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WITH BLAKE'S “SONGS OF INNOCENCE.”

[To Florence ——, at Mrs. Gilchrist’s Cottage, Brookbank,
near Haslemere, whence the Preface to Blake’s Life is
dated.]

AccEpT, dear child, these songs of one whose
Muse .

For happy children piped her sweetest lays,

Nor deem’d their suffrages her lightest praise

Who hold Heaven’s kingdom as their proper dues.

And wilt thou with the lyric gift refuse

His thanks, whose drooping spirits thou couldst
raise

By airy gestures, graceful as a fay’s

Dancing at eve in shady avenues?

With rapt delight I see you ponder long

The gentle words of one so pure of blame,

Who loved the right, who scorn’d and loathed the
wrong :

O future heiress of his double fame,

Whose smile, whose look, nay, even whose very
name

Recalls the sunny land of art and song.

R. H. S.
1869.
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POETICAL SKETCHES.

TO SPRING.

THOU with dewy locks, who lookest
down
Thro’ the clear windows of the morn-
ing, turn
Thine angel eyes upon our western isle, ]
Which in full choir hails thy approach, O Spring !

The hills tell each other, and the listening
Valleys hear; all our longing eyes are turn’'d
Up to thy bright pavilions : issue forth,

And let thy holy feet visit our clime.

Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds
Kiss thy perfumed garments ; let us taste

Thy morn and evening breath ; scatter thy pearls
Upon our love-sick land that mourns for thee.

O deck her forth with thy fair fingers ; pour
Thy soft kisses on her bosom ; and put

Thy golden crown upon her languish’d head,
Whose modest tresses were bound up for thee !









POETICAL

TO WINTER.

WINTER! bar thine adamantine doors :
The north is thine; there hast thou built
thy dark
Deep-founded habitation. Shake not thy roofs
Nor bend thy pillars with thine iron car.

He hears me not, but o’er the yawning deep
Rides heavy ; his storms are unchain’d, sheathed
In ribbed steel ; I dare not lift mine eyes;

For he hath rear’d his sceptre o’er the world.

Lo ! now the direful monster, whose skin clings
To his strong bones, strides o’er the groaning rocks :
He withers all in silence, and in his hand
Unclothes the earth and freezes up frail life.

He takes his seat upon the cliffs, the mariner
Cries in vain. Poor little wretch ! that deal’st
With storms, till heaven smiles, and the monster
Is driven yelling to his caves beneath Mount Hecla.
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I love the laughing vale,
I love the echoing hill,
Where mirth does never fail,
And the jolly swain laughs his fill.

I love the pleasant cot,
I love the innocent bower,
Where white and brown is our lot
Or fruit in the mid-day hour.

I love the oaken seat,
Beneath the oaken tree,
Where all the old villagers meet,
And laugh our sports to see.

I love our neighbours all,

But, Kitty, I better love thee;
And love them I ever shall,

But thou art all to me.

SONG.

EMORY, hither come
And tune your merry notes :
And while upon the wind
Your music floats
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I'll pore upon the stream
Where sighing lovers dream,
And fish for fancies as they pass
Within the watery glass.

I’ll drink of the clear stream

And hear the linnet’s song,
And there I'll lie and dream

The day along :
And when night comes, I'll go
To places fit for woe,
Walking along the darken’d valley
With silent Melancholy.

MAD SONG.

HE wild winds weep,
And the night is a-cold ;

Come hither, Sleep,

And my griefs infold :
But lo! the morning peeps
Over the eastern steeps,
And the rustling beds of dawn
The earth do scorn.

Lo! to the vault
Of paved heaven,
With sorrow fraught
My notes are driven :
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Lawless they lived, till wantonness
And liberty began t’ increase,

And one man lay in another’s way ;
Then laws were made to keep fair play.

<3






KING EDWARD THE THIRD.
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Enter Sir Fokn Chandos.
CHANDOS.

Good-morrow, Generals ; I give you joy;
Welcome to the fields of Cressy. Here we stop,
And wait for Philip.

DAGWORTH.
I hope so.

AUDLEY.
There, Sir Thomas; do you call that fear?

DAGWORTH.
I don’t know ; perhaps he takes it by fits.
Why, noble Chandos, look you here—
One rotten sheep spoils the whole flock ;
And if the bell-wether is tainted, I wish
The Prince may not catch the distemper too.

CHANDOS.
Distemper, Sir Thomas, what distemper ?
I have not heard.

DAGWORRH.

Why, Chandos, you are a wise man,
I know you understand me ; a distemper
The King caught here in France of running away.
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With the changing sameness, old variety,
We sit us down, and view our former joys
With distaste and dislike.

PRINCE.

Then if we must tug for experience

Let us not fear to beat round Nature’s wilds

And rouse the strongest prey : then if we fall,

We fall with glory. I know the wolf

Is dangerous to fight, not good for food,

Nor is the hide a comely vestment ; so

We have our battle for our pains. I know

That youth has need of age to point fit prey,

And oft the stander-by shall steal the fruit

Of the other’s labour. This is philosophy ;

These are the tricks of the world ; but the pure
soul

Shall mount on native wings, disdaining little sport,

And cut a path into the heaven of glory,

Leaving a track of light for men to wonder at.

I’m glad my father does not hear me talk;

You can find friendly excuses for me, Chandos.

But do you not think, Sir John, that if it please

The Almighty to stretch out my span of life,

1 shall with pleasure view a glorious action,

Which my youth masterd ?

CHANDOS.
Considerate age, my Lord, views motives,
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DAGWORTH.

Ay, it grows most in lands most cultivated.

WiLLiaM.

Then it grows most in France ; the vines here
Are finer than any we have in England.

DAGWORTH.
Ay, but the oaks are not.

WILLIAM.
What is the tree you mentioned ? I don’t think
I ever saw it.
DAGWORTH.
Ambition.

WIiLLIAM.

Is it a little creeping root that grows in ditches ?

DAGWORTH.

Thou dost not understand me, William.

It is a root that grows in every breast;

Ambition is the desire or passion that one man

Has to get before another, in any pursuit after
glory ; )

But I don’t think you have any of it.
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WiLLiAM.
Yes, I have; I have a great ambition to know
everything, sir.
DAGWORTH.

But when our first ideas are wrong, what follows
must all be wrong, of course; ’tis best to know
a little, and to know that little aright.

WILLIAM.

Then, sir, I should be glad to know if it was
not ambition that brought over our king to France
to fight for his right?

DAGWORTH.

Though the knowledge of that will not profit
thee much, yet I will tell you that it was ambition.
WiLLiam.

Then if ambition is a sin, we are all guilty in
coming with him, and in fighting for him.
DAGWORTH.

Now, William, thou dost thrust the question
home ; but I must tell you that guilt being an act
of the mind, none are guilty but those whose minds
are prompted by that same ambition.
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WILLIAM.

Now, I always thought that a man might be
guilty of doing wrong without knowing it was
wrong.

DAGWORTH.

Thou art a natural philosopher, and knowest
truth by instinct ; while reason runs aground, as
we have run our argument. Only remember,
William, all have it in their power to know the
motives of their own actions, and ’tis a sin to act
without some reason.

WILLIAM,

And whoever acts without reason may do a great
deal of harm without knowing it.

DAGWORTH.
Thou art an endless moralist.

WILLIAM.

Now there’s a story come into my head, that I
will tell your honour, if you'll give me leave.

DAGWORTH.

No, William, save it till another time ; this is no
time for story-telling ; but here comes one who is
as entertaining as a good story.
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much difference between him and me as between
glittering sand and fruitful mould ; or shining glass
and a wrought diamond, set in rich gold, and
fitted to the finger of an Emperor; such is that
worthy Chandos.

PETER.

I know your honour does not think anything of
yourself, but everybody else does.

DAGWORTH.

Go, Peter, get you gone; flattery is delicious,
even from the lips of a babbler.
[Exit Peter.

WiLLiAM.

I never flatter your honour.

DAGWORTH.
I don’t know that.

WiLLIAM.

Why you know, sir, when we were in England,
at the tournament at Windsor, and the Earl of
Warwick was tumbled over, you asked me if he
did not look well when he fell? and I said no, he
looked very foolish ; and you was very angry with
me for not flattering you.
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DAGWORTH.

You mean that I was angry with you for not
flattering the Earl of Warwick.
[Exeunt.

SCENE.  Sir Thomas Dagworth’s Tent; Sir
Thomas Dagworth. To him enter Sir Walter
Manny.

SiIR WALTER.

IR THOMAS DAGWORTH, I have been
weeping
Over the men that are to die to-day.

DAGWORTH.
Why, brave Sir Walter, you or I may fall.

SiR WALTER.

I know this breathing flesh must lie and rot,
Cover’d with silence and forgetfulness ;

Death roams in cities’ smoke, and in still night,
When men sleep in their beds, walketh about !
How many in walled cities lie and groan,
Turning themselves upon their beds,
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Her ships shall sing across the foaming sea,
Her mariners shall use the flute and viol,
And rattling guns, and black and dreary war,
Shall be no more.

SIR WALTER.

Well, let the trumpet sound, and the drum beat;

Let war stain the blue heavens with bloody ban-
ners ;

T’ll draw my sword, nor ever sheathe it up

Till England blow the trump of victory,

Or I lay stretch’d upon the field of death!

[Exeunt.

SCENE. /n the Camp. Several of the Warriors
met at the King's Tent with a Minstrel, who sings
the following Song :

SONS of Trojan Brutus, clothed in war,
Whose voices are the thunder of the field,
Rolling dark clouds o'er France, muffling the sun
In sickly darkness like a dim eclipse,
Threatening as the red brow of storms, as fire

Burning up nations in your wrath and fury !
F
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¢ Liberty shall stand upon the cliffs of Albion,

“ Casting her blue eyes over the green ocean ;
“Or, towering, stand upon the roaring waves,
“Stretching her mighty spear o’er distant lands ;
“ While, with her eagle wings, she covereth

¢ Fair Albion’s shore, and all her families.”
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old age must work the work of death against their
progeny ; for Tyranny hath stretched his purple
arm, and “ Blood,” he cries: the chariots and
the horses, the noise of shout, and dreadful thunder
of the battle heard afar! Beware, O proud! thou
shalt be humbled ; thy cruel brow, thine iron heart is
smitten, though lingering Fate is slow. O yet may
Albion smile again, and stretch her peaceful arms,
and raise her golden head, exultingly! Her citi-
zens shall throng about her gates, her mariners
shall sing upon the sea, and myriads shall to her
temples crowd! Her sons shall joy as in the
morning! Her daughters sing as to the rising
year !
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“ thee while I make ready a kid, that thou mayest
“sit and eat, and tell us of thy name and warfare ;
‘“that, when thy sayings come to pass, we may
‘“honour thee. The angel answered, My name is
“ Wonderful ; inquire not after it, seeing it is a
‘“secret ; but, if thou wilt, offer an offering unto
¢““the Lord.”
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SONGS OF INNOCENCE.

[1789.]

el

INTRODUCTION. ¥ R
(3 \

%X IPING down the valleys wild,

Piping songs of pleasant glee,

On a cloud I saw a child,

And he laughing said to me :—

“ Pipe a song about a lamb :”

So I piped with merry cheer.

“ Piper, pipe that song again :”
* So I piped ; he wept to hear.

“ Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe,
Sing thy songs of happy cheer :”
So I sung the same again,

While he wept with joy to hear.

“ Piper, sit thee down and write
In a book that all may read—"
So he vanish'd from my sight ;
And I pluck’d a hollow reed,
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And I made a rural pen,

And I stain’d the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.

THE SHEPHERD.

OW sweet is the shepherd’s sweet lot ;
From the morn to the evening he strays ;
He shall follow his sheep all the day,
And his tongue shall be filled with praise.

For he hears the lambs’ innocent call,

And he hears the ewes’ tender reply ;

He is watchful while they are in peace,

For they know when their shepherd is nigh.

THE ECHOING GREEN.

HE sun does arise
And make happy the skies ;

The merry bells ring
To welcome the spring ;
The skylark and thrush,
The birds of the bush,
Sing louder around
To the bells’ cheerful sound,
While our sports shall be seen
On the echoing green.
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Old John with white hair
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak
Among the old folk.

They laugh at our play,
And soon they all say:

“ Such, such were the joys
When we, all girls and boys,
In our youth-time were seen
On the echoing green.”

Till the little ones, weary,

No more can be merry ;

The sun does descend,

And our sports have an end.
Round the laps of their mothers
Many sisters and brothers,

Like birds in their nest,

Are ready for rest;

And sport no more seen

On the darkening green.

THE LAMB. A

ITTLE lamb, who made thee ?
Dost thou know who made thee,
Gave thee life and bid thee feed
By the stream and o’er the mead;
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And by came an angel who had a bright key,

And he open’d the coffins and set them all free ;
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing they run,
And wash in a river and shine in the sun.

Then naked and white, all their bags left behind,
They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind;
And the angel told Tom if he'd be a good boy,
He'd have God for his father and never want joy.

And so Tom awoke ; and we rose in the dark,

And got with our bags and our brushes to work.

Though the morning was cold Tom was happy
and warm :

So if all do their duty they need not fear harm.

N THE LITTLE BOY LOST.

ATHER! father | where are you going?
O, do not walk so fast.
Speak, father, speak to your little boy,
Or else 1 shall be lost.

The night was dark, no father was there;
The child was wet with dew ;

The mire was deep and the child did weep,
And away the vapour flew.
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O what a multitude they seem’d, these flowers of
London town ;

Seated in companies, they sit with radiance all their
own.

The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of
lambs,

Thousands of little boys and girls raising their
innocent hands.

Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the
voice of song,
Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven

among.
Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of
the poor ;
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from
your door.

NIGHT.

HE sun descending in the west,
The evening star does shine;

The birds are silent in their nest,
And I must seek for mine.
The moon, like a flower,
In heaven’s high bower,
With silent delight
Sits and smiles on the night.
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Saying, ¢ Wrath, by his meekness
And by his health, sickness

Is driven away

From our immortal day.

““ And now beside thee, bleating lamb,
I can lie down and sleep;

Or think on him who bore thy name,
Graze after thee, and weep.

For, wash’d in life’s river,

My bright mane for ever

Shall shine like the gold

As I guard o'er the fold.”

SPRING.

OUND the flute!
Now it’s mute.
Birds delight
Day and night ;
Nightingale
In the dale,
Lark in sky,
Merrily,
Merrily, merrily, to welcome in the year.

Little boy,

Full of joy;
Little girl,

Sweet and small ;
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Cock does crow,
So do you.
Merry voice,
Infant noise,
Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year.

Little lamb,

Here I am;

Come and lick

My white neck ;
Let me pull

Your soft wool ;
Let me kiss

Your soft face :

Merrily, merrily, we welcome in the year.

NURSE’'S SONG.

‘ N THEN the voices of children are heard
on the green

And laughing is heard on the hill,
My heart is at rest within my breast,
And everything else is still.

Then come home, my children, the sun is gone
down,

And the dews of night arise ;

Come, come, leave off play, and let us away

Till the morning appears in the skies.
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No, no, let us play, for it is yet day,.
And we cannot go to sleep ; '
Besides in the sky the little birds fly,
And the hills are all coverd with sheep.

Well, well, go and play till the light fades away; = -
And then go home to bed. '
The little ones leap’d and shouted and laugh’d
And all the hills echoed.

INFANT JOY.

HAVE no name,
I am but two days old.
What shall I call thee?
I happy am,
Joy is my name.—
Sweet joy befall thee !

Pretty joy! .
Sweet joy but two days old.
Sweet joy I call thee.

Thou dost smile,

I sing the while,

Sweet joy befall thee !
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LAUGHING SONG.

HEN the green woods laugh with the
voice of joy,
And the dimpling stream runs laughing by,
When the air does laugh with our merry wit,
And the green hill laughs with the noise of it ;

When the meadows laugh with lively green,
And the grasshopper laughs in the merry scene,
When Mary and Susan and Emily

With their sweet round mouths sing Ha, ha, he!

When the painted birds laugh in the shade,
When our table with cherries and nuts is spread,
Come live and be happy and join with me

To sing the sweet chorus of Ha, ha, he!

THE SCHOOL-BOY.

I LLOVE to risc in a summer morn
When the birds sing on every tree;
The distant huntsman winds his horn,
And the sky-lark sings with me.
O'! what swect company.
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But to go to school in a summer morn,
O'! it drives all joy away ;

Under a cruel eye outworn,
The little ones spend the day
In sighing and dismay.

Ah! then at times I drooping sit,
And spend many an anxious hour;
Nor in my book can I take delight
Nor sit in learning’s bower,
Worn thro’ with the dreary shower.

How can the bird, that is born for joy,
Sit in a cage and sing?

How can a child, when fears annoy,
But droop his tender wing,
And forget his youthful spring?

O father and mother, if buds are nipp’d,
And blossoms blown away, .
And if the tender plants are stripp’d
Of their joy in the springing day,
By sorrow and care’s dismay,

How shall the summer arise in joy,
Or the summer fruits appear ?

Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy,
Or bless the mellowing year,
When the blasts of winter appear ?
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\‘( ON ANOTHER’S SORROW.

AN I see another’s woc,
And not be in sorrow too ?
Can I see another’s grief,
And not scek for kind relief?

Can I sec a falling tear,

And not feel my sorrow’s share ?
Can a father see his child
Weep, nor be with sorrow fill'd ?

Can a mother sit and hear

An infant groan, an infant fear?
No, no, never can it be,

Never, never can it be.

And can he who smiles on all

Hear the wren with sorrrows small,
Hear the small bird’s gricf and care,
Hear the woes that infants bear,

And not sit beside the nest,
Pouring pity in their breast ;
And not sit the cradle near,
Wecping tear on infant’s tcar;

And not sit both night and day,
Wiping all our tears away ?

0! no, never can it be,

Never, ncever can it be,
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[1794.]
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INTRODUCTION.

2 EAR the voice of the Bard,

Who present, past, and future sees;
Whose ears have heard
The Holy Word

That walk'd among the ancient trees.

Calling the lapsed soul,
And weeping in the evening dew;
That might control
The starry pole,
And fallen, fallen light renew !

O Earth, O Earth, return !
Arise from out the dewy grass ;
Night is worn ;
And the morn
Rises from the slumbrous mass.

Turn away no more:
Why wilt thou turn away ?
The starry floor,
The watery shore,
Is given thee till the break of day.
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EARTH’S ANSWER.

ARTH raised up her head
From the darkness dread and drear.
Her light fled,
Stony dread !
And her locks cover'd with grey despair.

Prison’d on watery shore,
Starry Jealousy does keep my den:
Cold and hoar,
Weeping o’er,
I hear the father of the ancient men.

Selfish father of men,
Cruel, jealous, selfish fear,
Can delight,
Chain’d in night,
The virgins of youth and morning bear?

Does spring hide its joy
When buds and blossoms grow ?
Does the sower
Sow by night,
Or the ploughman in darkness plough ?



EXPERIENCE. I

Break this heavy chain
That does freeze my bones around.
Selfish ! vain !
Eternal bane !
That free love with bondage bound.

INFANT SORROW.

Y mother groan’d, my father wept,
Into the dangerous world I leapt;
Helpless, naked, piping loud,
Like a fiend hid in a cloud.

Struggling in my father’s hands,
Striving against my swaddling-bands,
Bound and weary, I thought best
To sulk upon my mother’s breast.

MY PRETTY ROSE-TREE.

FLOWER was offer'd to me,
Such a flower as May never bore ;
But I said, I've a pretty rose-tree,
And I pass’d the sweet flower o'er.

Then I went to my pretty rose-tree,
To tend her by day and by night ;

But my rose turn’d away with jealousy,
And her thorns were my only delight.
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AH'! SUN-FLOWER.

H, Sunflower ! weary of time,
Who countest the steps of the sun ;
Seeking after that sweet golden clime,
Where the traveller’s journey is done ;

Where the youth pined away with desire,
And the pale virgin shrouded in snow,
Arise from their graves and aspire
Where my sunflower wishes to go.

THE LILY.

HE modest rose puts forth a thorn,
The humble sheep a threatening horn ;
While the lily white shall in love delight,
Nor a thorn nor a threat stain her beauty bright.

THE SICK ROSE.

ROSE, thou art sick :

The invisible worm,
That flies in the night
In the howling storm,

Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy ;

And his dark secret love
Does thy life destroy.
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NURSE'S SONG.

HEN the voices of children are heard on
" the green,
And whisperings are in the dale,
The days of my youth rise fresh in my mind,
My face turns green and pale.

Then come home, my children, the sun is gone
down,

And the dews of night arise ;

Your spring and your day are wasted in play
And your winter and night in disguise.

THE CLOD AND THE PEBBLE.’

OVE seeketh not itself to please,
Nor for itself hath any care ;
But for another gives its ease,
And builds a heaven in hell’s despair.

So sung a little clod of clay,
Trodden with the cattle’s feet ;
But a pebble of the brook
Warbled out these metres meet :
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Amnot I

A fly like thee ?
Or art not thou
A man like me?

For I dance,

And drink, and sing,
Till some blind hand
Shall brush my wing.

If thought is life

And strength and breath,
And the want

Of thought is death ;

L]

Then am I

A happy fly,
If I live
Orif I die.

THE TIGER.

IGER, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry ?
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So he took his wings and fled ;

Then the morn blush’d rosy red ;

I dried my tears and arm’d my fears
With ten thousand shields and spears.

Soon my angel came again :

I was arm’d, he came in vain ;
For the time of youth was fled,
And grey hairs were on my head.

THE LITTLE GIRL LOST.

N futurity
I prophetic see

That the earth from sleep
(Grave the sentence deep)

Shall arise and seek
For her maker meek ;
And the desert wild
Become a garden mild.

In the southern clime,

Where the summer’s prime

Never fades away,
Lovely Lyca lay.
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The kingly lion stood,
And the virgin view'd,
Then he gamboll’d round
O'er the hallow’d ground.

Leopards, tigers play
Round her as she lay,
While the lion old
Bow’d his mane of gold,

And her bosom lick,
And upon her neck
From his eyes of flame
Ruby tears there came.

While the lioness

Loosed her slender dress,
And naked they convey’d
To caves the sleeping maid.

THE LITTLE GIRL FOUND.

LL the night in woe
Lyca’s parents go
Over valleys deep,
While the deserts weep.
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Smelling to his prey ;

But their fears allay

When he licks their hands,
And silent by them stands.

They look upon his eyes
Fill'd with deep surprise ;
And, wondering, behold
A spirit arm’d in gold—

On his head a crown;

On his shoulders down
Flow'd his golden hair ;
Gone was all their care.

“ Follow me,” he said ;

“ Weep not for the maid ;
“In my palace deep
“Lyca lies asleep.”

Then they followed

Where the vision led ;

And saw their sleeping child
Among tigers wild.

To this day they dwell

In a lonely dell ;

Nor fear the wolvish howl,
Nor the lion’s growl.
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The sexes sprung from shame and pride
Blow’d in the morn ; in evening died.
But mercy changed death into sleep :
The sexes rose to work and weep.

Thou mother of my mortal part

With cruelty didst mould my heart,
And with false, self-deceiving tears
Didst bind my nostrils, eyes and ears ;

Didst close my tongue in senseless clay
And me to mortal life betray:

The death of Jesus set me free :

Then what have I to do with thee?

IT IS RAISED 4 SPIRITUAL BODY.

THE HUMAN ABSTRACT.

ITY would be no more
If we did not make somebody poor ;
And mercy no more could be
If all were as happy as we.

And mutual fear brings peace,
Till the selfish loves increase ;
Then cruelty knits a snare

And spreads his baits with care.
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To her father white
Came the maiden bright ;
But his loving look,
Like the holy book,
All her tender limbs with terror shook.

Ona, pale and weak,
To thy father speak !
O the trembling fear,
O the dismal care
That shakes the blossoms of my hoary hair !

A DIVINE IMAGE.

RUELTY has a human heart
And Jealousy a human face;
Terror the human form divine,
And Secrecy the human dress.

The human dress is forged iron,
The human form a fiery forge,

The human face a furnace seal'd,
The human heart its hungry gorge.

THE LITTLE VAGABOND.

EAR mother, dear mother, the church is cold,
But the ale-house is healthy and pleasant
and warm ;
Besides I can tell where I am used well,

Such usage in heaven will never do well.
K
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

THE SMILE.

,“ me HERE is a smile of love,

z\k (NNp  And there is a smile of deceit,

g.é (’}) And there is a smile of smiles
O In which these two smiles meet.

And there is a frown of hate,
And there is a frown of disdain,
And there is a frown of frowns
Which you strive to forget in vain.

For it sticks in the heart’s deep core
And it sticks in the deep back-bone;

And no smile that ever was smiled,
But only one smile alone,—

That betwixt the cradle and grave
It only once smiled can be;

And when it once is smiled
There’s an end to all misery.
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And she is all of solid fire

And gems and gold, that none his hand
Dares stretch to touch her baby form,

Or wrap her in his swaddling band.

But she comes to the man she loves,
If young or old, or rich or poor,

They soon drive out the aged host,
A beggar at another’s door.

He wanders, weeping, far away,
Until some other take him in ;

Oft blind and age-bent, sore distress'd,
Until he can a maiden win :

And to allay his freezing age,

The poor man takes her in his arms ;
The cottage fades before his sight,

The garden and its lovely charms ;

The guests are scatter'd through the land,
For the eye altering alters all ;

The senses roll themselves in fear,
And the flat earth becomes a ball ;

The stars, sun, moon, all shrink away,
A desert vast without a bound,
And nothing left to eat or drink,
And a dark desert all around :
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¢ Among the lambs clothed in white,

She walk’d with her Thomas in sweet delight ;
I wept for joy, like a dove I mourn,

O, when shall I again return ?”

Dear child, I also by pleasant streams,

Have wander’d all night in the land of dreams,
But though calm and warm the waters wide,

I could not get to the other side.

¢ Father, O father! what do we here,
In this land of unbelief and fear?
The land of dreams is better far
Above the light of the morning-star.”

MARY.

WEET Mary, the first time she ever was there,
Came into the ball-room among the fair,
The young men and maidens around her-throng,
And these are the words upon every tongue :—

¢ An Angel is here from the heavenly climes,
Or again does return the golden times ;

Her eyes outshine every brilliant ray ;

She opens her lips—'tis the month of May.
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¢ Mary moves in soft beauty and conscious delight,

To augment with sweet smiles all the joys of the
night ;

Nor once blushes to own to the rest of the fair

That sweet love and beauty are worthy our care.”

In the morning the villagers rose with delight
And repeated with pleasure the joys of the night,
And Mary arose among friends to be free,
" But no friend from henceforward thou, Mary, shalt
see.

Some said she was proud ; some call’d her a
whore,

And some when she passed by, shut-to the door.

A damp cold came o’er her, her blushes all fled,

Her lilies and roses are blighted and shed.

« O, why was I born with a different face?
Why was I not born like this envious race ?
Why did Heaven adorn me with bountiful hand,
- And then set me down in.an envious land ?

“To be weak as a lamb and smooth as a dove,
And not to raise envy is call’d Christian love ;
But if you raise envy your merit’s to blame

For planting such spite in the weak and the tame.
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“Thy father drew his sword in the North,
With his thousands strong he marched forth ;
Thy brother has arm’d himself in steel,

To avenge the wrongs thy children feel.

“ But vain the sword and vain the bow,
They never can work war's overthrow.
The hermit’s prayer and the widow’s tear
Alone can free the world from fear.

“For a tear is an intellectual thing,

And a sigh is the sword of an angel king,
And the bitter groan of the martyr's woe
Is an arrow from the Almighty’s bow.

“The hand of vengeance found the bed
To which the purple tyrant fled ;

The iron hand crush’d the tyrant’s head,
And became a tyrant in his stead.”

AUGURIES OF INNOCENCE.

O see the world in a grain of sand,
And a heaven in a wild flower,
Hold infinity in the palm of your hand
And eternity in an hour.
A robin redbreast in a cage
Puts all heaven-in a rage.
A dove-house fil’'d with doves and pigeons
Shudders hell through all its regions.
L
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Mary trembled and Mary chill'd,

And Mary fell down on the right-hand floor,
That William Bond and his sister Jane

Scarce could recover Mary more.

~When Mary woke and found her laid
On the right hand of her William dear,
On the right hand of his loved bed,
And saw her William Bond so near,

The fairies that fled from William Bond
Danced around her shining head, .
They danced over the pillow white,
\And the angels of Providence left the bed.

I thought Love lived in the hot sunshine/
But O, he lives in the moony light :

I thought to find Love in the heat of day,
But sweet Love is the comforter of night.

“Seek Love in the pity of others’ woe,
In the gentle relief of another’s care,

In the darkness of night and the winter’s snow,
In the naked and outcast, seek Love there.”
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The Rhine was red with human blood ;
The Danube roll'd a purple tide :

On the Euphrates Satan stood,
And over Asia stretch’d his pride.

He wither'd up sweet Zion’s hill
From every nation of the earth;

He wither'd up Jerusalem’s gates,
And in a dark land gave her birth.

He wither’d up the human form,
By laws of sacrifice for sin;

Till it became a mortal worm ;
But oh! translucent all within.

The Divine vision still was seen,
Still was the human form divine,

Weeping in weak and mortal clay—
O Jesus, still the form was thine.

And thine the human face, and thine
The human hands and feet and breath, .
Entering thro’ the gates of birth,
And passing thro’ the gates of death.

And oh thou Lamb of God, whom I
Slew in my dark self-righteous pride,

Art thou return’d to Albion’s land,
And is Jerusalem thy bride ?
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ERRATUM.
Page 91, line 3, for *‘ beast,” read beasts.































































