






















































































































































































































XVI. 

A MOUNTAIN SONG. 

TIIANX Heav'n, we live in a mountain land! 

Where a flight without wings is at our command,­

To sport with the streams in their leaping youth, 

Let them swell in spate or dwindle in drouth; 

To set o'er the clouds our Olympian seat, 

Where the thunder is roll'd beneath our feet, 

Where storm and lightning, 

And sunshine bright'ning, 

Solemnly girdle our steep retreat! 

Above, the king-eagle's realm we share, 

Below, the haunts of the shy brown hare: 

Thousand fields with their lakes a-shine, 

Far hamlet and town, and the ocean line,-

A MOUN'fAIN SONG. 

Beechen valley, and bilberry dell, 

And glen where the Echoes and Fairies dwell, 

With heaps and bosses 

Of plume-fern and mosses, 

Scarlet rowan, and slight blue-bell. 

The plume-fern grows by the waterfall, 

Where the ash-sprays tremble, one and all, 

And cool air murmurs, and wild birds call, 

And the glowing crag lifts a dizzy wall 

To the blue, through green leaves' coronal, 

And sunlights twinkle, 

And insects wrinkle 

The deep dark pool of the waterfall. 

Watch-towers of morn the mountains rise, 

And they treasure the last light of the skies, 

Wear shadows at noon, or vapour,r shrouds, 

And meet in council with mighty clouds; 
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184 A MOUNTAIN SONG. 

And at dusk the ascending stars appear 

On their pinnacle crags, or the chill moon-sphere 

Cr~wning only 

Summits lonely, 

Guarded with gulphs of blackness drear. 

Winter, fierce slave, with mutter and frown 

Brings the misty robes and the cold white crown, 

Blares the high trumpet of the gale, 

And crashes the cymbals of the hail, 

Till stung into war by the savage strains 

Muster the barbarous suzerains, 

And redly hOl"rent, 

Each roaring torrent 

Rages down to the trembling plains! 

When pack'd in the hollows the round clouds lie, 

And the wild-geese flow changing down the sky 

From the salt sea-fringe, then softer rains 

Course like young blood through the wither'd veins 

A MOUNTAIN SONG. 

That sweeping March left wasted and weak ; 

And the grey old Mountain, dim and bleak, 

With sudden rally 

By mound and valley, 

Laughs with green light to his baldest peak. 

But parched and brown is the heathery husk 

185 

When it glows with a judgment-flame through the dusk, 

On the dim outline of a huger dome 

Than is clad in the paschal blaze of Rome; 

When to river, and valley, and larch-grove spires, 

Signal the creeping scarlet fires, 

Keen o'erpowering 

Embers cowering 

Low in the west where Day retires. 

Your mild blue greeting through distant air 

Is the first home-smile to the traveller, 

Ye wave in parting his last farewell,-

And he amongst alien fields may tell 
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186 A. MOUNTA.IN SONG. 

Of the haunted lake and the elvish ring, 

And the rugged tomb of an ancient king, 

The White Woman mourning, 

The Horse-Fiend'*' spurning 

Your midnight moor on a tempest's wing! 

Huge, firm, familiar, mystical range! 

Ye guard the child's landscape well from change j 

His golden seasons with you abide, 

And the joy of song and history's pride j 

0, a mountain cradle is loved the best, 

From our own hills we reckon our east and west, 

And with fond persistence 

Through time and distance, 

Pray in that circle our bones may rest! 

* Whose Irish name is the Phooka. He is supposed to haunt 

mountainous districts, and to rush or rise suddenly between the 

legs of the night-traveller, sweeping off with him into the region 
of inaccessible precipices. 

XVII. 

MORNING PLUNGE. 

I SPRING from my lightly prest pillow 

To tread the gay sunshiny floor j 

o welcome, that glittering billow 

Whose surf almost reaches our door! 

The cliff with its cheerful adorning 

Of matted sea-pink under foot,-

The lark gives me "top 0' the morning !" 

The sailing-boat nods a salute. 

Already, with new sea-born graces, 

Comes many a bright-featured maid, 

Peep children's damp hair and fresh faces 

From straw hat's or sun-bonnet's shade. 
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188 MORNING PLUNGE . 

Green crystal in exquisite tremble, 

My tide-brimming pool I behold; 

What shrimps on the sand-patch assemble! 

-I vanish! embraced with pure cold. 

A king of the morning-time's treasures, 

To revel in water and air, 

Join salmon and gull in their pleasures, 

Then home to our sweet human fare. 

There stand the blue cups on" white table, 

Rich nugget of gold from the hive, 

And there's uncle George and Miss Mabel, 

And Kitty, the best child alive! 

Now two little arms round my neck fast, 

A kiss from a laugh I must win,­

You don't deserve one bit of breakfast, 

You unbaptized people within! 

XVIII. 

THE BIRD. 

A NURSERY SONG. 

" BIRDIE, Birdie, will you pet? 

Summer is far and far away yet. 

You'll have silken quilts and a velvet bed, 

And a pillow of satin for your head !" 

" 1'd rather sleep in the ivy wall; 

No rain comes through, tho' I hear it fall; 

The sun peeps gay at dawn of day, 

And I sing, and wing away, away!" 

" 0 Birdie, Birdie, will you pet? 

Diamond-stones and amber and jet 

We'11 string on a necklace fair and fine, 

To please this pretty bird of mine!" 
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190 TlIE BIRD. 

" 0 thanks for diamonds, and thanks for jet, 

But here is something daintier yet,-

A feather-necklace round and round, 

That I wouldn't sell for a thousand pound!" 

" 0 Birdie, Birdie, wont you pet? 

'Ve'll buy you a dish of silver fret, 

A golden cup and an ivory seat, 

And carpets soft beneath your feet!" 

"Can running water be drunk from gold? 

Can a silver dish the forest hold? 

A rocking twig is the finest chair, 

And the softest paths lie through the air,­

Goodbye, goodbye to my lady fair I" 
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XIX . 

.A. BOY'S BURIAL. 

ON a sunny Saturday evening 

They laid him in his grave, 

When the sycamore had not a shaking leaf, 

And the harbour not a wave. 

The sandhills lay in the yellow ray 

Ripe with the sadness of parting May; 

Sad were the m01lI1tains blue and lone 

That keep the landscape as their own; 

The rocky slope of the distant fell ; 

The river issuing from the dell;-

And when had ended the voice of pray'r 

The Fall's deep bass was left on the air, 

Rolling down. 
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1!l2 A. :BOY'S :BURIA.L. 

Young he was and hopeful, 

And ah, to die so soon! 

His new grave lie~ desel ted 

At the rising of the moon j 

But when morn comes round, and the church bells 

sound, 

The little children may sit on the mound, 

And talk of him, and as they talk, 

Puff from the dandelion stalk 

Its feathery globe, that reckons best 

Their light-wing'd hours j-while the town is at rest, 

And the stone-chacker rattles here and there, 

And the glittering Fall makes a tune in the air, 

Rolling do,,",n. 

xx. 

ON THE SUNNY SHORE. 

CHECQUER'n with woven shadows as I lay 

Among the grass, blinking the watery gleam j 

I saw an Echo-Spirit in his bay, 

Most idly floating in the noontide beam. 

Slow heaved his filmy skiff, and fell, with sway 

Of ocean's giant pulsing, and the Dream, 

Buoy'd like the young moon on a level stream 

Of greenish vapour at decline of day, 

Swam airily,-watching the distant flocks 

Of sea-gulls, whilst a foot in careless sweep 

Touch'd the clear-trembling cool with tiny shocks, 

Faint-circling; till at last he dropt asleep, 

Lull'd by the hush-song of the glittering deep 

Lap-lapping drowsily the heated rocks. 

o 
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XXI. 

THE NOBLEMAN'S WEDDING. 

(To an old Irisk Twne.) 

ONOE I was guest at a Nobleman's wedding j 

Fair was the Bride, but she scarce had been kind . , 
.And now in our mirth, she had tears nigh the shedding j 

Her former true lover still runs in her mind. 

Clothed like a minstrel, her former true lover 

Has taken his harp up, and tuned all the strings j 

There among strangers, his grief to discover, 

.A fair maiden's falsehood he bitterly sings. 

" 0 here is the token of gold that was broken j 

Through seven long years it was kept for your sake j 

You gave it to me as a true lover's token j 

No longer I'll wear it, asleep or awake." 

THE NOBLEMAN'S WEDDING. 195 

She sat in her place by the head of the table, 

The words of his ditty she mark'd them right well; 

To sit any longer this bride was not able,. 

So down, in a faint, from the carved chair she fell. 

"0 one, one request, my lord, one and no other, 

o this one reques.t will you grant it to me? 

To lie for this night in the arms of my mother, 

.And ever, and ever, thereafter with thee." 

Her one one request it was granted her fairly j 

Pale were her cheeks as she went up to bed; 

.And the very next morning, early, early, 

They rose and they found this young bride was dead. 

'fhe bridegroom ran quickly, he ~eld her, he kiss'd her, 

He spoke loud and low, and listen'd full fain j 

He crul'd on her waiting-maids round to assist her, 

But nothing could bring the lost breath back again. 
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196 THE NOBLEMAN'S WEDDING. 

o carry her softly! the grave is made ready; 

At head and at foot plant a laurel-bush green j 

For she was a young and a sweet noble lady, 

'l'he fairest young bride that I ever ha.ve seen. 
XXlI. 

WOULD I KNEW! 

PLA.YS a child in a garden fair 

Where the demigods are walking j 

Playing unsuspected there 

As a bird within the air, 

Listens to their wondrous talking: 

" Would I knew-would I knew 

What it is they say and do!" 

Stands a youth at city-gate, 

. Sees the knights go forth together, 

Parleying superb, elate, 

Pair by pair in princely state, 

Lance and shield and haughty feather: 
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198 WOULD I KNEW! 

" Would I knew-would I knew 

What it is they say and do !" 

Bends a man with trembling knees 

By a gulph of cloudy border; 

Deaf, he hears no voice from these 

Winged shades he dimly sees 

Passing by in solemn order: 

" Would I knew-O would I knew 

What it is they say and do 1" 

XXIII. 

BY THE MORNING SEA.. 

THE wind shakes up the sleepy clouds 

To kiss the ruddied Morn, 

And from their awful misty shrouds 

The mountains are new-born: 

The Sea lies fresh with open eyes; 

Nioht-fears and moaning dreams 
<> 

Brooding like clouds on nether skies, 

Have sunk below, and beams 

Dance on the floor like golden flies, 

Or strike with joyful gleams 

Some white-wing'd ship, a wandering star 

Of Ocean, piloting afar. 
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200 BY THE MORNING SEA.. 

In brakes, in woods, in cottage-eaves, 

The early birds are rife, 

Quick voices thrill the sprinkled leaves 

In ~cstasy of life ; 

And with the gratitude of flowers 

The morning's breath is sweet, 

And cool with dew, that freshly showers 

Round wild things' hasty feet. 

But the heavenly guests of quiet hours 

To inner skies retreat, 

From human thoughts of lower birth 

That stir upon the waking earth. 

Across a thousand leagues of land 

The mighty Sun looks free, 

And in their fringe of rock and sand 

A thousand leagues of sea. 

Lo! I, in this majestic room, 

As real as the Sun, 

Inherit this day and its doom 

BY THE MORNING SEA.. 

Eternally begun. 

A world of men the rays illume, 

GOD'S men, and I am one. 

But life that is not pure and bold 

Doth tarnish every morning's gold. 
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XXIV. 

THE MAIDS OF ELFEN-MERE. 

'TwAS when the spinning-room was here, 

There came Three Damsels clothed in white, 

With their spindles every night; 

Two and one, and Three fair Maidens, 

Spinning to a pulsing cadence, 

Singing songs of Elfen-Mere ; 

Till the eleventh hour was toll'd, 

Then departed through the wold. 

Years ago, and years ago; 

And the tall reea-s sigh as the wind a{)th blow. 
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THE MAIDS OF ELFEN-MERE. 203 

Three white Lilies, calm and clear, 

And they were loved by everyone; 

Most of all, the Pastor's Son, 

Listening to their gentle singing, 

Felt his heart go from him, clinging 

Round these Maids of Elfen-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; 

t Then these Maids of Elfen-Mere 

Swiftly, softly, left the room, 

Like three doves on snowy plume. 

Years ago, and years ago; 

And the tall reeds sigh as the wind dot}! blow. 
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204 THE MAIDS OF ELFEN-MERE. 

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. 

Nevermore with song and spindle 

Saw we Maids of Elfen-Mere. 

The Pastor's Son did pine and die; 

Because true love should never lie. 

Year8 ago, and year8 ago; 

And the tall reed8 sigh as the wind doth blow. 

xxv. 

A V.ALENTINE. 

LADY fair, lady fair, 

Seated with the scornful, 

Though your beauty be so rare, 

I were but 3: born fool 

Still to seek my pleasure there. 

To love your features and your hue, 

All yo~r glowing beauty, 

All in short that's good of you, 

Was and is my duty, 

As to love all beauty too. 
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206 A "VALENTINE. 

But now a fairer face I've got, 

A Picture's-and believe me, 

I never look'd to you for what 

A picture cannot give me : 

What you've more, improves you not. 

Your queenly lips can speak, and prove 

The means of your uncrowning ; 

Your brow can change, your eyes can move, 

Which grants you power of frowning j 

Hers have Heav'n's one thought, of Love. 

So now I give good-bye, ma belle, 

And lose no great good by it ; 

You're fair, yet I can smile farewell 

As you must shortly sigh it, 

To your bright, light outer shell! 

, 

XXVI. 

UNDER THE GRASS. 

WHERE these green mounds o'erlook the mingling Erne 

And salt Atlantic, clay that walk'd as Man 

A thousand years ago, some Vikin stern, 

May rest, or chieftain high of nameless clan; 

And when my dusty remnant shall return 

To the great passive World, and nothing can 

With eye, or lip, or finger, any more, 

o lay it there too, by the river shore. 

The silver salmon shooting up the fall, 

Itself at once the arrow and the bow; 

The shadow of the old quay's weedy wall 

Cast on the shining turbulence below; 

The water-voice which ever seems to call 

Far ofi' out of my childhood's long-ago; 
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The gentle washing of the harbour wave; 

Be these the sights and sounds around my grave. 

Soothed also with thy friendly beck, my town, 

And near the square grey tower within whose shade 

Was many of my kin's last lying-down; 

Whilst, by the broad heavens changefully array'd, 

Empurpling mountains its horizon crown ; 

And westward 'tween low hummocks is display'd 

In lightsome hours, the level pale blue sea, 

With sails upon it creeping silently: 

Or, other time, beyond that tawny sand, 

An ocean glooming underneath the shroud 

Drawn thick athwart it by tempestuous hand; 

When like a mighty fire the bar roars loud, 

As though the whole sea came to whelm the land,­

The gull flies white against the stormy cloud, 

And in the weather-gleam the breakers mark 

A ghastly line upon the waters dark. 

UXDER THE GRASS. 

A green unfading quilt above be !1pread, 

And freely round let' all the breezes blow; 

May children play beside the breathless bed, 

Holiday lasses by the cliff-edge go ; 

And manly games upon the sward be sped, 

And cheerful boats beneath the headland row; 

And be the thought, if any rise, of me, 

What happy soul might wish that thought to he. 

/ 

l' 
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SAlLOR LAD. 

Now fare-you-well! my bonny ship, 

For I am for the shore. 

The wave may flow, the breeze may blow, 

They'll carry me no more. 

And all as I came walking 

And singing up the sand, 

I met a pretty maiden, 

I took her by the hand. 

But still she would not raise her head, 

A word she would not speak, 

And tears were on her eyelids, 

Dripping down her cheek. 

NANNY'S SAILOR LAD. 

Now grieve you for your father? 

'Or husband might it be? 

Or is it for a sweetheart 

That's roving on the sea? 

It is not for my father, 

I have no husband dear, 

But oh! I had a sailor lad 

And he is lost, I fear. 

Three long years 

I am grieving for his sake, 

And when the stormy wind blows loud, 

I lie all night awake. 

I caught her in my arms, 

And she lifted up her eyes, 

I kiss'd her ten times over 

In the midst of her surprise. 

1'2 
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212 NANNY'S SAILOR LAD. 

Cheer up, cheer up, my Nanny, 

And speak again to me ; 

o dry your tears, my darling, 

For I'll go no more to sea. 

I have a love, a true true love, 

And I have golden store, 

The wave may flow, the breeze may blow, 

They'll carry me no more! 

XXVIII. 

FROST IN THE HOLIDAYS. 

THE time of Frost is the time for me ! 

When the gay blood spins through the heart with glee, 

When the voice leaps out with a chiming sound, 

And the footstep rings on the musical ground; 

When the earth is white, and the air is bright, 

And every breath is a new delight! 

While Yesterday sank, full soon, to rest, 

What a glorious sky !-through the level west 

Pink clouds in a delicat~ "g.reenish haze, 

Which deepen'd up into purple greys, 

With stars aloft as the light decreas'd, 

Till the great moon rose in the rich blue east. 
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And Morning !-each pane is a garden of frost, 

Of delicate flowering, as quickly lost j 

For the stalks are fed by the moon's cold beams, 

.And the leaves are woven like woof of dreams 

By Night's keen breath, and a glance of the Sun 

Like dreams will scatter them everyone. 

Hurra! the lake is a .league of glass! 

Buckle and strap on the stiff white grass. 

Off we shoot, and poise and wheel, 

.And swiftly turn upon scoring heel j 

And our flying sandals chirp and sing 

Like a flock of swallows upon the wing. 

Away from the crowd with the wind we drift, 

No vessel's motion so smoothly swift; 

Fainter and fainter the tumult grows, 

.And the gradual stillness and wide repose 

Touch with a hue more soft and grave 

The lapse of joy's declining wave. 

FROST IN THE HOLIDAYS. 

Here the ice is pure j a glance may sound 

Deep through the awful, dim profound, 

215 

To the water dungeons where snake-weeds hide, 

Over which, as self-upborne, we glide, 

Like wizards on dark adventure bent, 

The masters of every element. 

Homeward now. The shimmering snow 

Kisses our hot cheeks as we go ; 

Wavering down the feeble wind, 

Like a manifold Dream to a Poet's mind, 

Till the earth, and the trees, and the icy lakes, 

Are slowly clothed with the countless flakes. 

At home are we by the meny fire, 

Ranged in a ring to our heart's desire. 

And who is to tell some wondrous tale, 

Almost to turn the warm cheeks pale, 

Set chin on hands, make grave eyes stare, 

Draw slowly nearer each stool and chair ? 
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The one low voice goes wandering on 

In a mystic world, whither all are gone; 

The shadows dance; little Caroline 

Has stolen her fingers up into mine. 

But the night outside is very chill, 

And the Frost hums loud at the window-sill. 
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XXIX. 

DEATH DEPOSED. 

DEATH stately came to a young man, and said 

" If thou wert dead, 

What matter?" The young man replied, 

" See my young bride, 

Whose life were all one blackness if I died. 

My land requires me; and the world's self, too, 

Meth{nks, would miss some things that I can do." 

Then Death in, scorn this only said, 

"Be dead." 

And so he was. And soon another's hand 

Made rich his land. 
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218 DEATH DEPOSED. 

The sun, too, of three summers had the might 

To bleach the widow's hue, light and more light, 

Again to bridal white. 

And nothing seem'd to miss beneath that sun 

His work undone. 

But Death soon met another man, whose eye 

Was Nature's spy; 

Who said, " Forbear thy most triumphant scorn. 

The weakest born 

Of all the sons of men, is by his birth 

An heir of the Eternal Strength; and Earth 

Feels and is moved by him in his place, 

And wears his trace. 

"Thou,-the mock Tyrant that men fear and hate, 

Grim fleshless Fate, 

Cold, dark, and wormy thing of loss and tears! 

Not in the sepulchres 

DEA.TH DEPOSED. 219 

Thou dwellest, but in my own crimson'd heart; 

Where while it beats we call thee Life. Depart! 

A name, a shadow, into any gulf, 

Out of this world, which is not thine, 

But mine: 

Or stay !-because thou art 

Only Myself." 
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xxx. 

ON THE TWILIGHT POND. 

A SHADOWY fringe the fir-trees make, 

Where sunset light hath been j 

The liquid thrills to one gold flake, 

And Hesperus is seen j 

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 j 

To far worlds kindling in the blue, 

Our upward thoughts may roam j 

ON THE TWILIGHT POND. 

Whence, with the veil of scented dew 

That makes the earth so sweet, 

A touch of astral brightness too, 

A peace-which is complete. 
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of TYRWHITT. Illustrated by EDwARD CORBOULD. 

Price 5s. each, cloth gilt. 

KIRKE WHITE'S POETICAL WORKS AND 
REMAINS. With Life by SOUTREY. Illustrated by 

BIRKET FOSTER. 

SPENSER'S FAIRIE QUEENE, to which is added 
hiR Epithalamion. A New Edition, with a Glossary, and 

Illustrated by EDwARD CORBOULD. In One Volume, small Bvo, 
cloth lettered. 

GOLDSMITH, JOHNSON, SMOLLET, and SHEN­
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illustrated with upwards of 34 Engravings, from designs by 
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from designs by THOMAS. Printed on a. superfine paper. 
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