches kept,
Like Gods that look a golden calm ;
The Silence dropt its precious balm,
And the tired world serenely slept.

The birds were darkling in the nest,

Or bosom’d in voluptuous trees :

On beds of flowers the happy breeze
Had kist its fill and sank to rest.

All night beneath the Cottage eaves,
A lonely light, with tremulous Are,
Surged back a space the sea of dark,
And glanced among the glimmering leaves.

Without ! the quiet heavens above
The nest of life, did lean and brood!
‘Within ! the Mother’s tears of blood
‘Wet the Gethsemane of her love !

And when the Morn with frolic zest,
Lookt through the curtains of the night,
There was a dearer dawn of light,

A tenderer life the Mother’s prest !

A bliss to make the brain reel wild !
The Star new-kindled in the dark—
Life that had fluttered like a Lark—
Lay in her bosom a sweet Child !

How she had felt it drawing down
Her nesting heart more close and close—
Her rose-bud ripening to a Rose,

That she should one day see full-blown !
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How she had throbb’d with hopes and fears,
And strain’d her inner eyes till dim,
To see the coming glory swim

Through the rich mist of happy tears ;

For it, her woman’s heart drank up,
And smiled at, Sorrow’s darkest dole :
And now Delight’s most dainty soul
‘Was crusht for her in one rich cup !

And then delicious languors crept,
Like nectar, on her pain’s hot drouth,
And feeling fingers—kissing mouth—
Being faint with joy, the Mother slept.

e ) (e U

BaBE CHRISTABEL was royally born!
For when the earth was flusht with flowers,
And drencht with beauty in sun-showers,
She came through golden gates of Morn.

No chamber arras-pictured round,
‘Where sunbeams make a gorgeous gloom,
And touch its glories into bloom,

And footsteps fall withouten sound,

Was her Birth-place that merry May-morn ;
No gifts were heapt, no bells were rung,
No healths were drunk, no songs were sung
‘When:dear Babe Christabel was born :
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But Nature on the darling smiled,
And with her beauty’s blessing crown’d:
Love brooded o’er the hallowed ground,
And there were Angels with the Child!

And May her kisses of love did blow
On amorous airs, that came to her
With gifts of Frankincense and Myrrh,
As came the Magi long ago

To worship Bethlehem’s baby-King :
Spring-Birds made welcoming merriment,
And all the Flowers for welcome sent

The secret sweetness of the Spring.

In glancing light and shimmering shade,
With cheeks that toucht and ripelier burn’d,
May-Roses in at the lattice yearn'd
A-tiptoe, and Good Morrow bade.

No purple and fine linen might

Be hoarded up for her sweet sake :

But Mother’s love shall clothe and make
The little wearer bravely dight !

Wide worlds of worship are their eyes,
Their loyal hearts are worlds of love,
‘Who fondly clasp the stranger Dove,

And read its news from Paradise.

Their looks praise God—souls sing for glee :
They think if this old world had toil'd
Through ages to bring forth their child,

It hath a glorious destiny.
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O mappy Husband ! happy Wife !
The rarest blessing Heaven drops down,
The sweetest blossom in Spring’s crown
Starts in the furrow of your life !

A towering human height ye win,
Who cry, “ Lo my beloved Child !”
And, life on life sublimely piled,

Ye touch the heavens and peer within !

Look how a star of glory swims
Down aching silences of space,
Flushing the Darkness till its face
With beating heart of light o’erbrims !

So brightening came Babe Christabel,
To touch the earth with fresh romance,
And light a Mother’s countenance
‘With looking on her miracle.

With hands so flower-like soft, and fair,
She caught at life, with words as sweet
As first spring violets, and feet

As faéry-light as feet of air.

The Father, down in Toil’s mirk mine,
Turns to his wealthy world above,
Its radiance, and its home of love ;

Holds up his life like sun-struck wine.

The Mother moves with queenlier tread :
Proud swell the globes of ripe delight
Above her heart, so warm and white

A pillow for the baby-head!
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Their natures deepen, well-like, clear,
Till God’s eternal stars are seen,
For ever shining and serene,

By eyes anointed Beauty’s seer.

A sense of glory all things took,—
The red Rose-Heart of Dawn would blow,
And Sundown’s sumptuous pictures show
Babe Cherubs wearing their Babe’s look !

And round their peerless one they clung,
Like bees about a flower’s wine-cup ;
New thoughts and feelings blossom’d up,

And hearts for very fulness sung

Of what their budding Babe should grow,
‘When the Maid crimson’d into Wife,
And crown’d the summit of some life,

Like Phosphor, with morn on its brow !

And they should bless her for a Bride,

‘Who, like a splendid saint alit

In some heart’s seventh heaven, should sit,
As now in theirs, all glorified !

But O ! 'twas all too white a brow

To flush with Passion that doth fire

With Hymen's torch its own death-pyre,—
So pure her heart was beating now !

And thus they built their Castles brave

In fagry lands of gorgeous cloud ;

They never saw a little white shroud,
Nor guess'd how flowers may mask the grave.
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SHE grew a sweet and sinless Child,
In shine and shower,—calm and strife ;
A Rainbow on our dark of Life,

From Love’s own radiant heaven down-smiled !

In lonely loveliness she grew,—
A shape all music, light, and love,
With startling looks, so eloquent of
The spirit coming into view.

At Childhood she could seldom play
‘With merry heart, whose flashes rise
Like splendour-winged butterflies

From honey’d hearts of flowers in May :

The fields in blossom flamed and flusht,

The Roses into crimson yearn’d,

With cloudy fire the wall-flowers burn’d,
And blood-red Sunsets bloom’d and blusht,—

And still her cheek was pale as pearl,—

It took no tint of Summer’s wealth

Of colour, warmth, and wine of Health :—
Death’s hand so whitely pressed the Girl !

No blush grew ripe to sun or kiss
‘Where violet-veins ran purple light,
So tenderly thro’ Parian white,
They toucht you into tenderness.

A spirit look was in her face,
That shadow’d a miraculous range
Of meanings ever rich and strange,
Or lighten’d glory.in the place.
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Such mystic lore was in her eyes,
And light of other worlds than ours,
She lookt as she had gathered flowers,
With little maids of Paradise.

Her brow—fit home for daintiest dreams—
‘With such a dawn of light was crown’d,
And reeling ringlets shower’d round,

Like sunny sheaves of golden beams :

And she would talk so weirdly-wild,
And grow upon your wonderings,
As tho’ her stature rose on wings !
And you forgot she was a Child.

Ah! she was one of those who come
‘With pledgéd promise not to stay
Long, ere the Angels let them stray

To nestle down in earthly home :

And thro’ the windows of her eyes,
We often saw her saintly soul,
Serene, and sad, and beautiful,

Go sorrowing for lost Paradise.

Our Lamb in mystic meadows play'd :
In some celestial sleep she walkt
Her dream of life, and low we talkt,
As of her waking heart-afraid.

In earth she took no lusty root,
Her beauty of promise to disclose,
And round into the Woman-Rose,
And climb, into Life’s crowning, fruit,
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She came—1like music in the night
Floating as heaven in the brain,
A moment oped, and shut again,

And all is dark where all was light.

She came,—as comes the light of smiles

O’er earth, and every budding thing

Makes quick with beauty—alive with Spring;
Then goeth to Hesperian Isles.

AL

MipNIGHT was trancéd solemnly
Thinkingof dawn : Her Star-thoughts burn’d!
The Trees like burden’d Prophets yearn'd,
Rapt in a wind of prophecy :

‘When, like the Night, the shadow of Woe
On all things laid its hand death-dark,
Our last hope went out as a spark,
And a cry smote heaven like a blow !

We sat and watcht by Life’s dark stream,
Our love-lamp blown about the night,
With hearts that lived as lived its light,

And died as died its precious gleam.

In Death’s face hers flasht up and smiled,
As smile the young flowers in their prime,
T’ the face of their gray murderer Time,
And Death for true love kist our child.
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She thought our good-night kiss was given,
And like a lily her life did close ;
Angels uncurtain’d that repose,

And the next waking dawn’d in heaven,
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Wite her white hands claspt she sleepeth; heart is
husht, and lips are cold ;
Death shrouds up her heaven of beauty, and a weary
way I go,
Like the sheep without a Shepherd on the wintry nor-
land wold,
‘With the face of Day shut out by blinding snow.

O’er its widow’d nest my heart sits moaning for its
youngling fled
From this world of wail and weeping, gone to join
her starry peers ;
And my light of life’s o’ershadow’d where the dear one
lieth dead,
And I'm crying in the dark with many fears,

All last night-tide she seemed near me, like a lost be-
loved Bird,
Beating at the lattice louder than the sobbing wind
and rain ; :
And I call'd across the night with tender name and
fondling word;
And I yearn’d out thro’ the darkness, all in vain.
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Heart will plead, “ Eyes cannot see her: they are blind
with tears of pain ;”
And it climbeth up and straineth for dear life to
look and hark
‘While I call her once again: but there cometh no
refrain,
And it droppeth down, and dieth in the dark.
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Ix this dim world of clouding cares,

We rarely know, till wildered eyes

See white wings lessening up the skies,
The Angels with us unawares.

And thou hast stolen a jewel, Death!
Shall light thy dark up like a Star,
A Beacon kindling from afar

Our light of love, and fainting faith.

Thro tears it streams perpetually,
And glitters thro’ the thickest glooms,
Till the eternal morning comes

To light us o’er the Jasper Sea.

With our best branch in tenderest leaf,
‘We've strewn the way our Lord doth come ;
And, ready for the harvest-home,

His Reapers bind our ripest sheaf.
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Our beautiful Bird of light hath fled :
Awhile she sat with folded wings—
Sang round us a few hoverings—

Then straightway into glory sped.

‘With sense of Motherhood new-found
The white-winged Angels nurture her,
High on the heavenly hills of myrrh,
And all Love’s purple glory round.

Thro' Childhood’s morning-land, serene
She walkt betwixt us twain, like Love ;
While, in a robe of light above,

Her better Angel walkt unseen,

Till Life’s highway broke bleak and wild ;
Then, lest her starry garments trail
In mire, heart bleed, and courage fail,

The Angel’s arms caught up the child.

Her wave of life hath backward roll’d
To the great ocean ; on whose shore
‘We wander up and down, to store

Some treasures of the times of old :

And aye we seek and hunger on
For precious pearls and relics rare,
" Strewn on the sands for us to wear
At heart, for love of her that’s gone.

O weep no more ! there yet is balm
In Gilead ! Love doth ever shed
Rich healing where it nestles,—spread
O’er desert pillows, some green Palm !
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Strange glory streams thro’ Life’s wild rents,
And thro’ the open door of Death
We see the heaven that beckoneth

To the beloved going hence.

God’s ichor fills the hearts that bleed ;
The best fruit loads the broken bough ;
And in the wounds our sufferings plough,
Immortal Love sows sovereign seed.
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OLD ENGLAND.

THERE she sits in her Island-home,
Peerless among her Peers !
And Liberty oft to her arms doth come,
To ease its poor heart of tears.
Old England still throbs with the muffled fire
Of a Past she can never forget :
And again shall she banner the World up higher ;
For there’s life in the Old Land yet.

They would mock at her now, who of old lookt forth
In their fear, as they heard her afar;

But loud will your wail be, O Kings of the Earth !
‘When the Old Land goes down to the war.

The Avalanche trembles, half-launcht, and half-riven,
Her voice will in motion set :

O ring out the tidings, ye Winds of heaven !
There’s life in the Old Land yet.

The old nursing Mother’s not hoary yet,
There is sap in her Saxon tree ;}—
Lo ! she lifteth a bosom of glory yet,
Thro’ her mists, to the Sun and the Sea.
Fair as the Queen of Love, fresh from the foam,
| Or a star in a dark cloud set ;
‘ Ye may blazon her shame,—ye may leap at her name,—
| But there’s life in the Old Land yet.
| 2
’ C
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Let the storm burst, it will find the Old Land
Ready-ripe for a rough, red fray !

She will fight as she fought when she took her stand
For the Right in the olden day.

Rouse the old royal soul, Europe’s best hope
Is her sword-edge by Victory set !

She shall dash Freedom’s foes down Death’s bloody

slope ;

For there’s life in the Old Land yet.



LONG, LONG AGO.

Orp friend of mine, you were dear to my heart,
Long, long ago, long ago.
Little did we think of a time we should part,
Long, long ago, long ago.
Hand claspt in hand thro’ the world we would go.
Down our old untrodden path the wild weeds grow !
Great wag the love "twixt us; bitter was the smart :
Old friend of mine long ago.

Patient watch I kept for you many, many a day,
Long, long ago, long ago ;
Waited and wept for you far, far away,
Long, long ago, long ago.
Merry came each May-tide, green leaves would start :
Never came my old friend back to my heart.
Lonely I went on my weary, weary way,
Old friend of mine long ago.

Oft as I muse at the shadowy nightfall
Over the dear Long Ago,
Borne on tears arises the dark, dark pall,
Fallen on my heart long ago.
Love is not dead, tho’ we wander apart ;
How I could clasp you, old friend to my heart
Barriers lie between us, but God knoweth all,
Old friend of mine long ago.
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THAT MERRY, MERRY MAY.

Am !’tis like a tale of olden
Time, long, long ago ;

‘When the world was in its golden
Prime, and love was lord below !

Every vein of Earth was dancing
‘With the Spring’s new wine !

’Twas the pleasant time of flowers,
When I met you, love of mine !

Ah ! some spirit sure was straying
Out of heaven that day,

‘When I met you, Sweet ! a-Maying
In that merry, merry May.

Little heart ! it shyly open’d
Its red leaves’ love-lore,
Like a rose that must be ripen’d
To the dainty, dainty core.
But its beauties daily brighten,
And it blooms so dear,—
Tho' a many Winters whiten,
-I go Maying all the year.
And my proud heart will be praying
Blessings on the day,
‘When I met you, Sweet ! a-Maying,
In that merry, merry May.
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“ When I met you, sweet ! a-Maying,

In that merry merry May,”'—P. 22.
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TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW.

Hic¢a hopes that burn’d like Stars sublime,
Go down i’ the Heavens of Freedom ;
And true hearts perish in the time
‘We bitterliest need ’em !
But never sit we down and say
There’s nothing left but sorrow :
We walk the Wilderness To-day,
The Promised Land To-morrow."

Our birds of song are silent now,
There are no flowers blooming !
Yet life is in the frozen bough,
And Freedom’s Spring is coming !
And Freedom’s tide comes up alway,
Tho’ we may strand in sorrow :
And our good Bark, a-ground To day,
Shall float again To-morrow.

Thro’ all the long, dark night of years
The People’s cry ascendeth,

And Earth is wet with blood and tears ;
But our meek sufferance endeth !

The Few shall not for ever sway,

- The Many moil in sorrow :

The Powers of Hell are strong To-day,
But Christ shall rise To-morrow.



TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW.

Tho’ hearts brood o’er the Past, our eyes
‘With smiling Futures glisten !

For, lo! our day bursts up the skies:
Lean out your souls and listen !

The world rolls Freedom’s radiant way,
And ripens with her sorrow :

Keep heart ! who bear the Cross To-day,
Shall wear the Crown To-morrow.

O Youth ! flame-earnest, still aspire,
With energies immortal !

To many a heaven of Desire,
Our yearning opes a portal !

And tho’ Age wearies by the way,
And hearts break in the furrow,
‘We'll sow the golden grain To-day,—

The Harvest comes To-morrow.

Build up heroic lives, and all
Be like a sheathen sabre,
Ready to flash out at God’s call,
O Chivalry of Labour !
Triumph and Toil are twins : and aye
Joy suns the cloud of Sorrow ;
And ’tis the martyrdom To-day,
Brings victory To-morrow.



THE KINGLIEST KINGS.

Ho ! ye who in a noble work
‘Win scorn, as flames draw air,
And in the way where Lions lurk,
God’s image bravely bear ;
Tho’ trouble-tried and torture-torn,
The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn.

Life’s glory, like the bow in heaven,
Still springeth from the cloud ;
Soul ne’er out-soar’d the starry Seven,
But Pain’s fire-chariot rode.
They've battled best who've boldliest borne,
The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn.

The Martyr's fire-crown on the brow
Doth into glory burn ;
And tears that from Love’s torn heart flow,
To pearls of spirit turn. ,
Our dearest hopes in pangs are born,
The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn.

As beauty in Death’s cerement shrouds,
And Stars bejewel Night,
God-splendours live in dim heart-clouds,
And suffering worketh might.
The mirkest hour is mother o’ Morn,
The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn.



A LOVER'S FANCY.

Sweer Heaven! I do love a maiden,
Radiant, rare, and beauty-laden :
‘When she’s near me, heaven is round me,
Her dear presence doth so bound me!
I could wring my heart of gladness,
Might it free her lot of sadness !
Give the world, and all that's in it,
Just to press her hand a minute !
Yet she weeteth not I love her ;
Never dare I tell the sweet
Tale, but to the stars above her,
And the flowers that kiss her feet.

O'! to live and linger near her,

And in tearful moments cheer her!

I could be a Bird to lighten

Her dear heart,—her sweet eyes brighten :

Or in fragrance, like a blossom,

Give my life up on her bosom !

For my love’s withouten measure,

All its pangs are sweetest pleasure :

Yet she weeteth not I love her ;
Never dare I tell the sweet

Tale, but to the stars above her,
And the flowers that kiss her feet.
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THE CHIVALRY OF LABOTUR.

UPROUSE ye now, brave brother-band,
With honest heart, and working hand :
‘We are but few, toil-tried, and true,
Yet hearts beat high to dare and do:
And who would not a champion be

In Labour’s lordlier Chivalry ?

We fight ! but bear no bloody brand,
We fight to free our Fatherland :

We fight that smiles of love may glow
On lips where curses quiver now !
Hurrah ! hurrah ! true Knights are we
In Labour’s lordlier Chivalry.

O! there be hearts that ache to see

The day-dawn of our victory :

Eyes full of heart-break with us plead,
And Watchers weep, and Martyrs bleed :
O ! who would not a Champion be

In Labour’s lordlier Chivalry ?

‘Work, Brothers mine ; work, hand and brain :
‘We'll win the Golden Age again :

And Love’s Millennial morn shall rise

In happy hearts, and blessed eyes.

Hurrah ! hurrah ! true Knights are we

In Labour’s lordlier Chivalry.
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O LAY THY HAND IN MINE, DEAR!

O 1AY thy hand in mine, dear !
We're growing old, we're growing old ;
But Time hath brought no sign, dear,
That hearts grow cold, that hearts grow cold.
"Tis long, long since our new love
Made life divine, made life divine ;
But age enricheth true love,
Like noble wine, like noble wine.

And lay thy cheek to mine, dear,

And take thy-rest, and take thy rest ;
Mine arms around thee twine, dear,

And make thy nest, and make thy nest.
A many cares are pressing

On this dear head, on this dear head ;
But Sorrow’s hands in blessing

Are surely laid, are surely laid.

O lean thy life on mine, dear!
"Twill shelter thee, ’twill shelter thee.
Thou wert a winsome vine, dear,
On my young tree, on my young tree :
And so, till boughs are leafless,
And Song-birds flown, and Song-birds flown,
We'll twine, then lay us, griefless,
Together down, together down,
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SONG.

METHOUGHT to bear her branches crowned

With fruit, my virgin vine :
Another fills her arms ; around

Another life they twine !

So Ilost the day,

And all the night I wake,—
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away,

Until my heart shall break.

While others gleaned Life’s field for gold,

With Flowers I made a crown :
Till, looking up alone, behold,

The deepening night came down !

So I lost the day,

And all the night I wake,—
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away,

Until my heart shall break.

Poor me ! I clasped a reed, and missed
My sweetest Syrinx fled !
Poor me ! my tenderest music’s kist
From lips of dear love dead.
I have lost the day,
And all the night I wake,—
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away,
Until my heart shall break,
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LOVE'S FAIRY-RING.

WaiLe Titans war with social Jove,
My own sweet Wife and I,
‘We make Elysium in our love,
And let the world go by !
O never hearts beat half so light
With crowned Queen or King !
O never world was half so bright
As is our fairy-ring,
Dear love !
Our hallowed fairy-ring.

Our world of empire is not large,
But priceless wealth it holds ;
A little heaven links marge to marge,
But what rich realms it folds!
And clasping all from outer strife
Sits Love with folden wing,
A-brood o'er dearer life-in-life,
‘Within our fairy ring,
Dear love!
Our hallowed fairy-ring.

Thou leanest thy true heart on mine,
And bravely bearest up !

Aye mingling Love’s most precious wine
In Life’s most bitter cup !
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And evermore the circling hours
New gifts of glory bring ;
We live and love like happy flowers,
All in our fairy-ring,
Dear love !
Our hallowed fairy ring.

We've known a many sorrows, Sweet !
We've wept a many tears,

And often trod with trembling feet
Our pilgrimage of years.

But when our sky grew dark and wild,
All closelier did we cling :

Clouds broke to beauty as you smiled,
Peace crown’d our fairy-ring,

Dear love!

Our hallowed fairy-ring.

Away, you foes of heart and home ;
Away, O Hate, and Strife !
Hence, revellers, reeling drunken from
Your feast of human life !
Heaven shield our little Goshen round,
From ills that with them spring,
And never be their footprints found
Within our fairy-ring,
. Dear love !
Our hallowed fairy-ring.

But, come ye who the Truth dare own,
Or work in Love’s dear name ;

Come all who wear the Martyr’s crown—
The Mystic’s robe of flame !
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Sweet souls a Christless world doth doom
Like Birds made blind to sing !
For such we'll aye make welcome room
‘Within our fairy-ring,
Dear love !
Our hallowed fairy-ring.
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THERES NO DEARTH OF KINDNESS.

THERE’S no dearth of kindness
In this world of ours ;
Only-in our blindness
We gather thorns for flowers !
Outward, we are spurning—
Trampling one another !
‘While we are inly yearning
At the name of “ Brother !”

There’s no dearth of kindness
Or love among mankind,
But in darkling loneness
Hooded hearts grow blind !
Full of kindness tingling,
Soul is shut from soul,
‘When they might be mingling
In one kindred whole !

There’s no dearth of kindness,
Tho’ it be unspoken ;

From the heart it sendeth
Smiles of heaven in token

That there be none so lowly,
But have some angel-touch:

Yet, nursing loves unholy,
We live for self too much !

D
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THERE'S NO DEARTH OF KINDNESS.

As the wild-rose bloweth,
As runs the happy river,
Kindness freely floweth
In the heart for ever.
But if men will hanker
Ever for golden dust,
Best of hearts will canker,
Brightest spirits rust.

There’s no dearth of kindness
In this world of ours ; ~

Only in our blindness
‘We gather thorns for flowers !

O cherish God’s best giving,
Falling from above !

Life were not worth living,
Were it not for Love.
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THE GOLDEN WEDDING-RING.

‘WirH a white hand like a lady,
And a heart as merry as Spring,
I am ripe and I am ready
For a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a' wedding-ring.

This old world is scarce worth seeing,
Till Love wave his purple wing
And we gauge the bliss of being,
Thro’ a golden wedding-ring ;
" Heigho, for a wedding-ring.

Would you draw far Eden nearer,
And to earth the Angels bring ;'

You must seek the magic mirror
Of a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a wedding-ring.

As the earth with sea is bounded,
And the winter-world with spring,
So a Maiden’s life is rounded
With a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a wedding-ring,
D 2
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THE GOLDEN WEDDING-RING.

I have known full many a Maiden,
Like a white rose withering,

Into a fresh ripe beauty redden
Thro’ a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a wedding-ring.

As the crescent Moon rings golden,
Her full glory perfecting,
‘Womanly beauty is unfolden
In a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a wedding-ring.

Fainting spirits oft grow fearless,
Sighing hearts will soar and sing,

Tearful eyes will laugh out tearless,
Thro’ a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a wedding-ring.

There’s no jewel so worth wearing,
That a Lover's hands may bring,—

There’s no treasure worth comparing
With a golden wedding-ring ;
Heigho, for a wedding-ring.

Ah ! when hearts are wildly beating,
And when arms all glowing cling,
Think, Love’s circle wants completing
With a golden wedding-ring ;

Heigho, for a wedding-ring.
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NO JEWELLED BEAUTY IS MY LOVE.

 No jewelled Beauty is my Love,
Yet in her earnest face
There’s such a world of tenderness,
She needs no other grace.”—I. 37.
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NO JEWELLED BEAUTY IS MY LOVE.

No jewell'd Beauty is my Love,
Yet in her earnest face

There’s such a world of tenderness,
She needs no other grace.

Her smiles, and voice, around my life
In light and music twine,

And dear, O very dear to me,
Is this sweet Love of mine.

O joy! to know there’s one fond heart
Beats ever true to me !
It sets mine leaping like a lyre,
In sweetest melody :
My soul up-springs, a Deity !
To hear her voice divine ;
And dear, O very dear to me,
Is this sweet Love of mine.

If ever I have sigh’d for wealth,
"Twas all for her, I trow ;

And if T win Fame’s victor-wreath,
T'll twine it on her brow.

There may be forms more beautiful,
And souls of sunnier shine,

But none, O none, so dear to me,
As 'this sweet Love of mine,
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NOW AND THEN,

O Love will make the leal heart ache
That never ached before ;

And meek or merry eyes ’twill make
‘With solemn tears run o’er.

In tears we parted tenderly,
My Love and I langsyne ;

And evermore she vowed to be
Mine own, aye mine, all mine !

Sing O the tree is blossoming,
While the worm is at the root ;
And many a darling flower of Spring
Will never come to fruit.
We meet now in the streets of life ;
All gone, the old sweet charms ;
At my side leans a loving Wife ;
She—passes Babe-in-arms,
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TO

‘WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.

LikE leaves from Autumn’s bough, Old Friend,
Our ripest hopes depart ;
There’s little left us now, Old Friend,
To cheer the Patriot’s heart.
The Altars where we knelt, Old Friend,
Grow desolate and cold,
And faint is the faith we felt, Old Friend,
T’ the valiant days of old.

In bloody shrouds they sleep, Old Friend,
Who could not live as slaves :

The living only weep, Old Friend,
Above their Martyrs’ graves !

Freedom hath many a wound, Old Friend,
And, ring'd by hounds of hell,

She wraps her purple round, Old Friend,
To fall as Ceesar fell.

The men of blood prevail, Old Friend,
And, stricken in the night,

The people’s weeping wail, Old Friend,
Goes praying for the light.

And yet their day shall come, Old Friend,
Though we may never hear

The shouts of Harvest-home, Old Friend,
Nor/see the golden year.



40

BRIDAL SONG.

GAILY the Sun woos the Spring for his Bride,
With kisses all warm and golden ;

Till the life at her heart she no longer may hide,’
And the wealth of her love is unfolden.

The wrinkled old Sea sidles up the sands,
And lavishes kisses in showers
On the Earth, till the Gray-beard’s young darling
stands
All dress’d in her bridal flowers !

With kisses, sweet kisses, the mellow Rains start
The virgin flowers a-blossom,

And ripen their beauty till fragrant lips part,
And Love’s jewel gleams rich in their bosom.

Faint with love wingeth the wantoning Wind,
And yearns as its heart were a-breaking,

And kisses, sweet kisses, till buds be untwined,
And the young leaves all are awaking.

And there’s nothing so dainty-sweet in life
As to kiss the maid glowing and tender,

Till the heart of the Wife giveth up in the strife,
Full-flowering in Love’s splendour.
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A MAIDEN’'S SONG.

I rove! and Love hath given me
Sweet thoughts to heaven akin,
And oped a living Paradise
My heart of hearts within :
O from this Eden of my life
God keep the Serpent Sin !

I love! and into Angel-land
With starry glimpses peer !

I drink in beauty like heaven-wine,
‘When One is smiling near !

And there’s a Rainbow round my soul
For every falling tear.

Dear God in heaven ! keep without stain
My bosom’s brooding Dove :

O clothe it meet for angel-arms,
And give it place above !

For there is nothing from the world
I yearn to take, but Love.
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CRAIGCROOK ROSES.

Crarecroox Roses! ruby, golden,
Glowing gorgeous ; faint with passion ;
To the sweet flower-soul unfolden :
Wreathe me in the old Greek fashion.
Queen of sweetness, crowned with splendour,
Every rich round bud uncloses ;
Yet so meek and womanly tender
Are you royal Craigcrook Roses,
Warm and winy Craigerook Roses.

Leaning with some unknown yearning,
You would make a lover sin, you
Pretty wooers, archly turning
As you climb to make us win you.
Ripe perfection of fair fulness
In your gracious bloom reposes ;
And an emerald bower for coolness,
Summer builds my Craigerook Roses,
Amorous-dreaming Craigerook Roses.

When the year is old and hoary,
And the day is dark with dolours ;

Still you come, my guests of glory,
In voluptuous dance of colours.
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And—tho’ Earth like Age is toiling
In the snowdrifts—perfumed posies

Kiss me, crown my spirit smiling
Down a dream of Craigcrook Roses,
Dear, delicious Craigerook Roses.

Fairest ‘mong Light’s daughters seven,
With your dainty dreamy graces ;
You might light with loving leaven
Smiles of spring in wintriest faces.
At the solemn shut of daylight,
‘When the fair life-vision closes ;
May my spirit float away light
On a cloud of Craigcrook Roses,
Cooled and crowned with Craigerook Roses.
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THE SINGER.

Ue out of the Corn the Lark caroll’d in light,

Like a new splendour sprung from the dark husk of
Night,

Green light shimmer’d laughing o’er forest and sod ;

The rich sky was full of the presence of God,

As with brave careless rapture he lavisht around

Rare violet fancies and rose-leaves of sound :

All thro’ the Morn’s sun-city sea-like his psalm

With melodious waves dasht the bright world of calm :

BuT HEAVILY HUNG THE DROOPT EARS OF THE CORN :

THEY WERE GATHERING GOLD IN THE DEWY MORN.

And he sang, as on heaven’s fire-grains he had fed,

Till his heart’s merry wine had made drunken his head.

How he sang! as his honey in Life’s cells ne’er
dwindled,

And bonfires of Joy on all Life’s hills were kindled :

He sang, as he felt that to singing was given

The magic to build rainbow-stairways to heaven !

And he could not have sung with more lusty cheer,

Had all the world listened a-tiptoe to hear!

ALL THE WHILE HEAVILY HUNG THE CORN,

ITs DROWSY EARS HEARD NOT THE SWEETHEART OF
Mogrx.
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ONLY A DREAM.

THE silvery veil of Sleep came trembling down
Like sweet snow white and warm in silent-world,
And softly covered up the face of life.

The nurse-like Spirit laid my body to rest,

And went to meet her Bndegroom in the mght
Who comes like music o’er the star-shored sea,
And clasps her at the portal with a kiss.

‘When lo, a hand reacht thro’ the dark, and drew
Her gliding wraith-like on, and looking up

The unfeatured gloom grew into Charmian’s face.
I read her look, and we two wandered forth

In the cool glory of the glimmering night :

The Earth lay faint with love at the feet of Heaven :
Her breath of incense went up thro’ the leaves
In a lown sough of bliss. Warm winds on tiptoe
Walkt over the tall tree-tops. Above us burned
The golden legends on Night’s prophet-brow ;
The Moon rose o’er the city, a glory of gold ;
Around us Life rehearst Death’s mystery,

And Charmian wore her June-like loveliness

As in a stole of sorrow ; by day she moved

In some serene elysium ; queenly sweet,

And gracious ; breathing beauty ; a heaven of dreams
In her large lotus eyes, darkly divine :
Warm-wingéd ardours plumed her parted lips.
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But now her blooming Life’s luxuriant flower
Seemed withered into ashen dead-sea fruit,

And like a spirit flasht her white, lit face !
Portentous things which hid themselves by day,
Sweet-shadowed 'neath her sunning beauty-bloom,’
Came peering thro’ the dim and sorrowy night.

Her lips, red-ripe to crush their fire-strong wine,
Pouting persuasive in perpetual kiss,

Were thin with anguish, bitter with pale pain.

And from the windows whence young Beauty laught
As Age went by, a life of suffering lookt,

And perisht visions flasht their phantom light.
‘White waves of sea-like soul had climbed, and dasht
The red light from its heaven of her cheek.

Her bounteous breast that breathed magnificence,
And billowed with proud blood, sighed meekly now.
The flowers her Spartan spirit crowned her with
For the life-battle, dropt about her dead.
Diaphanous in the moonlight grew her life

‘With all its written agony visible ;

Down the dark deep of her great grief I stared,
And saw the Wreck with all its dead around.

And my heart melted in its mournfulness ;

She moaned, as hers were breaking in its pain;
And then her voice vibrated piteous as

A Spirit wailing in a world of tears,

But stifled half its pathos not to hurt.

“ Earth sleepeth in the moonlight’s mystic grace,
The breath of blessings round her ; and all heaven
Is passing thro’ her dream ; it trembles near ;

She feels the Seraph-kisses on her face ;

But she will wake at morn in tears to find
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The glory gone—all was a dream o’ the night.
And thus my young Life slumbered, dreamed, and
woke !

“ Tt ran in shadow like the woodland brook,
Feeling its way, with yearnings for the light,
Until it surges flashing in the sun,

And takes a crown of radiance on its head.
Even so I found him whom my soul had sought,
And fled into his breast with a cry of triumph,
‘Who lit up all things beautiful for me.

And thro’ my happy tears there lookt in mine
A face as sweet as morning violets,

A face alight with love ineffable,

The starry heart-hid wonder trembling through :
And o’er me leaned,—as Spring-heaven over earth,
Dropping her love down in a rain of flowers,—
To feed me with all flowers of delight,

And crown me as his queen of all delight.

Light hung a garland grace about his brow ;
His voice, like footprints in the yielding snow,
Sank deepest with its softest fall of words.

He gave the casket of his happiness

Rich with Love’s jewel for my hands to keep.
Around his stalwart beauty twined my life,

In golden oneness, and in proud repose ;

And like a God he claspt me with his strength !
And like a God he held me in his heaven ;

And all the air was golden with my God.

“ Alas, that Woman’s life divorced from Man’s,

And seeking to be one again in love,

So often flies back thro’ the grim wide wound.!
E
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Alas, that Time should crown with fruit of pain,
That seed from Eden whose fair flower is love !

They tore me from my Love! they thrust him forth,
Spurned his rich love, and scorned his poverty ;
Rent all the twining tendrils of my life

To shrink back bleeding in their desolate home.

My heart was shivered like the charméd cup

That, breaking, brings the Hall in ruins round ;
And every fragment mirrored the great wrong !

“ And while my mind yet wandered dark and dumb,
They sold me to a Worldling wrinkled, rich

And rotten, who bought Love’s sweet name for gold.
They drest me in bride-flowers who should have worn
The white and wimpled weeds of widowhood,

And led me forth, a jewelled mockery !

"T'was like a wedding with the sheeted dead,

In silent hurry, and white ghastliness.

No bosoms beat Love’s cymbals music-matcht ;

No blisses blusht, no bridal-kisses burned.

The ring was on my hand, few saw the chain

By which my Husband drew me to his home,

And many envied me my happiness.

That night as we sat alone I feli his eyes

Burningly brand me to the core, his Slave.

“T dwelt amid a wildering world of wealth,

Which flamed a glistering glory, bloomed a warmth
Without, within was cold as a fireless hearth.

The Image of Nuptial Love to which they led me
A maiden sacrifice i’ the Sanctuary,

That should have raised me, smiled my tears away,
And into quickness all my coldness kist,
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And fed with precious oil the lamp of love
That in my heart, as in a tomb, burned on,
Was a gaunt Skeleton whose grave-like arms
Claspt me for ever to a loveless breast.

“ He was a cruel Tyrant, just too mean

To murder, altho’ pitiless as the grave ;

A human ink-fish spreading clouds around

When eyes of tender ruth might come too near.

He had a thin-lipt lust of power which lookt

On torture in no rage of fiery blood,

But with infernal light of his cold eyes.

And yet I strove to love him. O my God !

‘While reaching from the heights of blessedness,

To pluck the rainbow-fruit Heaven held to me,

How had I fallen into a chasm that closed

Tts dark inevitable arms, and crusht

Me, bruised and blind! I struck, and struck, and
beat

‘With bleeding strength, in vain. A hundred hands

Fought in the gloom with mine as water weak.

At every step there stirred some hissing snake.

I felt as one that’s bound, and buried alive ;

The black, dank death-mould stampt down over-head,

And cried, and cried, and cried, but no help came.

“T heard the sounds above me far away ;
The feet of hurrying Life, and loitering Love ;
Rich bursts of music, hum of low, sweet talk ;
The dance of Pleasure dancing in her heaven,
And rustling rain of a thousand dear delights.
I knew the pictured world was lighted up,
And bloomed, a bridal-chamber, soft and warm :
How sang the merry, merry birds of blise ;

E 2
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How Beauty’s flower-guests stood crowned and drank
The health of Heaven in its own brave wine.

But not a crumb of all the glad life-feast,

Nor drop of all the wanton wealth for me,

And if I stretcht weak arms to clasp my world,

A wormy mouth to my wild warmth was prest,
And if I tarned to lift a prayer to God,

Above me burned two eyes like bottomless pits

In which a nest of devils lurk and leer.

And down my night there stoopt no smiling heaven,
‘With golden chances of a starry throne,

And beckoning looks that bid us come be crowned.

“ Around me rose the phantoms of the dark,

The Grave’s Somnambules troubled in their dream,
Who walk and wander in the sleep of Death,

And cannot rest, they were so wronged in life.
The crownless Martyrs of the marriage-ring !
Meek sufferers who walkt in living hell,

And died a life of spiritual suttee.

They came to claim their kin in misery,

And show me, as they passed in shadowy train,
Their symbols of unutterable woe,—

Scarred loves that bore the rack and told no tales ;
Tear-drownéd hearts and stifled agonies :

The bleeding lips struck dumb by brutal hands ;
Slow murders of the curtained bridal-bed ;

The silent tortures and the shrouded deaths.

“I wandered with them in the pitiless night
Who seek the jewel fallen from Life’s crown ;

Oft stumbling, bled upon the cruel thorns,

But rose, and struggled on. I strained mine eyes
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Upon the dark, and raised mine empty cup ;
Surely with one gold drop of honey-dew,
Somewhere the heavens ran o’er t’ enrich my life ?

“ Then came to me a thing most sweet and strange,
As tho’ an angel kist me in the night,

Or Magic Rose flusht sudden in the gloom.

A loosening charm wrought in my brain ; the weight
That ached to be dasht out in utter death,

Was melting like a wintry clod in flowers.

In love’s dead ashes burst a spark. I cried,

¢ O sweet light-bringer, in a bloom of dawn

Rise, let me see what treasure I have found !

My rich, warm jewel, crimson with sweet life,
Come shine where now I cross but empty palms,
And clasp the new love-raiment warmly round.
My little Bird shall hurry out the night,

Till all my world is toucht with rosy gold :

My little Bird of God shall sit and sing

The dear day long, the dearer for the dark !

“+If thou rise beautiful from Sorrow’s sea,

As Venice, Sorrow’s Child, is Beauty’s Queen,
Perchance thy little smiles, my Babe, may bring
Some human softness in his face, and I

Shall press the hand that hurts, for thy dear sake.
And I shall walk with thee, my Child, with thee,
Beneath new heavens, on an enchanted earth.
When I enfold thee in my arms, sweet Babe,

My heart will scarcely breathe lest it should wake
The sleeping wings of its new-nestling bliss.
When thou art born, my Child, all will be well ;
For surely Love but vanisht in the dark:

To come back in the morning with my Babe ;
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And all the sweetness liveth on when all
The bitterness is past ; and eyes that yearn
Wet thro’ the gloom are glorified at last.
Soft baby-fingers feeling round my heart
Shall melt its frost ; and baby-lips shall draw
My tears in milk, and suck my sorrows dry.
All hell may wrestle in one human heart ;
All heaven will nestle in my drop of dew.’

“TIt came, my dazzling dawn’s re-orient hope !
My tiny babe, with its sweet mournful eyes !
And the pale innocent but fanned his hate
To frenzy ; for, in many a desolate day,

And midnight, lying with my heart awake,

I had turned tearfully to look upon

A precious picture worn by Memory,

And in its beauteous image grew my Babe :
Its luminous look had gathered all the light
That lost beloved Presence left with me.

“He poured his poison in the brimming glass

My babe-joy-bearer lifted to my lips,

And dasht the new love-vintage in the dust.

I ran the gauntlet of his hell for years,

And fell down on the threshold mad. My Child !
They took my Babe from me, my pleading Babe ;
And when the pretty one pined for me, and cried,
Straining his dim eyes for me till he died ;

They called the Mother in to see her child

That lay there in the little shroud with all

Its beauty folded up for God in heaven :

Dead ! dead ! its dear eyes closed by stranger hands. ~



ONLY A DREAM., 55

% Much misery hath not made my spirit meek :
Mine agony rends the bridal-veil : T cry,

Come see what ghastly wounds bleed hidden here !
Behold where all the Tortures of the Past

Are stored by Law, and sanctified for use.

I drag my burthen to a nation’s throne,

And pray deliverance from this Tyrant’s power.

_ Pity me, all good people, as ye sit

Within the happy circle of sweet marriage,
Loving and loved, glorying and glorified ;

‘Whose love makes life so dear, that when ye die
And sit on heavenlier heights, your eyes will search
To find the garden where Love’s fruitage grew ;
The nest from whence your pretty nurslings flew ;
Our old World smiling thro’ its cloudy fold,

And love it for the marriage love of old.”

She ceased, and from afar methought there came
Across the night an echo sad and low,
Love answering love, heart crying unto heart.

¢¢IN the merry spring-tide when green buds start,

Wings break from the husk of care,

And the dead beauty blossoms again in my heart,
As I dream of the things that were ;

The buried Past lifts up a radiant brow ;
A phantom-bark touches life’s shore ;

And it floats me far from the sorrowful Now,
Into Love’s happy Nevermore.

¢She rises before me, that Darling of mine,
‘Whomn I lost in the world so wide ;
O come to me, come to me, let thine arms twine
About me, my life! my Bride!
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Ah me! I am breaking my heart to see
But the Image enshrined at its core ;
Yet Memory'’s sighs bring a balm to me,

Out of Love’s happy Nevermore.

“ How I poured all my life in a beaker of bliss

For her! how I held the cup,

As the leaves, though the wanton winds will kiss,
Their tremulous dews hold up !

And my mind it walkt in a raiment white,
Where starry thoughts reared a dome;

And the feast was spread, and the chamber alight
For the guest that never came home.

‘¢ Lovely she was as the lily is white,

When the beauty of morn it wears:

Pure she was as the perfect light
That haloeth happy tears.

Hearts straightway rose from the shadow and cloud,
Where the light of her presence kist ;

Yet over the might of the proudest she rode,
Like Music, as she list. ;

“‘Love, rosy clear, in her cheek’s faint dyes,

Its first sweet bloom just took ;

Love came trembling up in her eyes,
As the stars in a happy brook:

Dear eyes ! they were dreams of heaven, with a dance
Of light in their deep rich gloom ;

‘Whence the smiling heart lookt like the golden glance
From the pansy’s purple bloom.

“O Darling of mine! does she ever think
Of the old-time thoughts and things ?
O Dearling of mine! does she come to drink
At these wormwood spirit-springs ?

For I sometimes dream as I bend above,
That the touch of her lip clings there,
And the fading balm of her breath of love

Is eloquent in the air.
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““If we met unaware, just to ease her heart’s pain

Would she fall on my bosom and sob ?

‘Or would old memories glide thro’ her brain
With never an added throb ?

Is her pillow wet in the dead night-hours?
When the heat of the day is o’er,

Will she turn, like me, for a handful of flowers,
Into Love’s happy Nevermore ?

¢ 0 there is no heart that loves on earth

But may live to be loved again :

Some other heart hath the same dear birth,
And aches with the same sweet pain.

And Love may yet come with a golden ray
Shall lighten my life’s despair :

But Love hath no second shaft can slay
The first love nestling there.

¢“In the merry spring-tide when green buds start,

Wings break from the husk of care,

And the dead beauty blossoms again in my heart,
As I dream of the things that were:

The buried Past lifts up a radiant brow,
A phantom-bark touches life’s shore :

And I am borne far from the sorrowful Now,
Into Love’s happy Nevermore.”

All this was but the imagery of dream ;
For when the Morn in restless radiance rose,
Her breath of beauty palpitating light,

With clouds of colour smiling from the ground ;

A sparkling ecstasy in the blue air ;
And I with marvelling eyes had broke the seal
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Of slumber, read the letter of my Dream,

Lo, Charmian in her summer-sumptuous beauty !
And oft the dimple gleamed upon her cheek,
To vanish like a dew-drop in & rose ;

And oft her laugh with reckless richness rung,
And shook a shower of music-pearls around.

I peered into the luminous dark of her eyes,
As one might come by light of day to look
Adown the glade where he had seen the dance
Of weird Elves in the night, but finds no trace.
An aspect of the Graces! who could know
The wreathen face that writhéd in my dream ?

But still, as in my dream, I see her stand,

Too living for a picture in romance,

Telling the wild stern story of her wrongs,
Holding the great Curse up to heaven for ever,
To call God’s lightning down, altho’ it kill

Her with her wedded Curse. And in my Dream
The kings and queens of prospering love go by,
And little heed this Martyr by the way ;

This poor weak woman trembling 'neath her load ;
This life fast fettered to a festering corse ;

This love that bleeds to death at many wounds:
This passing Tragedy of Soul within

Our five acts of the Sense, that breaks its way
Thro’ human hearts i’ the Theatre of a world.
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WAR WAITS.

Like peeping Children down some distant lane,
What time with pealing pomp and pageantry

The Battle in its bravery blazons by,

‘We peered into the passing world of War—

Its crowning Heaven a-glow with starry hopes—
Its crowded Hell of red and writhing pain ;

With hearts that ached or burned, as kindled cheeks
Flamed up in reddening shame, or bloom of pride,
And told the story as the pictures rose.

How England swooned beneath the kiss of Peace,
And languished in her long voluptuous dream,
While weed-like creatures crept along her path.
Where leapt of old proud waves of glorious life,
The sluggish channels choked with golden sand.
The hills of light rose shining far away,

Where she should stand and touch the hem of Heaven ;
But, day by day she darkened deeper down.

The cold, grim shadow stretcht o’er half the earth,
Came freezing round her watchfire’s dying flame,
‘While spirit-finger-pointings signalled her,

And spirit-rustlings stirred the air in vain.

A tearless anguish flamed from Poland’s eyes
‘When the red Deluge closed above her head :
Sodden with suffering and unwept tears,
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The heart of Hungary pled in silence stern :
Poor Italy lay in her guarded grave,

Her life all crouching in one listening sense,
To catch aught stirring in the upper world :
Out of the North the brute Colossus strode,
With grimly solemn pace, proud in the might
That moves not but to crush, and terribly towered
Its growing shape thro’ Battle’s bloody gap
Where Nations fell ; and like a Cyclop’s eye
I'ts one idea lit it to the prey :

While pale Expediency paltered for

Our peaceful chance of being eaten last.

And England slumbered in the lap of Peace,
Beneath her grand old Oak, which, hale and strong,
Rode down the storm, and wrestled with the winds,
['o rise in pomp of bloom, and pzan of song,

Green with the sap of many hundred springs ;

And tossed its giant arms in wanton life,

Like Victory smiling in the sun of Glory.

She saw not how the worms ate out its heart.

Life deftly masks the hiding-place of death ;

And Ruin leads his Bride in a garland green

For sacrifice. So England slept in peace.

And in the glamour of her dream she saw

Brave fancies foot it holding Freedom’s pall,
Waving their funeral links for bridal lights.

Came Nemesis, her lightnings stabbed the dark,

To show the way, and startled England woke !
Behold the glorious creature leaping from

Delilah’s lap, to the battle-chariot,

Like Sternness stript for strife. Grim-wooing War
Mirrors his terrible beauty in her face ;
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On fire to bring the death-strokes hand to hand.
Her heart is dancing to a loftier tune ;

For God hath called His Chosen once again,

And the Old Guard of Freedom takes the field.
Rejoicing in the glory of her strength,

Like some proud cataract she shouts for the strife,
And hurls her hurrying waves of valour down.
The glorious shudder of intrepid blood

Hourtles through all her veins, and Victory’s voice
Cries from the inmost oracle of her soul.

Her swift avenging armaments shall flame

O’er land and sea, sublime as when of old

‘With a colossal calm she rode the waves

Of War, that heaved magnificent in storm.

The noble prophecy of ripened age

Was on her youthful brow ; fulfilment comes.
She lifts the Ark of Freedom in her arms,

Safe through the deluge of a warring world.
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ENGLAND GOES TO BATTLE.

Now, glory to our England,

She arises, calm and grand,
The ancient spirit in her eyes,—

The good sword in her hand !
Our royal right on battle ground

Was aye to bear the brunt :
Ho! brave heart! for one passionate bound,

And take thy place in front !
Now glory to our England,

As she rises, calm and grand,
The ancient spirit in her eyes—

The good sword in her hand !

‘Who would not fight for England ?
‘Who would not fling a life

T the ring to meet a Tyrant’s gage,
And glory in the strife ?

Her stem is thorny, but doth burst
A glorious Rose a-top !

And shall our dear Rose wither? First
We'll drain life’s dearest drop !
‘Who would not fight for England ?

‘Who would not fling a life
I’ the ring, to meet a Tyrant’s gage,
And glory in the strife %
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To battle goes our England,
All as gallant and as gay

As Lover to the Altar, on
A merry marriage day.

A weary night she stood to watch
The crimson dawn up-roll'd ;
Her spirit leaps within, to match
The daring deeds of old.
To battle goes our England,

All as gallant and as gay
As Lover to the Altar, on
A merry marriage-day.

Now, fair befall our England,
On her proud and perilous road :
And woe and wail to those who make
Her foot-prints red with blood !
Up with our red-cross banner,—roll
A thunder-peal of drums !
Fight on there, every valiant soul,
And courage ! England comes !
Now, fair befall our England,
On her proud and perilous road :
And woe and wail to those who make
Her foot-prints red with blood !

Now, victory to our England !
And where’er she lifts her hand

In Freedom’s fight, to rescue Right,
God bless the dear Old Land!

And when the Storm has pass'd away,
In glory and in calm,

May she sit down i’ the green o’ the day,
And sing her peaceful psalm !

F
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ENGLAND GOES TO BATTLE.

Now, victory to our England !
And where’er she lifts her hand
In Freedom’s fight, to rescue Right,
God bless the dear Old Land !
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TROOPS LEAVING EDINBURGH.

For Freedom’s battle march auld Scotland’s brave,
And Edinburgh streets are piled with life to-day.
High on her crags the royal City sits,

And sees the files of war far-winding out,

And with the gracious golden Morning smiles

Her proudest blessing down. Old Arthur's Seat
Flings up his cap of cloud for brave success ;

But the old castle standeth staidly stern,

As some scarred Chief who sends his boys to battle :
‘While the Sea flashes in the sun, our Shield,

So rich in record of heroic names !

The gay Hussars come riding through the town,
A light of triumph sparkling in their eyes ;

The Music goeth shouting in their praise,

Like a loud people round the Victor's car ;

And Highland plumes together nod as though
There went the Funeral Hearse of a Russian host :
The bickering bayonets flutter wings of fire,

And gaily sounds the march o’ the Cameron Men.

The War-steeds sweeping—men to battle going—
The wave of Beauty’s hand-—meed of her eyes—
F2
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The banners with old battle-memories stirred—
The thrilling Pibroch, and the wild war-drum,
The stern sword-music of our grand Hurrah,
And answering cheer for death or victory—
All make me tingle with a triumph of life,
And I could weep that I am left behind,

To see the tide ebb where I may not follow.

And there the gallant fellows march afield ;

To win proud death, or larger life, they leave
Home’s rosy circle ringed with blessings rich,
For the far darkness and the battle-cloud,
Where many have fall'n, and many yet must fall
In spurring their great hearts up to the leap,
For such brave dashes at unconquered heights.
The shadow of solemn Sorrow falls behind,
‘Where sobbing Sweethearts look their loving last,
And weeping Wives hold up the little ones.
The sun sets in their faces, life grows grey,

And sighs of desolation sweep its desert.

The winter of the heart aches in the eyes

Of Mothers who have given their all, their all.

And yet methinks the Heroic Time returns,

Such look of triumph lights the meanest face
To-day : there seems no heart so earthy but

Has some blind gropings after nobler life,

‘With hands that reach toward God’s Gate Beautiful.
Our England bright'ning thro’ the battle smoke,
Has touched them with her glory’s lovelier light.
And though their darlings fall, and though they die
In this death-grapple in the night with Wrong;

The memory of their pround deeds cannot die.
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They may go down to dust in bloody shrouds,
And sleep in nameless tombs. But for all time,
Foundlings of Fame are our beloved Lost.

For me, this day of glorious life shall be

One of the starry brides of Memory,

Whose glittering faces light the night of soul.
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DOWN IN AUSTRALIA.

QUAFF a cup, and send a cheer up for the Old Land !
We have heard the Reapers shoat,
For the Harvest going out,
With the smoke of battle closing round the bold
Land ;
And our message shall be hurled
Right across the ringing world,
There are true hearts beating for you in the Gold Land.

‘We are with you in your battles, brave and bold Land !
For the old ancestral tree
Striketh root beneath the sea,

And it beareth fruit of Freedom in the Gold Land !
‘We shall come, too, if you call,
We shall Fight on if you fall ;

Cromwell’s land shall never be a bought and sold Land.

The standard of the Lord wave o’er the Old Land !-
For the waiting world holds breath
While she treads the den of Death,
With the peaceful sleeve stript up from her bare bold
hand ; :
And her rose in blood must bloom
On the bosom, and the tomb
Of her many heroes fallen for the Old Land.
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But, a terror to the Tyrant is that bold Land
He remembers how she stood,
With her raiment roll'd in blood,
When the tide of battle burst upon the Old Land ;
And he looks with darken’d face,
For he knows the hero race
Strike the Harp of Freedom—draw her Sword with
bold hand.

Let thy glorious voice be heard, thou great and bold
Land !
Speak the one victorious word,
And fair Freedom’s wander’d Bird
Shall wing back with leaf of promise from the Old
Land ;
And the people shall come out
From their slave land with a shout
For the spring that greeneth in the Future’s Gold Land.

‘When the smoke of Battle rises from the Old Land,
You shall see the Tyrant down !
You shall see the ransom’d crown

On the brow of prisoned peoples won with bold hand :
She shall thresh her foes like corn,
They shall eat the bread of scorn,

And we'll sing her song of triumph in the Gold Land.

Quaff a cup, and send a cheer up for the Old Land.
We have heard the Reapers shout,
For the Harvest going out,

Seen the smoke of battle closing round the bold Land ;
And our answer shall be hurl’d
Right across the ringing world,—

There are true hearts beating for you in the Gold Land.
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THE LILIES OF FRANCE AND OUR OWN
RED ROSE.

LIKE a stern old friend, War grimly comes
To the temple of peaceful Life ;

With the well-known nod of his beckoning plumes,
He hurries us into the strife.

And we meet once more, in the fields of fate,
With our chivalrous Enemy,

Who knows, by the grip of our hands in hate,
‘What the strength of our love may be.

O ! the Lilies of France and our own Red Rose
Are twined in a Coronal now ;

At War’s bloody bridal it glitters and glows
On Liberty’s beautiful brow.

We have dasht together like waves and rocks !
We have fought till our shirts grew red !

‘We have met in the shuddering battle-shocks,
Where none but the freed soul fled !

Now side by side, in the fields of fate,
And shoulder to shoulder, are we ;

And we know, by the grip of our hands in hate,
What the strength of our love may be.

0! the Lilies of France and our own Red Rose
Are twined in a Coronal now ;

At War's bloody bridal it glitters and glows
On Liberty’s beautiful brow.
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Then gather ye, gather to battle, ye Braves,
In the might of your old renown !

And follow ye, follow ye, over the waves,
‘Where Liberty’s sun went down !

By the bivouac-fire, in the battle-shower,
Remember your destiny grand,

To set in the thrones of their olden power
The peoples of many a land !

For the Lilies of France and our own Red Rose
Are twined in a Coronal now ;

At War’s bloody bridal it glitters and glows
On Liberty’s beautiful brow.

Till the last fetter'd nation that calls us is free,
Let us fall upon Tyranny’s horde !

Brave Italy, Poland, and Hungary, see,
With their praying hands seek for a Sword.

Till the Storm-God is roused in each suffering land,
Let us march thro’ the welcoming world ;

And till Freedom and Faith shall go hand-in-hand,
Let us keep the war-standard unfurl’d !

For the Lilies of France and Old England’s Red

Rose

Are twined in a Coronal now ;

At War’s bloody bridal it glitters and glows
On Liberty’s beautiful brow.
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AFTER ALMA.

Ovur old War-banners on the wind
Were dancing merrily o’er them ;

The hope of half the world behind—
The sullen Foe before them !

They trod their march of battle, bold
As death-devoted freemen ;

Like those Three Hundred Greeks of old,
Or Rome’s immortal Three Men.

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;

But, O! for such an hour with thee,
‘Who could not die to-morrow?

‘With towering heart and lightsome feet
They went to their high places ;
The fiery valour at white heat
‘Was flashing in their faces !
Magnificent in battle-robe,
And radiant, as from star-lands,
That spirit shone which girds our globe
With glory, as with garlands !
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;
But, O ! for such an hour with thee,
‘Who.could not die to-morrow ?
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They saw the Angel Iris oer
Their deluge of grim fire ;

And with their life’s last tide they bore
The Ark of Freedom higher !

And grander ’tis i’ the dash of death
To ride on Battle’s billows,

When Victory’s kisses take the breath,
Than sink on balmiest pillows !

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;

But, O! for such an hour with thee,
Who could not die to-morrow ?

Brave Hearts, with noble feeling flusht,
In ripe and ruddy riot -

But Yesterday ! how are ye husht
Beneath the smile of Quiet !

For us they poured their blood like wine,
From life’s ripe gather’d clusters ;

And far thro’ History’s night shall shine
Their deeds with starry lustres.

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;

But, O ! for such an hour with thee,
Who could not die to-morrow ?

We laid them not in Churchyard home,
Beneath our darling daisies :
- But to their rude mounds Love will come,
And sit, and sing their praises.
And soothly sweet shall be their rest
Where Victory’s hands have crown’d them ;
To Earth our Mother’s bosom prest,
And, Heaven’s arms around them.
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AFTER ALMA.

Al, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;
But, O ! for such an hour with thee,
Who could not die to-morrow ?

Yes, there they lie 'neath Alma’s sod,
On pillows dark and gory,—

As brave a host as ever trod
Old England’s fields of glory.

With head to home and face to sky,
And feet the Tyrant spurning,

So grand they look, so proud they lie,
We weep for glorious yearning.

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;

But, O ! for such an hour with thee,
‘Who could not die to-morrow ?

They in Life’s outer circle sleep,

As each in death stood Sentry !
And with our England’s Dead still keep

Their watch for kin and country.
Up Alma, in their red footfalls,

Comes Freedom’s dawn victorious ;
Such graves are courts to festal halls !

They banquet with the Glorious.
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;
But, O! for such an hour with thee,

‘Who could not die to-morrow ?

Our Chiefs who matcht the men of yore,
And bore our shield’s great burden,—

The nameless Heroes of the Poor,—
They:all shall-have their guerdon.
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In silent eloquence, each life
The Earth holds up to heaven ;
And Britain gives for Child and Wife,
As those dear hearts have given.
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;
But, O ! for such an hour with thee,
Who could not die to-morrow ?

The spirits of our fathers still
Stand up in battle by us ;

And, in our need, on Alma hill,
The Lord of Hosts was nigh us.

Let Joy or Sorrow brim our cup,
"Tis an exultant story,

How England’s Chosen Ones went up
Red Alma’s hill to glory.

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory !
Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ;

But O ! for such an hour with thee,
‘Who could not die to-morrow ?
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BEFORE SEBASTOPOL.

Hurran ! we grip the Tyrant now !
And there’s no heart so lowly

But burns to strike a battle-blow,
And win a cause so holy !

The Brave look fearless in the eyes
Of Death, nor cry him quarter ;

And grand promotion waits them, Boys,
Who fall by land or water !

Sing O! but a jubilant carouse
Awaits us in our far land,

When we shall thrust up conquering brows,
And take our Country’s garland.

O, think how happy eyes will brim
To greet us on the beaches,

With blissful looks of love that swim
Thro’ long luxurious reaches !

They watch us now from out the West,
But all too proud to sorrow

For us who rest on Victory’s breast,
Or wear her wreath to-morrow.

Sing O ! but a jubilant carouse
Awaits us in our far land,

When we shall thrust up conquering brows,
And take our Country’s garland.
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We'll seek the bed of Death, to win
Fair Freedom’s dream -of beauty,

Or wrest her from the Tyrant, in
The loving arms of duty.

Then gaily thro’ the ocean foam
Shall sail our nobler Argo,

And proudly to our Island-home
‘We'll bear the precious cargo.

Sing O ! but a jubilant carouse
A waits us in our far land,

‘When we shall thrust up conquering brows,
And take our Country’s garland.

To-day the ancient valour starts ;
The spirit of old story

Shall flash from out heroic hearts,
And kindle England’s glory.

Wild voices wail across the sea,—
They cry from many a woe-land,—

Revenge ! remember Sinope !
Revenge ! remember Poland !

Sing O! but a jubilant carouse
Awaits us in our far land,

When we shall thrust up conquering brows,
And take our Country’s garland.

Now Soldiers up to conquest stride,
Let not one spirit falter :
For Victory is your plighted Bride,
The breach your solemn altar !
Thro’ all this bloody cemet’ry
Behold what seed lies sleeping ;
God ! but thy sun should stand while we
Our harvest field are reaping.
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Sing O'! but a jubilant carouse
Awaits us in our far land,

‘When we shall thrust up conquering brows,
And take our Country’s garland.

Now, Sailors, fight your Ships to-day
As Grenville fought the Spaniard !

If Battle’s bloodiest game they play,
Have at them grip-and-poignard.

One thrilling shout for England, Ho !
Then, naked for the fight, men,

Dash in like fire upon the foe,
And God defend the Right, men ! -

Sing O! but a jubilant carouse
Awaits us in our far land,

When we shall thrust up conquering brows,
And take our Country’s garland.
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TWINE A GARLAND FOR THE GRAVE.

TwiNE a garland for-the grave

Of our Beautiful ! our Brave !

And their names in glory grave
‘Who have died for us.

High the battle-banner wave !

They have perisht but to save,

They have leapt a Curtian grave
In their pride for us.

How they conquer, gallant guarders, with the red wet
sword in hand !

How thy life, at their brave ardours, crimsons high
with health, Old Land !

How they run the race of glory ! how they light these
darkened years !

In our land’s heroic story, ’tis the proudest tale of
tears.

In the Alma’s vineyards ruddy, did they toil for our
increase ;

In the fields of battle bloody, they shall plant our
palms of Peace.

They may vest by Alma river; they may die in
deserts drear ;

But for ever, and for ever, shall our country hold them
dear.

G
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With her smile the Angel Duty lit their brows as
with a crown ;

And for love of her dear beauty they to death go
daring down.

Eyes may weep the unreturning; hearts will break
with Mother and Bride ;

But, on Britain’s front no mourning glooms for those
who thus have died.

Twine a garland for the grave

Of Qur Beautiful ! our Brave!

And their names in glory grave
Who have died for us.

High the battle-banner wave !

They have perisht but to save,

They have leapt a Curtian grave
In their pride for us.
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THE DEATH-RIDE.

S1T stern in your saddles! grip tighter each blade!
We charge thro’ their guns, or thro’ blood we shall
wade !
To-day win a glory that never shall fade.
Old England for ever ! Hurrah !

O the lightning of life! O the thunder of steeds!
Great feelings burn in us like fiery seeds,
Swift to flame out a red fruitage of deeds.

Old England for ever ! Hurrah !

O the wild joy of Warriors going to die,
All Sword, and all Flame, with our brows lifted high !
Ride on, happy band, for thy glory swims nigh.

Old England for ever ! Hurrah !

Chariots of fire in the dark of death stand ;

To crown all who die for their own dear land :

My God, what a time ere we come hand to hand!
Old England for ever ! Hurrah!

The Sea of Flame wraps us now! take one long
breath,
And plunge for the prize of Immortals, beneath.
Silence the cannonade, shouting to Death :
Old England for ever | Hurrah'!
G 2
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Spring to now ! dash thro’ now! and cleave crest and
crown !
For each foe round you strown now, a wreath of
renown !
In a red rain of Sabres ride down, dash them down.
Old England for ever ! Hurrah !

Charge back : once again we must ride the death-ride,

You Victor-few smiling in terrible pride !

Charge home ! smoking hell of horse, grim, glorified !
Old England for ever ! Hurrah !

Now cheer for the living ! now cheer for the dead !
Now cheer for the deed on that hill-side red !
The glory is gathered for England’s head.

Old England for ever ! Hurrah !
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OUR HEROES.

AH, weep not for the Heroes whom we never more
shall see ;

Ah, weep we were not with them in their ruddy
revelry !

God of Battles ! but 'twere glorious to have mounted
Victory’s Car,

When the Chivalry of England smote the squadrons
of the Czar!

’Tis brave, while banners wave, to be where Freedom’s
Champions are,

And burst upon the Enemy like Gods from clouds of
war !

Our Old Land beauteous leans above her darlings as
they die,

And, bosom’d in her arms of love, her slain ones
richly lie.

We blessed them for the Battle, who but marcht to
the Bier ;

Some were riper for the Bridal—some were Fathers
grey and sere ;

With a kiss for Chlld and Wife, some Went out in
War’s red wrack ;

And to the land that gives us life, who'd grudge to
give it back ?
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I had a gallant Brother, loved at home, and dear to
me—

I have a mourning Mother, winsome Wife, and
Children three—

He lies with Balaklava’s dead. But let the Old Land
call,

‘We would give our living remnant, we would follow
one and all !

We speak a few weak words ; but, the great hearts
gone to God,

They have fought with their Swords—won our battles
red wet-shod !

‘While we sat at home, brave laurels for our Land
they went to win ;

And with smiles Valhalla lightens as our Heroes
enter in.

They bore our banner fearless to the death, as to the
fight,

They lifted England peerless to the old heroic height.

‘We weep not for the Heroes whom we never more
shall see,—

We weep we were not with them in their ruddy
revelry.
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OUR ENGLISH NIGHTINGALE.

“You brave, you bonny Nightingale,

You are no summer Bird ;

Your music sheathes an Army’s wail
That pierces like a Sword.”

All night she sings, brave Nightingale,
With her breast against the thorn ;

Her saintly patience doth not fail,
She keepeth watch till morn.

¢ Ah, sing, you bonniest Bird of God,

The night is sad and long ;

To dying ears—to broken hearts—
You sing an Angel’s song !”

She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale,
And weary warrior souls

Are caught up into Slumber’s heaven,
And lapped in Love’s warm folds.

“Q sing, O sing! brave Nightingale,
And at your magic note
Upon Life’s sea victoriously
The sinking soul will float.
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O sing, O sing! brave Nightingale,
And lure them back again,

Whose path is lost and spirit crost,
In dark wild woods of Pain.”

She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale,
She breathes a gracious balm ;
Her presence breaks the waves of war,
She smiles them into calm.
She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale,
Of auld Langsyne and Home ;
And life grows light, the world grows bright,
And blood runs rich with bloom.

Day unto day her dainty hands
Make Life’s soiled temples clean,

And there’s a wake of glory where
Her spirit pure hath been.

At midnight, thro’ that shadow-land,
Her living face doth gleam ;

The dying kiss her shadow, and
The Dead smile in their dream.

Brave Bird of Love, in Life’s sweet May,
She rose up from the feast,

To shine above our Banner,
Like God’s Angel in the East.

“Brave Bird of Life, wave healing wings

O’er that grey Land o’ the Dead ;

God’s heaven lie round you like a shield,
Earth’s blessings on your head.”

Lo T) (e % =]
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The Rose did lift her veil, and blush
At her bower-door like a bride ;

The shy brown birds came back with Spring,
In our merry green woods to hide.

But there she sang, our Nightingale !
Till War’s stern heart grew mild ;

And, nestling in the arms of Peace,

He slumbered like a Child.



90

INKERMAN.

"Twas Midnight ere our Guns’ grim laugh o’er their
wild work did cease,

And at the smouldering fires of War we lit the pipe of
peace. 2

At Four, a burst of Bells went up thro’ Night’s Cathe-
dral dark,

It seemed so like our Sabbath chimes, we could but
lie, and hark !

So like the Bells that call to prayer in the dear land
far away ;

Their music floated on the air, and kist us—to betray.

Our camp lay on the rainy hill, all silent as a cloud,

Its very heart of life stood still—and the white Mist
brought its shroud ;

For Death was walking in the dark, and smiled His
smile to see

How all was ranged and ready for a sumptuous jubilee.

O wily are the Russians, and they came up thro’ the
mirk—

Their feet all shod for silence in the best blood of the
Turk !

While in its banks our fiery tide of War serenely
slept,
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Their subtle serpentry unrolled, and stealthily they
crept !

In the Ruins of the Valley do the Birds of Carnage
stir ?

A rustle in the gloom like wheels! feet trample—
bullets whir—

Blessed God ! the Foeison us. Now the Bugles with
a start

Thrill—like the cry of a wrongéd Queen—to the red
roots of the heart;

And long and lodd the wild war-drums with throbbing
triumph roll,—

A sound to set the blood on fire, and warm the shivering
soul.

The war-worn and the weary leapt up reé,dy, fresh, and
true ! .

No weak blood curdled white i’ the face, no valour
turned to dew ;

Majestic as a God defied, arose our English Host—

All for the peak of peril pusht—each for the fieriest
post !

Thro’ the mist, and thro’ the mire, and o’er the hill-
brow scowling grim,

As is the frown of Murder when he dreams his dread-
ful dream.

No Sun! but none is needed,—Men can feel their way
to fight,

The lust of Battle in their face—eyes filled with fiery
light ;

And long ere dawn was red in heaven, upon the dark
earth lay

The prophesying morning-red of a great and glorious
day. "
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As Bridegroom leaves his wedded Bride in gentle
slumbers sealed,

Our England slumbered in the West, when her War-
riors went a-field.

We thought of her, and swore that day to strike im-
mortal blows,

As all along our leaguered line the roar of battle rose.

Her Banners waved like blessing hands, and we knew
it was the hour

For a glorious grip till fingers met m the throat of
Russian power.

And at a bound, and with a sound that madly cried to
kill,

The Lion of Old England leapt like lightning from the
hill.

And there he stood superb, thro’ all that Sabbath of
the Sword,

And there he slew, with a terrible scorn, his hunters,
horde on horde.

All Hell seemed bursting on us, as the yelling legions
came—

The Cannon’s tongues of quick red fire lickt all the
hills a-flame !

Mad whistling shell, wild sneering shot, with devilish
glee went past,

Like fiendish feet and laughter hurrying down the
battle-blast.

And thro’ the air, and round the hills, there ran a
wrack sublime

As tho’ the Eternal’s Ark were crashing on the shores
of Time.

On Bayonets and Swords the smile of conscious victory
shone,



INKERMAN, 93

As down to death we dasht the Rebels plucking at our
Throne.

On, on they came with face of flame, and storm of shot
and shell—

Up ! up! like heaven-scalers, and we hurled them back
to Hell.

Like the old Sea, white-lipped with rage, they dash
and foam despair

On ranks of roclk, and what a prize for the Wrecker
Death was there !

But as ’twere River Pleasaunce, did our fellows take
that flood,

A royal throbbing in the pulse that beat voluptuous
blood :

The Guards went down to the fight in grey, but now
they’re gory red—

Christ save them, they’re surrounded! Leap your
ramparts of the dead,

And back the desperate battle, for there is but one
short stride

Between the Russ and vietory! One more tug, you
true and tried—

The Red-Caps erest the hill ! with bloody spur, Ride,
Bosquet, ride !

Down like a flood from Etna foams their valour’s
burning tide.

Now, God for Merrie England cry! Hurrah for
France the Grand,

And charge the foe together, all abreast and hand to
hand !
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He caught a shadowy glimpse across the smoke of
Alma’s fray

Of the Destroying Angel that shall blast his strength
to-day.

We shout and charge together, and again, again, again,

Our plunging battle tears its path, and paves it with
the slain.

Hurrah ! the mighty host doth melt before our fervent
heat ;

Against our side its breaking heart doth faint and
fainter beat.

And O, but ’tis a gallant show, and a merry march,
as thus

We sound into the glorious goal with shouts victo-
rious !

From morn till night, we fought our fight, and at the
set of sun

Stood Conquerors on Inkerman—our Soldiers’ Battle
won. .

That morn their legions stood like corn in its pomp of
golden grain !

That night the ruddy sheaves were 1eapt upon the
misty plain !

We cut them down by thunder-strokes, and piled the
shocks of slain :

The hill-side like a vintage ran, and reel'd Death’s
harvest-wain.

We had hungry hundreds gone to sup in Paradise that
night,

And robes of Immortality our ragged Braves bedight !

They fell in Boyhood’s comely bloom, and Bravery’s
lusty pride ;

But they made their bed o’ the Russian dead, ere they
lay down and died.
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We gathered round the tent-fire in the evening cold
and gray,

And thought of those who rankt with us in Battle’s
rich array,

Our Comrades of the morn who came no more from
that fell fray ! .

The salt tears wrung out in the gloom of green dells far
away—

The eyes of lurking Death thatin Life’s crimson
bubbles play—

The stern white faces of the Dead that on the dark
ground lay

Like Statues of Old Heroes, cut in precious human
clay—

Some with a smile as life had stopt to music proudly
2

The household Gods of many a heart all dark and
dumb to-day !

And hard hot eyes grew ripe for tears, and hearts sank
down to pray.

From alien lands, and dungeon-grates, how eyes will
strain to mark

This waving Sword of Freedom burn and beckon thro’
the dark !

The Martyrs stir in bloody graves, the rusted armour
rings

Adown the long aisles of the dead, where lie the
warrior Kings.

To the proud Mother England came the radiant
Victory

With Laurels red, and a bitter cup like Christ’s last

agony.
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She took the cup, she drank it up, she raised her
laurelled brow :

Her sorrow seemed like solemn joy, she lookt so noble
now.

The dim divine of distance died—the purpled Past
grew wan,

As came that crowning Glory o'er the heights of
Inkerman.
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NICHOLAS AND THE BRITISH LION.

Czar Nicuoras called to North and South,
¢ Come, see the world’s great show !

T’ll thrust my head in the Lion’s mouth,”
And he laught, “Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho!”

“T am the Lion-Tamer dread—
I make the old brute quail!”

The Lion he shook his incredulous head,
And wagged his dubious tail.

O the Lion lay down in the pride of his might ;
"Twas a brave, magnanimous beast !
O the Lion leapt up to his shaggiest height ;
The lord of a bloody feast !
Now hold, now hold, thou desperate man,
Or thy braggart cheek may pale ; '
Terror is towering up in his mane,
And Vengeance tugs at his tail.

Like a statue of Satan, Nick, alas ! ‘stood,
And he chuckled in a low lying laugh ;

“The world is my Knoutship’s whipping-top ;
Hot blood for wine I quaff !” :

He called to North, he called to South,
“Come, see the old brute quail :

T’ll thrust my head in his mumbling mouth :”
The Lion he‘wagged his tail,

H
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NICHOLAS AND THE BRITISH LION.

He thrust his head in the Lion’s mouth :
Ho! Ho! but the sport was rare !

The Lion smelt blood in the giant’s breath,
And his clencht teeth held him there.

Then he cried, from between the gates of death,
With the voice of a Spirit in bale,

“ Now God-a-mercy on my soul !
Does the Lion wag his tail ”

Then each one strove to say him Yea,
But each one held his breath ;
For the fires of hell lit the Lion’s eyes,
His looks eommuned with Death !
The Giant’s heart melts like snow in his mouth,
His voice is a woman’s wail ;
An Avenger knocks at the door of his life,
In that lash of the Lion’s tail.

A low, dread sound, as from underground,
Now signals the realms of the dead ;

And the Tamer lies tamed on the earth full-length ;
That is, except—a head.

And the poor old beast, at whose aspect mild
The meanest thing dared rail,

Shakes his mane like a Conqueror’s bloody plumes,
And—quietly wags his tail.
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A SOLDIER’S WIFE.

“ AROUND us the night closes dense as a wood,

The Stars down the darkness like eerie eyes brood ;

While out through the nightfall my fearless thoughts
flee .

To him who is fighting far over the sea.

“ Across the mirk moorland the birds of night cry ;
A wind stirs my flesh as of Ghosts gliding by ;

Ob, clasp thy hands, pretty one, kneel down with me,
And pray for thy father far over the sea.

“ 0, brave is my Darling, and gallant and gay

- He'll flash through the fight in the wild, bloody day ;
He'll crest the high waves upon Valour’s red sea ;
God shield him ! God send him back safely to me !”

He’s lying, poor Wife ! with the valiant and tried,
‘Who to-night poured their life on a ruddy hill-side :
And still she sings tenderly, ¢ Over the sea,

Blow, breezes, and bring back my darling to me.”

Her soul it sat smiling, all meek as a dove,

In her pure perfect face that was lighted with love;

Her child to the full heart endearing she drew,

And bow'd like'a Flower with its blessing of dew.
H 2
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Some luminous Beauty glides over the place,

A white mist of glory ! a white spirit face !

And a starry shape comes slow and sweet from the
gloom ;

God help thee, poor Widow! thy Husband is home!

She knows not the Presence that hovereth nigh,

Nor whence fell the slumber that healed her heart’s-
ery ;

But she weeps in her vision, and prayerfully

Still murmurs, “ God send him back safely to me !”



A WAR WINTER'S-NIGHT IN ENGLAND.

WiLp is the wintry weather !
Dark is the night, and cold !
All closely we crowd together,
Within the family fold.
A mute and mighty Shadow flies
Across the land on wings of Gloom !
And thro’ each Home its awful eyes
May lighten with their stroke of doom.
Life’s light burns dim—we hold the breath—
All sit stern in the shadow of Death,
Around the household fire—
This Winter's-night in England,
Straining our ears for the tidings of War,
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher,
For those who are fighting afar.

Oh, talk of Britain’s glory ;—
Oh, sing some brave old song ;—
Or tell the thrilling story
Of her wrestle with the wrong,
Till we clutch the spirit-sword from the strife,
And into our Rest would rather fall
Down Battle’s cataract of life,
Than turn the white face to the wall.
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" Sing, O, for a charge victorious !
And the meekest face grows glorious!
As we sit by the household fire,
This Winter’s-night in England,—
Our souls within us like steeds of War !
And we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up higher,
For those who are fighting afar.

And oft in silence solemn
‘We peer from Night's dark tent,
And see the quivering column
Like a cloud by lightning rent.
For death, how merry they mount and ride !
Those swords look keen for their lap of gore !
Such Valour leaps out Deified !
Such souls must rend the clay they wore !
How proud they sweep on Glory’s track !
So many start ! so few come back
To sit by the household fire,
On a Winter’s-night in England,
And with rich tears wash their wounds of War,
‘Where we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up
higher,
For those who are fighting afar.

We thrill to the Clarion’s clangour,
And harness for the fight :
With the Warrior’s glorious anger,
‘We are nobly mad to smite :
No dalliance, save with Hate, hold we,
‘Where Life and Death keep bloody tryst,
And all the red Reality
Reels on ‘us through ‘a murder-mist !
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‘Wave upon Wave rolls Ruin’s flood,

And the hosts of the Tyrant melt in blood,
As we sit by the household fire,
This Winter's-night in England,

And our colour flies out to the music of War,
While we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up

higher,
For those who are fighting afar.

Old England still hath Heroes
To wear her sword and shield !
/ We knew them not while near us,

‘We know them in the field !

Look ! how the Tyrant's hills they climb,

To hurl our gage in his grim hold !
The Titans of the earlier time,

Tho’ larger-limb’d, were smaller-soul’d !
Laurel, or Amaranth, light their brow !
Living or dead, we crown them now !

As we sit by the household fire,

This Winter’s-night in England ;

From the white cliffs watching the storm of War,

Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher,
For those who are fighting afar.

O'! their brave love hath rootage
In the Old Land, deep and dear,
And Life’s ripe, ruddy fruitage
Hangs summering for them here !
And tender eyes, tear-luminous,
Melt thro’ the dark of dreamland skies,
‘While, pleading aye for home and us,
The heart is one live brood of cries !
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Old feelings cling! O how they cling!
And sweet birds sing! O how they sing
Them back to the household fire,
This Winter’s-night in England,
Where we wait for them weary and wounded from
War,
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher,
For those who are fighting afar !

Ah, me ! how many a Maiden
‘Will wake o’ nights, to find
Her tree of life, love-laden,
Swept bare in this wild wind !
The Bird of bliss, to many a nest,
‘Will come back never, never, never !
So many a goodly, gallant crest
That waved to victory, low for ever !
We pray for them, we fear for them,
And silently drop a tear for them,
As we sit by the household fire,
This Winter’'s-night in England,
Each life looking out for its own love-star ! -
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher,
For those who are fighting afar.

But, there’s no land like England,
Wherever that land may be !

Of all the world 'tis king-land
Crown’d, by its.Bride, the Sea !

And they shall rest i’ the balmiest bed, .
‘Who battle for it, and bleed for it !

And they shall be head of the Glorious Dead,
‘Who die in the hour of need for it !
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And long shall we sing of their deeds divine,
In songs that warm the heart like wine,
As we sit by the household fire,
On a Winter’s-night in England,
And the tale is told of this night of War,
How we held our hearts, like Beacons,up higher,
For those who were fighting afar.
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THE MARTYRS HILL.

SrrTING in her sorrow lone,
Still our Mother makes her moan
For the Lost ; and to the Martyrs’ Hill her thoughts
in mourning go.
O, that desert of the Dead,
Who lay down in their death-bed,
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow !

Into glory had they rode
‘When the tide of triumph flowed,
Not a tear would we shed for the heroes lying low.
But our hearts break for the Dead,
In their desolate death-bed, ‘
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow.

Praying breath rose white in air,
Eyes were set in a stern stare,
Hands were stretcht for help that came not as they
sank in silence low : )
Our grand, our gracious Dead,
‘Who lay down in their death-bed,
With their winding-sheet and wreath- of winter snow.
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Now the winter snows are gone,
And Earth smiles as though the Dawn
Had come up from it in flowers—such a light of grace
doth glow
All about our darkened Dead,
Who lay down in their death-bed,
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter Snow.

But, never, never more,
Comes the Spring that will restore
To their own love, their own land, the dear ones lying
low
On the Martyrs’ Hill, our Dead
Who lay down in their death-bed,
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow.

Till with victory God replies,
Shall our Battle storm the skies,
And our living heroes think, as they grapple with the
foe,
Of our perisht, peerless Dead,
‘Who lay down in their death-bed,
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow.

Through a hundred battles red,
Shall their fame float overhead ;
Into everlasting flowers shall their martyr memories
blow.
So we crown our glorious Dead,
. Who lay down in their death-bed,
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow.
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THE AUSTRIAN.

How shall T help thee, Mother, in thy need ?

I cried, and lookt my life out thro’ mine eyes,
Across the smoke of thy great Sacrifice.

Give me some perilous post, or daring deed.

O might I breathe in Song heroic breath,

And strike my harp, as Lightning smites his wires,
To bear God’s message with celestial fires !

Sing how the Glory of our land hath risen ;

Sing midnight peans by the Martyrs’ graves.
Walk War's red highways, voyage grim wide waves :
Or in an English cheer go down to death,

‘Where the soul bursts in wings on Battle’s wind !
No! England waves her Minstrels forth to find
Our Lion Heart again in Austria’s prison.
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THE EXILE TO HIS COUNTRY.

How dimmed is all thy glory, and how dark the
shadow falls !

And wild the sorrow waileth thro’ thy hamlets and
thy halls !

Thy banner burns no longer on the mountain and the
lea,

And O! the dead are blessed who thy suffering may
not see.

How are thy brave ones scattered on many an alien
strand !

Thy darlings leal and true to the dear old Mother-
land.

They have bound thee in the grave-clothes, but we
watch with tears and sighs,

Till Freedom comes like Christ, and thou hke Lazarus
shalt rise.

Thy pale, pale face, my Country, yet shall flush with
ripening bloom,

As Nature’s colour kindles when the breath of Spring
doth come.

O'! come thou Spring of promise ; mighty Hope, put:
forth thy hand,

And build thy arch of triumph for the dear old
Motherland.
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The Birds that follow Summer, they come and they
depart,

For the Land of my love, and the home of my heart :

And, like a wounded Bird, my spirit trembles in the
wind,

Anq fluttersdown ! and they are gone, and I am left
behind !

O my Dovelets in the nest ! O the spoiler’s bloody
hand !

And I so far away from the dear old Motherland.

Sometimes when life is darkest, a glory bursts its
glooms,

As Lightning thro' the startled night, the face of
things illumes ;

A sudden splendour smites me, and ere the thunders
roll,

I see thy face look radiant thro’ the darkness of my
soul !

And thou art sitting at the feet of Freedom great and
grand,

Thy children happy in thy smile, thou dear old
Motherland.

O thou among the nations, for ‘thy might shall yet be
themed,

Thy fatal curse of Beauty by Love’s blessing all
redeemed !

The red wounds where they pierced thee, shall to scars
of glory turn,

And in thy tearful eyes the light of boundless life
shall burn!
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The heavens are filled with Martyrs, but the earth
still holds a band

Who will meet in battle yet for the dear old Mother-
land.

O! many are the gallant hearts will never answer
when

The clarion-cry shall call us up to the field again !

And many are the tears must fall, and prayers go up
to God,

But swift the vintage ripens, and the wine-press shall
be trod !

The Harvest reddens rich for death, the Reapers
clench the hand,

And Victory comes to claim his Bride, thou dear, dear
Motherland.
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CATHCART'S HILL.

THEY have died, our true and tried, ere our flag
victorious flew
O’er the burning battle-hell, we must ride to conquest

through.

But they died, our Glorified! on the field of their
renown ;

And they died when the pride of the Foeman’s power
went down. - :

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, 'tis a famous grave !
Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest Brave.

A proud flame in the Death-wind waved the War-
rior’s soaring plume :

Stern in his shroud of fire, the Foe glared from his
burning tomb !

Victory’s shouts were ringing as they flasht from out
the strife,

To meet God’s angels bringing garlands for the Kings
of Life.

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, tis a famous grave !

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest Brave!

Bear them to that grave in a solemn march and

slow,
Let Music talk in tears o’er the great ones lying low
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They will sleep calm and deep when the battle-bugles
blow ;

And ye shall build their monument when next ye meet
the Foe !

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, ’tis a famous grave !

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest Brave!

We quaff our cup o’ the vintage, and from darkened
depths arise
The bubbles, like the tears that plead in Desolation’s

eyes ;
Yet there’s glory in our grief,—'tis a glory that shall
grow
When our sorrow hath no morrow, and 'twas centu-
ries‘ago.

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, ’tis a famous grave ! -
Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest Brave!

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill,—their glory from its
crest

Shall flame, a terror to the North, a watchfire to the
West !

Cross their hands and lay their brands upon the martial
breast,

They have done with their work, lay them down to
their rest.

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, ’tis a famous grave !

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest Brave!
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THE COALITION AND THE PEOPLE.

O SUFFERING people, this is not our fight,

‘Who called a holy crusade for the right.

The Despot’s bloody game our tricksters play,

And stake our future, chance by chance, away.

O darkened hearts in desolate home-stead !

O wasted bravery of our mighty dead !

The flower of men fall stricken from behind :

The Knaves and Cowards stab us bound and blind.
With faces turned from Battle, they went forth :

We marcht with ours set stern against the North.
They shuffled lest their feet should rouse the dead :
‘We went with resurrection in our tread.

They trembled lest the world might come to blows:
‘We quivered for the tug and mortal close.

They only meant a mild hint for the Czar:

We would have bled him through a sumptuous war.
‘While they were quenching Freedom’s scattered fires,
We kindled memories of heroic Sires.

They’d have this grand old England cringe and pray,
“ Don’t smite me, Kings ; but if you will, you may :”
‘We'd make her as in those proud times of old,
When Cromwell spoke,and Blake’s war-thundersrolled.
They to the passing powers of darkness fawn:

With warrior joy we greet this crimsom Dawn.

To crowned Bloodsuckers they would bind us slaves :
We would be free, or sleep in glorious graves.



THE COALITION AND THE PEOPLE. 115

State-Spiders, Here or There, weave webs alike ;
These hold the victims, while the others strike.

The Dwarfs drag our great Banner in the mire :
We ask for men to bear it high and higher.

O stop their fiddling over War’s grim revel,

And pitch them from your shoulders to—the Devil.
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ENGLAND AND LOUIS NAPOLEON.

THERE was a poor old Woman once, a daughter of our
nation,

Before the Devil’s portrait stood in ignorant adoration.

“Youre bowing down to Satan, Ma’am,” said some
Spectator civil:

« Ah, Sir, it’s best to be polite, for we may go to the
Devil.”

Bow, bow, bow :
‘We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.

So England hails the Saviour of Society, and will
tarry at

His feet, nor see her Christ is he who sold him, curst
Tscariot.

By grace of God, or sleight of hand, he wears the royal
vesture,

And at thy throne, Divine Success! we kneel with
reverent gesture,

And bow, bow, bow :
We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.

O when the Sun is over us, we venerate the sun-light;
But when Eclipse is over it, we venerate the dun-light,
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No matter what is uppermost, upon all-fours we revel,
And when Hell triumphs over heaven—conciliate the
Devil,
And bow, bow, bow :
We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.

Ah, Louis, had you come to us despised and rejected,

You might have gone to—Coventry, unnoticed and
neglected :

But as you've done one Nation so, and left another un-
done,

We kiss you, Sire, at Windsor—crown you more than
king in London,

And bow, bow, bow:
We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.

Our Idol’s hands are red with blood, with blood his
eyes are sodden,

But we know ’tis only guilty blood which he has spilt
and trodden!

He wears the imperial purple now, that plotting prince
of evil ;

He lets us share his glory if we bow down to the
Devil ;

And we bow, bow, bow :
We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.

With hand to hilt, and ear to earth, waits Revolution,
breathless,

To catch the resurrection sound of Liberty the death-
less !
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We see no Danger hug us round—no Sword hang o’er
us gory,
While to this mocking Mirage in the sunset of our
glory
‘We bow, bow, bow:
We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.

Back, back, you foolish Peoples, slink into your weep-
ing places,

Quench Freedom’s torch in tears, and put her light out
in your faces:

The heart of England beats no more to the old heroic

level ;

The poor old Woman bows before her Portrait of the

Devil.
Bow, bow, bow:
She may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to bow.
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ALL OVER.

FapEs the New Aurora
That so glorious shone afar,
We but saw its fair face smiling
In the ruddy waves of war.
The peace-fool to his pillow
Now may sneak, and sleep :
But a glory gone for ever,
We must weep ; let us weep.

Sleep the buried thunders ;
Their reverberations cease :
And the grim old War-God
Must smile—a painted Peace.
Wild eyes are mad-house windows
Of Souls that plead in vain !
Over their old dark sorrow
Greeneth the soft spring-rain.

Had we struck for Freedom
One immortal battle-blow,
Like the men who rose for England,
Two hundred years ago,—
The dead Nations lying
‘Where they fought and fell of old,
‘Would have risen from their prison,
And their buried flags unrolled.
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ALL OVER.

Cowards in the Council !
Heroes in the field !
Is our short sad story
By the blood of Martyrs sealed.
On those lone Crimean ridges
In the night our dead arise ;
Heur the Norland winds come wailing
‘With their curses, and their cries,

-Sublime in all her suffering !

In the fight so brave !

Poor old England’s victories
Bow her to the grave.

And the world may see her yet
Low and lonely lie

Upon her rock, while Tyrants mock
As they go riding by.
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HOOD,
WHO SANG THE SONG OF THE SHIRT.

’T'was the old story l—ever the blind world

Knows not its Angels of Deliverance

Till they stand glorified *twixt earth and heaven.

It stones the Martyr ; then, with praying hands,
Sees the God mount his chariot of fire,

And calls sweet names, and worships what it spurn’d
It slays the Man to deify the Christ :

And then how lovingly twill bind the brows
Where late its thorn-crown laught with cruel lips—
Red, and rejoicing from grim Murder’s kiss !

To those who walk beside them, great men seem
Mere common earth ; but distance makes them stars,
As dying limbs do lengthen out in death,

So grows the stature of their after-fame ;

And then we gather up their glorious words,

And treasure up their names with loving care.

So Hood, our Poet, lived his martyr-life :

With a swift soul that travell'd at such speed,

And struck such flashes from its flinty road,

That by its trail of radiance through the dark,

We almost see th’ unfeatured Future’s face,—

And went uncrown’d to his untimely tomb.

Certes, the World did praise his glorious Wit—
The merry Jester with his cap and bells'!
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And sooth, his wit was like Ithuriel’s spear :

But "twas mere lightning from the cloud of his life,

‘Which held at heart most rich and blessed rain

Of tears melodious, that are worlds of love ;

And Rainbows, that would bridge from earth to
heaven ;

And Light, that should have shone like Joshua’s sun

Above our long death-grapple with the Wrong ;

And thunder-voices, with their Words of fire,

To melt the Slave’s chain, and the Tyrant’s crown.

His wit %—a kind smile just to hearten us!—

Rich foam-wreaths on the waves of lavish life,

That flasht o’er precious pearls and golden sands.

But, there was that beneath surpassing show !

The starry soul, that shines when all is dark !—

Endurance, that can suffer and grow strong—

Walk through the world with bleeding feet, and
smile !—

Love’s inner light, that kindles Life’s rare colours,

Bright wine of Beauty for the longing soul ;

And thoughts that swathe Humanity with such glory

As limns the outline of the coming God.

In him were gleams of such heroic splendours

As light this cold, dark world up as a star

Array’d in glory for the eyes of heaven :

And a great heart that beat according music

‘With theirs of old,—God-likest kings of men !

A conquering heart ! which Circumstance, that frights

The Many down from Love’s transfiguring height,

Aye mettled into martial attitude,

He might have clutcht the palm of Victory

In the world’s wrestling-ring of mightiest deeds ;

But he went down a precious Argosy

At sea, just glimmering into sight of home;
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With its rare freightage from diviner climes.

The world may never know the wealth it lost,
When Hood went darkling to his tearful tomb,

So mighty in his undevelopt force !

With all his crowding unaccomplished hopes !

Th’ unuttered wealth and glory of his soul !

And all the music ringing round his life,

And poems stirring in his dying brain.

But blessings on him for the songs he sang—
Which yearn’d about the world till then for birth !
How like a bonny bird of God he came,

And pour’d his heart in music for the Poor ;

Who sit in gloom while sunshine floods the land,
And feel through darkness, for the hand of Help
And trampled Manhood heard, and claimed his crown;
And trampled Womanhood sprang up ennobled !
The human soul lookt radiantly through rags !
And there was melting of cold hearts, as when
The ripening sunlight fingers frozen flowers.

O ! blessings on him for the songs he sang !

When all the stars of happy thought had set

In many a mind, his spirit walkt the gloom

" Clothed on with beauty, as the regal Moon

‘Walks her night-kingdom, turning clouds to light.
Our Champion! with his heart too big to beat

In bonds,—our Poet in his pride of power !

Aye, we'll remember him who fought our fight,
And chose the Martyr’s robe of flame, and spurn’d
The gold and purple of the glistering slave.

His Mausoleum is the People’s heart,

There he lies crown’d and glorified,—our King

In state, with singing robe wrapt richly round.
But ’tis not meet, my England, his dear dust
Should lie ‘where splendid flatteries flaunt on tombs,
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As treachery serves to brighten wanton tears—
‘With not a line of letter’d love to tell

‘What mighty heart lies quencht and broken there.
So let us build our Poet’s monument !

With passionate hearts of love for corner-stones,
And tears that temper for immortal fame.

And it were well, my England, shouldst thou come
To weep some honest drops above his grave.

Our Hood is worthy of eternal praise

And blessings, and dear heart-amenities,

As warrior Wellington, who rode to fame

On Death’s white horse, by Battle’s crimson path.
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LADY LAURA.

L

TaE Rainbow ! lo, its living arch
Of glory spans the sparkling green,
Like Spirit Bridge that all unseen,
We passed thro’ on the midnight march.

Midsummer Morn her silvery-gray

Rain-veil uplifteth fold on fold ;

And purple-tinged, and topped with gold,
The white clouds kindle and float away

Over the violet-shadowed hills
That take from heaven their soft attire ;
With fragrance and with sheeny fire
All the blue round of Ether fills.

Into rich flames of emerald break
The woods against the ruddied light.
A dance of radiance bickers bright
As laughter o’er a dimpling cheek ;

In sapphire rain heaven ripples down :
The sweet south-winds waft opened wide
The glory-gates of Summer-tide ;
A starry sweep of flowers is strown
K
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Down the green meadows ; white and gold,
It laughs along the glowing ground :
Such throng of blessings dance around

The old World’s heart ; lo, these unfold.

At wee green palace-portals peer
Quick eyes of Birds that sing i’ the sun ;
Their hearts with music overrun ;
Listens each leafy forest-ear. i

And cups of flowery wine brim high,
By the way-side, on brier and bush ;
As lifted in a waiting hush

By unseen hands for passers by.

Her ripe cheek on the air, red Rose !
She leaneth from her fragrant bower ;
Like lady from her latticed tower ;
And by sweet force of beauty blows !

Bright-hearted with a gdlden dream,
The little daisy lifts its head ;
Tts wee lips glister wet and red ;
Tts look is thankful as a hymn.

The wildest weed the wind hath sown,
And commonest grass, are glorified,
Even as the Tulip in her pride ;

The trumpet of her beauty blown.

All Life lies in a bath of balm,

Feeling the lavish glory flow ;

‘With nought to do but thrill and grow
In strength, and joy, and luscious calm.
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Now love breathes dewier delight,
In cool green ways, and tender gloom ;
Being hath such a dazzling bloom ;

Its sun of bliss grows over-bright.

O balmy Morn! O tender type !
What tearful wooings of the May
Have brought about this bridal-day
Of Earth the rathe with June the ripe.

But, we must turn where Greed for Toil
Hath closed and claspt Morn’s pictured book ;
Where Nature hath a Gnome-like look,

And from her features dies the smile.

IL

PLEASANTLY rings the Chime that calls to Bridal-hall
or Kirk ;

But the Devil might gloatingly pull for the peal that
wakes the Child to work !

“ Come, little Children,” the Mill-bell: rings, and
drowsily they run,

Little old Men and Women, and human worms who
have spun

The life of Infancy into silk ; and fed, Child, Mother,

and Wife,

The factory’s smoke of torment, with the fuel of human
life.

O weird white face, and weary bones, and whether they
hurry or crawl,

You know them by the factory-stamp, they wear it
one and all.

K 2
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The Factory-Fiend in a grim hush waits till all are in,
and he grins

As he shuts the door on the fair, fair world without,
and hell begins !

The least faint living rose of health from the childish
cheek he strips,

To run the thorn in a Mother’s heart : and ever he
sternly grips

His sacrifice; while life’s soiled waters turn his
wildering wheels ;

He shouts, till his rank breath thicks the air, and
the Child’s brain Devil-ward reels.

From cockecrow until starlight, very patiently they
plod ;

A sea of human faces turning sadly up to God.

O wan white winter world that hides mno coloured
dreams of Spring !

No summer sunshine brighténs; no buds blossom ;
no birds sing.

In at the windows Nature looks, and sings, and smiles
them forth,

To walk with her, and talk with her, and see the
summering Earth ;

And drink the air that cools the heart in pathways
dim with dew ;

While the miracle of Morning raises glorified life
anew.

But they are shut from the heavenly largess; they
must stint and moil,

Tho’ Death stare ghastly in their face, and life is end-
less toil.
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Did you mark how vacantly they eyed this land of
loveliness,

The Flower of Sleep into their eyes, your heart would
ache to press.

The moving glory of the heavens, their pomp and
pageauntry,

Flame in their shadowed faces, but no soul comes up
to see.

They see no Angels lean to them ; they stretch no
spirit-hand ;

Melodious Beauty sings to them ; they cannot under-
stand.

Yet here, where the sweet flower of life may hoard
no precious dew,

To feed its heart of greenness, keep the glory ot
its hue ; _

Here, where the fingers of Work and Want are writing
silent, slow,

Their warrant for the grave on many a Mother’s
darling’s brow ;

Here, where the Fiend doth trample out the soul-
sparks day by day ;

Here, where such seed of God is rotting in the killing
clay ;

Some Saviour-Seraph walks the waves of sorrow and
of sin,

And some poor wrestler doth not sink the wrecking
gulfs within ;

And aye she rises with her charge in loving arms
caressed,

As Morning rises out of night, her love-star on her
breast.
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IIIL,

In a grand old Gothic Palace,
The Lady Laura dwells :
It crowns the warm green valleys,
High as the surge of summer swells.
There, with her emerald chalice, Spring
Kneels, offering beauty’s wine ;

There, in a land of enchantment, sing
The birds thro’ shower and shine.

’Tis a noble solitude serene,
‘Where the sudden glory glows !

In a happy nook of nestling green,
That virginal flower blows,—

Just in the sweetness of the bud,
Brimming with brightness and balm ;

The tenderest glimpse of Womanhood
Golden, and sweet, and calm.

She is the Lily of the land ;
Born neither to spin nor toil :

She can rest her fair cheek on her dainty white hand,
While the human honey-bees moil,

O the world of rich visions that peer in her eyes!
Around her what fantasies dance !

As she leans in her air of paradise,
And the bower of dalliance :

But her earnest life is sorrowfully
O’ershadowed from above :

She feels the ache of Life’'s mystery,
And she feels the hurt of Love.

The Lady Laura’s soul is sad
For the suffering under the sun :

She looks on the world, and is only glad
For the duties to be done.



o




.
THE MOTIIER’'S 1DOL BROKEN.

“ 8now-white, snow-soft, snow-silently
Our darling bud up-curled,
And dropt i’ the grave—God’s lap—our wee
White rose ot all the world.”—P. 185
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She might have moved by in the pageant grand,
Sweet slip of a lordly line !

Nor soiled the glory of her white hand,
And fairy fingers fine ;

And swam in this world’s wine and oil,
With those who sink for the next,

Faint with delight and plundered Toil
With no strange thought perplext.

O the burnisht stream would have bravely borne
Her, dancing down in its whirl ;

And the dark wreck-kingdom have proudly worn
On its bosom the pure queen-pearl.

But Sorrow hath toucht her young, young years,
When their rose-light was smiling and fair ;

And her eyes have wept the sharp, sharp tears,
That pierce through all mirage of air,

Ah, the Poor ! with her finer sense she hears
How they moan in their cloud of care.

They will tell you down in the valleys
‘What the Orphan Heiress hath done ;

How the grand old Gothic Palace
With Love’s new wine doth run.

She is Dawn on the cold hill-tops that divide
The poor from their neighbour Rank ;

The first bright wave of a sluggish tide
Hath overleapt its bank.

And to Lady Laura by the window and door,
Hearts climb with the Roses up,

Their blessings to breathe, and their pride to pour,
In many a crowning cup.

Rebel hindrance she treads queenly down,
‘Where it stands in her Throne’s high way.

O Factory-Fiend with the fearful frown,
She will bloom in your desert to-day.
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IV.

TaE lady Light hath Daughters seven,

In sovereign state sit smiling fair

On their cloud-throne ; but down the air
They float from arms of clasping Heaven :

For they their lofty home will leave,
To winnow, on their golden plumes,
Through ocean-bowers, and water-glooms ;
And wondrous spells of beauty weave

To clothe the sea-shells in their trance
So lone and eold, with coloured lights,
And jewel-flames ; till their dim Night’s
Alive with shapes of radiance.

On Alpine heights a little Flower
From its snow-cradle soft doth reach ;
And with its tiny hands beseech

Thy vesture-hem, Eternal Power !

Then straightway help of heaven descends,
And vital influences run
Down golden ladders of the sun,

And pleading life wins spirit-friends.

Thus souls in barrenest solitude
Oft bring the kindly powers down,
To lighten on them with a crown,
Or cheer them with immortal food.
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And thus on one poor Worker’s sight
Dawns Lady Laura through the mirk,
Much marvelling how there may lurk

A presence toucht with tender light.

His life stands still to hear what fate
Comes with the step of mystery ;
And husht for some event to be,

In conscious calm the waters wait.

She sees a prayer for rest and air
In every face, but, in his eyes
Alone, are childish memories ;

And his the only spirit there

That waves the Seraph-wand of fire,
To fright the Serpent flickering near.
One jewel in that dark Mine ! and clear
It flashes as she brightens nigher.

And all beside how dull and grim !
O saintly show of maiden grace!
From out a golden mist, her face

Seems floating, floating on to him.

Daughter of Light ! she seems to swim,
As on the wings of mighty love ;
Sad-smiling that blind world above ;

Sunning that human forest dim.

She speaks to him ; she takes his hand ;
With such a gracious tenderness !
The tears up in his eyes will press ;

Life’s waste in sudden flower doth stand.
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As when the spirit of Winter old

Passes away in a dream of spring,
~ The quick buds burst, and shimmering
All into fluttering wings unfold,

And wave so strong, and thrill so free,
As they the wakened world would wing
Along the warm way of the Spring,
Where they are drawn deliciously :

So from his life a burst of wings

Is thrilling leaf-like for the light ;

And in that Splendour’s wake of white,
They make melodious murmurings.

Light, Music, Fragrance, seem to kiss

And swathe him in a bloom of fire ;
* Make shining beauty his attire,
And bury his dead past in bliss.

At her soft touch ethereal dies
The old dark, as Morning’s spear of light
Doth gently touch the dying night,

And from it Day, a white Spirit, doth rise.

V.

Tue Lady Laura took him, in her kind and queenly

way,

From out that cruel iron world, to the tender human

day.
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There all the folded bloom of life like a banner rich
unfurled,

And waved luxuriant in the air of a glad and glorious
world,

She fed his mind, she led his mind, thro’ vistas strange
and sweet ;

Al, blesséd boon to' toil and lay the fruitage at her
feet !

She took his widowed Mother; bless her full and
flowing hand !

To rest her weary bones from toil, and live upon
her land.

Their barren world of poverty with flowers she girdled
round,

Till life that toiled with bleeding feet can walk on
softer ground.

My Lady comes ; my Lady goes ; his being doth re-

joice,

A breaking sea of rapture; every wave uplifts a
voice.

Like dungeoned foe that seeth the King’s daughter
walking nigh,

He blesseth the revealing dark for the beauty thronéd
high.

And in the beating of his heart, and flashing of his
eye,

A new life climbeth,—waving glory,—as she pass-
eth by.

My Lady comes ; my Lady goes; he can see her day
by day,

And bless his eyes with her beauty, and with bless-
ings strew her way.
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My Lady comes; my Lady goes; she passes from
his sight,

As daylight dies into the skies, and at her gate stands
Night.

VL :
Amq, little thinks my Lady

Of the subtle seedling sown ;
But, fruitful was the silence

Where its secret life hath grown.
From human love’s great ocean

It draws the nursing springs ;
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