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Go, little Book. The old and wise

Will greet thee with suspicious eyes,
With stare, or furtive frown ;

But here and there some golden maid

May like thee . . . thou'lt not be afraid
Of young eyes, blue or brown.

T. B. ALDRICH.



TO

GEORGE FRANCIS ARMSTRONG, M.A, D.Lit,,

PROFESSOR OF HISTORY AND ENGLISH LITERATURE IN THE QUEEN’S COLLEGE, CORK, AND FELLOW OF
THE ROYAL UNIVERSITY OF IRELAND,

Aulhor.of ¢ Ugone,” *“ The Tragedy of Israel,” and “ A Garland from Greece,”
X Dedicate these Pages,

WITH HEARTY GRATITUDE AND GENUINE ADMIRATION.

F. L.



When, as is usually done in the case of Authors still living or recently deceased, the source from
which an extract is taken is given, the reference is merely meant to indicate the best or most popular
form in which the work containing the particular extract can be obtained.



PREFACE.

THE present collection was originally intended to form nothing more than a
répertoire of what, for want of a single comprehensive epithet, I must describe as
amatory, complimentary, and social verses—verses suitable to those rather
numerous “ occasions’’ which it is now becoming usual, or at least common, to
celebrate by sending card-souvenirs to one’s friends.

That intention has never been lost sight of, and, in addition to a large number
of available extracts from the works of poets more or less celebrated, this volume
contains many little pieces written with the sole object of their being made
to do duty on Christmas, New Year, Valentine, Easter, Birthday, Wedding, and
Condolence cards. All these verses are the copyright of the Publishers of this
volume, and many of them are now printed for the first time. In the case of these
unpretending bits of rhyme, I must ask the reader to indulgently pardon the
iteration—not quite, I trust, usque ad nauseam—of the names of some three or
four authors.

It is now becoming common to issue card-designs both with and without
verses printed on the back. In the performance of a mere social formality, where
facility is the chief desideratum, those bearing the ready-made verses will no doubt
be preferred. When, however, it is desired to individualize the sending of a card—
to convert it into a really friendly and personal greeting—it is humbly suggested
that that object may be attained by inscribing on the back of the card, in the
sender's own handwriting, a few lines of verse such as this collection supplies in
ample measure.

But the book has altogether outgrown its original design. The present
volume can hardly be without interest to the ordinary reader, how remote soever

his intention may be from sending a copy of verses. It covers pretty well, and
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covers almost exclusively, the whole of social and domestic life, and thus fills a
niche in our handbook-literature too long vacant. The reader will not expect an
uniformly high literary standard, the maintenance of such being obviously incom-
patible with the foregoing history of the growth of the book.

Of nearly fifteen hundred extracts which the collection embraces, only a very
small number has been previously included in Anthologies. I have hardly touched
the drama, and have passed somewhat lightly over our older poetic literature.
From the parterres of poeté of the present century, and especially from those of
poets still living, whether well-known, less known, little known, or unknown, I have
culled profusely, but not, I trust, recklessly. One of my most gratifying reflections,
in bringing to a close the labour of eighteen months, is that this book may serve
to convince persons only slightly acquainted with contemporary poetry of the
wonderful richness of the mine, and that by exhibiting these sample nuggets I may
induce some few of my readers to go and dig for themselves. For the absence
from the list of authors of the great names of Tennyson and Thackeray, and of one
or two others that will naturally be looked for, the Editor is not responsible.

Objectionable in principle as I consider the process of “extracting” from a
poem—a process wherein the true extract or essence is very frequently lost—I have
been compelled in the present case to have recourse to it. Without it, it would
have been simply impossible to illustrate the several subjects with any approach to
adequacy. My plan has been, at the risk of some appearance of scrappiness and
incongruity, to let the comic and the tragic tread on one another’s heels, just as
they do in the commonplace book, and just as they do in the commonplace world
—to let complete poems and brief aphoristic bits stand side by side. I believe that
this method, or absence of method, will be found to impart to these pages piquancy
and variety more than compensating for any loss of literary tone. Any incon-
venience in reference and selection that the plan might have involved is obviated
by a rough system of classification which a glance at the Table of Contents will
serve to make clear.

Throughout the progress of the compilation, I have received from Authors and

Publishers almost uniform courtesy, and, in not a few cases, much more than
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courtesy. My obligations are generally acknowledged within the body of the work,
but I must not in this place omit to thank Sir Henry Taylor, Mr. Theodore Watts,
Dr. Gordon Hake, Dean Plumptre:, Professor Dowden, Professor Armstrong, Mr.
Somerville Gibney, Mr. Charles Kent, the Rev. William Barnes, Mr. W. A. Gibbs,
Miss Mary Rowles, the Rev. A. R. Eagar, Mr. Herbert E. Clarke, Miss Christina
G. Rossetti, Mr. William Sharp, Mr. S. C. Hall, Mr. Eugene Lee-Hamilton, Miss
H. M. Burnside, Mr. Eden Hooper, the Rev. T. Ashe, Mr. Astley H. Baldwin,
Mrs. Roberts, Mrs. Fannie Rochat, Miss Fanny Forrester, Miss A. Cazenove, and
Miss Maria Havergal, the representative of the late Canon Havergal, for their kind
contribution to my pages of poems hitherto unpublished; and Dean Gwynn,
Professor Armstrong, Dr. Gordon Hake, and Mr. George Barlow for counsel and
help ungrudgingly given.

In a compilation containing nearly 1500 extracts, and representing more than
350 authors, it is possible that proprietorship of copyright may, in one or two cases,
have been overlooked. I wish, therefore, by anticipation to tender my apologies for
any inadvertent act of trespass. On being informed of unacknowledged obligations,

I shall be only too glad to declare them in future editions of this book.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

September, 1883.
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THE following list comprises (1) original poems kindly contributed to these pages
by various authors; and (2) verses written by the Editor and some four or five
associates for the express and sole purpose of accompanying souvenir-cards.
Many, but not all, of these latter pieces are now printed for the first time, while all
are the copyright of Messrs. Raphael Tuck and Sons, the Publishers of this volume.

“Old Christmas, the magician ” Eden Hooper PM;E
“I deem the rose can ne’er decay ” Eden Hooper . 8
“ Peace be thine, dear ! bitter feud ” Frederick Langbridge 18
¢ Allow me to present a Diary” . Eden Hooper . 19
“I sought my thoughts to telegraph”. Eden Hooper . 20
¢ Oh, little children with bright Christmas faces ” H. M. Burnside 21
“ A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year” Frederick Langbridge 24
“The winter night sets in”. . . Frederick Langbridge 30
“ A narrowing circle year by year” Frederick Langbridge 35
““Through the long night, and through the hus " Eden Hooper . . 39
“Don’t you love the mistletoe ?” . Frederick Langbridge 39
““ What will thy baby hands, O Year, unfold 7. Frederick Langbridge 55
“ Noiseless and fleet as a bird” . . . H. M. Burnside 56
The Silent River . Frederick Langbridge 56
“The days roll on, the years speed past ”o. H. M. Burnside 59
“ Swiftly the days and the years go by ” Frederick Langbridge 63
Sprays . . . Frederick Langbridge 64
“ A new-coin’d year,’ etc., etc. Frederick Langbridge 65
“Vain the tale of mortal years" Frederick Langbridge 66
 As they who gaze with straining sight” Frederick Langbridge 70
“T am the resurrection and the life” . H. M. Burnside 73
‘Lo, death’s firstfruits are gather'd in to-day” Frederick Langbridge 73
“Lo, over the hearts of us all” . Frederick Langbridye 74
“They meet in secret and in fear” Frederick Langbridge 75
‘“Not only from that grave new-made ” Frederick Langbridge 75
“He knew them all” . . H. M. Burnside 75
““ Whenever by sense of ours” . . Frederick Langbridge 75
“They came through anguish and moan” . Frederick Langbridge 79
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“ O Brother, think !” Frederick Langbridge ngu
“Q0 ye that mourn the first and best ”, Frederick Langbridge 8o
“The way He trod,” etc., etc. Frederick Langbridge 8o
Dangerous Playthings Somerville Gibney 90
Two Kisses Alexander R. Eagar 100
Stop Thief! Christina G. Rossetti 101
A Dream * Theodore Watts 106
Volupsa’s Hymn Thomas Gordon Hake 107
What is Love? . Eden Hooper . 114
Fruition Thomas Ashe . 122
“ Love not, love not ! ” ah false song' Eden Hooper . 135
Why I love you. H. M. Burnside 136
Severed Mary Rowles . 165
Sundered . . William Barnes 165
Don’t you think so? . . Frederick Langbridge 175
“Pure is the Temple wherein Love doth dwell ” E. H. Plumptre 208
“Yes, take your way upon the path of life ” E. H. Plumptre 208
Nuptial Grace . W. H. Havergal 2173
The Summit . Edward Dowden 218
“Listen ! I’ll tell you what I thmk is best ” Thomas Aske . 229
To Ascanio C. H. Tealdi . Sir Henry Taylor 236
To Amy—my Youngest Charles Kent . 248
A Duplicate Thomas Ashe . 247
“Though laid aside the lute ? Eden Hooper . 260
* Peace crown thy outward lot”. Frederick Langbridge 260
“’Neath happy stars” . Eden Hooper . 261
“Into mid-heaven’s azure deeps ” Fannie Rochat . 262
* Blossoms bright and gay, dear ” . Frederick Langbridge 262
“ What soul could dream of better bliss?” . Frederick Langbridge 263
“‘Take my greeting, friend ” Frederick Langbridge 264
“ Dancing and dreaming, darkling and gleammg ” Frederick Langbridge 265
A Farewell Mary A. Roberts . 265
Past and Future . . . . George Francis Armstrong 271
“Many a greeting glad ¥ . . . Astley H. Baldwin . 274
“ Day of my Darling’s birth!"” Fanny Forrester 274
“ Who guards your Birthday more than I?” - Eden Hooper . 274
“1 hail your day of birth, dear friend ” Samuel Carter Hall. 274
“Your birthday ! take the flowers I bring ”. Samuel Carter Hall. 275
May your moming of Life be fresh and fair Fannie Rochat . 275

® 1 esteem it a great privilege to be allowed to introduce to the public, in a volume of a popular kind like the present,

Mr. Watts's exquisite sonnet. It will interest my readers to know that it was enthusiastically admired by Dante Rossetti,—
who indeed pronounced it to be the finest sonnet in the language.—F. L,

a
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LEGENDS, STORIES, CAROLS, FANCIES, AND
GREETINGS.

“ God rest ye, merry gentlemen ; let nothing you dismay.”

A WINTER’S TALE.

So late ! and all the passers gone,
So cold the snowy street,

The little flower-girl wandered lone
With bare and weary feet.

So tired ! the winds are loud and bleak,
Down drops her little head ;

She sleeps ! the tears are on her cheek,—
Her violets are dead.

Soft ! soft! the Christmas morn grows bright,
The winds no more are wild,

There comes all clad in golden light
A little angel-child.

He stopped and marked that cold, cold place,
He saw her down-dropt head,

The poor thin hands, the tear-stained face,—
Her violets are dead.

Upon her head and eyelids wet,
His hands he gently laid,

Then touched each withered violet,
And blest the little maid,

Then passed away : the glad bells broke
Upon the frosty air,

The little flower-girl turned and woke—
Her flowers are fresh and fair !

FRrREDERICK E. WEATHERLY.
A MOVING APPEAL.

WHAT shall we do, I want to know ?
What shall we do, I wonder?

OLp CAROL.

It really #s the mistletoe,
And here we’re standing under !
I never was in such a fix—
You see I'm blushing, don't you ?
Boys are so rude—you know their tricks—
You’ll promise not to, won’t you ?
My brother Harry talks such stuff—
I feel inclined to whip him ;
He says a boy’s an “awful muff”
To let such chances slip him,
It is so horrid being kiss’"d—
Excepting by your brother ;
Well, if you wil/, I can’t resist;
Oh, don’t ; why #ot another!

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

[ RN

A CHRISTMAS ODE TO THE GOOSE.

THE eagle, sov’reign ot the skies,

Let others sing, with praise profuse,
More justly shall my lay arise

In grateful homage to the Goose.

Did flesh of eagle ever grace
A feast throughout the whole year’s cycle ?
While goose at Christmas holds proud place,
And favour finds with great St. Michael.

And was’t the bird of Jove whose cries
Saved Jove’s own temple from the foe?
No :—’twas the goose that made the noise,
And let Rome’s guards the danger know.

B 2
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So thus, the goose high place may claim
In cause domestic or heroic,

In this she holds a classic fame,
In that, her claim might move a Stoic.

In soaring contest for the sky
The eagle easily would beat her,

But goose, in question of ‘“ supply,”
Would win :—majorities would eat her.

The eagle has a bolder heart

And wing, to scorn the hunter’s quiver,
But—oh !—upon the other part,

Just think upon the goose’s liver !

Could Strasbourg hold her point of pride
Ubpon the apex of her steeple?

No! pité foie gras has supplied
Her source of glory to most people.

And then the diners, “greatly daring,”
Who gorge on goose at mighty feast,
And prove (for decency uncaring)
A bird can make a man a beast.

And after the profuse repast,

Whose feathers make the needful bed ?
And (on the pliant pillow cast)

Whose down supports the aching head ?

Why, thine, brave goose, whose double dower
Of savoury meat and ample feather
Supplies, in plenitude of power,
The ailment and the cure together.

So, let the Goose be honoured all
Throughout the future, past, and present,
And ever grace my Christmas hall ! ! —
(Unless some friend should send a pheasant).

SAMUEL LoOVER.
Poctical Works. (Routledge.)

(I am indebted to the courtesy of Messrs. G. Routledge
and Sons for permission to include in this volume several
extracts from the poems of Samuel Lover.]

Ovp Christmas, the magician,
That conjuror sublime,

Has worked an imposition
And cheated Father Time !

For lo, the arch-benumber,
Jack Frost, has taken wing—

Kind thoughts have brought the summer,
Fair hopes awaked the spring !

EpeN HOOPER.

SKATES AND LIFE.

‘T'HE frost was hard, the sky was clear,
The ground like iron plates ;

I got my tin on Saturday,
And bought a pair of skates.

I bought a pair of patent skates,
The “ Art of Skating ” too ;

Which took a pretty tidy lump
From off my weekly screw.

I took them home, and in my boots
I drill'd a pair of holes ;

And tried the little spikes upon
My gutta-percha soles.

Into my nobby walking-stick
I stuck an iron nail,

And practised walking with a chair,
By holding on the rail.

I sat up late to read the “ Art,”
It wasn’t very long;

And when I’d learnt it off, I vowed
Next morn to come out strong.

I went to bed, but told them first
To call me up at six;

I dreamt all night of flying round
Upon the ice like bricks.

I dreamt of joining in quadrilles,
Of cutting Figure Eight,—

I dreamt I cut all others out,
I went at such a rate.

But when I came to Figure Eight
A knock came at my door;

I found that Figure Six was come,
And I must sleep no more.

I started up and donned my clothes,
I comb’d and brush’'d my hair;

I didn't stop to shave myself,
But bolted down the stair.
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Clear as with outspoken word
Hopeful comfort lending :

“ Though the years die, hath the Lord
Of the dead years ending?”

WIiLLIAM SAWYER.
Legend of Phyllis. (Longmans.)

I bolted down my breakfast, next—
The coffee burnt my throat—

I didn’t mind—I took my hat,
And button’d on my coat.

1 seized my skates—unlock’'d the door—

Undid the heavy chain—
Drew back the bolt—and found myself—
Where ? Standing in the rain /

The frost was done—and so was I—
The air no more was raw;

But all around was damp, and slush,
And mist, and fog, and thaw.

The milkman paddled through the streets,
A sack was o’er his head !

I wish’d T hadn’t bought my skates,
And went upstairs to bed.

Moral.

How often in this troubled world
Of sorrow and of sin,
Short-sighted Man will buy his skates
Just as the thaw sets in !

RoBERT B. BrOUGH.
A Cracker Bon-Bon. (S. French.)

THE HOLLY’S TEACHING.

RUSTED are the golden leaves,
From the blossoms trooping,
Gone the sparrows from the eaves,
Rooks from elm-tops swooping :
Gleamy morns bring gloomy days,
To lurid sunsets tending ;
Snow-drifts whiten woods and ways,—
So the year is ending.

But though winds despoil, and snows
Hill and hollow deaden,

Wide the beacon Holly glows.
Bright its berries redden;

THE WASSAIL SONG.

HERE we come a wassailing,
Among the leaves so green,

Here we come a wandering,
So fair to be seen.

Chorus.
Love and joy come to you,
And to you your wassail too,
And God bless you and send you
A happy New Year.

Our wassail-cup is made
Of the rosemary tree,
And so is your beer
Of the best barley.

We are not daily beggars
That beg from door to door,
But we are neighbour’s children
Whom you have seen before.

Good master and mistress,
As you sit by the fire,

Pray think of us poor children
Who are wandering in the mire.

We have a little purse
Made of ratching leather skin
We want some of your small change
To line it well within.

Call up the Butler of this house,
Put on his golden ring;

Let him bring us a glass of beer,
And the better we shall sing.

Bring us out a table,

And spread it with a cloth ;
Bring us out a mouldy cheese,

And some of your Christmas loaf.
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God bless the Master of this house,
Likewise the mistress too ;
And all the little children
That round the table go.

Chorus.

Love and joy come to you,

And to you your wassail too,

And God bless you and send you
A happy New Year.

TRADITIONAL.

SANTA CLAUS.

A HEALTH to good old Santa Claus,
And to his reindeer bold,

Whose hoofs are shod with eider-down,
Whose horns are tipped with gold.

He comes from utmost fairyland
Across the wintry snows ;

He makes the fir-tree and the spruce
To blossom like the rose.

Over the quaint old gables,
Over the windy ridge,
By turret wall and chimney tall,
He guides his fairy sledge ;
Along the sleeping house-tops
Its silver runners trend,
All loaded down with wonder-books
And tales without an end.

He tells us of the yule-log
That blazed in Saxon halls ;

Of the marchpane and the mistletoe
And the minstrel’s merry calls;

Of Christmas candles burning bright
In ages long ago;

Those long, dark ages when the world
Turned round so very slow.

He comes from utmost fairyland
Across the wintry snows ;

He makes the fir-tree and the spruce
To blossom like the rose.

He lingers till the Christmas bells,
With sweet and solemn chime,

Come sounding o’er the centuries
Through years of war and crime.

He steals upon the slumbers
Of little rose-lipped girls,

And lays his waxen dollies down
Beside their golden curls.

He scatters blessings on his way
And sugar-coated plums.

He robs the sluggard of his rest
With trumpets, guns, and drums.

Small feet, before the dawn of day,
Are marching to and fro,

Drums beat to arms through all the house
And penny trumpets blow.

A health to brave old Santa Claus,
And to his reindeer bold,

Whose hoofs are shod with eider-down
Whose horns are tipped with gold.

Ring out, ring out, sweet Christmas bells !
Ring loud and silver clear!

Ring peace on earth, good will to man,
Till all the world shall hear.

SARAH HELEN WHITMAN.

COAL (D) DEFIED.

THE price of coal is very high,
And will be higher still

(At least, if doubting when to buy,
They tell me that it will) ;

Though others use them as of old,
1, certainly, for one,

Will not submit to being coaled
At forty bob the ton.

A ton, some centuries ago,
Was twenty hundredweight ;

But weights and measures are, you know,
Diminishing of late.

It takes, I fancy, something more
Than six or seven ton

To fill a cellar which of yore
Accommodated one.

When coals became absurdly dear,
And cooks were out of date,

I got a certain auctioneer
To sell my kitchen grate ;
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The cook began to find it slow,
And left the other day

(She taught me salad-making though,
Before she went away).

I found it troublesome enough
To eat my dinner raw,
Because the meat was rather tough,
And hard upon the jaw.
However, suffer me to say,
It's comforting to know
That in some regions far away
They like it better so.

I've heard of men with hearts of oak
Denied to common men ;

I've seen a lion-tamer stroke
A lion in his den.

7 never did a daring feat,
I am not over bold ;

And never had the pluck to eat
Australian mutton cold.

Though fuel can be done without
In summer, when it’s hot,

There comes a query :—how about
The winter, when it’s not ?

This query may be answered, and
The answer is—* Provide

Combustibles,” you understand,
To burn at Christmas-tide.

When winter grows severe, and chills
This somewhat sultry clime,

I’'ve quantities of little bills,
Which came from time to time;

A boot-jack, and a broken chair,
A pair of wooden shoes,

A wooden-leg—(I’ve one to spare
Besides the one I use).

A paper collar is a thing,
When worn a time or two,
That people usually fling
Away : I never do.
My collars in a collar store
I scrupulously keep :
I've now a hamper full and more
(A hamper holds a heap).

I mean, at length, to burn the planks
Which constitute the floor,

And manuscript “ declined with thanks,”
Some dozen reams or more ;

Besides varieties of stuff
Too numerous to state,

And amply numerous enough
To fill my parlour grate.

The price of coals is very high,
And will be higher still ;

But, individually, I,

" Can smile, and smile I will.

Though others buy them as of old,
1, certainly, for one,

Will do without them till they’re sold
At twenty bob the ton.

EpwiN HAMILTON.
Dublin Doggerels. (McGee, Dublin.)

CHRISTMAS GREETING FROM A FAIRY
TO A CHILD.

LADY dear, if fairies may
For a moment lay aside
Cunning tricks and elfish play,
"Tis at happy Christmas-tide.

We have heard the children say—
Gentle children whom we love—
Long ago on Christmas Day
Came a message from above.

Still as Christmas-time comes round,
They remember it again—

Echo still the joyful sound,
“ Peace on earth, good will to men !”

Yet the hearts must child-like be
Where such heavenly guests abide :
Unto children in their glee
All the year is Christmas-tide !

So forgetting tricks and play
For a moment, lady dear,

We would wish you, if we may,
Merry Christmas, glad new year!

LEwis CARROLL.
Phantasmagoria. (Macmillan.)
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

Lo! astar, ye sages hoary ;
Lo! a wondrous star above :
He is born, the King of Glory—
He, our wondrous Star of Love.

Lord of Life, Redeemer, Master !
Loud the shepherds’ welcome rolls ;
He is born, the people’s Pastor,
He, the Shepherd of our souls.

He, a child, and earth obeys Him;
Kings to Him their tributes give :
Rise, ye dead in sin, and praise Him—

He is born that ye may live.

In Thy lowly manger lying,
Prince of Might and Majestie,
Keep, O keep us, living, dying,
Humble, lowly, meek, like Thee.

When from earth we fail to borrow
Peace for heart and souls oppress’d,

Child of sorrows, heal our sorrow ;
Spirit, give our spirits rest.

Let all evil past behaviour
In Thy love forgotten be :

May our souls, O gentle Saviour,
Be this day new-born with Thee.

S. K. Cowan.
The Murmuyr of the Shells. (McCaw, Belfast.)

N el

THE shepherds sing ; and shall I silent be ?
My God, no hymn for Thee?
My soul’s a shepherd too : a flock it feeds
Of thoughts, and words, and deeds.
The pasture is Thy word ; the streams, Thy grace
Enriching all the place.
GEORGE HERBERT.

THE ROBIN.

IT was a little robin-bird.
Who sang a song within his nest,
The sweetest song I ever heard,
And so I loved that robin best.
But in my heart it was a pain
I had not seen that robin fly;
Within his nest he did remain,
And sang to the approving sky.

I knew there was a rosy light
That nestled 'neath his russet wing,
And I was sure his eyes were bright,
And that he was a pretty thing.
Alas, he ever hid from me,
Though still he chanted sweet and strong;
But if I might that robin see,
I almost could resign his song.

Through pleasant spring and summer days
That cruel robin hid away;
And I could only gaze and gaze,
And listen to his roundelay.
But when the world was cold and white,
And we must feed and clothe the poor,
My heart stood still in mere delight,
To see the robin at my door.

I took the choicest crumbs of all,
Fearing each moment he might go;
With timid hand I let them fall,
And fed the robin in the snow.
While on his wishes I attend,
He makes no signal to depart,
He seems so sure I am a friend,
And trusts in me with all his heart.

1 see a promise in his eye

That he will never give me pain ;
And when the spring is in the sky,

He will not hide from me again.
He feeds so kindly from my hands,

And he is such a faithful bird,
That I am sure he understands

A robin cannot break his word.

A., one of the Authors of Poems written for a Child.

1 DEEM the rose can ne’er decay—

Her crimson dyes, when summer’s fled,
Are used, in Nature’s mystic way,

To paint the berries fairer red :
The soul of joy is all too bright

To vanish, though the sun departs :
From roses red, from berries light,

Let this be shed on Christmas hearts !

EpEN HOOPER.
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AT A PANTOMIME.
BY A BILIOUS ONE.

AN Actor sits in doubtful gloom,
His stock-in-trade unfurled,

In a damp funereal dressing-room.
In the Theatre Royal, World.

He comes to town at Christmas-time,
And braves its icy breath,

To play in that favourite pantomime,
“ Harlequin Life and Death.”

A hoary flowing wig his weird
Unearthly cranium caps,

He hangs a long benevolent beard
On a pair of empty chaps.

To smooth his ghastly features down
The actor’s art he cribs—

A long and a flowing padded gown
Bedecks his rattling ribs.

He cries, “ Go on—begin, begin !
Turn on the light of lime—

I’'m dressed for jolly Old Christmas, in
A favourite pantomime !”

The curtain’s up—the stage all black—
Time and the year nigh sped—
Time as an advertising quack—
The Old Year nearly dead.

The wand of time is waved, and lo!
Revealed Old Christmas stands,
And little children chuckle and crow,
And laugh and clap their hands.

The cruel old scoundrel brightens up
At the death of the Olden Year,

And he waves a gorgeous golden cup,
And bids the world good cheer.

The little ones hail the festive King—
No thought can make them sad.

Their laughter comes with a sounding ring,
They clap and crow like mad !

They only see in the humbug old
A holiday every year,

And handsome gifts, and joys untold,
And unaccustomed cheer.

The old ones, palsied, blear, and hoar,
Their breasts in anguish beat—

They’ve seen him seventy times before,
How well they know the cheat !

They’ve seen that ghastly pantomime,
They’ve felt its blighting breath,

They know that rollicking Christmas-time
Meant Cold and Want and Death,—

Starvation, Poor Law Union fare,
And deadly cramps and chills,

And illness—illness everywhere,
And crime, and Christmas bills.

They know Old Christmas well, I ween,
Those men of ripened age ;

They've often, often, often seen
That Actor off the stage !

They see in his gay rotundity
A clumsy stuffed-out dress,

They see in the cup he waves on high
A tinselled emptiness.

Those aged men so lean and wan,
They've seen it all before,

They know they'll see the charlatan
But twice or three times more.

And so they bear with dance and song,
And crimson foil and green.
They wearily sit, and grimly long
For the Transformation Scene.
W. S. GILBERT
The “ Bab” Ballads. (Routledge.)

THE CHERRY-TREE CAROL.

JosepH was an old man,
An old man was he;
He married sweet Mary,

The Queen of Galilee.

As they went a walking
In the garden so gay,
Maid Mary spied cherries

Hanging over yon tree.

Mary said to Joseph,
With her sweet lips so mild,
“ Pluck those cherries, Joseph,
For to give to my Child.”
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O then,” replied Joseph,
With words so unkind,

“1 will pluck no cherries,
For to give to thy Child.”

Mary said to cherry-tree,
“ Bow down to my knee,
That I may pluck cherries,
By one, two, and three.”

The uppermost sprig then
Bowed down to her knee :

“Thus you may see, Joseph,
These cherries are for me.”

O eat your cherries, Mary,
O eat your cherries now,

O eat your cherries, Mary,
That grow upon the bough.”

As Joseph was a walking
He heard Angels sing,

“ This night there shall be born
Our heavenly King.

He neither shall be born
In house nor in hall,

Nor in the place of Paradise,
But in an ox-stall.

He shall not be clothed
In purple nor pall;
But all in fair linen,
As wear babies all.

He shall not be rocked
In silver nor gold,

But in a wooden cradle
That rocks on the mould.

He neither shall be christened
In milk nor in wine,

But in pure spring-well water,
Fresh sprung from Bethine.”

Mary took her baby,
She dressed him so sweet,
She laid him in a manger
All there for to sleep.
As she stood over Him
She heard Angels sing,
“ Oh; bless our dear Saviour,
Our heavenly King.”

TRADITIONAL.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

IT chanced upon the merry merry Christmas eve,
I went sighing past the church across the moor-
land dreary—
“Oh! never sin and want and woe this earth will
leave,
And the bells but mock the wailing round, they
sing so cheery.
How long, O Lord! how long before Thou come
again ?
Still in cellar, and in garret, and on moorland
dreary
The orphans moan, and widows weep, and poor
men toil in vain,
Till earth is sick of hope deferred, though Christ-
mas bells be cheery.”

Then arose a joyous clamour from the wild-fowl
on the mere,
Beneath the stars, across the snow, like clear
bells ringing,
And a voice within cried—¢Listen! Christmas
carols even here !
Though thou be dumb, yet o’er their work the
stars and snows are singing.
Blind! I live, I love, Ireign; and all the nations
through
With the thunder of my judgments even now are
ringing ;
Do thou fulfil thy work but as yon wild-fowl do,
Thou wilt heed no less the wailing, yet hear
through it angels singing.”
CHARLES KINGSLEY.
Poems. (Macmillan.)

[My extracts from Kingsley’s Poems are given by kind
permission of Messrs. Macmillan and Co.]

CHRISTMAS CAROL!

O LOVELY voices of the sky,
That hymned the Saviour’s birth !
Are ye not singing still on high,
Ye that sang “ Peace on earth ” ?
To us yet speak the strains
Wherewith, in days gone by,
Ye blessed the Syrian swains,
O voices of the sky !
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O clear and shining light ! whose beams
That hour heaven’s glory shed
Around the palms, and o’er the streams,
And on the shepherd’s head ;
Be near, through life and death,
As in that holiest night
Of Hope, and Joy, and Faith,
O clear and shining light !

O star ! which led to Him whose love
Brought down man’s ransom free ;
Where art thou ?—'Midst the hosts above,
May we still gaze on Thee ?
In heaven Thou art not set,
Thy rays earth might not dim—
Send them to guide us yet,
O star which led to Him !

FELiciA D. HEMANs.

v v

‘T'His is the month, and this the happy morn,
Wherein the Son of Heaven’s Eternal King,
Of wedded Maid and Virgin Mother born,
Our great redemption from above did bring ;
For so the holy sages once did sing,

That he our deadly forfeit should release,
And with his Father work us a perpetual peace.

Joun MiLToN.
Ode on the Morning of Christ's Nativity.

THE CHRIST-CHILD.

AT Yule-tide, as the story tells,
There comes a gentle Angel-child,
From far-off lands, where no man dwells,
Across the northern waters wild.

And, passing down the sleeping street,

It cleaves the night with noiseless tread,
White raiment to the bare white feet,

Gold halo round the golden head.

It bends above the sleeping heads
Of peer and peasant, slaves and kings ;
Sweet thoughts, and sinless slumber sheds,
And happy dreams of heavenly things.

O never, with its angel face,
May that sweet comer pass us by !
O Christ-Child, look on us in grace,
And bless us where we sleeping lie !

F. E. WEATHERLY.

IN ages past the Eastern Star
Guided the wise men from afar;
We ask no star to guide us now,
The Cross of Christ is on our brow.

No gold or spices need we bring,

Low bending, like an eastern king ;
We give our hearts to greet the morn
On which the Saviour Christ was born.

In ages past the Angels sung,

The sky with heavenly music rung ;
We need no Angel Choir to sing,
We Christians carol to our King.

“ Glory to God ! good will to men,”
Is Christmas music now as then ;
What greater gift has God to give ?
He gave His Son—that we may live.

A. CAZENOVE.

CHRISTMAS GUESTS.

THE quiet day in winter beauty closes,

And sunset clouds are tinged with crimson dye,
As if the blushes of our faded roses

Came back to tint this sombre Christmas sky.

A lonely crow floats o’er the upland ranges,
A robin carols from the chestnut-tree ;

The voice that changes not amid our changes
Sounds faintly from the melancholy sea.

We sit and watch the twilight darken slowly,
Dies the last gleam upon the lone hill-side,

And in the stillness, growing deep and holy,
Our Christmas guests come in this eventide.

‘They enter softly ; some with baby faces
Whose sweet blue eyes have scarcely looked on
life;
We bid them welcome to their vacant places,
They won the peace, and never knew the strife.
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And some with earnest glances meet us gravely,
Their hands point backward to the paths they
trod ;
Dear ones, we know how long ye struggled bravely,
And died upon the battle-field of God !

And some are here whose patient souls were
riven
By our harsh words, and looks of cold disdain ;
Abh, loving hearts, to speak of wrong forgiven
Ye come to visit our dark world again ;

But One there is, more kind than any other,
Whose presence fills the silent house with
light;
The Prince of Peace, our gracious Elder Brother
Comes to His birthday feast with us to-night.

Thou who wast born and cradled in a manger,
Hast gladdened our poor earth with hope and
rest;
O best Beloved, come not as a stranger,
But tarry, Lord, our Friend and Christmas
guest.
SARAH DoOUDNEY.

A CHRISTMAS HYMN.
OLD STYLE.
IT was the calm and silent night !—
Seven hundred years and fifty-three
Had Romesbeen growing up to might,
And now was Queen of land and sea!
No sound was heard of clashing wars,—
Peace brooded o’er the hushed domain ;
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, and Mars
Held undisturbed their ancient reign,
In the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago.

"Twas in the calm and silent night !

‘The senator of haughty Rome,
Impatient, urged his chariot’s flight,

From lordly revel rolling home.
Triumphal arches, gleaming, swell

His breast with thoughts of boundless sway ;
What recked the Roman what befell

A paltry province far away,

In the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago ?

Within that province far away
Went plodding home a weary boor ;
A streak of light before him lay,
Fallen through a half-shut stable docr
Across his path. He passed—-for nought
Told what was going on within ;
How keen the stars ! his only thought ;
The air how calm, and cold, and thin,
In the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago !

O, strange indifference! low and high
Drowsed over common joys and cares ;
The earth was still,—but knew not why ;
The world was listening—unawares !
How calm a moment may precede
One that shall thrill the world for ever!
To that still moment none would heed,
Man’s doom was linked no more to sever,
In the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago.

It #s the calm and solemn night !

A thousand bells ring out, and throw
Their joyous peals abroad, and smite

The darkness, charmed and holy Now /
The night that erst no name had won,

To it a happy name is given ;
For in that stable lay, new-born,

The peaceful Prince of Earth and Heaven,

In the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago.

ALFRED DOMETT.
Flotsam and Jetsam. (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

SHE fell asleep on Christmas eve :
At length the long-ungranted shade
Of weary eyelids overweigh’d

The pain nought else might yet relieve.

Our mother, who had leaned all day
Over the bed from chime to chime,
Then raised herself for the first time,

And as she sat her down, did pray.

Her little work-table was spread
With work to finish. For the glare
Made by her candle, she had care

To work some distance from the bed.
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Without, there was a cold moon up,
Of winter radiance sheer and thin ;
The hollow halo it was in

Was like an icy crystal cup.

Through the small room with subtle sound
Of flame, by vents the fireshine drove
And reddened. In its dim alcove

The mirror shed a clearness round.

1 had been sitting up some nights,
And my tired mind felt weak and blank ;
Like a sharp strengthening wine it drank
The stillness and the broken lights.

Twelve struck.
years
Heard in each hour, crept off; and then
The ruffled silence spread again,
Like water that a pebble stirs.

That sound, by dwindling

Our mother rose from where she sat :
Her needles, as she laid them down,
Met lightly, and her silken gown

Settled : no other noise than that.

Glory unto the Newly Born!”
So, as said angels, she did say ;
Because we were in Christmas Day,
Though it would still be long till morn.

Just then in the room over us
There was a pushing back of chairs,
As some who had sat unawares

So late, now heard the hour, and rose.

With anxious softly-stepping haste
Our mother went where Margaret lay,
Fearing the sounds o’erhead—should they
Have broken her long-watched-for rest !

She stopped an instant, calm, and turned;
But suddenly turned back again ;
And all her features seemed in pain
With woe, and her eyes gazed and yearned.

For my part, I but hid my face,
And held my breath, and spoke no word :
There was none spoken ; but I heard
The silence for a little space.

Our mother bowed herself and wept ;
And both my arms fell, and 1 said,
“God knows I knew that she was dead.”
And there, all white, my sister slept.

Then kneeling, upon Christmas morn
A little after twelve o’clock,
We said, ere the first quarter struck,
“ Christ’s blessing on the newly born !”
D. G. RosseTTL

Poems.  (Ellis and White.)

CHRISTMAS CAROL.

SNow on the wold it drifteth fast,
And down the ways it is ankle-deep,
And the night is dark and the wind is sore,
And under hedgerows there huddle sheep ;
But ye who wake and wassail hold,
And season yule with gossip’s tale,
Unbar, for Jesu’s sake, unbar,
We come to drink of your Christmas ale.

Now Goodman Hodge he snoreth bass,
Her wheezy treble snoreth Joan :
And sleepy Hugh laid up in loft,
For love of milking-maid doth groan ;
But door unbar, and chimney pile,
And roasted crab shall hiss in pail,
It lacketh yet an hour to prime,
And we come to taste of your Christmas ale.

"Twas “Glory to God !” the angels sang,
Nathless “good will to man on earth :”
And good is the psalm of praise to Him,
And good, God wot, is Christmas mirth ;
So door unbar, and have no stint,
Good cheer this night it shall prevail,
And roof-tree ring with song amain,
An ye bid us drink of your Christmas ale.
WILLIAM SAWYER.
Ten Mites from Town. (W. Freeman.)

AAAAAAAAAAA

THE MIRACLE OF THE CHRISTMAS
THORN.

THERE were three silly shepherds,
For warmth they clung together,

And for howling of the leopards,
'Mid ewe and lamb and wether :
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They watched beside their sheep,
And they sung to ward the sleep,
As they lay beneath the hawthorn in the winter
night.

The bush was bare and sapless,
The sky was dark and spangled,
The earth around lay hapless
By net of frost entangled :
The thorn as they lay under
They spied a sudden wonder,
For the dry bush burgeoned in the winter night.

Ay, all the twigs grew tender
With sudden green, and flowers
Broke out as if to render
Their winter-holt spring-bowers :—
There came a sudden singing,
And a sudden noise of winging,
As the thorn broke into blossom in the winter
night.

“ All peace to peaceful livers,”
The angels sang around them,
Of giving to the givers,
And snap of cords that bound them,
Of a child that lay in manger,
Of a royal unknown stranger,
Of life that raised dead nature in the winter
night.

Oh, flower of utmost purity,
Oh, sweetness past the telling,
Oh, red drops at maturity
From wounded heart outwelling,
The which the points have torn
Of the bitter barren thorn,
That broke into his blossoming that winter night.

Good Joseph from that bower
He cut a staff to stay him,
Which yet doth bud and flower
Where British men did lay him ;
In the West you still may see
Where the hallowed Eastern tree
Grows green and white at Christmas on the very
Christmas night.

B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.
(Fulgencius.)

THE CAROIL. OF THE BABE JESUS.

IN the bleak December weather,
The gust and the whirling snow,
There was born a little baby,
Long, long ago.

She was far from her own poor dwelling,

And all men she might know,
The maiden that was His mother,
Long, long ago.

She hid her head in a stable,
Where beasts were tied a-row,

And she laid the Child in the manger,

Long, long ago.

Oh, think of the bitter weather,
The gust, and the whirling snow,
And the Baby laid in the manger,
Long, long ago.

“ Now, how did they call this Baby
Was born and cradled so? ”

It was Christ who came to save us,
Long, long ago.

He left His throne of glory,
His awful pomp and show,
For the love of us poor §inners,

Long, long ago.

He lived a life of labour,
And He died a death of woe,
For the love of us poor sinners,
Long, long ago.

Oh, think of the bitter weather,
The gust, and the whirling snow,
And the Baby laid in the manger,
Long, long ago !

But now He is King of Heaven,
Who once was poor and low;
Yet He loves us still as He loved us
Long, long ago.

And we pray that His grace may guide us,

And make us holy grow,
As He was, working and praying,
Long, long ago.
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And oh in our Christmas comfort,
As we sit in the light and glow,
We think of that houseless Baby,
Long, long ago.

And we pray for all poor outcasts,
When bitter tempests blow,
To Him who was born in the stable,
Long, long ago.

Oh, think of the bitter weather,
The gust, and the whirling snow,
And the Baby laid in the manger,
Long, long ago!
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

~AAAA AN AAnAs

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.
TuNE—* God rest ye, merry gentlemen.”

Gop rest ye, merry gentlemen; let nothing you
dismay,

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was born on
Christmas Day.

The dawn rose red o’er Bethlehem, the stars shone
through the gray,

When Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was born on
Christmas Day.

God rest ye, little children; let nothing you
affright,

For Jesus Christ, your Saviour, was born this
happy night ;

Along the hills of Galilee the white flocks sleeping
lay,

When Christ, the Child of Nazareth, was born on
Christmas Day.

God rest ye, all good Christians ; upon this blessed
morn
The Lord of all good Christians was of a woman
born :
Now all your sorrows He doth heal, your sins He
takes away ;
For Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was born on
Christmas Day.
AUTHOR OF “ JoHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirty Years. (Macmillan.)

HEAVEN strews the earth with snow,
That neither friend or foe
May break the sleep of the fast-dying year;
A world arrayed in white, '
Late dawns, and shrouded light,
Attest to us once more that Christmas-tide is here.

Renew our Christmas-tide !
Let weeping eyes be dried
Love bloom afresh, bloodshed and frenzy cease !
And at thy bidding reign,
As in the heavenly strain,
Glory to God on high ! on earth perpetual peace.
ALFRED AUSTIN.
Interludes. (Blackwood.)

THERE is a joy when hearts that beat together,
Sit under blossoming trees when Spring is new ;
There is a joy in Summer’s sultry weather,
When leafy boughs bend over lovers true ;
There is a joy, deep in the autumn heather,

To crouch with one who’s all the world to you;
And joy there is, ‘'mid Winter nights and storms
When gleams the firelight on two happy forms.

ALFRED AUSTIN.
Madonna’s Child, (Blackwood.)

ANAAAAAN A

LOVE IN WINTER.

BETWEEN the berried holly-bush.

The Blackbird whistled to the Thrush :

“ Which way did bright-eyed Bella go ”—
¢ Look, speckle-breast, across the snow,—
Are those less dainty tracks I see,

That wind towards the shrubbery ?”

The Throstle pecked the berries still :
“ No need for looking, yellow-bill ;
Young Frank was here an hour ago,
Half-frozen waiting in the snow:

His callow beard was white with rime,
Tchuck,—tis a merry pairing time!”
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“ What would you?"” twittered in the Wren ;
““ These are the reckless ways of men.

I watched them bill and coo as though

They thought the sign of Spring was snow.
If men but timed their loves as we,

"Twould save this inconsistency ! ”

“ Nay, gossip,” chirped the Robin, * nay,

I like their unreflective way.

Besides, I heard enough to show

Their love is proof against the snow.

Why wait, he said, why wait for May,

When love can warm a winter’s day ? "
AusTIN DO BSON.

Vignettes in Rhyme. (H. King and Co)

FROM FAR AWAY.

FroM far away we come to you,
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
To tell of great tidings strange and true,
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

For as we wandered far and wide,
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
What hap do you deem there should us betide ?
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

Under a bent when the night was deep,
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
There lay three shepherds tending their sheep,
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

¢ O ye shepherds what have ye seen,
The snow in the strect and the wind on the door,
To slay your sorrow and heal your teen ?”
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

In an ox-stall this night we saw,

The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
A Babe and a Maid without a flaw,

Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

There was an old man there beside ;
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
His hair was white, and his hood was wide,
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

And as we gazed this thing upon,
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
Those twain knelt down to the little One,
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

And a marvellous song we straight did hear,
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
That slew our sorrow and healed our care,
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.

News of a fair and a marvellous thing,
The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, we sing!
Minstrels and maids stand forth on the floor.
WiLLIAM MORRIS.

The Earthly Paradise. (Ellis and White.)

THE FIVE STARS.

THE stars came sliding from the south,
By one, by two, and three;

Oflove on earth was full great drouth,

And careless hand to thankless mouth
Set all the lewd menyie.

The stars came sliding up the sky,
By three, by four, by five ;

Each seeking if it might descry

The palace where this king should lie :
The angels carolled blive.

These stars since first the stars were born
They clustered all together,
Beneath the new moon’s lower horn,
Like bees upon a su'nmer thorn,
When cloudless was the weather.

The first star was a star of red,
It heard an angel sing,
“ This night a maid in oxen’s bed,
A queen uncrowned, a wife unwed,
Hath borne a mighty King.”

The second star was bright and blue,
It heard a song above,

“On Jesse’s root drops down the dew,

The budding rod hath bloomed anew,
All peace to men of love ! ”
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The third was yellow for to see,

It heard the voices tell,
“ Now standeth in the gate the key,
The gates of glory open be:

All hail, Emmanuel ! ”

The fourth it listened in that steven,

This star it glittered green :
“The Wisdom hath come down from heaven,
Now worketh well the saving leaven.”

Thus sang the choir unseen.

The fifth star was a little star,
A voice bespoke it low,
% Go forth into that land afar
Where in the cave the sleepers are,
To guide the sleepers, go!”

The stars they journeyed in a ring,
Into the north them gat ;
Above a cave they stayed to swing,
Where rested first the white dove’s wing
On holy Ararat.

There were three sleeping in the cave,
The night seemed long to them,

All listening from their living grave,

The three who ’scaped the whelming wave,
Good Japhet, Ham, and Shem.

Then up they rose, and on they yode,
The stars went on before,
A-glittering down the western road ;
The stars in Bethlehem abode
Above the stable door.

The stars they shaped them to a tree,
Slid back to southern lands:

They bend above the Peaceful sea,

For head and burdened body three,
And two for blessing hands.

B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.
Fulgencius. (Newman).

SING of the manger that cherished a living seed,
Whereby we have grown

To loathe the life that is lived for a passing need,
And by bread alone.

Sing of the hope that has grown to the height of
Love,
For tho’ lowly its birth,
It spreads like a flower which drinks in the light
from above,
With its root in the earth.

Sing of the shepherds, who watching the stars by
night,
On the silent hill,
Heard their witness to order triumphant, to love
and delight,
‘ Peace and good-will.”

Sing of the Magians who haply had wandered afar,
Weary and wild,
Ere they heard of the light, and were led by the
new-born star
To the new-born Child.

EMILY PFEIFFER.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

MERRILY the minster bells

Peal upon the morn ;
Cheerily their music tells

“ Christ to-day is born.”
'Tis the tale the angels told
To the shepherds in the fold,
Chanting heavenly melodies,
While God’s glory filled the skies.

Let us chant that hymn sublime
That erst the angels sung,

Let every race and every clime
And every heart and tongue

Wake a world-wide song of praise,

As the joyful strain they raise—

Earth, proclaim, and Heaven reply,

“Glory be to God on high!”

Nor myrrh, nor frankincense, nor gold
The offerings we bring,
As royal Magians gave of old
To Child, and God, and King.
We give not part, we give the whole ;
We give our body, spirit, soul.
We love, and worship, and obey
The Human God-King born to-day.
Cc
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Minster bells, peal merrily

On this festal morn.
“ Glory be to God on High,

Christ to-day is born!”
So sang the Church in ages past,
So shall she sing while time shall last,
Her hymn on earth in trial given ;
Her hymn triumphant yet in heaven.

Joun Francis WALLER.

NEW PRINCE, NEW POMP.

BEHOLD a silly tender babe,
In freezing winter night,

In homely manger trembling lies ;
Alas! a piteous sight.

The inns are full, no man will yield
This little pilgrim bed ;

But forced he is with silly beasts
In crib to shroud his head.

Despise him not for lying there,
First what he is enquire ;

An orient pearl is often found
In depth of dirty mire.

Weigh not his crib, his wooden dish,
Nor beast that by him feed ;

Weigh not his mother’s poor attire,
Nor Joseph'’s simple weed.

This stable is a prince’s court,
The crib his chair of state ;

The beasts are parcel of his pomp,
The wooden dish his plate.

The persons in that poor attire
His royal liveries wear ;

The Prince Himself is come from heaven,
This pomp is praistd there.

With joy approach, O Christian wights !
Do homage to thy King;

And highly praise this humble pomp
Which He from heaven doth bring.

ROBERT SOUTHWELL.

IN the manger we have laid
All our worldly pomp and pride,
Where with beasts the Saviour made
His first cradle, side by side :

On the mountain we have heard
Sweeter chimes than ever rang,
Or Creation’s silence stirred,
Since the stars of morning sang :

One bright angel told the story,
Myriads answered him again :

“Unto God in highest, glory !
Peace on earth, good will tow'rd men.” -

In our homes His blessed name
Brightens joy round every hearth,
And its meetest place doth claim
In the Christian’s evening mirth.

Homes with crowded love were fair,
On the night when Thou wast born ;

Fill them, Lord, with love and prayer
For the day of Thy return.

And as Thou, to make us Thine,
Stooped a mortal man to be,
Fill us with Thy life divine,
Lift our lives of love to Thee.

J. S. B. MoONSELL.

" PEACE be thine, dear! bitter feud,
Factious voices harsh and rude,
Keep away ;
Nothing on thy peace intrude
This Christmas day.

Peace be thine, dear! Love and rest,

Gentle hopes and yearnings blest,
Come and stay;

God’s dear peace enfold thy breast
This Christmas day.

F. LANGBRIDGE.

YULE-BELLS.
[Extract.)
IT is not Sabbath, yet they ring;
Listen, dear child, to them.
This is the night when Christ for us
Was born in Bethlehem.
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A great bright star shone down from heaven
On the place where He did lie ;

And He is born, sweet child, that we
Might never, never die.

He was a little child like thee ;
A child, and yet a King;

And He hath saved us. This, my child,
Is the reason the Yule-bells ring.

S. K. Cowan.
The Murmur of the Shells. (McCaw, Belfast.)

O

ArT Thou, weak Babe, my very God?
O I must love Thee then,

Love Thee, and yearn to spread Thy love
Among forgetful men.

O sweet, O wakeful-hearted Child !
Sleep on, dear Jesus, sleep ;

For Thou must one day wake for me
To suffer and to weep.

F. W. FaBEr.
Hymns. (Richardson and Son.)

CHRISTMAS HYMN.

HaRrk ! angel voices from the sky
Proclaim a Saviour’s birth ;

Glory, they sing, to God on high,
Peace and goodwill on earth !

Catch the glad strain, ye seraphs bright !
The glorious tidings spread ;

Wake, wake to wonder and to light
The dark sleep of the dead !

Let the wide earth, from shore to shore,
One loud hosannah raise,

Glory to God, whom we adore,
Glory and hymns of praise !

W. L. BowLEs.

~~

THE CHRIST-CHILD.

THE Christ-Child came to my bed one night,
He came in tempest and thunder ;

His presence woke me in sweet affright,
I trembled for joy and wonder;

He bore sedately His Christmas tree,
It shone like a silver willow,

His grave child’s eyes looked wistfully
As He laid a branch on my pillow.

And when He had left me alone, alone,
And all the house lay sleeping,
I planted it in a nook of my own,
And watered it with my weeping.
And there it strikes its roots in the earth,
And opens its leaves to heaven;
And when its blossoms have happy birth,
I shall know my sins forgiven.
JouN TODHUNTER.

ALLow me to present a Diary,

A little Christmas Almanac,
Whose page, I trust, to each inquiry

Will give a truthful answer back !—
December twenty-fifth, uproarious,

Not stormy—quite the other way—
Fair, festive, beautiful, and glorious,

Preparing you for New Year’s Day :—
The first of January, hazy

With nought but Fortune’s coming kiss : —
St. Valentine, the postman crazy,—

And all the others days of bliss !

Epen HoOOPER.

Proup I wear you in my breast,—
Dear I hold you, every one,
Treasure of the years possessed—
Comfort of the years unknown ;
Whatsoe’er those years may hide —
God bless all this Christmas tide.
AUTHOR OF “ JoHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirty Years. (Macmillan.)

DEAREST friends of all the rest !
Let my heart, in peace possessed,
With its quivering wings safe furled,
No more beat about the world —
This strange world, so sad, so wide,
Fly to you this Christmas tide.
AUTHOR OF “ JoHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirly Years. (Macmillan.)
c 2
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I souGHT my thoughts to telegraph,
And hastened to enquire.

The clerk replied, a Christmas laugh
Could not be sent by wire :

I therefore tried the telephone,
But this was little better :—

No other process being known,
I've put them in a letter.

EpEN HoOOPER.

A GLEE FOR WINTER.

HENCE, rude Winter! crabbed old fellow,
Never merry, never mellow.

Well-a-day ! in rain and snow

What will keep one’s heart aglow ?
Groups of kinsmen, old and young,
Oldest they old (riends among !

Groups of friends so old and true,

That they seem our kinsmen too !

These all merry all together,

Charm away chill Winter weather !

What will kill this dull old fellow ?

Ale that’s bright, and wine that’s mellow!

Dear old sonzs for ever new ;

Some true love, and laughter too ;

Pleasant wit, and harmless fun,

And a dance when day is done !

Music— friends so true and tried—

Whispered love by warm fireside—

Mirth at all times all together—

Make sweet May of Winter weather !
ALFRED DOMETT.

Flotsam and Jetsam. (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

THE CHRISTMAS OF THE FOREIGN
CHIL.D.

Translated from Friederich Rueckerd.

AMID a spacious town

The Christmas lights are blazing,
Beneath the cold night’s frown

A foreign child is gazing
Sadly up and down.

In every house he sees

Fond fingers interwining ;
Through lamp-illumined trees

The bright warm rooms are shining :
Ah'! bitter sights are these !

He weeping speaks, “To-night,
To every child is given

A Christmas tree and light ;
But I by earth and heaven

Am now deserted quite.

“ A sister’s gentle hand

Had given me all I needed,
If I at home did stand ;

But here I am unheeded,
In this cold foreign land.

“Will none the orphan see,
And let him in for pity ?

O God; and can it be,
That in this crowded city

There is no place for me ?

“ Will no kind hand relieve

The orphan’s deep dejection?
Alas! I must receive

But only the reflection
Of this strange Christmas Eve ! ”

He taps with fingers thin

On window and on shutter ;
They hear not, for the din,

The weak words he doth utter,
Nor let the orphan in.

The father’s lessons mild

The listening boy’s ear drinketh ;
The Christmas gifts are piled

By mother’s hands. None thinketh
Of that poor orphan child.

“QO Christ | my Saviour dear,
No father and no mother

Have I my heart to cheer;
Be all to me : no other

Consoler have I here.”

Cold, cold his small hand grows,
He rubs his frozen fingers ;
He shivers in his clothes,
And in the white street lingers,
With eyes that will not close.
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There cometh with a light,

Which through the dark street breaketh,
In robes of simple white,

Another child, who speaketh
These sweet words of delight :

‘“ Behold thy Christ in Me,
Again a child’s form taking—
A little child like thee ;
Though all are thee forsaking
By Me thou shalt not be.

“ My word’s impartial boon

1 waft o’er hill and valley ;-
I send My aid as soon

To this poor wretched alley,
As to yon gay saloon.

“ My hands, with light divine,
Thy Christmas tree shall kindle ;
Thou’lt see, compared with thine,
All other trees shall dwindle,
How beautiful they shine.”

To heaven His little hand
The infant Saviour raiseth—
There doth a great tree stand,
Whose star-lit branch outblazeth
All o’er the azure land.

The child’s heart bounds with glee,

At all the starry tapers ;
His eyes grow bright to see,

Through heaven’s transparent vapours
That glorious Christmas tree !

Before his wondering eyes

A glorious vision shifted—
A dream of Paradise !

For Angel hands uplifted
The orphan to the skies.

Within that blessed sphere
A home he now hath gotten—
Even with his Saviour dear :
There soon all is forgotten
That he hath suffered here.

D. F. McCARTHY.
Ballads, Poems,and Lyricc  McGlashan, Dublin.)

SoME say that ever ’gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated,
The bird of dawning singeth all night long :
And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad,
The nights are wholesome, then no planets strike,
No fairy takes nor witch hath power to charm,
So hallow’d and so gracious is the time.

WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.

Hamlet.

(SUNG BY THE SHEPHERDS.)

WE saw thee in thy balmy nest,
Bright dawn of our eternal day;
We saw thine eyes break from the east,
And chase the trembling shades away :
We saw thee (and we blessed the sight),
We saw thee by thine own sweet light.
RicHARD CRAsHAw,

WHAT sudden blaze of song
Spreads o'er th’ expanse of heav’n.
In waves of light it thrills along,
Th’ angelic signal given—
“ Glory to God ! ” from yonder central fire
Flows out the echoing lay beyond the starry
quire ;
Like circles widening round
Upon a clear blue river;
Orb after orb, the wondrous sound
Is echoed on for ever :
“ Glory to God on high, on earth be peace,
And love towards men of love—salvation and

release,”
JouN KEBLE.

Christian Year.

OH little children with bright Christmas faces—
We greet you far and wide,

And lovingly we bid you take your places
About the glad fireside,

While in hushed tones we tell the wondrous story
Of that first Christmas night,

When all around poured floods of beaming glory,
From some celestial height—

When Angel hosts hung poised on shining pinions
Above the foid—and then,
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Told how their King from His own fair
dominions
Was come to reign o’er men—
The Saviour of the world in manger lying—
A hapless new-born child ;
Redemption thus for all creation buying—
And Peace and Mercy mild :

So for His sake we bless the children’s faces
And greet them far and wide
Where’er they cluster in their fireside places

At holy Christmas-tide.

H. M. BURNSIDE.

‘WHo can forget, never to be forgot,

The time, that all the world in slumber lies:
When, like the stars, the singing angels shot

To earth, and heaven awaked all his eyes,

To see another sun at midnight rise
On earth ? was never sight of pareil fame:
For God before, man like himself did frame,
But God himself now like a mortal man became.

A child he was, and had not learned to speak,
That with his word the world before did make :
His mother's arms him bore, he was so weak,
That with one hand the vaults of heaven could
shake.
See how small room my infant Lord doth take,
Whom all the world is not enough to hold.
Who of his years, or of his age hath told?
Never such age so young, never a child so old.

GiILEs FLETCHER.

ONCE in royal David’s city
Stood a lowly cattle shed,
Where a mother laid her Baby,
In a manger for His bed ;
Mary was that mother mild,
Jesus Christ her little Child.

C. F.
Hymns for Little Children.

ALEXANDER.
(J. Masters.)

AT his birth a star,
Unseen before in heaven, proclaims him come ;
And guides the eastern sages, who inquire
His place, to offer incense, myrrh, and gold.
His place of birth, a solemn Angel tells
To simple shepherds, keeping watch by night ;
They gladly thither haste, and by a quire
Of squadroned Angels hear his carol sung.
A virgin is his mother, but his sire
The power of the Most High : He shall ascend
The throne hereditary, and bound his reign
With Earth’s wide bounds, his glory with the

Heavens.
JouN MiLTON.

Paradise Lost.

CHRISTMAS EMBLEMS.
L
A LOWLY THRONE,
« Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men, and He will
dwell with them.”—Rev. xxi. 3.
Lo, God with men shall dwell !
The Ruler of the whirlwind and the storm,
The dread Controller of the billows’ swell,
Shall wear a human form !
What glittering hall of Kaiser or of King
Shall hold the Holy Thing?

O height and depth of love !
He in whose presence angels veil their eyes,
_ The Bearer of the Name all names above,
In yon rough manger lies !
Brother, make pure thy heart ; thy King shall deign
On that poor throne to reign.

IL
INCENSE, MYRRH, AND GOLD.
¢“When they had opened their treasures, they presented
unto Him gifts; gold, and frankincense, and myrrh.”—
Matt. ii. 11.
Hush! before the Infant tender.
See the sages’ hoards unrolled ;
Each in turn, a suppliant bender,
Offers gifts of royal splendour,
Tokens of the heart’s surrender,
Treasures fair and manifold—
Heavenward incense, healing myrrh, and all-
compelling gold.
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Where the Saviour intercedeth,
Earthly gifts no more are doled ;

Yet our offerings still He needeth—

Clear-eyed Faith that upward leadeth,

Love, to bind the heart that bleedeth,
Hope that nothing may withhold ;

Bring Him these, the spirit's gifts of incense,

myrrh, and gold.

AANAnAnAman

1IL
DONE UNTO HIM.

¢ Ye have done it unto Me.”—Matt. xxv. 40.

““ OH, to kneel as they who knelt
On that first sweet Christmas Day !
Oh, to feel as Mary felt,
At whose blissful breast He lay !
To grace His feet, like her in later years,
With costliest ointment and with deepest tears!”

Though the heavens hold Him now
Whom the manger held of yore,
Breaking heart and aching brow
Earth shall bear for evermore.
Bring one faint smile to weary eyes and dim—
Brother, thou, too, hast ministered to Him.

1v,

ONE OF THE SHEPHERDS.

YEA, all is still again !

The keen sweet silence tingles in my brain.
The voice, the vision, too,

Have passed away into the solemn blue.
There lingers not a gleam

To tell of that—nay, nay, it was no dream,
Only the stars on high

Quiver as they would break from out the sky.
I tread on solid ground ;

This is my friend—there lie my sheep around.
There is no change—no change—

Save inmy heart. Oh, beautiful and strange !
Come, brothers, let us go

And see this thing the Lord hath made us know.

v.
THE ANGEL'S MFSSAGE.

To us it is not given
To see the curtains furl’d,
The cloud-folds burst and riven
That veil the spirit-world ;
To hear and view with mortal sense and sight
Voices ineffable and forms of light.

Yet in our daily going,
Above the jar and din,
Angelic strains come flowing
The charmed heart within ;
“ O sorrowing soul, by sin and passion torn,
Good news! good news! to thee the Christ is
born.”

AnAAAAAAAAS

VL
CHRISTMAS KNOCKING.

Lo! He for whom of old
There was no room
Stands in the deepening cold,
The deepening gloom—
At thy heart’s door doth stand,
With patient yearning eyes and knocking hand.

O, barred with greed and pride,
And every sin,
Fling, heart, thy portals wide,
And take Him in;
Yea, ope this Christmas Day,
Lest, still refused, He sadly turn away.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

RING out, ye crystal spheres,
Once bless our human ears,-
If ye have power to touch our senses so ;
And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time ;
And let the bass of Heaven’s deep organ blow;
And, with your ninefold harmony,
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony.

For if such holy song
Enwrap our fancy long,
Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold ;
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And speckled Vanity AND ye, beneath life’s crushing load,
Will sicken soon and die, Whose forms are bending low,

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ;
And Hell itself will pass away,
-And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering
day.

Yea, Truth and Justice then
Will down return to men,
Orbed in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing,
Mercy will sit between,
Throned in celestial sheen,
With radiant feet the tissued clouds down
steering ;
And Heaven, as at some festival,
Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall.
JorN MiLTON.
Ode on the Morning of Christ’s Nativity.

ANOTHER CHRIST SONG.

Frou heaven the angel-troop come near,
And to the shepherds plain appear ;

A tender little child, they cry,

In a rough manger lies hard by,

In Bethlehem, David's town of old,
As Prophet Micah has foretold ;
*Tis the Lord Jesus Christ, I wis,
Who of you all the Saviour is.

And ye may well break out in mirth,
That God is one with you henceforth ;
For he is born your flesh and blood—
Your brother is the eternal Good.

He will nor can from you go hence ;
Set you in him your confidence.
Let many battle on you make,
Defy them—he can not forsake.

What can death do to you, or sin ?
The true God is to you come in.

Let hell and Satan raging go—

The Son of God’s your comrade now.

At last you must approval win,
For you are now of God’s own kin.
For this thank God, ever and aye,
Happy and patient all the day. Amen.
GEORGE MACDONALD.
Exotics. (Strahan.)

Who toil along the climbing way
With painful steps and slow,
Look now ! for glad and golden hours
Come swiftly on the wing ;
Oh! rest beside the weary road,
And hear the angels sing.
E. H. SEARs.

“A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY
NEW YEAR."

THE sweet-breath’d Spring we do not blame,
Because as in the days of old
The flow’rs peep forth the very same,
Rosy and white and gold.
We do not quarrel with the night
Because upon our sins and jars
She still rains down the same pure light
Of all her throbbing stars,
And love, true love will never flout
That on returning Christmas days
The same affection still goes out
In just the same old phrase.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

A CHRISTMAS CARD FOR A CHILD.

To catch old Christmas in the morning air
A child stole out and wandered on the heath ;
And there sate Christmas, blowing foggy breath,
Cross-legged upon a stile, and cried, “ Look here,
This smile’s for you—a good, wide smile, my dear,
Of bright red gums, and rare plum-pudding
teeth,
And jolly old wrinkles round my holly wreath ;
Ho, ho, for Christmas and a glad New Year |”

That child was I ; and every year, in snow
Or mist or rain, to that same heath I go,
And there sits Christmas on the self-same stile;
And of the dear, sweet days we talk awhile,
Laughing and crying at the things we know,
But parting ever with a hug and smile.

THEODORE WATTS.
From THE ATHENEUM, 8y permission,
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WINTER PICTURES.

‘“ Wonderful white Winter !”

POEMS WRITTEN FOR A CHILD.

WINTER.

WONDERFUL white Winter |
I must clap my hands at you ;
You are old and 1 am cold,
And there is nothing else to do.
You and I are glad, are glad
When the snow comes creeping down,
And ice drops fair leap out of the air
To hang on the branches brown !

Wonderful white Winter !
It is when you first begin
With berries fine the churches shine—
That is how we bring you in.
Don't you love the ding-dong bells ?
Don’t you love the hearty cheer?
The merry blaze, the good old plays,
When you fetch the little new year?
Wonderful white Winter !
Wave your lovely snow-white hand ;
Signal make till river and lake
Form the ice that is so grand |
Oh, the ice is dear, is dear;
Faithless friend, changed by a breath,
Smooth and sweet to gliding feet,
Gliding over grim death |
Wonderful white Winter !
I will make a league with you ;
You must know of want and woe,
Tell me what I ought to do!
1 must feed your little birds ?

Shelter to the homeless lend ?
Comfort and aid the poor and afraid ?
That I will, my brave old friend !

Poems written for @ Child. [A.] (Strahan.)

A WINTER JINGLE.

THE soft wind blows
Across the snows,
And turns the palest face to rose3
The wind it goes
Where no one knows,
Like water round the world it flows;
The sunlit air is warm and light
Though all the earth be wrapped in white.

But owlets shrill
Shriek round the hill
When twilight fades, and all is still;
The keen gusts fill
The frozen rill
With treacherous snowdrifts deep and chill;
The wanderer findeth small delight
In crossing there at dead of night.
EpMuNnD W. GOssE.
New Poems. (K. Paul.)

HOAR-FROST.

WHAT dream of beauty ever equall’d this !

What bands from Faéryland have sallied forth,
With snowy foliage from th’ abundant North,
With imagery from the realms of bliss |

What visions of my boyhood do I miss

That here are not restored!  All splendours pure,
All loveliness, all graces that allure;

Shapes that amaze ; a paradise that is,—

Yet was not,—will not in few moments be :

Glory from nakedness, that playfully
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Mimics with passing life each summer boon ;
Clothing the ground,—replenishing the tree ;
Weaving arch, bower, and delicate festoon ;
Still as a dream !'—and like a dream to flee!

Then he went to the mountain, and powdered its
crest, ’

He climbed up the trees, and their boughs he drest

With diamonds and pearls, and over the breast

WiLLiam HowitT.

FAIRY WORKMEN.

WHEN the world is wrapped in slumber
Through the frosty winter night,
Fairy workmen without number
Labour till the morning light.
Cold they feel not, though ’tis biting,
Love keeps warm each tiny heart,
All in one bright work uniting
Each with gladness taking part :

Catching snowflakes earthward speeding,
Carving them with varied grace,

Every spray with pearl-drops beading,
Strewing gems o’er Nature’s face.

Tracing forms of fairy bowers,
In which Oberon might reign,

Roofed with ferns, and paved with flowers,
Thickly o’er each lattice pane :

Dulling by their songs the river
To its dreamy Winter rest,

Till it sleeps, and not a quiver
Trembles on its placid breast.

Thus the fairies, slumber scorning,
Labour through the long-drawn night,

By their arts our world adorning,
Making all things fair and bright.

SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

FROST.

Of the quivering lake he spread
A coat of mail, that it might not fear
The downward point of many a spear,
Which he hung on the margin far and near
Where a rock could rear its head.

He went to the windows of those who slept,
And over each pane, like a fairy, crept ;
Wherever he breathed, wherever he stept,

By the light of the moon were seen
Most beautiful things ; there were flowers and trees,
There were bevies of birds, and swarms of bees,
There were cities, thrones, temples, and towns —

and these
All pictured in silver sheen.

But he did one thing that was hardly fair—
He went to the cupboard, and, finding there
That all had forgotten for him to prepare ;
“ Now, just to set them thinking,
I'll bite this basket of fruit,” said he,
¢ This bloated pitcher I'll burst in three,
And the glass of water they've left for me
Shall crack to tell I've been drinking ! ”

UNKNOWN.

SNOW.

I wANDER forth this chill December dawn :
John Frost and all his elves are out, I see,

As busy as the elfin world can be,

Clothing a world asleep with fleecy lawn.

’Mid the blue silence of the evening hours

They glimmered duskly down in silent showers,
And featly have they laboured all night long
Cheering their labour with a half-heard rhyme—

Low as the burthen of a milkmaid’s song

THE frost looked forth one still clear night, When Echo moans it over hills of thyme

And he said, “ I shall soon be out of sight,

So through the valley, and over the height,
In silence I'll take my way.

I will not go on like that blustering train,

The wind and the snow, the hail and the rain,

Who make so much bustle and noise in vain,
But I'll be as busy as they.”

There is a hush of music on the air—

The white-winged fays are faltering everywhere ;
And here and there,

Made by a sudden mingling as they fall,

There comes a softer lullaby than all,

; Swept in upon the universal prayer.
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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 delicate greenish haze,
Which deepen’d up into purple grays,

With stars aloft as the light decreas’d,

Till the great moon rose in the rich blue east.

And Morning |—each pane a garden of frost,

Of delicate flow’ring, as quickly lost ;

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 every one.

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 ;
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.

Pure is the ice; a glance may sound

Deep through an awful, dim profound,

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! How the shimmering snow
Kisses our hot cheeks as we go !

Wavering down the feeble wind,

Like myriad thoughts in a Poet’s mind,

Till the earth, and trees, and icy lakes,

Are slowly clothed with the countless flakes.

In the clasp of Home, by the ruddy fire,
Ranged in a ring to our heart’s desire,—
Now who will tell some wondrous tale,
Almost to turn the wann cheeks pale,

Set chin on hands, make grave eyes stare,
Draw slowly nearer each stool and chair ?

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.

WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.

Songs, Ballads, and Stories. (Bell.)

THE COMING OF THE SNOW.

THE clouds were copper-dyed all day,
And struggled in each other’s way,
Until the darkness drifted down

To the summer-forsaken town.

Said people passing in the lane,

“ It will be snow,” or “’twill be rain ;”

And school bairns, laughing in a row,

Looked through the panes, and wished for snow.

The swollen clouds let nothing fall,

But gath’ring gloom that covered all ;
Then came a wind and shook his wings,
And curled the dead leaves into rings.

He made the shutters move and crack,
And hurtled round the chimney stack ;
Then he swept on to shake the trees,
Until they moaned like winter seas.

Soon he went whistling o’er the hill,

And all the trees again stood still ;

Then through the dark the snow came down,
And whitened all the sleeping town.

The keen stars looked out through the night,
And flecked the boughs with flakes of light,
Then moving clouds revealed the moon
That made on earth a fairy noon.

Then Winter went unto his throne,

That with a million diamonds shone ;
A crown of stars was on his head,

" And round him his great robes were spread.
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At morn the baimns laughed with delight
To see the fields and hedges white,

And folk said as they hurried past,

“ Good morning ! Winter’s come at last.”

Guy RosLyN.
Lyrics and Landscapes.
[Reprinted from * Cassell’s Family Magazine,” by special
permission of the publishers, Messrs. Cassell, Petter,
Galpin, and Co.]

A WINTER PIECE.

FrosT in the air, till every spray,
Stands diamond-set with rime,

That drops awhile at mid of day,
With tiny tinkling chime.

Beside the ice the ducks a-dose,
Dream of the pools to be ;

The sheep for warmth lie huddled close,
Upon the naked lea.

The grey sky’s flecked with wan white gleams,
And wan and white below,
On laden trees, and locked up streams,
And roof and road, the snow.
All silent shrinks the feathered throng
That cheered spring, wood, and wold ;
Only the robin pipes his song,
The cheerier for the cold.

Dear household bird, whose gladsome strain,
Beside the window-sill,

Sounds like reproof of hearts too fain
To freeze in winter’s chill |

It stings, “This bare bough once was green,
And green again will be ;

Where winter is, I’ve summer seen,
And summer yet shall see.”

Tom TAYLOR.
Birket Foster’s Pictures of English Landscape.
(G. Routledge.)

[By kind permission of Messrs. G. Routledge and Sons.]

DowN swept the chill wind from the mountain
peak,
From the snow five thousand summers old ;
On open wold and hill-top bleak
It had gathered all the cold,

And whirled it like sleet on the wanderer’s cheek ;
It carried a shiver everywhere
From the unleafed boughs and pastures bare ;
The little brook heard it and built a roof
’Neath which he could house him, winter proof.
All night by the white stars’ frosty gleams
He groined his arches and matched his beams ;
Slender and clear were his crystal spars
As the lashes of light that trim the stars;
He sculptured every summer delight
In his halls and chambers out of sight ;
Sometimes his tingling waters slipt
Down through a frost-leaved forest-crypt,
Long, sparkling aisles of steel-stemmed trees
Bending to counterfeit a breeze ;
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew
But silvery mosses that downward grew ;
Sometimes it was carved in sharp relief
With quaint arabesques of ice-fern leaf ;
Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear
For the gladness of heaven to shine through, and
here

He had caught the nodding bulrush-tops
And hung them thickly with diamond drops,
That crystalled the beams of moon and sun,
And made a star of every one;
No mortal builder’s most rare device
Could match this winter-palace of ice ;
'Twas as if every image that mirrored lay
In his depths serene through the summer day,
Each fleeting shadow of earth and sky,

Lest the happy model should be lost,
Had been mimicked in fairy masonry

By the elfin builders of the frost.

J. R. LoweLL,
Poctical Works, (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

WiTHIN the hall are song and laughter,

The cheeks of Christmas glow red and jolly,
And sprouting is every corbel and rafter

With lightsome green of ivy and holly ;
Through the deep gulf of the chimney wide
Wallows the Yule-log’s roaring tide ;
The broad flame-pennons droop and flap

And belly and tug as a flag in the wind ;
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Like a locust shrills the imprisoned sap,
Hunted to death in its galleries blind ;

And swift little troops of silent sparks,
Now pausing, now scattering away as in fear,

Go threading the soot-forest’s tangled darks
Like herds of startled deer.

J. R. LowkLL.

Poetical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

THE winter night sets in
Steely-hard, and cold :
Up, like spectres thin,
The white mists are rolled.
There's russet and slate in the west,
Where late were crimson and gold,
The bird to its nest,
And the lad to his rest
And the sheep to the fold.

Ah, winter’s rough without,
But winter's right within ;
He brings us laugh and shout,
 And the great log’s din.
He loves to grace his guest
With best of barrel and bin.
The bird to its nest
And the heart to its rest,
With its kith and kin.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

A FROSTY DAY.

Grass afield wears silver thatch,
Palings all are edged with rime,

Frost-flowers pattern round the latch,
Cloud nor breeze dissolve the clime;

When the waves are solid floor,
And the clods are iron-bound,
And the boughs are crystalled hoar,

And the red leaf nailed a-ground.

When the fieldfare’s flight is slow,
And a rosy vapour rim,

Now the sun is small and low,
Belts along the region dim.

When the ice-crack flies and flaws,
Shore to shore, with thunder shock,

Deeper than the evening daws,
Clearer than the village clock.

When the rusty blackbird strips,
Bunch by bunch, the coral thorn,

And the pale day-crescent dips
New to heaven a slender horn.

. JouN LEICESTER WARREN.
Rehearsals. (Longmans.)

THE CHRISTMAS ROSE.

Oh! pure pale flower, beneath thy crown of
leaves,

When we despair of beauty thou art born ;

Thou dawnest for the cold, grey winter’s morn,

And for the sun that o’er yon blue hill weaves

Clear amber and dim gold—faint, faint, reprieves

Of loveliness at point to die outworn,

’Neath hopeless skies and cloudland racked and
torn,

And the white death that kills as it deceives !

But is it so, beloved ? Nay, not so.

Thou speak’st to us of life and not of death,

Not of the winter blast, nor of the snow,

But of the sun, the spring, the purple heath,

The wealth of the new year, the hope of flowers,

And the eternal sequence of the hours.

CHARLOTTE G. O’BRIEN.
A Drama, and Lyrics. (Gill, Dublin.)

WINTER WEATHER.

THE bleachtd snow is come, and chill winds blow ;
Under the eaves are icicles a-row ;

And old men wheeze ; the village milk-pails freeze,
And school-boys slide to school along the leas.

Cold stars alight in the clear keen night,
Stare on bleak moors with earnest eyes and bright ;
The fire-flames leap, and thither old wives creep ;
The cat is curled up on the hearth asleep.
Guy RosLYN.
Village Verses.
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THE FROST QUEEN’S CQURT.

WHERE the chilliest moonbeam shoots its ray,
Far from the realms of the dazzling day,
Crowned with crystals of glitt'ring sheen

She holds her court—the fair Frost Queen.

From the river’s depth at her birth she rose
Silently e’en as the soundless snows,
Bursting the chains of the stagnant tide,
And Winter smiled as he claimed his bride.

Her robe of snow-flake, wonderful, white,

Than the lustre of diamonds gleams more bright,
Her jewels of ice—yet rarer gems

Ne’er sparkled in monarchs’ diadems.

Whatever is there, her palace through,
Moonlit, dazzles with myriad hue:

By Winter ’twas reared : more luminous far
Than mortal dwellings its splendours are.

Splendour and silence both are there,

Floats an influence strange through that chilly
air,

Prisoning and deadening the life-blood’s flow

In the earth’s glad veins ; while to and fro

The courtier elves, a glittering band,

Silently speed their queen’s command ;
There’s amystic power in her chilling breath,
For the Frost Queen’s life is Nature's death.

Swift at her word, an icy spell

Seems on each living thing to dwell,
Enthralling the land, enthralling the flood,
Holding in death-like chains the wood.

She breathes, and the flowers they cease to grow—
She breathes, and the mill-stream fails to flow—
The bosom of earth is in slumber bound,

There is death above—there is death around.

From her palace her subject sprites proceed,
Eager the Frost Queen’s bidding to speed,
Decking as if for funeral rite

Nature’s corpse with their jewels bright.

On the dry dead branch of the withered tree
Their crystals they hang all silently:

The lifeless soil, in its shroud of snow,

They make as with diamond spark to glow.

And ever thro’ Nature’s wintry night,
Jewelled with splendour, cold and bright,
Proud in her beauty —chilling in mien,
She holds her court—the fair Frost Queen.

Radiance there is in that palace fair,

But ’tis not the light of life is there ;

There’s a mystic spell in the Frost Queen’s breath,
She breathes and straight it is Nature's death.

T. H. S. EscorT.



CHRISTMAS SEEN THROUGH MANY PAIRS OF
SPECTACLES.

“ At Christmas play and make good cheer,
For Christmas comes but once a year.”

THoMAS TUSSER.

—_——

A CHRISTMAS CROAK.

OH, rest you, merry gentlemen !
Let nothing you dismay ;
But be prepared to meet the woes
That come with Christmas Day.
Look out! look out! your winter clothes,
To face the season’s ills;
And muster cash and fortitude
To meet your Christmas bills.
And 'tis tidings of comfort and joy.

Bind up, bind up your walking shoes
With list, or woollen rags ;
In case of slides, by playful boys,
Prepared upon the flags.
And mind, a respirator buy ;
A good thick shawl also ;
For, in the jolly Christmas time,
The asthma’s all the go.
And 'tis tidings of comfort and joy.

Pile up, pile up the Christmas log,
Or scuttle full of coals;
To melt the stuff for sticking on
Your gutta-percha soles.
And place the antibilious pills
Your dressing-table near,
In case you've been partaking of
Substantial Christmas cheer.
For 'tis tidings of comfort and joy.

Then drain the draughts of gruel down,
Although the throat be sore ;
And, spite of coughs and phthisic, quaff
The mixture as before |
The nice, unwholesome Christmas breeze
In, now, has firmly set;
And so, a jolly Christmas time
I wish you all may get.
And 'tis tidings of comfort and joy.
RoBERT B. BROUGH.
A Cracker Bon-Bon. (S. French.)

AN ANNUAL CAROL.

SeasoN of turkey and sausages round,
Days of dyspepsia, waits at night,
Snow—in the picture-books—covers the ground
Story-book Christmases never come right.
Christmas is coming, and can’t stay long,
Revellers rave about wassail and cheer ;
Say ! are they singing a cynical song?
¢ Christmas cometh but once a year. "

All of us sitting at family beef,

Friends to a man for the season’s sake ;
Which of the company dares turn thief

For those who lie in the street and shake !
Dives, shut in a fortunate fold,

Sighs to himself, * Were the boy but here !
Lazarus maundereth out in the cold,

¢ Christmas cometh but once a year.”
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Life is a snap-dragon game at best,
For burning fingers and gaining plums ;
But men mistaken, and maids caress’d
Agree when an echo of Yuletide comes.
The little ones shout when the church-bells ring,
The lonely widower wipes a tear ;
Isn't it strange that they all should sing,
¢ Christmas cometh but once a year”?

Tipsiness travels along with tips,

To one and another we lend a hand ;
'Tis human nature—we all have slips,

"Tis custom—all of us understand !
Tradition is silly, we all agree,

And man’s a beast when the man’s in beer !
Curious fellows, they fail to see,

“ Christmas cometh but once a year.”

Story-book morals, kind friends, are sweet,
And tales like mine are the best when old ;
They'll-surely live, if our pulses beat,
To warm the heart—for the world is cold !
A holiday short in a year too long,
A fortunate fling in a life too dear,
Tell us if this is a cynical song?
¢ Christmas cometh but once a year ! ”
CLEMENT ScOTT.
Lays of a Londoner. (D. Bogue.)

WreLL may we welcome Christmas, with song and

chime of bells,

For round the hearts of all on earth he casts his
mystic spells ;

He opens with the magic key of kindness every
heart,

And smiles to see the memory of sorrows past
depart ;

He comes with mirth and laughter, with carol and
with glee,

And the gladdest time of all the year is Christmas-
time to me.

I love to hear kind voices ! I love to see bright eyes ;

I love to hear from joyous bells the gladsome
paans rise ;

And when the snow is on the ground, and biting
winds blow cold,

To gather round the glad fireside, where social
tales are told ;

To feel the blessed influence of Love and Friend-
ship’s reign,

When those that long have parted been are
reconciled again.

Well may we then love Christmas, for nothing
seems too high,

And nothing seems too lowly for the love-glance of
his eye.

A true republican is he, the friend of equal
right,

Who advocates fraternity, and propagates delight :

And for the aged and the poor how earnestly he
pleads, v

Whilst every moment of his reign is fraught with
kindly deeds.

Come hang, then, up the mistletoe (true olive-
branch), that peace .
May bless our paths with pleasantness, and make
our joys increase ;
And let us, too, like Christmas, strive the suffering
world to cheer,
To help the poor disconsolate, to wipe the
mourner’s tear;
Yes, let us each one make a vow to do whate'er
we can
To solace in adversity the sufferings of man.
RowLAND Brown.
Songs and Poems. (D. Bogue.)

AN OLD FOGY ON CHRISTMAS.

'T1s Christmas, but changed are the fashions
Since 1 first heard its clamorous bells,

For the girls of the period have passions,
And the boys of the period are swells ;
Yet a charm on one’s memory dwells.

Long ago there were terrible spectres
And marvellous riddles to guess,

In days ere the railway directors

Put on the Express.

’Neath mistletoe, loved by the Druid,
You might then snatch a frolicsome kiss ;
And the punch of that time was a fluid
That nobody voted amiss ;
And the snap-dragon—didn’t it hiss !
D
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Every girl in your heart was a lodger
Who met you with mischievous glance :
And O what a romp was Sir Roger

De Coverley’s dance!

"Mid beauties so buxom and lissom
One forgot that the winter was cold ;
But why does it seem that I miss 'em?
Perchance I'm a fogy, grown old,
Whose life is a tale that is told.
When a man is approaching to fifty
He seldom breaks into his nights,
And is apt to be studiously thrifty
Of violent delights.

But wherefore one’s age be revealing ?
Leave that to the Registry books.
A man is as old as he’s feeling ;
A woman, as old as she looks;
Don’t eagles live longer than rooks ?
Besides, in this festival season
*Tis fit that great truths should be told :

““ Whom the gods love, die young”—for this reason,
They cannot grow old.

MorTIMER COLLINS.
The Inn of Strange Meetings. (K. Paul.)

HOLLY AND MISTLETOE

HoLLy and mistletoe,
Coral and pearl,

Set in rich emerald,
Bought for my girl—
Bought for my pretty one,

Oh! how her eyes,
Joyous with sparkles,
Will flash with surprise

Holly and mistletoe !
What—do I dream ?
Where are her little orbs
Lit with love’s gleam ?
Where are the tiny feet
Dancing around ?
Bright eyes and nimble feet !
Where P—underground.

Holly and mistletoe !
Visions divine,
Tender and beautiful,
Come where ye shine !
Visions of little lips
Sweeter than sweet ;
Safe from the snow-storm now,
Safe from the sleet.

Holly and mistletoe,
Coral and pearl,

Red for the rosy cheeks
Worn by my girl;

White for the fairest face
Nature e'er drew ;

Green for the memory
Love keepeth new.

Holly and mistletoe,
Crowning her name,

Welcome for her sweet sake,
Welcome each game—

“Truckle the trencher,” and
“Kiss in the ring,”

“ Apple and candle,” “ Buff,”
¢ Courtier and King.”

Holly and mistletoe,
Yes, I am blest,
Merry-mass comes, and lo !
I am possessed :
Up goes the kissing-bush,
Down cometh she,
Singing ‘ Sweet merry-mass,”
Ever to me.

Holly and mistletoe,
Tears must be shed ;

'Ye have your living ones,

I have my dead ;
Yours is a present joy,
Mine is a past ;
Clear is your sky of life,
Mine overcast.

Holly and mistletoe,
Long may it be,

Friends, ere my loneliness
Ever you see;
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But if that time shall come,
Then you will know
More of my text than my
Sermon can show.
EpwARD CAPERN.
Sungleams and Shadows. (Kent and Co.)

A NARROWING circle year by year
Draws round the hearth on Christmas Day.
Ah me for faces kind and dear
Dispersed through regions far away,
Or pass’d unto that shadowy shore
Whence never echo travels o’er !

Few, few their wonted chairs shall fill—
His will be done—we must not weep,
But we whom Christmas gathers still,
Oh closer, closer let us keep,
Knit soul to soul in union fast
By memories of our mutual past.
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL

ONCE the rod of Jesse’s stem
Blossomed fair in Bethlehem,
And in ages long ago

God came down to man below.

Angel-lips to shepherds then

Bore the news “ Good will to men,”
And a kingly guiding-star

Beckoned Eastern seers from far.

Needs no star nor Angel’s word
Now to guide us to our Lord.
Bethlehem lies everywhere !

Seek and find !'—The Child is there !

Shepherds, bring not gifts nor gold !
Small the wealth of shepherds’ fold :—
Ye from the rich East bring thence
Gold and myrrh and frankincense !

Lo, the Son of David doth

In His love accept ye both ;
Blesseth both,—nor heedeth which
Be the poor man or the rich.

Rise and seek, ye Christians, rise !
In the manger still He lies !
Seek and find Him, rich and poor !
Christ is born for evermore !

SEBASTIAN EvANs.
Brother Fabian's Manuseript. (Macmillan.)

CoLp Christmas? No !
Our Christmas is not cold ;
Although the north winds blow;
And pile the drifting snow,
And the beech-trees on the freezing wold
Rock sadly to and fro,

Our Christmas bears a warm true heart,

His face is red with glee;
And he jests and laughs,
And he sings and quaffs.

He was never unkind to me, my love :
May he never be cold to thee !
Cold Christmas? No!

He is warm and bright,
And he brings delight
To the hearts both of high and low.

CHARLES MACKAY.
Poetical Works. (F. Warne and Co.)

THE LAY OF A LAID-UP CYNIC.

“ The grapes are sour.”—/AEsoP.

THosk Christmas bells | those Christmas bells !
Their clang of indigestion tells
Of over-drinking, over-eating,
Such as well deserve a beating ;
Throbbing heads, distempered livers,
At the thought of which one shivers;
Gross indulgence, loss of reason,
Cant about the “ festive season "—
Paltriest of all excuses
For such scandalous abuses !
Tells of houses pranked with holly,
Fools affecting to be jolly,
Idiotic hours keeping,
Dancing when they should be sleeping,—
Comfort driven out of doors ‘
That crowds may occupy your floors.
Tells of giggling girls that go
Underneath the mistletoe

D 2
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Just as if their way they’d miss'd,
Really plotting to be kiss'd ;

With their false pretended struggling,
Flushing, blushing, squealing, guggling,
When some brainless bat-blind noodle,
Cleverly as might a poodle

Catch a cake from off his nose,
Through the farce of kissing goes.
Tells of beastly boys from school,
Home to gorge and play the fool ;
With their never-ceasing din

Turning houses outside in;

With their pudding-fatten’d lips

Ev'ry hour suggesting * tips,”

Craving ghastly pantomimes,
Mummeries of by-gone times,

That kill one’s temper, split one’s head,
And keep one whole nights out of bed.
Tells of sleet and snow and ice,
Which some fools pretend are nice, —
4 Just the thing for winter weather,”
As if one’s nerves were made of leather !
As if sneezing were delightful,
Chilblains anything but frightful,
Goose-flesh quite a state to seek,
Colds to long for by the week :

Bah !—these blatant fools to hear,

It ought to freeze one-half the year,
Since nothing so the soul elates

As writhing on a pair of skates!—
Tells of Christmas-boxes, bills,

As if one carried bankers’ tills,

Hand in pocket all the day,

Voices shouting, Pay! pay! pay!
Carnival of bold extortion !

Justice turned to grim abortion !—
Visits from one's poor relations

With their mis’rable jobations,

And their genteel mendicancy
Undetected, as they fancy,

And their petty, pointless prattle,
Scandal, lies, and tittle-tattle,
Judgments ¢ quite disinterested,”
News of people long detested,
Sycophantic hopes and fears,

Sickly smiles, and sick’ning tears,—
As if one had not eyes to see

Such lying for a legacy !

Those Christmas bells! those Christmas
bells '—

My breast with indignation swells,

As I sit here and think of all

The cant and humbug, great and small,

Their clanging, banging will let loose :

By Jove, I wish myself a goose !—

One tough enough to disagree

With all who disagree with me.

CHARLES SMITH CHELTNAM.

A SONG FOR THE YOUNG AND THE
WISE.

(Extract.)

CurisTMAS comes ! He comes, he comes,
Usher'd with a rain of plums;
Hollies in the windows greet him ;
Schools come driving post to meet him ;
Gifts precede him, bells proclaim him,
Every mouth delights to name him ;
Wet, and cold, and wind, and dark,
Make him but the warmer mark ;
And yet he comes not one-embodied,
Universal’s the blithe godhead,
And in every festal housc
Presence hath ubiquitous.
Curtains, those snug room-enfolders,
Hang upon his million shoulders.
And he has a million eyes
Of fire, and eats a million pies,
And is very merry and wise ;
Very wise and very merry,
And loves a kiss beneath the berry.
Leica HunT.
Poetical Works. (G. Routledge and Sons.)

SrtiLL, as the day comes round
For Thee to be reveal'd,
By wakeful shepherds Thou art found,
Abiding in the field.
All through the wintry heaven and chill night air,
In music and in light Thou dawnest on their
prayer.
Joun KEBLE.
Christian Year.
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SEASON of social mirth ! of fireside joys !

I love thy shorten’d day, when, at its close,

The blazing tapers, on the jovial board,

Dispense o'er every care-forgetting face

Their cheering light, and round the bottle glides.
JAMES GRAHAME

UNDER THE HOLLY BOUGH.

YE who have scorn’d each other,

Or injured friend or brother,
In this fast-fading year ;

Ye who, by word or deed,

Have made a kind heart bleed,
Come gather here.

Let sinn’d against and sinning

Forget their strife’s beginning,
And join in friendship now ;

Be links no longer broken ;

Be sweet forgiveness spoken
Under the Holly Bough.

Ye who have loved each other,
Sister and friend and brother,
In this fast-fading year ;
Mother and sire and child,
Young man and maiden mild,
Come gather here;
And let your hearts grow fonder,
As Memory shall ponder
Each past unbroken vow;
Old loves and younger wooing
Are sweet in the renewing,
Under the Holly Bough.

Ye who have nourish'd sadness,

Estranged from hope and gladness,
In this fast-fading year ;

Ye with o’erburden’d mind,

Made aliens from your kind,

Come gather here.

Let not the useless sorrow
Pursue you night and morrow :

If e’er you hoped, hope now ;
Take heart,—uncloud your faces,
And join in our embraces

Under the Holly Bough.

CHARLES MAcCKAy.
Poctical Works. (F. Warne and Co.)

A SONG FOR THE FESTIVE SEASON.
By THE FATHER OF A FaMmiLy.

Those Christmas bills ! those Christmas bills !
They are the worst of human ills.

The sight of them all pleasure kills ;

They crush it like the stones of mills.

With grief and fear their presence fills

The jolliest Jacks, the gentlest Jills;

They haunt the drivers of the quills,

While drawing deeds, or copying wills ;

The toper as he sits and swills

Scarce drowns the thought of Christmas bills.

Those Christmas bills ! those Christmas bills !
They come from Snow and Holborn Hills,
From Moses’, Mutton’s, Brown’s and Brill's;
For boots and bonnets, tapes and twills ;
For children’s frocks, and shirts with frills ;
For chops and steaks, and grogs and grills ;
For fencing lessons, foils, and drills, ’
For teaching Jane her runs and trills,

For curing Freddy’s cough and Will's ;

For mending doors and window-sills;

For gin which. Mr. H. distils ;

For brandy sold in kegs and gills ;

For mixtures made of salts and squills,

For beef and blisters, beer and pills.

Those Christmas bills ! those Christmas bills |

The thought of them my mind instils

With apprehensions, doubts, and chills;

They floor me more than hunting spills.

At Christmas time my comfort nil’s ;

My tears run down in little rills,

Through thinking of those Christmas bills !
Once a Week.

AnAA A e v

RIGHT thy most unthrifty glee,
And pious thy mince-piety !
LeicH Hunr.

Poetical Works. (Routledge.)

WHEN I WAS YOUNG.

WHEN I was young, then Yule-tide came to me
With joys known but to children sorrow-free :
"T'was then the feast of Love, Affection’s Jubilee.
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Now Memory, like the frost upon the pane, | O Christmas, merry Christmas !

Twines her weird flowers upon the heart and "Tis not so very long
brain : . Since other voices blended

Life’s passion-blasts blow chil through storm and With the carol and the song
rain. ' If we could but hear them singing

: As they are singinZ now,

For thorgh witkin this room I seem alone, If we coz!d but see the radiance
Spirits of dear ones, from their places gone, . Of the crown on each dear brow;
Scem to be spezking as with sadden'd tone. _ There would be no sizh to smother,
: No hidden tear to dow,
They lead me back a2zain to well-known places, As we Iisten in the starfight
Robb'd of thetr old. their dear familiar graces; :
And then they look so sal, these shadowy phantom |
faces. . O Christmas, merry Christmas ! .
i This ever more can be;
The crimson holly hangs about the room, : We caznot bring azain the days
As it was went before a thought of gloom f Of ozr unshadowed glee.
Led me in tears to weep o'er Memory’s tomh. : Bat Chrisimas, happy Christmas,
Swee: herald of goodwiil,
With holy songs of glory
Brings holy gladness stil
Fer peace azd hope may brighten,
Ard patient love may glow,
As we listen in the starlizht
To the “bel’s across the snow.”

To the * bells across the snow.”

The crimsox berries still gleam brizht with glee
Bect. oh ! their bt of love Is lost 0 me—
Tte bolly seers 2 crowz of thom to be.

Yoo, toreesh the casement glearrs a vision fa'r:
Tze vrramried smow, asleen o moeniight there,
Speaks cf le spocliess rotes the angels wear.
Fraxces Riprey HavERGAL.

= the rosy east, Unir £32 Surface.  (Nisbet.)
- .y =zt . sas 3 B

S TAVE CRased [Prizied by kizd permissizz of Messrs Hutchings and
ttelr Chmistmas Feast. Komer o mlom the exslad

whom the words are

Rowrasn Brows. F

FIVE O'CLOCK TEA.
WHEN the short davish

And shalows ou

Srear,
Who for an instant would think of denying

<t in the couniv is here?
ingmaom wamm and unlighted,
Except by the damies that scem dancing in glee,
Heze ooz lange pamnty is once more united,
Al eager and wady for Five o'clock tea

Azd 2 sZadow iz the IR

Amy'sthe priestess whoe rours the libations,
And we are e worsXirpers waiting our tumn—
While for 2 mme ame et 1l occepations
That eack one mav drizk to the god of the
Um—
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Some have been shooting, and some have been
skating,
And fun too in snowballing some of them see,
Yet one and all without any debating
Have rushed in a body to Five o’clock tea.

Every bright eye is now flashing more brightly,

Lit up by the embers that flicker and glow,
Gay girlish laughter is echoing lightly,

In answer to words in pink ears whispered low.
Never was time more adapted for flirting

Than that which is sacred to fragrant Bokea ;
Cupid is always his power asserting,

But many his conquests at Five o'clock tea.

Who then would scorn the delight which it offers ?
Its laughter and whispers, its chatter and fun ?

Only a few dull unsociable scoffers
Whose domestication is little or none.

They would most probably clamour for ¢ Bitter,”
Or even descend to the fast “ S. and B.”

“ Let them,” say I, for such Goths these were fitter,
But we ne’er will cede from our Five o’clock tea.

SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

- THROUGH the long night, and through the hush,

The silence just before the day,—

Moves the great moon : a tender flush
Commingled with her colder ray !

Moon, thou art seen from haunts of earth
Through pleasure’s mellow atmosphere |—

Soft be the light of peace, of mirth,
In Christmas ! In the fair New Year!

EpEN HOOPER.

A CHRISTMAS CHANT.

Now tell me what more can a man desire
Than a jolly red roaring Christmas fire,
And a ring of old friends around it!
If earth has a glimpse into paradise,
Much better than this, for mortal eyes,
I should like to know who has found it.
For, faces that all the year
Have been pleasant, how doubly dear
Do your warm looks show
In the Christmas glow
Of the red fire roaring here !

Now peace upon earth and good will to man,
That sometimes, alas! do all that we can,
Ill-humour and sulks will smother,
Let that be our feeling and that our toast,
As here in the blaze our legs we roast,
And we warm to each one as a brother;
For Christmas to man was given,
Forgiving and all forgiven,
That in its red glow
Our hearts might know
The love and the peace of heaven.

Oh, I verily think that the warm old soul
Of Christmas that’s penn'd in log and in coal,
Is loosed when the piled fire’s blazing ;
And, being too wise from its blaze to roam,
In the eyes and the hearts of us takes its home,
Our souls to its own warmth raising ;
So let its red blazing scare
Off sorrow, remorse, and care,
And our hearts in its light,
This Christmas night,
Be bright as its red heart there.

W. C. BENNETT.

P

DoN'T you love the mistletoe,
Pretty little maiden !
Don't your cheeks turn all a-glow
When you see its beads of snow
Hanging very nice and low,
Bonny little maiden?
Heigho for long ago !
And hey the merry mistletoe,
Jolly little maiden !

F. LANGBRIDGE.

WINTER COMING.

I'm glad we have wood in store awhile,
For soon we must shut the door awhile,
As winterly winds may roar awhile,

' And scatter the whirling snow.

The swallows have now all hied away,

And most of the flowers have died away,

And boughs, with their leaves all dried away,
Are windbeaten to and fro.
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Your walks in the ashtree droves are cold,

Your banks in the timber’d groves are cold,

Your seats on the garden coves are cold,
Where sunheat did lately glow.

No rosebud is blooming red to-day,
No pink for your breast or head to-day,
O’erhanging the garden bed to-day,

Is nodding its sweet head low.

No more is the swinging lark above,
And air overclouded dark above,
So baffles the sun’s last spark above
That shadows no longer show.

So now let your warm cheek bloom to-night,
While fireflames heat the room to-night,
Dispelling the flickering gloom to-night,
While winds of the winter blow.
WiLLIAM BARNES.
Poems of Rural Life in common English,
(Macmillan.)

CHRISTMAS.

Ye wynter wynde blows loude ande chille,
Ye twyggs are sylvern alle with rime,

It is eneuche a manne to kylle,
But Christmas is a merrie tyme !

It is ye season of ye bells,
From ev'rie steeple clangs a chyme,
I often wishe them somewhere else,
But Christmas is a merrie tyme !

Now jigs and dances are ye rage,
Now shynes ye starr of pantomime,
For both I long am past ye age,
But Christmas is a merrie tyme !

Now struts ye guse with little reck,
That he hath cost full many a dime,
But shortly shall they wringe hys neck,—
For Christmas is a merrie tyme !
ROBERT REECE.

CHRISTMAS DAY.

HEAR the merry prattlers shout

As, gathering the board about,

With childish glee and hearts all gay,
They frolic through the Christmas Day.

Gathers again that little band, as gathered they of
yore,

But with a mirth more softened, the childish glee
is o’er —

For from that loving company of youths and
maidens fair,

A gentle sister hath been ta’en, they mourn her
absence there.

Again, full many a mystic year hath passtd swiftly

Like silt\)r’(:.’ry or stormy clouds that flit across the

And af:e]?:nany a varied scene of joy and grief and

A few (ﬁ'a ltrll'nat once merry group, keep Christmas
Day again.

Still stealthily, still silently, Time holds his onward
way,

And changes strange the world hath seen since that
first Christmas Day.

A generation hath gone down since those gay chil-
dren met,

And one alone of all that race is spared to greet us
yet.

Oh'! epochs of our transient lives, what sadness of
the soul

Would pain our aching memories, were death alone
man’s goal !

But He, the pure and Holy One, whose festival we
keep,

On such a morn as this arose and shook off death-
like sleep :

Yea, on this glorious morning, in dim ages now
long past
Rang through the world the Risen Voice, like
angel’s trumpet blast,
That Voice! that bids our hearts to brave, our
souls to bear all pain,
Saying, “On high, above the sky, ye all shall meet
again.”
‘W. A. GiBBs.
Seven Years' Writing for Seven Days' Reading.
(E. Moxon.)
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White shirts supplied the masquerade,

And smutted cheeks the visors made ;

But, oh! what maskers, richly dight,

Can boast of bosoms half so light !

England was merry England, when

Old Christmas brought his sports again.
*T'was Christmas broached the mightiest ale ;
*T'was Christmas told the merriest tale;

A Christmas gambol oft could cheer

The poor man’s heart through half the year.

SiR WALTER ScOTT.
Introduction to Canto VI. of MARMION.

CHRISTMAS IN ANCIENT ROME.

AND in the nights of winter,
When the cold north winds blow,
And the long howling of the wolves
Is heard amidst the snow;
When round the lonely cottage
Roars loud the tempest’s din,
And the good logs of Algidus
Roar louder yet within ;

When the oldest cask is opened,
And the largest lamp is lit ;

When the chestnuts glow in the embers,
And the kid turns on the spit ;

When young and old in circle
Around the firebrands close ;

When the girls are weaving baskets,
And the lads are shaping bows ;

When the goodman mends his armour,
And trims his helmet’s plume ;
When the goodwife’s shuttle merrily
Goes flashing through the loom ;
With weeping and with laughter
Still is the story told,
How well Horatius kept the bridge
In the brave days of old.

Lorp MacauLay.
Lays of Ancient Rome. (Longmans and Co.)
[By kind permission of the publishers.]

CHRISTMAS IN THE REIGN OF
JAMES 1L

So now is come our joyful'st feast ;
Let every man be jolly ;
Each room with ivy leaves is drest,
And every post with holly.
Though some churls at our mirth repine,
Round your foreheads garlands twine,
Drown sorrow in a cup of wine,
And let us all be merry.

-

Now all our neighbours’ chimneys smoke,
And Christmas blocks are burning ;

Their ovens they with baked meat choke,
And all their spits are turning.

Without the door let sorrow lie ;

And if for cold it hap to die,

We'll bury ’t in a Christmas pie,
And evermore be merry.

Now every lad is wondrous trim,
And no man minds his labour ;
Our lasses have provided them
A bagpipe and a tabor ;
Young men and maids, and girls and boys,
Give life to one another’s joys ;
And you anon shall by their noise
Perceive that they are merry.

Rank misers now do sparing shun ;
Their hall of music soundeth ;

And dogs thence with whole shoulders run,
So all things there aboundeth.

The country folks themselves advance,

With crowdy-muttons out of France;

And Jack shall pipe and Jill shall dance,
And all the town be merry.

Ned Squash hath fetcht his bands from pawn,
And all his best apparel ;

Brisk Nell hath bought a ruff of lawn
With dropping of the barrel.

And those that hardly all the year

Had bread to eat, or rags to wear,

Will have both clothes and dainty fare
And all the day be merry.
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Now poor men to the justices

With capons make their errants;
And if they hap to fail of these,

They plague them with their warrants :
But now they feed them with good cheer,
And what they want they take in beer,
For Christmas comes but once a year,

And then they shall be merry.

Good farmers in the country nurse
The poor, that else were undone ;
Some landlords spend their money worse,
On lust and pride at London.
There the roysters they do play,
Drab and dice their lands away,
Which may be ours another day,
And therefore let’s be merry.

The client now his suit forbears,

The prisoner’s heart is easéd ;
The debtor drinks away his cares,

And for the time is pleastd.
Though others’ purses be more fat,
Why should we pine, or grieve at that?
Hang sorrow ! care will kill a cat,

And therefore let’s be merry.

Hark ! now the wags abroad do call,
Each other forth to rambling ;
Anon you’ll see them in the hall,
For nuts and apples scrambling.
Hark ! how the roofs with laughter sound,
Anon they'll think the house goes round,
For they the cellar’s depth have found,
And there they will be merry.

The wenches with their wassail bowls
About the streets are singing ;

The boys are come to catch the owls,
The wild mare in is bringing.

Our kitchen-boy hath broke his box,

And to the dealing of the ox

Our honest neighbours come by flocks,
And here they will be merry.

Now kings and queens poor sheepcotes have,
And mate with everybody ;

The honest now may play the knave,
And wise men play the noddy.

Some youths will now a mumming go,

Some others play at Rowland-bo,

And twenty other games, boys, mo,
Because they will be merry.

Then, wherefore, in these merry days,
Should we, I pray, be duller?
No, let us sing some roundelays,
To make our mirth the fuller :
And, while we thus inspired sing,
Let all the streets with echoes ring;
Woods and hills, and everything,
Bear witness we are merry.

GEORGE WITHER.

IT'S O! TO BE IN DEVON AT THE
MERRY CHRISTMAS-TIME.

Now the days are dark and dreary,
And the year is growing weary,
And the leaves have left the branches
Of the sycamore and lime ;
I am thinking of thy bounty,
My dear old native county.
It's O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

Who that has seen thy daughters,
And the flashing of thy waters,
And hears thy name the music
Of some olden English rhyme ;
And pines not for thy alleys
And river-lighted valleys?
It's O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

Here! the bough that we are lopping,
Here the snowflake in its dropping,
Here the flocks that roam the pastures,
Are blackened with the grime ;
And the cottages, and hedges,
And the grasses, and the sedges.
It's O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

There each cosy hearth is glowing,
And the honey-wine is flowing;
While the frost-work on the lattice
Is melting like the rime ;

! Harborne, Staffordshire.
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And the lads the moors are pacing,
The hare and rabbit tracing.
It's O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

And village waits are singing,

And village bells are ringing ;

From hill to hill they answer

With the old familiar chime :

And the holly’s reddest coral

Is smiling by the laurel.

It's O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

I hear each good man boasting
Of the “round ” his dame is roasting,
From the ox or maiden-heifer,
That was slaughtered in its prime ;
And I see the fat geese spinning,
And the ancient games beginning.
Its O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

There's the crumpet, and the pippin,
And the brown ale for the “flip” in,
And the hot toast for the cider :—
Would that envy were no crime ;
And the ashen faggot hissing,
And the mistletoe for kissing.
It's O! to be in Devon at the Merry Christmas-
time.

O ! sweet haunt of the pheasant,

My home-land fair and pleasant ;

Though ravishing the nightingale, |

When visiting thy clime,

More charming is thy greeting

Of the guest at festal meeting.
God bless thee, dear old Devon, with a merry

Christmas-time !
EpwarDp CAPERN.

Wayside Warbles. (Simpkin, Marshall, and Co.)

THis night about our cheerful hearth we gather

once again,
A circle of true hearts, tried links in friendship’s
firmest chain ;

The blaze leaps up, the wine is bright, the laugh is
quick and free,
And even home seems something more than home
was wont to be.
The generous glow, the swelling heart, the eye to
tears surprised—
The sudden pause that stills our joy, yet is but joy
disguised—
These speak a presence at our hearth, unseen, but
known and dear ; .
Yes, Christmas—blessed Christmas—has surel
entered here.
WILLIAM SAWYER.
Ten Miles from Town. (W. Freeman.)

ONCE A YEAR.

BaccHus is a grand enchanter,
Truly magical his spell:

Pass along the full decanter;
Empty, is it? Ring the bell.
Here it comes ; I'm sure I'm very,

Very glad, indeed, I came :
Do you think it’s port or sherry?

Never mind, it’s all the same;
Hang your ceremony here,
Christmas comes but once a year.

. . . . .

Mr. Jones ! inebriated !
Three o’clock! How dare you, sir?
(Mrs. J. is irritated
As you may, perhaps, infer.)
Jones respondeth to her greeting ;—
But, my dear, I couldn’t come;
Been to missionary meeting,
Had to see a lady home ;
Too particular, my dear,
Christmas comes but once a year.

We must give some jolly parties,
Not those horrid stiff affairs :
Don't forget the Moriartys,
They invited us to theirs.
Then, about those evening dresses,
We must order them to-day,—
“ If your father acquiesces,”
You may very safely say.
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Pa! you mustn’t interfere ;
Christmas comes but once a year.

Pay my bills? perhaps I'd better.—
Plenty of them—Tlet me see,

Four and three are seven, debtor,
Carried forward— £ s. d.

Really these *“ small ” expenses
Make a formidable sum ;

You, perhaps, can tell me whence is
All this ready cash to come ?

Take your cheque-book, there’s a dear,

Christmas comes but once a year.

Father Christmas’ jolly face is

Known to all both near and far,
Even in the dismal places

Where the poorer people are :
Let us then examine therr case

In the merry Christmas time,—
True it's but a shaky staircase

And a weary one to climb,—
Still they're merry even here,
Christmas comes but once a year.

See around the dying embers
How they crouch, as well they may,
Cold and dreary are December’s
Nights for children such as they;
Weeping sits a widowed mother,
Scarcely daring to foresee
What the consequence of other
Cheerless days and nights will be.
Courage ! brighter days are near,
Christmas comes but once a year.

EpwiN HAMILTON.
Dublin Doggerels. (McGee, Dublin.)

THE CHRISTMAS STORY IN THE
CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL.

RENOUNCE, here sitting by the couch
Of childhood sweet, by sickness marred,
The * pride of life,” the worldly pride,
That makes the human heart too hard.

These little ones in pain shall preach
A sermon that we fain must heed ;
“ Blest are the merciful—the meek—
The kind, in thought, in word, in deed.”

Thus, on the Mount, the Saviour preached,
Who healed the sick, and, of His grace,

Blessed the small children in His arms,
And said, “ ZT#kese see My Father’s face.”

His viewless presence fills this room,
Where gentle ladies, men of skill,

Soothe, as they can, each suffering babe,
And work, so far, the Master’s will.

Nor praise, nor thanks, they ask, who here
The Children’s Hospital attend ;

But spare its funds a half per cent.
Of gold that you may save or spend.

Then, if at Christmas you would taste
A pleasure, worldly minds know not,
Visit the Children’s Hospital,
And muse beside an infant’s cot.

Here see a Christian woman'’s hand
Bring comfort to the wasting frame,

While from her faithful lips is heard
Our common Father’s holy name.

Around this nurse, this patient, crowd
Some other children, growing well ;
This child may die or live—who knows ?

Of her—of us—we cannot tell.

This only have we learnt; of all,
The never-dying soul is Love ;

On Christmas Day the Child was born,
Who lived and died this truth to prove.

THE CHRISTMAS STORY she repeats,
To cheer the weary, painful hours,
Has comforted all human griefs,
And may relieve the worst of ours.
A.

[Reprinted by kind permission from the Jlwstrated Lonidon

News.]
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“TURKEY IS HOFF !”

He has given the Housekeeper leave for her

party ;

The Office “remembered,”—forgetting not
one,—

In the old-fashioned manner, 'full-handed and
hearty,

And now the old bachelor’s day’s work is done.
At the garrulous “ Gate,” this raw morning, his
duties
Began, as he chose, with sagacity sage,
A corpulent barrel of Whitstable beauties,
And saw them despatched by the Edmonton

stage.
Up the hill, from the Gate of mellifluous Billing—
From shell, scale, and fin, on to feather and
fur— '
To spend gracious guineas both eager and willing,
Taking care that each present was labelled for

her/
'Tis his way. Why the day of all days in
December'd
Not seem like itself were the mothers and
wives

Of his folk, friends, and kindred, not richly
¢ remembered,”
By Leadenhall marking one day in their lives !

Did his duties end there? No.
Though lonely
The whimsical, warm-hearted bachelor’s lot,
At such times on the elders his thoughts run not
only,
The rosy-checked youngsters are never forgot !
From the wonderful cherub, all dimples and crow-
Ing,
To the sweet little maiden, all coyness and
curls—
Or that bold imp of mischief, more mischievous
growing—
Each one is ‘“remembered,” boys, babies, and
girls!

Bless him!

His labours are over. The time for enjoyment
Is come, for his lunch (like his spirits) was
light ;
Even making folk happy ’s a tiring employment ;
His season of solace arrives with the night.

An undisturbed hour (may be two) in the tavern,
Which for many dull years the old boy has
dubbed “ mine "—
In the tranquillest, cosiest, Znglishest cavern
That ever beseemed a brave turkey and chine—

Shall be his. As the frosty nor’-easter he faces
His fancy is busy, the thoughts of the day
Give a light to his eyes and a spring to his
paces—
Not a heart in all Chepe is so brimmingly gay !
The deep bells of Bow and of Cripplegate tell
him,
As they answer Paul’s challenge, of tender ¢ lang
syne ”__
Of dim Christmas Eves and the fates that befell
him—
Of his loves, and his—* Now for that turkey and
chine ! ”

A dive from the dark with a chuckle they know,
he
Makes straight to 4és corner ; a signal to John ;
A satisfied glance at the napery snowy ;
And he cheerily orders his “ Turkey for one.”
Ah! John, had thy words melted forth in a

murmur,
Without the stern aspirate—with a suave
cough—
His lip had not drooped and his look had been
firmer,

At the sentence implacable “ Turkey is hoff ! "

Though he carve for his sisters, at Tot'nham to-
morrow,
At the prospect his fancy doth flauntingly scoff,
The capon, the sirloin, the goose, are but sorrow,
He cannot forget, John, that ¢ Turkey was hoff!”
"Tis your dinner, not his, John—'tis eating, not
dining ;
He sips without knowledge his bottle of wine,
For, in spite of himself, while he eats he’s re-
pining,
Beset by those phantoms, the turkey and chine.
ByYrRON 'WEBBER.

[Reprinted by kind permission from the J//ustyated London
Aews.]
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BRING in the green holly, the box and the yew,
The fir and the Jaurel, all sparkling with rime;

Hang up to the ceiling the mistletoe bough,
And let us be jolly another Yule-time !

Epwin WaucH.
Poems and Lancashire Songs. (G. Bell)

THE PEASANT'S CHRISTMAS EVE.

"Twas Christmas Eve, a bitter night, the snow was
on the ground,

The peasant’s scanty fire was low, the children
shivered round ;

Their evening meal, one little loaf, lay on the
humble board,

But one and all with thankful hearts arose and
blessed the Lord.

Hark! some one knocks! and yet again! the
peasant opes the door,

Who wanders late on such a night across the
bitter moor?

The wind is wild, the snow is deep, there at the
door he stands

— A little child with wistful eyes and frozen lifted
hands.

The peasant took him in his arms, the children
wondering gaze,

He gently wiped away the snow and warmed him
by the blaze;

Then set him in the seat they loved, the dear dead
mother’s chair, '

And broke the bread, and every one gave of his
scanty share.

But while upon their beds of straw that night they
sleeping lay,

The child arose and blessed them, and softly past
away ;

And for every good that comes to them, when life
seems doubly drear,

They fold their hands and whisper, “ The Christ
Child has been here.”

FREDERICK E. WEATHERLY.

BITTER OR SWEET.

ARE they bitter or are they sweet,

The thoughts that come and go ?
As laugh and shout ring merrily out

And the dance beats to and fro ?
Matron, watching the youngsters there,
Your gallant Jads and your daughters fair,
I scan your face and I long to share

The thoughts that o’er it grow.
A thousand memories crowd and fleet ;
And are they bitter or are they sweet ?

Oh, half are bitter and half are sweet,
The thoughts that melt and glow ;
For they lead me back on a quiet track
Through many a winter’s snow.
And the grey old men and the lads that died
Are the warm young wooers that sue or chide,
And I am the Queen of Christmas-tide
In the Valley of Long Ago.
When the past and the present meet and greet,
Some thoughts are bitter and some are sweet.

Nay, are they bitter or are they sweet ?
I know not,—who may know?
I nod and smile, but I feel the while
The warm tears softly flow.
Our roses wither, our joys grow cold,
Yet girls are winsome and lads are bold,
And a kiss will be sweet as it was of old
Though we lie cold and low.
The wizard thoughts that charm and cheat
Are sweetly-bitter and bitter-sweet.
FrEDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

IN SIGHT OF HOME.

THE mistletoe hangs near the sea-kissed sails, and
the waves as they follow us, fleck’d with foam,

Are bearing a vessel from sea to shore, and a
dozen brave hearts to their Christmas home.

Storms and sorrows are left behind with the roar
and rock of the endless tide,

That speeds the son to his mother’s arms, and the
sailor’s heart to his destined bride.

There’s an answer true to the midnight pray’r, and
a prospect bright for the daylight hope :

Give it her, boys ! for the wind is true! clear the
deck and get ready the rope!
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Do you see that speck of an island there, the old
white cliffs, and the flag that’s free,

Fluttered and fretted by favouring breeze that
signals home to the ships at sea?

Fortune and fate, we have followed them both in
the hammock below and before the mast ;

But it’s over now, the journey’s done, and the
weary mariner’s home at last !

What shall we find when we reach the shore, with
Christmas hearts and the bells in tune?

Will love be true as December frost, or fickle and
fall like the rose in June?

Will hands be warm as our beating hearts, or home
strike cold as the changing wave ;

Shall we sing, my lads, when the door is closed, or
seek in sorrow a new-made grave ?

Will the wife be the same as we saw her last, kiss-
ing her hand as the sun went down,

When the vessel was lost in a haze of mist, and the
lights grew less of the dear old town ?

We have been out to the far-off lands—the burning
tropics, the blinding snows—

And they bave been snug and secure at home, pray-
ing, forgetting,—well, goodness knows !

A minute more, and the doubt’s at rest of lover
and father, of false and free !

Steer hard, my lads, for the harbour-bar that sepa-
rates home from the ships at sea |

It doesn’t look well to be down in luck, when the
Christmas bells in the frosty air

Are filling the world with a sound goodwill, and
freeing the heart from a blank despair.

But I recall such a morn as this, when we’d hung
the mistletoe made for love,

Secure in the topmost spars, up there, and the flut-
tering ensign waved above.

We had sailed to port on a Christmas morn to
greet the woman that each loved best ;

They filled my arms with a baby boy and said my
mother had gone to rest,

And down to the vessel they raced—but one, she
sank with a wail on her bended knce,

For we told the lass, as our tears ran down, we had
buried our mate in the sad, salt sea.

There are sorrows and smiles in a sailor’s life, there
are husbands lost and children born

To those who watch and to those who wait, when
the ship sails home on a Christmas morn |

But cheer, my lads, as we shorten sail ; put the
little one quick in my arms to take

A mistletoe kiss from the lips of land, and give us
some luck for the sailor’s sake.

The dripping garments of sailors saved were the
votive gifts in the days of Rome ;

Let ours be hope, and a sailor’s prayer, when
Christmas comes with a sight of home !

CLEMENT SCOTT.
Lays of a Londoner. (D. Bogue.)

HARK THE HERALD ANGELS SING.

THE church is quaint, and carved, and olden ;
The sunlight streams in wavelets golden,
This Christmas morn,
Through stained-glass scenes from Bible stories,
On ancient knights whose sculptured glories
The aisle adorn.

The rays are shed in chastened splendour
On many a dead and gone defender

Of Church and Crown ;
On Lancelot, the brave Crusader,

- And Guy who slew the French invader,

And saved a town.

The manor lords in line unbroken
Rest here begirt with sign and token
Of ages past ;
And dames and maidens, proud and stately,
Lie here with folded hands sedately,
And eyes shut fast,

Among their tombs the sunlight lingers,

Then halts between the anthem-singers
And warriors grim.

For there, ’midst many a warlike relic,

Fair children sing the song angelic,
Christ’s birthday hymn.

In rev'rie wrapt, I pause and listen,
I watch the darting sunbeams glisten
On floor and wall ;
Then pass from dead to living graces,
And on the children’s happy faces
In splendour fall.
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CHRISTMAS INVITATION.
CoME down to-morrow night ; an’ mind,
Don'’t ledve thy fiddle-bag behind;

We'll sheiike a lag an’ drink a cup
O’ eile, to keep wold Chris’mas up.

An’ let thy sister teike thy edrm,

The walk won’t do her any harm ;
There’s noo dirt now to spweil her frock,
The ground’s a-vroze so hard’s a rock.

You won’t meet any stranger’s feice,
But only naighbours o’ the pleice,

An’ Stowe, an’ Combe ; an’ two or dree
Vrom uncle’s up at Rookery.

An’ thou wu’lt vind a rwosy feice,

An’ peiir ov eyes so black as sloos,

The prettiest woones in all the pleice,—
I'm sure I needen tell thee whose.

We got a back-bran’, dree girt logs
So much as dree ov us can car;
We'll put em up athirt the dogs,!
And meike a vier to the bar.

An’ ev'ry woone shall tell his teiile,
An’ ev'ry woone shall zing his zong,
An’ ev'ry woone wull drink his eile
To love an’ frien’ship all night long.

We'll snap the tongs, we’ll have a ball,
We'll sheidke the house, we'll lift the ruf,
We'll romp an’ meidke the maidens squall,
A catchtn o'm at blind-man’s buff.

Zoo come to-morrow night ; an’ mind,

Don't ledve thy fiddle-bag behind :

We'll sheike a lag, an’ drink a cup

O’ eile, to keep wold Chris'mas up.
WIiLLIAM BARNEs.

Poems of Rural Life in the Dorset Dialect.

(C. Kegan Paul and Co.)

KEEPEN UP O' CHRIY’'MAS.

AN’ zoo you didden come athirt,?

To have zome fun last night : how wer’t ?

Vor we'd a-work’d wi’ all our might

To scour the iron things up bright,

Ar’ brush’d an’ scrubb’d the house all drough ;

An’ brought in vor a brand,® a plock
O’ wood so big's an uppen-stock,*
An’ hung a bough o’ misseltoo,
An’ ax'd a merry friend or two,

To keepen up o’ Chris’mas.

An’ there wer wold an’ young ; an’ Bill,
Soon a'ter dark, stalk’d up vrom mill.
An’ when he wer a-comén near,
He whissled loud vor me to hear ;
Then roun’ my head my frock I roll’d,
An’ stood in orcha’d like a post,
To meike en think I wer a ghast.
But he wer up to’t, an’ did scowld
To vind me stannen in the cwold,

A keepen up o’ Chris’'mas.

We play’d at forfeits, an’ we spun
The trencher roun’, an’ meide such fun !
An’ had a gedme o’ dree-ceird loo,
An’ then begun to hunt the shoe.
An’ all the wold vo’k zitteén near,
A-chatten roun’ the vier pleice,
Did smile in woone another’s feice,
An sheike right hands wi’ hearty cheer,
An’ let their left hands spill their beer,
A keepen up o’ Chris'mas.
‘WiLLIAM BARNES.
Poems of Rural Life in the Dorset Dialect.
(C. Kegan Paul and Co.)

[Extract.]

Bur lo ! through the dark cloud of evils,
A ray is beginning to peer,
Which startles the host of blue devils,
As though 'twere Ithuriel’s spear.
The pulses again freely play, for
Though faster may fall the snow flakes,
Merry Christmas is coming, and hey for
Waits, turkeys, mince pies, and Twelfth cakes!

A fig for each cynical railer !

We'll keep it up early and late ;
I shall have a long bill from my tailor,

But, hang him, the rascal must wait !
Come, what shall it be, pretty lasses,

Hot cockles, pope Joan, blindman’s buff?

1 Andirons. 2 Athwart = to our house.

* Used for Backbrand = a yule log.
4 A horse-block, from which to get on horseback.
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It matters not how the time passes,
So you do but make racket enough !

Though fashion such sports has exploded,
Its firman ne'er think upon now,

But bring, with its pretty pearls loaded,
The mistletoe’s mystical bough ;

Oh! why should we forfeit such blisses,
To follow the taste of a few?

Though some people may not like kisses,
I honestly own that I do.

Round a good wassail-bowl of rich fluids,
Would quench €’en a Tantalus’ thirst,

Libations let’s pour to the Druids,
Who gathered the mistletoe first |

And next, to the sweet girls who’ve bless'd it,
Wherever the pretty rogues be,

Who though they must seem to detest it,
Would live and die under the tree.

And surely it won’t be deemed treason,
Here met as we are round the hearth,
Of one who ne’er stands upon season
To add to our comfort or mirth,
‘To wish him and his every blessing
Man knows in this unstable sphere,
And all the good friends I’'m addressing,
An old-fashioned happy New Year!
J. R. PLANCHE
Songs and Poems. (Chatto and Windus.)
[By kind permission of the Publishers.]

A CHRISTMAS-EVE IN ST. GILES’S.

ITs Chrismus, is it >—Well, what o’ that ?
It’s a despurd sight colder, that’s all ;

An’ the chances is it comes on to freeze
An’ the snow 'll begin to fall.

Cuss Chrismus ! says I, when a bloke’s so bad
He can'’t 'ardly walk nor crawl.

Chrismus ! get out with yer rot | says I,
A talkin’ o’ hall its mirth—
I a'n’t got a crust to gnawr, I a'n't,
Nor a friend throughout all God’s earth ;
An’ I a’n't no fire, an’ I a’n’t no clothes,
So, come, what’s yer Chrismus worth?

I just creeped out last night, an’ I slunk
Along thro’ the gas an’ glare ;

I looked in the windows—it made me wince
To see all the plenty there :

An’ I wos ’alf-dead for want of a loaf,
An’ too weak for to groan a prayer.

I passed a church ; they wos singin’ hinside
O’ peace an’ good will to men—

I wondered if I wos one wot they meaned,
An’ where the good-will wos then—

God knows, I wanted it bad enough
As1 creeped away back to my den.

Good Heav'ns ! It is Christmus Heve to-nighs,
An’ the joy o’ the world is supreme ;
They’re all so jolly an’ gay an’ glad,
My sorrer they cannot hesteem ;
An’ yet I'm so ’ungry I cannot sleep,
An’ I haven’t the chance to dream.

There—hark | I can hear Big Ben quite plain,
An’ his boom is a ter’ble shock,

For ev'ry stroke that his clapper strikes
Seems my mis’rable life to mock—

“It's Chrismus day, an’ you ain’t gone dead ;”
So clangs out that awful clock.

Oh! you that 'as time and wealth to spare,
And is drones in the human ’ives,

Do yer think, as the days goes merrily on,
What a change 'ood come over your lives

If 'unger and sickness was holdin’ yer fast,
Like a pair o’ ghastly gyves?

Don’t ’ee rest, good souls, with singin’ at church,

An’ wishin’ yer neighbours well ;
Find out who’s the ones wot want yer "elp
Ar’ is sunk in a hearthly ’ell—
Go to ’em yourselves for to raise 'em up,
An’ the tale of peace for to tell.
I'm goin’—I feel 1t—l can’t last long :
Death’s gettin’ the best of the fight—
It makes me shiver to think he’ll come
An’ carry me off in the night.
O Lord ! have mercy upon my soul !
An’ let me live till tis light !

A. A. Dowry. (O. P. Q. Philander Saif) .

Coster Ballads. (Weldon and Ca.)
E 2
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REFLECTIONS, COUNSELS, AND:
CONGRATULATIONS.

What will thy baby hands, O Year, unfold ?
Seek not to know, knowing the Father knows.

A DREAM ON NEW YEAR'S EVE.

I DREAMED a dream :—Methought two travellers
To an old hostel in a narrow street
Came walking wearily, their way-worn feet

Shod in strange sandals: and the folk said:

¢ Sirs,

“ What make ye here to-night?” but on they
went

Unheeding, for the winter day was spent,

And sought their chamber. As they lay awake,
The jangling bells clanged forth a sudden peal
Of strangest music, and they seemed to feel

The Old Year die upon the night, and break
The links of Past and Future ; and below
There was a noise of trampling in the snow,

And clamorous angry voices : but they heard
The strife all idly, turned them round and

slept,
Slept even in my dream, and something kept

A watch above them that nor spoke nor stirred.
Then one awoke, and started to his feet,

And spoke his fellow : “ Christ is in the street !”

And forth they went to meet Him, but they found
The street all empty, save a shivering heap
Of frozen sack-cloth, where one seemed to weep

Stretched by a threshold on the wintry ground.
Then one said : ¢ Speak, O Lord!” and bent

him o’er
The moaning outcast. But I dreamed no more.
SEBASTIAN Evans.
Brother Fabian's Manuscript. (Macmillan and Co.)

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

A PARTING.

FAREWELL, old year ; we walk no more together;
I catch the sweetness of thy latest sigh,
And, crowned with yellow brake and withered
heather,
I see thee stand beneath this cloudy sky.

Here in the dim light of a grey December
We part in smiles, and yet we met in tears;
Watching thy chilly dawn, I well remember
I thought thee saddest-born of all the years.

I knew not then what precious gifts were hidden
Under the mist that veiled thy path from sight ;

I knew not then that joy would come unbidden
To make thy closing hours divinely bright.

I only saw the dreary clouds unbroken,
I only heard the plash of icy rain,

And in that winter gloom I found no token
To tell me that the sun would shine again.

Oh, dear old year, I wronged a Father’s kindness,
I would not trust Him with my load of care ;

I stumbled on in weariness and blindness,
And lo, He met me with an answered prayer!

Good-bye, kind year, we walk no more together,
But here in quiet happiness we part ;

And from thy wreath of faded fern and heather
I take scme sprays, and wear them on my heart.

SARAH DOUDNEY.
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“AS A TALE THAT IS TOLD.”

THE old year goes, its faithful record taking
Of good achieved, of evil we deplore,
Into the silence that shall know no breaking
Till time shall be no more.

E’en as the new year dawns, undimmed by sorrow,
Unstained as yet by sinful thought and deed,
We would look upward and new courage borrow,
Sufficient for our need.

God of the years | whose patient love designeth
The unknown future, unto Thee we pray ;
Our life is like a shadow that declineth,
And we must pass away ;

We are but strangers ; there is none abiding,
And all things whisper, * This is not your rest ;”
But in Thy love unchangeable confiding,
We cannot be unblest.

We thank Thee for the cloud and sunshine blended,
So wisely as our portion in the past ;
The nights of weeping that have surely ended
In morning joy at last.

And when Thy providence had gently taken
From our reluctant hearts some cherished dream,
If for a little space our faith was shaken,
Even in Thy love supreme,

We bless Thee for the patience manifested,
Though we rebelled against Thy chastening rod ;
For rays of light that on the darkness rested
To Jead us back to God !

Now on the threshold of the year we measure
The present by the past, and fearless stand ;
Leaving the future with its pain or pleasure
To Thine all-loving hand.

We would go forth, not fearing as we enter
Into the cloud whose end we may not know,
If but Thy love be shining at its centre,
To bless us as we go.

Make us, O Lord, more anxious for Thy favour
In all the work and warfare of our life ;
Give us the childlike trust that shall not waver
Even in death’s final strife ;

Then take us home, through faith and love
victorious,
To hear Thy welcome in the streets of gold ;
Where the New Year is dawning, bright and
glorious,
That never shall grow old !

Mary ROWLEs.

NoiseLEss and fleet as a bird march on the white
feet of the winter;

Lo—where her magical wand is laid on the earth as
she passes,

Spell-bourid and silent it lies unfolded in fairy-like
raiment—

City, and hamlet and town, the hill-side, the plain
and the valley

Sparkle with gems opalcsque so lavishly strewn by
the frost king —

Cradled at ease in her arms, unheeding the blast
of the east wind,

Lieth the New-born Year as fair as the fast-falling
snowflakes.

H. M. BURNSIDE.

THE SILENT RIVER.

WITHOUT or murmur or motion,
Ripple or surge or gleam,
We drift on 3 silent river
To a sea of dream.

Yet once in each year that passes,
When the old year's pulse is low,
When the clock gives warning of midnight,
We can hear it flow.

As we bend o'er the ashy features,

As we think, “ He too must go,”

In the strain’d and pulsing silence,
We can feel it flow.

*Tis the tide of thoughts and of feelings,
The tide of laughter and tears,
The tide of dreams and of actions—
The River of Years.
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O, hush ! I can hear it flowing—
It sings, and it surges free !
O, swiftly, swiftly it bears us
Down to the sea!

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

THE worn old year is dying hard
In bitter cold and wind and snow,
No Angels stand around to guard
His darkest hours from storm and woe.

His cruel breath has slain our flowers,

His frown has made our sunlight dim ;—
As he has dealt with us and ours

So God is dealing now with him.

A cruel year, that promised fair
And brought us gifts in goodly store ;—
Then swept our pleasant gardens bare,
Re-taking all he gave, and more.

A year that leaves us mourning thus,
What can he bring us at the last?

What golden gift could comfort us
And still atone for all the Past?

Behold! a sudden Glory wakes,
And trembles softly far and near,

A sound of Angel voices breaks
The silence of the dying year.

And in his frozen arms behold,
A Child Divine, serenely bright,
Who smiles on us through bitter cold,
And makes the winter darkness light.

O Gift unspeakable, and fair,
O Child of Peace for souls forlorn,
To our poor world so chill and bare
We welcome Thee, this glorious morn.

Our days are brief] our nights are long,
The wind blows wild on land and sea ;

But we have heard the Angels’ song,
And Christ is born for Victory !

The worn old year is dying hard
In bitter cold and wind and snow,
But blesséd Angels stand to guard
His darkest hours through storm and woe ;

And when his days are wholly past
Our hearts shall sing,—He robbed us sore,
But made us sweet amends at last,
Restoring all he took, and more.
AUTHOR OF “ EZEKIEL
AND OTHER PoEMs.” (Nelson.)

TO THE DEPARTING YEAR.

FaRE thee well, thou fitful dream !
Yet an hour, and all is o’er—
And to-morrow’s rising beam
Shall light thy path no more.
Fare thee well ; yet ere we part—
Ere thine hours have ceased to be,
Take thy tribute from my heart,
My blessing home with thee.

Yes, my blessing! By my tears,
By my heaving bosom’s pain,
Thou hast brought what future years
Ne'er can bring again.
And though ’neath the glorious flowers,
Lurked the sting that pierced my breast,
Yet, oh ! yet, thy vanished hours—
I will call them blest.

Calm and peaceful were they never—
Theirs was many an anguish sore ;
Theirs it was a tie to sever
That earth unites no more.
Yet through mists of gloom and tears,
Dwelt one sunbeam on my breast—
Oh ! beyond all other years,
1 will call thee blest.

Words can never, never tell
Half the feelings bound to thee,—
Half the thrilling dreams that dwell
With thy deathless memory.
Thine has been the power to raise
Burning spells to break my rest—
Yet, oh! yet, thy parted days—
I will call them blest.

Hark | a sound! thou vanished year !
Now thy brief career is o’er :

Take, oh ! take my parting tear,
We shall meet no more.
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Sleep in dust, 'mid ages gone—
There it rang, thy funeral knell !
But in my heart, while time moves on,
Shall live our last Farewell.
UNKNOWN.

Frou the silent bier of the dead old year
His youthful heir upsprings ;
And the sable pall that hideth all
O’er the changing corse he flings.
 Let them bury the dead out of sight,” for dread
Is that rigid face and form ;
And the sinews that broke the strength of the oak
Are but carrion now for the worm.
He had wasted his health, and lavished his wealth
In folly, and sin, and strife ;
Through Vanity’s round he had run, and found
Himself beggared at close of life !
With cargo lost, like a wrecked ship tossed
On the rocks, all shattered, he lies ;
He has left me nought, but a lesson fraught
With a moral of worth to the wise.
FrANCIS MEREDYTH.
Area. (Triibner.)

INTO the dismal abysses

Where outworn centuries lie
Pass not, old Year, old Friend ;
Pass not, we pray thee, and die.

Now thou art bow’d and white-haird
We behold thee in truth what thou art ;
An arm’d man planted between us

And him of the bitter dart.

—There is gain from desire defeated,
And a gem in the heart of woe:

But to leave the little faces,

To leave the heart’s darling, and go ;—

This is the sorest evil

Of evils under the sky,

That makes us chill at the noontide,
And shudder as night goes by.

—O King, whilst thou hast ruled us

We have murmur’d beneath our lot :
Now we know that under thy sceptre
We were safe, and we knew it not.

Minutes of fugitive pleasure,

Pearls in the year’s diadem,—

Days of delight, all golden,

They are gone, and we sigh not for them:—

But thine heir, the new king, we know not ;
Nor whether his shield be of proof

To guard us against the arrows

Of that other who watches aloof,

With a smile from his ambush darting
The glance of a patient eye,

In wait to bear us to the darkness
Where Arthur and Alfred lie.

FraNcIs TURNER PALGRAVE.
Lyrical Poems. (Macmillan and Co.)

THE DEATH OF THE OLD YEAR.

Now the Night is at her prime,
Sadly, slowly, solemnly

Peals the iron tongue of Time ;

And there’s death upon the chime,
For the Old Year must die.

Hark ! each peal that smites the ear,
Hoarsely, deeply, hollowly,

Nearer brings, and still more near,

To his end the good Old Year,
That passed so jollily.

Twelve notes clanged from out the tower
Loudly, sternly, startlingly ;

It is done !—Time’s ruthless power

Has bid the year die with the hour—
The Old Year’s pass’d away !

Let us lay him in his bier,
Gently, kindly, reverently ;

With a sigh and with a tear,

With a hope and with a fear,
In faith and charity.

Lo! unto thy grave we bring,
Sadly, meekly, piously,
Many a sweet and precious thing,
Whereunto our hearts did cling

With strong fidelity.
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Friends that we have loved in life,
Fondly, deeply, faithfully ;

Parent, offspring, husband, wife,

Pleasure’s dreams, Ambition’s strife,—
We lay them all with thee.

Keep these treasures for us, then,
Surely, safely, carefully,

Till the end of all things, when

Thou shalt yield them up again
As we gave them thee.

Rest in peace, thou good Old Year,
Deeply, darkly, tranquilly—
Oh! when the Archangel’s trump we hear,
God grant that thou shalt not appear
"Gainst us to testify.
Requiescat in Pace.
J. F. WALLER.
Poems. (McGlashan and Gill, Dublin.)

THE BIRTH OF THE NEW YEAR.

HaRrk upon the ear of Morn
Quickly, gaily, cheerily,

Clang the jocund bells to warn

That the infant year is born,
Greet him merrily.

Hail to thee, thou fair New Year
Heartily, right heartily,

We have watched through midnight drear,

To give thee welcome and good cheer—
Benedicite.

May thy moments glide away
Lightly, brightly, happily—

May thy youth be fresh and gay,

Sage thy prime, and thy decay
Sweet and mellow be.  ~

We will do thee homage now,
Freely, truly, loyally—

We will give our plighted vow,

We will swear, and so shalt thou,
Comrades true to be.

We will prize thee, bright New Year,
Dearly, wisely, carefully
Use thee well, and hold thee dear,
Till thy latest hour draws near,
And, like thy sire, thou die.

Thou shalt bring us, day by day,
Freely, fully, bounteously,
Every good for which we pray,
And hopeful lead us on the way
To our home on high.

So that when thy end draws near,
Sadly, slowly, solemnly,
We'll say, “ God rest thee, good Old Year,
Thou wert the best that we knew here,—
Rest in eternity !”
J. F. WALLER.
Poems. (McGlashan and Gill, Dublin.)

Lorp, Thou art good, we say it when
Thy fierce east breezes blow,

Lord, Thou art good, we still repeat
In Thy soft summer glow,

And let to-morrow rain or shine

Shadow and sunshine both are thine.

The Future still is hid with Thee,
Its secret Thou dost know,
We cannot guess its coming bliss,
And we would have it so,
Content, when this year’s course is o’er,
We shall but love and trust Thee more.

As little children called to see
Their father’s gift untied,
Are sure that whatsoe’er He send
They will be satisfied,
We thank Thee, ere we know Thy gift,
And wait till Thou its veil shall lift.

IsaBeELLA FyviE Mavo.

THE days roll on, the years speed past,
The old becomes the new ;

The lights we loved are fading fast—
Into the distant blue.

But changeless through all changing time
Is that true tender Hand

Which leads us up the heights sublime
Towards the love-lit Land.

H. M. BURNSIDE.
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A NEW YEAR'S PROMISE.

“My presence shall go with thee, and I will give thee
rest.”—Exod. xxxiii. 14.

My presence shall go with thee at the opening of
the year,

When thou steppest o'er its threshold with a
mingled hope and fear ;

When the future lies before thee in its bloom and
radiance dressed,

Then “ My presence shall go with thee, and I will

give thee rest.”

My presence shall go with thee in the sunny hours
of spring,

When life with all its thousand hopes is daily
blossoming,

As yet untried thou goest forth with dreamings
unconfessed,

Yet “ My presence shall go with thee, and T will
give thee rest.”

My presence shall go with thee in the glowing sum-
mer days,

When all around thee seems to speak a mighty song
of praise ;

Yet if beneath the noonday heat thou art awhile
oppressed,

Still “ My presence shall go with thee, and I will give
thee rest.”

My presence shall go with thee when the autumn
stealeth down,

And the radiance of the summer giveth place to
hues of brown.

Let thy heart be steadfast, watching to obey thy

Lord's behest,
And “My presence shall go with thee, and I will

give thee rest.”

My presence shall go with thee in the winter drear

and cold,

When the snow is falling thickly and the year is
growing old.

I.et no shadow chill thy spirit, nor doubt thy heart

molest,
For “ My presence shall go with thee, and I will

give thee rest ”

My presence shall go with thee in the sunshineor the
shade,

In the calm or in the tempest, in the desert or the
glade;

‘““Peace that passeth understanding” for my child
was my bequest,

For “ My presence shall go with thee, and I will give
thee rest.”

And if from earth I call thee before the year is
done,

Thy warfare all accomplished, and thy crown of
victory won,

Thy home shall be the courts of light, where in My
presence blest,

“The wicked cease from troubling, and the weary be
at rest.”

E.A. B.

ANOTHER Yyear is swallowed by the sea -
Of sunless waves !

Another year, thou past eternity !
Hath rolled o’er new-made graves.

They open yet, to bid the living weep
Where tears are vain;

While they, unswept into the ruthless deep,
Storm-tried and sad, remain.

Why are we spared? Surely to wear away
By useful deeds

Vile traces, left beneath the upbraiding spray
Of empty shells and weeds.

But there are things which time devoureth not,
Thoughts whose green youth

Flowers o’er the ashes of the unforgot,
And words whose fruit is truth.

Are ye not imaged in the eternal sea,
Things of to-day?

Deeds which are harvest for eternity,
Ye cannot pass away !

EBENEZER ELLIOT™
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[EXTRACT.]

THEN, too, the Old Year dieth,
And the forests utter a moan,
Like the voice of one who crieth
In the wilderness alone,
“Vex not his ghost !”

Then comes, with an awful roar,
Gathering and sounding on,
‘The storm-wind from Labrador,
The wind Euroclydon,
The storm-wind..

“Howl ! howl! and from the forest
Sweep the red leaves away !
Would the sins that thou abhorrest,
O Soul! could thus decay,
And be swept away !

For there shall come a mightier blast,
There shall be a darker day ;
And the stars, from heaven down-cast,
Like red leaves be swept away !
Kyrie, eleyson !
Christe, eleyson !

H. W. LoNGFELLOW.
Voices of the Night. (Poetical Works.)

IN midst of dangers, fears, and death,
Thy goodness I'll adore ;

And praise thee for thy mercies past,
And humbly hope for more.

JosEPH ADDISON.

“THE OLD YEAR OUT, THE NEW
YEAR IN.”

RiNG then, ring loudly, merry midnight bells !
Peal the new lord of day’s blithe welcoming
What though your sweet-scaled tones be also knells,

Be knells the while for the old fallen king
Resting his dying head upon the snow ?
Ring out the old year, for the new year ring.

AvucusTA WEBSTER.

THE UNWELCOME YEAR.

THE New Year steals across the snow,
His feet are at the door,
But she is weeping sad and low,
Upon her cottage floor.
The room is cold, the lamp is dim,
She will not rise and welcome him.

“ Hast thou no feast to spread to-night
As thou didst for other years?

No song to sing of the promised light ?
No greeting but those tears ?

I come, the gift of God to thee,

Wilt thou not rise and welcome me?”

But “ No,” she murmurs low and sad,
And will not lift her face,
“ Last year a merry welcome had
When he came to our poor place,
We made a little feast for him,
And the lamp shone bright, now always dim.

“ But when the year was changed and old,
He dealt me such a blow,

That all my heart is faint and cold,
Far colder than thy snow,—

He took mine only one away,

And dashed the life-light from my day.

“ No coming year shall welcome be
To this bare house of mine,
I have no song to sing to thee,
No wreath of hope to twine;
I prayed to die, ere I should hear
The footsteps of another year.”

Unwelcome thus, the gift of God
Came in by that sad door,

Yet, as his feet her threshold trod
The faint heart beat once more ;

For not alone, ah, not alone

The pale New Year before her shone!

She saw One enter, treading low
And softly, at his side,
She saw, by gleaming robes of snow,
The vesture strangely dyed,—
The sandalled foot that shows a scar,
The tender hands where nail-prints are.
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Then, looking upwards from her place,
And trembling in the night,

She caught the shining of His face
Who makes our darkness light,

And with a cry of wonder sweet

She knelt to kiss the Master’s feet.

“T knew how changed and desolate
This lonely house must be,

How faint the heart that should await
The gift I sent to thee,—

The vacant chair, the vanished light,

Are present to My heart to-night.

“And I am come, from cloudless skies
That hear no sound of woe,

To this poor earth that moaning lies
Beneath her veil of snow,—

I come to bid thee rise, and make

This New Year welcome for My sake.

“ Look up, sad heart, and face the dawn,
Look up, and lean on Me,

These hours shall speed thy spirit on
To where thy treasures be ;

But every hour thy hands must move

In ministries of watchful love.”

His voice is like the summer wind
That blows upon the grass,

The winter-time is left behind,
The haunting shadows pass,—

And Hope awakens, singing clear,

To bless the morning of the Year.

AUTHOR OF “ EZEKIEL
AND OTHER POEMS.” (Nelson.)

TO THE NEW YEAR.

NEw Year, here's a welcome to thee—

A welcome that springs from the heart !
Thy light reveals glories to me,

And thou dost fresh courage impart.
Hope shines like the star of the East

On the birth of this infant of Time;
Its lustre my faith has increased,

And made resolutions sublime.

Like a plain of immaculate snow
Untrodden—to mortals unknown,

And fair as the infant year’s brow,
The Future is beauty alone.

Let us gaze on the sinless awhile,
Nor waste idle tears on the dead ;

For, trusting to Heaven’s own smile,
We fear not the unknown to tread.

From the Past, like a desolate shore
With wrecks of resolve overstrewn,
Turn away ; for the Future once more
To the heart sings a life-stirring tune.
It sings not of death, but of birth :
Weep not on the grave of decay—
Behold the new joy of the earth,
A Pheenix arises to-day !

RowLAND BrROWN.
Songs and Poems. (D. Bogue.)

FRIEND, come thou like a friend,
And whether bright thy face,
Or dim with clouds we cannot comprehend—
We'll hold out patient hands, each in his place,
And trust thee to the end,
Knowing thou leadest onward to those spheres
Where there are neither days nor months nor
years.
AUTHOR OF “ JouN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirty Years. (Macmillan and Co.)

New Year met me somewhat sad :
Old Year leaves me tired,

Stripped of favourite things I had,
Baulked of much desired :

Yet further on my road to-day

God willing, further on my way.

New Year coming on apace,
What have you to give me?
Bring you scathe, or bring you grace,
Face me with an honest face ;
You shall not deceive me:
Be it good or ill, be it what you will,
It needs shall help me on my road,
My rugged way to heaven, please God.
CHRISTINA ROSSETTI.
Poems.  (Macmillan and Co.)
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TaHy path is plain and straight—that light is
given—
Onward in faith—and leave the rest to heaven.
ROBERT SOUTHEY.

SwiFTLY the days and the years go by,

But they never die, they never die,

Immortal as we, they pass before,

And shall meet us again on Time’s further shore,
God grant they come, a gentle band,

With welcoming eyes and greeting hand :

“ The spirits of bygone years are we,

And we lead thee home to eternity.”

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

CLANGING hoarsely, tolling softly, changeful on the
changeful wind, -

Wail the bells in solemn dirges, *Dying! dying!
left behind !”

Chiming sweetly, pealing gladly, when the mid-
night turneth oer,

Chant the joy-bells, “ Living! living! press ye on
to things before ! ”

Mrs. HENRY FAUSSETT. (Alessie Bond.)
The Cairns of lona. (George Herbert, Dublin.)

THE OLD YEAR’S REMONSTRANCE.

THE Old Year lay on his death-bed lone,
And ere he died he spoke to me,
Low and solemn in undertone,
Mournfully, reproachfully.
The fading eyes in his snow-white head
Shone bright the while their lids beneath.
These were the words the Old Year said—
I shall never forget them while I breathe :—

“Did you not swear to your secret self,
Before my beard was a minute old,
That whatever you’d done to my fathers gone,
You’d prize my minutes more than gold ?
Did you not own, with a keen regret,
That the past was a time of waste and sin?
But that with me, untainted yet,
Wisdom and duty should begin?

“Did you not oft the vow renew,
That never with me should folly dwell ?
That, however Fate might deal with you,
You’d prize me much, and use me well ?
That never a deed of scorn or wrath,
Or thought unjust of your fellow-men,
Should, while I lived, obscure your path,
Or enter in your heart again ?

“ Did you not fail >—but my tongue is weak,
Your sad short-comings to recall ! ”

And the Old Year sobb’d—'twas vain to speak——
And turn’d his thin face to the wall.

“QOld Year! Old Year ! I've done you wrong—
Hear my repentance ere you die !

Linger awhile!” Ding-dong, ding-dong—
The joy-bells drown'd his parting sigh.

“0ld Year! Old Year!” he could not hear,
He yielded placidly his breath.
I loved him little while he was here,
I prized him dearly after death.
New Year ! now smiling at my side,
Most bitterly the past I rue.
I’'ve learned a lesson since he died,
I’ll lead a better life with you.
CHARLES Mackay.
Poctical Works. (F. Warne and Co.)

JANUARY 1, 1828,

“ Did you not promise when I was born ’—
Sadly he spoke, and not in ire—
“To treat me kindly—not to scorn—
And to pay the debts you owed my sire ?
Did you not vow, with an honest heart,
Your unconsider’d hours to hive ?
And to throw no day in waste away,
Of my three hundred and sixty-five ?

FLEETLY hath pass’d the year. The seasons came
Duly as they are wont,—the gentle Spring,

And the delicious Summer, and the cool,

Rich Autumn, with the nodding of the grain,

And Winter, like an old and hoary man,

Frosty and stiff—and so are chronicled.

We have read gladness in the new green leaf

And in the first-blown violets ; we have drunk
Cool water from the rock, and in the shade,
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Sunk to the noontide slumber :—we have pluck'd
The mellow fruitage of the bending tree,
And girded to our pleasant wanderings
When the cool wind came freshly from the hills;
And when the tinting of the Autumn leaves
Had faded from its glory, we have sat
By the good fires of Winter, and rejoiced
Over the fulness of the gather’d sheaf.
“God hath been very good !”” *Tis He whose hand
Moulded the sunny hills, and hollow'd out
The shelter of the valleys, and doth keep
The fountains in their secret places cool ;
And it is He who leadeth up the sun,
And ordereth the starry influences,
And tempereth the keenness of the frost—
And therefore, in the plenty of the feast,
And in the lifting of the cup, let HIM
Have praises for the well-completed year.
N. P. WiLLis.
Poctical Works. (G. Routledge and Sons.)

A NEW YEAR.
“ Behold, I make all things new.”—Rev. xxi. §.

BROTHER, new heart be thine
This year new-born—new height, new depth, new
scope ;
New faith to hold the leading Hand Divine,
Press on, nor pause, nor grope;
New love, new hope ;
New pity for the weakness of thy brothers ;

New disregard of self, new thought for others.
New strength to wield the two-edged sword of God
’Gainst greed and cruelty and smooth deceit ;

New strength to follow where the Master trod,
Though thorns may tear thy feet ;
Yea, and to bless thy soul, and keep thee strong,
Heard in thy dreams, faint strains of that New
Song !
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

A NEW WORLD.
« ] saw a new heaven and a new earth.”—Rev. xxi. I.

IF we this new-born year
Could live to Him—
Love simple and sincere,

Faith never dim—

New green should overspread
The meadows brown ;
New gracious skies o’erhead
Look smiling down ;
Our dull life kindled to a strange new worth,
We, too, should cry, “Behold! new heaven and
earth.”
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE-

SPRAYS.

ONWARD thou flowest, silent stream of years,
Say, to what ocean dost thou bear my bark ?

Lo, in Thy hand I place my hand this day ;
Lead me, my Father, lead me thro’ the year.

HE gives us all—our life, our health, our hopes;
Come brother, let us give this year to Him.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

IF thou wouldst reap in love,
First sow in holy fear:
So life a winter’s morn may prove
To a bright endless year.
Jonn KEBLE
Christian Year.

I1 is a season for the quiet thought,

And the still reckoning with thyself. The year
Gives back the spirits of its dead, and time
Whispers the history of its vanish’d hours ;
And the heart, calling its affections up,
Counteth its wasted ingots. Life stands still
And settles like a fountain, and the eye

Sees clearly through its depths, and noteth all
That stirrd its troubled waters. It is well
That Winter with the dying year should come !

. N. P. WiLLIs.
Poetical Works. (Routledge.)
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THE strong in spiritual action need not look
Upon the new-found year as on a scroll,

The which their hands lack cunning to unroll,
But in it read, as in an open book,

All they are seeking—high resolve unshook

By circumstance’s unforeseen control,
Successful striving, and whate’er the soul

Has recognized for duty, not forsook.

But they whom many failures have made tame,
Question the future with that reverent fear,
Which best their need of heavenly aid may show,
Will it have purer thought and loftier aim
Pursued more loftily? That a man might know.

R. C. TRENCH.

Poems. (Macmillan and Co.)

A NEW-COIN'D year, fresh from the mint of God —
Spend it, O heart, in service of thy King.
F. L.

TAKE into this new year the new-born Child,
And He shall make thy heart and all things new.
F. L.

BEGONE, old pride, old greed, old love of self;
Welcome, new faith, new hope, new charity.
F. L.

Lo, a new year : forget the things behind,
And reach thou forth to those that are before.
F. L.

ANOTHER year begins for thee to-day ;

Pray that it bring thee twelve months nearer home.

F. L.

TurN thou to Him this day, and He shall turn,
And give thee back thy locust-eaten years.
F. L

HeLr us, O God of mercy and of might,
To consecrate to Thee this new-born year.
F. L.

NEW-YEAR BELLS.
L

LoNG years ago when Love was lord of me,
And all good gifts were in th’ impending year,
At this same hour I heard them far and near,
These new-year bells, flood heaven with melody,
I home-bound through the snow, as over sea
Voices of dear friends hail the mariner
Returning, prosperous ; till in their rear
Saint Paul’s great voice made lesser voices flee.

And now again I hear them, far-off bells,
Across the rushing river in the wind,
Fainting or rising as the tempest swells,
The river rushing like dark years behind,
Chasing dark years gone by, and these sweet spells
High overhead like memories intertwined.

IL

RING out again, ye bells of Battersea,

Over the seaward Thames while I sit here
Lamplit, with moistened eyes and hungering
ear,

Hopeful of what I know not, save to be,

To know, love, be loved, more, for now to me
These wild harmonics in the waves of air,
Changing yet still repeating, here and there,

Yet truly ordered, ring life’s history,—

Life’s history—life's prophecy withal :—
Shouted the sons of God when the first ray
Showed them an infant world, and each new
day
Still shout they, each new year renews the call
To higher faiths, continuous and alway,
Rhythmical, storm-borne, through eternity.

W. BeLL Scorr.
(From THE ATHENEUM, by permission.)

HE was dead. He had gone to the rest of his
race,

With a sad smile frozen upon his face.

Deadness clouded his eyes. And his death-bell
rung,

And my sorrowing thoughts his low requicm sung;

F
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And with trembling steps his worn body cast
In the wide charnel-house of the dreary Past.
Thus met the noble Old Year his end :

Rest him in peace, for he was my friend.

Time dieth ever, is ever born :

On the footsteps of night so treadeth the morn ;
Shadow and brightness, death and birth,
Chasing each other o’er the round earth,

But the spirit of Time from his tomb is springing,
The dust of decay from his pinions flinging ;
Ever renewing his glorious youth,

Scattering around him the dew of Truth.

Oh, let it raise in the desert heart

Fountains and flowers that shall never depart !
This spirit will fill us with thought sublime;

For the End of God is the spirit of Time

G. MACDONALD.
Poems.  (Strahan.)

VAIN the tale of mortal years,
Just a few brief hopes and fears ;
Just a little stir and noise,

Just a clutch at empty toys ;

Lo, life's idle sands have run—
Naught is new beneath the sun.

Serve thy Lord with love sincere,

Serve thy Lord this new-born year ;
Look to him each dawning day ;
Watch and strive, and hope and pray—
Life with golden sands shall run—

All is new beneath the sun.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

“

THE voice of Nature loudly cries,
And many a message from the skies,
That something in us never dies—
That on this frail, uncertain state,
Hang matters of eternal weight :
That future life in worlds unknown
Must take its hue from this alone ;
Whether as heavenly glory bright,
Or dark as misery’s woful night.

Since then, my honour’d first of friends,
On this poor being all depends ;

Let us th’ important now employ,

And live as those who never die.

ROBERT BURNS.

A NEW YEAR’S WISH FOR ALL.

Go forth ! with spirit firm and brave,
To meet the year, content to know
A Father’s hand is nigh to save
And guard, where’er He bids thee go ;
By rough or smooth, it matters not,
If love divine ordains thy lot.

Go forth ! and when the world, unkind,
As frost to flowers, shall chill and bend

Thy blooming hope, let heart and mind
Be true to One unchanging Friend,

Whose love will lighten all thy care,

And make a sunshine everywhere.

L. TUTTIETT.

NEW YEAR’S DAY.

FATHER, let me dedicate
All this year to Thee,

In whatever worldly state
Thou wilt have me be :

Not from sorrow, pain, or care
Freedom dare I claim ;

This alone shall be my prayer,
“Glorify Thy Name.”

Can a child presume to choose
Where or how to live ?

Can a Father’s love refuse
All the best to give ?

More Thou givest every day
Than the best can claim,

Nor withholdest aught that may
Glorify Thy Name.

If in mercy Thou wilt spare
Joys that yet are mine ;

If on life, serene and fair,
Brighter rays may shine ;
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Let my glad heart, while it sings, Till morning tread the darkness down,
Thee in all proclaim, And night be swept away,
And, whate'er the future brings And infinite sweet triumph crown
Glorify Thy Name. Thy children of the day !
If Thou callest to the Cross, . . S. J. SToNE.
The Knight of Intercession. (Rivingtons.)

And its shadow come,
Turning all my gain to loss,
Shrouding heart and home ;
Let me think how Thy dear Son
To His glory came,
And in deepest woe pray on,
“Glorify Thy Name.”
L. TutTIETT.

BATTLE HYMN FOR THE NEW YEAR.

THE old year’s long campaign is o’er ;
Behold a new begun ;

Not yet is closed the Holy War
Not yet the triumph won ;

Out of his still and deep repose
We hear the old year say :—

“ Go forth again to meet your foes,
Ye children of the day ! ”

 Go forth ! Firm Faith on every heart,
Bright Hope on every helm,

Through that shall pierce no fiery dart,
And this no fear o’erwhelm !

Go in the Spirit and the might
Of Him Who led the way ;

Close with the legions of the night,
Ye children of the day | ”

So forth we go to meet the strife,
We will not fear nor fly!

Love we the holy warrior’s life,
His death we hope to die !

We slumber not, that charge in view,
“Toil on while toil ye may,

Then night shall be no night to you,
Ye children of the day !”

Lord God, our Glory, THREE IN ONE,
Thine own sustain, defend !

And give, though dim this earthly sun,
Thy true light to the end ;

[AND] we will raise to him two monuments ;
One where he died, and one where he lies buried ;
One in the pealing of those midnight bells,
Their swell and fall, and varied interchange,
The tones that come again upon the spirit
In years far off, ’mid unshaped accidents ;—
And one in the deep quiet of the soul,

The mingled memories of a thousand moods
Of joy and sorrow ;—and his epitaph

Shall be upon him ;—* Here lie the remains
Of one, who was less valued while he lived,
Than thought on when he died.”

HENRY ALFORD.
PLoetical Works. (Strahan.)

ANACREONTIC.

CoME, fill up the Bowl, for if ever the glass
Found a proper excuse or fit season,

For toasts to be honour’d, or pledges to pass,
Sure, this hour brings an exquisite reason :

For hark ! the last chime of the dial has ceased,
And Old Time, who, his leisure to cozen,

Had finish’d the Montbhs, like the flasks at a feast,
Is preparing to tap a fresh dozen !

Hip! Hip! and Hurrah!

Then fill, all ye Happy and Free, unto whom
The past Year has been pleasant and sunny,
Its months each as sweet as if made of the bloom
Of the thyme whence the bee gathers honey--
Days usher’d by dew-drops, instead of the tears,

May be wrung from some wretcheder cousin—
Then fill, and with gratitude join in the cheers
That triumphantly hail a fresh dozen!
Hip! Hip! and Hurrah!
F 2
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And ye, who have met with Adversity's blast,
And been bow’d to the earth by its fury ;
To whom the Twelve Months, that have recently
pass’d,
Were as harsh as a prejudiced jury,—
Still, fill to the Future ! and join in our chime,
The regrets of remembrance to cozen,
And having obtain’d a New Trial of Time,
Shout in hopes of a kindlier dozen !

No new device or late-found trick,

To read by th’ stars the Kingdom’s sick ;
No gin to catch the State, or wring

The free-born nostril of the King,

We send to you ; but here a jolly

Verse crown’d with ivy and with holly;
That tells of winter’s tales and mirth
That milkmaids make about the hearth ;

Hip! Hip! and Hurrah!

Tuomas Hoop.
Foetical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

THE TWO TOASTS.

FiLL your glasses ! Let us drain
One last measure to the friend
Who no longer can remain,
Whose brief stay has reached its end.

He has brought us smiles and tears,
Misery and happiness,

Some will deem he had no peers,
Some will his departure bless.

Fill your glasses yet once more !
Pledge we now the coming year,
He is almost at the door
Hark ! the bells proclaim him here.

New Year, welcome ! Ilere’s to thee,
Brimming bumpers cvery one,

Born amid our mirth and glee,
Cradled in the lap of fun—

As thy coming, be thy stay,
May glad joy for all prevail,

Driving gloomy care away ;
May no grief our hearts assail,

So that when at length we part,
As the best of friends must do,

Each may say from out his heart,
“I have found a friend in you.”

SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

~vevavve -

No news of navies burnt at seas;
No noise of late-spawn’d tittyries ;
No closct plot or open vent,

That frights men with a Parliament :

Of Christmas sports, the wassail-bowl,
That toss'd up, after Fox-i’-th’-hole ;

Of Blind-man-buff, and of the care

That young men have to shoe the Mare ;
Of twelfth-tide cakes, of pease and beans,
Wherewith ye make those merry scenes,
When as ye chuse your king and queen,
And cry out, *“ Hey for our town green ! "—
Of ash-heaps, in the which ye use
Husbands and wives by streaks to chuse ;
Of crackling laurel, which fore-sounds

A plenteous harvest to your grounds ;

Of these, and such like things, for shift,
We send instead of New-year’s gift.

— Read then, and when your faces shine
With buxom meat and cap’ring wine,
Remember us in cups full crown’d,

And let our city-health go round,

Quite through the young maids and the men,
To the ninth number, if not ten ;

Until the fired chestnuts leap

For joy to see the fruits ye reap

From the plump chalice and the cup

That tempts till it be tossed up.—

Then as ye sit about your embers,

Call not to mind those fled Decembers ;
But think on these, that are t’ appear,

As daughters to the instant year;

Sit crown’d with rose-buds and carouse,
Till Liber Pater twirls the house

About your ears, and lay upon

The year, your cares, that’s fled and gone :
And let the russet swains the plough

And harrow hang up resting now ;

And to the bag-pipe all address,

Till sleep takes place of weariness.

And thus throughout, with Christmas plays,
Frolic the full twelve holy-days.

RoBERT HERRICK.
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ZITTEN OUT THE WOLD YEAR.

WHY, rain or sheen, or blow or snow,

I zaid, if I could stand, so’s®;

I’d come, vor all a friend or foe,

To sheike ye by the hand, so's;
An’ spend, wi’ kinsvo’k near an’ dear,
A happy eveneén, woonce a year,

A-zot wi’ me'th
Avore the he’th
To zee the new year in, so's.

There’s Jim an’ Tom, a-grown the size
O’ men, girt lusty chaps, so’s,
An’ Fanny wi’ her sloo-black eyes,
Her mother’s very daps,? so’s ;
An’ little Bill, so brown’s a nut,
An’ Poll, a gigglen little slut,
I hope will shoot
Another voot
The year that’s comén in, so’s.

An’ there, upon his mother’s knee,
So peirt do look about, so’s,
The little woone ov all, to zee
His vu'st wold year goo out, so's,
And zoo mid God bless all o’s still,
Gwiin up or down along the hill,
To meet in glee
Agein to zee
A happy new year in, so’s.

A little clwoser Poll ; ding, dong'!
There, now ’tis right all round, so’s,
The clock’s a-striken twelve, d’ye hear?
Ting, ting, ding, dong! Farewell, wold year !
*Tis gone, ’tis gone !—
Goo on, goo on,
An’ ring the new woone in, so’s !
WiLLiaM BARNEs,
Poems of Rural Life in the Dorset Dialect.
(C. Kegan Paul and Co.)

WHEN midnight came to close the year,
We sigh'd to think it thus should take
The hours it gave us—hours as dear
As sympathy and love could make

2 Likeness, fac-simile.

! Souls, good folk.

Their blessed moments ! every sun

Saw us, my love, more closely one !

But, Cara, when the dawn was nigh
Which came another year to shed,

The smile we caught from eye to eye
Told us, those moments were not fled ;-

Oh no !—we felt, some future sun

Should see us still more closely one !

Thus may we ever, side by side,
From happy years to happier glide,
And still, my Cara, may the sigh
We give to hours that vanish o’er us,
Be follow'd by the smiling eye,
That Hope shall shed on scenes before us !
TrHOMAS MOORE.

PANSIES.

I SEND thee pansies while the year is young,
Yellow as sunshine, purple as the night;
Flowers of remembrance, ever fondly sung
By all the chiefest of the Sons of Light ;
And if in recollection lives regret
For wasted days and dreams that were not true,
I tell thee that the “ pansy freak’d with jet”
Is still the heart’s-ease that the poets knew.
Take all the sweetness of a gift unsought,
And for the pansies send me back a thought.

SArRAH DOUDNEY.

AAAA~ A~

. + . IN the meantime,—speak, trump and drum!
The Year is gone ! the Year is come !
The fresh New Year, the bright New Year,
That telleth of hope and joy, my dear !
Let us model our spirit to chance and change,
Let us lesson our spirit to hope, and range
Through pleasures to come,—through years un-
known ;
But never forget the time that’s flown !
BARRY CORNWALL.

English Songs. (G. Bell and Sons.)

WHAT shall I wish thee ?
Treasures of earth,
Songs in the spring-time,
Pieasure and mirth?
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Flowers on thy pathway,
Skies ever clear?

Would these ensure thee
A Happy New Year?

What shall I wish thee?
What can be found,
Bringing thee sunshine
All the year round?
Where is the treasure,
Lasting and dear,
That shall ensure thee
A Happy New Year?

Faith that increaseth,
Walking in light ;
Hope that aboundeth,
Happy and bright ;
Love that is perfect,
Casting out fear ;
These shall ensure thee
A Happy New Year.

Peace in the Saviour,
Rest at His feet,

Smile of His countenance,
Radiant and sweet !

Joy in His presence !
Christ ever near!

These will ensure thee
A Happy New Year!

F. R. HAVERGAL.
Under His Shadow.

As they who gaze with straining sight,
Away, away, and far away,

Watching one dancing mote of white
"Mid all the sails that stud the bay,
Because they know, fond child and wife,
That speck doth hold their dearest life.

So we athwart Time’s silent wave,
With wistful eyes gaze out afar,
Watching a white-winged galley brave
That sings across the harbour bar ;
God speed thee, galley of the years,
That hast for freight our hopes and fears !

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.
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A WREATH OF EASTER DAISIES.

“ Now is Christ risen from the dead.”—1 Cor. xv. 20.

ALL hail, Thou Resurrection !
All hail, Thou Life and Light !
All hail, Thou Self-perfection,
Sole source of grace and might!
Thy Church, O Christ, now greets Thee,
Uprising from the grave ;
And every eye that meets Thee,
Beholds Thee strong to save.

All hail, beloved Jesus!
For Thou, indced, art He
From sin Whose dying frees us,
Whose life brings liberty.
Hence, let our faith embrace Thee
With warmest hand and eye,
And then delight to trace Thee
Ascending up on high.

O Saviour, come in glory,
To raise Thy holy dead,

And end Redemption’s story
With crowns upon Thy head.
Then robed in white before Thee,

Without one stain or tear,
Shall all Thy saints adore Thee,
’Midst wonder, love, and fear!

W. H. HAVERGAL

“I aM the resurrection and the Life "—

Yes, death the last dread enemy is slain,

The Lord hath conquered in the bitter strife,

And, as He said, hath risen to life again.

They strewed the green palm branches on the
way

When to Jerusalem the Saviour came ;

There were no flowers for loving hands to lay

Along His weary path to death and shame ;

i But we will take of all the buds that bloom
In young spring’s garland the most fair and

sweet

l To make a carpet for His wounded feet

1 And greet Him at the threshold of the tomb,

I For they like Him have broken Death’s cold
bond,

. And whisper of the love and light beyond.

H. M. BuRNSIDE.

“ Blessing, and honour, and glory, and power, be unto him
that sitteth upon the throne, and unto the Lamb for ever
and ever.”—Rev. v. 13.

1 Cor. xv. 20.

Lo, death’s firstfruits are gather’d in to day ;

Worship, my soul, and pray, with trembling
dread,

That when that Angel lift his voice and say,
“Thrust in, and reap the harvest of the dead,”

Thou be not where, without, the grapes are trod,

. But garner’d with the holy grain of God.

| FREDERICK I.ANGBRIDGE.

t

i

|

; THE tomb is empty ; wouldst thou have it full?
Still sadly clasping the unbreathing clay ;—
O weak in faith! O slow of heart and dull,
To dote on darkness and shut out the day!

The tomb is empty ; He who, three short days,
After a sorrowing life’s long weariness,
Found refuge in this rocky resting-place,
Has now ascended to the throne of bliss.

Here lay the Holy One, the Christ of God,
He who for death gave death, and life for life ;
Our Heavenly Kinsman, our true flesh and blood,
Victor for us on hell’s dark ficld of strife.
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This was the Bethel, where, on stony bed,

While angels went and came from morn till even,
Our truer Jacob laid His wearied head ;

This was to Him the very gate of Heaven.

The Conqueror, not the conquered, He to whom
The keys of death and of the grave belong,

Crossed the cold threshold of the stranger’s tomb,
To spoil the spoiler and to bind the strong.

Here Death bad reigned, into no tomb like this
Had man’s fell foe aforetime found his way ;
So grand a trophy ne’er before was his,
So vast a treasure, so Divine a prey.

But now his triumph ends ; the rock-barr’d cloor
Is opened wide, and the great Prisoner gone ;
Look round and see, upon the vacant floor
The napkin and the grave-clothes lie alone.

Yes, Death’s last hope, his strongest fort and
prison,
Is shatterd, never to be built again;
And He, the mighty Captive, He is risen,
Leaving behind the gate, the bar, the chain.

Yes, He is risen who is the First and Last!
Who was and is; Who liveth and was dead :

Beyond the reach of death He now has passed ;
Of the one glorious Church the glorious Head.

Tho tomb is empty ; so, ere long, shall be
The tombs of all who in this Christ repnse ;
They died with Him who died upon the tree,
They live and rise with Him who lived and rose.

Death hath not slain them ; they are freed, not
slain—
It is the gate of life, and not of death,
That they have entered ; and the grave in vain
Has tried to stifle the immortal breath.

All that was death in them is now dissolved,
For death can only what is death’s destroy ;
And when this earth’s short ages have revolved,

The disimprisoned life comes forth with joy.

Their life-long battle with disease and pain,
And mortal weariness, is over now ;
Youth, health and comeliness return again ;
The tear has left the cheek, the sweat the brow.

They are not tasting death, but taking rest
On the same holy couch where Jesus lay,
Soon to awake, all glorified and blest,
When day has broke, and shadows fled away.
H. Bonar.

SHARP was the wreath of thorns
Around His suffering brow ;
But glory rich His head adorns,
And Angels crown Him now.
HENRY ALFORD.
Poetical Works. (Isbister.)

EASTER DAY.

Gopb is gone up with a merry noise
Of saints that sing on high,

With His own right hand and His holy arm
He hath won the victory !

Now empty are the courts of Death,
And crushed thy sting, Despair ;
And roses bloom in the desert tomb,

For Jesus hath been there !

And He hath tamed the strength of hell,
And dragged him through the sky,

And captive behind His chariot-wheel
He hath bound Captivity.

God is gone up with a merry noise
Of saints that sing on high ;
With His own right hand and His holy arm
He hath won the victory!
ReciNaLD HEBER.

AAAAAAAAAAA~

S1. MARK XVI. 6.

Lo, over the hearts of us all,

Scared breathers of mortal breath
There hung a shadow black as a pall
A palpable night, which men did call

The Shadow of Death.

But an angel speaks to-day ;
“ The Lord is risen,” he saith ;
The night is pierced by a quickening ray
And we know the shadow of Life-for-aye,
In the Shadow of Death.
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.
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He knew them all, the pain, the woe, the dark and |

dread temptation,

He bore them all for us that day of awful desola-
tion :

What else but human grief could thus in heart
Divine awaken

The anguish of that bitter cry when Jesus hung
‘ forsaken "' ?

From just such hours of lonely grief, He lived and
died to save us ;—

Shall we not take the comfort sweet—the life and
hope He gave us ?

A Christ both human and divine | Thy cross—sweet
Easter token—

Is still the hope of hearts for whom Thy tender
Heart was broken.

H. M. BURNSIDE.

BLESSED morning ! all the year

Draws its light and warmth from thee ;
When thy dawning doth appear,

Night departs and shadows flee.

J. S. B. MoNSELL.

ARARAAANAAS

CHRIST is risen ! all the sorrow
That last evening round Him lay,
Now hath found a glorious morrow
In the rising of to-day :
And the grave its first-fruits giveth,
Springing up from holy ground,
He was dead, but now He liveth,
He was lost, but He is found :
Christ is risen ! Alleluia !
Risen our victorious Head !
Sing His praises ! Alleluia !
Christ is risen from the dead !
J. S. B. MoONSELL.

ST. JoHN XxX. 19, 20,

THEY meet in secret and in fear,
With close-shut doors at eventide ;
And in their midst doth One appear,
And shows His wounded hands and side.
Doubts die and troubles cease
As Jesus murmurs, “ Peace !”

When friends are far and foes are near,
And sorrows flow in whelming tide,
Do Thou, O blessed Lord, appear,
And show Thy wounded hands and side.
Lo, every thought shall cease
At Thy sweet whisper, “Peace!”

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

I~ that cold cave with spices sweet
When Christ, our Lord, lay dead,
An Angel sat beside His feet,
An Angel by His head.

All night their eyes to heaven they raised,
(Their wings around Him spread)

All day on those dark eyelids gazed—
But not a word they said.

And when the morn sabbatical
Its Paschal light had spread,

A chrisom robe o’er Earth’s dark ball,
To Heaven those Angels sped.

Keep, holy Angels, keep, O keep
Such vigil by our bed :

Calm visions from the urns of sleep,
O’er us calm visions shed !

But when we wake to morning life,
And night’s pure calm is fled ;
Stay near us in our daily strife,
Or we are worse than dead !
AUBREY DE VERE
Poems, Miscellaneous and Sacred. (Burns and Oates.)

N

““And they found the stone rolled away from the
sepulchre.”—Luke xxiv. 2.
Nor only from that grave new-made
Wherein three days the Saviour lay,
And none before was ever laid,
The stone was roll’d away.

From every grave the wide world o’er
That holds the spirit’s vest of clay—
From every grave for evermore—
The stone was roll'd away.
_FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.
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IN the bonds of Death He lay,
Who for our offence was slain,
But the Lord is risen to-day,
Christ hath brought us life again.
Wherefore let us all rejoice,
Singing loud with cheerful voice
Hallelujah !

Of the sons of men was none !
Who could break the bonds of Death,
Sin this mischief dire had done,
Innocent was none on earth ;
Wherefore Death grew strong and bold,
Death would all men captive hold.
Hallelujah !

Jesus Christ, God’s only Son,
Came at last our foe to smite,
All our sins away hath done,
Done away Death’s power and right,
Only the form of Death is left,
Of his sting he is bereft ;
Hallelujah !

"Twas a wondrous war, I trow,
When Life and Death together fought ;
But life hath triumph’d o’er his foe,
Death is mock’d and set at naught ;
Yea, ’tis as the Scripture saith,

Christ through death has conquer'd Death.

Hallelujah.

Now our Paschal Lamb is He,

And by Him alone we live,
Who to death upon the tree,

For our sake Himself did give.
Faith His blood strikes on our door,
Death dares never harm us more.

Hallelujah'!

On this day most blest of days,
Let us keep high festival,
For our God hath show’d His grace,
And our Sun hath risen on all,
And our hearts rejoice to see
Sin and night before Him flee.
Hallelujah !

To the supper of the Lord,
Gladly with me come to-day,
The word of peace is now restored,
The old leaven is put away ;
Christ will be our food alone,
Faith no life but His doth own.
Hallelujah !

MARTIN LUTHER.
Translated by C. Winkworth. (Zyra Germanica.)

[By kind permission of Messrs. Longman and Co.]

WELCOME, fair Easter dawn !
No festival in all the Christian year
Is consecrated by such memories dear :
The shade of Death is gone ;
From Nature’s sepulchre is roll’d away
The stone that mark’d the season of decay.

With joy we see appear
Two Angels, Love and Light, rise from the tomb,
No more we stoop to weep o’er buried bloom—
Death is not here.
The glorious revelation, all may read
In grove and bower, “The Lord is risen
indeed!”

The Lord of Life is risen !
The quickening sense of resurrection-joys
The drear remembrances of death destroys,
And from the gates of Heaven
The Sun of Righteousness dispels the grief
Of those who mourn’d erewhile the fallen leaf.

Even like Mary, we
May think our Lord the Gardener: so sweet
The early blossoms scatter’d at our feet.

Oh'! surely they must be
Devised by Him who said, when death was rife,
“T am the Resurrection and the Life.”

Far up the azure skies,
To Him, who smiles in sunshine through the
cloud,
From worshippers in adoration bow’d
Not only now should rise,
With organ peal, the loud thanksgiving hymn
From consecrated aisle or cloister dim;
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But through the temple fair
Built without hands, whose dome, the firma-
ment,
Over the floor of flowers is grandly bent,
A universal prayer
Should go to God, that human love be made
Worthier the gifts by Him to man convey’d.
RowLaND BroOwN.
Songs and Poems. (D. Bogue.)

SPRING AND EASTER.

ritten during the prevalence of the small-pox in the East
' e End of London.)

‘THE room is dark, and at the door is death;
Sightless, and marred beyond all knowledge,
there
His victims waiting lie : their labouring breath
Makes the sob sound, and taints the heavy air.
What comfort?—Ah, my God! who doubt Thy
truth,
And mock our Easter hope, should enter here,
And see Thy Word in its immortal youth,
Serene and strong in mastery of fear.
Without, the changdd season smiles and sings,
For winter’s tyranny is overpast :
Within, is risen with healing in His wings
The Sun, whose sky, no death-clouds overcast ;
There, Springtide’s promise of regenerate earth :
Here, Easter sunshine of the second birth.

S. J. SToNE,

The Knight of Intercession. (Rivingtons.)

ARArAAA~A

WHo comes (my soul, no longer doubt),
Rising from earth’s wormy sod,

And whilst ten thousand angels shout,
Ascends,—ascends to heaven, a God ?

Saviour, Lord, I know thee now !
Mighty to redeem and save,

Such glory blazes on thy brow,
Which lights the darkness of the grave.

Saviour, Lord, the human soul,
Forgotten every sorrow here,

Shall thus, aspiring to its goal,
Triumph in its native sphere.

W. L. BowLEs.

HERE, where our Lord once laid His head,
Now the grave lies buried.
RICHARD CRASHAW.

EARLY hasten to the tomb,
Where they laid His breathless clay,
All is solitude and gloom : —
Who hath taken Him away ?
Christ is ris'n ;—He seeks the skies,
Saviour, teach us so to rise.
JayeEs MONTGOMERY.

I TREAD the path where once we walked together ;
Old leaves and withered fir-cones strew the way,
And cowslips rustle in the breezy weather
This Easter Day.

Over the slopes the village bells are ringing,
A skylark’s song floats downward, clear and gay ;
And my full heart breaks forth in joy and singing
This Easter Day.

My risen Lord, I feel Thy strong protection !
I see Thee stand among the graves to-day;
“I am the Way,—the Life,—the Resurrection,”
I hear Thee say.

And all the burdens I have carried sadly
Grow light as blossoms on an April spray ;
My cross becomes a staff, I journey gladly
This Easter Day.
SaraH DOUDNEY.

On! day of days ! shall hearts set free
No “minstrel rapture ” find for thee ?.
Thou art the Sun of other days,

They shine by giving back Thy rays :

Enthrondd in thy sovereign sphere
Thou shedd'st thy light on all the year;
Sundays by Thee more glorious break,
An Easter Day in every week :

And weekdays, following in their train,
The fulness of Thy blessing gain,
Till all, both resting and employ,
Be one Lord’s day of holy joy.
Joun KEBLE.
Christian Year.
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I cor me flowers to strew Thy way;
I got me boughs off many a tree :
But Thou wast up by break of day,
And brought’st Thy sweets along with Thee.

The Sun arising in the East,

Though he give light, and th’ East perfume ;
If they should offer to contest

With Thy arising, they presume.

Can there be any day but this,
Though many suns to shine endeavour ?
We count three hundred, but we miss :
That is but one, and that one ever.

GEORGE HERBERT.

SEE the land, her Easter keeping,
Rises as her Maker rose,

Seeds, so long in darkness sleeping,
Burst at last from winter snows.

Earth with heaven above rejoices ;
Fields and gardens hail the spring ;
Shaughs and woodlands ring with voices,
While the wild birds build and sing.

You, to whom your Maker granted
Powers to those sweet birds unknown,
Use the craft by God implanted ;
Use the reason not your own.
Here, while heaven and earth rejoices,
Each his Easter tribute bring —
Work of fingers, chant of voices,
Like the birds who build and sing.
CHARLES KINGSLEY.

Poems. (Macmillan and Co.)

NOT AMONG THE DEAD.

‘“ HE is not here!” O quickening words of grace,
That thrilled the morning gray,

When, stooping down, they viewed the empty place,
Where late the Master lay !

O saving words, what blesséd balm ye shed

O’er the bruised spirit yearning for its dead !

From each calm grave, to wistful memories dear,

Your echo whispers still, “ He is not here.”

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

THE GREAT STONE.
SHUTTING out light, massy and hard and cold,
The great stone, Death, against our hearts was
rolled.
Lo, chill and silent, breaks the Easter day ;
Jesus hath risen—the stone is rolled away.
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

an

LIGHT IN THE VALLEY.

No more, no more, with loud and shuddering
breath,
We tread thy bourn, O shadowy Vale of Death ;
For all along thy deeps of throbbing night
The Saviour’s feet have left a track of light.
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

AWwAKE, glad soul ! Awake ! awake !
Thy Lord hath risen long ;

Go to His grave, and with thee take,
Both tuneful heart and song:

Where Spring awakens all around,
Where vernal voices sing,

The first bright Blossom may be found
Of an Eternal Spring.

J. S. B. MoNSELL.

CHRIsT is risen ! the Lord is come,
Bursting from the sealed tomb !
Death and Hell, in mute dismay,
Render up their mightier prey.

Christ is risen ! but not alone!
Death, thy kingdom is o’erthrown !
We shall rise as He hath risen,
From the deep sepulchral prison.
H. H. MiLMAN.
Works. (Murray.)

[Bur] surely as our Saviour rose
On Easter morn from Joseph’s cave,
Shall all those mounds at last unclose,
And Christian people leave the grave.
He died, He slept, He rose to be
An earnest of our victory.
C. F. ALEXANDER.
Hymns for Little Children. (J. Masters.)
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O Grorious Head, Thou livest now !

Let us Thy members share Thy life ;
Canst Thou behold their need, nor bow

To raise Thy children from the strife
With self and sin, with death and dark distress,
That they may live to Thee in holiness ?

Earth knows Thee not, but evermore

Thou liv'st in Paradise, in peace ;
Oh fain my soul would thither soar,

Oh let me from the creatures cease :
Dead to the world, but to Thy Spirit known,
I live to Thee, O Prince of life, alone.

Break through my bonds whate’er it cost,
What is not Thine within me slay,
Give me the lot I covet most,
To rise as Thou hast risen to-day.
I nought can do, a slave to death I pine,
Work Thou in me, O Power and Life Divine!

Work Thou in me, and heavenward guide
My thoughts and wishes, that my heart
‘Waver no more nor turn aside,
But fix for ever where Thou art.
‘Thou art not far from us; who loves Thee well,
While yet on earth in heaven with Thee may
dwell.
TERSTEEGEN.
Translated by C. Winkworth. (Lyra Germanica.)

[By kind permission of Messrs. Longman and Co.]

LiFE, by this light’s nativity,
All creatures have.
Death only by this day’s just doom is forced
to die :
Nor is death forced ; for, may he lie
Throned in thy grave,
Death will, on this condition, be content to
die.
RicHARD CRASHAW.

MATTHEW XXVIII. 6.

WHENEVER by sense of ours
An angel voice is heard,

Like the dropping of nard of flowers
Is the sound of each gracious word.

But dearest, where all are dear,
Is the voice that speaks to-day:
“ He is risen—He is not here:
Come, see the place where He lay.”
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

Praiske be to God on high!
The triumph hour is near ;
The Lord hath won the victory,
The foe is vanquished here !
Dark Grave, yield up the dead ;
Give up thy prey, thou Earth ;
In death He bowed His sacred head,—
He springs anew to birth !
J. S. B. MoNSELL.

¢¢These are they which came out of great tribulation, and
have washed their robes and made them white in the blood
of the Lamb.”—Rev. vii. 14.

THEY came through anguish and moan,

And their robes in His blood made white,
They are ever before God’s throne,

And they serve Him day and night.
They shall hunger no more for aye,

On them shall no heat arise,
And our God shall wipe away

All tears from their eyes.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

A PATHWAY opens from the tomb,
The grave's a grave no more !

Stoop down : look into that sweet room,
Pass through the unseal’d door :

Linger a moment by the bed,

Where lay but yesterday the Church’s Head.

What is there there to make thee fear?
A folded chamber-vest,
Akin to that which thou shalt wear,
When for thy slumber drest ;
Two gentle angels sitting by—
How sweet a room, methinks, wherein to lie !

No gloomy vault, no charnel cell,
No emblems of decay,
No solemn sound of passing-bell,
To say “ He’s gone away ;”
But angel-whispers soft and clear,
And He, the risen Jesus, standing near.
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“ Why weepest thou? Whom seekest thou ?”
"Tis not the gardener’s voice,

But His to Whom all knees shall bow,
In Whom all hearts rejoice ;

The voice of Him Who yesterday

Within that rock was Death’s resistless prey.

““Why weepest thou? Whom seekest thou ?
The living with the dead ?”

Take young spring flowers and deck thy brow,
For life with joy is wed ;

The grave is now the grave no more;

Why fear to pass that bridal-chamber door ?

Take Aowers and strew them all around
The room where Jesus lay ;
But softly tread ; ’tis hallowed ground,
And this is Easter Day.
“The Lord is risen,” as He said,
And thou shalt rise with Him, thy risen Head.

ANON.

THEN wake, glad heart ! awake ! awake !
And seck thy risen Lord,

Joy in His Resurrection take,
And comfort in His word ;

And let thy life, through all its ways,
One long thanksgiving be,

Its theme of joy, its song of praise,
“ Christ died, and rose for me.”

J. S. B. MoONSELL.

1 Cor. Xv. 20.

O BROTHER, think ! if all were o’er
When heart-beats cease, and eyelids close—
If death should waken nevermore
From cold and passionless repose—
Our very souls would burst with woe—
We could not let our darlings go.

But He is risen, and they shall rise ;
In certain hope, in quiet trust,

We seal the calm and dreamful eyes—
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust ;

In weakness sown, but raised in power

In that tremendous harvest-hour.

FREDERICK I.ANGBRIDGE

ST. MATTHEW IX. 24.

O YE that mourn the first and best,
It is not death, but quiet rest,
His weary eyes that steepeth.
So speaks the voice of Easter Day ;
Your wreath of flowers above Him lay ;
Look up to Heaven, and turn away-—
He is not dead, but sleepeth.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

THE shade and gloom of life are fled
This Resurrection Day,

Henceforth in Christ are no more dead,
The grave hath no more prey;

In Christ we live, in Christ we sleep,
In Christ we wake and rise ;

And the sad tears Death makes us weep
He wipes from all our eyes.

J. S. B. MONSELL.

THE way He trod —there is no other way —
Thro’ death to life, thro’ suffering to the crown.
: FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

»

“ THE servant as His Master ;” tread thou on ;
Suffer with Him, with Him be glorified.
F. L.

JEsus is risen ! Henceforth thou reapest, Death,
Not for thyself, but for the floor of God.
F. L.

LET us draw nigh, and hear the angel say,
“Seek ye no more the living with the dead.”

F. L.
THE Lord is risen, above all thrones and powers ;

Above all else beside our wants and prayers.
F. L.

I aM the Resurrection and the Life ;
Whoso hath faith in Me shall never die.
F. L.
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Lo, Christ, our Passover, is slain for us;
Come, grateful souls, and let us keep the feast.
F. L.

RisenN! O Grave, what victory is thine ?
Risen, yea, risen ! O Death, where is thy sting ?
. F. L.

TaE pang was His; yea, His the cross and grave ;
But thine, my soul, the glory and the life.
F. L.

It was for thee He died, for thee He rose ;
Tread in His footsteps, brother ; live for Him.
F. L

THERE is no death : death is the seed of life;
Thou, Grave, art but the granary of God.
F. L.

“ HE is not here ! ” O mourner for thy dead,
Kneel by the grave, and say, “ He is-not here.”
) F. L.
Rise thou, my heart, above earth’s gauds and
toys ;
To yonder Heaven, where sits thy risen King.-
F. L.

BRIEF victory was yours, O Death and Hell |
Eternal thine, fair Life-beyond-the-Grave !
F. L.

Lo, a great stone was laid at every heart ;
"Twas death—and Easter roll'd the stone away.
F. L.

WITHIN the black grave bloom’d the flower of
Life,
And Jesus enter’d in, and pluck’d the flower.
F. L.

Ix vain He rose, in vain He sought the skies,
If thou, poor heart, still clingest to thine earth.
F. L.

DARK is the grave ; yet through its rayless night
Lieth the pathway to the perfect light.
F. L.

JEsus isrisen : Art thou, too, risen, O heart ?
F. L.

Look forth upon the hedgerows and the fields,
And read His Resurrection everywhere.
F. L.

IN that He died, but once, for sin, He died ;
In that He lives, He lives for evermore.
F. L.

O ALL-SsUBDUING Death, thou, too, at last
Art dragg'd in chains behind the Conqueror’s car.
F. L.
Lorp, thro’ the grave, and thro’ the gate of death,
Grant us to pass to endless life with Thee.
F. L.

Lo, when thou passest thro’ Death’s shadowy
vale,
Tread in My footprints, and be bold of cheer.
F. L.

~r

JEsus is risen!  Silent now,
Not frantic, are the tears we weep
O'er glazing eye, and marble brow,
Of dear ones in the dreamless sleep.

Jesus is risen ! The fight is o'er;
Death to his own destruction hurled ;
Man from the heaven is barred no more;
Easter hath dawned upon the world.

W. MoRLEY PUNSHON.
Sabbath Chimes. (Nisbet.)

-~

EASTER.

OuR graves lie closed this Easter day,
But from their rugged sod
The sweet spring grass comes softly up
With messages from God.
IsaneLLA Fyvie Mavo.
G
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EASTER.

DEeaTH held our Lord in prison,

For sin that did undo us;

But he hath up arisen,

And brought our life back to us.
Therefore we must gladsome be,
Praise our God, and thankful be,

And sing out halleluja! Halleluja !

No man yet Death overcame —
All sons of men were helpless ;
Sin for this was all to blame,
For no one yet was guiltless.
So death came that early hour,
Over us took up his power,
Us held in his kingdom captive.

Jesus Christ, God’s only Son,
Into our place descending,
Away with all our sins hath done,
And therewith from Death rending
Right and might, made him a jape,
Left him nothing but Death’s shape :
His ancient sting—he has lost it. Halleluja!

Halleluja !

That was a right wondrous strife

When Death in Life’s gripe wallowed ;
Off victorious came Life,

Death he has upswallowed.!
The Scripture has published that—
How one Death the other ate.

Now Death is become a laughter. Halleluja!

Here is the right Easter-lamb,
That God said must be shared,
Which is on the cross’s stem
In burning love prepared.
His blood on our door-post lies ;
Faith holds that before Death’s eyes :
The destroyer dares not touch us. Halleluja!

So we keep high feast of grace,
Hearty the joy and glee is

That shines on us from his face:
The sun himself, ah ! he is,

1 Certain Eastern tales of rival enchanters seem to have been
present to Luther’s mind when he thought of our Lord as the
Death of Evil devouring the Death of Good. I have trans-
lated very closely.

Who, by his brightness divine,
Through and through makes our hearts shine :
The night of our sins is over. Halleluja !

We eat—and so we well fare—
Right Easter cakes sans leaven ;
The old leaven shall not share
In the new word from heaven,
Christ himself will be the food,
Alone fill the soul with good :
Faith will live on nothing other. Halleluja !
GEORGE MACDONALD.
[From the German of MARTIN LUTHER.]
Exoties.  (Strahan.)

A SONG OF PRAISE FOR EASTER.

JEesus Christ, our Saviour true,

He who Death overthrew,

Is up arisen,

And sin hath put in prison.
Kyrieeleison.

Born whom Mary sinless hath,

Bore he for us God’s wrath,

Hath reconciled us—

Favour God doth now yield us.
Kyrieeleison.

Death and sin, and life and grace,
Allin his hands he has.
He can deliver
All who seek the life-giver.
Kyrieeleison.
GEORGE MACDONALD.
[From the German of MARTIN LUTHER.]

Exotics. (Strahan.)

THou, whose sad heart and weeping head lyes low,
Whose cloudy brest cold damps invade,
Who never feel'st the sun, nor smooth’st thy
brow,
But sitt'st oppressed in the shade,
Awake ! awake!
And in His Resurrection partake,
Who on this day, that thou might’st rise as He,
Rose up, and cancell’d two deaths due to thee.
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Awake | awake ! and, like the sun, disperse
All mists that would usurp this day ;
Where are thy Palmes, thy branches, and thy
verse?
Hosanna ! heark ! why doest thou stay ?
Arise ! arise!
And with His healing bloud anoint thine eyes,
Thy inward eyes; his bloud will cure thy mind,
Whose spittle only could restore the blind.

H. VAUGHAN.
Sacred Poems.

THE RESURRECTION MORN.

THE winter time is past,
THE rainfalls drear are over : now the timid flowers
Begin to peer from leafy mantles, as the blast
Retreateth to its northern lair; and from their
bowers
Of mossy shelter trills the singing of the birds,
That hail the vernal sunshine—coo of turtle dove
And réveillé of lark, and almost spoken words
Of mavis, finch, and linnet, tremulous with love—
Eloquent emblems of the glory and the joy
That shall outburst upon the Resurrection Morn,
When the recovered life, unmixed with sin’s
alloy,
(As o’er horizon’s verge is cloudless radiance born,)
Shall issue from the tomb of thousand centuries,
The dust of hoary ages—mausoleums vast
And “antres ” mighty,—arid desert wastes, where

flies

No wing, though once stood there proud cities of
the past—

From battle-fields, and catacombs, and ocean
beds,

And glacier lands, and charred extinct volcano
slopes—

From steppes and prairies, whereon the red sun
sheds

Its golden sheen in vain—from tracts where human
hopes

And fears and energies had ceased, long, long
ago

To live and move and work—from cemeteries
quaint

Near hamlets obsolete—from ruins round which

grow

The yew and ivy, and where wails the bittern’s
plaint,

And owl and cormorant and raven hold sad
sway—

From every place whereon life’s drama acted was,

And death’s black curtain fell, the dawning of
the Day

Of great Account shall bring eternal gain or loss.

FraNncis MEREDYTH.
Zarah. (S. Tinsley and Co.)

EASTER DAY.

*“O Death, where is thy sting? O Grave, where is thy
victory ?

O BEsST and brightest day,
When Christ, our king, arose
To melt our fears away,
And vanquish all our foes :
Through Heaven and earth shall ring
The glad triumphant cry :—
% O Death, where is thy sting?
Where, Grave, thy victory ?

Rejoice ! our living Head
Will life to us restore :
Where sleep the saintly dead
Let Pity weep no more ;
For they shall rise and sing,
Who now in darkness lie :—
“ O Death, where is thy sting?
Where, Grave, thy victory?”

Rejoice !—the bonds of sin
Our God hath rent away,
And all may freedom win
Who will His Love obey :
So we in triumph sing,
And our last foe defy :—
“ O Death, where is thy sting ?
Where, Grave, thy victory ?

L. TUTTIETT.
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I.

LOVE AND LOVERS.

¢ And then the Lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow.”

As vou LikE It, A 11, Sc. 7.

‘Tuis done, the blossom and the fruit of all

Was her prime truth, into each element

Of his life’s feelings and its acts, to instil :

*Twas Love’s divinest essence. In the soul,

Central its altar’s flame for ever burns

Inviolate, and knowing not the change

Which time and fate o’er all else in the world

Bring speedily, or with a creeping film

That hides decay. Ever at peace it dwells

With its secure desires, which are soul-fed,

Nor on idolatrous devotion made

Dependent, nor on will and wayward moods

Of others ; ’tis self-centred as a star,

And in the music of the conscious nerves,

Finds bliss, which e’en the slightest touch or
look

Of this magnetic passion can create,

And render perfect. Nor doth absence break

The links of ecstasy, which from a heart

By a heart are drawn ; but midst the glare of day,

The depths of night, alone, or in a crowd,

Imagination of love’s balmy breath

Can to the spirit fashion and expand

Love’s own pure rapture and delirium.

To this fixed sublimation there belong

No conflicts of pale doubts, anxieties,

Mean jealousies, anguish of heart-crushed slaves,

And forlorn faces looking out on seas

Of coming madness, from the stony gaps

Through which departed truth and bliss have
fled ;

*

But high communion, and a rapturous sense
Of passion’s element, whereof all life

Is made; and therefore life should ne’er attain
A mastery o’er its pure creative light.

R. H. HorNE.

Orion. (Chatto and Windus.)

THE SELF-ENGROSSMENT OF LOVE.

AND see, the lovers go
With lingering steps and slow,
Over all the world together, all in all,
Over all the world! The empires fall ;
The onward march of Man seems spent ;
The nations rot in dull content;
The blight of war, a bitter flood,
From continent to continent,
Rolls on with waves of blood ;
The light of knowledge sinks, the fire of
thought burns low ;
There seems scant thought of God ; but yet
One power there is men ne’er forget,
And still through every land bencath the
skies,
Rapt, careless, looking in each other’s eyes,
With lingering steps and slow,
The lovers go.
Lewis MORRIS.
The Ode of Life. (K. Paul.)
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THE THIRTY REQUISITES.
THIRTY points of perfection each judge understands,
The standard of feminine beauty demands.

Three white:—and, without further prelude, we know
That the skin, hands, and teeth should be pearly
as snow.
Three black :—and our standard departure forbids
From dark eyes, darksome tresses, and darkly-
fringed lids. I
Three red :—and the lover of comeliness seeks
For the hue of the rose in the lips, nails, and cheeks.
Three long :—and of this you, no doubt, are aware?
Long the body should be, long the hands, long the
hair.
Three short :—and herein nicest beauty appears,—
Feet short as a fairy’s, short teeth, and short ears.
Three large :—and remember this rule as to size
Embraces the shoulders, the forehead, the eyes.
Three narrow :—a maxim to every man’s taste,—
Circumference small in mouth, ankle, and waist.
Three round: —and in this I see infinite charms—
Rounded fulness apparent in leg, hip, and arms.
Three fine :—and can aught the enchantment
eclipse, '
Of fine tapering fingers, fine hair, and fine lips ?
Three small :—and my thirty essentials are told—
Small head, nose, and bosom, compact in its mould.

Now the dame who comprises attractions like these,
Will require not the cestus of Venus to please ;
While he who has met with a union so rare,
Has had better luck than has fall'n to my share.
WiLLiAM HARRISON AINSWORTH.
Ballads. (G. Routledge and Sons.)

[This and the subsequent extracts from Ainsworth’s
Ballads are inserted by kind permission of the publishers,
Messrs. George Routledge and Sons.]

Love's of itself too sweet ; the best of all
1s, when love’s honey has a dash of gall.
RoBerRT HERRICK.
A PAIR WELL MATCHED.

Fair Iris I lave, and hourly I die,
But not for a lip, nor a languishing eye ;
She’s fickle and false, and there we agree,
For I am as false and as fickle as she ;
We neither believe what either can say,
And ncither believing, we neither betray.

*Tis civil to swear, and to.say things of course,

We mean not the taking for better or worse:

When present we love; and when absent
agree ;

I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me ;

The legend of Love no couple can find,

So easy to part, or so equally join'd.

Joun DryDEN.

-

(FroM THE FRENCH.)
“] NEVER give a kiss (says Prue)
To naughty man, for I abhor it.”
She will not give a kiss, ’tis true;
She'll Zake one though, and thank you for it!
THoMAS MOORE.

NAMES.

I AskED my fair one happy day,
What I should call her in my lay;
By what sweet name from Rome or Greece;
Lalage, Nera, Chloris,
Sappho, Lesbia, or Doris,
Arethusa or Lucrece.

‘“ Ah!" replied my gentle fair,
¢ Beloved, what are names but air?
Choose thou whatever suits the line ;
Call me Sappho, call me Chloris,
Call me Lalage, or Doris,
Only, only call me Thine.”

S. T. COLERIDGE.

A LOVE-LESSON.
(FroM THE FRENCH OF CLEMENT MARoT.)
A swgeT “No, no,”—with a sweet smile beneath,
Becomes an honest girl : I'd have you learn it:—
As for plain “ Yes,” it may be said, i'faith,
Too plainly and too oft :—pray, well discern it.

Not that I'd have my pleasure incomplete,

Or lose the kiss for which my lips beset you;
But that in suffering me to take it, sweet,

1'd have you say, “ No, no, I will not let you.”

Lrica HunT,

Poetical Works. (G. Routledge and Sons.)
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JENNY kiss’d me when we met,

Jumping from the chair she sat in.
Time, you thief, who love to get

Sweets into your list, put that in :
Say I'm weary, say I'm sad,

Say that health and wealth have miss’d me,
Say I'm growing old, but add,

Jenny kiss’d me.

Leica HuxT.

SONG.
‘WHEN thy beauty appears,
In its graces and airs,
All bright as an angel new dropt from the sky;

At distance I gaze, and am awed by my |

fears,
So strangely you dazzle my eye !

But when without art,
Your kind thoughts you impart,
When your love runs in blushes through every
vein ;
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants
in your heart,
Then I know you're a woman again,

There’s a passion and pride
In our sex (she replied),
And thus (might I gratify both) I would do :
Still an angel appear to each lover beside,
But still be a woman to you.

THOMAS PARNELL.

DRINK ye to her that each loves best,
And if you nurse a flame

That's told but to her mutual breast,
We will not ask her name.

Enough, while memory tranced and glad
Paints silently the fair,

That each should dream of joys he’s had,
Or yet may hope to share.

Yet far, far hence be jest or boast
From hallow’d thoughts so dear;
But drink to them that we love most,
As they would love to hear.
THoMAs CAMPBELL.

« PLEASE TO RING THE BELLE.”

I'LL tell you a story that’s not in Tom Moore :—

Young Love likes to knock at a pretty girl’s door:

So he call’d upon Lucy—’twas just ten o’clock—

Like a spruce single man, with a smart double
knock.

N ow a handmaid, whatever her fingers be at,

Will run like a puss when she hears a rat-tat :

So Lucy ran up—and in two seconds more

Had question'd the stranger and answer’d the door.

The meeting was bliss ; but the parting was woe ;
For the moment will come when such comers must
805
So she kiss’d him, and whisper’'d—poor innocent
thing—
“ The next time you come, love, pray come with
a ring.”
Tromas Hoob.
Poctical Works. (Ward, Lock and Co.)
[Several extracts from the copyright poems by Thomas

Hood are included in this volume through the courtesy of
Messrs. Ward, Lack, and Co,]

LOVE IN A COTTAGE.

THEY may talk of love in a cottage,
And bowers of trellised vine—
Of nature bewitchingly simple,
And milkmaids half divine;
They may talk of the pleasure of sleeping
In the shade of a spreading tree,
And a walk in the fields at morning,
By the side of a footstep free !

But give me a sly flirtation
By the light of a chandelier—
With music to play in the pauses,
And nobody very near :
Or a seat on a silken sofa,
With a glass of pure old wine,
And mamma too blind to discover
The small white hand in mine.

Your love in a cottage is hungry,
Your vine is a nest for flies—
Your milkmaid shocks the Graces,

And simplicity talks of pies!
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You lie down to your shady slumber,
And wake with a fly in your ear,

And your damsel that walks in the morning
Is shod like a mountaineer.

True love is at home on a carpet,

And mightily likes his ease—
And true love has an eye for a dinner,

And starves beneath shady trees.
His wing is the fan of a lady,

His foot’s an invisible thing,
And his arrow is tipp'd with a jewel,

And shot from a silver string.

N. P. WiLL1s.

Poctical Works. (G. Routledge and Sons.)

FRIENDSHIP is constant in all other things,

Save in the office and affairs of love:

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own

tongues ;

Let every eye negotiate for itself,

And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch,

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.

WILLIAM SHAKSPERE,

Muck Ado about Nothing.

LEARN, that if to thee the meaning
Of all other eyes be shown,
Fewer eyes can ever front thee
That are skilled to read thine own;
And that if thy love’s deep current
Many another’s far outflows,
Then thy heart must take for ever
LESS THAN IT BESTOWS.
JEAN INGELOW.
Poems ; First Series. (Longmans.)

DANGEROUS PLAYTHINGS.

MaIDENSs are fickle and hard to please,
Butterflies dainty in plumage gay,
Staying a moment to flirt and teaze,
Waking a longing, and then away.
Dangerous playthings for idle hours,
Seeming so harmless, but oh ! so deep,
Armed with a legion of hidden pow’rs,
Innocent only when fast asleep.

Young men are selfish, and cold, and hard,
Looking for more than they give again,
Jealous lest ought should their hopes retard,

Making the most of a lover’s pain.
Dangerous playthings for idle hours,

Seeming so constant, so firm, so true,
Hiding life’s thorns 'neath its gayest flowers,

Painting their passion in rosy hue.

Yet there are hearts which are all they seem,
Loyal and true to the inmost core,
Looking on Love as a sacred theme,
Not to be played with and trifled o’er.
Dangerous playthings such hearts as these,
Worthy indeed to be proudly won,
Not to be sought for to fret and teaze,
Dangerous playthings to break in fun.

SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

LOVE’S LANGUAGE.

THEIR little language the children
Have, on the knee as they sit;

And only those who love them
Can find the key to it.

The words thereof and the grammar
Perplex the logician’s art ;

But the heart goes straight with the meaning,
And the meaning is clear to the heart.

So thou, my Love, hast a language
That, in little, says all to me :—

But the world cannot guess the sweetness
Which is hidden with Love and thee.

Francis TURNER PALGRAVE.
Lyrical Poems. (Macmillan and Co.)

SPORT not with love, if thou art wise ;

Sport not with love ! —a spark is pretty ;
But give it breath, and lo ! it flies

Rampant abroad, and flames a city!
If the fair maid may not be thine,

From love’s luxurious pasture turn thee,
Or those fair eyes that beam benign

Shall grow a scorching flame to burn thee !

JoHN STUART BLACKIR.

Lyrical Poems. (D. Douglas, Edinburgh.)
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A GIRL’S LOVE-SONG.

IT was an April morning
When my true love went out ;
The wind had never a warning ;
The sky had never a doubt.
Leaves and blossoms were lustres
On oak and maple and beech ;
Hopes were hanging in clusters
A little out of reach.

He wandered—he and no other—
Down by the little white brook ;
The stones sang one to another,
“ A king is coming ; look ! ”
The brook said, laughing and leaping,
¢ Peep, and you shall see.”
Through the leaves he went peeping,
And there he saw—Me.

Saw me, took me, crowned me,
There, as I stood in my shame ;

I knew that he had found me, °
Before I knew his name.

I went where I was fated,
Dumb with fear and surprise.

A week and a day I waited,
Before I saw his eyes.

I gave him never a whisper
For all the words he said;
The brook was a pleasant lisper,
It talked to him instead.
Brook, you told my emotion,
Hearing him plight his vow !
Brook, you have not a notion
What I feel for him now !

M. B. SMEDLEY.
Poems. (Strahan.)

SHE was fresh and she was fair,
Glossy was her golden hair ;
Like a blue spot in the sky
Was her clear and loving eye.

He was true and he was bold,
Full of mirth as he could hold ;
Thro’ the world he broke his way

With jest, and laugh, and lightsome lay.

Love ye wisely, love ye well;
Challenge then the gates of hell.
Love and truth can ride it out,
Come bridal song or battle shout.
Sir HENRY TAYLOR.
Edwin the Fair. (Kegan Paul and Co.)

As thou hono’rest Love—so will Love honour thee.
Lorp HOUGHTON.
Poetical Works.

SONG.

Love laid his sleepless head

On a thorny rosy bed ;

And his eyes with tears were red,
And pale his lips as the dead.

And fear and sorrow and scorn
Kept watch by his head forlorn.

Till the night was overworn

And the world was merry with morn.

And joy came up with the day
And kissed Love's lips as he lay,
And the watchers ghostly and grey
Sped from his pillow away.

And his eyes as the dawn grew bright,
And his lips waxed ruddy as light :
Sorrow may reign for a night,
But day shall bring back delight.
A. C. SWINBURNE.
Poems and Ballads ; Second Series.
(Chatto and Windus.)

. . . Lovers in their quainté gears,
Now in the crop, and now down in the breres,
Now up, now down, as bucket in a well.

G. CHAUCER.

NOT A MATCH.

KITTY, sweet and seventeen,
Pulls my hair and calls me “ Harry ;"
Hints that I am young and green,
Wonders if I wish to marry.
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Only tell me what reply
Is the best reply for Kitty ?
She’s but seventeen —and I—
I am forty—more’s the pity.

Twice at least my Kitty’s age
(Just a trifle over maybe)—
I am sober, I am sage ;
Kitty nothing but a baby.
She is merriment and mirth,
I am wise and gravely witty ;
She’s the dearest thing on earth,
I am forty—more’s the pity.

She adores my pretty rhymes,
Calls me “ poet ” when I write them;
And she listens oftentimes
Half an hour when I recite them.
Let me scribble by the page
Sonnet, ode, or lover’s ditty ;
Seventeen is Kitty’s age—
I am forty—more’s the pity.
HENRY S. LEIGH.
(Gillott and Goosequill.)

Love that asketh love again,
Finds the barter nought but pain ;
Love that giveth in full store,
Aye receives as much, and more.

Love, exacting nothing back,
Never knoweth any lack ;
Love, compelling love to pay,
Sees him bankrupt every day.
AUTHOR OF “ JoHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirty Years. (Macmillan.)

TEMPORA MUTANTUR, NOS ET

MUTAMUR IN ILLIS.
I oncE believed those simple folk
Who hold love a reality ;
And marriage not a social yoke
Of mere conventionality.

I thought the light of maidens’ eyes,
Their smiles and all the rest,

Were not mere baits to catch rich flies
And landed interest.

I once believed (which only shows
My most refreshing greenness)

That breaking faith and breaking vows
Came little short of meanness.

I once believed that matrimony
Was linking hearts and fates;
And not transferring sums of money
And joining large estates.

I once imagined (in my youth)
That not to keep a carriage

Was no impediment forsooth
To any happy marriage.

I also fancied (but I own
My verdure was delicious)

That trampling young affections down
Was positively vicious.

I did not think the Greeks were right—
Before I worshipped Mammon—
Who in declining marriage, write
The accusative case yduov.

The past ideas agree but ill
With our enlightened present ;
The lesson must be learnt, but still
The learning was not pleasant.

Good qualities girls don’t expect,
Or bodily or mental ;

You seldom find much intellect
Go with a princely rental.

True love is an exploded thing,
Fit only for romances ;

Who ever heard of marrying
A man without finances?

In short I disbelieve them all,
Those doctrines fundamental
I learnt when I was very small,
And very sentimental.
J. H. GiBss.

The Quadrilateral. (A volume of poems by three

Oxford friends.)

LovE seeketh not itself to please,
Nor for itself hath any care,
But for another gives its ease.
WILLIAM BLAKE.
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THERE is travel deep in woods,
And travel high in air,
And travel over wide green seas,
. And amid the cities fair.

You may follow the wandering swallow,
Or the passionate nightingale,

Dip for pearls with the diver,
Into the sunset sail.

But more than yield the wide seas,
More than the air above,

A man may find in his own heart
And the heart of his own true love.

MORTIMER COLLINS,
Frances.

SONG.

GIVE me back my heart, fair child ;
To you as yet ’tis worth but little:
Half beguiler, half beguiled,
Be you warned : your own is brittle !
I know it by your redd’'ning cheeks—
I know it by those two black streaks
Arching up your pearly brows
In a momentary laughter,
Stretched in long and dark repose
With a sigh the moment after.

“ Hid it ! dropt it on the moors!
Lost it, and you cannot find it.”
My own heart I want, not yours:
You have bound and must unbind it.
Set it free then from your net,
We will love, sweet—but not yet !
Fling it from you :—we are strong :
Love is trouble, love is folly :
Love, that makes an old heart young,
Makes a young heart melancholy.

AUBREY DE VERE.
Poems, Miscellaneous and Sacred. (Burns and Oates. )

TOO HOT.

CLap in white flannel, and lolling most lazily
Down in the bows of our slow-drifting boat,

Watching the gnats as they skim about mazily
Over our heads, as in silence we float—

Topaz-hued cider-cup cool and delectable
Stands by my head (a right excellent érew),

While twixt my lips rests a very respectable
Weed, that I'm sure in Havana once grew.

Opposite me in diaphanous drapery,
Some one is seated pretending to steer,
Daintily toying with spoils from the grapery,
Paying small heed to our shallop’s career.

Thus at our ease we float onward deliciously,
Thinking of nothing and hardly awake,

Save when a wasp all unasked and officiously
Strives in his way our acquaintance to make.

When we embarked I had views matrimonial,
Meaning to ask my companion to wed,
Soon all is changed, for the heat— Zorrid-sonial—
Drives such intentions right out of my head.
SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

THE LOVER'S DAY.

GORSE-PLAINS that flower their gold into the streams
Beneath the open blossom of the sky ;

Sea-floods that weave their blue and purple seams ;
White sails that lift the billows as they fly :
Not these in their abounding rapture vie

With love’s diviner dreams.

Those lovers tire not when the sun is pale ;
No statelier awning than a bristled tree

With branches cedared by the salten gale,
Stretched back, as if with wings that cannot flee:
They linger, and the sun departs by sea;

He spreads his crimson sail.

They watch him as he piles his busy deck
With golden treasure ; as his sail expands ;

They see him sink ; they gaze upon the wreck
Through the still twilight of the silvery sands.
One cloud is left to the deserted lands:

The blue-set moon’s cold-fleck.

They linger though the pageant hath gone by :
The opal cloud is lit o’er sea and plain;
The moon is full of one day’s memory,
And tells the tale of Nature o’er again,
Its glory mingled in the soul’s refrain
Under that lover’s sky.
THoMAs GorRDON HAKE
Legends of the Morrow. (Chatto and Windus.)
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JEALOUSY.

Nor tigress freshly of her whelps bereaved,

Nor usurer by debtor’s flight deceived,

Nor client in whose face great doors are slammed,

Nor author of a play distinctly damned,

Nor tenor hissed upon his favourite note,

Nor candidate defeated by one vote,

Nor débutante before a crushing “ quiz,”

Is half so savage as a woman is,

When, in that mean caprice which often sways her,

She bid her lover ““ Go !"—and ke obeys her.

RoBERT REECE.

Undine.

LOVE'S STRESS.

ABouT my love, oh Love, why do I sing?
Can’st thou by my weak words my great love
know,
Or can I hope that any words should show
The exquisite interchange of June with Spring,
That makes thy sweet soul the divine, strange thing
Of which no man the memory lets go
Once having known? What breath have I to
blow
The clarion with thy praises echoing?
1 sing not for thy sake, nor for men’s sake—
I do but sing to ease my soul from stress
Of love, and thy deep, passionate loveliness :
So in some great despair our hearts must break,
But for our bitter sobs and frantic cries,
Sent out against the inaccessible skies.
PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON.
[From Zime, by kind permission of Messrs. Kelly and Co.]

As taking in mind as in feature,
How many will sigh for her sake !

I wonder, the sweet little creature,
What sort of a wife she would make.

WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.

AN INTERLUDE.
[ExTRrACT.]
IN the greenest growth of the Maytime,
1 rode where the woods were wet,
Between the dawn and the daytime ;
The spring was glad that we met.

There was something the season wanted,

Though the ways and the woods smelt sweet ;

The breath at your lips that panted,
The pulse of the grass at your feet.

You came, and the sun came after,
And the green grew golden above ;

And the flag-flowers lightened with laughter,
And the meadow-sweet shook with love.

Your feet in the full-grown grasses
Moved soft as a weak wind blows ;
You passed me as April passes,
With face made out of a rose.

A. C. SWINBURNE.

Poems and Ballads ; First Seres.

(Chatto and Windus.)

WHITE ROSES.

SHE sat by her open piano,
Under lavish gold of her hair,
And loosed the tide of her playing
On the stillness of evening air:
Like a spring-tide surging and spreading,
In celestial strength and grace,
From her magical floating fingers,
And the peace of her white-rose face.

Ah! what words for that saintly music,
With divine unconsciousness played ?
In a trance the starlight listened,
And the lawns, and the laurel shade.
It was now like the roar of billows,
With a diamond spray breaking through,
Now tenderly soft, and wondrous
As the birth of the summer dew.

Too brief was that glimpse of heaven,
Like an angel’s visit it passed ;
Pure notes dropped, slowly and starlike,
And she blushed—blue-eyed—at the last.
But 1 could remember her ever
By that rapturous, melodied space,
By the sunset cloud of her tresses,
And the dream on her white-rose face.

WiLLiaM WILKINS.
Songs of Study. (K. Paul.)
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DEPRECIATING HER BEAUTY.

I LOVE not thy perfections. When I hear

Thy beauty blazoned, and the common tongue
Cheapening with vulgar praise a lip, an ear,

A cheek that I have prayed to ;—when among
The loud world’s gods my god is noised and sung,
Her wit applauded, even her taste, her dress,
Her each dear hidden marvel lightly flung

At the world’s feet and stripped to nakedness—
Then I despise thy beauty utterly,

Crying, “ Be these your gods, O Israel !”

And I remember that on such a day

1 found thee with eyes bleared and cheeks all pale,
And lips that trembled to a voiceless cry,

And that thy bosom in my bosom lay.

Love Sonnets of Proteus. (K. Paul.)

WHILE roses are so red,
While lilies are so white,
Shall a woman exalt her face,
Because it gives delight ?
She’s not so sweet as a rose,
A lily’s straighter than she,
And if she were as red or white,
She’d be but one of three.

CHRISTINA ROSSETTI.

Poems. (Macmillan and Co.)

FALSE OR TRUE?

TrUTH frequently lies, I've oft heard tell,

In deepest depths of a deep, deep well :

Can you imagine it always lies

In fathomless depths of sweet brown eyes ?
J. ASHBY-STERRY.

Boudosr Ballads. (Chatto and Windus.)

CROCUS-GATHERING.

CoME, gather the crocus-cups with me,
And dream of the summer coming :

Saffron and purple and snowy white,
All awake to the first bee’s humming,.

The white is there for the maiden-heart,
And the purple is there for sorrow :
The saffron is there for the true true love,
And they’ll all be dead to-morrow.
SEBAsTIAN Evans,
Brother Fabian's Manuscript. (Macmillan and Co.)

VIOLETS AT HOME.

O HAPPY buds of violet !
I give them to my sweet, and she
Puts them where something sweeter yet
Must always be.

White violets find whiter rest :
For fairest flowers how fair a fate !
For me remain, O fragrant breast !

Inviolate.
MoORTIMER COLLINS.

The Inn of Strange Mectings. (K. Paul.)

[ExTRACT.]

LovE, like an odour-bearing dew, distils

From her heart’s flower, and with its innocence
Sweetens her soul, and all her senses fills

With the new, heavenly sense.
Soon is her face with the love-witchery lit,

But when another comes its sweets to glean
It strives with bashful veil to cover it

Lest her new thoughts be seen.

She is all love and one her love would claim,
Which ’neath his look she trembles to confess,
As if her heart had sinned and in its shame
Was stricken passionless.
As though the hills were on her eyelids piled
She stood abashed, in all her thoughts reproved
To feel but yesterday she was a child
In sight of him she loved.

Her thoughts are only tendril-like entwined
One with another, clinging as in play,
And dare not yet about a lover’s wind,
But, shrinking, drop away.
Even thus perturbed, such love-allurements crowd
Her helpless face, no man, the least of these
Could dwell on, were he to an angel vowed,
And turn away in peace.
THoMas GorpoN HAKE.
Maiden Ecstasy. (Chatto and Windus.)



96 TABLETS OF THE HEART.

SAYNTE VALENTYNE: HYS DAYE.

A crocus here, a snowdrop there,
A breath of Winter in the air;

In windless hollows hopeful hints
Of later Spring’s transmuting tints ;
In valley dank, on chilly down,

The green grass climbing through the brown ;

These, and the ever busy birds,
Proclaim in signs and chirping words :—
"Tis ¢ Valentyne Hys Daye !” time
To clothe the mating hours
With fragrance as of Maytime,
Or Shakespeare’s sweetest flowers,

Shy boy and coyly-conscious maid —
She knows, the elf, he’s half afraid
To ask, in borrowed, limping line,
Her smile, “ His first, best Valentine !”
The ruthless Saynte their hearts hath ta’en
And filled them with delicious pain,
Hath led them on bound eyes and feet
Into the land of Bitter-Sweet—

Where * Valentyne Hys Daye ” wears

A very April face,
And many a blooming spray bears
. Of tempest just a trace.

Thy custom, Saynte, it speaks the truth,
When Manhood overtaketh Youth !
When she, in her maturest teens,
Feels freshly what the homage means.
A ritual rich in murmured sounds !
Songs whose sweet music hath no bounds!
Come, precious Saynte, restore in rhyme
The spirit of the knightliest time ;
Till “Valentyne Hys Daye ” hath
Acquired the gentle glow
That glorifies the grey path
Which tender lovers know !

Shrive the sad soul that doth not stir
If not a present worshipper—

The heart that, young in feelings yet,
One dawning dear cannot forget.
Come, father, own the tender thrill,—
Now, mother, you've his offering still!

“ Saynte Valentyne!” Threescore and ten—

Thy name doth make them young again !

¢ Saynte Valentyne Hys Daye !” time
To clothe the passing hours

With memories of Life’s Maytime,
And Love’s undying flowers !

BYRON WEBBER.

PROPHETIC BIRDS.

ON May-morn two lovers stood

For the first time in the wood ;

And lip wooed lip, and heart wooed heart,
Till words must cease, and tears must start ;
And overhead in the rustling green

The birds talked over their fate unseen.

““ Sure,” said the thrush, “ we'll wed them soon ;”
“Yea,” said the turtle-dove, ““in June ;”
“They’ll make fine sport ere the year is out,”
Said the magpie between a laugh and a shout.
And heedlessly the lovers heard

The senseless babble of bird with bird.

“Sure,” croaked the jackdaw, “in July

They’ll quarrel, or no daw am I—

Why, let them, since they are but men;”
“They can make it up though,” quoth the wren.
And heedlessly the lovers heard

A senseless babble of bird with bird.

“ Love with them shall be sweet, ere sad,”
Said the goldfinch,—*“August shall make them glad.”
“Yea,” said the oriole, “ one rich noon
They shall lengthen love in a golden swoon.”
And all this while the lovers heard

But a senseless babble of bird with bird.

“ My news is from Prince Popinjay,”

Sighed the hoopoe. *“ Ah! one August day
They shall dream in the sunset, and fall asleep,
And one shall awake from the dream to weep.”
And heedlessly the lovers heard

This senseless babble of bird with bird.

But a nightingale in a far-off shade

That moment silenced the chattering glade,

And sang like an angel from above

Some mystic song of eternal love.

And all this singing the lovers heard

As the senseless babble of bird with bird.

ArTHUR W, E. O'SHAUGHNESSY.

Music and Moonlight. (Chatto and Windus.)
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UNDECIDED.

WHEN one thing only I can do,
I'm fully satisfied ;

But should there happen to be two,
I never can decide.

I’m very changeable ; my views
Are never well defined ;

I can’t accept, I can’t refuse,
I can’t make up my mind.

A pair of Cupid’s shafts have run
My heart completely through,

Most people are in love with one,
But I'm in love with two.

I’m sure they’re both in love with me,
They're both so very kind—

But still, to be or not to be,
I can’t make up my mind.

The one is dark, the other fair ;
Yet both are fair to view:

‘The one has lots of raven hair,
The other’s eyes are blue.

‘The one is gushing (so they say),
The other more refined ;

Yet each is lovely in her way—
I can’t make up my mind.

I'll read the paper: what, by Jove !
They’re married ! each of them

To some infernal happy cove,
Whose taste I can’t condemn.

They're married ! yes, for weal or woe
The registries are signed :

But whether they were wise or no,
I can’t make up my mind.

EpwiN HaMmiLTON,
Dublin Doggerels. (W. McGee, Dublin.)

WISHES TO HIS SUPPOSED MISTRESS.
[ExTRACT.]
I wisH her beauty
That owes not all its duty
To gaudy tire, or glist’ring shoe-tie ;
Something more than

Taffeta or tissue can,
Or rampant feather, or rich fan;

More than the spoil
Of shop, or silkworms’ toil,
Or a bought blush, or a set sm’le.

A face that's best
By its own beauty drest,
And can alone command the rest ;

A face made up
Out of no other shop
Than what nature’s white hand sets ope.

RICHARD CRASHAW.

~rmsaaaan

FIRST LOVE REMEMBERED.

PEACE in her chamber, wheresoe’er
It be, a holy place:

The thought still brings my soul such grace
As morning meaJows wear.

Whether it still be small and light,
A maid’s who dreams alone,

As from her orchard-gate the moon
Its ceiling showed at night :

Or whether, in a shadow dense
As nuptial hymns invoke,

Innocent maidechood awoke
To married innocence :

There still the thanks unheard await
The unconscious gift bequeathed :
For there my soul this hour has breathed
An air inviolate.
DANTE G. ROSSETTI.
Foems.  (Ellis and White.)

AAA AAAAAnr

AmaryrLis I did woo,
And I courted Phyllis too ;
Daphne for her love I chose,
Chloris, for that damask rose
In her cheek, I held so dear,
Yea, a thousand liked well near ;
And, in love with all together,
Feared the enjoying either :
"Cause to be of one possessed,
Barred the hope of all the rest.
GEORGE WITHER.
H
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A sweET disorder in the dress
Kindles in clothes a wantonness ;

A lawn about the shoulders thrown
Into a fine distractidn;

An erring lace, which here and there
Enthrals the crimson stomacher ;

A cuff neglectful, and thereby
Ribbons to flow confusedly ;

A winning wave, deserving note,

In the tempestuous petticoat ;

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie
I see a wild civility ;—

Do more bewitch me, than when art
Is too precise in every part.

RoOBERT HERRICK.

PALINODIA.

¢ Nec meus hic sermo est, sed quem praecepit ’—HORACE.

THERE was a time, when I could feel
All passion’s hopes and fears ;
And tell what tongues can ne’er reveal
By smiles, and sighs, and tears.
The days are gone ! no more—no more
The cruel Fates allow ;
And, though I'm hardly twenty-four,—
I'm not a lover now.
Lady, the mist is on my sight,
The chill is on my brow ;
My day is night, my bloom is blight ;
I’'m not a lover now !

I never talk about the clouds,
1 laugh at girls and boys,

I'm growing rather fond of crowds,
And very fond of noise ;

1 never wander forth alone
Upon the mountain’s brow ;

1 weighed, last winter, sixteen stone ;—
I’m not a lover now !

I never wish to raise a veil,
I never raise a sigh;

I never tell a tender tale,
I never tell a lie:

I cannot kneel, as once I did ;
I've quite forgot my bow ;

I never do as I am bid ;—
I'm not a lover now !

I make strange blunders every day,
If I would be gallant;
Take smiles for wrinkles, black for grey,
And nieces for their aunt :
I fly from folly, though it flows
From lips of loveliest glow ;
I don’t object to length of nose ;—
I'm not a lover now !

I find my Ovid very dry,
My Petrarch quite a pill,
Cut Fancy for Philosophy,
Tom Moore for Mr. Mill.
And belles may read, and beaux my write,—
I care not who or how;
I burnt my album, Sunday night ;—
I'm not a lover now.

I don't encourage idle dreams
Of poison or of ropes :
I cannot dine on airy schemes ;
I cannot sup on hopes :
New milk, I own, is very fine,
Just foaming from the cow ;
But yet, I want my pint of wine ;—
I’'m not a lover now |

When Laura sings young hearts away,
I'm deafer than the deep;

When Leonora goes to play,
I sometimes go to sleep ;

When Mary draws her white gloves out,
I never dance, I vow,—

“Too hot to kick one’s heels about ! "
I'm not a lover now !

I'm busy, now, with state affairs ;
I prate of Pitt and Fox;
I ask the price of rail-road shares,
1 watch the turns of stocks.
And this is life ! no verdure blooms
Upon the withered bough ;
I save a fortune in perfumes ;—
I'm not a lover now !

I may be yet, what others are,
A boudoir’s babbling fool,

The flattered star of Bench or Bar,
A party’s chief, or tool :—
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Come shower or sunshine, hope or fear,
The palace or the plough,—
My heart and lute are broken here ;
I'm not a lover now !
Lady, the mist is on my sight,
The chill is on my brow,
My day is night, my bloom is blight ;
I'm not a lover now !
W. M. Praeb.
Poems. (Ward and Lock.)

AH me! the little tyrant thief,
As once my heart was playing,
He snatch’d it up, and flew away,
Laughing at all my praying.
RicHARD LOVELACE

. - « WHAaTs his intention, I wish I could know,
For I'd rather be married than plagued by him
SO
UNKNOWN.

THERE’s no extinguishing
Love’s sturdy flame by puff of human breath,
Blow we hot or cold.
ALFRED AUSTIN.
Tower of Babel. (Blackwood.)

LYNMOUTH.
[ExTRrACT.]

I TARE my love’s hand ; looking in her eyes,
1 strive to speak, but the thought grows too vast—
Lo! a bird helps me out with it ; she sighs ;
Sing on, sweet bird, ’twill reach her heart at
last ! )

Oh, torrent, say thou art this heart of mine,
Strong, rapid, overwhelming ; I will break

Life’s very rocks with rage akin to thine,
And vanquish, ever striving for her sake.

Oh, bird, sing thou art even the voice my heart
Will find to woo her life through day by day,
So that she hearing never shall depart,
And the long way shall seem a little way.

Oh, wandering river that my love and I
Behold to-day through many a leafy screen,
Tell her that life shall be a gliding by,
A course like thine through this enchanted scene.
ARTHUR O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Songs of a Worker. (Chatto and Windus.)

[By kind permission of the Rev. A. W. Newport Deacon
and Messrs. Chatto and Windus. ]

’GAINST male self-will there is no argument
That is not overborne. He would not listen.
A man knows all before a woman speaks.
ALFRED AUSTIN,
Tower of Babel. (Blackwood.)

ALL the vows that ever men have broke,
In number more than ever women spoke.
WiLLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Midsummer Night's Dream.

THE POPLAR.
Ay, here stands the Poplar, so tall and so stately,
On whose tender rind—'twas a little one then—
We carved /er initials ; though not very lately—
We think in the year eighteen hundred and ten.

Yes, here is the G which proclaimed Georgiana ;
Our heart’s empress then ; see, 'tis grown all
askew ;
And it’s not without grief we perforce entertain a
Conviction, it now looks much more like a Q.

This should be the great D too, that once stood
for Dobbin,
Her loved patronymic—ah ! can it be so?
Its once fair proportions, time, too, has been
robbing ;
A D ?—we'll be Deed if it isn’t an O !

Alas! how the soul sentimental it vexes,
That thus on our labours stern Chronos should
frown,
Should change our soft liquids to izzards and Xes,
And turn true-love’s alphabet all upside down !
R. H. BarHaM.
Ingoldsby Legends. (Bentley.)

[Messrs. R. Bentley and Son, to whose courtesy I am
indebted for permission to print this and the subsequent
extracts from the *¢ Ingoldsby Legends,” have recently pub-
lished a sixpenny illustrated edition of that delightful book.]

H 2
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ONE star only for Love’s heaven ;
One rose only for Love's breast ;
One love only to be given.

Star that gathers all stars’ glory ;
Rose all sweetness of the rest;
Love that is all life’s glad story.

AUGUSTA WEBSTER.
The Auspicious Day. (Macmillan and Co.)

TO PHCEBE.

¢ GENTLE, modest little flower,

Sweet epitome of May,

Love me but for half an hour,
Love me, love me, little fay.”

Sentences so fiercely flaming
In your tiny shell-like ear,

I should always be exclaiming
If I loved you, PH@EBE dear.

¢ Smiles that thrill from any distance

Shed upon me while I sing !

Please ecstaticize existence,
Love me, oh, thou fairy thing !”

Words like these, outpouring sadly,
You’d perpetually hear, ,

If I loved you fondly, madly ;—
But I do not, PH®EBE dear.

W. S. GILBERT.
The “ Bab” Ballads. (Routledge.)

A TRANSCENDENTAL egotism, Love,—
Which deifies a dearer self, and makes
The heart a shrine, pure for the sake of it ;
Upon whose altar self by self is slain,

And adoration crowned by sacrifice.

ALFRED AUSTIN.
The Tower of Babel. (Blackwood.)

TWO KISSES.

THE weird grey light on the window
Glimmered and glowed through the rain,

As we watched for the hour of parting ;
And I kissed her with kisses twain ;

Once on the brow for sorrow,
And once on the lips for love ;
And I passed, with a light in my heart-deeps,
And a God in the heavens above.
ALEXANDER R. EAGaRr.

A MAN’S REQUIREMENTS.

LovE me, Sweet, with all thou art,
Feeling, thinking, seeing ;

Love me in the lightest part,
Love me in full being.

Love me with thine open youth
In its frank surrender ;
With the vowing of thy mouth,
With its silence tender.

" Love me with thine azure eyes,
Made for earnest granting ;
Taking colour from the skies,
Can Heaven’s truth be wanting ?

Love me with their lids, that fall
Snow-like at first meeting ;

Love me with thine heart, that all
Neighbours then see beating.

Love me with thine hand stretched out
Freely—open-minded :

Love me with thy loitering foot,
Hearing one behind it.

Love me with thy voice, that turns
Sudden faint above me ;

Love me with thy blush that burns
When I murmur, Zove me /

Love me with thy thinking soul,
Break it to love-sighing ;

Love me with thy thoughts that roll
On through living— dying.

Love me in thy gorgeous airs,
When the world has crowned thee ;
Love me, kneeling at thy prayers,
With the angels round thee.

Love me pure, as musers do,
Up the woodlands shady :
Love me gaily, fast and true,
As a winsome lady.
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Through all hopes that keep us brave,
Further off or nigher,

Love me for the house and grave,
And for something higher.

Thus, if thou wilt prove me, Dear,
Woman'’s love no fable,
7 will love #hee—half a year—
As a man is able.
ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.
Poems. (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

Aras for hourly change ! Alas for all
The loves that from his hand proud youth lets
fall,
Even as the beads of a told rosary !
DANTE G. ROSSETTI.
Ballads and Sonnets. (Ellis and White.)

AnAnAn AN

This test for love ;—in every kiss sealed fast
To feel the first kiss and forebode the last.
DANTE G. ROSSETTI.
Ballads and Sonnets. (Ellis and White.)

THE lover, if for certain days,
His fair one be beyond his gaze,
Sinks not in grief and wild amaze,
But, wiser wooer,
He spends his time in writing lays,
And posts them to her.
Lewis CARROLL.
Phantasmagoria. (Macmillan.)

AR AN -~

I HAD a heart
And a doll at five years old. I played with them
Till I out-grew such trifles. Who can tell
Under what dust of broken toys they lie ?
Let no man dig them out; I should not know

them.
M. B. SMEDLEY.

Loems.  (Straban.)

P

STOP THIEF!
My heart is yours. What can you want with fzw
Hearts ? oh you traitor, you !
What can you keep a sccond heart to do ?
CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTL

AT TWO-AND-TWENTY.

MaRr1aN, May, and Maud
Have not past me by,—
Archéd foot, and mobile mouth,
And bronze-brown eye !

When my hair is grey,
Then I shall be wise ;

Then, thank Heaven! I shall not care
For bronze-brown eyes.

Then let Maud and May
And Marian pass me by :
So they do not scorn me now,
What care 1?
T. B. ALDRICH.
Cloth of Gold. (Routledge.)

T NN

WHEN the rose of thine'own being
Shall reveal its central fold,

‘Thou shalt look within and marvel,
Fearing what thine eyes behold ;

What it shows and what it teaches
Are not things wherewith to part ;

Thorny rose ! that always costeth

Beatings at the heart.

Jean INGELOW.
Loems ; First Sertes. (Longmans.)

THE CROWN OF LOVE.

I wotLp be a goddess in
The light of those dear eyes,
Apt to hold you as to win,
All-beautiful, all-wise.
Pray you wherefore should you deem
This a vain and idle dream ?
Purblind love which cannot see
That woman still to man may be
Whatever she can seem!

1 would win your tender trust,
But not to keep you still

Knceling lowly in the dust
Obedient to my will ;

Nor to surfeit all my days

On the nectar of your praise ;
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Sonnets and Songs.

Or to hear it sung so high
That the idle passer-by
Paused to hear your lays.

I but ask you for your faith
That, wounded by the herd,
I may bring you healing with
The magic of a word ;
Pray you to believe me so
That in darkness, doubt or woe,
I may guide you when you grope,
Light you with my stronger hope,
Warm you with my glow.
I would have you love me well
That, fainting in the strife,
Kiss of mine should be a spell
To win you back to life ;
Love me so that day or night
I could shut the world from sight,
Keep it out with woven arms,
Or subdue it with my charms
As a goddess might !

Love ! my worth will wax or wane

As your light shall shine ;
Now a homely thing, or vain,

Now almost divine.
Lorn of love my hands hang down,
I am nothing when you frown ;

Hold me fair and keep me great,

With your faithfulness for state,
And your love for crown !

EMmILY PFEIFFER.

(C. Kegan Paul and Co.)

A VALENTINE.
To tTHE Hon. M. C. STANHOPE.

Harr, day of music, day of Love,
On earth below, in air above.
In air the turtle fondly moans,
The linnet pipes in joyous tones ;
On earth the postman toils along,
Bent double by huge bales of song,
Where, rich with many a gorgeous dye,
Blazes all Cupid’s heraldry—
Myrtles and roses, doves and sparrows,
Love-knots and altars, lamps and arrows.
What nymph without wild hopes and fears
The double rap this morning hears ?

Unnumbered lasses, young and fair,
From Bethnal Green to Belgrave Square,

With cheeks high flushed, and hearts loud beating,

Await the tender annual greeting.
The loveliest lass of all is mine—
Good morrow to my Valentine !
Good morrow, gentle child ! and then
Again good morrow, and again,

Good morrow following still good morrow,
Without one cloud of strife or sorrow.
And when the god to whom we pay
In jest our homages to-day,

Shall come to claim, no more in jest,
His rightful empire o’er thy breast,
Benignant may his aspect be,

His yoke the truest liberty :

And if a tear his power confess,

Be it a tear of happiness.

It shall be so. The Muse displays
The future to her votary’s gaze ;
Prophetic rage my bosom swells—

I taste the cake—1I hear the bells !
From Conduit Street the close array
Of chariots barricades the way

To where I see, with outstretched hand,
Majestic, thy great kinsman stand,
And half unbend his brow of pride,
As welcoming so fair a bride.

Gay favours, thick as flakes of snow,
Brighten St. George’s portico :

Within I see the chancel’s pale,

The orange flowers, the Brussels veil,
The page on which those fingers white,
Still trembling from the awful rite,
For the last time shall faintly trace
The name of Stanhope’s noble race.

I see kind faces round thee pressing,

I hear kind voices whisper blessing ;
And with those voices mingles mine—
All good attend my Valentine !

Lorp MaAcauLay.

~r

LOVE'S CALENDAR.
TaLk of love in Vernal hours,
When the landscape blushes
With the dawning glow of flowers,
While the early thrushes
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Warble in the apple tree ;
When the primrose, springing
From the green bank, lulls the bee,
On its blossom swinging.

Talk of love in Summer-tide,
When thro’ bosky shallows
Trills the streamlet—all its side
Pranked with freckled mallows ;—
‘When in mossy lair of wrens
Tiny eggs are warming ;
When above the reedy fens
Dragon-gnats are swarming,

Talk of love in Autumn days,
When the fruit, all mellow,
Drops amid the ripening rays,
While the leaflets yellow
Circle in the sluggish breeze
With their portents bitter ;
When between the fading trees
Broader sunbeams glitter.

Talk of love in Winter-time,
When the hailstorm hurtles,
While the robin sparks of rime
Shakes from hardy myrtles ;
Never speak of love with scorn,
Such were direst treason ;
Love was made for eve and morn,
And for every season.
CHARLES KENT.

Aletheia, and other Poems. (Longman and Co.)

TOUJOURS AMOUR.

PriTHEE tell me, Dimple-Chin !
At what age does Love begin ?
Your blue eyes have scarcely seen
Summers three, my fairy queen !
But a miracle of sweets,

Soft approaches, sly retreats,
Show the little archer there,
Hidden in your pretty hair ;
When didst learn a heart to win ?
Prithee tell me, Dimple-Chin !

“Oh ! ” the rosy lips reply,

I can't tell you if I try.

"Tis so long I can’t remember:
Ask some younger lass than I'!”

Tell, O tell me, Grizzled-Face!

Do your heart and head keep pace?
When does hoary Love expire,
When do frosts put out the fire ?
Can its embers burn below

All that chill December snow ?
Care you still soft hands to press,
Bonny heads to smooth and bless ?
When does Love give up the chase?
Tell, O tell me, Grizzled-Face !

“ Ah!” the wise old lips reply,—
“Youth may pass and strength may die ;
But of Love I can'’t foretoken:

Ask some older sage than 1?”

E. C. STEDMAN.

o v

VALENTINE’S DAY.

On! I wish I were a tiny browny bird from out
the south,
Settled among the alder-holts, and twittering by
the stream ;
I would put my tiny tail down, and put up my tiny
mouth,
And sing my tiny life away in one melodious
dream.

I would sing about the blossoms, and the sunshine
and the sky,
And the tiny wife I meant to have in such a cosy
nest ;
And if some one came and shot me dead, why
then I could but die,
With my tiny life and tiny song just ended at

their best.
CHARLES KINGSLEY.

Poems. (Macmillan.)

A HYMN TO BISHOP ST. VALENTINE.

[ExTRrACT.]

THE day, the only day returns,

The true redde letter day returns,

When summer time in winter burns ;

When a February dawn

Is open’d by two sleeves in lawn

Fairer than Aurora’s fingers,

And a burst of all bird singers,
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And a shower of billet-doux,
Tinging cheeks with rosy hues,
And over all a face divine,

Face good-natured, face most fine,
Face most anti-saturnine,

Even thine, yea, even thine,

Saint of sweethearts, Valentine!

LEeigH HuNT.

Poetical Works. (Routledge.)

I LovED : it was a photograph,
Blue eyes and golden hair :

An unaffected angel laugh
Made fairness doubly fair.

I wrote and offered her my hand
With lots of £. s. d.

Return of post brought answer, and
She had accepted me.

She came : the likeness had been good,
In eighteen sixty-one.

I almost wondered that it could
Have been so lately done.

She wished to keep her promise ; I
Refused, on various grounds;

And still repent my folly :—why ?
It cost a thousand pounds.

EpwiN HaMILTON.

Dublin Doggerels. (W. McGee, Dublin.)

SONG.

WaEN I am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree :
Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet ;
And if thou wilt, remember,
And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain ;

I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain:

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,
Haply I may remember,
And haply may forget.
CHRISTINA ROSSETTI
Loems. (Macmillan.)

IF thou must love me, let it be for nought
Except for love’s sake only. Do not say
I love her for her smile—her look—her way
Of speaking gently,—for a trick of thought
That falls in well with mine, and certes brought
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day "—
For these things in themselves, Beloveéd, may
Be changed, or change for thee,—and love, so
wrought,
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for
Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry,—-
A creature might forget to weep, who bore
Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby;
But love me for love’s sake, that evermore
Thou may’st love on, through love’s eternity.
EL1zABETH BARRETT BROWNING,
(Sonnets from the Portuguese.) Poems.
(Smith, Elder, and Co.)

THE clodded earth goes up in sweet-breathed
flowers,
In music dies poor human speech,
And into beauty blow those hearts of ours,
When Love is born in each.

Life is transfigured in the soft and tender
Light of Love, as a volume dun
Of rolling smoke becomes a wreathtd splendour
In the declining sun.
ALEXANDER SMITH.
A Life-Drama. (Macmillan.)

-~

My Love is the Flaming Sword
To fight through the world ;
Thy Love is the Shield to ward,
And the Armour of the Lord,
And the Banner of Heaven unfurled.
James THoMmsoN,

City of Dreadful Night. (Reeves and Turner.)
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THE Wine of Love is Music,
And the Feast of Love is Song ;
And when Love sits down to the Banquet,
Love sits long :
Sits long, and ariseth drunken,
But not with the Feast and the Wine;
He reeleth with His own Heart,
That great rich Vine.
James THousoON.

City of Dreadful Night. (Reeves and Turner.)

TRUE, she might be
A dainty partner in the game of lips,
Sweet’ning the honeymoon ; but what, alas !
When red hot youth cools down to iron man?
ALEXANDER SMITH.
A Life- Drama. (Macmillan.)

TAKINGS.

HE took her fancy when he came,

He took her hand, he took a kiss,
He took no notice of the shame

That glowed her happy cheek at this.

He took to come of afternoons,
He took an oath he'd ne’er deceive,
He took her master’s silver spoons,
And after that he took his leave.
Tromas Hoop THE YOUNGER.
Poems, Humorous and Pathetic.
{Chatto and Windus.)
[By kind permission of the Publishers.]

LovE comes unseen,—we only see it go.
AvusTIN DoBsoN.

Vignettes in Rhyme. (H. King and Co.)

NoxE but Death loves the lips by Love forsaken.

AvusTIN DOBSON.

Vignettes in Rhyme. (H. King and Co.)

YEs, wine is good, but Love is better still ;
For it assails the pulses of the heart

With swift yet soft suffusion. Love doth fill
Life’s vacant hollows, worse than any smart,

With pleasant tumults, surging joys that thrill
The silent soul to music. 'Tis an art
Which maketh poets of us all ; we sing
Like Sappho’s self, when Love once tunes the string.
ALFRED AUSTIN,
Rome or Death. (Blackwood.)

e

For Love is older far than all the Gods,
And will survive both Gods and men, and be
The Sovereign Ruler still, when nature nods,
And the scared stars through misty chaos flee—
Take Love away and we are brutal clods,
Blind, spelling out our fate without the key ;
Love, Love is our immortal part, and they
Who own it not are only walking clay.
ALFRED AUSTIN.
Rome or Death. (Blackwood.)

RETROSPECT.
[ExTracT ]

THERE is no life so commonplace
But, if you search it, you shall find
A secret chamber of the mind,
Enshrining some fair sainted face,
Where worship still is done with tears
That freshen the grey dusky years.

That was its living water once,
Sweet-singing ever by the way,
And gleaming through its darkest day,—
The glory of its young Romance :
But O, the desert wastes that spread
Where Love lives on, and Hope is dead !
WaLter C. SMITH.
Raban, or, Life Splinters. (J. Maclehose, Glasgow.)
[By kind permission of the Author and the Publisher. ]

O Y

VioLET eyes and golden hair

Trap a heart, it hath no chances,
Tangled in the glossy snare,

Blinded by the timid glances ;
And so many ways they shape it,
Hardly may the heart escape it ;

If the victim seck to fly them,

Eyes will plead, who can deny them ?
Fear o’crcome, if he grow bold,

Eyes will be so icy cold
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He must court the danger, wiling,

To win them back to warmth and smiling ;
Vainly shall he seek for grace

At the fair tormentor’s face,

She wilk hold without remorse,

Hold her prey by art or force ;

Then perchance she’ll use it kindly,
Or perchance she’ll lose it blindly,

Or she’ll practise slight and wronging
Till the poor heart breaks for longing ;
What cares she? she had her sport,
There are others to be caught !

But, and if another trapper
Takes the little heart that lies
Hidden in the violet eyes
From the cloakings that enwrap her ;
If he wear her in his breast,
It may be he will have rest ;
There is cause to fear in sooth,
She may work him mickle ruth ;
She may weary or deceive him,
She may hold him light and leave him,
And his own heart then must go
After, if he will or no;
Wheresoever she may be,
Must he follow, though she flee ;
Though she hide her in the tomb,
He must follow, ’tis his doom ;
When a man’s true heart is given
From its mate 'tis vainly riven,
Never shall it come again,
They can never more be twain.
B. M. RANKING.
Fair Rosamond. (Provost.)

AH! years may come, and years may bring
The truth that is not bliss,
But will they bring another thing
That will compare with this ?
A. H. CroucH.
Poems. (Macmillan.)

THE MOON’S MINION.
(From the Prose of C. Baudelaire.)
THINE eyes are like the sea, my dear,
The wand’ring waters, green and grey ;
Thine eyes are wonderful and clear,
And deep, and deadly, even as they ;

The spirit of the changeful sea
Informs thine eyes at night and noon,
She sways the tides, and the heart of thee,
The mystic, sad, capricious Moon !

The Moon came down the shining stair
Of clouds that fleck the summer sky,
She kissed'thee, saying, ¢ Child, be fair,
And madden men’s hearts, even as I;
Thou shalt love all things strange and sweet,
That know me and are known of me;
The lover thou shalt never meet,
The land where thou shalt never be ! ”

She held thee in her chill embrace,
She kissed thee with cold lips divine,
She left her pallor on thy face,
That mystic ivory face of thine;
And now I sit beside thy feet,
And all my heart is far from thee,
Dreaming of her I shall not meet,
And of the land I shall not see !
A. Lane.
XXII Ballades in Blue China.
(Kegan Paul.)

A DREAM.

BENEATH the loveliest dream there coils a fear :—
Last night came she whose eyes are memories
now,
Her far-off gaze seemed all-forgetful how
Love dimmed them once ; so calm they shone and
clear.
“ Sorrow (I said) hath made me old, my dear;
'Tis 1, indeed, but grief doth change the
brow,—
A love like mine a seraph’s neck might bow,—
Vigils like mine would blanch an angel’s hair.”

Ah, then I saw, I saw the sweet lips move !

I saw the love-mists thickening in her eyes,—
I heard the wordless melodies of love

Like murmur of dreaming brooks in Paradise ;
And, when upon my neck she fell, my dove,

I knew her hair though heavy of amaranth-

spice.
THEODORE WATTS.
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BROWN EYES OR BLUE EYES.

BrowN eyes, or blue eyes, hazel or grey,

What are the eyes that I drink to, to-day?

Some seem to mock at us, some seem to frown—

Some, when we talk, cast their drooping lids down.,

No matter their colour, I drink to the eyes

That weep when I weep, when I laugh laugh
replies !

Merry or scornful, angry or kind,

1love ev’ry mood, so the eyes be not blind !

For man’s mood is changeful, and what should
he do,

If woman’s, in sympathy, did not change too?

No matter their colour, I drink to the eyes

That weep when I weep, when I laugh laugh
replies !

Brown eyes, or grey eyes, hazel or blue,
We watch for them, live for them, die for them
too !
Stars of our morning, sunbeams through life,
Beacons in darkness, and danger, and strife.
No matter their colour, I drink to the eyes
That weep when I weep, when I laugh laugh
replies !
HaMILTON AiDE
Songs without Music. (D. Bogue.)

VOLUPSA’S HYMN.

(After an interview with her lover, in which she sees that
his love is departing from her.)
‘‘ Yet comes a moment.that her pangs allays :
She sings to God, and, singing to Him, prays :"'—
THE heavenly choirs to Thee belong,
Thou hearkenest to their holy song
Whose melody is Thine.
Then listen to a maiden’s prayer :
The throbbings of her anguish bear,
That beat against Thy shrine.

Though far he wander from my heart,

Let not his love from me depart ;
For Thou art distant too,

And fetchest me when I would pray,

And teachest me what words to say,
With contrite heart and true.

When all is told beyond the sky,
Then can he not the love deny
That from his bosom springs,
As doth Thy holy bird, the Dove,
When it the message of Thy love
To my lone sorrow brings.
THoMAS GORDON HAKE.

[This passage occurs in an unpublished poem, ‘‘The
Serpent Play : a Divine Pastoral.”’]
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PRO AMORE: IN AMOREM.

“ Look ere thou leap, see ere thou go.”

THOMAS TUSSER.

THE OLD STORY OVER AGAIN.

WHEN I was a maid,
Nor of lovers afraid,
My mother cried, “ Girl, never listen to men.”
Her lectures were long,
But I thought her quite wrong,
And saidI, “Mother, whom should I listen to,then?”

Now teaching, in turn,
What I never could learn,
I find, like my mother, my lessons all vain ;
Men ever deceive,
Silly maidens believe,
And still 'tis the old story over again.

So humbly they woo,
What can poor maidens do,
But keep them alive when they swear they must
die?
Ah ! who can forbear,
As they weep in despair,
Their crocodile tears in compassion to dry ?

Yet, wedded at last,
When the honeymoon’s past,
The lovers forsake us, the husbands remain ;
Our vanity’s check’d,
And we ne’er can expect
They will tell us the old story over again.

JamEs KENNY.

AR~

“ WiTH every pleasing, every prudent part,
Say, what can Chloe want ?”’—She wants a heart.

ALEXANDER PoPE.

*

MY LOVE AND MY HEART.

Os, the days were ever shiny

When I ran to meet my love ;
When I press’d her hand so tiny

Through her tiny tiny glove.
Was I very deeply smitten ?

Oh, I loved like anything /
But my love she is a kitten,

And my heart’s a ball of string,

She was pleasingly poetic,
And she loved my little rhymes,
For our tastes were sympathetic,
In the old and happy times.
Oh, the ballads I have written,
And have taught my love to sing !
But my love she is a kitten,
And my heart’s a ball of string!

Would she listen to my offer,

On 1y knees I would impart
A sincere and ready proffer

Of my hand and of my heart.
And below her dainty mitten

I would fix a wedding ring—
But my love she is a kitten,

And my heart’s a ball of string!

Take a warning, happy lover,
From the moral that I show ;
Or too late you may discover
What I learn’d a month ago.
We are scratch’d or we are bitten
By the pets to whom we cling.
Oh, my love she is a kitten,
And my heart’s a ball of string.

H. S. LEiGH.
Gillott and Goosequill. (Brit. and Col. Pub. Co.)
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SONG.

Whay so pale and wan, fond lover ?
Prithee, why so pale?

Will, when looking well can’t move her,
Looking ill prevail ?
Prithee, why so pale?

Why so dull and mute, young sinner ?
Prithee, why so mute ?

Will, when speaking well can’t win her,
Saying nothing do’t?
Prithee, why so mute ?

Quit, quit for shame ! this will not move,
This cannot take her;

If of herself she will not love,
Nothing can make her—
The devil take her!

SIR JOHN SUCKLING.

I'M no slave to such, as you be ;
Neither shall that snowy brest,
Rowling eye, and lip of ruby,
Ever robb me of my rest :
Goe, goe display
Thy beautie’s ray
To some more-soone enamour’d swaine ;
Those common wiles
Of sighs and smiles
Are all bestowsd on me in vaine.

GEORGE WITHER.

CUPID.
TrUsT him not : his words, though sweet,
Seldome with his heart doe meet:
All his practice is deceit ;
Everie gift is but a bait ;
Not a kiss but poison beares ;
And most treason’s in his teares.

BEN JonsoN.

HERE may ye see, that women be
In love, meke, kynde, and stable ;

Late never man reprove them than,
Or call them variable ;

But, rather, pray God that we may
To them be comfortable;
Which sometyme proveth such as he loveth,
Yf they be charytable.
For syth men wolde that women sholde
Be meke to them each one;
Moche more ought they to God obey,
And serve but hym alone.
The Not-Browne Mayd.

LEAN not to Love’s enchanting snare ;
His songs, his words, his looks beware.
MARK AKENSIDE.

AAAAAAAAAAAS

A LOVER is, the more he’s brave,
To his mistress, but the more a slave ;
And whatsoever she commands,
Becomes a favour from her hands ;
Which he’s obliged t’ obey, and must,
Whether it be unjust or just.

SAMUEL BUTLER.

Hudibras.

For 'tis in vain to think to guess

At women by appearances ;

That paint and patch their imperfections

Of intellectual complexions ;

And daub their tempers o’er with washes

As artificial as their faces;

Wear, under vizard masks, their talents

And mother-wits, before their gallants ;

Until they’re hamper'd in the noose,

Too fast to dream of breaking loose.
SAMUEL BUTLER.

Hudibras.

SAAAAAAAA A

WOMAN.

Away, away—you’re all the same,

A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng !
Oh'! by my soul, I burn with shame

To think I've been your slave so long !

Still panting o’er a crowd to reign,
More joy it gives to woman’s breast

To make ten frigid coxcombs vain,
Than one true manly lover blest !
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Away, away—ryour smile’s a curse—
Oh ! blot me from the race of men,
Kind, pitying Heaven ! by death or worse,
Before I love such things again!
THoMAS MOORE.

P e

GIVE O’er thy plaint, the danger’s o’er;
She might have poison’d all thy life ;
Such wayward mind had bred thee more
Of sorrow, had she proved thy wife :
Leave her to meet all hopeless meed,
And bless thyself that so art freed.
Joun HARRINGTON.

Bur, oh, beware her witching smile,—
*Tis but a fowler’s snare ;
She’s fickle as the mountain wind
That frolics with her hair !
EpwiN WauGH.
Poems.

WERE her tresses angel gold,
If a stranger may be bold,
Unrebukad, unafraid,
To convert them to a braid,
And, with little more ado,
Work them into bracelets, too;
If the mine be grown so free,
What care I how rich it be?
SirR WALTER RALEIGH.

P e eaad

SHALL I, wasting in dispaire,
Dye because a woman’s faire ?
Or make pale my cheeks with care,
"Cause another’s rosie are?
Be shee fairer than the day,
Or the flow’ry meads in may ;
If she be not so to me,
What care I how faire shee be?
GEORGE WITHER.

SHaALL I, like a love-lorn swain,
Die because a woman’s plain ?
Shall my locks grow grey with care
Just because she dyes her hair?

Be she hideous as a dream—
Waking sick men with a scream—
If she look not plain to me,
What care I how plain she be?
H. S. LEiGH.

THE REASON WHY.

Ask why I love the roses fair,

And whence they come and whose they were ;
They come from her, and not alone,

They bring her sweetness with their own.

Or ask me why I love her so,

I know not, this is all I know,

These roses bud and bloom, and twine
As she round this fond heart of mine.

And this is why I love the flowers,
Once they were hers, they’re mine—they’re ours !
I love her, and the; soon will die,
And now you know the reason why.
FrEDERICK LOCKER.
London Lyrics. (K. Paul.)

IF the apple grow

On the apple-tree ;
And the wild wind blow

O’er the wild wood free ;
And the deep stream flow

To the deeper sea ;
And they cannot help growing,
And blowing, and flowing,

I cannot help loving thee.

CHARLES MACKAY.

Poetical Works. (F. Warne and Co.)

For though that ever virtuous was she,

She was increased in such excellence

Of thewés good, yset in high bounty,

And so discreet, and fair of eloquence,

So benign, and so digne of reverence,

And couldé so the people’s heart embrace,
That each her lov'th that looketh on her face.

G. CHAUCER.
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MEN call you fair, and you do credit it,

For that yourself ye daily such do see;
But the true fair, that is the gentle wit,

And virtuous mind, is much more prais’d of me :
For all the rest, however fair it be,

Shall turn to nought and lose that glorious hue ;
Baut only that is permanent and free

From frail corruption, that doth flesh ensue.
That is true beauty: that doth argue you

To be divine, and born of heavenly seed ;
Deriv’d from that fair Spirit, from whom all true

And perfect beauty did at first proceed ;
He only fair, and what he fair hath made ;
All other fair, like flowers, untimely fade.

EDMUND SPENSER.

REASON masters every sense,
And her virtues grace her birth :
Lovely as all excellence,
Modest in her most of mirth :
Likelihood enough to prove
Only worth could kindle love.
W. BROWNE.

I wouLbD give up my bachelor life,

Could I meet with a girl to adore me.
With riches—a home—and a wife—

What a life would be open before me !
My bliss would be triply secure,

And my future unclouded and sunny ;
She'd love me for love, I am sure,

Or—if not—she could love me for money !

H. S. LeiGH.

Carols of Cockayne. (Chatto and Windus.)

UNFADING BEAUTY.
Hee that loves a rosie cheeke,
Or a corall lip admires,
Or from star-like eyes doth seeke
Fuell to maintaine his fires,
As old time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and stedfast mind,
Gentle thoughts and calme desires,
Hearts with equal love combin’d,
Kindle never-dying fires:
Where these are not I despise
Lovely cheekes, or lips, or eyes.
THoMAs CAREW.

I HAVE heard of reasons manifold
Why Love must needs be blind,

But this the best of all I hold—
His eyes are in his mind.

What outward form and feature are
He guesseth but in part;

But what within is good and fair
He seeth with the heart.

S. T. COLERIDGE.

*T1s not the lily brow I prize,
Nor roseate cheeks nor sunny eyes,
Enough of lilies and of roses !
A thousandfold more dear to me
The look that gentle Love discloses,—
That look which Love alone can see.

S. T. COLERIDGE.

She’s blooming as May,
Brisk, lively and gay,
The Graces play all round about her;
She’s prudent and witty,
Sings wondrously pretty,
And there is no living without her.

MATTHEW PRIOR.

\Ammmnmnnans

My reason bends to what thy eyes ordain ;
For I was born to love, and thou to reign.

MATTHEW PRIOK.

THE breezes love the blossom
That gives them sweet perfume ;

The roses love the bosom
Whereon they blush and bloom.

The winter loves the robin,
Because it is so true,

And I love you, my darling,
Because—because I do !

F. E. WEATHERLY.
Dresden China. (Diprose and Bateman.)
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BE it ryght, or wrong, these men among
On women do complayne ;

Aflyrmynge this, how that it is
A labour spent in vayne,

To love them wele ; for never a dele
They love a man agayne :

For late a man do what he can,
Theyr favour to attayne,

Yet, yf a newe do them persue,
Theyr first true lover than

Laboureth for nought ; for from her thought
He is a banyshed man.

I say not nay, but that all day
It is bothe writ and sayd
That womans faith is, as who sayth,
All utterly decayd ;
But, neverthelesse, ryght good wytnésse,
In this case might be layd,
That they love true, and continut ;
Recorde the Not-browne Mayde :
Which, when her love came, her to prove,
To her to make his mone,
Wolde not depart, for in her heart
She loved but hym alone.
The Not-Browne Mayd.

BESHREW me, but I love her heartily ;

For she is wise, if I can judge of her;

And fair she is, it that mine eyes be true ;

And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself ;

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true,

Shall she be plactd in my constant soul.
WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.

Merchant of Venice.

THE time of lovers is brief ;
From the fair first joy to the grief
That tells when love is grown old,
From the warm wild kiss to the cold,
From the red to the white-rose leaf,
They have but a season to seem
As roseleaves lost on a stream
That part not and pass not apart
As a spirit from dream to dream,
As a sorrow from heart to heart.
A. C. SWINBURNE.
Poems and Ballads ; Second Series.
(Chatto and Windus.)

LOVE.
LovE is a thing of frail and delicate growth ;

Soon checked, soon fostered; feeble, and yet

strong :
It will endure much, suffer long, and bear
What would weigh down an angel’s wing to earth,
And yet mount heavenward ; but not the less,
It dieth of a word, a look, a thought ;
And when it dies, it dies without a sign
To tell how fair it was in happier hours :
It leaves behind reproaches and regrets,
And bitterness within affection’s well,
For which there is no healing.
L. E. Lanpon.
Poetical Works. (Routledge.)

O GREAT mystery of love,
In which absorbed, loss, anguish, treason’s self
Enlarges rapture—as a pebble dropt
In some full wine-cup over-brims the wine !
E. B. BROWNING.
Aurora Leigh. (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

Love’s ailing that love only cures. -
ARrR1HUR W. E. O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)

LOVE'S UNIVERSAL EMPIRE.

His realms are all the lands that lie
Beyond yon distant unknown sky—
Where only freed souls go unseen
To different dooms : his are the green
Of grass, the blue of seas, the red
Of passionate roses,—each frail life
Of rose and bird and slight thing rife
With sunlight is but sweetly led
By him to its sweet life and death.
But, more than all, while ye have breath
And rosy relic of the rose
Born with you—men and women, lo
Your rich eternal hearts that grow
Like widening flowers that cannot close
Their leaves—are Love's, to turn and use,
And work upon as he may choose.
ArTHUR W. E. O'SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)
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LabiEs and lovers, will ye see
How gold hair hath its perjury?
And how the lip may twice or thrice
Undo the soul ; and how the heart
May quite annul the heart’s own price
Given for many a goodly part
Of heaven? How one love shall be fair,
And whole and perfect in the rare
Great likeness of an angel,—yea,
And how another, golden-miened,
‘With lovely seeming and sweet way,
Shall come and be but as a fiend
To tempt and drag the soul away—
And all for ever? Listen well :
This is a lay of heaven and hell :
Listen, and think how it shall be
With you in love’s eternity.

ARTHUR W. E. O’'SHAUGHNESSY
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)

OF all the things a man may have

Before he cometh to the grave—
Of all the joys that he may win,
Through any toil or any sin,

This is the richest : to possess

One yearned-for hour in loneliness,
Beside one’s love, in some fair clime,
In some fair purple Autumn-time.

ARTHUR W. E. O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)

Gop, in all things that He hath made,
Full many a jewel hath inlaid ;
For first He hath set all on high
That fair enamel of the sky,
Brilliant of blue and eke of white ;
Then He hath shed the pearl of light,
And made that jewel-work the seas:
Nor less a gem indeed than these
I count His miracle the Rose,
‘1 0 love more precious than all those :
But how—a fairer jewel yet—
In every woman He hath set,

Her heart, some sort of precious stone ;
He shall know perfectly alone

—Who all the stars of heaven can call—

The worth and number of them all.
Most are they given away, or sold
For so much love or so much gold,

Yea, no man knoweth of their cost;

But well I ween that some are lost,
And some are of small worth I say,
And some are broken and cast away.

It is the fairest thing you can,
Ladies, to give this to a man,

This precious jewel that God gave :
One such is all a man may crave.

ARTHUR W. E. O'SHAUGHNESSY.

Lays of France.

I THINK the world, though dark it be,
Has aye one rapturous pleasure
Concealed in life’s monotony,
For those who seek the treasure ;
One planet in a starless night,
One blossom on a briar,
One friend not quite a hypocrite,
One woman not a liar.

(Chatto and Windus.)

W. M. PraED.

Poems.

I THINK that Love is like a play,
Where tears and smiles are blended,
Or like a faithless April day,
Whose shine with shower is ended ;

Like Colnbrook pavement, rather rough,

Like trade, exposed to losses,
And like a Highland plaid,—all stuff,
And very full of crosses.

(Ward, Lock, and Co.)

W. M. Praep.

Poems.

annAma AN

HENCE it is we have not an hour of life

In which our pleasures relish not some pain,

Our sours some sweetness.
both. .

(Ward, Lock, and Co.)

Love doth taste of

PHILIP MASSINGER.

I
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WHAT 7S LOVE?

Love is not memory,
Though on all memories nursed—
Love is not fantasy,
Though of all fancies first —
*Tis not self-interest,
"Tis gift all bribe above :
Sweet riddle never guessed,
I know but “Love ” is “ Love.”

EpEN HOOPER.

Lovk is for no planet and no race.

The summer of the heart is late or soon,

The fever in the blood is less or more ;

But while the moons of time shall fill and wane,

While there is earth below and heaven above,

Wherever man is true and woman fair,

Through all the circling cycles Love is Love !
SYDNEY DOBELL.

Poetical Works, Vol. I7. (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

IN peace, Love tunes the shepherd’s reed ;
In war, he mounts the warrior’s steed ;
In halls, in gay attire is seen ;
In hamlets, dances on the green.
Love rules the court, the camp, the grove,
And men below, and saints above :
For love is heaven, and heaven is love.
SIR WALTER ScoTT.
Lay of the Last Minstrel.

ALL thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,
Are all but ministers of Love,
And feed his sacred flame,

S. T. COLERIDGE.

~A

OVER the mountains,
And over the waves ;
Under the fountains,
And under the graves;
Under floods that are deepest,
Which Neptune obey,
Over rocks that are steepest,
Love will find out the way.
PERCY’s RELIQUESs.

UPON LOVE:

BY WAY OF QUESTION AND ANSWER.

I BRING ye love. Ques. What will love do?
Ans. Like, and dislike ye.

I bring ye love. Ques. What will love do?
Ans.  Stroke ye, to strike ye.

I bring ye love, Ques. What will love do ?
Ans. Love will be-fool ye.

I bring ye love. Ques. What will love do ?
Ans. Heat ye, to cool ye.

I bring ye love. Ques. What will love do?
Ans. Love gifts will send ye.

I bring ye love. Ques. What will love do ?
Ans. Stock ye, to spend ye.

I bring ye love. Ques. What will love do?
Ans. Love will fulfil ye.

I bring ye love. Ques. What will love do ?
Ans.  Kiss ye, to kill ye.

RoBERT HERRICK.

LOVE, WHAT IT IS.

Love is a circle, that doth restless move
In the same sweet eternity of Laove.

RoOBERT HERRICK.

A SONG.

To dream by day more than by night—
To see but one sweet face;

To chafe at Time’s too rapid flight—
To curse his limping pace ;

Be faint with joy—be wild with woe,
Be raised the stars above—

To fall as deep the earth below,
This, this it is to love !

As from a fevered sleep to start,
Your eyes around to cast,

In search of aught which to the heart
May realize the past ;

A tress of hair—a withered flower—
The fragment of a glove—

Alone remain in that dark hour
Of all your dream of love !

J. R. PLaNCHE
Songs and Poems. (Chatto aud Windus.)
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‘THOUGH love be all the world’s pretence,
Money’s the mythologic sense,

‘The real substance of the shadow,

Which all address and courtship’s made to.

SAMUEL BUTLER.
Hudsbras.

EROS.

THE sense of the word is short,

Long and various the report,—

To love and be beloved ;

Men and gods have not outlearned it ;
And, how oft soe’er they’ve turned it,
"Tis not to be improved.

R. W. EMERsON.

LOVE'S MUTUAL COMPLEMENT.

HE sees within her eyes

That which his nature needs to be complete—
The grace, the pureness, the diviner sweet,
Which to rude souls and strong our Life denies;
The vision of his nightly dream ;

More pure than e’er did seem

The Nymphs of old, by wood, or hill, or stream.

She views in him the strong

Deep note which adds the fulness to life’s song;
High aims and thoughts that glow,

She does not dream, she cannot know

What turbid forces rude and wild,

Sully his youth’s tumultous flow ;

She, full of virgin fancies, pale and mild.

Lewis MORRIs.
The Ode of Life. (K. Paul.)

O Love! what art thou, Love ? the ace of hearts,
Trumping earth’s kings and queens, and all its
suits ;
A player, masquerading many parts
In life’s odd carnival ;—a boy that shoots,
From ladies’ eyes, such mortal woundy darts;
A gardener, pulling heart’s-ease up by the roots ;
The Puck of Passion—partly false—part real—
A marriageable maiden’s ¢ beau ideal.”

O Love! what art thou, Love ? a wicked thing,
Making green misses spoil their work at school ;
A melancholy man, cross-gartering ?
Grave ripe-faced wisdom made an April fool ?
A youngster, tilting at a wedding-ring ?
A sinner, sitting on a cuttie-stool ?
A Ferdinand de Something in a hovel,
Helping Matilda Rose to make a novel ?

O Love ! what art thou, Love? one that is bad
With palpitations of the heart—like mine—
A poor bewilder'd maid making so sad
A necklace of her garters—fell design !
A poet, gone unreasonably mad,
Ending his sonnets with a hempen line ?
O Love—but whither, now ? forgive me, pray ;
I'm not the first that Love hath led astray.
THomas Hoob.

Poetical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

SWEETEST ! you know, the sweetest of things

Of various flowers the bees do compose ;

Yet no particular taste it brings

Of violet, woodbine, pink, or rose;

So love the result is of all the graces

Which flow from a thousand sev'ral faces.
EDMUND WALLER.

LovE :—what a volume in a word, an ocean in a
tear,

A seventh heaven in a glance, a whirlwind in a
sigh,

The lightning in a touch, a millennium in a
moment,

What concentrated joy or woe in blest or blighted
love !

MarTIN F.” TUPPER.
Proverbial Phslosophy. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

T

How dear the pressure of her warm young breast
Against my own, her home; how proud and
blessed
I stood and felt her trickling tears,
While proudly murmuring in her ears
The hopes of distant years.

THoMAs WOOLNER.
My Beautiful Lady. (Macmillan.)
12
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Ask not of me, love, what is love !
Ask what is good of God above—
Ask of the great sun what is light—
Ask what is darkness of the night—
Ask sin of what may be forgiven—
Ask what is happiness of Heaven—
Ask what is folly of the crowd—
Ask what is fashion of the shroud—
Ask what is sweetness of thy kiss—
Ask of thyself what beauty is;

And, if they each should answer, I
Let me, too, join them with a sigh.
Oh! let me pray my life may prove,
When thus, with thee, that I am love.

P. J. BaILEY.
Festus.  (Longmans.)

NoTHING is true but love, nor aught of worth ;
Love is the incense which doth sweeten earth.

R. C. Trench.
Poems.  (Macmillan.)

r

TRUE love’s the gift which God has given
To man alone beneath the heaven:
It is not fantasy’s hot fire,
Whose wishes, soon as granted, fly ;
It liveth not in fierce desire,
With dead desire it doth not die;
It is the secret sympathy,
The silver link, the silken tie,
Which heart to heart, and mind to mind,
In body and in soul can bind.

SiR WALTER ScoTT.
Lay of the Last Minstrel.

WE scarcely wish to speak or move,
But just to feel each other there,
And sense of presence is like love,
And silence more than prayer.

EpMunp W. GoOsSE.
New Poems. (K. Paul.)

SONG.

THE stars are with the voyager
Wherever he may sail ;

The moon is constant to her time ;
The sun will never fail ;

But follow, follow round the world,
The green earth and the sea;

So love is with the lover’s heart,
Wherever he may be.

Wherever he may be, the stars
Must daily lose their light ;

‘The moon will veil her in the shade ;
The sun will set at night.

The sun may set, but constant love
Will shine when he's away ;

So that dull night is never night,
And day is brighter day.

Tromas Hoob.
Poetical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

WHo hath not felt that breath in the air,

A perfume and freshness strange and rare,

A warmth in the light, and a bliss everywhere,
When young hearts yearn together ?

All sweets below, and all sunny above,

Oh, there’s nothing in life like making love,
Save making hay in fine weather !

THoMAs Hoob.
Poctical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

SINCE the sweet knowledge I possess
That she I love is mine,

All nature throbs with happiness,
And wears a face divine.

The woods seem greener than they were,
The skies are brighter blue ;

The stars shine clearer, and the air
Lets finer sunlight through,

Until I loved, 1 was a child,
And sported on the sands ;

But now the ocean opens out,
With all its happy lands.

CHARLEs MAckay.
Poetical Works. (Warne.)
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I LoVE the sex, and sometimes would reverse
The tyrant’s wish that *“ mankind only had

One neck, which he with one fell stroke might

pierce :”

My wish is quite as wide, but not so bad,

And much more tender on the whole than fierce;
It being (not zow, but only while a lad)

‘That womankind had but one rosy mouth,

To kiss them all at once from North to South.

Lorp BYRON.

O crLAsP me, sweet, whilst thou art mine,
And do not take my tears amiss ;

For tears must flow to wash away

A thought that shows so stern as this:
Forgive, if somewhile I forget,

In woe to come, the present bliss ;

As frighted Proserpine let fall

Her flowers at the sight of Dis:

Ev’n so the dark and bright will kiss—
The sunniest things throw sternest shade,
And there is even a happiness

That makes the heart afraid !

Taomas Hoob.
Poctical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

THE BRACELET.

WhHy I tie about thy wrist,
Julia, this my silken twist,
For what other reason is't

But to show thee how, in part,
Thou my pretty captive art ? —
But thy bond-slave is my heart.

*Tis but silk that bindeth thee,
Knap the thread and thou art free ;
But ’tis otherwise with me :

I am bound, and fast bound, so
That from thee I cannot go;
If I could, I would not so !

RoBERT HERRICK.

THERE is dew for the flow’ret,
And honey for the bee,

And bowers for the wild bird,
And love for you and me.

There are tears for the many,
And pleasures for the few ;
But let the world pass on, dear,
There’s love for me and you.
Tuomas Hoob.
Poctical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

SWEET to roam beneath a shady cliff, of course
with some young lady,

Lalage, Nezra, Haidee, or Elaine, or Mary Ann:

Love, you dear delusive dream, you! Very sweet
your victims deem you,

When, heard only by the seamew, they talk all the
stuff one can.

Sweet to haste, a licensed lover, to Miss Pinkerton
the glover,

Having managed to discover what is dear Nezra’s
“ size :”

P’raps to touch that wrist so slender, as your tiny
gift you tender,

And to read you’re no offender, in those laughing
hazel eyes.

Then to hear her call you “Harry,” when she
makes you fetch and carry—

O young men about to marry, what a blessed
thing it is !

To be photograph’d—together—cased in pretty
Russia leather—

Hear her gravely doubting whether they have
spoilt your honest phiz!

Then to bring your plighted fair one first a ring—a
rich and rare one—

Next a bracelet, if she’ll wear one, and a heap of
things beside ;

And serenely bending o'er her, to inquire if it
would bore her

To say when her own adorer may aspire to call

her bride!
C. S. CALVERLEY.

Fly Leaves. (Bell.)



118

TABLETS OF THE HEART.

ALas! for the love that’s linked with gold !
Better—better a thousand times told—
More honest, happy, and laudable,
The downright loving of pretty Cis,
Who wipes her lips, though there’s nothing amiss,
And takes a kiss, and gives a kiss,
In which her heart is audible !
Pretty Cis, so smiling and bright, )
Who loves—as she labours—with all her might,
And without any sordid leaven !
Who blushes as red as haws and hips,
Down to her very finger-tips,
For Roger’s blue ribbons—to her, like strips
Cut out of the azure of Heaven !
Taomas Hoob.

Poetical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

You smiled, you spoke, and I believed,
By every word and smile deceived.
Another man would hope no more ;
Nor hope I what I hoped before :
But let not this last wish be vain ;
Deceive, deceive me once again !
WALTER S. LANDOR.

[My extracts from Landor’s Poems are given by kind
permission of the Publishers, Messrs. Chapman and Hall.]

My heart is like a singing bird
Whose nest is in a watered shoot ;
My heart is like an apple-tree
Whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit ;
My heart is like a rainbow shell
That paddles in a halcyon sea ;
My heart is gladder than all these
Because my love is come to me.

Raise me a dais of silk and down;
Hang it with vair and purple dyes;
Carve it in doves and pomegranates,
And peacocks with a hundred eyes;
Work it in gold and silver grapes,
In leaves, and silver fleurs-de-lys ;
Because the birthday of my life
Is come, my love is come to me.
CHRiISTINA ROSSETTI.
Poems.  (Macmillan,)

NEEDs not these lovers’ joys to tell :
One day, fair maids, you’ll know them well.
SIR WALTER ScoTT.

O, LET me once more rest
My soul upon that dazzling breast !
Let once again these aching arms be placed,
The tender gaolers of thy waist !
And let me feel that warm breath here and there
To spread a rapture in my very hair,—
O, the sweetness of the pain !
Give me those lips again !
Enough ! enough ! it is enough for me
To dream of thee !
Joun KEaTs.

AH! sweet, if now so pure and fair
This love that binds us fast,
What face of beauty shall it wear
When perfected at last?
Mary RowLEs.

O BEAR a little yet and wait :
Ere God hath ceased from you and furled
Away from you the great fair blue,
That paints eternity,—your true,
Your dreamed-of love shall come to you.
ARTHUR W. E. O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)

LOVE’S FOLLOWERS.

THERE was an evil in Pandora’s box
Beyond all other ones, yet it came forth
In guise so lovely, that men crowded round
And sought it as the dearest of all treasure.
Then were they stung with madness and despair ;
High minds were bowed in abject misery.
The hero trampled on his laurell’d crown,
While genius broke the lute it waked no more.
Young maidens, with pale cheeks, and faded eyes,
Wept till they died. Then there were broken
hearts—
Insanity—and Jealousy that feeds
Unto satiety, yet loathes its food ;
Suicide digging its own grave ; and Hate,
Unquenchable and deadly ; and Remorse—
The vulture feeding on its own life-blood.
The evil’s name was Love—these curses seem
His followers for ever.
L. E. LanNDoN,
Poctical Works. (Routledge.)
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1 HAVE lived on ladies’ eyes,
Dined on kisses, supped on sighs ;
1 have warmed me by their smiles,
I have been wet through with tears;
They've half-slain me with their wiles—
Charming, cheating, pretty dears ;
They have scratched me in their play,
Sighed and sucked the wound away ;
They have squeezed me black and blue, °
Roughéd my hair, and boxed my ears,
Laughed and looked me through and through ;
Oh, the cruel angel dears !

P. J. BaILEY.

Festus. (Longmans.)

AND life is like a pipe,
And love is the fusee;

The pipe draws well, but bar the light,
And what’s the use to me?

So light it up, and puff away
An empty morning through,
And when it’s out —why love is out,
And life’s as well out too !
THEO. MARzIALS.
Gallery of Pigeons. (K. Paul.)

Love thou thy love, brave youth !
Cleave to thy love, fair maid ! it is the law
Which dominates the world, that bids ye use
Your nature.
LEwis MORRIS.
Epic of Hades. (K. Paul.)

O Labiks, when you will begin
With love, you know scarce on what dark
And eddying stream you do embark
A skiff so frail and rudderless
As this poor heart ! nor can you guess
How soon, and in what subtle way,
Love will procure you for his prey.
ArTHUR W. E. O'SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)

THE LADIES.
“ AREN'T they the sources of our sweetest joy?”
*“When they've got all they want, they are, dear
boy l ”
ROBERT REECE.

YouNG men and maids, for love
Seek, till ye find it,
And, having found, win Heaven above,
About your hearts to bind it.
’ - A. P. GRAVEs.
Irish Songs and Ballads. (Ireland, Manchester.)

THE ELEVATING INFLUENCE OF LOVE.

OH, wondrous bond that binds

In one sweet concord separate minds,

And from their union gives

To the rapt gazer’s eye

A finer essence and more high,

A young and wingéd god, who lives

In purer air and seeks a loftier sky !

If growing cares and lower aims should banish
All thought of heavenly hopes and higher things,
While we can mount upon thy soaring wings
They shall not wholly vanish.

Thou art the immortal part of man, the soul,
Which, scorning earth’s control,

Lifts us from selfish thought and grovelling gains.
Thou always, whilst thy power remains,

Canst pierce the dull dead weight of cloud,

By which our thought is bowed,

And raise our clear and cleansdd eyes

To the eternal skies.
LEwis MORRIS.

The Ode of Life. (K. Paul.)

LoveE is too great a happiness

For wretched mortals to possess ;

For, could it hold inviolate

Against those cruelties of Fate,

Which all felicities below

By rigid laws are subject to,

It would become a bliss too high

For perishing mortality,

Translate to earth the joys above ;

For nothing goes to Heav'n but love
SAMUEL BUTLER.

For what can Earth produce but love,
To represent the joys above ?
Or who, but lovers, can converse,
Like angels, by the eye-discourse ?
SAMUEL BUTLER.
Hudsbras.
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CHILD’S SONG.

WaarT is gold worth, say,

Worth for work or play,

Worth to keep or pay,

Hide or throw away,
Hope about or fear?

What is love worth, pray ?
Worth a tear?

Golden on the mould
Lie the dcad leaves rolled
Of the wet woods old,
Yellow leaves and cold,

Woods without a dove ;
Gold is worth but gold ;

Love’s worth love.

A. C. SWINBURNE.
Poems and Ballads ; Second Series.
(Chatto and Windus.)

OH, lovers, cling together! the old world

Is full of Hate. Sweeten it; draw in cne

Two separate chords of Life ; and from the bond
Of twin souls lost in Harmony create

A Fair God dwelling with you—Love, the Tord!

Lewis MoRrRris.
Epic of Hades. (K. Paul.)

THEN radiant all my daily life
With richest fancies grew :

All saw and wondered at the change,
But none its causes knew.

A halo o’er my being hung ;
Joy made all objects fair;

The meanest things seemed beautiful—
For love was painter there.

J. A. LANGFORD.
Loems of the Fields and the Town.
(Simpkin, Marshall, and Co.)

THERE is a comfort in the strength of love ;
*Twill make a thing endurable, which else
Would break the heart.

W. WORDSWORTH.

ROCOCO.

STRAIGHT and swift the swallows fly
To the sojourn of the sun;
All the golden year is done,
All the flower-time flitted by ;
Through the boughs the witch-winds sigh :
But heart’s summer is begun ;
Life and love at last are one;
Love-lights glitter in the sky.
Summer-days were soon outrun,
With the setting of the sun ;
Love’s delight is never done.
Let the turn-coat roses die ;
We are lovers, Love and I :
In Love’s lips my roses lie.
JoHN PAYNE.

Intaglios. (Pickering, 1871.)

THE cloud is hence, the time is come, the old
Delight begun'!

Shine Heaven, and listen Earth, because once
more two hearts are one,

Once more the world grows beautiful in Love’s
unsetting sun.

O faces, can you be the same? Was all this light
concealed ?
O eyes, what have you looked upon? What
founts have been unsealed ?
O world, art thou created fresh? or art thou but
revealed ?
M. B. SMEDLEY.
Poems. (Strahan.)

LOVE OPENS THE HEART.
ONLy, but this is rare !
When a beloved hand is laid in ours,
When, jaded with the rush and glare
Of the interminable hours,
Our eyes can in another’s eyes read clear,
When our world-deafen’d ear
Is by the tones of a loved voice caress'd—
A bolt is shot back somewhere in the breast,
And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again.
The eye sinks inward, and the heart lies plain,
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And what we mean, we say, and what we would,
we know !
A man becomes aware of his life’s flow,
And hears its winding murmur, and he sees
‘The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze.
MATTHEW ARNOLD.
Poems, Vol. I/, (Macmillan.)

COULEUR DE ROSE.

SoME ONE I know is now waiting for me,
Prettily shy,

Yet when I'm near her, with half timid glee
Sparkles her eye.

When in the words that my heart bids me speak
Love’s fervour glows,

Daintily blushes each soft dimpled cheek
Couleur de rose.

Life is thrice joyous when passed by her side,
Banished is care,

While in her presence no troubles betide,
Love only there—

Quickly her smiles every trial subdue,
All is repose,

Life seems aglow with her cheek’s dainty hue,
Couleur de rose.

SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

DAWN.
O Ly, with the sun of heaven’s
Prime splendour on thy breast |
My scattered passions toward thee run,
Poising to awful rest.

The darkness of our universe
Smothered my soul in night ;

Thy glory shone ; whereat the curse
Passed molten into light.

Raised over envy ; freed from pain ;
Beyond the storms of chance:
Blessed king of my own world I reign,
Controlling circumstance.
THOMAS WOOLNER.
My Beautiful Lady. (Macmillan.)

I HAVE no words—alas !—to tell
The loveliness of loving well.

E. A. PoE

O, HUMAN love ! thou spirit given
On Earth of all we hope in Heaven !
Which fall’st into the soul like rain,
Upon the Siroc-wither'd plain,
And, failing in thy power to bless,
But leav’st the heart a wilderness !
E. A. PoE.

APANAAAA A

IF angels love above in heaven,
Then death must be too oversweet ;
For this dear love thy lips have given,
Has made this life, my love, replete.
THEO. MARZIALS.
The Gallery of Figeons. (K. Paul.)

THERE are tones that will haunt us, tho’ lonely
Our path be o’er mountain or sea;

There are looks that will part from us only
When memory ceases to be;

There are hopes which our burthen can lighten,
Tho’ toilsome and steep be the way ;

And dreams that, like moonlight, can brighten
With a light that is clearer than day.

EDpWARD FITZGERALD,

I sHALL see her to-day,
No wonder the skies are blue,—
No wonder the world in its best array
Flaunts as fashioned anew :
No wonder the world is at play, at play,
In green and purple and gold ;
For I shall see her to-day, to-day,
Who is all my joy to behold.
WiLLiam WILKINS,
Songs of Study. (K. Paul)

Nay, more ! yet more, for my lips are fain ;
No cups for a babe ; I ask the whole

Deep draught that a God could hardly drain,
—Wine of your soul.

Pour! for the goblet is great I bring,
Not worthless, rough with youths at strife,
And men that toil and women that sing,
—It is all my life.
Epwarp DowbEN.
Poems. (K. Paul.)
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AND when the world is born again,
And with some fair love, side by side,
Thou wanderest ’twixt the sun and rain,
In that fresh love-begetting tide ;

Then, when the world is born again,
And the sweet year before thee lies,
Shall thy heart think of coming pain,
Or vex itself with memories ?
WiLLiaM MORRISs.
Life and Death of Jason. (Ellis and White.)

FRUITION.
SoME women’s faces are like flowers half-blown,
For winter’s martyrdom ;
Or springs, from which the redwing is not flown,
Although the wryneck’s come.

But let love touch them with his fiery wand,
And as a June rose, then,

They flame forth happy, blooming like a land
The sun brings heat again.

Their eyes burn on you like the dew dawn-lit,
And set your pulse adance ;
There spreads strange peace,—no man cin fathom
it,—
QO’er each fair countenance.

And all the spheres for them in music clash,
Their bliss to antedate ;

And phosphorescent to the horizon flash
The sunless seas of fate.

T. ASHE.
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FIRST LOVE.

‘. .. There’s nothing half so sweet in life

\

As love’s young dream.”

THoMAas MOORE.

FIRST LOVE.

BRIGHT thro’ the valley gallops the brooklet ;
Over the clear sky travels the cloud ;
‘Touch’d by the zephyr, dances the harebell ;
Cuckoo sits somewhere, singing so loud ;
Two little children, seeing and hearing,
Hand-in-hand wander, shout, laugh, and sing;
Lo, in their bosoms, wild with the marvel,
Love, like the crocus, is come ere the Spring.
Young men and women, noble and tender,
Yearn for each other, faith truly plight,
Promise to cherish, comfort, and honour;
Vow that makes duty one with delight.
Oh, but the glory, found in no story,
Radiance of Eden unquench’d by the Fall ;
Few may remember, none may reveal it,
This the first first-love, the first love of all !
: COVENTRY PATMORE.

The Angel in the House. (G. Bell.)

A PAIR OF LOVERS.

'NLATH vistas green and shady,
I watch them wandering now—
As sweet a knight and lady
As ever whispered vow ;
A youth with eager flashes
From blue, undaunted eyes ;
A maid 'neath whose long lashes
A tender dream-world lies.

The air with love is laden—
This luscious eve of May ;

Well may he urge the maiden
To speed the bridal day.

¢

Shall caution’s cold upbraiding
Two loving souls dispart
Till spring is past, and fading .
The bloom of cheek and heart ?
He argues well and bravely,
With swift impulsive tongue ;
She answers, smiling gravely,
“We’re both so very young.
You know I love you dearly,
But, darling, we must wait,
For I’m not seven nearly,
And you are only eight ! ”
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.
Gaslight and Stars. (Marcus Ward.)

FIRST LOVE.

My long first year of perfect love,
My deep new dream of joy;
She was a little chubby girl,
I was a chubby boy.

1 wore a crimson frock, white drawers,
A belt, a crown was on it;

She wore some angel’s kind of dress,
And such a tiny bonnet,

Old-fashioned, but the soft brown hair
Would never keep its place ;

A little maid with violet eyes,
And sunshine in her face.

O, my child-queen, in those lost days
How sweet was daily living !

How humble and how proud I grew,
How rich by merely giving !
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She went to school, the parlour-maid
Slow stepping to her trot ;

That parlour-maid, ah, did she feel
How lofty was her lot !

Across the road I saw her lift
My Queen, and with a sigh

I envied Raleigh ; my new coat
Was hung a peg too high.

A hoard of never-given gifts
I cherished—priceless pelf;
*Twas two whole days ere I devour’d
That peppermint myself.

* In church I only prayed for her—
“ O God, bless Lucy Hill ;”
Child, may his angels keep their arms
Ever around you still.

But when the hymn came round, with heart
That feared some heart’s surprising

Its secret sweet, I climb’d the seat
"Mid rustling and uprising ;

And there against her mother’s arm
The sleeping child was leaning,

While far away the hymn went on,
The music and the meaning.

Oh I have loved with more of pain
Since then, with more of passion,

Loved with the aching in my love
After our grown-up fashion ;

Yet could I almost be content
To lose here at your feet

A year or two, you murmuring elm,
To dream a dream so sweet.

Epwarp DowbDEN.
Loems. (K. Paul.)

THE PASSIONATE SCHOOLBOY TO HIS
LOVE.

SEE, here on the gravel I'm kneeling,
The fondest and truest of beaux ;
When carried away by his feeling,
A fellow can’t think of his clo’es.

Oh, Emily, pity my sorrow |
Dear Emily, smile and be kind !
D’ye think you could wed me to-morrow ?
D’ye think you would very much mind ?
The ants have got under my stocking,
It’s horrid to kneel on a stone ;
Have done, then, with mincing and mocking,
And say you'll be always my own.

You cannot be thinking of Harry,
A cry-baby, coddle, and pet ;
And Dicky’s too childish to marry—
He’s not in two-syllables yet.
And I say to all others aspiring,
Come forth with your shooter and ball,
And meet me, receiving and firing,
Till one or the other shall fall.
The ants have got under my stocking,
It’s horrid to kneel on a stone ;
Have done, then, with mincing and mocking,
And say you’ll be always my own.

I've mustard and radishes growing,
I've rabbits and guinea-pigs, too;
My rocking-horse—splendid at going—
Shall have a side-saddle for you.
And twopence a week, if we're steady,
Will do very well for a start ;
So, dearest, at ten I'll be ready
To draw you to church in my cart.
I laugh at the ants in my stocking,
I’d kneel for a week on a stone ;
For Emmy repents of her mocking,
And says she’ll be always my own.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

Songs in Sunshine. (Eyre and Spottiswoode.)

[From Zime, by kind permission of Messrs. Kelly and Co.]

TO MY FIRST LOVE.

I REMEMBER
Meeting you

In September
Sixty-two.

We were eating,
Both of us ;

And the meeting
Happened thus :—
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Accidental, Mary, I dare not call thee dear,
On the road ; I’ve lost that right so long ;
(Sentimental Yet once again I vex thine ear
Episode.) With memory’s idle song.
I was gushing, I felt a pride to name thy name,
You were shy, But now that pride hath flown,
You were blushing, And burning blushes speak my shame
So was I. That thus I love thee on.
I was smitten,
So were you. How loath to part, how fond to meet,
(All that's written Had we two used to be ;
Here is true.) At sunset, with what eager feet
Any money ? I hastened unto thee!
Not a bit. Scarce n%ne days pa.ssed us ere we met
Rather funny, In spring, nay, wintry weafther 5
Wasn't it ? Now nine years’ suns have risen and set,
Vows we plighted, Nor found us once together.
Happy pair ! Thy face was so familiar grown,
How delighted Tyhyself so often nigh, s
People were! A moment's memory when alone
But your father Would bring thee in mine eye ;
To be sure But now my very dreams forget
Thought it rather That witching look to trace ;
Premature ; Though there thy beauty lingers yet,
And your mother, It wears a stranger’s face.
Strange to say,
Was another When last that gentle cheek I prest,
In the way. And heard thee feign adieu,
What a heaven 1 little thought that seeming jest
Vanished then ! Would prove a word so true !
(You were seven, A fate like this hath oft befell
I was ten.) Even loftier hopes than ours ;
That was many Spring bids full many buds to swell
Years ago, That ne’er can grow to flowers.
Don't let any- JoHN CLARE.
body know.

EpwiN HaMILTON.
Dublin Doggerels. (W. McGee, Dublin.)

FIRST-LOVE’S RECOLLECTIONS.
First-love will with the heart remain
When its hopes are all gone by ;
As frail rose-blossoms still retain
Their fragrance when they die :
And joy’s first dreams will haunt the mind

With the shades 'mid which they sprung,

As summer leaves the stems behind
On which spring’s blossoms hung.

LOVE-DRIFT.

TURNING over papers,
Dead-leaf drift of years,

In the midst a letter,
Blurr'd and dim with tears.

Face of any dead one
Scarce had moved me so;

There my First Love lying,
Buried long ago!
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Darling love of boyhood,
What glad hours we knew !

Tears so sweet in shedding,
Vows that were so true.

Dear face, round and dimpled,
Voice of chirping bird,

Scarcely then for heart-throb,
Any word I heard.

But to know she loved me,
Know her kind as fair,
Was in joy to revel,
Was to walk on air |

Happy, happy love-time,
Over-budded Spring,
Never came the Summer,
With its blossoming.
WILLIAM SAWYER.
Ten Miles from Town. (W. Freeman.)



IV.

LOVE-MAKING SIMPLIFIED.

“ With pretty young maidens who can choose,
"Tis not so much the gallant who woos,
As the gallant’s way of wooing !”
W. S. GILBERT.  The “ Bab” Ballads.

MY SWEETHEART

My heart of hearts—my sweet of sweets—
I love the words to twine.
That breathe such truths ’twixt thee and me,
And sympathies divine !
Wert thou a queen, and I a king—
To raise thee to my throne,
I'd woo thee with no other words—
My sweetheart, and mine own !

CHARLES MAcCKaY.

Poetical Works. (Warne.)

My heart is sair—I dare na tell—
My heart is sair for somebody ;
I could wake a winter night
For the sake o’ somebody.
Oh-hon! for somebody !
Oh-hey ! for somebody !
I could range the world around,
For the sake o’ somebody.
RoBERT BURNS.

For nothing this wide universe I call,
Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my all.
WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Sonnets.

AnanAnnmnare

THou hast more music in thy voice
Than to the spheres is given,
And more temptations on thy lips
Than lost the angels Heaven.
P. J. BaILEY.

estus. (Longmans.)

o
>

Music lives within thy lips
Like a nightingale in roses.
P. J. Baltev.

Festus. (Longmans.)

THE SEA HATH ITS PEARLS.

(From the German of Heinrich Heine.)

THE sea hath its pearls,

The heaven hath its stars ;
But my heart, my heart,

My heart hath its love.

Great are the sea and the heaven;
Yet greater is my heart,

And fairer than pearls and stars
Flashes and beams my love.

Thou little, youthful maiden,
Come unto my great heart ;

My heart, and the sea, and the heaven,
Are melting away with love !

H. W. LoNGFELLOW,

LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY.

THE fountains mingle with the river,
And the rivers with the ocean,

The winds of heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emotion ;

Nothing in the world is single ;
All things by a law divine

In one another’s being mingle—
Why not I with thine ?
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See the mountains kiss high heaven,
And the waves clasp one another ;

No sister flower would be forgiven
If it disdained its brother :

And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea,

What are all these kissings worth,
If thou kiss not me ?

P. B. SHELLEY.

AN hundred thousand oaths your fears
Perhaps would not remove ;

And if I gazed a thousand years,
I could not deeper love.

SIR CHARLES SEDLEY.

To call it Love would be absurd,—
The sentiment I feel

By such a short and common word
I never could reveal.

To tell you how—and when—and where—
My passion grew and grew

This pen and ink would hardly dare ;—
But if you only knew!

H. S. LEIGH.

TO AMORET.
AMORET ! the Milky Way

I NE'ER could any lustre see

In eyes that would not look on me ;
I ne’er saw nectar on a lip,

But where my own did hope to sip.
Has the maid who seeks my heart
Cheeks of rose untouch’d by art ?

I will own their colour true,

When yielding blushes aid their hue.

Is her hand so soft and pure?

I must press it to be sure;

Nor can I e’en be certain then,
Till it grateful press again.

Must I, with attentive eye,
Watch her heaving bosom sigh ?
I will do so—when I see

That heaving bosom sigh for me.

R. B SHERIDAN.

A sIGH or tear perhaps she’ll give,

But love on pity cannot live.

Tell her that hear:s for hearts were made,
And love with love is only paid.

JoHN DRYDEN.

Anrrnnrnnns

For every star a drop of dew—
For every sun a sky of blue—
For every heart a heart as true,

P. J. BaiLev.
Festus.  (Longmans.)

Framed of many nameless stars !
The smooth stream where none can say

He this drop to that prefers !
Amoret! my lovely foe !

Tell me where thy strength does lie ?
Where the pow'r that charms us so ?

In thy soul, or in thy eye ?

BE mine, and only mine ; take care

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide
To me alone ; nor come so far

As liking any youth beside :
What men e’er court thee, fly them, and believe
They're serpents all, and thou the tempted Eve.

MATTHEW PRIOR.

By that snowy neck alone, E ttaaaaand
Or thy grace in motion seen,

No such wonders could be done ;
Yet thy waist is straight and clean

As Cupid's shaft, or Hermes' rod,

And pow’rful, too, as either god.

THE cold calm kiss which cometh as a gift,
Not a necessity, is not for me,
Whose bliss, whose woe, whose life, whose all is
love.
P. J. BaiLEy.
EpMUND WALLER. Festus. (Longmans.)
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I HELD her hand, the pledge of bliss,
Her hand that trembled and withdrew ;
She bent her head before my kiss . .
My heart was sure that hers was true.

Scarce have I told her we must part,
She shakes my hand, she bids adieu,
Nor shuns the kiss . . alas! my heart,
Hers never was the heart for you.
W. S. LaNDOR.
Works. (Chapman and Hall)
[The extracts from Landor’s Poems contained in this

volume are inserted by the kind permission of Messrs.
Chapman and Hall.]

HINTS TO A WOOER.

You must not spare expense, but wear gay clothes,
And you may be, too, prodigal of oaths,
To win a mistress’ favour ; not afraid,
Seeking access, to bribe her chambermaid.
You may present her gifts, and of all sorts,
Feast, dance, and revel ; they are lawful sports ;
The choice of suitors you must not deny her,
Nor quarrel though you find a rival by her ;
Build on your own deserts, and ever be
A stranger to love’s enemy, jealousy.

PHILIP MASSINGER.

“

LOVE'S ASSEVERATION.

By those eyes of dazzling brown,
With their liquid mirth and gladness ;
By that brow without a frown,
Or a fleeting cloud of sadness ;
By that lip of vermeil red,
Breathing such a gentle voice ;
By that smile which never fled
While it could my gaze rejoice ;
By those curls of chestnut hue
Streaming down in rich profusion ;
By those cheeks where blushes strew
Rosy colours of confusion ;
By that face that, though a dream,
I would worship with devotion ;
By that bosom, fair as cream,
Heaving with untold emotion ;
By that silken hand of thine,
Pure as virgin alabaster ;

By that hand to make which mine
1 would brave the worst disaster ;
By the pulses of thy heart,
Fond as ever poet sung ;
By these simple words that start,
Faltering from my truthful tongue;
My love for thee, like delicious pain,
Throbs in the core of my heart and brain.
CHARLEs KENT.
Poems. (Longman and Co.)

GO, LOVELY ROSE!

Go, lovely Rose!

Tell her that wastes her time and me,
That now she knows,

When I resemble her to thee,

How sweet and fair she seems to be.

Tell her that’s young,
And shuns to have her graces spied,
That hadst thou sprung
In deserts, where no men abide,
Thou must have uncommended died.

Small is the worth

Of beauty from the light retired ;
Bid her conie forth,

Suffer herself to be desired,

And not blush so to be admired.

Then die ! that she
The common fate of all things rare
May read in thee ;
How small a part of time they share
That are so wondrous sweet and fair.

EDMUND WALLER.

mmn s AA AN~

THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS
LOVE.

CoME live with me, and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That hills and valleys, dale and field,
And all the craggy mountains yield

There will we sit upon the rocks

And see the shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.
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There will I make thee beds of roses
With a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle ;

A gown made of the finest wool,
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ;
Slippers lined choicely for the cold,
With buckles of the purest gold ;

A belt of straw and ivy-buds,

With coral clasps and amber studs ;
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Then live with me, and be my love.

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing,

For thy delight each May morning :

If these delights thy mind may move,

Then live with me, and be my love.
CHRISTOPHER MARLOW.

[T omit stanza 6, as in all probability an interpolation of
Izaak Walton's. ]

THE world’s wise men from north to south
Can never cure my pain ;
But one kiss from her honey mouth
Would make me whole again.
SIR SAMUEL FERGUSON.
Lays of the Western Gael. (Bell.)

~an ~

My love,—my chosen,—but not mine ! I send
My whole heart to thee in these words I write ;
So let the blotted lines, my soul’s sole friend,
Lie upon thine, and there be blest at night.
OWEN MEREDITH.
The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall.)

I LIVE but to see thee, to hear thee;
I count but the hours where thou art ;
I ask—only ask—to be near thee,
Albeit so far from thy heart.
OWwWEN MEREDITH.
The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall)

~

AN HONEST VALENTINE.
Returned from the Dead-Letter Qffice.
THANK ye for your kindness,

Lady fair and wise,

Though love’s famed for blindness,

Lovers—hem ! for lies.

Courtship’s mighty pretty,
Wedlock a sweet sight ;—
Should I (from the city,
A plain man, Miss —) write,
Ere we spouse-and-wive it,
Just one honest line,
Could you e’er forgive it,
Pretty Valentine ?

Honey-moon quite over,
If T less should scan
You with eye of lover
Than of mortal man ?
Seeing my fair charmer
Curl hair spire on spire,
All in paper armor,
By the parlor fire ;
Gown that wants a stitch in
Hid by apron fine,
Scolding in her kitchen,—
O fie, Valentine !

Should I come home surly
Vexed with fortune’s frown,
Find a hurly-burly,
House turned upside down,
Servants all a-snarl, or
Cleaning steps or stair :
Breakfast still in parlour,
Dinner —anywhere :
Shall T to cold bacon
Meekly fall and dine ?
No,—or I’m mistaken
Much, my Valentine.

What if we should quarrel ?
—Bless you, all folks do :—

Will you take the war ill
Yet half like it too?

When I storm and jangle,
Obstinate, absurd,

Will you sit and wrangle
Just for the last word,—

Or, while poor Love, crying,
Ubpon tiptoe stands,

Ready plumed for flying,—
Will you smile, shake hands,
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And the truth beholding,
With a kiss divine

Stop my rough mouth’s scolding ?—
Bless you, Valentine !

If, should times grow harder,
We have lack of pelf,
Little in the larder,
Less upon the shelf;

Will you, never tearful,
Make your old gowns do,
Mend my stockings, cheerful,

And pay visits few ?
Crave nor gift nor donor

Old days ne'er regret,
Seek no friend save Honour,

Dread no foe but Debt ;
Meet ill-fortune steady,

Hand to hand with mine,
Like a gallant lady,—

Will you, Valentine ?

Then, whatever weather
Come, or shine, or shade,
We'll set out together,
Not a whit afraid.
Age is ne’er alarming,—
I shall find, I ween,
You at sixty charming
As at sweet sixteen :
Let’s pray, nothing loath, dear,
That our funeral may
Make one date serve both, dear,
As our marriage day.
Then, come joy or sorrow,
Thou art mine,—1I thine.
So we'll wed to-morrow,
Dearest Valentine.
AUTHOR OF “ JouN HaLIFax,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirty Years. (Macmillan.)

[So] they that are to love inclined,
Swayed by chance, not choice or art,
To the first that’s fair, or kind,
Make a present of their heart ;
"T'is not she that first we love,
But whom dying we approve.
EpMUuND WALLER,

EXCELLENT wretch ! Perdition catch my soul,
Bat I do love thee !
WILLIAM SHAKSPERF.
Othello.

SONG.

As drooping fern for dewdrops,
For flowers the bee,

Wave-weary birds for woodlands,
Long I for thee.

As rivers seek the ocean,
Tired things their nest,

As storm-worn ships their haven,
Seek I thy breast.

Joun TODHUNTER.
Forest Songs. (K. Paul.)

I HEAR thy voice, I see thy smile,
I look upon thy folded hair ;
Ah! while we dream not they beguile,
Our hearts are in the snare.

OLIvER WENDELL HoLMEs.

CALIFORNIA MADRIGAL.
ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING.

OH, come, my beloved ! from thy winter abode,

From thy home on the Yuba, thy ranch over-
flowed ; :

For the waters have fallen, the winter has fled,

And the river once more has returned to its bed.

Oh, mark how the spring in its beauty is near!

How the fences and tules once more reappear !

How soft lies the mud on the banks of yon
slough

By the hole in the levee the waters broke through !

All Nature, dear Chloris, is blooming to greet

The glance of your eye, and the tread of your feet ;

For the trails are all open, the roads are all free,

And the highwayman’s whistle is heard on the lea.
K 2
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Again swings the lash on the high mountain trail,
And the pipe of the packer is scenting the gale ;
The oath and the jest ringing high o’er the plain,
Where the smut is not always confined to the grain.

Once more glares the sunlight on awning and roof,

Once more the red clay’s pulverized by the hoof,

Once more the dust powders the “ outsides” with
red,

Once more at the station the whiskey is spread.

Then fly with me, love, ere the summer’s begun,

And the mercury mounts to one hundred and one;

Ere the grass now so green shall be withered and
sear,

In tbe spring that obtains but one month in the
year.

. BRET HARTE.
Foctical Works. (Routledge.)

P e e aed

Now gallants gay in pride of youth,
Say, would you win the fair one’s ear?
Your votive pray’r be short and sooth,
And whisper low, and she z»// hear.
The matin bell may loudly tell
The bridal morn, when all may hear ;
But at the time of vesper chime—
Oh ! whisper low in beauty’s ear.

SAMUEL LOVER.
Poetical Works. (Routledge.)

A TALK.

(#¢) TuoucH the summer goes too soon,
And the winter comes too quick,
Yet the bird sings out a tune,
Up above the thatchd rick,
And ’tis dry below the tree.
So a little longer yet,
Even though the sun be set,
You can rove up in the grove
Along with me.

(Skhe) No. 'Tis too damp in the dell
When the colder sun is gone,
Where the streams begin to swell
With the rains acoming on.
On the air now floats no bee
For the honey he may get,
And the weather is too wet
Over head, or where I tread,
To go with thee. *

(He) Oh! then when we shall have lost
All the rainless nights and days,
May there come the icy frost
That shall harden all the ways,
And the path o’er hill and lea,
So that when the moon may show
Us the way we have to go,
You at whiles may climb the stiles
Along with me.

(She) No. For when the icy side
Of the knap is hard as steel,
Then I fear that I may slide,
And fall back from on my heel,
Though for all that, we may see
That with shoes more roughly soled,
And with steps that better hold
You some night, when it is light,
May come to me.

(He) Oh! Asif I wished to rub
My two elbows in a crowd,
And would seek a talking club
To hear voices high and loud.
"Tis but you I care to see.

(Ske) I might see you at the gate,
And it might not be too late,

By the green old ivy screen,
To talk with me.

WILLIAM BARNES.

LovE me, lady, dearly,
If you'll be so good;
Though I don’t see clearly
On what ground you should.
C. S. CALVERLEY.
Fly Leaves. (Bell.)
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TO DIANEME.

GIVE me one kiss,
And no more :
If so be, this
Makes you poor,
To enrich you,
T'll restore
For that one, two-
Thousand score.

RoBERT HERRICK.

SELF-EVIDENT.

WHEN other lips and other eyes
Their tales of love shall tell,

Which means the usual sort of lies
You’ve heard from many a swell;

When, bored with what you feel is bosh,
You'd give the world to see

A friend whose love you know will wash,
O, then remember me !

When Signor Solo goes his tours,
And Captain Craft’s at Ryde,
And Lord Fitzpop is on the moors,
And Lord knows who beside ;
When to exist you feel a task,

Without a friend at tea,
At such a moment I but ask
That you'll remember me.

J. R. PLANCHE.
Songs and Poems. (Chatto and Windus.)

LET ME LOOK INTO THINE EYE!

LET me look into thine eye,
Through thine eye into thy soul,
Draw the curtain from the sky,
Where the living pictures roll !
I am weary of smooth faces,
Looks that play a pretty part,
Shallow smiles and gay grimaces ;
Show me, show me, maid, thy heart !

When in gay saloon I found thee
Sailing proudly, like a queen,

With a host of fops around thee,
Through the fair and flaunting scene ;

Sure, I thought, this stately maiden
Struts her hour with dainty art,

But behind this masquerading
Keeps, I'll swear, a guileless heart.

Let me look into thine eye,
Through thine eye into thy soul,
Of deep thoughts and fancies high
The living-ciphered book unroll!
I am sick of polished faces,
Smiles tricked out for fashion’s mart ;
Worth a thousand practised graces,
Show me, show me, maid, thy heart !
J. S. BLackIE.
Lyrical Poems. (D. Douglas, Edinburgh.)

YOUR eyes, my love, are brightly blue,
And brightly golden are your tresses,
Your very looks are billets doux,
That go at once to their addresses.
H. S. LEiGH.
Gillott and Goosequill,
(British and Colonial Publishing Co.)

LOVE AND NURSING.
(From «“ The Widow Mysie.”)

O HEAVEN ! in what strange Enchanter’s den

Learnt she the spells wherewith she conquer’d
men ?

When to that chamber she had won her way,

The old man’s cheeks grew brighter every day;

She smooth’d the pillows underneath his head,

She brought sweet music round about his bed ;

She made the very mustard-blisters glow

With fire as soft as youthful lovers know ;

The very physic bottles lost their gloom

And seem’d like little fairies in the room ;

The very physic, charm’d by her, grew fine,

Rhubarb was nectar, castor-oil was wine.

Half darkly, dimly, yet with secret flame,

That titillated up and down his frame,

The grim old man lay still, with hungry eye

Watching her thro’ the room on tiptoe fly ;—

She turn’d her back—his cheek grew dull and dim !

She turn'd her face—its sunshine fell on him !
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Better and better every day grew he,
Colder and colder grew his nurse to me,
Till up he leapt, with fresh new life astir,
And only sank again—to kneel to Aer /
RoBERT BUCHANAN.
Poetical Works, Vol. I1.

I LovE the broad bright world of snow,
And every strange device

Which makes the woods a frozen show,

The rivers hard and still; but oh,
Ne'er loved a heart of ice!

T. B. REaAD.

UPON A DELAYING LADY.

CoME, come away,

Or let me go ;

Must I here stay
Because you're slow,
And will continue so ;
—Troth, lady, no.

I scorn to be

A slave to state ;

And since I'm free,

I will not wait,
Henceforth at such a rate,
For needy fate.

If you desire

My spark should glow,
The peeping fire

You must blow ;

Or I shall quickly grow
To frost, or snow.

RoBERT HERRICK.

AnAn

LET not you and I inquire

What has been our past desire ;

On what shepherds you have smiled,
Or what nymphs I have beguiled ;
Leave it to the planets too,

What we shall hereafter do;

For the joys we now may prove,
Take advice of present love.

EpMUND WALLER.

LINES SUGGESTED BY THE FOUR-
TEENTH OF FEBRUARY.'

ERE the morn the East has crimsoned,
When the stars are twinkling there,
(As they did in Watts's hymns, and
Made him wonder what they were :)
When the forest-nymphs are beading
Fern and flower with silvery dew—
My infallible proceeding
Is to wake, and think of you.

When the hunter’s ringing bugle
Sounds farewell to field and copse,
And I sit before my frugal
Meal of gravy-soup and chops :
When (as Gray remarks) “ the moping
Owl doth to the moon complain,”
And the hour suggests eloping—
Fly my thoughts to you again.

May my dreams be granted never?
Must I aye endure affliction
Rarely realized, if ever,
In our wildest works of fiction?
Madly Romeo loved his Juliet ;
Copperfield began to pine
When he hadn’t been to school yet—
But their loves were cold to mine.

Give me hope, the least, the dimmest,
Ere I drain the poisoned cup :
Tell me I may tell the chymist
Nort to make that arsenic up!
Else the heart must cease to throb in
This my breast ; and when, in tones
Hushed, men ask, “ Who killed Cock Robin??”
They'll be told, “ Miss Clara J s.”

C. S. CALVERLEY.
Verses and Translations.
(Deighton, Bell, and Co.)

[By kind permission of the Author, and of Messrs.
Deighton, Bell, and Co.]

Love me, dearest! Dearest, love me!
Brighter days may shine,

When thou shalt call me all thine own,
And thou’lt be only mine!
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But should that bliss be still denied,
Still fortune frown above me,

Thou’lt be my choice—though not my bride,
Then love me, dearest! Love me!

SAMUEL LOVER.
Poctical Works. (Routledge.)

“L ove not ! love not!” ah, false song !
0 h, but ’tis the spelling’s wrong!
V iewed with K before the N
E verything is altered then!
K left out, the “not,” you'll find,
N ever could be one to bind !
0 h, these words of ours ! why not
T urn the “love not!” to “love-knot ” ?
EpeEN HoOPER.

AAAAAAAAAA~

Your kisses were so embalmed
With spices of beech and fir,
That they haunt my lips in the dead o’ the night,
If the night-winds do but stir.
EMILY PFEIFFER.
Sonnets and Songs. (K. Paul.)

AAAn

RADIANT PROSPECTS.

Pluto. Tr, therefore, dearest, you would have me
paint
My residence exactly (aside) as it aint,—
(Aloud) 1 would entreat you, Proserpine, to come
where

A palace lifting to eternal—somewhere—
With marble halls invites us—

Lroserpine. By-the-bye,
Where is this palace ?

Lluto (embarrassed). 1In the Isle of Skye.
Thy days all cloudless sunshine shall remain,
For on our pleasure we will ne’er draw rein -
At noon we'd sit bencath the vine-arched bowers,
And, losing all our calculating powers,
Think days but minutes—reckoning by owrs ;
Darkness shall be at once with light replaced,
When my hand lights on that light taper waist;
Our friends should all true constant lovers be
(So we should not be bored with company) ;
Love’s Entertainments only would we seek,
And sending up to Mudie's once a week,
No tales that were not Lover’s we'd bespeak,

No sentiments in which we were not sharers
(Think what a host of rubbish that wouldspare us);
The summer months no milder-than the rest are,
For e’en when winter comes, no cold nor’-wester
Shall roughly visit that soft cheek, sweet girl,
No air e’er brush that ere hair out of curl ;
Whereof, perhaps, the wonder’s not so great,
Because there is no heir to the estate.
Dost like the picture, love, or are you bored ?
F. TarLFoukb.
Lluto and Proserpine. (French.)

ARAAAAAAA A

A SENSIBLE LOVER.

I NevER—never did desire

A maiden blest with “ eyes of fire ;”
Because such flaming things mayhap
Might singe, if not consume, a chap.

I never did a liking show

For maid whose “ bosom was of snow ;’
Because frost-bitten one might be,
From hugging such a girl as she.

4

The maid with lips ‘“like cherries ripe”
Has never been my passion’s type ;—

Because, when autumn time had come,
You'd have to pick ’em—which is rum!!

Nor is the maid, who boasts a cheek
¢ Just like a peach,” the one I seek:
I never—be the truth revealed—
Enjoy a peach that isn’t peeled.

The maid whose brow is “ivory white ”
Would never give my heart delight :
Although its good for paper-knives,

I don't like ivory in wives.

One taste I with the poets share—

I like a maid “ with golden hair ;”—
But would she let me—deuce is in't '—
Shave it, and send it to the Mint !

My notion of a girl is this—
A girl that one may hug and kiss; *
No ivory, or gold, or snow,
Or fire, or peach, or cherry !—No !
But just a girl—as girls now go.
THoMAas Hoop THE YOUNGER.
Poems Humorous and Pathetic.
(Chatto and Windus.)
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MY VALENTINE.
[ExTRACT.]

I LoVE not the sweetest of love protestations
Emblazoned by artists on paper of snow ;
The amorous glances and forced suspirations,

You purchase for money from Cupid & Co.

Those pink chubby boys, with their impudent faces,
Their hearts and their darts and their old stock-
in-trade,
Bedizened with tinsel, embowered in laces,
Shan't bearmy love-song to mytender-eyed maid.

Shall hireling muses e’er sing of her splendour,
Or trumpery poets at twopence a line ?

Shall e’er be a bookseller’s shopman the vendor
Of peean of praise to my sweet Valentine ?

I strike my own harp when I sing to my treasure,
T’ll sing my own song or for ever be still ;

And watch her eyes sparkle with exquisite pleasure
At soft-spoken words which so easily thrill!

I won’t bring a harp, and I won’t speak in numbers;
We'll sit as of yore in the snug-curtained room ;
When old folks are taking post-prandial slumbers,
We'll dream by the fire ’twixt the glow and the
gloom!

When sunny-brown tresses, in firelight, gleam
golden,
And ripple down soft o’er a bosom of snow ;
When a dear little waist is more closely enfolden—
There's sweetness in silence we both of us know !
J. AsHBY-STERRY.
Boudoir Ballads. (Chatto and Windus.)

ARAAAA~AAAns

GEORGIE’'S GIRDLE.

An! your supple slender waist

Should be never tightly laced,

So leave each Nature’s charm, sweet—
As you found it :

If you want a tighter zone,
Some day, darling, when alone,
I'll wind a loving arm, sweet—
Around it !
J. ASHBY-STERRY.
Boudoir Ballads. (Chatto and Windus.)
| By kind permission of the Author.]

WHY 1 LOVE YOU.

I LovE you—not because your face is fair,
And not because your voice is soft and sweet—
Not for the sunny glory of your hair,
Not for the merry music of your feet;
But you are like the sunshine and the flowers
That please and soothe the mind unconsciously—
Or like the bird-song in the morning hours,
Or brooklet dancing through a golden lea ;
So, when I see fair things I think of you,
And love you for the fresh and guileless grace—
For all the subtle sunshine in your face,
When that sweet heart of yours is beaming through.
May never cloud float o’er the summer skies,
To dim the gladness of my darling’s eyes !

H. M. BURNSIDE.

PRETTY, BUT NOT TO THE POINT.
[ExTRACT.]

I sE1zep the note—I flew upstairs—

Flung-to the door, and locked me in—

With panting haste I tore the seal—

And kissed the B in Benjamin !

*Twas full of love—to rhyme with dove—
And all that tender sort of thing—
Of sweet and meet—and heart and dart—
But not a word about a ring !
TroMas Hoob.
Loetical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

LOVE LETTER.
[ExTrACT.]
YEs, letter, on thy cover
My love shall kiss her name,
And, thinking of her lover,
Shall flush with joyful shame ;
And I will kiss you, letter,
Before I let you go:
And so my lips will greet her,
And nobody will know.

Yea, all this while I miss her
With exquisite, sweet pain,
Until I shall re-kiss her
And clasp her shape again,
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O my verses—be her lover
And kiss her day by day,
And she will repeat you over

When I am far away.
WiLLiaM WILKINS.

Songs of Study. (K. Paul.)

LOVE'S TIMIDITY.

I Do not ask to offer thee
A timid love like mine ;

I lay it as the rose is laid
On some immortal shrine.

I have no hope in loving thee,
I only ask to love;

I brood upon my silent heart,
As on its nest the dove.

But little have I been beloved,
Sad, silent, and alone :

And yet I feel, in loving thee,
The wide world is mine own.

Thine is the name I breathe to Heaven,
Thy face is on my sleep ;

I only ask that love like this
May pray for thee and weep.

L. E. LaNDON.
Poctical Works. (Routledge.)

TO ELECTRA.

I DARE not ask a kiss,

I dare not beg a smile;
Lest having that, or this,

I might grow proud the while.
No, no, the utmost share

Of my desire shall be,
Only to kiss that air

That lately kissd thee.

RoBERT HERRICK.

LINES SUGGESTED BY THE FOUR-
TEENTH OF FEBRUARY.
DARKNESS succeeds to twilight :
Through lattice and through skylight
The stars, no doubt, if one looked out,
Might be observed to shine :
And sitting by the embers
I elevate my members
On a stray chair, and then and there
Commence a Valentine.

Yea! by St. Valentinus,
Emma shall not be minus
What all young ladies, whate’er their grade is
Expect to-day no doubt :
Emma the fair, the stately—
Whom 1 beheld so lately,
Smiling beneath the snow-white wreath
Which told that she was “ out.”

Wherefore fly to her, swallow,
And mention that I'd ¢ follow,”
And “ pipe and trill,” et cetera, till
I died, had I but wings :
Say the North’s “true and tender,”
The South an old offender ;
And hint, in fact, with your well-known tact,
All kinds of pretty things.

Say I grow hourly thinner,
Simply abhor my dinner—
Tho’ I do try and absorb some viand
Each day, for form’s sake merely :
And ask her, when all’s ended,
And I am found extended,
With vest blood-spotted, and cut carotid,
To think on Hers sincerely.
C. S. CALVERLEY.
Verses and Translations. (Deighton, Bell, and Co.)

StILL, I love thee dearly :
Though I make (I feel)
Love a little queerly,
I'm as true as steel.

C. S. CALVERLEY.
Fly Leaves. (Bell.)

IMITATED FROM THE WELSH.

IF, while my passion I impart,
You deem my words untrue,

O place your hand upon my heart—
Feel how it throbs for you.

Ah no! reject the thoughtless claim
In pity to your Lover !

That thrilling touch would aid the flame,
It wishes to discover.

S. T. CoLERIDGE.
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THY sweet words drop upon the ear as soft
As rose-leaves on a well : and I could listen,
As though the immortal melody of Heaven

Were wrought into one word—that word a whisper,

That whisper all I want from all I love.

P. J. BaILEY.
Festus. (Longmans.)

SONG.

I praY thee send me back my heart,
Since I can not have thine,

For if from yours you will not part,
Why then should’st thou have mine ?

Yet now I think on't, let it lie,
To find it were in vain;

For thou’st a thief in either eye
Would steal it back again.

Why should two hearts in one breast lie,

And yet not lodge together ?
Oh, love ! where is thy sympathy,
If thus our hearts thou sever ?

But love is such a mystery,
I cannot find it out ;

For when I think I'm best resolved,
I then am in most doubt.

Then farewell care, and farewell woe,
I will no longer pine ;

For I'll believe I have her heart
As much as she has mine.

SIR JOHN SUCKLING.

IF SHE BUT KNEW.

IF she but knew that I am weeping
Still for her sake,

That love and sorrow grow with keeping

Till they must break,

My heart that breaking will adore her,
Be hers and die;;

If she might hear me once implore her,
Would she not sigh ?

If she but knew that it would save me,
Her voice to hear,

Saying she pitied me, forgave me,
Must she forbear?

If she were told that I was dying,
Would she be dumb ?
Could she content herself with sighing ?
Would she not come ?
ARrRTHUR W. E. O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Songs of @ Worker. (Chatto and Windus.)

LovE ne'er can place thy hand in mine,
Thou art so high above me—

Yet might I plead with eyes like thine,
I think that thou would’st love me.

AUBREY DE VERE.

TH1INK not of it, sweet one, so ;—
Give it not a tear;

Sigh thou mayst, and bid it go
Any—any where.

Do not look so sad, sweet one,—
Sad and fadingly ;

Shed one drop then—it is gone—
Oh ! ’twas born to die !

Still so pale? then, dearest, weep ;
Weep, I'll count the tears,

And each one shall be a bliss
For thee in after-years.

Brighter has it left thine eyes
Than a sunny rill ;

And thy whispering melodies
Are tenderer still.

Yet—as all things mourn awhile
At fleeting blisses ;
Let us too; but be our dirge,
A dirge of kisses.
Joun KEaTs.

R e e

NIGHT SONG.

On! do you wake, or do you sleep
With window to the full-moon’d sky ?
Or have you lost, or do you keep
A thought of all the day gone by?
Or are you dead to all you knew
Of life, the while I live to you?
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May air o’er wallside roses brought,
Of charming gardens give you dreams ;
May rustling leaves beguile your thought
With dreams of walks by falling streams.
And on your lids be light that yields
Bright dream-clouds over daisied fields.

Our meeting hour of yesterday

To me, now deep in waning night,
Seems all a glory pass’d away

Beyond a year-time's longsome flight.
Though night seems far too short to weigh
Your words and deeds of yesterday.

While rise or sink the glittering stars
Above dim woods, or hillock brows,
There, out within the moonpaled bars,
In darksome bunches, sleep your cows.
So sweetly sleep, asleep be they
Until you meet the opening day.

WiLLiAM BARNES.

HER beauty was as sweet a thing
As is the primrose in the spring.

ARTHUR W. E. O'SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)

FaIr is my love, when her fair golden hairs
With the loose wind ye waving chance to mark ;
Fair, when the rose in her red cheeks appears ;
Or in her eyes the fire of love does spark.
Fair, when her breast, like a rich-laden bark
With precious merchandise she forth doth lay ;
Fair, when that cloud of pride, which oft doth dark
Her goodly light, with smiles she drives away.
But fairest she, when so she doth display
The gate with pearls and rubies richly dight ;
Through which her words so wise do make their
way
To bear the message of her gentle sprite.
The rest be works of Nature’s wonderment ;
But this the work of heart’s astonishment.

EDMUND SPENSER.

ON A GIRDLE.

THAT which her slender waist confined,
Shall now my joyful temples bind ;
No monarch but would give his crown,
His arms might do what this has done.
It was my heaven’s extremest sphere,
The pale which held that lovely deer.
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love,
Did all within this circle move !
A narrow compass ! and yet there
Dwelt all that’s good and all that’s fair;
Give me hut what this ribbon bound,
Take all the rest the sun goes round.
EpMuND WALLER.

I'p like to be the lavender
That makes her linen sweet,

And swoon and sweeten in her breast,
And faint around her feet.

She'd hardly think of me at all,
And shake out lawn and sheet ;
And yet I'd be the lavender,
And make her linen sweet.
THEO. MARZIALS.
The Gallery of Pigeons. (K. Paul.)

GERTRUDE’S GLOVE.

SLips of a kid-skin deftly sewn,

A scent as through her garden blown,
The tender hue that clothes her dove,
All these, and this is Gerty’s glove.

A glove but lately dofft, for look—

It keeps the happy shape it took

Warm from her touch! What gave the glow ?
And where’s the mould that shaped it so ?

It clasp’d the hand, so pure, so sleek,
Where Gerty rests a pensive cheek,

The hand that when the light wind stirs,
Reproves those laughing locks of hers.

You fingers four, you little thumb !
Were I but you, in days to come
I'd clasp, and kiss,—I'd keep her—go !
And tell her that I told you so.
FREDERICK LOCKER.
London Lyrics. (K. Paul.)
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A VOW TO VENUS.
HarpiLy I had a sight
Of my dearest dear last night ;
Make her this day smile on me,
And I'll roses give to thee !
RoBErT HERRICK.

AnAmAAAN

PuRre lip coralline, slightly stirred ;

Thus stir; but speak not! Love can see
On you the syllables unheard

Which are his only melody.

Pure, drooping lids ; dark lashes wet
With that unhoped-for, trembling tear ;

Thus droop, thus meet ; nor give me yet
The eyes that I desire, yet fear.

Hands lightly clasped on meekest knee ;
All-beauteous head, as by a spell
Bent forward ; loveliest form, to me
A lovely soul made visible :—

Speak not! move not! More tender grows
The heart, long musing. Night may plead,
Perhaps, my part; and, at its close,
The morning bring me light indeed.
AUBREY DE VERE.
Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. (K. Paul.)

THE forward violet thus did I chide ;—
Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet
that smells,
If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells,
In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dyed.
The lily I condemnd for thy hand,
And buds of marjoram had stolen thy hair:
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,
One blushing shame, another white despair ;
A third, nor red nor white, had stolen of both,
And to his robbery had annexed thy breath;
But for his theft, in pride of all his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.
More flowers I noted, yet I none could see
But sweet or colour it had stolen from thee.
WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Sonnets.

CHERRY-Tipe, ripe, ripe, I cry;
Full and fair ones; come, and buy !

If so be you ask me where
They do grow? I answer, there,
Where my Julia’s lips do smile ;
There’s the land or cherry-isle, .
Whose plantations fully show,
All the year, where cherries grow.
RoBERT HERRICK.

AA An AN AN A

LOVE’S WISHES.

WouLp I were Erin’s apple-blossom o’er you,
Or Erin’s rose in all its beauty blown,
To drop my richest petals down before you,
Within the garden where you walk alone ;
In hope you'd turn and pluck a little posy,
With loving fingers through my foliage pressed,
And kiss it close and set it blushing rosy
To sigh out all its sweetness on your breast.

Would I might take the pigeon’s flight towards you,
And perch beside your window-pane above,
And murmur how my heart of hearts it hoards you,
O hundred thousand treasures of my love ;
In hope you’d stretch your slender hand and take
me,
And smooth my wildly-fluttering wings to rest,
And lift me to your loving lips and make me
My bower of blisses in your loving breast.

A. P. GRAVEs.
Irish Songs and Ballads. (Ireland, Manchester.)

AnnAAAAA~A~

[For] in her beauty was the clear revealing
Of Truth ; and with the sight a man grew pure,
And all his life and thinking steadfast, sure,

As one before a shrine of Godhead kneeling.

ARTHUR W. E. O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Songs of a Worker. (Chatto and Windus.)

SHE’s a virgin
Happy in all endowments which a poet
Could fancy in his mistress ; being herself
A school of goodness, where chaste maids may
learn,
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Without the aids of foreign principles,
By the example of her life and pureness,
To be as she is, excellent. I but give you
A brief epitome of her virtues, which
Dilated on at large, and to their merit,
Would make an ample story.
PHILIP MASSINGER.

STRANGE that one lightly-whispered tone
Is far, far sweeter unto me

Than all the sounds that kiss the earth,
Or breathe along the sea!

But, lady, when thy voice I greet,

Not heavenly music seems so sweet.

O lady ! there be many things
That seem right fair, below, above ;
But sure not one among them all
Is half so sweet as love ;—
Let us not pay our vows alone,
But join two altars both in one.
O. W. HoLMEs.

ONE LOVING SMILE.

O, wHITE and red,
Above your head
The arbutus flowers and berries grow ;
And underneath
The blushing heath
I've found for luck the heath of snow;
And sure ’tis fine
The foaming line
That laughs across the purple bay ;
But, ah, let slip
From your ripe lip
One loving smile, and where are they ?
A. P. GRAVEs.
Irish Songs and Ballads. (Ireland, Manchester.)

THE SURPRISE.

CHLORIS, I swear, by all I ever swore,
That from this hour I shall not love thee more.—
“What! love no more? Oh! why this altered
vow?”
Because I cannot love thee more—than now/
THOMAS MOORE.

HER stature comely, tall ; her gate
Well gractd ; and her wit,

To marvell at, not meddle with,
As matchless I omit.

A globe-like head, a gold-like haire,
A forehead smooth and hie,

An even nose ; on either side
Did shine a grayish eie.

Two rosie cheeks, round ruddy lips,
White just-set teeth within ;
A mouth in meane ; and underneathe
A round and dimpled chin.
WiLLIAM WARNER.
Albion's England.

THE MESSAGE.

Om all things fond and free,
Bear a message to my love ;

I am like a wind-blown cloud,
She is like the blue above.

She wanders 'mid the flowers
As a flower cool and sweet,

While my heart is as the droughty grass
That bends beneath her feet.

Tell her, ye sapient birds and bees,
The secret of that spring

She calmly smiles upon and holds,
A light and fleeting thing ;

Tell her that autumn is not rich
For all its golden grain ;

That but for joyance of the spring
Its garnered stores were vain.

Say the fruit is for the flower,
Not the flower for the fruit;

As the lute is for the music,
Not the music for the lute.

Say the tree is for the blossom,
Not the blossom for the tree ;
And I am made for love and her,
As she for love and me.
EMILY PFEIFFER.
Sonnets and Songs. (K. Paul.)
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A MAID
That paragons description and wild fame ;
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,
And in the essential vesture of creation
Does bear all excellency.
WiLLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Othello.

A LETTER OF ADVICE.

WHEN you love—as all men will—
Sing the theme of your devotion,
Sue—and vow—and worship still—
Overflow with deep emotion,
Bow to Cupid's sweet decrees,
Lightly wear the happy fetter,
Bend the knee and plead! But, please,
Do not write your love a letter!

Ah! most tempting it may be :
Ink flows free—and pens wid/ write,
And your passion fain you'd see
Plainly mapped in black and white.
Yet refrain from shedding ink,
If you can :—'tis wiser—better.
Ere you pen a sentence, think!
Do not write your love a letter!

Hearts may cool, and views may change—
Other scenes may seem inviting,
But a heart can’t safely range
If committed 'tis to writing.
What you've written is a writ,
Holds you closely as a debtor.
Will she spare you? Not a bit !
Do not write your love a letter!

Think of Breach of Promise cause,
Think of barristers provoking

Leading you to slips and flaws,
Turning all your love to joking.

If you've written aught, they’ll be
Safe to find it as a setter—

Then you'll wish you'd hearkened me—
Do not write your love a letter !

Oh, those letters read in Court !
How the tender things seem stupid !
How deep feeling seems but sport !
How young Momus trips up Cupid !
Take my warning then—or soon,
O’er your folly you'll be fretter,
Saying, *“ Why, poor foolish spoon,
Did I write my love a letter? ”

TroMAs Hoop THE YOUNGER.
LPoems Humorous and Pathetic,
(Chatto and Windus.)

[By kind permission of Messrs. Chatto and Windus.]

THE DOUBLE PAIN.
(Zranslated from “El Vizconde de Altamira”)

My heart doth own a double fear,
A double pain, a double sigh ;
The one when you are absent, dear;
The other when you're by.

At seeing you, my heart doth mourn
With love that cannot find relief ;

At missing you, my heart is torn
With all the bitter pangs of grief.

And now I shed the burning tear,
And now I heave the useless sigh :
The one when you are absent, dear ;
The other when you’re by !
D. F. McCARTHY.
Ballads, Poems, and Lyrics.
(McGlashan, Dublin.)
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LOYAL

““Such as I was, such will I be,
Your own ; what would ye more of me ?”

EARL o¥ SURREY.

KEATS'S LAST SONNET.

BrigHT star | would I were steadfast as thou art—

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite,
The moving waters at their priestlike task,

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
No—ryet still steadfast, still unchangeable,

Pillow'd upon my fair love’s ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon to death.

Joun KEeats.

1 GATHERED it wet for my own sweet Pet
As we whisper'd and walk’d apart :
She gave me that rose, it is fragrant yet,—
And oh, it is near my heart.
FREDERICK LOCKER.
« London Lyrics. (K. Paul)

~enn NN

LET others praise, as others prize,

The witching twilight of your eyes—

I cannot praise you : I adore,

And that is praise —and something more.

FREDERICK LOCKER.
London Lyrics. (K. Paul.)

*

CoME, my love, while my heart is in the south,
While youth is about my ways—
I will run to meet you and kiss your mouth,
And bless you for all my days. ’
Guy RosLyN.

Village Verses. (Moxon and Co.)

THE kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left,
Shall never part from mine,
Till happier hours restore the gift

Untainted back to thine.
Lorp BYRON.

“ THE bliss which woman’s charms bespeak,
I've sought in many, found in none!”
¢ In many ’tis in vain you seek
What only can be found in one.”
COVENTRY PATMORE

The Angel in the House. (G. Bell and Sons.)

THAT DREAM OF OURS.
O, THE young love was sweet, dear,
That dainty dream of ours,
When we could not keep our feet, dear,
From dancing through the flow'rs ;
When hopes and gay romances
Were thick as leaves in spring,
And cares were old folks’ fancies,
And joy the solid thing.
Of all youth’s visions blest, dear,
Of all its golden dow'rs,
O, the young love was best, dear,
That dainty drecam of ours!
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O, the old love is sweet, dear,
These chill October days,

When we tread with falt’ring feet, dear,
The sear and silent ways.

When earth has lost its glory,
And heav’n has lost its blue,

And life’s a sober story,
And care a comrade true.

Though hopes no longer cheat, dear,
And dreams have lost their sway,

O, the old love is sweet, dear,
That gilds the autumn day !

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.
Songs in Sunshine. (Eyre and Spottiswoode.)

e

I LOVE YOU BEST.

YoUR face, the fairest 1 have seen,
Is now a part of life to me :
It smiles down sorrows that have been,
And speaks of pleasures that may be ;
But though you have my heart in thrall,
I cannot meet you like the rest,
And yet I know, above them all,
I love you best.

Your life, the truest I have known,

Not very sad nor very gay,
Has given guidance to my own,

That might apart have gone astray:
So much of good has come to me

From you that I would now be blest—
Am I unworthy? Am I free

To love you best ?

I cannot flatter in your sight,

Nor boldly speak as others do;
But I could suffer, or could fight,

Or forfeit life for love of you ;
Or I could toil for all my days

To shield you from the world’s unrest,
And prove to you, in simple ways,

I love you best.

Now hopes and fears within me fight,
As I await the deepest woe,

Or else the richest of delight
That any youth or man may know ;

Soon happiness my heart must fill,
Or I must turn from peace and rest,
To live a life alone, and still
To love you best.
Guy RosLyN.
Lyrics and Landscapes. (Arthur H. Moxon. )

LET me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove :
Oh, no ! it is an ever-fixéd mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be
taken ;
Love’s not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come ;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error, and upon me proved,
I never writ nor no man ever loved.
WILLIAM SHAKSPERE
Sonnets.

AAAAAAAA A

I Lovr thee—I love thee!

*Tis all that I can say ;—
1t is my vision in the night,

My dreaming in the day ;
The very echo of my heart,

The blessing when I pray :
I love thee !—I love thee !

'Tis all that I can say.

THomas Hoob.

Poctical Works. (Ward, Lock, and Co.)

ROOT AND LEAF.

THE love that deep within me lies
Unmoved abides in conscious power ;
Yet in the heaven of thy sweet eyes
It varies every hour.

A look from thee will flush the cheek :
A word of thine awaken tears :
And, ah!in all I do and speak
How frail my love appears !
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In yonder tree, Belov’d, whose boughs
Are household both to earth and heaven,
Whose leaves have murmur'd of our vows
To many a balmy even,

The branch that wears the liveliest green,
Is shaken by the restless bird ;

The leaves that nighest heaven are seen,
By every breeze are stirr’d :

But storms may rise, and thunders roll,
Nor move the giant roots below ;
So, from the bases of the soul,
My love for thee doth grow.

It seeks the heaven, and trembles there
To every light and passing breath ;
But from the heart no storm can tear
Its rooted growth beneath.
OWEN MEREDITH.

The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall.)

SHE is not dead, and she is not wed !
But she loves me now, and she loved me then!
And the very first word that her sweet lips said,
My heart grew youthful again.
OWEN MEREDITH.

The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall.)

THE world may smile, the world may sneer—
It’s all the same to me ;—
I've double-locked my heart, my dear,
And given you the key.
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.
Gaslight and Stars. (Marcus Ward.)

PUSHN

MiNE to the core of the heart, my beauty !
Mine, all mine, and for love, not duty :
Love given willingly, full and free,
Love for love’s sake—as mine to thee.
AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN.”
Thirty Years. (Macmillan.)

To sigh, yet feel no pain,
To weep, yet scarce know why ;
To sport an hour with Beauty’s chain,
Then throw it idly by.

To kneel at many a shrine,
Yet lay the heart on none;
To think all other charms divine,
But those we just have won.
This is love, careless love,
Such as kindleth hearts that rove.

To keep one sacred flame,
Through life unchill’d, unmoved ;
To love, in wintry age, the same
As first in youth we loved ;
To feel that we adore,
To such refined excess,
That, though the heart would break with more,
We could not live with /Zess.
This is love, faithful love,
Such as saints might feel above.
THoMAs MOORE.

THE HEART’S EVIDENCE.

TiDEs that encroach and make the plain a sea,
Tides that recede and make the sea a plain,
Loud cities that where once waved grass and

grain

Send up your towers and flags, ye tendrils free—

Ivy and vine —that unrebukedly
The stones that once were cities clasp and

chain;
Preach, if ye will, that all things change and
wane,

And that Man’s spirit soon no more shall be ;

But though the world from which Columbus

sailed,
The world he sailed to and the seas between,
Should cry—the dreamsof life to come deceive ;
1, sweet, remembering thy faith serene
And quenchless love, should there find counter-
vailed
The witness of both worlds, and still believe.
WESTLAND MARSTON.
Dramatic and Poetical Works,
(Chatto and Windus.)

Love me little—love me long,

Is the burden of my song;

Love that is too hot and strong
Burneth soon to waste.
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Still I would not have thee cold,
Not too backward or too bold ;
Love that lasteth till 'tis old
Fadeth not in haste.
UNKNOWN.

FROM HEINE.

THoOSE azure, azure eyes

Gaze on me with their love;
And I am lost in dream,

And cannot speak or move.

Those azure, azure eyes
Stay with me when we part:
A sea of azure thoughts
Overfloods my heart.
James THOMSON.

City of Dreadful Night. (Receves and Turner.)

KEEPING A HEART.
To M—— D—.
IF one should give me a heart to keep,
With love for the golden key,
The giver might live at ease or sleep ;
It should ne’er know pain, be weary, or weep,
The heart watched over by me.

I would keep that heart as a temple fair,
No heathen should look therein ;

Its chaste marmoreal beauty rare

I only should know, and to enter there
I must hold myself from sin.

I would keep that heart as a casket hid
Where precious jewels are ranged,

A memory each ; as you raise the lid,

You think you love again as you did
Of old, and nothing seems changed.

How I should tremble day after day,
As I touched with the golden key,
Lest aught in that heart were changed, or say
That another had stolen one thought away
And it did not open to me.

But ah ! I should know that heart so well,
As a heart so loving and true,
As a heart that I held with a golden spell,
That so long as I changed not I could foretell
That heart would be changeless too,

I would keep that heart as the thought of heaven,
To dwell in a life apart,

My good should be done, my gift be given,

In hope of the recompense there ; yea, even
My life should be led in that heart.

And so on the eve of some blissful day,
From within we should close the door
On glimmering splendours of love, and stay
In that heart shut up from the world away,

Never to open it more.

ARrRTHUR W. E. O’'SHAUGHNESSY.
Songs of a Worker. (Chatto and Windus.)

A MATCH.
[ExTRrACT.]

IF love were what the rose is,
And I were like the leaf,
Our lives would grow together
In sad or singing weather,
Blown fields or flowerful closes,
Green pleasure or grey grief ;
If love were what the rose is,
And I were like the leaf.

If I were what the words are,
And love were like the tune,
With double sound and single
Delight our lips would mingle,
With kisses glad as birds are
That get sweet rain at noon;
1f 1 were what the words are,
And love were like the tune.

If you were life, my darling,

And I your love were death,
We'd shine and snow together,
Ere March made sweet the weather
With daffodil and starling

And hours of fruitful breath ;
If you were life, my darling,

And I your love were death.

A. C. SWINBURNE.

Poems and Ballads ; First Sertes.
(Chatto and Windus.)
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THouGH Fate, my girl, may bid us part,
Our souls it cannot, shall not sever ;
heart will seek its kindred heart,
And cling to it as close as ever.

THoMAs MOORE.

To love is but to live, my fair,—
You would not surely have me die?
So tangle my soul here tight in your hair,
Till I and you are only L

THEO. MARzIALS.
The Gallery of Pigeons. (K. Paul.)

TELL me not, sweet, I am unkind,
That from the nunnery

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind
To war and arms I fly.

True, a new mistress now I chase,
The first foe in the field ;

And with a stronger faith embrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy is such
As you too shall adore ;

I could not love thee, dear, so much,
Loved I not honour more.

RicHARD LoOVELACE.

AAAAAA D RnA

My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep; the more I give to thee,
The more I have, for both are infinite.

WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Romeo and Juliet.

I LovE thee, I love thee, my darling, my queen;
I will love thee in life, I will love thee to death,
While the sea-spray is white, while the olive is
green,
While the lip hath its redness, the body its breath.
G. F. ARMSTRONG.
Poems : Lyrical and Dramatic. (Longmans.)

SINCE WE PARTED.

SINCE we parted yester-eve,

I do love thee, love, believe,

Twelve times dearer, twelve hours longer,
One dream deeper, one night stronger,
One sun surer,—thus much more

Than I loved thee, love, before.

OWwWEN MEREDITH.
The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall.)

ALL glorious dreams that beautified and blest
My fervent youth were realized in Thee;
Young longings, nobler far in their unrest
Than later moods of scornful stagnancy,
Again could heave and agitate my breast :
My mind, long world-filled, was empowered to
see
That Life has sacred mysteries unrevealed,
And grander trusts than Earth and Time can yield.

JaMes THoMsoN.
Vane's Story. (Reeves and Turner.)

I've thought of thee—I’ve thought of thee,
Through change that teaches to forget ;

Thy face looks up from every sea,
In every star thine eyes are set.

Though roving beneath Orient skies,
Whose golden beauty breathes of rest,

I envy every bird that flies
Into the far and clouded West :

I think of thee—I think of thee !

Oh, dearest ! hast thou thought of me?

N. P. WiLLis.
Poctical Works. (Routledge.)

AnAAn A A

THE sun
Smiles on the earth, and the exuberant earth
Returns the smile in flowers—’twas so with me :
I love thee as a fountain leaps to light—
I can do nothing else.
ALEXANDER SMITH.
A Life-Drama. (Macmillan )
L 2
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ON HIS FORTUNE IN LOVING HER.

I pID not choose thee, dearest. It was Love
That made the choice, not I. Mine eyes were blind
As a rude shepherd’s who to some lone grove
His offering brings and cares not at what shrine
He bends his knee. The gifts alone were mine ;
The rest was Love’s. He took me by the hand,
And fired the sacrifice, and poured the wine,
And spoke the words I might not understand.

I was unwise in all but the dear chance

Which was my fortune, and the blind desire
Which led my foolish steps to love’s abode,

And youth’s sublime unreasoned prescience
Which raised an altar and inscribed in fire

Its dedication “ to the unknown god.”

Love Sonnets of Proteus. (K. Paul.)

AnAAAAAAA

ABSENT, YET PRESENT.

As the flight of a river
That flows to the sea,
My soul rushes ever
In turnult to thee.

A twofold existence
I am where thou art ;
My heart in the distance
Beats close to thy heart.

Look up, I am near thee,
I gaze on thy face ;

I see thee, I hear thee,
I feel thine embrace.

As a magnet’s control on
The steel it draws to it,

Is the charm of thy soul on
The thoughts that pursue it.

And absence but brightens
The eyes that I miss,
And custom but heightens
The spell of thy kiss.

It is not from duty,

Though that may be owed,—
It is not from beauty,

Though that be bestowed ;

But all that I care for,
And all that I know,

Is that, without wherefore,
I worship thee so.

Through granite as breaketh
A tree to the ray,

As a dreamer forsaketh
The grief of the day,

My soul in its fever
Escapes unto thee ;
O dream to the griever,

O light to the tree !

A twofold existence
I am where thou art;
Hark, hear in the distance
The beat of my heart !

Lorp LyTTON.
Poctical Works. (Routledge.)

ON heaven’s steps of beryl, poised for flight,
An angel stood ; but ere his wings he spread
Close to his side did his twin angel light,
Who from the darkening earth had newly sped ;
Thy guardian spirit, seeing that thy head
Was bent in prayer, so knew thee safe from harm,
Homesick to heaven awhile he quickly fled,
Longing for native peace and love and calm.
So spake each angel of his human charge,
Telling of hopes and fears, of joy and woe,
Then parting, he who left the shining marge
To watch o’er me, his care, swift sped below,
And as I slept, he in my sleeping ear
Whispered of thee, and straight I dreamt thee
near.
B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.
Fulgencius. (Newman.)

I sPokE to you with all my soul, and when
1 look at you 'tis still my soul you see.

ARTHUR W. E. O’'SHAUGHNESSY.
Songs of a Worker., (Chatto and Windus.)
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FAREWELL, and yet again farewell ; and yet
Never farewell, —if farewell mean to fare
Alone and disunited. Love hath set
Our days, in music, to the selfsame air ;

And I shall feel, wherever we may be,
Even tho’ in absence and an alien clime,
The shadow of the sunniness of thee,
Hovering, in patience, through a clouded time.

OWEN MEREDITH.
The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall))

MAan o v~

Say over again, and yet once over again,

That thou dost love me. Though the word re-
peated

Should seem ¢ a cuckoo-song,” as thou dost treat it.

Remember, never to the hill or plain,

Valley and wood, without her cuckoo-strain

Comes the fresh Springin all her green completed.

Beloved, I, amid the darkness greeted

By a doubtful spirit-voice, in that doubt’s pain

Cry, “ Speak once more—thou lovest!” Who can
fear

Too many stars, though each in heaven shall roll,

Too many flowers, though each shall crown the
year ?

Say thou dost love me, love me, love me—toll

The silver iterance |—only minding, dear,

To love me also in silence with thy soul.

EL1ZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.
Sonnets from the Portuguese.

Poems.  (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

Across the surging blue, love,
Across the seething white,

My heart flies home to you, love,
As birds fly home at night.

FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE.

Ann,

COMING BACK FROM THE DIGGINGS.

T GaTHERED the gold I had hid in the earth,
Hid over the door and hid under the hearth :
Hoarded and hid, as the world went over,

For the love of a blonde by a sun-browned lover.
And I said to myself, as I set my face

To the East, and afar from the desolate place,

¢ She has braided her tresses, and through her tears
Looked away to the West, for years, the years
That I have wrought where the sun tans brown.
She has waked by night, she has watched by day,
She has wept and wondered at my delay,
Alone and in tears, with her head held down,
Where the ships sail out, and the seas swirl in,
Forgetting to knit and refusing to spin.
She shall lift her head, she shall see her lover,
She shall hear his voice like a sea that rushes,
She shall hold his gold in her hands of snow,
And down on his breast she shall hide her blushes,
And never a care shall her true heart know,
While the clods are below, or the clouds are above
her.””
JoaQuiN MILLER.
Songs of the Sterras. (Longmans.)

AND when she turn’'d on me
The sorrowing light of desolate eyes divine,
I knew in a moment what our lives must be
Henceforth. It lighten'd on me then and there.
How she was irretrievably all mine,
I hers,—thro’ time, become eternity.
It could not ever have been otherwise,
Gazing into those eyes.

OWEN MEREDITH.

The Wanderer. (Chapman and Hall.)

A A s

WE are pledged with scarce an endeavour,
Even to death, sweet dove ;
I am thine, thou art mine, evermore.
God on His throne above
Witness our pledges of love !

G. F. ARMSTRONG.
Poems : Lyrical and Dramatic. (Longmans.)

[For] since creation’s dawn, love,
No other law might be ;

But like to like is drawn, love,
As I am drawn to thee !

J. S. BLACKIE,

Lyrical Poems. (D. Douglas, Edinburgh.)



150 TABLETS OF THE HEART.

. « . . THE only She,
And, in one girl, all womanhood to me.
FraNcis TURNER PALGRAVE.
Lyrical Poems. (Macmillan.)

“] kNow thee, lovely maiden !” then he cried;

“ I know thee, and of thee I have been told:

Been told by all the roses of the vale,

By hermit streams, by pale sea-setting stars,

And by the roaring of the storm-tost pines :

And I have sought for thee upon the hills,

In dim sweet dreams, on the complacent sea,

When breathless midnight, with her thousand

hearts,

Beats to the same love-tune as my own heart.

I've waited for thee many seasons through,

Seen many autumns shed their yellow leaves

Q’er the oak-roots, heard many winters moan

Thorough the leafless forests drearily.

Now am I joyful, as storm-battered dove

That finds a perch in the Hesperides,

For thou art found. Thou, whom I long have

sought,

My other self! Our blood, our hearts, our souls,

Shall henceforth mingle in one being, like

The married colours in the bow of heaven.”

ALEXANDER SMITH.

A Life-Drama. (Macmillan.)

LOVE.
(RoNDEAU.)
Ir love be true,—not bought at mart,
Tho’ night and darkness hide from view,
What harshest of harsh things can part
The loved-one from the lover's heart,
Or stay the dreams that flit thereto?
If love be true, dreams need no chart
To gain the goal for which they’re due,
For Love will guide them with love’s dart,
If love be true!

If love be true, if thou be true,
Sweet love, as fair thou surely art,
Night shall not hide your eyes of blue
From my heart’s eyes the long night thro’,
Though in sweet sadness tears may start,
If love be true!
SAMUEL WADDINGTON.

PoweR, office, title . . . up they fly
Against one light and sunny curl,
That plays above thine azure eye,
My mild and modest country girl !
W. S. LANDOR.
Works. (Chapman.)

THou art my Heaven ; my Sun and Moon
Are the mere light within thine eyes ;
Nature, that gave the world those orbs,
Gave me the light within thine eyes ;}—
I, and I only, can repose
Within the light within thine eyes;
Oh! Leila, what would be my gloom,
Without the light within thine eyes?
Lorp HouGHTON.
Poctical Works. (Murray.)

WON'T YOU.

Do you remember when you heard

My lips breathe love's first faltering word ?
You do, sweet,—don’t you ?

When, having wandered all the day,

Linked arm in arm, I dared to say,
“You'll love me— won't you?”

And when you blushed, and could not speak,
I fondly kissed your glowing cheek ;
Did that affront you?
Oh, surely not ; your eye exprest
No wrath—but said, perhaps in jest,
“You'll love me—won’t you?”

I’'m sure my eyes replied, “I will ;"
And you believe that promise still ;
You do, sweet—don't you ?
Yes, yes! when age has made our eyes
Unfit for questions or replies
“ You'll love me—won’t you?”
T. H. Bavry
Poctical Works. (Bentley.)

IN EXTREMIS.
I 1.0VE to feel your hand, beloved,
I love to feel your hand ;
Then hold me fast until we part
Upon the gloomy strand,
And I upon the silent sea
Go forth alonce from love and thee!
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Ilove to see your smile, which says
What else you dare not say :
It gilds for me the murky shore,
It seems to light my way.
Brave love, keep back your tears awhile,
That parting I may see you smile !

Oh, let me hear your voice, beloved—
Your face I see no more!

That tender voice will sound above
The breakers of the shore ;

And for a space may follow me

Out, out upon the silent sea.

One kiss upon my lips, sad lips
That cannot kiss thee back,

Let love proclaim his bitter truth—
Bear witness on the rack!

One kiss, the longest and the last,

Resuming all the sacred past.

Oh love that seems to rise, as rise
The waters of that sea,
To nise and overflow, and float
My soul, O God, to Thee!
Thy smile, thy voice, thy kiss, thy breath,
Beloved, have rapt my soul from death !
EMILY PFEIFFER.
Sonnets and Songs. (K. Paul.)

O ToucH that rosebud ! it will bloom—
My lady fair!
A passionate red in dim green gloom,
A joy, a splendour, a perfume
That sleeps in air.

You touched my heart ; it gave a thrill
Just like a rose
That opens at a lady’s will ;
Its bloom is always yours until
You bid it close.
MoRrTIMER COLLINS.
Frances.

A MA FUTURE.
WHERE waitest thou,
Lady I am to love? Thou comest not ;
Thou knowest of my sad and lonely lot—
-I looked for thee ere now !

It is the May,
And each sweet sister soul hath found its brother,
Only we two seek fondly each the other,

And seeking still delay.

Where art thou, sweet ?
I long for thee as thirsty lips for streams !
O gentle promised angel of my dreams,
Why do we never meet ?

Thou art as I,
Thy soul doth wait for mine as mine for thee;
We cannot live apart, must meeting be

Never before we die?

Dear soul, not so,
That time doth keep for us some happy years,
That God hath portioned us our smiles and tears,
Thou knowest, and I know.

Yes, we shall meet !
And therefore let our searching be the stronger;
Dark ways of life shall not divide us longer,
Nor doubt, nor danger, sweet.

Therefore I bear
This winter-tide as bravely as I may,
Patiently waiting for the bright spring day
That cometh with thee, dear.
"Tis the May light
That crimsons all the quiet college gloom,
May it shine softly in thy sleeping-room,
And so, dear wife, good night.
EpwIN ARNOLD.
Griselda, and other Poems. (D. Bogue.)

~

My thoughts are happier oft than I,
For they are ever, love, with thee ;
And thine, I know, as frequent fly
O’er all that severs us, to me ;
Like rays of stars that meet in space,
And mingle in a bright embrace.
P. J. BaiLky.

Festus. (Longmans.)

HE is coming—tho’ you little wot,—
You are waiting—yet he knows it not !
FreDERICK LOCKER.
London Lyrics. (K. Paul.)






152 TABLETS OF THE HEART.

WAITING.

A YOUNG fair girl among her flowers,
And, as to blossoms born in May,

Her morrows still brought sunnier hours
Than made up sunny yesterday.

She did but wait: “ Hope is so sweet ;
We love so well, my love and I ;

The hours that come, the hours that fleet,
End all in one glad by and by.”

A pale worn woman, scarcely sad,

But tired, like those who, too long pent,
Forget the joy they have not had

Of the free winds, and droop content.
She did but wait : “ Ah, no, to me

The silent hope is never dead ;
What are the days that are to be

But part of the dear days long fled?”

He came : “ The wealth we need is mine;
And now?” “ Alas!” she said, “in vain.
The love I love is no way thine,
I wait who never comes again.
Oh, for my lover of old days,
We two from all the world apart !
I must go lone on earth’s bleak ways,
He is not now savc in my heart.”

He wed another. She, alone,

Patient and weary, toiled for bread.
And bygone still was never gone,

The silent hope was never dead.
She did but wait : “I have the past ;

The new days live the old days O’er,
And there abides until the last

The by and by that was before.”

AucUsTA WEBSTER.
A Book of Rhyme. (Macmillan.)

Lapy, I fain would tell how evermore
Thy soul I know not from thy body, nor
Thee from myself, neither our love from God.

DaNTE G. RoOSSETTI.
Ballads and Sonnets. (Ellis and White.)

LOVE’'S TRICOLOR.

A BLUEBELL on her baby lap I threw
When first we were together,
Coucl’d ’neath the meadow-hedge near which
grew—
That showery, sunbright weather !
All April in the skies,
May gleaming thro’ her eyes;
Sweet birds singing,
Blossoms springing—
Buds upon the heather !

A purpling Rose I placed within her hand —
That young life’s summer token !—
Her girlish soul my soul could understand—
The maiden spell was broken—
Soft love-light on her face
Revealed its dimpling grace :
Warm heart-flushes
In her blushes
Told the words just spoken.

A waxen-white Camellia on her breast—
Ah, well do I remember! —
My love laid down where calm s/e lay at rest :
"Twas in the bleak December :
Dead, dead her heart’s love-fire —
Mine only will expire
With death’s sleeping :
Lifelong weeping
Shall not quench its ember.
CHARLES KENT.
ZLoems. (Longmans.)

ANSAnAA A

IF I had but two little wings,
And were a little feathery bird,
To you I'd fly, my dear !
Lut thoughts like these are idle things,
And T stay here.
S. T. COLERIDGE.

AAAAAA AA A

IT was a pain one bliss to lose
Changing it for another bliss ;
It was a pain one kiss to lose,
Yea, one kiss for another kiss.
ARTHUR W. E. O'SHAUGHNESSY.
Lays of France. (Chatto and Windus.)









LOVE AND COURTSHIP.

153

My love o’er the water bends dreaming ;
1t glideth and glideth away :

She sees there her own image gleaming
Through shadow and ripple and spray.

Oh, tell her, thou murmuring river,

As past her your light wavelets roll,
That thus toc that image for ever

Shines pure in pure depths of my soul.

JamEes THowmsoN.

City of Dreadful Night. (Reeves and Turner.)

A TRUE LOVER’'S DITTY.

O PLEASANT bevy of bright gay girls

Who with silver laughter and sheeny curls,

And arch sweet glances, and gracious words,

Have soothed my journeying hitherto—

O fair sweet friends, I have done with you ;

The nightingale sings in the woods alone

And who taketh note of the other birds:

The glades being thrilled by her glorious bars
Piped through the leaves when the round pure moon
Has arisen, chasing the sparkling stars.

WiLLiaM WILKINS.
Songs of Study. (K. Paul.)

My tongue's a very beggar in her praise,
It cannot gild her gold with all its words.
ALEXANDFR SMITH.
A LifeeDrama. (Macmillan.)

A

LET fair or foul my mistress be,

Or low, or tall, she pleaseth me;

Or let her walk, or stand, or sit,

The posture’s hers, I'm pleased with it ;
Or let her tongue be still, or stir,
Graceful is everything from her;

Or let her grant, or else deny,

My love will fit each history.

RoOBERT HERRICK.

LEeT not my love be called idolatry,
Nor my beloved as an idol show,
Since all alike my songs and praises be,
To one, of one, still such, and ever so.
Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,
Still constant in a wondrous excellence ;
Therefore my verse, to constancy confined,
One thing expressing, leaves out difference.
Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument,
Fair, kind, and true, varying to other words ;
And in this change is my invention spent,
Three themes in one, which wondrous scope
affords.
Fair, kind, and true, have often lived alone,
Which three, till now, never kept seat in one.

WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Sonnets.

But when I look on her and hope
To tell with joy what I admire,
My thoughts lie cramp’d in narrow scope,
Or in the feeble birth expire ;
No skil’d complexity of speech,
No simple phrase of tenderest fall,
No liken’d excellence can reach
Her, the most excellent of all,
The best half of creation’s best,
Its heart to feel, its eye to see,
The crown and complex of the rest,
Its aim and its epitome.

COVENTRY PATMORE.

The Angel in the House. (G. Bell and Sons.)

THAT out of sight is out of mind
Is true of most we leave behind ;
It is not sure, nor can be true,
My own and only love, of you.

A. H. CLouGH.
Poems. (Macmillan.)



VI.

AMANTIUM IRA

“, .. We had our first great quarrel (within a week of our betrothal), and . . . Dora sent me
back the ring, enclosed in a despairing cocked-hat note, wherein she used the terrible expression that
‘ our love had begun in folly, and ended in madness!’ which dreadful words occasioned me to tear my
hair, and cry that all was over!”

DAviD COPPERFIELD.

THE LAST QUARREL.

THE last time that we quarrell’d, love,
It was an April day,

And through the gushing of the rain

That beat against the window pane
We saw the sunbeams play.

The linnet never ceased its song.
Merry it seem’d, and free ;—

¢ Your eyes have long since made it up
And why not lips?” quoth he.

You thought—I thought—and so 'twas done,
Under the greenwood tree.

The next time that we quarrel, love,—
Far distant be the day
Of chiding look or angry word |—
We'll not forget the little bird
That sang upon the spray.
Amid your tears, as bright as rain,
When Heaven’s fair bow extends,
Your eyes shall mark where love begins,
And cold estrangement ends.
You’ll think—1I'l] think—and, as of old,
You'’ll kiss me, and be friends.
CHARLES MACKAY.
Poctical Works. (Warne.)

WiITH all my soul, then, let us part,
Since both are anxious to be free ;
And I will send you home your heart,
If you will send back mine to me.

We've had some happy hours together,
But joy must often change its wing;

And spring would be but gloomy weather,

If we had nothing else but spring.

"Tis not that I expect to find
A more devoted, fond, and true one,
With rosier cheek or sweeter mind —
Enough for me that she’s a new one.

THoOMAS MOORE.

SO THEY SAY.

SHe in tears, he pained at heart,
Thus, alas! the lovers part
Each a diff’rent way—
Just a look the strife began,
Jealousy the flame did fan;
True love’s course ne’er smoothly ran,
So they say.

After many days they met,
Both agreeing to forget
All about their fray.
Little need had he to sue,
She to him was ever true;
Lovers' quarrels love renew,
So they say.

Trouble now has taken wing,
He has gladly bought the ring,
She has named the day;
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Love hath laid on them his spell,
What remaineth then to tell?
All is well that endeth well,
So they say.
SOMERVILLE GIBNEY.

HER WILL!
(A YOUNG LADY’s LETTER.)

He's false ! and the world’s at an end !
(I wonder I'm living here still !)

So I'm writing to yox, my dear friend,
This letter, enclosing my Will;

In health (but despairing) I sign
The deed under cover you'll see,

With the few last bequests that are mine,
And I leave you my only trustee !

To that hateful Miss Jones I bequeath,
With humour that’s cynical, grim,
The poor little violet wreath
I wore when I last danced with Asim /
To Aunt Jane, who was cross as could be,
Because she’d been losing at cards,
And called him “a worthless parts,”
I reluctantly leave—my regards !

To you, dear, who never were cross
Because I outshone you in beauty,
I leave (with a tear for his loss)
My pug, free of legacy duty !
To Harry (my brother), whose heart
Will, seeing this, turn to Stonehenge,
And take, with all vigour, my part,
I leave my best treasure—revenge !

To dear old Sir Thomas, whose house
You know was the scene of our loves,
I leave, with best love, my white mouse,
And the poor little Barbary doves !
HZll trace the allusion, no doubt,
And, in case he should meet with success,
And things should turn pleasantly out,
I leave him, besides, my address !

To Him, who, I'm certain, must grieve
That thus he has caused us to part,
With fifty fond wishes, I leave
What the wretch has already—my heart !

But what’s this ! a letter ! all right?
He's true ! and we’re happy again !
Then I leave, dear (‘twas only a fright !),
I leave—Dby the very next train !
R. REEcE.

TU QUOQUE:
(AN IDYLL IN THE CONSERVATORY.)

¢¢ —— Romprons.nous,
Ou ne romprons-nous pas?”’
Le Dépit Amourenx.

Nellse,
IF I were you, when ladies at the play, sir,
Beckon and nod a melodrama through,
I would not turn abstractedly away, sir,
If I were you!
Frank.

If T were you, when persons I affected
Wait for three hours to take me down to Kew,
I would at least pretend 1 recollected,
If I were you !
Nelle.

If I were you, when ladies are so lavish,
Sir, as to keep me every waltz but two,
I would not dance with odious Miss M*Tavish,
If I were you!
} Frank.
If I were you, who vow you cannot suffer
Whiff of the best, the mildest * honey-dew,”
I would not dance with smoke-consuming Puffer,
If I were you!
Nellte.
If T were you, I would not, sir, be bitter,
Even to write the Cynical Review .—

Frank.
No, I should doubtless find flirtation fitter,
If I were you !
Nellse,
Really! you would! Why, Frank, you're quite
delightful ;
Hot as Othello, and as black of hue ;—
Borrow my fan—I would not look so frightful,
If I were you !
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Frank.

“1t is the cause,”—I mean, your chaperon is
Bringing some well-curled juvenile. Adieu !
7 shall retire. I'd spare that poor Adonis,

If I were you !
Nellie.

Go, if you will —at once—and by express, sir !
Where shall it be? To China, or Peru?—
Go ! I should leave inquirers my address, sir,

If I were you !
Frank.

No, I remain. To stay and fight a duel
Seems, on the whole, the proper thing to do.
Ah! you are strong,—I would not then be cruel,

If I were you:
Nelise.

One does not like one’s feelings to be doubted.

Frank.
One does not like one’s friends to misconstrue.

Nellse.
If I confess that I a wee bit pouted >—

Frank.
I should admit that I was pégué too.

Nellte,
Ask me to dance. I'd say no more about it,

If I were you !
(Waltz—exeunt.)

AUSTIN DoBsON.

AnnAAnAAns

WHEN I loved you, I can't but allow
I had many an exquisite minute ;
But the scorn that I feel for you now

Hath even more luxury in it !

Flower of the gorse, the rose is dead,
Thou art undying, O be mine !

Be mine with all thy thorns, and prest

Close to a heart that asks not rest.

I pluck thee, and thy stigma set

Upon my breast and on my brow ;
Blow, buds, and plenish so my wreath
That none may know the thorns beneath.

O crown of thorns that seemest of gold,
No festal coronal art thou ;

Thy honied blossoms are but hives

That guard the growth of wingdd lives.

1 saw thee in the time of flowers

As sunshine spilled upon the land,
Or burning bushes all ablaze '
With sacred fire ; but went my ways ;

I went my ways, and as I went

Plucked kindlier blooms on either hand ;
Now of those blooms so passing sweet
None lives to stay my passing feet.

And still thy lamp upon the hill
Feeds on the autumn’s dying sigh,
And from thy midst comes murmuring

A music sweeter than in spring.

Barbed blossom of the guarded gorse,
Be mine to wear until I die,

And mine the wounds of love which still

Bear witness to his human will.

EMILY PFEIFFER.
Sonnets and Songs. (K. Paul.)

Thus, whether we’re on or we're off,
Some witchery seems to await you ;
To love you is pleasant enough,
And, oh ! 'tis delicious to hate you !
THoMAs MOORE.

A SONG OF THE WINTER OF LOVE.

BARBED blossom of the guarded gorse,
I love thee where I see thee shine :

Thou sweetener of our common-ways,

And brightener of our wintry days.

OH, benefit of ill ! now I find true
That better is by evil still made better ;
And ruin’d love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far
greater.
WILLIAM SHAKSPERE.
Sonnets.

In love there are no wrongs,
And out of it no rights ; so, if you love me,
Sue not for pardon—we are heart to heart,
And should you wound me, ’tis an accident,
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Which to resent were most ungenerous ;

But if you love me not you cannot wound me,
For I am covered with that greater wrong
And do not feel the blow.

M. B. SMEDLEY.
Poems.  (Strahan.)

AMANTIUM IRA.

Am I forgiven? You smile through your tears,
love ;
May I return to your favour again?
Tell me, O quickly, and quiet my fears, love—
Yours be the task, dear, to lighten my pain;
No more wet lashes, nor sobbing and pouting,
Feelings of anger can’t dwell in your breast—
Banish all sadness, all sorrow and doubting,
Try to forget, when my fault is confest.
Grieved beyond measure, O say that I'm shriven,
Tell me, my treasure, now —Am I forgiven ?

Am I forgiven? Now dry your eyes, dearest,
You'd ne'er be hurt by Kate Calloner’s wiles ;

Look in my face now, your kindest and clearest,
Dimples look better, love, brimming with

smiles :

Where was the harm in that least bit of flirting ?
Chatting with Kate as she sat on the stair—

Could you imagine I meant to be hurting,
Trifling, or trying to cause you a care?

Man is but mortal, and hard have I striven,

Tell me, my pretty one—Am I forgiven ?

Am I forgiven? A sin one confesses,

Surely, my darling, is almost atoned—
Pitying glances and tender caresses,

Show me already my fault is condoned :
Sunshine at last, and of tears no more traces,

Sweet smiles are striving to drive away sighs,
Pleasure o’erflushes the fairest of faces,

Love is aglow in the brightest of eyes !
Faith nursed by charity ever has thriven—
What do you say, darling?—Am 1 forgiven ?

J. ASHBY-STERRY.

Boudoir Ballads. (Chatto and Windus.)



VII.

“NO, THANK YOU, JOHN."

“ Much adoe there was, God wot ;
He wold love, and she wold not.”

NicHOLAS BRETON.

I BLAME thee not ! —this heart, I know,
To be long loved was never framed ;
For something in its depths doth glow
Too strange, too restless, too untamed.

And women—things that live and move
Mined by the fever of the soul—

They seek to find in those they love
Stern strength, and promise of control.

They ask not kindness, gentle ways ;

These they themselves have tried and known ;
They ask a soul which never sways

With the blind gusts that shake their own.

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
LPoems, Vol. Il. (Macmillan.)

THE old, old tale! ay, there’s the smart :
Her heart, or what she call'd her heart,
Was hard as granite :
Who breaks a heart, and then omits
To gather up the broken bits,
Is heartless, Janet.
FREDERICK LOCKER.
London Lyrics. (K. Paul.)

WHEN late I attempted your pity to move,
What made you so deaf to my prayers?
Perhap; it was right to dissemble your love,
But—why did you kick me downstairs ?

UNKNOWN.

¢+

A PLACE in thy memory, dearest,
Is all that I claim,
To pause and look back when thou hearest
The sound of my name.
Another may woo thee, nearer,
Another may win and wear ;
I care not though he be dearer,
If I am remembered there.
GERALD GRIFFIN.
LPoems and Plays. (J. Dufly, Dublin.)

AND evermore I'm whistling or lilting what you
sung,

Your smile isalways in my heart, your name beside
my tongue ;

But you've as many sweethearts as you'’d count on
both your hands,

And for myself there's not a thumb or little finger

stands.
WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.

Songs, Ballads, and Storées. (G. Bell and Sons.)

WE were apart; yet, day by day,

I bade my heart more constant be.

1 bade it keep the world away,

And grow a home for only thee ;

Nor fear’d but thy love likewise grew,

Like mine, each day, more tried, more true.

The fault was grave ! I might have known,
What far too soon, alas! I learn’d—

The heart can bind itself alone,

And faith may oft be unreturn’d.
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Self-sway’d our feelings ebb and swell—
Thou lov’st no more ;—Farewell ! Farewell !
Farewell !—and thou, thou lonely heart,
Which never yet without remorse

Even for a moment didst depart

From thy remote and spheréd course

To haunt the place where passions reign—
Back to thy solitude again !

MATTHEW ARNOLD.
Poems, Vol. I1. (Macmillan.)

SHE IS NOT FAIR.

SHE is not fair to outward view,
As many maidens be ;
Her loveliness I never knew
Until she smiled on me.
Oh, then I saw her eye was bright,
A well of love, a spring of light.

But now her looks are coy and cold—
To mine they ne’er reply;

And yet I cease not to behold
The love-light in her eye :

Her very frowns are sweeter far

Than smiles of other maidens are.

HARTLEY COLERIDGE.

WHEN passion’s trance is overpast,

If tenderness and truth could last

Or live, whilst all wild feelings keep
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep,
I should not weep, I should not weep !

It were enough to feel, to see

Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly,

And drcam the rest—and burn and be
The sccret food of fires unseen,
Could'st thou but be as thou hast been.

After the slumber of the year,

Tke woodland violets reappear,

All things revive in field or grove,

And sky and sea, but two, which move,
And for all others, life and love.

P. B. SHELLEy.

I'M IN LOVE.

I'M in love, there’s no denying,
As deep as deep can be ;
And I'm sighing ! sighing! sighing !
For a girl who loves not me.
From my heart still vainly trying
Her sweet image out to blot ;
Ever dying ! dying! dying!
For a girl who loves me not.

There is nought I prize above her,
None on earth like her I see;
And I love her! love her! love her!
Though I know she loves not me.
Scenes and sounds in memory floating
Which can never be forgot,
Keep me doating! doating ! doating !
On a girl who loves me not.
J. R. PLANCHE.
Songs and Poems. (Chatto and Windus.)

SONG.

Has summer come without the rose,
Or left the bird behind ?
Is the blue changed above thee,
O world ! or am I blind ?
Will you change every flower that grows,
Or only change this spot,
Where she who said, I love thee,
Now says, I love thee not?

The skies seemed true above thee,
The rose true on the tree;

The bird seemed true the summer through,
But all proved false to me.

World ! is there one good thing in you,
Life, love, or death—or what ?

Since lips that sang, I love thee,
Have said, I love thee not?

T think the sun’s kiss will scarce fall
Into one flower’s gold cup ;

I think the bird will miss me,
And give the summer up.

O sweet place! desolate in tall
Wild grass, have you forgot

How her lips loved to kiss me,
Now that they kiss me not ?
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Be false or fair above me,
Come back with any face,
Summer !—do I care what you do?
You cannot change one place—
The grass, the leaves, the earth, the dew,
The grave I make the spot—
Here, where she used to love me,
Here, where she loves me not.
ArTHUR W. E. O’SHAUGHNESSY.
Music and Moonlight. (Chatto and Windus.)

"T1s cracked through and through or ’tis broken,
This heart that still tenants my breast ;
Since the words that may ne’er be unspoken
Were breathed by my brightest and best.
The most wretched of men you behold me,
With Hope newly torn from his clutch ;
For the lips of my Lucy have told me
She loves me ‘a little—not much.”
"~ H. S. LEiGH.
Gillot and Goosequill. (Brit. and Col. Pub. Co.)

BuT oh! that heart which loves
And is despised, while through in-reaching gloom
The vengeful spirit moves,
Champing in bridled hate the bit of doom.
THomas GORDON HAKE.
Maiden Ecstasy. (Chatto and Windus.)

YEs, the boy may clear his brow,
Though she thinks to say him nay,
When she sighs, “I cannot now—
Come again some other day.”
JEaN INGELOW.
Poems ; First Series. (l.ongmans.)

THE LADY’S YES.
“Ygs,” I answered you last night ;
“No,” this morning, sir, I say :
Colours seen by candle-light
Will not look the same by day.

When the viols played their best,
Lamps above and laughs below,
Love me sounded like a jest,

Fit for yes or fit for no.

Call me false or call me free,
Vow, whatever light may shine,
No man on your face shall see
Any grief for change on mine.

Yet the sin is on us both;
Time to dance is not to woo ;
Wooing light makes fickle troth,
Scorn of me recoils on you.

Learn to win a lady’s faith
Nobly, as the thing is high,
Bravely, as for life and death,
With a loyal gravity.

Lead her from the festive boards,
Point her to the starry skies ;
Guard her, by your truthful words
Pure from courtship’s flatteries.

By your truth she shall be true,

Ever true, as wives of yore;

And her yes, once said to you,

Shall be yes for evermore.
EL1zABETH BARRETT BROWNING.
Poems. (Smith, Elder, and Co.)

YET sorry wit one uses,
Who loves, and thinks he loses
Because a maid refuses.

Love prospers in the making
By help of all its aching
And quaking and heart-breaking.

A woman’s first denying
Betokens her complying
Upon a second trying.

THEODORE TILTON.

SONG.

DID you e’er ask a maiden to give you a kiss,
Who, pouting and frowning, said, * Prythee, give
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