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DAY AND NIGHT SONGS

Sure aim takes Cupid, fluttering foe,
Across a street so narrow ;

A silken thread to string his bow,
A needle for his arrow !

ACROSS THE SEA

I wALK'D in the lonesome evening,
And who so sad as I,
When I saw the young men and maidens
Merrily passing by.
To thee, my Love, to thee—
So fain would I come to thee !
While the ripples fold upon sands of gold,
And I look across the sea.

I stretch out my hands; who will clasp
them ?
I call,—thou repliest no word :

Oh, why should heart-longing be weaker
Than the waving wings of a bird !
To thee, my Love, to thee—
So fain would I come to thee !
For the tide’s at rest from east to west,
And I look across the sea.
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'here’s joy in the hopeful morning,
I'here’s peace in the parting day,
There’s sorrow with every lover

Whose true-love is far away.
To thee, my Love, to thee—
So fain would I come to thee!
And the water’s bright in a still moonlight,
As I look across the sea.

EVEY

Bup and leaflet, opening slowly,
Woo'd with tears by winds of Spring
Now, of June persuaded wholly,
Perfumes, flow’rs, and shadows bring.

Evey, in the linden alley,
All alone I met to-day,
Tripping to the sunny valley
Spread across with new-mown hay.

Brown her soft curls, sunbeam-sainted,
Golden in the wavering flush ;

Darker brown her eyes are, painted
Eye and fringe with one soft brush.

Through the leaves a careless comer,
Never nymph of fount or tree
Could have press'd the floor of summer
With a lighter foot than she.
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94 DAY AND NIGHT SONGS

Can this broad hat, fasten’d under
% : ;
With a bright blue ribbon’s flow,
Change my pet so much, I wonder,
Of a month or two ago ?

Half too changed to speak I thought her,
; L'ill the pictured silence broke, e L
Sweet and clear as dropping water,

Into words she sung or spoke. BETwIXT our apple-boughs, how clear
; The violet western hills appear,
h'r“; her words ; yet, like a sister, As calmly ends another day
. .I rustfully she look’d and smiled ; Of Earth’s long history,—from the ray
“T'was but in my soul I kiss’d her, She with slow majestic motion

As I used to kiss the child. Wheeling continent and ocean
; Into her own dim shade, wherethrough
-“"hflf'”\\‘.‘i, which are not of sadness, The Outer Heavens come into view,
Touch her eyes, and brow above. Deep beyond deep.
As pale wild roses dream of redness, In thought conceive
Dreams her innocent heart of love. This rolling Globe whereon we live
(For in the mind, and there alone
A picture of the world is shown),
How huge it is, how full of things,
As round the royal SUN it swings,
In one of many subject rings
Carrying our Cottage with the rest,
Its rose-lawn and its martin’s nest.
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But, number every grain of sand
Wherever salt wave touches land :
Number in single drops the sea;
Number the leaves on every tree ;
Number Earth’s living creatures, all
That run, that fly, that swim, that crawl ;
Of sands, drops, leaves, and lives, the count
Add up into one vast amount ;

And then, for every separate one
Of all those, let a flaming Sun
Whirl in the boundless skies, with each
Its massy planets, to outreach
All sight, all thought : for all we see,
Encircled with Infinity,
Is but an island.
Look aloft,

The stars are gathering. Cool and soft
I'he twilight in our garden-croft
Purples the crimson-folded rose,

(O tell me how so sweet it grows)
Makes gleam like stars the cluster’d white ;
And Beauty too is infinite.

AT A WINDOW
’I‘("

SEARCH the round Earth, and Heavens afar,
Man is the highest thing you find :
Yet all the powers of all mankind
Drawn to a point, could never make
One scented little Jasmin-Star
Of these that by our window shake
As stirs the fitful evening wind,
Showing, in purple depth between
The frontage, Sirius glancing keen.

Look back into the twilight room,
And see amid the tender gloom
Our favourite Picture glimmering rich,
QOur dear Greek Goddess in her niche,
Our fifty priceless Books a-row,
And Music where she mildly waits
To open with a touch Heaven’s gates.
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Say hath not Art, man’s proper power,
Its world of miracles to show ?

The boundless world of star and flower,
All that exists, above, below,

Is chaos, blind and deaf and dumb,

Until within the Soul it come

(That essence of its gross), perceive

Itself at last, and instant weave

A Universe of Beauty, wrought

Of interflow, within, without,—

Soul’s joy: which in its own fine ways

Art expresses and conveys.

How Nature hides her music-tones !
More deeply than her precious stones.
How we have found and set them! Nay,
To-night, Love, do not sing or play,

But improvise—A Starry Night,
And Beauty foo is infinite :

Its source the Loving Soul, a Face
Like yours its choicest dwelling-place,

THE QUEEN OF THE FOREST

BeAuTIFUL, beautiful Queen of the Forest,
How art thou hidden so wondrous deep ?
Bird never sung there, fay never morriced,
All the trees are asleep.
Nigh the drizzling waterfall
Plumed ferns wave and wither ;
Voices from the woodlands call,
¢ Hither, O hither!’
Calling all the summer day,
Through the woodlands, far away.

Who by the rivulet loiters and lingers,
Tranced by a mirror, a murmur, a freak ;

Thrown where the grass’s cool fine fingers

Play with his dreamful cheek ?
Cautious creatures gliding by,
Mystic sounds fill his pleasure,
Tangled roof inlaid with sky,
Flowers, heaps of treasure :
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Wandering slowly all the day,
Through the woodlands, far away.

Late last night, betwixt moonlight and
morning,
Came She, unthought of, and stood by his
bed :
A kiss for love, and a kiss for warning,
A kiss for trouble and dread.
Now her flitting fading gleam
Haunts the woodlands wide and lonely;
Now, a half-remember'd dream
For his comrade only,
He shall stray the livelong day
Through the forest, far away.

Dare not the hiding Enchantress to follow !
Hearken the yew, he hath secrets of hers.
The gray owl stirs in an oaktree’s hollow,
The wind in the gloomy firs.
Down among those dells of green,
Glimpses, whispers, run to wile thee ;
Waking eyes have nowhere seen
Her that would beguile thee—
Draw thee on, till death of day,
Through the dusk woods, far away.

AN EVENING

A Sunser’s mounded cloud ;
A diamond evening-star ;
Sad blue hills afar ;

Love in his shroud.

Scarcely a tear to shed ;
Hardly a word to say ;
The end of a summer day ;
Sweet Love dead.
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AFTER SUNSET

THE vast and solemn company of clouds
Around the Sun’s death, lit, incarnadined,
Cool into ashy wan ; as Night enshrouds
The level pasture, creeping up behind
Through voiceless vales, o’er lawn and
purpled hill
And hased mead, her mystery to fulfil.
Cows low from far-off farms ; the loitering
wind

Sighs in the hedge, you hear it if you
will,—

Tho’ all the wood, alive atop with wings
Lifting and sinking through the leafy nooks,
Seethes with the clamour of a thousand

rooks.
Now every sound at length is hush’d away.
These few are sacred moments. One more
Day
Drops in the shadowy gulf of bygone

things.

IN THE DUSK

WEeLcOME, friendly stars, one by one, two by
two !
Voices of the waterfall toning in the air;
And the wavy landscape-outlines blurr'd with
falling dew,
As my rapture is with sadness, because I
may not share,
And double it by sharing it with #Zee.
—Cloudy fire dies away on the sea.

Calm shadowy Earth ! she lies musing like a
saint ;
Wearing for a halo the pure circlet of the
moon ;
From the mountain breathes the night-wind,
steadily, tho’ faint ;
As I am breathing softly, ‘Ah! might
some heav'nly boon
Bestow thee, my Belov’d One, to my side !’
Like a full, happy heart flows the tide.
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ON THE TWILIGHT POND

A sHADOWY fringe the fir-trees make,
Where sunset light hath been ;

The liquid thrills to one gold flake,
And Hesperus is seen ;

Our boat and we, not half awake,
Go drifting down the pond

While slowly calls the rail, ‘Crake-crake,’

From meadow-flats beyond.

This happy, circling, bounded view
Embraces us with home ;

To far worlds, kindling in the blue,
Our upward thoughts may roam ;
Whence, with the veil of scented dew
That makes the earth so sweet,

A touch of astral brightness too,

A peace—which is complete.

UNKNOWN BELOV’'D ONE

O Unknown Belovid One! to the perfect
season
Branches in the lawn make drooping
bow’rs ;
Vase and plot burn scarlet, gold, and azure ;
Honeysuckles wind the tall gray turret,
And pale passion-flow’rs.
Come thou, come thou to my lonely
thought,
O Unknown Belov'd One.

Now, at evening twilight, dusky dew down-
wavers,
Soft stars crown the grove-encircled
hill ;
Breathe the new-mown meadows, broad
and misty ;
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Through the heavy grass the rail is talking ;
All beside is still.
Trace with me the wandering avenue,
Thou Unknown Belov’d One.

In the mystic realm, and in the time of visions,
I thy lover have no need to woo;
There I hold thy hand in mine, thou
dearest,
And thy soul in mine, and feel its throbbing,
Tender, deep, and true ;
Then my tears are love, and thine are love,
Thou Unknown Belov'd One.

Is thy voice a wavelet on the listening dark-
ness ?

Are thine eyes unfolding from their
veil ?
Wilt thou come before the signs of winter—
Days that shred the bough with trembling
fingers,
Nights that weep and wail ?
Art thou Love indeed, or art thou Death,
O Unknown Belov’d One?

SERENADE

O#H, hearing sleep, and sleeping hear,

The while we dare to call thee dear,

So may thy dreams be good, altho’

The loving power thou dost not know.

As music parts the silence,—lo !

Through heaven the stars begin to peep,
To comfort us that darkling pine
Because those fairer lights of thine

Have set into the Sea of Sleep.

Yet closed still thine eyelids keep ;

And may our voices through the sphere
Of Dreamland all as softly rise

As through these shadowy rural dells,

Where bashful Echo somewhere dwells,

And touch thy spirit to as soft replies.

May peace from gentle guardian skies,

Till watches of the dark are worn,
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Surround thy bed, and joyous morn
Makes all the chamber rosy bright !
Good-night I—From far-off fields is borne
The drowsy Echo’s faint ¢ Good-night,"—

Good-night!  Good-night !

THE VALLEY STREAM

StrEAM flowing swiftly, what music is thine !
The breezy rock-pass, and the storm-wooing
pine,

Have taught thee their murmurs,

Their wild mountain-murmurs,
Subdued in thy liquid response to a sound
Which aids the repose of this pastoral ground,
Where mingles our valley an awe with the

love
It smiles to the sheltering bastions above :
Thy cloud-haunted birthplace,
O Stream, flowing swiftly !

Encircle our meadows with bounty and grace,
Then move on thy journey with tranquiller
pace,
To find the great waters,
The great ocean-waters,
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AOLIAN HARP

Waat saith the river to the rushes gray,
Rushes sadly bending,
River slowly wending?
Who can tell the whisper'd things they say?
Youth, and prime, and life, and time,
For ever, ever fled away !

Drop your wither’d garlands in the stream,
Low autumnal branches,
Round the skiff that launches

Wavering downward through the lands of

dream.
Ever, ever fled away !
This the burden, this the theme.

What saith the river to the rushes gray,
Rushes sadly bending,
River slowly wending?

AOLIAN HARP

It is near the closing of the day.
Near the night. Life and light
For ever, ever fled away !

Draw him tideward down ; but not in haste.
Mouldering daylight lingers ;
Night with her cold fingers .
Sprinkles moonbeams on the dim sea-waste.
Ever, ever fled away |
Vainly cherish’d ! vainly chased !

What saith the river to the rushes gray,
Rushes sadly bending, I
River slowly wending ?
Where in darkest glooms his bed we lay,
Up the cave moans the wave,
For ever, ever, ever fled away !
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The trees are Indian Princes,
But soon they'll turn to Ghosts ;
The scanty pears and apples
Hang russet on the bough,
I's Autumn, Autumn, Autumn late,
"T'will soon be winter now.
Robin, Robin Redbreast,
O Robin dear!
And welaway ! my Robin,
For pinching times are near.

The fireside for the Cricket,

The wheatstack for the Mouse,
When trembling night-winds whistle
And moan all round the house ;

The frosty ways like iron,
The branches plumed with snow,—
Alas! in Winter, dead and dark,
Where can poor Robin go?
Robin, Robin Redbreast,
O Robin dear!
And a crumb of bread for Robin,
His little heart to cheer.

WINTER

Bare twigs in April enhance our pleasure ;
We know the good time is yet to come ;
With leaves and flow’rs to fill Summer’s

measure,
And countless songs ere the birds be dumb,

Bare twigs in Autumn are signs for sadness ;
We feel the good time is well-nigh past ;
The glow subdued, and the voice of gladness,

And frosty whispers in every blast.

For perfect garlands just now we waited ;
Already, garlands are turning sere ;

And Time, old traveller, like one belated,
Hurries on to fulfil the year.

Ah, Spring’s defects, and October’s losses !
Fair hope, sad memory !—but grieve not
thou :
In leafless dells, look, what emerald mosses ;
Nay, secret buds on the wintry bough.
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To these Maids of Elfin-Mere ;
Sued each night to make them stay,
Sadden’d when they went away.
Years ago, and years ago ;
And the tall reeds sigh as the wind doth
blow.

Hands that shook with love and fear
Dared put back the village clock,
Flew the spindle, turn’d the rock,
Flow'd the song with subtle rounding,
Till the false “eleven’ was sounding ;
Then these Maids of Elfin-Mere
Swiftly, softly left the room,
Like three doves on snowy plume.
Years ago, and years ago;
And the tall reeds .\‘f::‘"/a' as the wind dotlt
bloww.

One that night who wander'd near
Heard lamentings by the shore,
Saw at dawn three stains of gore
In the waters fade and dwindle.
Never more with song and spindle
Saw we Maids of Elfin-Mere.

THE MAIDS OF ELFIN-MERE 120

The Pastor’s Son did pine and die ;
Because true love should never lie.
Years ago, and years ago ;

And the tall reeds sigh as the wind doth
blotw,
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A thorny brake on the barren hill,
Where the whistling blast blows chill.
But under the snow, amid the dark,
Sleeping waits the vernal spark.

I had neither garden nor park.
On Bramble-Hill, by brake and stone,
Many a season 1 wandered lone,
With laughter, and pray’r, and singing, and

moan ;

In gray mist and in golden light,
Under the dawn, and the starry night.
Not much to find, not much to see ;
But the air was fresh, the path was free.

TuE Children of the Land

Are given into thy hand,
O wish’d-for future King:

Gently, boldly, take them ;

All they are fit for, make them ;
Teach them to work, pray, sing.

DAWN

GREAT Morning in our sky once more,
Enkindling land and wave,—

To bring a day like all before,
And find me still a slave?

No ! let me date my years anew ;
This day is virgin white ;

By Heaven, I will not re-indue
The rags of overnight !

I was a king by birth, and who
Is rebel to my right?

None but myself, myself alone:

Conquer myself, I take my throne.

TaE highest, widest, noblest thought of thine
Is the most true.

And is it greater than the Truth Divine?
O drop of dew

In which the glory of the sun doth shine!

SiN we have explain’d away ;
Unluckily, the sinners stay.




THE WAY

I wiLL not be a critic where I love.

Love must love or not love—

So long as he’s my sweetheart I will love him.

What care I what the world call this or that?

Have I such reason, that it cannot err,

Like God’s? I am a poor weak human soul,

And love or hate, I cannot tell you why—

Friends have I, real, or they seem so now,

And while I’'m in that notion I am theirs

Through good and evil—

If friendship, love, are nothing, what’s life
worth ?

Some may endure to play at chilly chess

With men and women—1I must hate and love!

A SONG

WaaT is sharp as tiger’s claws,
Gentler than a linnet’s wing,
Sweeping as a mountain flood,
Fragile as a primrose-bud,
Gay as crescent moon in Spring,
Sweet as song when singers pause ?

Mournfuller than Autumn skies
Where the shroud of Summer lies
Mystic as the stars above, i
Light as wind and deep as death,
Pure as breath
A maiden draws
Lull’d with music? This is Love.
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Bleak and bitter, and utterly doleful
Spread to this woman her map of life :
Hour after hour she look’d in her soul, full

Of deep dismay and turbulent strife.

Face in hands, she knelt on the carpet ;
The cloud was loosen’d, the storm-rain fell.

Oh! life has so much to wilder and warp it,
One poor heart’s day what poet could tell ?

LOVE’S GIFTS

THis dark-brown curl you send me, Dear,
Shall save its freshness of to-day

In gentle shrine, when year on year
Have turn’d its former fellows gray ;

So shall your image in my breast

With never-fading beauty rest.

11

What love hath once on love bestow’d,
Translated in its dew of youth

To some remote divine abode,
Withdraws from risk of time’s untruth.,

Keeping, we lose ; but what we give

Like to a piece of Heav'n doth live,
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W W
(April 237d, 1850)

ONE April found a Youth on Mona’s shore,

With daily prospect of the Cumbrian Hills,

Cloud-wreath’d or sunlit, o’er the Irish Sea.

¢ A Prince dwells there,” he said, ‘and T shall
walk

Through landscapes that confess him suzerain

Under the SovereiGN Lorp of earth and
men,—

May see the Prince himself, may humbly
meet

His venerable eye, may hear his voice.’

And day by day new Spring upon the fields

And waves grew brighter.

One day brought this word—
“The wise old Poet of the mountain-land

W. W. 161

Is gone away for ever. You may seek

But never shall you find him crooning song

Among the shadows of the folded hills,

By lonely tarn or dashing rivulet,

Down the green valley, up the windy fell,

In rock-built pass, or under whispering leaves,

Or floating on the broad translucent mere

Between two heavens. You will but find
his grave.

The poet-loving Youth went forth ; and
clear

Stood the far coast across a glittering tide ;

But how forlorn those faint-blue rocky tops !

How emptied of its joy the enchanted
ground !

He paced the strand, and raised his eyes
anew,

And saw as ’twere a halo round the peaks.

Something of Him abides there, and will
stay ;

Those Mountains were in WORDSWORTH’S
soul ; his soul

Is on those Mountains, now, and evermore.
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DANGER

I strovE for wicked peace, but might not

win ;
The bonds would bite afresh, one moment
slack.
“Then burst them!’ . . . . instantly T felt
begin
Damnation. Falling through a chasm of
black,
I swiftly sunk thousands of miles therein.
Soul grew incorporate with gross weight of
sin,
Death clung about my feet: let none dare
track
My journey. But a far Voice called me
back.,

DANGER 169

I breathe this world’s infatuating air
And tremble as I walk. Most men are
bold,
Perchance through madness. O that I
could hold
One path, nor wander to the fen, nor dare
Between the precipice and wild beast’s lair !
Penalties are establish’d from of old.
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Centred in the heavens that lie
Round Childhood’s short eternity.

v
Were they moments, were they years,
Measured out the sliding spheres—

The growing, changing, longing, dreaming,
In Me, the centre of all the seeming,

Till the hour, the hour of hours,

When she called me from my flow’rs,

When she kiss'd me on the lips,

And reveal’d from long eclipse

Fateful eyes of infinite blue

Where the living soul shone through

Like watching stars that lie soft and bright
In the violet depths of the midsummer night,
And ever still in measure sung,

While a softer spirit-tongue,

Thrilling, mystical, remote,

Echo'd every falling note,

With a ringing crystalline,

A monotony divine?

V1

Then a strong and joyous madness,
Then a dark and heavy sadness,

BONA DEA

Swept across my struggling brain ;—

Deep the rapture, fierce the pain,
Ere I found myself again !

And the weak departing fever

Took away from me for ever

Much that memory can deplore,
Much, besides, that grieves me more,
Because my mind in vain is tost

To recollect what I have lost.

VII

But now, to keep me from despair,

Gifts she brought, of mirrors rare,

Reflecting sea and earth and air ;

Mingling with these in magic scope

Phantoms of Memory and of Hope ;

Catching her ample robe of blue,

And lighting the sapphire through
through

With inner blazes that came and went

Like angels flushing the firmament ;

Showing a blossom at her feet

Orbed into a sphere complete,

Full of beauty and life and power—

The careless birth of a sunny hour ;
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Painting one face in colour'd flame,

With the universe for frame.

Spiritual-strange did forms appear,

And the stars and the depths of heaven drew
near,

And blended mystic lights and songs

With glance and voice of earthly throngs.

VIII

What was that which lurk’d behind

To draw a fresh cloud on my mind?

For I was tempted to despise

And look upon all with unholy eyes.

My mother’s pure look and royal clothing
Fill’d me with weariness and loathing ;

In gentle words I began to hear

Pining, and discontent, and fear ;

In louder tones a continual uttering

Of hate, and rage, and rebellious muttering ;
I saw an omnipotent darkness lurk

To swallow all light, all life, all work ;
All growing, changing, feeling, dreaming ;
And Me, the centre of all the seeming,
Lying encrusted with painful fate,

A leper at the palace-gate.

BONA DEA

IX

But again she stoop’d,—I feel it now,

That heavenly kiss on my scalded brow.
There were awful thunders rolling round me ;
Harshest tearings of bands that bound me ;
Stretchings of crampt, retorted limbs ;
Agony of life, as when it brims

On the wrung-out brain of a rescued man,—
And I was saved from the crushing ban.

X

Now I am master in my house ;
Granted power to bind and loose ;

In noble heirdom set at one

With princely earth and kingly sun.
And ever doth my mother keep
Steady watch the while I sleep ;

In hours of sickness still she tends me,
In hours of danger still befriends me ;
And with voice that rises clearly,
Sings the hymn I love so dearly,
Hymn that seems unfolding slowly
To a sense profound and holy,
Etherizing loss and gain,

And forgetting its own strain.




THOUGHT AND WORD

PHANTAST

* The monument woos me.’
Second Maiden's Tragedy.

EVERYTHING that seeks to do thee harm

Hearkens to the song that I am singing.

Sly and winding worm is in his hole,

Ruddy shrewmice listen in their burrow ;
Wasps are nested by thee, but the charm
Keeps that yellow robber-band from stinging;
In thy bed of clay the howking mole

Bores no tunnel thorough.

Now that day from heaven is gone,
T'hou art smoothly dreaming on,—
Not to waken with the dawn.

Only now the moaning of the breeze
Answers to the song that I am singing.

PHANTAST

In the moonlit dyke the crouching hare
Raises up her watchful ears to listen ;
From the blackness of the ghostly trees
Swift and silent bats like Dreams are winging;
Round the grassy hummocks here and there
Elfin tapers glisten.

Whilst the wind’s sad tale is told,

Thou art lapt up from the cold

In a blanket made of mould.

Many nights and many days have heard
Songs of mine like this that T am singing ;
By the sun, or by this paler round ;
In the dark, when shrouded stars are weeping;
When the old tower shakes his ivy-beard,
When the skiey thunder-bells are ringing ;
Hurtful things that live below the ground
From thy pillow keeping.

And when I have leave to die,

Then an Angel from the sky

Comes to watch us where we lie.
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Gold tassel upon March's bugle-horn .
Good-bye, good-bye to Summer !
Gray, gray is Abbey Asaroe, by Be
Great Morning in our sky o

Greet thee kindly, Wayside W
Grieve not much for loss of we;

t Heard'st thou over the Fortress wild geese flying

He at the windlass |—Heave O, cheerly, men !
Her b'ue eyes they beam and they twir

4 , -
Here the white-ray'd anemone is born

I believe without bother

I heard the dogs howl in the 1|1-|')J|I|th mHht

I know not if it may be mine . .

3 it not win
alk'd in the lonesome evening

1 will not be a critic where 1 love

If he draw you aside from your proper end

If I must die when all is said and done

I'm glad I am alive, to see and feel

In little German Weimar

Is it all in vain?

John Clodd was greatly troubled in his mind

Lady fair, la l]) fair

Little C .J\\] y, what have you ]u_ ard .
Love first, \\"\Jﬂ\ second

Love's lips are always your

Men's wives' opinions, what are they to us?
Moaning blast . - -
'‘Mongst the green In-\h I love dearly

No funeral gloom, my dears, when I am gone
Not much to find, not much to see : .

il o ) i
Now Autumn’s fire burns slowly along the woods
Now, Kitty O'Hea, darling jewel

and

INDEX OF FIRST LINES

O Maryanne, you pretty girl

O Spirit of the Summertime !

O Unknown Belov'd One ! to the perﬂ,cl season
O were I but rid of these ties .

O where are you going so early ? he said
October—and the skies are cool and gray .

O'er western tides the fair Spring day

Oft have 1 search'd the weary world in vain

Oh, hearing sleep, and sleeping hear .

Oh, lovely Mary Donnelly, my joy, my only hu{ !
One \pr:! found a Youth on Mona’s shore

One evening walking out, I o’ertook a modest cmﬂ’u "
One who can see without seeming to see

Out of the city, far away

Plays a child in a garden fair
Pluck not the wayside-flower

Search the round Earth, and Heavens afar
See how a Seed, which Autumn flung down
See what lives of mortals are
Su..\ up and down, both fair and brm\n
1 we have explain'd away

Solitude is very sad . "
Some are so highly polish (I :he; [[I'\]\x.\\
Some extol passion far above .
Some innocent girlish Kisses by a charm
Soul's Castle fell at one blast u!’ttmplanon
Sound of feet

tream flowing swiftly, \n'lmt music is l]:mr_
Suppose each mortal comes to nought

That which he did not feel, he would not sing
The Boy from his bedroom-window

The Children of the Land

The Fairy King was old

The highest, widest, noblest thought orl.hme

‘The Masters of the World when we are gone

The metal sleeps in its hidden vein
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The vast and solemn company of clouds
The Western Wind blows free and far

The wife sat thoughtfully turning over
The wind shakes up the :‘lcupy clouds
These little Songs .
This dark-brown curl you »-r_ml me, l)e.nr -
Tho' every dear perfection . .
Three sisters, Charlotte, Emily and .\nm_ .

Up the airy mountain .
‘Vile money!' True. Let's have enough

Waking after dawn of day . .

We all keep step to the marching c‘horm .

We only touch by surfaces .

Welcome, friendly stars, one by one, two b} two !
What can better pima‘_

What if ‘ Nature ' be so finely wroug ‘hl

What is sharp as tiger's claws

What is the Artist’s duty ? . :
What is your Heaven? describe itina brc'uh .
What saith the river to the rushes gray

When the spinning-room was here

Whenever I see from my loneliness

Where those green mounds o’erlook the ming ']ms, Erne

While friends we were, the hot debates
Who could say that Love is blind ¢

* Why, yes—we've pass'd a pleasant day’ .
With grief and mourning I sit to spin

With pen and with pencil we're learning to say
Within a budding grove

You're a true Poet : but, my dear
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