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Honour to those whose words or deed His hair is crisp, and black, and long, EXCELSIOR. T 1 ar
Thus help us in our daily need, His face is | _..r. the tan ; i RAIN IN SUMMER.
And by their overflow His brow is wet with honest sweat,

Raise us from what is low ! He earns whate’er he can,
And looks the whole world in the face,
Thas thought I, as by night I read For he owes not any man.
Of the great army of the dead,
The trenches cold and damp, 4
The starved and frozen camp,— Week in, week out, from morn till night,
) You can hear his bellows blow ; ;
"he wounded from the battle-plain, You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, Like ﬂ._:.. tramp of hoofs |
In dreary hospitals of pain, With measured beat and slow, Excelsior 1 :c..... it gushes and struggles out .
The cheerless corridor Like a sexton ringing the village bell, AR From the throat of the overflowing spout
The cold and stony floo When the evening sun is los Tn happy homes he saw the light Across the window-pane
Of household fires gleam warm and bright ; _N vm::.w m:_.,” __z.uz.ﬂ ..
Above, the spectral glaciers shone, And, switt. and wide,

s With s s tide,

And from his lips escaped a groan, Vith a muddy tide,

TR Like a river down the gutter roars
Excelsior ! g

The rain, the welcome rain !

Tug shades of night were falling fast,

As through an Alpine village passed

A youth, who bore, ‘mid snow and ice,

A ﬁp::.u_. with the strange device,—
Excelsior !

| How beautiful is the rain !
After the dust and heat,
In the broad and fiery street,
In the narrow lane,
How beautiful is the rain !

His brow was sad ; his eye beneath,
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath ;
And like a silver clarion rung,

The accents of that unknown tongue,

How it clatters along the roofs,

Lo ! in that house of misery

A lady with a Jamp I see
Pass through the glimmering g
And flit from room to room.

And children coming home from school
Look in at the open door :
They love to see the flaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,
| And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing floor.

Try not the Pass * the old man said ;
And slow, as in a dream of bliss, “ Dark lowers the tempest overhead, The sick man from his chamber
The speechless sufferer turns to kiss The roaring torrent is deep and wid T ooks st the twisted brook

Her shadow, as it falls And loud that clarion voice replied, _.? ,...z_. feel the cool

Upon the darkening wall He goes on Sunday to the church, Excelsior ! _r..,.u..: of each little pool;

And sits among his boys ; | His fevered brain

Grows calm again,
And he breathes a blessing on the

# () stay,” the maiden said, ““and rest
Thy weary head upon this breast ! :
A tear stood in his bright blue eye,
But still he answered, with a sigh,
*wepley 1 ~ . .

p . Excelsior ! From the neighbouring school
On England’s annals, throv gh the long s y . , | Come the boys,
Herealter of her speech and song, It sounds to him like her mother’s voice, Beware the pine-tree A...—E:__n__,.ﬁ_ branch! | With more than their wonted noise

That light its rays shall cast Singing in Paradise ! Beware the awful avalanche ! . And commotion ;

From portals of the past. He u»ﬁ.? must think of _,.na Once more, [his was ::.._ peasant’s last ?....‘.,_._:m_:. And down the wet streets
I How in the grave she lies ; A voice replied, far up the height, Sail their mimic fleets,

o35 . . . Tweelsior ! = i
_ady with a Lamp shall stand And with his hard, rough hand he wipes Excelsior ! Till the treacheroiis pool

In the great history of the land A of his ey : .
g Ny A tear out of his eyes. > - them in its whi
A noble type of good, . At break of day, as heavenward _/‘.,_m:“_#?zz_.ﬂ_:__: :”_U,_:::ﬁ
y 1 And turbulent ocean.

As if a door in heaven should be He hears the parson pray and pre ch,
Opened and then closed suddenly, He hears his daughter’s voice

The vision came and went, Singing in the village choir,

The light shone and was spent. And makes his heart rejoice.

=)

Heroic womanhood. The pious monks of Saint Bernard
- ’ icing,—sorrowing, Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,
| Nor even shall be wanting here Onward through life he goes ; A voice cried through the startled air, In the country, on every side,
_ The %pws. the lily, and the spear, i Fach morning sees some task begun, Excelsior ! Where far and wide,
I'he symbols that of yore Each evening secs it ¢ ¢ Like a leopard’s tawny and spotted hide,
Saint Filomena bore. Something attempted, something done, A traveller, by the faithful hound, tretches the plain,
Has earned a night's repose, b Half-buried in the snow was found, | To the dry grass and the drier grain
Still grasping in his hand of ice How welcome is the rain!
THE VILLAGE BLACK SMITH ! That banner with the strange device,
8 * |'Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy Excelsior |
UnpEr a spreading chestnut tree friend, In the furrowed land
The village smithy stand For the lesson thou hast taught ! There in the twilight cold and gray, The toilsome and patient oxen st
The smith, a miglity man is he, Thus at the flaming forge of life Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay, Lifting the yoke-encumbered hea
With large and sinewy hands; Our fortunes must be wrought ; And from the sky, serene and far, With their dilated nostrils spread,
And the muscles of his brawny arms Thus on its sounding anvil shaped A voice fell, like a falling star, They silently inhale
Are strong as iron bands, Each burning deed and thought ! Excelsior | The clover-scented gale,

— = == ___ — \
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And the vapours that arise Of things, unseen before,
From the well-watered and smoking soil. | Unto his wondering eyes reveal
For this rest in‘the furrow after toil The Universe, as an immeasurable wheel
Their large and lustrous eyes Turning for evermore
Seem to thank the Lord, In the rapid and rushing river of Time,
More than man's spoken word.

Near at hand,

From under the sheltering trees,
The farmer sees

His pastures, and his fields of grain,
As they bend their tops

To the numberless beating drops
Of the incessant rain.

He counts it as no sin

That he sees therein

Only his own thrift and gain.

THE SINGERS.
Gop sent his singers upon earth
| With songs of sadness and of mirth,
That they might touch the hearts of men,
And bring them back to heaven again.

The first, a youth, with soul of fire,

Held in his hand a golden lyre;

Through groves he wandered, and by
streams,

These. and fir more than these Playing the music of our dreams,
. and f 3 S0,
1

The Poet sees !

He can behold

Aquarius old

Walking the fenceless fields of air ;
And from each ample fold [
Of the clouds about him rolled A gray; old man, the.third and last,
Scattering everywhere | Sangin cathedrals dim and vast,
The showery rain | While the majestic organ rolled

As the farmer scatters his grain. Contrition from its mouths of gold.

The second, with a bearded face,
Stood singing in the market-place,
And stirred with accents deep and loud
The hearts of all the listening crowd.

_ And those who heard the Singers three

| Disputed which the Dest might be ;

, For still their music seemed to start
Discordant echoes in each heart,

He can behold

Things manifold

That have not yet been wholly told,
Have not been wholly sung nor said.
For his thought, that never stops, _ g

Follows the water-drops | :.E the great Master .u..,:___ “] see [
Down to the graves of the dead, No best in kind, but in degree ; 7
Down through chasms and galfs profound, I gave a various gift to each,

To the dreary fountain-head |'To charm, to strengthen, and to teach. _
Of lakes and rivers under ground ; A
And sees them, when the rain is done,
On the bridge of colours seven
Climbing up once more to heaven,
Opposite the setting sun.

“These are the three ‘great chords of |
might,

And he whose ear is tuned aright I

Will hear no discord in the three,

| But the most perfect harmony. t

Thus the Seer, A PO T

With vision clear,

Sees forms appear and disappear,

In the perpetual round of strange

Mysterious change,

From birth to death, from death to birth, |

TFrom earth to heaven, from heaven to
earth ;

Till glimpses more sublime

UNSEEN FRIENDS.
A DEDICATION,
one who, walking in the twilight
gloom,
Hears round about him voices as it
darkens, _
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And seeing not the forms from which they
come,
Pauses from time to time, and turns and
hearkens ;

So walking here, in twilight, O my
friends !
I hear your voices, softencd by the
distance,
And pause, and turn to listen, as each
sends
His words of friendship, comfort, and
assistance.

If any thought of mine, or sung or told,
Has ever given delight or consolation,

Ye have repaid me back a thousandfold,
By every friendly sign and salutation,

Thanks for the sympathies that ye have
shown !
Thanks for each kindly word, each
silent token,
That teaches me, when seeming most
alone,
Friends are around us, though no word
be spoken.

Kind messages, that pass from land to
land ;
Kind letters, that betray the heart’s
deep history,
In which we feel the pressure of a
hand,—
One touch of fire,—and all the rest i
mystery !

The pleasant books, that silently among
Our household treasures take familiar
places,
And are to us as if a living tongue
Spake from the printed leaves or pic-
tured faces !

Perhaps on earth I never shall behold,
With eye of sense, your outward form
and semblance ;

| Therefore to me ye never will grow old,

But live for ever young in my remem-
brance.

_ .
Never grow old, nor change; nor pass
v away !
Your gentle voices will flow on for
ever,
When life grows bare and tarnished with
decay,
As through a leafless landscape flows a
river.

Not chance of birth or place has made us
{ friends,
Being oftentimes of different tongues
and nations,
Jut the endeavour for the selfsame ends,
With the same hopes, and fears, and
aspirations.
|
Therefore I hope to join your seaside
walk,
Saddened, and mostly silent, with
emotion ;
Not interrupting with intrusive talk
The grand, majestic symphonies of
_ ocean.
Therefore I hope, as no unwelcome guest,
At your warm fireside, when the lamps
are lighted,
To have my place reserved among the rest,
Nor stand as one unsought and un-
! invited !

| i ARt
_ THE PRIMEVAL FOREST.
7 angeline

Tiis is the forest primeval. The mur-
muring pines and the hemlocks,
Bearded with moss, and in garments green,
indistinct in the twilight,

Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad
and prophetic,

Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that
rest on their hosoms.

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-
voiced neighbouring ocean

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate an-

, swers the wail of the forest,

s is the forest primeval ; but where
are the hearts that beneath it

Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the
woodland the voice of the huntsman ¥
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Where is the thatch-roofed village, the

By day its voice is low and light ;
home of Acadian farmers,—

But in the silent dead of night,
Men whose lives glided on like rivers that | Distinct as a passing footstep’s fall,
| watered the woodlands, It echoes along the vacant hall,
Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflect- | Along the ceiling, along the floor,
ing an image of heaven? And seems to say at each chamber-door,
| Waste ave those pleasant farms, and the | * Forever—never!
- farmers for ever departed !
Scattered like dust and leaves, when the | Through days of sorrow and of mirth,
| = mighty blasts of October | Through days of death and days of birth,
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and | Through every swift vicissitude -
| . sprinkle them far o'er the ocean. | Of changeful time, unchanged it has stood,
| Nought but tradition remains of the bean- | And as if, like God, it all.xhings saw,
tiful village of Grand-Pré. | It calmly repeats those words of awe,—
| “Forever—never!

In that mansion used to be
Free-hearted Hospitality ;
| His great fires up the chimney roared ;
The stranger feasted at his board ;
| But, like the skeleton at the feast,
That warning timepiece never ceased,—
“ Forever—never !

i'I'IIE ARROW AND THE SONG.

| 1 sHOT an arrow into the air,

| Tt fell to earth, I knew not where ;
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight

! Could not follow it in its flight.

| T breathed a song into the air,

| Tt fell to earth, I knew not where;

| For who has sight so keen and strong,

| That it can follow the flight of song *

There groups of merry children played,
There youths and maidens dreaming
strayed ;

O precious hours ! O golden prime,

And affluence of love and time !

Even as a miser counts his gold,

Those hours the ancient timepiece told,—
“ Forever—never | Never—forever!”

Long, long afterward, in an oak
| T found the arrow, still unbroke ;
| And the song, from beginning to end,
| I found again in the heart of a friend.

From that chamber, clothed in white,
The bride came forth on her wedding
night ;

There, in that silent room below,

The dead lay in his shroud of snow;

And in the hush that followed the prayer,
Was heard the old clock on the stair,—
| “Forever—never! 15

* THE OLD CLOCK ON THE

| STAIRS.
SoMEWHAT back from the village street
Stands the old-fashioned country-seat;
Across its antique portico
Tall poplar-trees their shadows throw,
And from its station in the hall

| An ancient timepiece says to all,—

« Forever—never | Never—forever!”

Never—forever !

All are scattered now and fled,
Some are married, some are dead ;
And when I ask, with throbs of pain,
«Ah ! when shall they all meet again?”
| As in the days long-since gone by,
The ancient timepiece makes reply,—
# Forever—never! Never—forever!”

Half-way up the stairs it stands,

And points and beckons with its hands
From its case of massive oak,

Like a monk, who, under his cloak,
Crosses himself, and sighs alas !

With sorrowful voice to all who pass,—
# Forever—never! Never—forever !”

|
|

Never here, forever there,
Where all parting, pain, and care,

Never—forever!" |

|

Never—forever ! |

Never—forever 1" |

|

A THOUSAND

AND ONE GEMS.

[« Come hither! come hither! my little

daughtér,
And do not tremble 503
For I can weather the roughest gale
That ever wind did blow.”

And death, and time shall disappear,—
Forever there, but never here !
The horologe of Eternity
Sayeth this incessantly,—
¥ Forever—never |

Never—forever ! ™ &
| Sk "
He wrapped her warm in his scamans
coat
Against the stinging blast ;
He cut a rope from a broken spar,
And bound her to the mast.

THE WRECK OF
HESPERUS.
It was the schooner Hesperus,
That sailed the wintry sea ;
And the skipper had taken his little
daughteér,
To bear him company.

THE

\
s () father! T hear the church-bells ring,
O say what may it be?”
¢*Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast i
And he steered for the open sea.

¢() father! T hear the sound of guns,
(0 say what may it be?”

¢ Some ship in distress, that cannot live
In such an angry sea !”

| Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,
And her bosom white as the hawthorn
buds

That ope in the month of May.

| 0 father! I see a gleaming light,
O say what may it be?”

| But the father answered never a word,—
A frozen corpse was he.

| The skipper he stood beside the helm,
His pipe was in his mouth,
| And he watched how the veering flaw did
blow

The smoke now west, now south. Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,

| With his face turned to the skies,
The lantern gleamed through the gleam-
ln;: SNOwW
i On his fixed and glassy eyes.

Then up and spake an old sailr,
Had sailed the Spanish Main,
%1 pray thee put into yonder port,

For 1 fear a hurricane.

\
A . |"Then the maiden clasped her hands and
% Last night, the moon had a golden ring, | prayed: ;
| And to-night no moon we see ! | That saved she might be ;

The skipper, he blew a whiff from his | And she thought of Christ, who stilled the

])ll Ky wave
And a scorful laugh laughed he. | On the Lake of Galilee.

|;\ilr.! fast through the midnight dark and
drear,

| Colder and louder blew the wind,
| A gale from the north-east ;

The SHOW fell hissing in the brine, Throngh the whistling sleet and snow,
|  And the billows frothed like yeast. | Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept

| ‘ Towards the reef of Norman’s Woe.

Down came the storm, and smote amain

The vessel inits strength ; | And ever the fitful gusts between

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted | A sound came from the land ;
i i steed, | Tt was the sound of the trampling surfy
Then leaped her cable's length: ‘I On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.
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The breakers were right beneath her
bows, 1
She drifted a dreary wreck, \
And a whooping billow swept the crew
[ Like icicles from her deck.
|
&She struck where the white and fleecy |
waves
Looked soft as carded wool,

Like the horns of an angry bull,

A THOUSAND A

ND ONE GEMS.

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,
In the midnight and the snow !

Christ save us all from a death like this,
On the reef of Norman’s Woe !

THE SHIP OF STATE.
The Building of the Ship.
THOU, too, sail on, O Ship of State !

But the cruel Tocks, they gored her side | ¢ o on, O Union, strong and great !

Humanity with all its fears,

| With all the hopes of future years,

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in| Is hanging breathless on thy fate!

INDEX.
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With the masts went by the board ;

| Like a vessel of glass, she stove and
sank,

Ho! ho! the breakers roared!

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,
| A fisherman stood aghast,

To see the form of a maiden fair,
|  Lashed close to a drifting mast,

[
The salt sea was frozen on her breast,
| The salt tears in her eyes ;
And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-
weed,
On the billows fall and ise.

| We know what Master laid thy keel,
What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel, |

| Who made each mast, and sail, and rope, ‘

| What anvils rang, what hammers beat,

| In what a forge and what a heat

| Were shaped the anchors of thy hope!

| Fear not each sudden sound and shock,

| "Tis of the wave and not the rock ;

| *Tis but the flapping of the sail,

[ And not a rent made by the gale !

| In spite of rock and tempest’s roar,

| In spite of false lights on the shore,
Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea !

| Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee ;

Ourhearts,ourhopes,our prayers,ourtears, | §

Our faith triumphant o'er our fears,
| Are all with thee,—are all with thee !
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A baby was sleeping, its mother was weeping .
A chieftain’s daughter seemed the maid . .
A chieftain to the highlands bound . . .
A cloud lay cradled near the setting'sun . .
A face that should content me wonderous well .
A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by .

A fool, a fool '—I met a fool i’ the forest .

A garland for the hero's crest . = . .

A gentle knight was pricking on the plain

A glorious vision burst upon their sight

A good that never satisfies the mind .~ .

A Qittle lowly hermitageitwas . . .

A mian must serve his time to every trade .

A man so various that he seem’dtobe .
Amerrierman . .« o« .
A palace lifting to eternal summer . . .
A parish priest was of the pilgrim train . .

A plague upon them ! wherefore should T curse them?

A rose-bud by my early walk . . . =
A gensitive plant in a garden grew
Agimplechild . . «

A stark moss-trooping Scot was he

A thing of beauty is a joy forever .

A weary lot is thine, fair maid . .

A wet sheet and a flowing sea . . .
Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase !)
Adieu, adieu | my nativeshore . . .
Adieu, adieu I—our dream of love

Ah, Chloris ! that I now couldsit . .
Ah'l Tittle think the gay, licentious, proud
Ahme ! For aught that ever I could read .
Ah, then, what honest triumph flush’d nty breast
Alas, the heavy day '—Why do you weep?
 Alas the wo | alas, the painds strong” . .«
Alas ! they had been friends inyouth .«
Alas ¥ our young affections run to waste . .
Allen-a-Dale has no faggot for burning

All hail ! inexorable lord! ., .

Allhail ! my own inspired bard ,

Allhail ! thounobleland . . . .

Al houses wherein men have lived and died

‘Al in the downs the fleet was moor'd A

All our praises why should lords engross {

All the world's a sla%c o e

All worldly shapes shall melt in gloom .
Alone, alone, all, all alone . = .
Altho’ thou maun never be mine X .
Ancient of days | august Athena ! where . 3
And canst thou, mother, for a moment think .
And has the earth lost its so spacious round .
“ And I could weep ” th" Oneyda chief . .
And is there care in heaven? And is there love
And is this Yarrow ?—#4is the stream .
And said T that my limbs wereold . . .
And thou art dead, as young and fair

And thou hast walked about (how strange a story |

And thou, who never yet of human wrong 2
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Angels and ministers of grace defendus . .
Around me Life's hell of fierce ardours burns
Art thou a statesman, in the van 3 - -
Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers?,
As a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow
As a twig trembles which a bird .

As at noon Dulcina rested A 2
As one, who, destined from his friends to part .
As one who, walking in the twilight gloom
Asrisingonitspuplewing . . .
As slow I climb the cliff’s ascending side .
As the flight of a river S
As thro' the land at eve we went

Ask me no more, where X!lmu: bestows
Ask me why Isend youhere , . .
At evening too, how pleasing was our walk

At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester .
At morn, beside yon summer sea
At my window, lateand early . . . .
At the close of the day, when the hamlet is still

At the mid-hour of night, when stars are weeping, 1 fly

At the silence of twilight's contemplative hour ,

Attend all ye who list to hear our England’s praise .
Avaunt all specious pliancy of mind .
Ave Maria | maiden mild ! o R L
Avenge, O Lord, thy slanghter'd saints, whose bones
Awalke, Aolian lyre, awake hy S
Ay, but to die, and go we know not where

Balow, my babe ! lie still and sleep .
it a weakness, it deserves some praise ,

Be it right or wrong, these men among
Be still, be still, poor human heart
Be wise to-day : 'tis madness to defer
Beautiful Evelyn Hopeisdead, . .
Beauty—thou pretty plaything, dear deceit
Before the beginning of years . . .
Before the starry threshold of Jove's court
Behold the ways
g thewordd. o 0 iyt s
Believe me, if all those endearing young charms
Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way
Beware, exulting youth, beware .
Beyond the shm?nw of theship. .
Bird of the wilderness g 2l o % DN
Bless'd is the hearth where daughters gird the fire
Blest tears of soul-felt penitence e
Blow, blow thou winterwind . . .
Blow high, blow low, let tempests tear .
Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow!
Blue-bird ! on yon leafless tree . . .
Borne upon the ocean’s foam . . .
Breathes there the man with soul so dead
Bright be the place of thy soull = . .

rook | whose society the poet seeks R
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny bride
Busy, curiotis, thimsty fly . . . .
But hail, ye mighty masters of the lay
But, I remember, when the fight was done
But lave, first learned in a lady’s eyes .
But now Dan Phebus gains L%u: middle sky
But pleasures are like poppies spread
But who the melodies of morn can tell?
By ceaseless action all that is subsists
By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail |

Call it not vain :—they do not err
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Canst thou not minister to 2 mind diseas'd

Can tyrants but by tyrants conquered be . .
Clarens ! sweet Clarens ! birthplace of deep love !
Clarkson ! it was an obstinate Eili toclimb .
Clear, placid Leman ! thy contrasted lake '
Clime of the West ! that to the hunter's bow
Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come

Come away, come away, death . . -
Come, Disappointment, come ! .

Come follow, follow me . . . .

Come hither to me, Harry., . . -

Come home . . . . ' .
“Come, if you dare!" our trumpets sound

Come leave the loathed stage . « -«
Come, let's away to prison :
Come, live with me, and be my love
Come, night '=Come, Romeo
Come o'er the sea, Maiden, with me . :
Come, Patrick, clear up the storms on your brow
Come, pensive sage, who lovest to dwell . .
Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer
Come, sleep, O sleep, the certain knot of peace
Come, track with me this little vagrant n -
Comirig to kiss her lips (such grace I found) .
Companion dear ! the hour draws nigh .
Could great men thupder . . . .
Creator Spirit, by whoseaid . . . -
Cromwell, our chief of men, who througha cloud
Cupid and my Campaspeplayd. . . -
(:ug‘.‘\'d be Ihcs man R\lh:,ﬁ -.rljn.- I wish? as though

Damon, let a friend adviseye . .« -
Daughter of Jove, relentless pow'r . .

Day glimnsers on the dying and the dead .

Day set on Norham's castled steep .

Dear Betty, come give me sweet Kisses

Dear Chloe, while the busy crowd . .. -
Dear common Aower, that growest beside the way
Dear is the hallow'd morn to me ol Tt
Dear is my little native vale . i

Dear object of defeated care |

Deceiving world, that with alluring toys «
Descend, ye Nine ! descend and sing

Deserted by the waningmoon . . .+ .
Dim as the borrow'd beams of moon and stars .
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes .
Do I regret the past? T N
Do ye hear the children weeping, O my brothers
Down by yon hazel copse, at eveming, lazed .
Draw thy sword F e S i
Drink to her who long

Drink to me only with thine eyes

Duncan is in his grave . < ®

Farth has not anything to show more fair ,
Earth, ocean, air, beloved brotherhood ! . N,

Edina ! Scotia’s darling seat! . . .+ .
Egeria | sweet creation of some heart. .. .
Ere, in the northern gale . 5 . : .
Yternal Hope ! when yonder spheres sublime .
Eteme .'\pn‘ln { that thy sister fair ., .«
Evening, as #low thy placid shades descend .

Dull grave | thou spoil'st the dance of }'c-l;lhful. Blood

1 come, thou day in night!

Cyriac, this three years' day these eyes, though clear

Death found strange beauty on that i»nli-hcd brow .

Earth, sparkling bridelike, bares her bosom to the nestling night
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Evening comes on : arising from the stream

Ever and evermore . . -
Faintly as tofls the evening chime .
Fair, as the first that fell of womankind
Fair clime ! where every season smiles
| Fair daffodils, we weep to see . a .
Fair flower, that shunn'st the glare of day
Fair f{lcdgc- of a fruitful tree
Fair Rosalind in woful wise
Fair stood the wind for France .
Fair, sweet, and young, receive a prize
Fair wert thou, in the dreams
Fall'n is thy throne, O Israel ! |
Fare thee 'well | and if for ever .
Fare thee well, great heart! . . . . .
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness .
Farewell ! but whenever you welcome the hour
Farewell—farewell to thee, Araby's daughter !,
Farewell ! il ever fondest prayer
Farewell, oh day misspent T ; . ”
Farewell to the land, where the gloom of my glory .
Far, far upon the sea. . el
Far in a wild, unknown to public view
Far in the windings of a vale - 2
Far to the right, where Appenine ascends k
Father of Heroes, high dweller of eddying winds .
| Fellows in arms, and my most loving x'il.'nds T
Fie, fie ! unknit that threatening unkind brow
Fill the bumper fair!, . . .
Flow on for ever, in thy glorious robe . .
Fly from the press, and dwell with soothfastness
Fly not yet ; "tis just the hour .
Follow a shadow, it still flies you
For England when with favouring gale .
For gold the merchant ploughs the main .
For, this ye know well, tho" I wouldin lic
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich
For wheresoe'er I turn my ravished eyes .
Four seasons fill the measure of the year
Friendship, peculiar boon of heaven . . . .
Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears .
Fromcamptocamp » o = & a s &
From life without freedom, oh ! who would not fly ?
From Stirling castle we had seen . .
| P:mrn walk to walk, from shade to shade .

From woman's eyes this doctrine 1 derive

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Gently, most gently, on thy victim's head
Give me a cottage on some Cambrian wild
| (i‘_\'c me more love, or more disdain .
| Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have
Give place, ye lovers here before
| ((fﬁ;f:i‘:r:hfmg;“s no tangue
yesiverfloods . . . .
God forgive them that have so much sway'd
God help thee, traveller, on thy journey far
God sent his singers upon earth «
| Go, lovely rose ! T T
| (‘rwd-hyc, proud world | I'm going home .
| morrow to the day so fair . : -
| Good name, in man :\mi woman, dear my lord .
| Go, patier to lubbers and swabs, do you sce
(:0. soul, the body’s guest . aila
& Go, thou gentle whispering wind
| Go where glory waits thee
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Go! Youmay call it madness, folly— . . .
Go, youth beloved, in distant glades. . . .
Great men have been among us ; hands that penned
Great though thou art, awake thee {rom the dream .
Green fields of England ! wheresoeer . . .

Had I a heart for falsehood framed .

Had I so lavish of my presence been

Hail adamantine steel ! magnetic lord .

Hail, beauteous stranger of thegrove ! . . .
Hail, holy Light, offspring of Heaven, first-bora .
Hail thou, the ever young, albeit of night e
Hail to the chief who in triumph advances! . -
Hail to thee, blithe spirit!. . . . «
Hail twilight, sovereign of one peaceful hour ..
Half-past three in the morning ! S

Hamelin town’s in Brunswick P

Happy in England ! I could be content .

Happy they, the happiest of theirkind . .
Harl]g! forth from the abyss a voice proceeds .
Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings

Hark ! heard ye not that piercing cry = . .«
Hark | heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note! .
Hark ! the convent bells are ringing . A
Has sorrow thy young days shaded . . .
Have we not seen round Britain’s peopled shore
Have you not seen the timid’tear . .
Heap on more wood !—the wind is chill .

Hear him but reason in divinity S TR
Heaven from all creatures hides the book of Fate
Heaven hath its crown of stars, the earth .

He call'd his friend, and prefaced with a sigh .

He is gone on the mountain . . . .

He is gracious if he be observed WS

He is the freeman, whom the truth makes free .

He jests at scars that never felt a wound .

Hence all you vain delights A

Hence away, vindictive thought ! |

Hence loathed melancholy :

Hence vain deluding joys . . .«

He prayeth best, who loveth best . .

He raised the golden cup from the board . .
Her, by her smile, how soon the stranger knows
Here, a sheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling

Here first 1 entered though with toil and pain .
Here it comes sparkling i .
Here's the bower she loved somuch . .
Here unmolested, through whatever sign .

Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under

Her suffering ended with the day

He sate him dewn at a pillar's bas

He that loves a rosy cheele : e Tl
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home

He touched his harp, and nations heard, entranced ,

He turned not—spoke not—sunk not—fixed his look
He who ascends to mountain-tops, shall find

He who hath bent him o'er the dead .

Hide me, O twilightair! . .

Higher, higher, will weclimb ., . .

High is our calling, friend ! creative Art .

High on a throne of royal state which far,

His nature is too noble for the world

His words are bonds, his caths are oracles .
Hollow is the cak heside the sunny waters drooping
Honey from silkworms who can gather .
Hope an, hope ever | though to-day be dark
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How are thy servants blest, oh Lord !
How beautiful is genius when combined
How beautiful isnight! ., .

How beautiful is the rain | gl
How charming is divine philosophy !
How cheery are the manners—, . .,
How clear, how keen, how marvellously bright .
How dear to this heart are the scenes of my childhood
Howfearful . . . .
How happy is he born and faught .
How miany days with mute adies . . .
How many thousand of my poorest subjects .
How mournful seems, in broken dreams . .
How oft when men are at the point of death
How sleep the brave, who sink torest . .
How sweet it is when mother Fancy rocks
How sweet it were, if without feeble fright
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank !
How sweet the tuneful bells responsive peal ! .
How wonderful is Death ,

I am monarch of all I survey .

I am myself but a vile link o i

I am not one who much or oft deligh .

I arise from dreams of thee v . s

1 bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers .

I cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replied) .

I classed, appraisingonce , . . .

| Tcome, 1 come ! ye have called me long .

1.do confess that I have wished to give .

I do remember an apothecary,— =

If all the world and love were young .

If aught of caten stop, or pastoral song .

If ever you should come to Modena . %

1f he, from heaven that filch'd that living fire .

If T might trust the flattering eye of sleep A

If it were done when 'tis done; then "twere well

1f lusty love should go in quest of beauty . .

Ifmine eyes do eerdeclare . . ~, .

If music be the food of love, playon, .

1f sometimes in the haunts of men

If that high world, which lies beyond

If this pale rose offend your sight

If those dear eyes that watch me now

If thou wouldst view fair Melrose aright .

If'tis love to wish you near .

1 grieved for Buonaparte, with a vair

I had a dream, which was not all a dream

Ihad alittle dawghter . . ., .

T had a message to send her

1 have a people of mine own NN K

{ ;mvc }llgddp]l:tymalcs, I have had companions .
have livid long enough : my way of life .

I have mark'd S,' Bl ¥ ; 4 S d g

I have not stopp'd mine ears to their demands .

1 have thy love—I know no fear

I heard the trailing garments of the night

Iknew, I knewitcould notlast . .

I know where the timid fawn abides

1 iaf'_m sorrow, deep distressed

T'll bid the hyacinth to blow X Z

Tl gaze no more on her bewildering face .

T'll seek a four-leaved shamrock k

Llothe that I dyd love . . .,

1 lov'd a lass, a fair one g1 g

I love it—I love it, and who shall dare

Tlove thee ! I love thee ! ..
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I'm sitting on the stile, Mary .

In a drear-nighted December

In a saft simmer gloamin .

In bruad daylight, and at noon .

I ne'er could any lustre sce

In cvcrﬁl village mark'd with little ﬁpm.

In full-blown dignity see W oiu.y stand

Inland, within a hollow vale, I stood

In lowly dale, fast by a river's side .

In love, if love be love, if love be ours

In sunset's light o'er Afric thrown

In that building long and low .

In that fair clime, the lonely herd\lmn stvetched
In the merry month of May o - - =
In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 7

In yonder grave a Druid lies .

I pray thee love, love me no more

1 pn:?n.u send me back my heart

1 saw; but thou could'st not

I saw from the beach, when the mor an was thunry'
I saw old Time, destroyer of mankind . :
I saw thee weep—the big bright tear

I saw thy form in youthful prime -
I saw young Harry,—with his beaver on .

I see-a star—eve's firstborn !—in whose train
1 see she flies me everywhere . w1k
I see thee still ! thou art not dead

I shot an arrow into the air .

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he’

Is there a bard whom genius fires .

Is there a whim-inspired fool

Is there, for honest poverty . .
Is this a dagger which I see before me .
Is thy name Mary, maiden fair? .
Ttalia ! oh Italia | thou who hast

I think of thee—1I think of thee .

I think on thee in the night

I thought once how Theocritus had \uug
It is a beauteous evening, calm and free

It is not that my lotislow. .

It is not only in the sacred fane v .
It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,—
It is the curse ufl.mga o be attended .
It is the hour when from the boughs .

It is the midnight hour i~the beauteous sea
1t must be so—Plato, thou reason'st well—
It was a barren scene, and wild .
It was a friar of orders grey .

It was a summer evening .

It was the May when I was born

It was the schooner Hesperus .

It was the winter wild

It was the wisdom and the will of Heaven
I waited for the train at Coventry

I weep for Adonais—he is dead !

I will be hang'd if some eternal villain

I wish 1 were where Helen lies |

Just when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze .
King Death was a rare old fellow

Know, Celia, since thou art 5o proud

Klll'IWs he who tills this lonely field .

Know thou this truth, enough for man to know .
Know ye the land w! here the cypress and myrtle .

King Francis was a hearty king, and loved a m).tl sprul

I sat ‘mid the flickering lights, when all the gucs:a had qur.ul

Itis a place where poets crowned may feel the hearts’ decs v, ing .

Lady hnﬁ‘?nn .

Yohn Keats .
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Last came Anarchy ; he rode .

Late from this western shore, that mummg chased .
Lay a garland on my hearse . .
Layd in my: quiet bed in study as I were . .
Lesbia hath a beaming eyz . . -

Let me play the fool . X .

Let others seck for empty joys . S

Let vanity adorn the nmrbic tomb . .

Life is zin: transmugration of asoul . .

Life ! we've been long pogether, .

Light was his form, and darkly delicate .

Like as the culver on the bared bough .

Like as the damask rose you see .

Lo ! at the couch where infant hcauty sleeps .

Lo ! here the gentle lark, w of rest

Lo ! in the west fast fades th en?;ngurmg light .
Look here, upon this picture, andon this . .
Love banish'd heaven, in earth was held in scorn .
Love comforteth like sunshine after rain . >
Love in a humour play'd the prodigal
Love in her sunny eyes does {m.kmé, play
Love in 1ay bosom, fl!.c a bee

Love is the happy privilege of the mind—
Love me little, love me long .

Love not, love not, ye hapless sons ufchy 1

Maid of Athens, erewepart . . . .
Maid of my love, sweet Genevieve ! . :
Mark yon old mansion frowning through the trees .
Mary, I believed thee true S x
Mand Miller, on a summer'sday . '

May one kind grave unite each hapless name .
Meanwhile, the adversary of God and man

Men are but children of a larger growth

Men of England ! whoinhent , . .

Merrily, merrily goes the bark .

Methinks it is good to be here . .
Methinks we must have known some furrmr state .
Methought 1 saw my late espoused saint .,

Mild offspring of a dark and sullen sire | .,

Milton ! thou should’st be living at this hour

Mine be a cot beside the hill : s

Moan, ye wild winds ! around the pa.m:

Moon of harvest, herald mild .

Most potent, grave, and reverend s:gm(m

Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn S
Much have I travelled in tlre realms uf gald ; =
My author and disposer, what thou bid'st., .

My darling, my darling, while silence is on the moor
My days among the dead are pass'd .
My dear and only love, I pray .

My eye, descending from the hills, surveyu

My eyes make pictures when they're shut

My hawk is tired of perchand hood . . .
My heart aches, and n drowsy numbiess pains
My life is like the summer rose , .

My love he built me a bonny bower .

My Mothier's voice ! how often creeps -
My soul is dark—oh | quickly string e =
My soul turn from them ;—turn we to survey .
Mysterions night ! when our first parent knew

My sweet one, my sweet one, the tears were in my eyes.

Nay, do not think T flatter
Near to the silver Trent
Near yonder copse, where once the g:mlcn smiled .
Neglected now the enrly daisy lies . . .
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No man has more contempt than T of breath .
No more shall meads bedeck'd with flowers
None are all evil—quickening round his heart .
None hath seen its secret fountain . . .
None remember thee ! thou whose heart . .
No, no, fair heretic, it needs must be e
Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds .

No sooner had the Almighty ceased, but all
Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note.
No'rigshander . o _ & & » &

Not marble, not the gilded monuments
Now all the youth of England are on fire .
Nowatnoon . . =« & & & =
Now came still evening on, and twilight gray .
Now is the time when, after sparklng showers. .
Now is the winter of our discontent . .~ . .
Now lockonman .« « o o+

Now my co-mates, and brothers in exile .

Now nature hangs her mantle green. .

Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast

Now stood Eliza on the wood-crown'd height .
Now that all hearts are glad, all faces bright .
Now the bright morning star, day's harbinger .
Nuns fret not at the convent's narrow room .

O, andigallforgot? = . w. . . .
O blest of heaven, whom not the languid songs
O blithe new-comer ! I haveheard . . .
Observe the language well in all you write

O Caledonial sternandwild . . .
O'er the glad waters of the dark blue sea .
('ér the wide earth on mountain and on plain .
Of all the torments, all the cares . .

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw . .

Of comfort nomanspeak » . o+ -

Of man's first diﬁobcgfencc, and the fruit .

Of Nelson and thenorth . . .

Of these the false Achitophel was first

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray . . . .
Oft, in the lone church-yard at night I've seen
Oft let me range the gloomy aisles alone .

Oft, oft methinks, the while with thee

Oft will hie stoop, inquisitive to trace .

O gentle wind {'tis thus she sings) _ .

) God ! methinks it were a happy life

0 God, whose thunder shakes the sky

O happiness | our bciml;’s endandaim! .

O happy love ! where fove like this is found!
Oh | blame not the bard, if he fly to the bawers
Oh | breathe not his name, letit sleep in the shade .
Oh! call my brother back tome ! . . .
Oh | distant stars, whose tranquil light

Oh 1 doubt-me not—the season . .

Oh, fair and stately maid, whose eyes

Oh, fairest of the rural maids | .

Oh, for a tongue to curse the slave )

Oh, if the sciﬁsh knew how much they lost
Oh, it i fearful on the midnight couch

Oh, Mary, go and call the cattle home

Oh mother of a mighty race

Oh, reader | hast thou ever stood to see the holly tree?
Oh Rome | my.country [ city of the soul |

Oh | say not waman's heart is bought

Oh sleep | it is a gentle thing .

i v
|

Oh | spatched away in beauty’s bloom

Now glory to the Lord of hosts, from whom all glories are !

Ohno! we never mention him, his name js never heard .
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Oh, take me to your arms, my love . . ..
Oh'! that the desert were my dwellin iy
Oh ! the days are gone, when bc:nuy%:righl
Oh, the summernight . . . .

Oh, the sweet contentment s e

Oh, thou Parnassus! whom I now survey

Oh, where's the slavesolowly . . .
Oh! yet, ye dear, deluding visions stay ! .
€, it 1s excellent R -
10, it is monstrous | monstrous ! .
0, knew he but his happiness, of men

O lady, twine no wreath for me . :

Old Tubal Cain was aman of might. . .

0| Tove of loves 1—to thy white hand is given

O Lymoges ! Austria thou dost shame .

0, my good lord, why are you thus alone ?

O Nanny, wilt thou go with me -

On balcony, all summer roofed with vines

Once she did hold the gorgeous East in fee

Once more, O Trent | along thy pebbly marge.

Once more unto the breach, dear friends,—once more

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, wealk

WEIE L Y . . EE 5
One bumper at parting !—though many

One day I wrote her name upon the strand
Onie day, nigh weary of the irksome way .

One fond kiss, and then we sever | ¥
One more unfortunate

One morn a Peri at the gate

One struggle more, and [ am free 3

O Nightingale, that on yon bloomy spray .

On Jordan's banks the Arab's camels stray

On Leven's banks, while free to rove.

On Linden, when the sun was low
O now, for ever . g . - .
On the beach of a northernsea . . .

On the Sabbath-day . . . . . .

On these white cliffs, that calm above the flood

On what foundation stands the warrior’s pride .
Open the temple gates unto my love .

O Piety ! oh heavenly piety !

O Rose | who dares to name thee?

Or view the Lord of the unerring bow

O 'saw you not fair Ines? . . :

O Scotia | my dear, my native soil ! , .

0, she doth teach the torches to burn bright

O stream descending to thesea. . .

O Sun, thy upnse shall I see no more .

O that this too too solid flesh would melt . .

0 that those lips had language ! life has pass'd

0, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you .

O Thou that rollest above . . . . .

O thou, that, with surpassing glory crown'd,

O 1 thou undaunted daughter of deswres

O Thou who dry’st the mourner’s tear !

O Thou, whom, borne on fancy's eager wing .

O Thou, whose mighty palace roof doth hang .

©) Thou, who sit'st 2 smiling bride R
O Time, who knowest a lenient hand tolay . .

Our bugles sang truce—for the night cloud had lowered :

Over meadows purple-flowered . . « .
O'waly, walyupthebank . . .. . .
Q) were my love yon lilacfair . . .. .
O 'wild West Wind, the breath of Autumn’s bein|
O Winter, ruler of the inverted year . . .
O Woman | in our hours of ease A 3l
O World! O life ! O time! ¥
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#(), ye wild groves, O where is now your bloom !" .
| © Young Lochinvar is come out of the west . .

Pack clouds away, and welcome day.
| Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies, . .
Papyra, throned upon the banks of the Nile
Patience and sorrow strove . 2w
Pelion and Ossa flourish side byside. . . -
Pictured in memory’s mellowing jilns:., how sweet -
p

Pleasures lie thickest, where no pleasures scem

| Poet and Saint ! to thee alone are giv'n

| Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are
Possessions vanish, and opinions change . . -
Praised be the art whose subtle power could stay .
Primeval hope, the Aonian muses sy .

| Pure spirit! O where art thou now? .

|

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair . ..
| Guick o'er the wintry waste dart fiery shafts—.

! Read in these roses the sad story -
Rear thou aloft thy standard. —Spirit, rear

| Reas'ning at every step he treads

| Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow

| Repine not, O my sonl . : -
Rest, rest, perturbedearth ! . . . . -
Retire :—the world shut out ;—thy thoughts call home
Rich and rare were the gems she wore . . .
Roll on thou deep and dark blue Ocean—roll! .
Roll on, ye stars ! exult in youthful prime

| Ruin seize thee, ruthlessking! . . .

Say what is honour? 'tis the finest sense . .
Say, what is Taste, but the internal powers .
| Scots, wha hae wi* Wallacebled . . .
See through this air, this ocean, and this earth
Send home my long stray'd eyes to me ’
Shaies of ev'ning close not o'er us
Shall I, wasting in despair. . .
She dwelt among the untrodden ways . & .
She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps
She is not fairtooutward view . . . -
She looks upon his lips and they are pale .
She never told her love ol LY
She rose—she sprung—she climg to his embrace
She saw a sun on & summer sky e e
She's gone to dwell in heaven, my lnssic . ;
She slept, and there was visioned in her sleep .
She ﬁlnm‘i breast high amid the corn . .
She walks in beauty, like the night
She was a phantom of delight .
| Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more
Signior Antonio, many & time and oft
Since our country, our God=—oh, my sire !
Sing them upon the sunn hills . .
| Sing to me some homely ballad MR
Sing |—Who sings . - . > - .
1 Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs
| Sleep, baby, sleep ! what ails my dear #
Sleep, little baby, sleep! . . . .
Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race he runs

So dear to heay'n is saintly chastity . . .

Soe fecble is the thred that doth the burden stay
| So forth issued the seasons of the year . .

Soft you; a word ortwo beforeyougo . .

Soldier, rest ! thy warfareoler . . .«
| Some feelings are to mortels given .
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Somewhat back from the village street

So on he fares, and to the border comes . .
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt’s dark sea ! .
Stars ! your balmiest influence shed ! F
Stern daughter of the voice of God !

Still on the spot Lord Marmion stayed

Still 1o be neat, still to be drest . A :
Still must my partial pencil love todwell . .
Strength too—thou surly, and less gentle boast
Strong climber of the mountain side . . .
Such was the talk they held upon their way
Summer eve is gone and pa K ’ .

Sun of the sleepless | melancholy star!
Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain
Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blissful hour
Sweet bird that sing'st away the early hours .
Sweet cry ! as sacred as the blessed hymn ]
Sweet daughter of & rough and stormy sire: .
Sweet day, so cool, so-calm, so bright . .
Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv'st unseen
Sweet Emma Moreland, <.tjyondcr town .
Sweet floweret, pledge o' meikle love N
Sweet Highland girl, a very shower .

Sweet is the rose, but grows upon a brere
Sweet is the ship that under sl v
Sweet scented flower | who'rt wont to bloom
Sweet to the gay o' heart is summer’s smile

Take me, Mother Earth, to thy cold breast
Take, O take those lipsaway . 2 g
Talk of Jove in vernal hours . .

Tell me, on what hely ground . =

Tell me not, in mournful numbers

Tell me not, sweet, 1 am unkind

Tell me, thou soul of her 1 love ' =
That day I oft remember, when from sleep
That day of wrath, that dreadful day .
That which her slender waust confined . :
The sdventurous boy, that asks his little share .
The air of death breathes through our souls .
‘I'he Assyrian came down like lﬁc wolf on the fold
The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne
The boy stood on the burning deck .

The breaking waves dash'd high %

The castled crag of Drachenfels

The castle gates were open flung . .

The cheerful supper done, wi' serious face

“The chough and crow to roost are gone—

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day .

The day goes down red darkling .

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew

The flash at midnight —'twas a light .

The fountains mingle with the river .«

The glories of our birth and state . -

The golden gleam of & summer sun .

The gowan glitters on the sward .

The groans of nature in this nether world.

The harp that once through Tara’s halls .

The harp the monarch minstrel swept

“The heath this night must be my bed

The hunting tribes of air and earth

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece ! .

“I'he lists are oped, the spacious area cleared
I'he little flow'rs dropping their honey’d dew
‘The longer life the more offence £ .

The loppéd tree in time may grow again .

The Lord my pasture shall prepare .
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The man that hath no music in Mmself . .

| The matron at her mirror with her hand upon her brow
‘I'he melancholy days are come, the saddest of the year .

The mightiest chiels of British song ,
| The mind.that broods o'er guilty woes
The minstrel boy to the war is gone . .

The moon is up, and yet it is not night— . .
The morning broke. Light stole upon the clouds
The mufiled drum is rolling, and the low .,
Then, as I said, the Duke, great Bolingbroke,—
Then comes the father of the tempest forth
Then did the damsels speak again

The night is chill, the cloud is gray .

The night is come, but not too soon .

The poetry of carth is never dead S
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling . . "
The quality of mercy is not strain'd G e
There came to the beach a poorexile of Erin . .
There dwelt in Bethlehem a Jewish maid .

There is a fragrant blossom, that maketh glm.l the garden of

the heart . . '
Thereisagardeninherface . .
There is a glorious City in the Sea
There is a land, of every land the pride
‘There is a Reaper whose name is Death .
There is a tear for all that die ¥
There is a yew-tree, pride of Lorton vale .
There is no flock, however watched and tended
There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet
There liv'd in gothic days, as legends tell .
‘There on the nurse's lap a new-born child
There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's stream
There's kames o' honey "tween my luve's lips

There's music on the earth : the moon and her attendants
There’s not a joy the world can give like that it takes away

There's nothing great or bright, thou glorious Fall!,
There’s nothing in this world can make me joy.
There sunk the greatest, nor the worst of men .
There, too, the Goddess loves in stone, and fills
There was a sound of revelry by night . . .
There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream.
There was once a gentletime . . . . .
There were three ravens sat on a tree

There were two fathers in this ghastly crew

The roar of waters '—from the headlong height

The rose is fairest when 'tis budding new .

The sad and solemn night , . i : - .
The school's lone porch, with reverend mosses gray .
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The voices of my home I—T hear them still !
The way was long, the wind was cold

I'ne western waves of ebbing day

The wind and the rain are past . 3 2
The wind recalls thee ; its still voice obey.
The winds are high on Helle's wave, ~. |
The woods and vales of England (—is there not
I'he world is too much with us ; late and soon ,
| The world is still deceiv'd with ornament . .
The worm of Conseience still be-gnaw thy soul !
The wretch, eondemn'd with life to part
They dug his grave e'en where he lay
They grew in beauty side by side :
| They make obeisance and retire in haste .

The young May moon is beaming, love

They pass me by like shadows, crowds on crowds

| They sin who tell love can die |
Think me not unkind and rude .

| Think’st thon to be conceal'd, thou little stream #

| Think you a little din can daunt my ears ¢
| This England never did, nor never shall

{ This is the forest primeval.
hemlocks

This is the place, the centre of the grove ,
This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle
This was the noblest Roman of them all .
This world is all a fleeting show :

Thou art, O God | the life and light .

‘Thou chronicle of crimes ! I read no more
Though the da{ lol' my destiny's over

Though when

ov'd thee thou wert fair .

Thou hast sworn by thy God, my Jeanie .
Thou know'st the mask of night 1s on my face ,
| Thou lingering star, with Jess'ning ray ~ .
Thou proud man, look upon yon starry vault
| Thou spirit of the spangled night! .~ .
Thou, too, sail on, O ship of state I ,
.[ hou, to whom the world unknown . :
Thou wert out betimes, thou busy busy bee !
F Thou youngest virgin—daughter of the skies
| Three fishers went sailing out into the west
| Three poets in three distant ages born .

Three years she grew in sun and shower .
Thrice ha
Through o oORmoin e
Through shades and solitudes profound .
Thus far have I pursued my solemn theme

opy sbe that is so well assur'd .
rin's Isle

:l:hl.l?‘. far hear me, Cromwell . .,

The murmuring pines and the

Felicia Hemans
Sir Walter Scott .
Sir Waller Scott .
Yas. Macpherson
Samuel Rogers

George Gorden Lovd ]5::'.mn

Grenville Mellen .
William IVordeworth .
William Shakspeare
William Shakspeare
Oliver CGoldsmith .

Sir Walter Scoft
Felicia Hemans .

Thomas Moore

George Gordon Lord B)‘.rw.«

7. R, Lewell .

Robert Southey . .
Ralph Waldo Emerson
Lydia Huntly Sigonrney
William Shakspeare .
Willian: Shakspeare

Henry Wadsworth Long fellow' syt

Fohn Home 5
William Shakspeare .
William Shakspeare
Thomas Moore

Thomas Moore

Robert Seuthey

George Gordon Lovd H_Y'J'ﬁﬂ

Thomas Stanley .
Allan Cunningham
William Shakspeare
Robert Burns, gra il
Henry Kivke White .
Henry Kirke W hite

Willsam Collins
Robers Southey
Sokn Dryden, . .
Rev. Chavles Kingsley |
Fohn Dyyden, .
William W ordswvorth .
LEdmund Spenser , |
;'a'wmu.f Moore .
‘ames Mondgomery
Henry Kirke White
William Shakgpears

PAGE
278
357
366
210
244
383
558
326

48
70
179
365
286
411
348
553
287
537
533
50
61

249
62
40

355

355

205

256

263
Henry Wadsworth Long fellow 574

122
496
13
493
TG
319
28
346
az7
267
72

Fohan Logan ., . . . 249
George (ﬁmfnrx Lovd Byrvon . 433
Tobias Smollett . A )
Robert Southey . . . 288
Felicia Hemans . . . 485
Anonymons . . . . 138
Edward Young . . . 203
William Shakspeare . v g9
George Gordon Lord Byron . 419
Sames Thomson ¥ S
Henvy Kirke While ., . 260
George Gordon Lovd Byron . 385
Leighfumt , . 375
Halliam Cowpper . . . 215

. William Cowper . ., . 213
Letitia Elicadeth Landon . 463

- = y Fames Monigomery . « 230

oo . . Geoyge Gordon Lovd Byron , 416

Thomas Moore . .. . . 348

.l‘hy banks were bonny, Yarrow stream ’
Thy cheek is pale with thought, but not from woe
'[‘]I)' spirit, Independence, let me share

'l‘hy summer woods . .

Thy voice is in mine ear, beloved !

Till death I Silvia must adore £

Tlrcd nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep !

”l‘!s but thy name that is mine enemy

"l‘!s l:]orzc:—hut yesterday a king! . ¥

wl‘!sa list'ning fear and dumb amazement all

,l_‘_‘ midnight :—on the globe dead slumber sits
'l.s_& midnight : on the mountains brown

15 morn, and never did a lovelier day

Fl“u mornung ; and the sun with ruddy orb

"Tis pleasant, through the loopholes of retrent .
,_l'.n strange to think, if we could fling aside .
T'is sunset : to the firmament serene

Fokn Milton 5

Edwiwnd Waller

William Shakspeare

William Shakspeare

Willlam Colline . . .
Henry Wadsworth Long fellow
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Sir Walter Scott . .
Ralph Waldo Emerson,
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Thomas Hood P T
Felicia Hemans

Allan Cunningham

Sohn Milton . > i
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Willian: Shokspeare . "lis the last rose of summer

These are thy glorious works, Parent of good , g

The seas are quiet when the winds give o'er Pl
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's black veil .
‘I'hese our actors e e LR
These, too, thou'lt sing ! for well thy magic muse
The shades of night were falling fast. . . .
The sky is changed [—and such a change! Oh night
The smiling morn may light thesky . . . .
‘The south-wind brings Life, sunshine, and. desire
The spacious firmament on high T

The spirits I have raised abandon me—

The splendour falls on castle walls

T'he stars are forth, the moon above the tops

The stars are with the voyager . . .

The stately homes of England .

The sun rises bright in France .

The superiorfiend . . . .

The time I've lost in wooing . .

The tyrannous and bloody act is done




To and fro the bellsare swinging . .

To be, or not to be,—that is the question .

To catch dame Fortune’s golden smile . .
To-day the Lord of Amien and mysell . .
To draw no envy, Shakspeare, on thy name .
To fair Fidele's grassy tomb . . E
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily
To him who in the love of nature ho
To horse ! to horse ! the standard flies . .
To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign .
‘To make a happy fire-side clime TR

To me, fair fnend, you never can be old .
To-morrow, anid to-morrow, and LO-moTOW .+
To mute and to material things . A

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell
Totheoceannow Ifly . .« .

o these whom death again did wed A
Toussaint, the most unhappy man of men !

To wake the soul by tender strokes of art .
Trifles light asair . .
Triumphal arch that fillst thesky . .
True case in writing comes from art, not chance

“ Purn, gentle hermit of the dale® . . .
*T'was at the royal feast for Persia won .

"T'was at the silent, solemn hour - ¥

*Pwas early day, and sunlight streamd . . -
*'was morm, and beauteous on the mountain’s brow
*T'was post meridian, half-pastfour . . . -
Twist ye, twine ye! evenso . . .

‘T'wo Angels, one of Life, and one of Death

Two voices are there—one is of the sea

Under a spreading chestnut tree .
Underneath this sable hearse . .
| Undemeath this stone doth lie .
Under the greenwood tree.  «
Under the walls of Monterey T
Unfathomable sea! whose waves are years
Unhappy White | while life was in its spring
Unnumber'd suppliants crowd preferment’s gate
Up from the meadows rich with corn i
Uponabarrenstecp .« =« ¢
Upon the sides of Latmos was outspread .
Uprose the king of men with speed . .
Up with me | up with me, into the clouds !

Verse, a breeze ‘mid blossoms straying
Victorious men of earth, no more .
Vital spark of heavenly flame ! .

Waken, lords and ladies gay - %
Wasted, weary, wherefore stay. . -
We are the fools of time and terror ¢ days
Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow'r .
Weep no more, nor sigh, nor groan .
Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie

Olove. . - v
Well, then, | now do plainly see .
We met in secret, in the depth of night
We watch'd him, while the moonhght . :
We will not deplore them, the days that are past
What beauties doth Lisboa first unfold! . .
‘What beck'ning ghost along the moonlight shade
What bright soft thing is this . .«

What constitutes a state? . :
What dreaming drone was ever blest
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We have seen thee, O love, thou art f.li-r; thou art g:y.mlly‘
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i What hidest thou in thy treasure—caves and cells

What is noble ¥=to inherit e R
What is the meaning of thesong . . .
Whatmandare, Idare . . .« .« .
What must the i:ing do now ! must he submit?
What's fame? a fancy'd life in others' breath .
What shall I do to be for ever known . . .
What stronger breast-plate than a heart untainted? .
What though T leave this dull and earthly mould
What time the groves were clad in green .

| What fime the mighty moon was gathering light
What was't aw:nkcn'(?’ﬁrsz the untried ear

| What win I if | gain the thing I seek? .

| When Britain first at Heaven's command

| When coldness wraps the suffering clay .

| When Delia on the plain appears .

| When earth is fair and winds are still

! Whene'er a noble deed' is wrought .
‘When first I met thee, warm and young .

| When Freedom from our mountain height

| When Freedom on hernatalday . . .
When he who adores thee has left but the name
When icicles hang by thewall . .. . .
When [ cunsici\:rlﬁfc, 'tis nll a cheat . » &

| When I consider how my light is spent

When Israel of the Lord beloved . . .

When Leaming’s triumph o'er her barbarous foes

When long upon the scales of fate . . .

When love with unconfinéd wings . - 5

When lull'd in passion's dream my senses slept

‘When Music, heavenly maid, was young .

‘When o'er the hill the easternstar . .

When red has set the beamless sun .

When Ruth was left half-desolate . »

When seven lang years had come and fled

When the British warrior queen . 0w

When the hours of day are numbered

When the long-sounding curfew from afar,

When Time, or soon or late, shall bring

When Time, who steals our years away .

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

When twilight steals along the ground

When we two parted 4B

Whence is that knocking? . . .

Where are the heroes of the agespast? ., . .

Where are the songs of spring ? Ay, where are they?

Where'er we tread 'tis haunted, holy ground -

Where honour, or where conscience does not bind

Where is Rome ! . . - : A x

Where lies the land to whigh yon ship must go?

Where now is Britain f—Where her laurelled names

Where shall the lover rest . A R

Where 's the blind child, so admirably fair :

Where, then, ah | where shall poverty reside .

While History’s Muse the memorial was keeping

Whither, midst falling dew A e

Who first taught souls enslaved and realms undone .

Who is Silvia¥ what is she P . ‘ .

Whom call we gay ! That honour has been long

Why does azure deck the sky? .

“Why does your brand so drop with blood 2" |

Why, 1 can smile, and murder while I smile .

Why, |f'|\'cl¥ charmer, tellmewhy . . .

l\‘\'h y man, he doth bestride the narrow world .
Why sitt'st thou by that ruined hall"

| Why 50 pale and wan, fond lover?
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Wil
Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day .
With buds and thorns about her brow
With fingers weary and womn .

With frustless labour, Clara bound

| 'With him there was his son, a youngé Squire

With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb'st the skies !

With laughter swymming in thine eye
| Within a mile of Edinburgh town
‘Within the place of thousand tombs ,
Within the soul a faculty abides
Without a stone to mark the spot
Woe! for my vine-clad home
Woodman, s‘]fﬂ.rc that tree!

Wh?-, what’s that to you, if my eyes I'm a wiping ? .
Fortune never come with both hands full | A

INDEX.

Charles Dibdin

Willinm Shakspeare
William Shakspeare
Eleanora Lovisa Hervey
Thomas Hood

Str Walter Scolt .
Geoffrey Chawcer .
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| **Woods, hills, and rivers, now are desclate™ . . . Edmund Spenser .
| Would'st see blithe looks, fresh cheeks beguile . - : . Rickard Crashaw .

Wretched and foclish Jealousy .

Ye distant spires, ye unti(!m: tow'rs . .

Ye ficld-flowers | the gardens eclipse you "tis true

Ye gentlemen of England .

Ben Fonsen

Thomas Gray, -
. Thomas Camplell .
oL . Martyn Parker

Yo holy tow'rs that shade the wave-worn ;.h.-up . .. . Wiltiam Lisle Bowics
{ -

Ye little birds that sitandsing . . .
Ye many-twinkling stars, who yet do hold
Ye mariners of England L
Ye nymphs of Salyma | begin the song
Yes, Love indeed is light from Heaven
Ye stars | which are 1ﬁ

Yes, "twill be over soon—this sickly dream

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more

Yonder comes the powerful king of day .

Yes, I;::cf will have way—but the fast fall;ng tear

e poctry of Heaven!

- . . . Thomas Heywoond .

Henry Kivke White

Thomas Campbell .
Alexander Pope

Thomas Moore o
Greorge Gordon Lovd Byron .
Gearge Gordon Lovd Byron .
Henry Kirke White

Yokn Milton .

Fames Thomson

You are old, Father William, the {uung man cried . . Robert Southey

You common cry of ours ! whose
You may give over plough, boys
You meaner beauties of the night
Young Henry was as brave a youth . .
You remember Ellen, our hamlet's pride .
You that think love can convey .

You were very charming, madam

reath 1 hate

William Shakspeare
Stdney Dobell.

Sir Henry Wotton
Thomas Dibdin
Thamas Moore
Thomas Carew

R, H, Stoddard
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TESTAMENT,
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w‘- | BOOKS OF REFERENCE.

I . . 2 > y
‘ Price 35, 64. each, cloth gilt, beantifully printed.on loned paper.

THE BOOK OF FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS.
CHOICE POEMS AND LYRICS.

CHOICE THOUGHTS FROM SHAKESPEARE.

GOLDEN GLEANINGS FROM THE POETS.

WISE SAYINGS OF THE GREAT AND GOOD.

THE BOOK OF HUMOUR, WIT, AND WISDOM.

GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS, THE BROADWAY, LUDGATE.













