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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow(27 February 1807 - 24
March 1882)

Henry Wadsworth was an American poet and educator whose works include "Paul
Revere's Ride", The Song of Hiawatha, and Evangeline. He was also the first
American to translate Dante Alighieri's The Divine Comedy and was one of the
five Fireside Poets.

Longfellow was born in Portland, Maine, then part of Massachusetts, and studied
at Bowdoin College. After spending time in Europe he became a professor at
Bowdoin and, later, at Harvard College. His first major poetry collections were
Voices of the Night (1839) and Ballads and Other Poems (1841). Longfellow
retired from teaching in 1854 to focus on his writing, living the remainder of his
life in Cambridge, Massachusetts, in a former headquarters of George
Washington. His first wife, Mary Potter, died in 1835 after a miscarriage. His
second wife, Frances Appleton, died in 1861 after sustaining burns from her
dress catching fire. After her death, Longfellow had difficulty writing poetry for a
time and focused on his translation. He died in 1882.

Longfellow predominantly wrote lyric poems which are known for their musicality
and which often presented stories of mythology and legend. He became the most
popular American poet of his day and also had success overseas. He has been
criticized, however, for imitating European styles and writing specifically for the
masses.

<b>Life and Work</b>
<b>Early Life and Education</b>

Longfellow was born on February 27, 1807, to Stephen Longfellow and Zilpah
(Wadsworth) Longfellow in Portland, Maine, then a district of Massachusetts, and
he grew up in what is now known as the Wadsworth-Longfellow House. His father
was a lawyer, and his maternal grandfather, Peleg Wadsworth, was a general in
the American Revolutionary War and a Member of Congress. He was named after
his mother's brother Henry Wadsworth, a Navy lieutenant who died only three
years earlier at the Battle of Tripoli. Young Longfellow was the second of eight
children; his siblings were Stephen (1805), Elizabeth (1808), Anne (1810),
Alexander (1814), Mary (1816), Ellen (1818), and Samuel (1819).

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was enrolled in a dame school at the age of three
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and by age six was enrolled at the private Portland Academy. In his years there,
he earned a reputation as being very studious and became fluent in Latin. His
mother encouraged his enthusiasm for reading and learning, introducing him to
Robinson Crusoe and Don Quixote. He printed his first poem - a patriotic and
historical four stanza poem called "The Battle of Lovell's Pond" - in the Portland
Gazette on November 17, 1820. He stayed at the Portland Academy until the age
of fourteen. He spent much of his summers as a child at his grandfather Peleg's
farm in the western Maine town of Hiram.

In the fall of 1822, the 15-year old Longfellow enrolled at Bowdoin College in
Brunswick, Maine, alongside his brother Stephen. His grandfather was a founder
of the college and his father was a trustee. There, Longfellow met Nathaniel
Hawthorne, who would later become his lifelong friend. He boarded with a
clergyman for a time before rooming on the third floor of what is now Maine Hall
in 1823. He joined the Peucinian Society, a group of students with Federalist
leanings. In his senior year, Longfellow wrote to his father about his aspirations:

<i>I will not disguise it in the least... the fact is, I most eagerly aspire after
future eminence in literature, my whole soul burns most ardently after it, and
every earthly thought centres in it... I am almost confident in believing, that if I
can ever rise in the world it must be by the exercise of my talents in the wide
field of literature.</i>

He pursued his literary goals by submitting poetry and prose to various
newspapers and magazines, partly due to encouragement from a professor
named Thomas Cogswell Upham. Between January 1824 and his graduation in
1825, he had published nearly 40 minor poems. About 24 of them appeared in
the short-lived Boston periodical The United States Literary Gazette. When
Longfellow graduated from Bowdoin, he was ranked fourth in the class, and had
been elected to Phi Beta Kappa. He gave the student commencement address.

<b>European Tours and Professorships</b>

After graduating in 1825, he was offered a job as professor of modern languages
at his alma mater. The story, possibly apocryphal, is that an influential trustee,
Benjamin Orr, had been so impressed by Longfellow's translation of Horace that
he was hired under the condition that he travel to Europe to study French,
Spanish, and Italian. Whatever the motivation, he began his tour of Europe in
May 1826 aboard the ship Cadmus. His time abroad would last three years and
cost his father $2,604.24. He traveled to France, Spain, Italy, Germany, back to
France, then England before returning to the United States in mid-August 1829.
While overseas, he learned French, Spanish, Portuguese, and German, mostly
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without formal instruction. In Madrid, he spent time with <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/washington-irving/">Washington Irving</a>
and was particularly impressed by the author's work ethic. Irving encouraged the
young Longfellow to pursue writing. While in Spain, Longfellow was saddened to
learn his favorite sister, Elizabeth, had died of tuberculosis at the age of 20 that
May while he was abroad.

On August 27, 1829, he wrote to the president of Bowdoin that he was turning
down the professorship because he considered the $600 salary "disproportionate
to the duties required". The trustees raised his salary to $800 with an additional
$100 to serve as the college's librarian, a post which required one hour of work
per day. During his years teaching at the college, he translated textbooks in
French, Italian, and Spanish; his first published book was in 1833, a translation
of the poetry of medieval Spanish poet <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/jorge-manrique/">Jorge Manrique</a>. He
also published a travel book, Outre-Mer: A Pilgrimage Beyond the Sea, first
published in serial form before a book edition was released in 1835. Shortly after
the book's publication, Longfellow attempted to join the literary circle in New
York and asked George Pope Morris for an editorial role at one of Morris's
publications.

Longfellow considered moving to New York after New York University considered
offering him a newly-created professorship of modern languages, though there
would be no salary. The professorship was not created and Longfellow agreed to
continue teaching at Bowdoin. It may have been joyless work. He wrote, "I hate
the sight of pen, ink, and paper... I do not believe that I was born for such a lot.
I have aimed higher than this".

On September 14, 1831, Longfellow married Mary Storer Potter, a childhood
friend from Portland. The couple settled in Brunswick, though the two were not
happy there. Longfellow published several nonfiction and fiction prose pieces
inspired by Irving, including "The Indian Summer" and "The Bald Eagle" in 1833.

In December 1834, Longfellow received a letter from Josiah Quincy III, president
of Harvard College, offering him the Smith Professorship of Modern Languages
position with the stipulation that he spend a year or so abroad. There, he further
studied German as well as Dutch, Danish, Swedish, Finnish, and Icelandic. In
October 1835, during the trip, his wife Mary had a miscarriage about six months
into her pregnancy. She did not recover and died after several weeks of illness at
the age of 22 on November 29, 1835. Longfellow had her body embalmed
immediately and placed into a lead coffin inside an oak coffin which was then
shipped to Mount Auburn Cemetery near Boston. He was deeply saddened by her
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death, writing "One thought occupies me night and day... She is dead—She is
dead! All day I am weary and sad". Three years later, he was inspired to write
the poem "Footsteps of Angels" about her. Several years later, he wrote the
poem "Mezzo Cammin" expressed his personal struggles in his middle years.

When he returned to the United States in 1836, Longfellow took up the
professorship at Harvard. He was required to live in Cambridge to be close to the
campus and rented rooms at the Craigie House in the spring of 1837, now
preserved as the Longfellow House-Washington's Headquarters National Historic
Site. The home, built in 1759, had once been the headquarters of George
Washington during the Siege of Boston beginning in July 1775. Previous boarders
also included Jared Sparks, Edward Everett, and Joseph Emerson Worcester.
Longfellow began publishing his poetry, including the collection Voices of the
Night in 1839. The bulk of Voices of the Night, Longfellow's debut book of poetry,
was translations though he also included nine original poems and seven poems
he had written as a teenager. Ballads and Other Poems was published shortly
thereafter in 1841 and included "The Village Blacksmith" and "The Wreck of the
Hesperus", which were instantly popular. Longfellow also became part of the local
social scene, creating a group of friends who called themselves the Five of Clubs.
Members included Cornelius Conway Felton, George Stillman Hillard, and Charles
Sumner, the latter of whom would become Longfellow's closest friend over the
next 30 years. As a professor, Longfellow was well liked, though he disliked being
"constantly a playmate for boys" rather than "stretching out and grappling with
men's minds."

<b>Courtship of Frances Appleton</b>

Longfellow began courting Frances "Fanny" Appleton, the daughter of a wealthy
Boston industrialist, Nathan Appleton and sister of Thomas Gold Appleton. At
first, she was not interested but Longfellow was determined. In July 1839, he
wrote to a friend: "[V]ictory hangs doubtful. The lady says she will not! I say she
shall! It is not pride, but the madness of passion". His friend George Stillman
Hillard encouraged Longfellow in the pursuit: "I delight to see you keeping up so
stout a heart for the resolve to conquer is half the battle in love as well as war".
During the courtship, Longfellow frequently walked from Cambridge to the
Appleton home in Beacon Hill in Boston by crossing the Boston Bridge. That
bridge was replaced in 1906 by a new bridge which was later renamed the
Longfellow Bridge.

During his courtship, Longfellow continued writing and, in late 1839, published

Hyperion, a book in prose inspired by his trips abroad and his unsuccessful
courtship of Fanny Appleton. Amidst this, Longfellow fell into "periods of neurotic
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depression with moments of panic" and took a six-month leave of absence from
Harvard to attend a health spa in the former Marienberg Benedictine Convent at
Boppard in Germany. After returning, Longfellow published a play in 1842, The
Spanish Student, reflecting his memories from his time in Spain in the 1820s.
There was some confusion over its original manuscript. After being printed in
Graham's Magazine, its editor Rufus Wilmot Griswold saved the manuscript from
the trash. Longfellow was surprised to hear that it had been saved, unusual for a
printing office, and asked to borrow it so that he could revise it, forgetting to
return it to Griswold. The often vindictive Griswold wrote an angry letter in
response.

A small collection, Poems on Slavery, was published in 1842 as Longfellow's first
public support of abolitionism. However, as Longfellow himself wrote, the poems
were "so mild that even a Slaveholder might read them without losing his
appetite for breakfast". A critic for The Dial agreed, calling it "the thinnest of all
Mr. Longfellow's thin books; spirited and polished like its forerunners; but the
topic would warrant a deeper tone". The New England Anti-Slavery Association,
however, was satisfied with the collection enough to reprint it for further
distribution.

On May 10, 1843, after seven years, Longfellow received a letter from Fanny
Appleton agreeing to marry him and, too restless to take a carriage, walked 90
minutes to meet her at her house. They were married shortly thereafter. Nathan
Appleton bought the Craigie House as a wedding present to the pair. Longfellow
would live there for the remainder of his life. His love for Fanny is evident in the
following lines from Longfellow's only love poem, the sonnet "The Evening Star",
which he wrote in October 1845: "O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus! My
morning and my evening star of love!" He once attended a ball without her and
noted, "The lights seemed dimmer, the music sadder, the flowers fewer, and the
women less fair."

He and Fanny had six children: Charles Appleton (1844-1893), Ernest
Wadsworth (1845-1921), Fanny (1847-1848), Alice Mary (1850-1928), Edith
(1853-1915), and Anne Allegra (1855-1934). Their second-youngest daughter,
Edith, married Richard Henry Dana III, son of the popular writer Richard Henry
Dana, Jr., author of Two Years Before the Mast. When the younger Fanny was
born on April 7, 1847, Dr. Nathan Cooley Keep administered ether as the first
obstetric anesthetic in the United States to Fanny Longfellow. A few months
later, on November 1, 1847, the poem "Evangeline" was published for the first
time. His literary income was increasing considerably: in 1840, he had made
$219 from his work but the year 1850 brought him $1,900.
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On June 14, 1853, Longfellow held a farewell dinner party at his Cambridge
home for his friend Nathaniel Hawthorne, who was preparing to move overseas.
Shortly thereafter in 1854, Longfellow retired from Harvard, devoting himself
entirely to writing. He was awarded an honorary doctorate of Laws from Harvard
in 1859.

<b>Death of Frances</b>

On July 9, 1861, a hot day, Fanny was putting locks of her children's hair into an
envelope and attempting to seal it with hot sealing wax while Longfellow took a
nap. Her dress suddenly caught fire, though it is unclear exactly how; it may
have been burning wax or a lighted candle which fell on her dress. Longfellow,
awakened from his nap, rushed to help her and threw a rug over her, though it
was too small. He stifled the flames with his body as best he could, but she was
already badly burned. Over a half a century later, Longfellow's youngest
daughter Annie explained the story differently, claiming that there was no candle
or wax but that the fire started from a self-lighting match that had fallen on the
floor. In both versions of the story, however, Fanny was taken to her room to
recover and a doctor was called. She was in and out of consciousness throughout
the night and was administered ether. The next morning, July 10, 1861, she died
shortly after 10 o'clock after requesting a cup of coffee. Longfellow, in trying to
save her, had burned himself badly enough that he was unable to attend her
funeral. His facial injuries caused him to stop shaving, thereafter wearing the
beard which has become his trademark.

Devastated by her death, he never fully recovered and occasionally resorted to
laudanum and ether to deal with it. He worried he would go insane and begged
"not to be sent to an asylum" and noted that he was "inwardly bleeding to
death". He expressed his grief in the sonnet "The Cross of Snow" (1879), which
he wrote eighteen years later to commemorate her death:

<i>Such is the cross I wear upon my breast
These eighteen years, through all the changing scenes
And seasons, changeless since the day she died.</i>

<b>Later Life and Death</b>

Longfellow spent several years translating <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/dante-alighieri/">Dante Alighieri's</a>
Divine Comedy. To aid him in perfecting the translation and reviewing proofs, he
invited friends to weekly meetings every Wednesday starting in 1864. The
"Dante Club", as it was called, regularly included William Dean Howells, James
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Russell Lowell, Charles Eliot Norton and other occasional guests. The full three-
volume translation was published in the spring of 1867, though Longfellow would
continue to revise it, and it went through four printings in its first year. By 1868,
Longfellow's annual income was over $48,000. In 1874, Samuel Cutler Ward
helped him sell the poem "The Hanging of the Crane" to the New York Ledger for
$3,000; it was the highest price ever paid for a poem.

During the 1860s, Longfellow supported abolitionism and especially hoped for
reconciliation between the northern and southern states after the American Civil
War. He wrote in his journal in 1878: "I have only one desire; and that is for
harmony, and a frank and honest understanding between North and South".
Longfellow, despite his aversion to public speaking, accepted an offer from
Joshua Chamberlain to speak at his fiftieth reunion at Bowdoin College; he read
the poem "Morituri Salutamus" so quietly that few could hear him. The next year,
1876, he declined an offer to be nominated for the Board of Overseers at
Harvard "for reasons very conclusive to my own mind".

On August 22, 1879, a female admirer traveled to Longfellow's house in
Cambridge and, unaware to whom she was speaking, asked Longfellow: "Is this
the house where Longfellow was born?" Longfellow told her it was not. The visitor
then asked if he had died here. "Not yet", he replied. In March 1882, Longfellow
went to bed with severe stomach pain. He endured the pain for several days with
the help of opium before he died surrounded by family on Friday, March 24,
1882. He had been suffering from peritonitis. At the time of his death, his estate
was worth an estimated $356,320. He is buried with both of his wives at Mount
Auburn Cemetery in Cambridge, Massachusetts. His last few years were spent
translating the poetry of Michelangelo; though Longfellow never considered it
complete enough to be published during his lifetime, a posthumous edition was
collected in 1883. Scholars generally regard the work as autobiographical,
reflecting the translator as an aging artist facing his impending death.

<b>Writing</b>
<b>Style</b>

Though much of his work is categorized as lyric poetry, Longfellow experimented
with many forms, including hexameter and free verse. His published poetry
shows great versatility, using anapestic and trochaic forms, blank verse, heroic
couplets, ballads and sonnets. Typically, Longfellow would carefully consider the
subject of his poetic ideas for a long time before deciding on the right metrical
form for it. Much of his work is recognized for its melody-like musicality. As he
says, "what a writer asks of his reader is not so much to like as to listen".
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As a very private man, Longfellow did not often add autobiographical elements to
his poetry. Two notable exceptions are dedicated to the death of members of his
family. "Resignation", written as a response to the death of his daughter Fanny in
1848, does not use first-person pronouns and is instead a generalized poem of
mourning. The death of his second wife Frances, as biographer Charles Calhoun
wrote, deeply affected Longfellow personally but "seemed not to touch his
poetry, at least directly". His memorial poem to her, a sonnet called "The Cross
of Snow", was not published in his lifetime.

Longfellow often used didacticism in his poetry, though he focused on it less in
his later years. Much of his poetry imparts cultural and moral values, particularly
focused on promoting life as being more than material pursuits. Longfellow also
often used allegory in his work. In "Nature", for example, death is depicted as
bedtime for a cranky child. Many of the metaphors he used in his poetry as well
as subject matter came from legends, mythology, and literature. He was
inspired, for example, by Norse mythology for "The Skeleton in Armor" and by
Finnish legends for The Song of Hiawatha. In fact, Longfellow rarely wrote on
current subjects and seemed detached from contemporary American concerns.
Even so, Longfellow, like many during this period, called for the development of
high quality American literature. In Kavanagh, a character says:

<i>We want a national literature commensurate with our mountains and rivers...
We want a national epic that shall correspond to the size of the country... We
want a national drama in which scope shall be given to our gigantic ideas and to
the unparalleled activity of our people... In a word, we want a national literature
altogether shaggy and unshorn, that shall shake the earth, like a herd of
buffaloes thundering over the prairies.</i>

He was also important as a translator; his translation of Dante became a required
possession for those who wanted to be a part of high culture. He also encouraged
and supported other translators. In 1845, he published The Poets and Poetry of
Europe, an 800-page compilation of translations made by other writers, including
many by his friend and colleague Cornelius Conway Felton. Longfellow intended
the anthology "to bring together, into a compact and convenient form, as large
an amount as possible of those English translations which are scattered through
many volumes, and are not accessible to the general reader". In honor of
Longfellow's role with translations, Harvard established the Longfellow Institute
in 1994, dedicated to literature written in the United States in languages other
than English.

In 1874, Longfellow oversaw a 31-volume anthology called Poems of Places,
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which collected poems representing several geographical locations, including
European, Asian, and Arabian countries. Emerson was disappointed and
reportedly told Longfellow: "The world is expecting better things of you than
this... You are wasting time that should be bestowed upon original production”.
In preparing the volume, Longfellow hired Katherine Sherwood Bonner as an
amanuensis.

<b>Critical Response</b>

Longfellow's early collections, Voices of the Night and Ballads and Other Poems,
made him instantly popular. The New-Yorker called him "one of the very few in
our time who has successfully aimed in putting poetry to its best and sweetest
uses". The Southern Literary Messenger immediately put Longfellow "among the
first of our American poets". Poet <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/john-
greenleaf-whittier/">John Greenleaf Whittier</a> said that Longfellow's poetry
illustrated "the careful moulding by which art attains the graceful ease and
chaste simplicity of nature". Longfellow's friend Oliver Wendell Holmes, Sr. wrote
of him as "our chief singer" and one who "wins and warms... kindles, softens,
cheers [and] calms the wildest woe and stays the bitterest tears!"

The rapidity with which American readers embraced Longfellow was unparalleled
in publishing history in the United States; by 1874, he was earning $3,000 per
poem. His popularity spread throughout Europe as well and his poetry was
translated during his lifetime into Italian, French, German, and other languages.
As scholar Bliss Perry later wrote, Longfellow was so highly praised that criticizing
him was a criminal act like "carrying a rifle into a national park". In the last two
decades of his life, he often received requests for autographs from strangers,
which he always sent. John Greenleaf Whittier suggested it was this massive
correspondence that led to Longfellow's death, writing: "My friend Longfellow was
driven to death by these incessant demands".

Contemporary writer <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/edgar-allan-
poe/">Edgar Allan Poe</a> wrote to Longfellow in May 1841 of his "fervent
admiration which [your] genius has inspired in me" and later called him
"unquestionably the best poet in America". However, after Poe's reputation as a
critic increased, he publicly accused Longfellow of plagiarism in what has been
since termed by Poe biographers as "The Longfellow War". His assessment was
that Longfellow was "a determined imitator and a dextrous adapter of the ideas
of other people", specifically <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/alfred-lord-
tennyson/">Alfred, Lord Tennyson</a>. His accusations may have been a
publicity stunt to boost readership of the Broadway Journal, for which he was the
editor at the ellow did not respond publicly, but, after Poe's death, he wrote:
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"The harshness of his criticisms I have never attributed to anything but the
irritation of a sensitive nature chafed by some indefinite sense of wrong".

<a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/sarah-margaret-fuller/">Margaret
Fuller</a> judged him "artificial and imitative" and lacking force. Poet <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/walt-whitman/">Walt Whitman</a> also
considered Longfellow an imitator of European forms, though he praised his
ability to reach a popular audience as "the expressor of common themes - of the
little songs of the masses". He added, "Longfellow was no revolutionarie: never
traveled new paths: of course never broke new paths." Lewis Mumford said that
Longfellow could be completely removed from the history of literature without
much effect. Towards the end of his life, contemporaries considered him more of
a children's poet as many of his readers were children. A contemporary reviewer
noted in 1848 that Longfellow was creating a "Goody two-shoes kind of
literature... slipshod, sentimental stories told in the style of the nursery,
beginning in nothing and ending in nothing". A more modern critic said, "Who,
except wretched schoolchildren, now reads Longfellow?" A London critic in the
London Quarterly Review, however, condemned all American poetry, saying,
"with two or three exceptions, there is not a poet of mark in the whole union" but
singled out Longfellow as one of those exceptions. As an editor of the Boston
Evening Transcript wrote in 1846, "Whatever the miserable envy of trashy
criticism may write against Longfellow, one thing is most certain, no American
poet is more read".

<b>Legacy</b>

Longfellow was the most popular poet of his day and is generally regarded as the
most distinguished poet the country had produced. As a friend once wrote to
him, "no other poet was so fully recognized in his lifetime". Many of his works
helped shape the American character and its legacy, particularly with the poem
"Paul Revere's Ride". He was such an admired figure in the United States during
his life that his 70th birthday in 1877 took on the air of a national holiday, with
parades, speeches, and the reading of his poetry.

Over the years, Longfellow's personality has become part of his reputation. He
has been presented as a gentle, placid, poetic soul: an image perpetuated by his
brother <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/samuel-longfellow/">Samuel
Longfellow</a>, who wrote an early biography which specifically emphasized
these points. As James Russell Lowell said, Longfellow had an "absolute
sweetness, simplicity, and modesty". At Longfellow's funeral, his friend <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/ralph-waldo-emerson/">Ralph Waldo
Emerson</a> called him "a sweet and beautiful soul". In reality, Longfellow's life
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was much more difficult than was assumed. He suffered from neuralgia, which
caused him constant pain, and he also had poor eyesight. He wrote to friend
Charles Sumner: "I do not believe anyone can be perfectly well, who has a brain
and a heart". He had difficulty coping with the death of his second wife.
Longfellow was very quiet, reserved, and private; in later years, he was known
for being unsocial and avoided leaving home. He had become one of the first
American celebrities and was also popular in Europe. It was reported that 10,000
copies of The Courtship of Miles Standish sold in London in a single day. Children
adored him and, when the "spreading chestnut-tree" mentioned in the poem
"The Village Blacksmith" was cut down, the children of Cambridge had the tree
converted into an armchair which they presented to the poet. In 1884,
Longfellow became the first non-British writer for whom a commemorative
sculpted bust was placed in Poet's Corner of Westminster Abbey in London; he
remains the only American poet represented with a bust. More recently, he was
honored in March 2007 when the United States Postal Service made a stamp
commemorating him. A number of schools are named after him in various states
as well. Neil Diamond's 1974 hit song, "Longfellow Serenade", is a reference to
the poet. He is a protagonist in Matthew Pearl's murder mystery The Dante Club
(2003).

Longfellow's popularity rapidly declined, beginning shortly after his death and
into the twentieth century as academics began to appreciate poets like Walt
Whitman, <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/edwin-arlington-
robinson/">Edwin Arlington Robinson</a>, and <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/robert-frost/">Robert Frost</a>. In the
twentieth century, literary scholar Kermit Vanderbilt noted, "Increasingly rare is
the scholar who braves ridicule to justify the art of Longfellow's popular
rhymings." 20th century poet Lewis Putham Turco concluded "Longfellow was
minor and derivative in every way throughout his career... nothing more than a
hack imitator of the English Romantics."
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A Ballad Of The French Fleet. (Birds Of Passage. Flight
The Fifth)

A fleet with flags arrayed

Sailed from the port of Brest,
And the Admiral's ship displayed
The signal: 'Steer southwest.'
For this Admiral D'Anville

Had sworn by cross and crown
To ravage with fire and steel
Our helpless Boston Town.

There were rumors in the street,
In the houses there was fear

Of the coming of the fleet,

And the danger hovering near.
And while from mouth to mouth
Spread the tidings of dismay,

I stood in the Old South,

Saying humbly: 'Let us pray!

'O Lord! we would not advise;
But if in thy Providence

A tempest should arise

To drive the French fleet hence,
And scatter it far and wide,

Or sink it in the sea,

We should be satisfied,

And thine the glory be.'

This was the prayer I made,

For my soul was all on flame,
And even as I prayed

The answering tempest came;
It came with a mighty power,
Shaking the windows and walls,
And tolling the bell in the tower,
As it tolls at funerals.

The lightning suddenly
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Unsheathed its flaming sword,

And I cried: 'Stand still, and see
The salvation of the Lord!"

The heavens were black with cloud,
The sea was white with hail,

And ever more fierce and loud
Blew the October gale.

The fleet it overtook,

And the broad sails in the van
Like the tents of Cushan shook,
Or the curtains of Midian.

Down on the reeling decks
Crashed the o'erwhelming seas;
Ah, never were there wrecks
So pitiful as these!

Like a potter's vessel broke

The great ships of the line;

They were carried away as a smoke,
Or sank like lead in the brine.

O Lord! before thy path

They vanished and ceased to be,
When thou didst walk in wrath

With thine horses through the sea!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Day Of Sunshine. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The
Second)

O gift of God! O perfect day:

Whereon shall no man work, but play;
Whereon it is enough for me,

Not to be doing, but to be!

Through every fibre of my brain,

Through every nerve, through every vein,
I feel the electric thrill, the touch

Of life, that seems almost too much.

I hear the wind among the trees
Playing celestial symphonies;

I see the branches downward bent,
Like keys of some great instrument.

And over me unrolls on high

The splendid scenery of the sky,
Where though a sapphire sea the sun
Sails like a golden galleon,

Towards yonder cloud-land in the West,
Towards yonder Islands of the Blest,
Whose steep sierra far uplifts

Its craggy summits white with drifts.

Blow, winds! and waft through all the rooms
The snow-flakes of the cherry-blooms!
Blow, winds! and bend within my reach

The fiery blossoms of the peach!

O Life and Love! O happy throng
Of thoughts, whose only speech is song!
O heart of man! canst thou not be

Blithe as the air is, and as free?

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Dutch Picture. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The Fifth)

Simon Danz has come home again,

From cruising about with his buccaneers;

He has singed the beard of the King of Spain,
And carried away the Dean of Jaen

And sold him in Algiers.

In his house by the Maese, with its roof of tiles,
And weathercocks flying aloft in air,

There are silver tankards of antique styles,
Plunder of convent and castle, and piles

Of carpets rich and rare.

In his tulip-garden there by the town,
Overlooking the sluggish stream,

With his Moorish cap and dressing-gown,
The old sea-captain, hale and brown,
Walks in a waking dream.

A smile in his gray mustachio lurks
Whenever he thinks of the King of Spain,
And the listed tulips look like Turks,

And the silent gardener as he works

Is changed to the Dean of Jaen.

The windmills on the outermost

Verge of the landscape in the haze,

To him are towers on the Spanish coast,
With whiskered sentinels at their post,
Though this is the river Maese.

But when the winter rains begin,

He sits and smokes by the blazing brands,
And old seafaring men come in,
Goat-bearded, gray, and with double chin,
And rings upon their hands.

They sit there in the shadow and shine

Of the flickering fire of the winter night;
Figures in color and design
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Like those by Rembrandt of the Rhine,
Half darkness and half light.

And they talk of ventures lost or won,

And their talk is ever and ever the same,
While they drink the red wine of Tarragon,
From the cellars of some Spanish Don,

Or convent set on flame.

Restless at times with heavy strides

He paces his parlor to and fro;

He is like a ship that at anchor rides,

And swings with the rising and falling tides,
And tugs at her anchor-tow.

Voices mysterious far and near,

Sound of the wind and sound of the sea,
Are calling and whispering in his ear,
'Simon Danz! Why stayest thou here?
Come forth and follow me!"

So he thinks he shall take to the sea again
For one more cruise with his buccaneers,
To singe the beard of the King of Spain,
And capture another Dean of Jaen

And sell him in Algiers.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Gleam Of Sunshine

This is the place. Stand still, my steed,
Let me review the scene,

And summon from the shadowy Past
The forms that once have been.

The Past and Present here unite
Beneath Time's flowing tide,

Like footprints hidden by a brook,
But seen on either side.

Here runs the highway to the town;

There the green lane descends,

Through which I walked to church with thee,
O gentlest of my friends!

The shadow of the linden-trees

Lay moving on the grass;

Between them and the moving boughs,
A shadow, thou didst pass.

Thy dress was like the lilies,
And thy heart as pure as they:
One of God's holy messengers
Did walk with me that day.

I saw the branches of the trees
Bend down thy touch to meet,
The clover-blossoms in the grass

Rise up to kiss thy feet,

"Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares,
Of earth and folly born!"

Solemnly sang the village choir

On that sweet Sabbath morn.

Through the closed blinds the golden sun
Poured in a dusty beam,

Like the celestial ladder seen

By Jacob in his dream.
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And ever and anon, the wind,

Sweet-scented with the hay,

Turned o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leaves
That on the window lay.

Long was the good man's sermon,
Yet it seemed not so to me;

For he spake of Ruth the beautiful,
And still I thought of thee.

Long was the prayer he uttered,
Yet it seemed not so to me;

For in my heart I prayed with him,
And still I thought of thee.

But now, alas! the place seems changed;
Thou art no longer here:

Part of the sunshine of the scene

With thee did disappear.

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart,
Like pine-trees dark and high,

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe

A low and ceaseless sigh;

This memory brightens o'er the past,
As when the sun, concealed
Behind some cloud that near us hangs

Shines on a distant field.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Nameless Grave

'A soldier of the Union mustered out,'

Is the inscription on an unknown grave

At Newport News, beside the salt-sea wave,
Nameless and dateless; sentinel or scout
Shot down in skirmish, or disastrous rout
Of battle, when the loud artillery drave

Its iron wedges through the ranks of brave

And doomed battalions, storming the redoubt.

Thou unknown hero sleeping by the sea

In thy forgotten grave! with secret shame
I feel my pulses beat, my forehead burn,
When I remember thou hast given for me
All that thou hadst, thy life, thy very name,
And I can give thee nothing in return.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Psalm Of Life

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!

For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Find us farther than to-day.

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!
Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act,— act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o’erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.
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Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Shadow

I said unto myself, if I were dead,

What would befall these children? What would be
Their fate, who now are looking up to me

For help and furtherance? Their lives, I said,
Would be a volume wherein I have read

But the first chapters, and no longer see

To read the rest of their dear history,

So full of beauty and so full of dread.

Be comforted; the world is very old,

And generations pass, as they have passed,

A troop of shadows moving with the sun;
Thousands of times has the old tale been told;
The world belongs to those who come the last,
They will find hope and strength as we have done.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Song Of Savoy

As the dim twilight shrouds

The mountain's purple crest,

And Summer's white and folded clouds
Are glowing in the west,

Loud shouts come up the rocky dell,
And voices hail the evening-bell.

Faint is the goatherd's song,

And sighing comes the breeze;

The silent river sweeps along

Amid its bending trees -

And the full moon shines faintly there,
And music fills the evening air.

Beneath the waving firs

The tinkling cymbals sound;

And as the wind the foliage stirs,

I see the dancers bound

Where the green branches, arched above,
Bend over this fair scene of love.

And he is there, that sought

My young heart long ago!

But he has left me - though I thought
He ne'er could leave me so.

Ah! lover's vows - how frail are they!
And his - were made but yesterday.

Why comes he not? I call

In tears upon him yet;

'"Twere better ne'er to love at all,
Than love, and then forget!

Why comes he not? Alas! I should
Reclaim him still, if weeping could.

But see - he leaves the glade,

And beckons me away:

He comes to seek his mountain maid!
I cannot chide his stay.
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Glad sounds along the valley swell,
And voices hail the evening-bell.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Summer Day By The Sea

The sun is set; and in his latest beams

Yon little cloud of ashen gray and gold,
Slowly upon the amber air unrolled,

The falling mantle of the Prophet seems.
From the dim headlands many a light-house gleams,
The street-lamps of the ocean; and behold,
O'erhead the banners of the night unfold;
The day hath passed into the land of dreams.
O summer day beside the joyous sea!

O summer day so wonderful and white,

So full of gladness and so full of pain!
Forever and forever shalt thou be

To some the gravestone of a dead delight,
To some the landmark of a new domain.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A Wraith In The Mist. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The
Fifth)

On the green little isle of Inchkenneth,
Who is it that walks by the shore,

So gay with his Highland blue bonnet,
So brave with his targe and claymore?

His form is the form of a giant,

But his face wears an aspect of pain;
Can this be the Laird of Inchkenneth?
Can this be Sir Allan McLean?

Ah, no! It is only the Rambler,
The Idler, who lives in Bolt Court,
And who says, were he Laird of Inchkenneth,

He would wall himself round with a fort.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Aftermath

When the summer fields are mown,
When the birds are fledged and flown,
And the dry leaves strew the path;
With the falling of the snow,
With the cawing of the crow,
Once again the fields we mow

And gather in the aftermath.

Not the sweet, new grass with flowers
Is this harvesting of ours;

Not the upland clover bloom;
But the rowen mixed with weeds,
Tangled tufts from marsh and meads,
Where the poppy drops its seeds

In the silence and the gloom.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Afternoon In February

The day is ending,

The night is descending;
The marsh is frozen,
The river dead.

Through clouds like ashes
The red sun flashes

On village windows

That glimmer red.

The snow recommences;
The buried fences

Mark no longer

The road o'er the plain;

While through the meadows,
Like fearful shadows,

Slowly passes

A funeral train.

The bell is pealing,
And every feeling
Within me responds
To the dismal knell;

Shadows are trailing,
My heart is bewailing
And tolling within

Like a funeral bell.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Agassiz

I stand again on the familiar shore,

And hear the waves of the distracted sea

Piteously calling and lamenting thee,

And waiting restless at thy cottage door.

The rocks, the sea-weed on the ocean floor,

The willows in the meadow, and the free

Wild winds of the Atlantic welcome me;

Then why shouldst thou be dead, and come no more?
Ah, why shouldst thou be dead, when common men
Are busy with their trivial affairs,

Having and holding? Why, when thou hadst read
Nature's mysterious manuscript, and then

Wast ready to reveal the truth it bears,

Why art thou silent! Why shouldst thou be dead?

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Allah. (From The German Of Mahimann)

Allah gives light in darkness,

Allah gives rest in pain,

Cheeks that are white with weeping
Allah paints red again.

The flowers and the blossoms wither,
Years vanish with flying fleet;

But my heart will live on forever,
That here in sadness beat.

Gladly to Allah's dwelling
Yonder would I take flight;
There will the darkness vanish,

There will my eyes have sight.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Amalfi. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The Fourth)

Sweet the memory is to me

Of a land beyond the sea,

Where the waves and mountains meet,
Where amid her mulberry-trees

Sits Amalfi in the heat,

Bathing ever her white feet

In the tideless summer seas.

In the middle of the town,

From its fountains in the hills,
Tumbling through the narrow gorge,
The Canneto rushes down,

Turns the great wheels of the mills,
Lifts the hammers of the forge.

'T is a stairway, not a street,
That ascends the deep ravine,
Where the torrent leaps between
Rocky walls that almost meet.
Toiling up from stair to stair
Peasant girls their burdens bear;
Sunburnt daughters of the sail,
Stately figures tall and straight,
What inexorable fate

Dooms them to this life of toil?

Lord of vineyards and of lands,
Far above the convent stands.
On its terraced walk aloof

Leans a monk with folded hands,
Placid, satisfied, serene,

Looking down upon the scene
Over wall and red-tiled roof;
Wondering unto what good end
All this toil and traffic tend,

And why all men cannot be

Free from care and free from pain,
And the sordid love of gain,

And as indolent as he.
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Where are now the freighted barks
From the marts of east and west?
Where the knights in iron sarks
Journeying to the Holy Land,

Glove of steel upon the hand,

Cross of crimson on the breast?
Where the pomp of camp and court?
Where the pilgrims with their prayers?
Where the merchants with their wares,
And their gallant brigantines

Sailing safely into port

Chased by corsair Algerines?

Vanished like a fleet of cloud,

Like a passing trumpet-blast,

Are those splendors of the past,
And the commerce and the crowd!
Fathoms deep beneath the seas
Lie the ancient wharves and quays,
Swallowed by the engulfing waves;
Silent streets and vacant halls,
Ruined roofs and towers and walls;
Hidden from all mortal eyes

Deep the sunken city lies:

Even cities have their graves!

This is an enchanted land!
Round the headlands far away
Sweeps the blue Salernian bay
With its sickle of white sand:
Further still and furthermost
On the dim discovered coast
Paestum with its ruins lies,
And its roses all in bloom
Seem to tinge the fatal skies
Of that lonely land of doom.

On his terrace, high in air,
Nothing doth the good monk care
For such worldly themes as these,
From the garden just below
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Little puffs of perfume blow,
And a sound is in his ears

Of the murmur of the bees

In the shining chestnut trees;
Nothing else he heeds or hears.
All the landscape seems to swoon
In the happy afternoon;

Slowly o'er his senses creep
The encroaching waves of sleep,
And he sinks as sank the town,
Unresisting, fathoms down,

Into caverns cool and deep!

Walled about with drifts of snow,
Hearing the fierce north-wind blow,
Seeing all the landscape white,
And the river cased in ice,

Comes this memory of delight,
Comes this vision unto me

Of a long-lost Paradise

In the land beyond the sea.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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An April Day

When the warm sun, that brings

Seed-time and harvest, has returned again,

'T is sweet to visit the still wood, where springs
The first flower of the plain.

I love the season well,
When forest glades are teeming with bright forms,
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell

The coming-on of storms.

From the earth's loosened mould
The sapling draws its sustenance, and thrives;
Though stricken to the heart with winter's cold,
The drooping tree revives.

The softly-warbled song
Comes from the pleasant woods, and colored wings
Glance quick in the bright sun, that moves along
The forest openings.

When the bright sunset fills
The silver woods with light, the green slope throws
Its shadows in the hollows of the hills,

And wide the upland glows.

And when the eve is born,
In the blue lake the sky, o'er-reaching far,
Is hollowed out and the moon dips her horn,
And twinkles many a star.

Inverted in the tide
Stand the gray rocks, and trembling shadows throw,
And the fair trees look over, side by side,

And see themselves below.

Sweet Aprill many a thought

Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed;

Nor shall they fail, till, to its autumn brought,
Life's golden fruit is shed.
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Annie Of Tharaw. (From The Low German Of Simon
Dach)

Annie of Tharaw, my true love of old,
She is my life, and my goods, and my gold.

Annie of Tharaw, her heart once again
To me has surrendered in joy and in pain.

Annie of Tharaw, my riches, my good,
Thou, O my soul, my flesh, and my blood!

Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come snow,
We will stand by each other, however it blow.

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and pain
Shall be to our true love as links to the chain.

As the palm-tree standeth so straight and so tall,
The more the hail beats, and the more the rains fall,--

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty and strong,
Through crosses, through sorrows, through manifold wrong.

Shouldst thou be torn from me to wander alone
In a desolate land where the sun is scarce known,--

Through forests I'll follow, and where the sea flows,
Through ice, and through iron, through armies of foes,

Annie of Tharaw, my light and my sun,
The threads of our two lives are woven in one.

Whate'er I have bidden thee thou hast obeyed,
Whatever forbidden thou hast not gainsaid.

How in the turmoil of life can love stand,
Where there is not one heart, and one mouth, and one hand?

Some seek for dissension, and trouble, and strife;
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Like a dog and a cat live such man and wife.

Annie of Tharaw, such is not our love;
Thou art my lambkin, my chick, and my dove.

Whate'er my desire is, in thine may be seen;

I am king of the household, and thou art its queen.

It is this, O my Annie, my heart's sweetest rest,

That makes of us twain but one soul in one breast.

This turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell;
While wrangling soon changes a home to a hell.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Arsenal At Springfield, The

This is the Arsenal. From floor to ceiling,
Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms;
But front their silent pipes no anthem pealing
Startles the villages with strange alarms.

Ah! what a sound will rise, how wild and dreary,
When the death-angel touches those swift keys
What loud lament and dismal Miserere

Will mingle with their awful symphonies

I hear even now the infinite fierce chorus,

The cries of agony, the endless groan,

Which, through the ages that have gone before us,
In long reverberations reach our own.

On helm and harness rings the Saxon hammer,
Through Cimbric forest roars the Norseman's song,
And loud, amid the universal clamor,

O'er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong.

I hear the Florentine, who from his palace
Wheels out his battle-bell with dreadful din,

And Aztec priests upon their teocallis

Beat the wild war-drums made of serpent's skin;

The tumult of each sacked and burning village;
The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns;
The soldiers' revels in the midst of pillage;
The wail of famine in beleaguered towns;

The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched asunder,
The rattling musketry, the clashing blade;

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder,

The diapason of the cannonade.

Is it, O man, with such discordant noises,

With such accursed instruments as these,

Thou drownest Nature's sweet and kindly voices,
And jarrest the celestial harmonies?
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Were half the power, that fills the world with terror,
Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps and courts,
Given to redeem the human mind from error,

There were no need of arsenals or forts:

The warrior's name would be a name abhorred!
And every nation, that should lift again

Its hand against a brother, on its forehead
Would wear forevermore the curse of Cain!

Down the dark future, through long generations,
The echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease;
And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations,

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, "Peace!"

Peace! and no longer from its brazen portals
The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies!
But beautiful as songs of the immortals,

The holy melodies of love arise.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Autumn

Thou comest, Autumn, heralded by the rain,

With banners, by great gales incessant fanned,
Brighter than brightest silks of Samarcand,

And stately oxen harnessed to thy wain!

Thou standest, like imperial Charlemagne,

Upon thy bridge of gold; thy royal hand
Outstretched with benedictions o'er the land,
Blessing the farms through all thy vast domain!
Thy shield is the red harvest moon, suspended

So long beneath the heaven's o'er-hanging eaves;
Thy steps are by the farmer's prayers attended;
Like flames upon an altar shine the sheaves;

And, following thee, in thy ovation splendid,
Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the golden leaves!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

41



Autumn Within

It is autumn; not without
But within me is the cold.
Youth and spring are all about;
It is I that have grown old.

Birds are darting through the air,
Singing, building without rest;
Life is stirring everywhere,
Save within my lonely breast.

There is silence: the dead leaves
Fall and rustle and are still;
Beats no flail upon the sheaves,

Comes no murmur from the mill.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Autumnal Nightfall

Round Autumn's mouldering urn

Loud mourns the chill and cheerless gale,
When nightfall shades the quiet vale

And stars in beauty burn.

'Tis the year's eventide.

The wind, like one that sighs in pain
O7?er joys that ne'er will bloom again
Mourns on the far hillside.

And yet my pensive eye

Rests on the faint blue mountain long;
And for the fairy-land of song,

That lies beyond, I sigh.

The moon unveils her brow;

In the mid-sky her urn glows bright,
And in her sad and mellowing light
The valley sleeps below.

Upon the hazel gray

The lyre of Autumn hangs unstrung
And o?er its tremulous chords are flung
The fringes of decay.

I stand deep musing here,

Beneath the dark and motionless beech,
Whilst wandering winds of nightfall reach
My melancholy ear.

The air breathes chill and free:

A spirit in soft music calls

From Autumn's gray and moss-grown halls,
And round her withered tree.

The hoar and mantled oak,

With moss and twisted ivy brown,
Bends in its lifeless beauty down
Where weeds the fountain choke.
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That fountain's hollow voice

Echoes the sound of precious things;
Of early feeling's tuneful springs
Choked with our blighted joys.

Leaves, that the night-wind bears
To earth's cold bosom with a sign,
Are types of our mortality,

And of our fading years.

The tree that shades the plain,
Wasting and hoar as time decays,
Spring shall renew with cheerful days,--

But not my joys again.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Baréges. (From The French Of Lefranc De Pompignan)

I leave you, ye cold mountain chains,
Dwelling of warriors stark and frore!
You, may these eyes behold no more,
Rave on the horizon of our plains.

Vanish, ye frightful, gloomy views!

Ye rocks that mount up to the clouds!
Of skies, enwrapped in misty shrouds,
Impracticable avenues!

Ye torrents, that with might and main
Break pathways through the rocky walls,
With your terrific waterfalls

Fatigue no more my weary brain!

Arise, ye landscapes full of charms,
Arise, ye pictures of delight!

Ye brooks, that water in your flight
The flowers and harvests of our farms!

You I perceive, ye meadows green,

Where the Garonne the lowland fills,
Not far from that long chain of hills,
With intermingled vales between.

You wreath of smoke, that mounts so high,
Methinks from my own hearth must come;
With speed, to that beloved home,

Fly, ye too lazy coursers, fly!

And bear me thither, where the soul
In quiet may itself possess,
Where all things soothe the mind's distress,

Where all things teach me and console.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Beatrice. (From Dante. Purgatorio, Xxx., Xxxi.)

Even as the Blessed, at the final summons,

Shall rise up quickened, each one from his grave,
Wearing again the garments of the flesh,

So, upon that celestial chariot,

A hundred rose

ad vocem tanti senis

Ministers and messengers of life eternal.

They all were saying, '

Benedictus qui venis

1
4

And scattering flowers above and round about,

Manibus o date lilia plenis

Oft have I seen, at the approach of day,

The orient sky all stained with roseate hues,
And the other heaven with light serene adorned,
And the sun's face uprising, overshadowed,

So that, by temperate influence of vapors,

The eye sustained his aspect for long while;
Thus in the bosom of a cloud of flowers,

Which from those hands angelic were thrown up,
And down descended inside and without,

With crown of olive o'er a snow-white veil,
Appeared a lady, under a green mantle,

Vested in colors of the living flame.

Even as the snow, among the living rafters
Upon the back of Italy, congeals,

Blown on and beaten by Sclavonian winds,

And then, dissolving, filters through itself,
Whene'er the land, that loses shadow, breathes,
Like as a taper melts before a fire,

Even such I was, without a sigh or tear,

Before the song of those who chime forever
After the chiming of the eternal spheres;

But, when I heard in those sweet melodies
Compassion for me, more than had they said,
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'O wherefore, lady, dost thou thus consume him?'
The ice, that was about my heart congealed,
To air and water changed, and, in my anguish,

Through lips and eyes came gushing from my breast.

Confusion and dismay, together mingled,

Forced such a feeble 'Yes!" out of my mouth,

To understand it one had need of sight.

Even as a cross-bow breaks, when 't is discharged,
Too tensely drawn the bow-string and the bow,
And with less force the arrow hits the mark;

So I gave way beneath this heavy burden,
Gushing forth into bitter tears and sighs,

And the voice, fainting, flagged upon its passage.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Beleaguered City, The

I have read, in some old, marvellous tale,
Some legend strange and vague,

That a midnight host of spectres pale
Beleaguered the walls of Prague.

Beside the Moldau's rushing stream,
With the wan moon overhead,
There stood, as in an awful dream,
The army of the dead.

White as a sea-fog, landward bound,
The spectral camp was seen,

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound,
The river flowed between.

No other voice nor sound was there,
No drum, nor sentry's pace;

The mist-like banners clasped the air,
As clouds with clouds embrace.

But when the old cathedral bell
Proclaimed the morning prayer,
The white pavilions rose and fell
On the alarmed air.

Down the broad valley fast and far
The troubled army fled;

Up rose the glorious morning star,
The ghastly host was dead.

I have read, in the marvellous heart of man,
That strange and mystic scroll,

That an army of phantoms vast and wan
Beleaguer the human soul.

Encamped beside Life's rushing stream,
In Fancy's misty light,

Gigantic shapes and shadows gleam
Portentous through the night.
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Upon its midnight battle-ground
The spectral camp is seen,

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound,
Flows the River of Life between.

No other voice nor sound is there,
In the army of the grave;

No other challenge breaks the air,
But the rushing of Life's wave.

And when the solemn and deep churchbell
Entreats the soul to pray,
The midnight phantoms feel the spell,

The shadows sweep away.

Down the broad Vale of Tears afar
The spectral camp is fled;

Faith shineth as a morning star,
Our ghastly fears are dead.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Belfry Of Bruges, The

In the market-place of Bruges stands the belfry old and brown;
Thrice consumed and thrice rebuilded, still it watches o'er the
town.

As the summer morn was breaking, on that lofty tower I stood,
And the world threw off the darkness, like the weeds of
widowhood.

Thick with towns and hamlets studded, and with streams and vapors

gray,
Like a shield embossed with silver, round and vast the landscape

lay.

At my feet the city slumbered. From its chimneys, here and
there,

Wreaths of snow-white smoke, ascending, vanished, ghost-like,
into air.

Not a sound rose from the city at that early morning hour,
But I heard a heart of iron beating in the ancient tower.

From their nests beneath the rafters sang the swallows wild and
high;

And the world, beneath me sleeping, seemed more distant than the
sky.

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back the olden times,
With their strange, unearthly changes rang the melancholy chimes,

Like the psalms from some old cloister, when the nuns sing in the
choir;

And the great bell tolled among them, like the chanting of a

friar.

Visions of the days departed, shadowy phantoms filled my brain;
They who live in history only seemed to walk the earth again;

All the Foresters of Flanders,--mighty Baldwin Bras de Fer,
Lyderick du Bucqg and Cressy Philip, Guy de Dampierre.
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I beheld the pageants splendid that adorned those days of old;
Stately dames, like queens attended, knights who bore the Fleece
of Gold

Lombard and Venetian merchants with deep-laden argosies;
Ministers from twenty nations; more than royal pomp and ease.

I beheld proud Maximilian, kneeling humbly on the ground;
I beheld the gentle Mary, hunting with her hawk and hound;

And her lighted bridal-chamber, where a duke slept with the
queen,

And the armed guard around them, and the sword unsheathed
between.

I beheld the Flemish weavers, with Namur and Juliers bold,
Marching homeward from the bloody battle of the Spurs of Gold;

Saw the light at Minnewater, saw the White Hoods moving west,
Saw great Artevelde victorious scale the Golden Dragon's nest.

And again the whiskered Spaniard all the land with terror smote;
And again the wild alarum sounded from the tocsin's throat;

Till the bell of Ghent responded o'er lagoon and dike of sand,
"I am Roland! I am Roland! there is victory in the land!"

Then the sound of drums aroused me. The awakened city's roar
Chased the phantoms I had summoned back into their graves once

more.

Hours had passed away like minutes; and, before I was aware,
Lo! the shadow of the belfry crossed the sun-illumined square.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Belisarius

I am poor and old and blind;
The sun burns me, and the wind
Blows through the city gate

And covers me with dust

From the wheels of the august
Justinian the Great.

It was for him I chased

The Persians o'er wild and waste,
As General of the East;

Night after night I lay

In their camps of yesterday;
Their forage was my feast.

For him, with sails of red,

And torches at mast-head,
Piloting the great fleet,

I swept the Afric coasts

And scattered the Vandal hosts,
Like dust in a windy street.

For him I won again

The Ausonian realm and reign,
Rome and Parthenope;

And all the land was mine
From the summits of Apennine
To the shores of either sea.

For him, in my feeble age,

I dared the battle's rage,

To save Byzantium's state,
When the tents of Zabergan,
Like snow-drifts overran

The road to the Golden Gate.

And for this, for this, behold!
Infirm and blind and old,
With gray, uncovered head,
Beneath the very arch

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

52



Of my triumphal march,
I stand and beg my bread!

Methinks I still can hear,
Sounding distinct and near,
The Vandal monarch's cry,

As, captive and disgraced,
With majestic step he paced,--
"All, all is Vanity!"

Ah! vainest of all things

Is the gratitude of kings;
The plaudits of the crowd
Are but the clatter of feet

At midnight in the street,
Hollow and restless and loud.

But the bitterest disgrace
Is to see forever the face
Of the Monk of Ephesus!
The unconquerable will
This, too, can bear;--I still
Am Belisarius!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Beowulf's Expedition To Heort

Thus then, much care-worn,
The son of Healfden
Sorrowed evermore,

Nor might the prudent hero
His woes avert.

The war was too hard,
Too loath and longsome,
That on the people came,
Dire wrath and grim,

Of night-woes the worst.
This from home heard
Higelac's Thane,

Good among the Goths,
Grendel's deeds.

He was of mankind

In might the strongest,
At that day

Of this life,

Noble and stalwart.

He bade him a sea-ship,
A goodly one, prepare.
Quoth he, the war-king,
Over the swan's road,
Seek he would

The mighty monarch,
Since he wanted men.
For him that journey

His prudent fellows
Straight made ready,
Those that loved him.
They excited their souls,
The omen they beheld.
Had the good-man

Of the Gothic people
Champions chosen,

Of those that keenest

He might find,

Some fifteen men.

The sea-wood sought he.
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The warrior showed,
Sea-crafty man!

The land-marks,

And first went forth.

The ship was on the waves,
Boat under the cliffs.

The barons ready

To the prow mounted.
The streams they whirled
The sea against the sands.
The chieftains bore

On the naked breast
Bright ornaments,
War-gear, Goth-like.

The men shoved off,

Men on their willing way,
The bounden wood.

Then went over the sea-waves,
Hurried by the wind,

The ship with foamy neck,
Most like a sea-fowl,

Till about one hour

Of the second day

The curved prow

Had passed onward

So that the sailors

The land saw,

The shore-cliffs shining,
Mountains steep,

And broad sea-noses.
Then was the sea-sailing
Of the Earl at an end.
Then up speedily

The Weather people

On the land went,

The sea-bark moored,
Their mail-sarks shook,
Their war-weeds.

God thanked they,

That to them the sea-journey
Easy had been.

Then from the wall beheld
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The warden of the Scyldings,
He who the sea-cliffs

Had in his keeping,

Bear o'er the balks

The bright shields,

The war-weapons speedily.
Him the doubt disturbed

In his mind's thought,

What these men might be.
Went then to the shore,

On his steed riding,

The Thane of Hrothgar.
Before the host he shook
His warden's-staff in hand,
In measured words demanded:
'What men are ye

War-gear wearing,

Host in harness,

Who thus the brown keel
Over the water-street
Leading come

Hither over the sea?

I these boundaries

As shore-warden hold,

That in the Land of the Danes
Nothing loathsome

With a ship-crew

Scathe us might. . ..

Ne'er saw I mightier

Earl upon earth

Than is your own,

Hero in harness.

Not seldom this warrior

Is in weapons distinguished;
Never his beauty belies him,
His peerless countenance!
Now would I fain

Your origin know,

Ere ye forth

As false spies

Into the Land of the Danes
Farther fare.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Now, ye dwellers afar-off!

Ye sailors of the sea!

Listen to my

One-fold thought.

Quickest is best

To make known

Whence your coming may be.'

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Beware! (From The German)

I know a maiden fair to see,

Take care!

She can both false and friendly be,
Beware! Beware!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee!

She has two eyes, so soft and brown,
Take care!

She gives a side-glance and looks down,
Beware! Beware!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee!

And she has hair of a golden hue,
Take care!

And what she says, it is not true,
Beware! Beware!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee!

She has a bosom as white as snow,
Take care!

She knows how much it is best to show,
Beware! Beware!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee!

She gives thee a garland woven fair,
Take care!

It is a fool's-cap for thee to wear,
Beware! Beware!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Birds Of Passage

Black shadows fall

From the lindens tall,

That lift aloft their massive wall
Against the southern sky;

And from the realms

Of the shadowy elms

A tide-like darkness overwhelm
The fields that round us lie.

But the night is fair,

And everywhere

A warm, soft vapor fills the air,
And distant sounds seem near;

And above, in the light

Of the star-lit night,

Swift birds of passage wing their flight
Through the dewy atmosphere.

I hear the beat

Of their pinions fleet,

As from the land of snow and sleet
They seek a southern lea.

I hear the cry

Of their voices high

Falling dreamily through the sky,
But their forms I cannot see.

Oh, say not so!

Those sounds that flow

In murmurs of delight and woe
Come not from wings of birds.

They are the throngs

Of the poet's songs,

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wrongs,
The sound of winged words.
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This is the cry

Of souls, that high

On toiling, beating pinions, fly,
Seeking a warmer clime.

From their distant flight
Through realms of light
It falls into our world of night,

With the murmuring sound of rhyme.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Blessed Are The Dead. (From The German)

O, how blest are ye whose toils are ended!
Who, through death, have unto God ascended!
Ye have arisen

From the cares which keep us still in prison.

We are still as in a dungeon living,

Still oppressed with sorrow and misgiving;

Our undertakings

Are but toils, and troubles, and heart-breakings.

Ye, meanwhile, are in your chambers sleeping,
Quiet, and set free from all our weeping;

No cross nor trial

Hinders your enjoyments with denial.

Christ has wiped away your tears for ever;
Ye have that for which we still endeavour.

To you are chanted

Songs which yet no mortal ear have haunted.

Ah! who would not, then, depart with gladness,
To inherit heaven for earthly sadness?

Who here would languish

Longer in bewailing and in anguish?

Come, O Christ, and loose the chains that bind us!
Lead us forth, and cast this world behind us!

With thee, the Anointed,

Finds the soul its joy and rest appointed.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Blessing The Cornfields

Sing, O Song of Hiawatha,
Of the happy days that followed,
In the land of the Ojibways,
In the pleasant land and peaceful!
Sing the mysteries of Mondamin,
Sing the Blessing of the Cornfields!
Buried was the bloody hatchet,
Buried was the dreadful war-club,
Buried were all warlike weapons,
And the war-cry was forgotten.
There was peace among the nations;
Unmolested roved the hunters,
Built the birch canoe for sailing,
Caught the fish in lake and river,
Shot the deer and trapped the beaver;
Unmolested worked the women,
Made their sugar from the maple,
Gathered wild rice in the meadows,
Dressed the skins of deer and beaver.
All around the happy village
Stood the maize-fields, green and shining,
Waved the green plumes of Mondamin,
Waved his soft and sunny tresses,
Filling all the land with plenty.
"T was the women who in Spring-time
Planted the broad fields and fruitful,
Buried in the earth Mondamin;
"T was the women who in Autumn
Stripped the yellow husks of harvest,
Stripped the garments from Mondamin,
Even as Hiawatha taught them.
Once, when all the maize was planted,
Hiawatha, wise and thoughtful,
Spake and said to Minnehaha,
To his wife, the Laughing Water:
"You shall bless to-night the cornfields,
Draw a magic circle round them,
To protect them from destruction,
Blast of mildew, blight of insect,
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Wagemin, the thief of cornfields,
Paimosaid, who steals the maize-ear
"In the night, when all Is silence,’

In the night, when all Is darkness,
When the Spirit of Sleep, Nepahwin,
Shuts the doors of all the wigwams,
So that not an ear can hear you,

So that not an eye can see you,
Rise up from your bed in silence,
Lay aside your garments wholly,
Walk around the fields you planted,
Round the borders of the cornfields,
Covered by your tresses only,
Robed with darkness as a garment.

"Thus the fields shall be more fruitful,
And the passing of your footsteps
Draw a magic circle round them,

So that neither blight nor mildew,
Neither burrowing worm nor insect,
Shall pass o'er the magic circle;

Not the dragon-fly, Kwo-ne-she,

Nor the spider, Subbekashe,

Nor the grasshopper, Pah-puk-keena;
Nor the mighty caterpillar,
Way-muk-kwana, with the bear-skin,
King of all the caterpillars!"

On the tree-tops near the cornfields
Sat the hungry crows and ravens,
Kahgahgee, the King of Ravens,

With his band of black marauders.

And they laughed at Hiawatha,

Till the tree-tops shook with laughter,

With their melancholy laughter,

At the words of Hiawatha.

"Hear him!" said they; "hear the Wise Man,
Hear the plots of Hiawatha!"

When the noiseless night descended
Broad and dark o'er field and forest,
When the mournful Wawonaissa
Sorrowing sang among the hemlocks,
And the Spirit of Sleep, Nepahwin,
Shut the doors of all the wigwams,
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From her bed rose Laughing Water,

Laid aside her garments wholly,

And with darkness clothed and guarded,
Unashamed and unaffrighted,

Walked securely round the cornfields,
Drew the sacred, magic circle

Of her footprints round the cornfields.

No one but the Midnight only

Saw her beauty in the darkness,

No one but the Wawonaissa

Heard the panting of her bosom
Guskewau, the darkness, wrapped her
Closely in his sacred mantle,

So that none might see her beauty,
So that none might boast, "I saw her!"

On the morrow, as the day dawned,
Kahgahgee, the King of Ravens,
Gathered all his black marauders,
Crows and blackbirds, jays and ravens,
Clamorous on the dusky tree-tops,
And descended, fast and fearless,

On the fields of Hiawatha,
On the grave of the Mondamin.

"We will drag Mondamin," said they,
"From the grave where he is buried,
Spite of all the magic circles
Laughing Water draws around it,

Spite of all the sacred footprints
Minnehaha stamps upon it!"

But the wary Hiawatha,

Ever thoughtful, careful, watchful,

Had o'erheard the scornful laughter

When they mocked him from the tree-tops.
"Kaw!" he said, "my friends the ravens!
Kahgahgee, my King of Ravens!

I will teach you all a lesson

That shall not be soon forgotten!"

He had risen before the daybreak,
He had spread o'er all the cornfields
Snares to catch the black marauders,
And was lying now in ambush
In the neighboring grove of pine-trees,
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Waiting for the crows and blackbirds,
Waiting for the jays and ravens.

Soon they came with caw and clamor,
Rush of wings and cry of voices,
To their work of devastation,
Settling down upon the cornfields,
Delving deep with beak and talon,
For the body of Mondamin.
And with all their craft and cunning,
All their skill in wiles of warfare,
They perceived no danger near them,
Till their claws became entangled,
Till they found themselves imprisoned
In the snares of Hiawatha.

From his place of ambush came he,
Striding terrible among them,
And so awful was his aspect
That the bravest quailed with terror.
Without mercy he destroyed them
Right and left, by tens and twenties,
And their wretched, lifeless bodies
Hung aloft on poles for scarecrows
Round the consecrated cornfields,
As a signal of his vengeance,
As a warning to marauders.

Only Kahgahgee, the leader,
Kahgahgee, the King of Ravens,
He alone was spared among them
As a hostage for his people.
With his prisoner-string he bound him,
Led him captive to his wigwam,
Tied him fast with cords of elm-bark
To the ridge-pole of his wigwam.

"Kahgahgee, my raven!" said he,
"You the leader of the robbers,
You the plotter of this mischief,
The contriver of this outrage,
I will keep you, I will hold you,
As a hostage for your people,
As a pledge of good behavior!"

And he left him, grim and sulky,
Sitting in the morning sunshine
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On the summit of the wigwam,
Croaking fiercely his displeasure,
Flapping his great sable pinions,
Vainly struggling for his freedom,
Vainly calling on his people!

Summer passed, and Shawondasee
Breathed his sighs o'er all the landscape,
From the South-land sent his ardor,
Wafted kisses warm and tender;

And the maize-field grew and ripened,
Till it stood in all the splendor

Of its garments green and yellow,

Of its tassels and its plumage,

And the maize-ears full and shining

Gleamed from bursting sheaths of verdure.

Then Nokomis, the old woman,
Spake, and said to Minnehaha:

T is the Moon when, leaves are falling;
All the wild rice has been gathered,
And the maize is ripe and ready;
Let us gather in the harvest,
Let us wrestle with Mondamin,
Strip him of his plumes and tassels,
Of his garments green and yellow!"

And the merry Laughing Water
Went rejoicing from the wigwam,
With Nokomis, old and wrinkled,
And they called the women round them,
Called the young men and the maidens,
To the harvest of the cornfields,
To the husking of the maize-ear.

On the border of the forest,
Underneath the fragrant pine-trees,
Sat the old men and the warriors
Smoking in the pleasant shadow.
In uninterrupted silence
Looked they at the gamesome labor
Of the young men and the women;
Listened to their noisy talking,
To their laughter and their singing,
Heard them chattering like the magpies,
Heard them laughing like the blue-jays,
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Heard them singing like the robins.
And whene'er some lucky maiden
Found a red ear in the husking,
Found a maize-ear red as blood is,
"Nushka!" cried they all together,
"Nushka! you shall have a sweetheart,
You shall have a handsome husband!"
"Ugh!" the old men all responded
From their seats beneath the pine-trees.
And whene'er a youth or maiden
Found a crooked ear in husking,
Found a maize-ear in the husking
Blighted, mildewed, or misshapen,
Then they laughed and sang together,
Crept and limped about the cornfields,
Mimicked in their gait and gestures
Some old man, bent almost double,
Singing singly or together:
"Wagemin, the thief of cornfields!
Paimosaid, who steals the maize-ear!"
Till the cornfields rang with laughter,
Till from Hiawatha's wigwam
Kahgahgee, the King of Ravens,
Screamed and quivered in his anger,
And from all the neighboring tree-tops

Cawed and croaked the black marauders.

"Ugh!" the old men all responded,
From their seats beneath the pine-trees!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Blind Bartimeus

Blind Bartimeus at the gates

Of Jericho in darkness waits;

He hears the crowd;--he hears a breath
Say, "It is Christ of Nazareth!"

And calls, in tones of agony,

The thronging multitudes increase;
Blind Bartimeus, hold thy peace!
But still, above the noisy crowd,
The beggar's cry is shrill and loud;
Until they say, "He calleth thee!"

Then saith the Christ, as silent stands
The crowd, "What wilt thou at my hands?"
And he replies, "O give me light!

Rabbi, restore the blind man's sight.

And Jesus answers, '(GREEK)'

(GREEK)!

Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see,
In darkness and in misery,

Recall those mighty Voices Three,
(GREEK)!

(GREEK)!

(GREEK)!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Boston

St. Botolph's Town! Hither across the plains
And fens of Lincolnshire, in garb austere,
There came a Saxon monk, and founded here
A Priory, pillaged by marauding Danes,

So that thereof no vestige now remains;

Only a name, that, spoken loud and clear,
And echoed in another hemisphere,

Survives the sculptured walls and painted panes.

St. Botolph's Town! Far over leagues of land
And leagues of sea looks forth its noble tower,
And far around the chiming bells are heard;
So may that sacred name forever stand

A landmark, and a symbol of the power,

That lies concentred in a single word.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Burial Of The Minnisink

On sunny slope and beechen swell,

The shadowed light of evening fell;
And, where the maple's leaf was brown,
With soft and silent lapse came down,
The glory, that the wood receives,

At sunset, in its golden leaves.

Far upward in the mellow light

Rose the blue hills. One cloud of white,
Around a far uplifted cone,

In the warm blush of evening shone;
An image of the silver lakes,

By which the Indian's soul awakes.

But soon a funeral hymn was heard
Where the soft breath of evening stirred
The tall, gray forest; and a band

Of stern in heart, and strong in hand,
Came winding down beside the wave,
To lay the red chief in his grave.

They sang, that by his native bowers
He stood, in the last moon of flowers,
And thirty snows had not yet shed
Their glory on the warrior's head;
But, as the summer fruit decays,

So died he in those naked days.

A dark cloak of the roebuck's skin
Covered the warrior, and within

Its heavy folds the weapons, made

For the hard toils of war, were laid;
The cuirass, woven of plaited reeds,
And the broad belt of shells and beads.

Before, a dark-haired virgin train
Chanted the death dirge of the slain;
Behind, the long procession came
Of hoary men and chiefs of fame,
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With heavy hearts, and eyes of grief,
Leading the war-horse of their chief.

Stripped of his proud and martial dress,
Uncurbed, unreined, and riderless,
With darting eye, and nostril spread,
And heavy and impatient tread,

He came; and oft that eye so proud
Asked for his rider in the crowd.

They buried the dark chief; they freed
Beside the grave his battle steed;

And swift an arrow cleaved its way

To his stern heart! One piercing neigh
Arose, and, on the dead man's plain,
The rider grasps his steed again.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : Gaspar Becerra

By his evening fire the artist
Pondered o'er his secret shame;
Baffled, weary, and disheartened,
Still he mused, and dreamed of fame.

'T was an image of the Virgin
That had tasked his utmost skill;
But, alas! his fair ideal

Vanished and escaped him still.

From a distant Eastern island

Had the precious wood been brought
Day and night the anxious master
At his toil untiring wrought;

Till, discouraged and desponding,
Sat he now in shadows deep,
And the day's humiliation

Found oblivion in sleep.

Then a voice cried, 'Rise, O master!

From the burning brand of oak

Shape the thought that stirs within thee!"
And the startled artist woke,--

Woke, and from the smoking embers
Seized and quenched the glowing wood;
And therefrom he carved an image,
And he saw that it was good.

O thou sculptor, painter, poet!
Take this lesson to thy heart:
That is best which lieth nearest;
Shape from that thy work of art.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : King Witlaf's Drinking-Horn

Witlaf, a king of the Saxons,
Ere yet his last he breathed,
To the merry monks of Croyland
His drinking-horn bequeathed,--

That, whenever they sat at their revels,
And drank from the golden bowl,
They might remember the donor,
And breathe a prayer for his soul.

So sat they once at Christmas,

And bade the goblet pass;

In their beards the red wine glistened
Like dew-drops in the grass.

They drank to the soul of Witlaf,
They drank to Christ the Lord,

And to each of the Twelve Apostles,
Who had preached his holy word.

They drank to the Saints and Martyrs
Of the dismal days of yore,

And as soon as the horn was empty
They remembered one Saint more.

And the reader droned from the pulpit
Like the murmur of many bees,

The legend of good Saint Guthlac,
And Saint Basil's homilies;

Till the great bells of the convent,
From their prison in the tower,
Guthlac and Bartholomaeus,
Proclaimed the midnight hour.

And the Yule-log cracked in the chimney,
And the Abbot bowed his head,

And the flamelets flapped and flickered,
But the Abbot was stark and dead.
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Yet still in his pallid fingers

He clutched the golden bowl,

In which, like a pearl dissolving,
Had sunk and dissolved his soul.

But not for this their revels
The jovial monks forbore,
For they cried, 'Fill high the goblet!

We must drink to one Saint more!'

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : Resighation

There is no flock, however watched and tended,
But one dead lamb is there!

There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended,

But has one vacant chair!

The air is full of farewells to the dying,

And mournings for the dead;

The heart of Rachel, for her children crying,
Will not be comforted!

Let us be patient! These severe afflictions
Not from the ground arise,

But oftentimes celestial benedictions
Assume this dark disguise.

We see but dimly through the mists and vapors;
Amid these earthly damps

What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers

May be heaven's distant lamps.

There is no Death! What seems so is transition;
This life of mortal breath

Is but a suburb of the life elysian,

Whose portal we call Death.

She is not dead,--the child of our affection,--
But gone unto that school

Where she no longer needs our poor protection,
And Christ himself doth rule.

In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion,
By guardian angels led,

Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution,
She lives, whom we call dead.

Day after day we think what she is doing
In those bright realms of air;

Year after year, her tender steps pursuing,
Behold her grown more fair.
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Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken

The bond which nature gives,

Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken,
May reach her where she lives.

Not as a child shall we again behold her;
For when with raptures wild

In our embraces we again enfold her,
She will not be a child;

But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion,
Clothed with celestial grace;

And beautiful with all the soul's expansion
Shall we behold her face.

And though at times impetuous with emotion

And anguish long suppressed,

The swelling heart heaves moaning like the ocean,
That cannot be at rest,--

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling
We may not wholly stay;

By silence sanctifying, not concealing,

The grief that must have way.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : Sand Of The Desert In An Hour-
Glass

A handful of red sand, from the hot clime
Of Arab deserts brought,

Within this glass becomes the spy of Time,
The minister of Thought.

How many weary centuries has it been
About those deserts blown!

How many strange vicissitudes has seen,
How many histories known!

Perhaps the camels of the Ishmaelite
Trampled and passed it o'er,

When into Egypt from the patriarch's sight
His favorite son they bore.

Perhaps the feet of Moses, burnt and bare,
Crushed it beneath their tread;

Or Pharaoh's flashing wheels into the air
Scattered it as they sped;

Or Mary, with the Christ of Nazareth

Held close in her caress,

Whose pilgrimage of hope and love and faith
Illumed the wilderness;

Or anchorites beneath Engaddi's palms
Pacing the Dead Sea beach,

And singing slow their old Armenian psalms
In half-articulate speech;

Or caravans, that from Bassora's gate
With westward steps depart;

Or Mecca's pilgrims, confident of Fate,
And resolute in heart!

These have passed over it, or may have passed!
Now in this crystal tower
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Imprisoned by some curious hand at last,
It counts the passing hour,

And as I gaze, these narrow walls expand;
Before my dreamy eye

Stretches the desert with its shifting sand,
Its unimpeded sky.

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast,
This little golden thread

Dilates into a column high and vast,

A form of fear and dread.

And onward, and across the setting sun,
Across the boundless plain,
The column and its broader shadow run,
Till thought pursues in vain.

The vision vanishes! These walls again
Shut out the lurid sun,
Shut out the hot, immeasurable plain;

The half-hour's sand is run!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : Tegner's Death (Tegner's Drapa)

I heard a voice, that cried,
'Balder the Beautiful

Is dead, is dead!

And through the misty air
Passed like the mournful cry
Of sunward sailing cranes.

I saw the pallid corpse

Of the dead sun

Borne through the Northern sky.
Blasts from Niffelheim

Lifted the sheeted mists

Around him as he passed.

And the voice forever cried,
'Balder the Beautiful

Is dead, is dead!"

And died away

Through the dreary night,
In accents of despair.

Balder the Beautiful,

God of the summer sun,

Fairest of all the Gods!

Light from his forehead beamed,
Runes were upon his tongue,

As on the warrior's sword.

All things in earth and air
Bound were by magic spell
Never to do him harm;
Even the plants and stones;
All save the mistletoe,

The sacred mistletoe!

Hoeder, the blind old God,

Whose feet are shod with silence,
Pierced through that gentle breast
With his sharp spear, by fraud

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Made of the mistletoe,
The accursed mistletoe!

They laid him in his ship,
With horse and harness,
As on a funeral pyre.
Odin placed

A ring upon his finger,
And whispered in his ear.

They launched the burning ship!
It floated far away

Over the misty sea,

Till like the sun it seemed,
Sinking beneath the waves.
Balder returned no more!

So perish the old Gods!

But out of the sea of Time
Rises a new land of song,
Fairer than the old.

Over its meadows green

Walk the young bards and sing.

Build it again,

O ye bards,

Fairer than before!

Ye fathers of the new race,
Feed upon morning dew,
Sing the new Song of Lovel!

The law of force is dead!
The law of love prevails!
Thor, the thunderer,

Shall rule the earth no more,
No more, with threats,
Challenge the meek Christ.

Sing no more,

O ye bards of the North,
Of Vikings and of Jarls!
Of the days of Eld
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Preserve the freedom only,
Not the deeds of blood!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : The Builders

All are architects of Fate,

Working in these walls of Time;
Some with massive deeds and great,
Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing useless is, or low;

Each thing in its place is best;

And what seems but idle show
Strengthens and supports the rest.

For the structure that we raise,
Time is with materials filled;

Our to-days and yesterdays

Are the blocks with which we build.

Truly shape and fashion these;
Leave no yawning gaps between;
Think not, because no man sees,
Such things will remain unseen.

In the elder days of Art,

Builders wrought with greatest care
Each minute and unseen part;

For the Gods see everywhere.

Let us do our work as well,

Both the unseen and the seen;

Make the house, where Gods may dwell,
Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives are incomplete,
Standing in these walls of Time,
Broken stairways, where the feet
Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and sure,
With a firm and ample base;

And ascending and secure

Shall to-morrow find its place.
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Thus alone can we attain

To those turrets, where the eye
Sees the world as one vast plain,
And one boundless reach of sky.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : The Open Window

The old house by the lindens
Stood silent in the shade,
And on the gravelled pathway
The light and shadow played.

I saw the nursery windows
Wide open to the air;

But the faces of the children,
They were no longer there.

The large Newfoundland house-dog
Was standing by the door;

He looked for his little playmates,
Who would return no more.

They walked not under the lindens,
They played not in the hall;

But shadow, and silence, and sadness
Were hanging over all.

The birds sang in the branches,
With sweet, familiar tone;

But the voices of the children
Will be heard in dreams alone!

And the boy that walked beside me,
He could not understand
Why closer in mine, ah! closer,

I pressed his warm, soft hand!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Fireside : The Singers

God sent his Singers upon earth

With songs of sadness and of mirth,

That they might touch the hearts of men,
And bring them back to heaven again.

The first, a youth, with soul of fire,

Held in his hand a golden lyre;

Through groves he wandered, and by streams,
Playing the music of our dreams.

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

A gray old man, the third and last,
Sang in cathedrals dim and vast,
While the majestic organ rolled
Contrition from its mouths of gold.

And those who heard the Singers three
Disputed which the best might be;

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

But the great Master said, 'I see

No best in kind, but in degree;

I gave a various gift to each,

To charm, to strengthen, and to teach.

'These are the three great chords of might,
And he whose ear is tuned aright

Will hear no discord in the three,

But the most perfect harmony.'

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Seaside : Sir Humphrey Gilbert

Southward with fleet of ice

Sailed the corsair Death;

Wild and gast blew the blast,

And the east-wind was his breath.

His lordly ships of ice

Glisten in the sun;

On each side, like pennons wide,
Flashing crystal streamlets run.

His sails of white sea-mist

Dripped with silver rain;

But where he passed there were cast
Leaden shadows o'er the main.

Eastward from Campobello

Sir Humphrey Gilbert sailed;

Three days or more seaward he bore,
Then, alas! the land-wind failed.

Alas! the land-wind failed,

And ice-cold grew the night;

And nevermore, on sea or shore,
Should Sir Humphrey see the light.

He sat upon the deck,

The Book was in his hand;

'Do not fear! Heaven is as near,'
He said, 'by water as by land!"

In the first watch of the night,
Without a signal's sound,

Out of the sea, mysteriously,

The fleet of Death rose all around.

The moon and the evening star
Were hanging in the shrouds;
Every mast, as it passed,

Seemed to rake the passing clouds.
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They grappled with their prize,
At midnight black and cold!

As of a rock was the shock;
Heavily the ground-swell rolled.

Southward through day and dark,
They drift in cold embrace,

With mist and rain, o'er the open main;
Yet there seems no change of place.

Southward, forever southward,

They drift through dark and day;
And like a dream, in the Gulf-Stream
Sinking, vanish all away.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Seaside : The Evening Star

Lo! in the paintedoriel of the West,

Whose panes the sunken sun incarnadines,
Like a fair lady at her casement, shines

The evening star, the star of love and rest!
And then anon she doth herself divest

Of all her radiant garments, and reclines
Behind the sombre screen of yonder pines,
With slumber and soft dreams of love oppressed.
O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus!

My morning and my evening star of love!

My best and gentlest lady! even thus,

As that fair planet in the sky above,

Dost thou retire unto thy rest at night,

And from thy darkened window fades the light.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Seaside : The Fire Of Driftwood

We sat within the farm-house old,
Whose windows, looking o'er the bay,
Gave to the sea-breeze damp and cold,
An easy entrance, night and day.

Not far away we saw the port,

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town,
The lighthouse, the dismantled fort,
The wooden houses, quaint and brown.

We sat and talked until the night,
Descending, filled the little room;
Our faces faded from the sight,

Our voices only broke the gloom.

We spake of many a vanished scene,

Of what we once had thought and said,

Of what had been, and might have been,
And who was changed, and who was dead;

And all that fills the hearts of friends,
When first they feel, with secret pain,
Their lives thenceforth have separate ends,
And never can be one again;

The first slight swerving of the heart,
That words are powerless to express,
And leave it still unsaid in part,

Or say it in too great excess.

The very tones in which we spake

Had something strange, I could but mark;
The leaves of memory seemed to make

A mournful rustling in the dark.

Oft died the words upon our lips,

As suddenly, from out the fire

Built of the wreck of stranded ships,
The flames would leap and then expire.
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And, as their splendor flashed and failed,
We thought of wrecks upon the main,

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed
And sent no answer back again.

The windows, rattling in their frames,
The ocean, roaring up the beach,
The gusty blast, the bickering flames,
All mingled vaguely in our speech;

Until they made themselves a part
Of fancies floating through the brain,
The long-lost ventures of the heart,
That send no answers back again.

O flames that glowed! O hearts that yearned!
They were indeed too much akin,

The drift-wood fire without that burned,

The thoughts that burned and glowed within.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Seaside : The Lighthouse

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea,
And on its outer point, some miles away,
The Lighthouse lifts its massive masonry,
A pillar of fire by night, of cloud by day.

Even at this distance I can see the tides,
Upheaving, break unheard along its base,
A speechless wrath, that rises and subsides
In the white lip and tremor of the face.

And as the evening darkens, lo! how bright,
Through the deep purple of the twilight air,
Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light
With strange, unearthly splendor in the glare!

Not one alone; from each projecting cape
And perilous reef along the ocean's verge,
Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape,

Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge.

Like the great giant Christopher it stands
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave,
Wading far out among the rocks and sands,
The night-o'ertaken mariner to save.

And the great ships sail outward and return,
Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells,
And ever joyful, as they see it burn,

They wave their silent welcomes and farewells.

They come forth from the darkness, and their sails
Gleam for a moment only in the blaze,

And eager faces, as the light unveils,

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze.

The mariner remembers when a child,

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink;
And when, returning from adventures wild,
He saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink.
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Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same
Year after year, through all the silent night
Burns on forevermore that quenchless flame,
Shines on that inextinguishable light!

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp

The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of peace;
It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp,

And hold it up, and shake it like a fleece.

The startled waves leap over it; the storm
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain,
And steadily against its solid form

Press the great shoulders of the hurricane.

The sea-bird wheeling round it, with the din
Of wings and winds and solitary cries,
Blinded and maddened by the light within,
Dashes himself against the glare, and dies.

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock,
Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove,

It does not hear the cry, nor heed the shock,
But hails the mariner with words of love.

'Sail on!" it says, 'sail on, ye stately ships!
And with your floating bridge the ocean span;
Be mine to guard this light from all eclipse,
Be yours to bring man nearer unto man!"

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Seaside : The Secret Of The Sea

Ah! what pleasant visions haunt me
As I gaze upon the sea!

All the old romantic legends,

All my dreams, come back to me.

Sails of silk and ropes of sandal,
Such as gleam in ancient lore;
And the singing of the sailors,
And the answer from the shore!

Most of all, the Spanish ballad
Haunts me oft, and tarries long,
Of the noble Count Arnaldos
And the sailor's mystic song.

Like the long waves on a sea-beach,
Where the sand as silver shines,
With a soft, monotonous cadence,
Flow its unrhymed lyric lines;--

Telling how the Count Arnaldos,
With his hawk upon his hand,
Saw a fair and stately galley,
Steering onward to the land;--

How he heard the ancient helmsman
Chant a song so wild and clear,
That the sailing sea-bird slowly
Poised upon the mast to hear,

Till his soul was full of longing,

And he cried, with impulse strong,--
'Helmsman! for the love of heaven,
Teach me, too, that wondrous song!'

'Wouldst thou,'--so the helmsman answered,
'Learn the secret of the sea?

Only those who brave its dangers
Comprehend its mystery!"
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In each sail that skims the horizon,
In each landward-blowing breeze,
I behold that stately galley,

Hear those mournful melodies;

Till my soul is full of longing
For the secret of the sea,
And the heart of the great ocean

Sends a thrilling pulse through me.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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By The Seaside : Twilight

The twilight is sad and cloudy,
The wind blows wild and free,
And like the wings of sea-birds
Flash the white caps of the sea.

But in the fisherman's cottage
There shines a ruddier light,
And a little face at the window
Peers out into the night.

Close, close it is pressed to the window,
As if those childish eyes

Were looking into the darkness,

To see some form arise.

And a woman's waving shadow
Is passing to and fro,

Now rising to the ceiling,

Now bowing and bending low.

What tale do the roaring ocean,
And the night-wind, bleak and wild,
As they beat at the crazy casement,
Tell to that little child?

And why do the roaring ocean,

And the night-wind, wild and bleak,

As they beat at the heart of the mother,
Drive the color from her cheek?

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Cadenabbia. Lake Of Como. (Birds Of Passage. Flight
The Fourth)

No sound of wheels or hoof-beat breaks
The silence of the summer day,

As by the loveliest of all lakes

I while the idle hours away.

I pace the leafy colonnade,
Where level branches of the plane
Above me weave a roof of shade
Impervious to the sun and rain.

At times a sudden rush of air

Flutters the lazy leaves o'erhead,

And gleams of sunshine toss and flare
Like torches down the path I tread.

By Somariva's garden gate

I make the marble stairs my seat,
And hear the water, as I wait,
Lapping the steps beneath my feet.

The undulation sinks and swells
Along the stony parapets,

And far away the floating bells
Tinkle upon the fisher's nets.

Silent and slow, by tower and town
The freighted barges come and go,
Their pendent shadows gliding down
By town and tower submerged below.

The hills sweep upward from the shore,
With villas scattered one by one

Upon their wooded spurs, and lower
Bellaggio blazing in the sun.

And dimly seen, a tangled mass
Of walls and woods, of light and shade,
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Stands, beckoning up the Stelvio Pass,
Varenna with its white cascade.

I ask myself, Is this a dream?
Will it all vanish into air?

Is there a land of such supreme
And perfect beauty anywhere?

Sweet vision! Do not fade away;
Linger, until my heart shall take
Into itself the summer day,

And all the beauty of the lake;

Linger until upon my brain
Is stamped an image of the scene,
Then fade into the air again,

And be as if thou hadst not been.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Cantos From Dante's Paradiso

(Canto XXIII.)

Even as a bird, 'mid the beloved leaves,

Quiet upon the nest of her sweet brood
Throughout the night, that hideth all things from us,
Who, that she may behold their longed-for looks
And find the nourishment wherewith to feed them,
In which, to her, grave labors grateful are,
Anticipates the time on open spray

And with an ardent longing waits the sun,
Gazing intent, as soon as breaks the dawn:
Even thus my Lady standing was, erect

And vigilant, turned round towards the zone
Underneath which the sun displays least haste;
So that beholding her distraught and eager,
Such I became as he is, who desiring

For something yearns, and hoping is appeased.
But brief the space from one When to the other;
From my awaiting, say I, to the seeing

The welkin grow resplendent more and more.
And Beatrice exclaimed: 'Behold the hosts

Of the triumphant Christ, and all the fruit
Harvested by the rolling of these spheres!"

It seemed to me her face was all on flame;

And eyes she had so full of ecstasy

That I must needs pass on without describing.
As when in nights serene of the full moon
Smiles Trivia among the nymphs eternal

Who paint the heaven through all its hollow cope,
Saw I, above the myriads of lamps,

A sun that one and all of them enkindled,

E'en as our own does the supernal stars.

And through the living light transparent shone
The lucent substance so intensely clear

Into my sight, that I could not sustain it.

O Beatrice, my gentle guide and dear!

She said to me: 'That which o'ermasters thee

A virtue is which no one can resist.

There are the wisdom and omnipotence
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That oped the thoroughfares 'twixt heaven and earth,
For which there erst had been so long a yearning.'
As fire from out a cloud itself discharges,
Dilating so it finds not room therein,

And down, against its nature, falls to earth,
So did my mind, among those aliments
Becoming larger, issue from itself,

And what became of it cannot remember.
'Open thine eyes, and look at what I am:
Thou hast beheld such things, that strong enough
Hast thou become to tolerate my smile.’

I was as one who still retains the feeling

Of a forgotten dream, and who endeavors

In vain to bring it back into his mind,

When I this invitation heard, deserving

Of so much gratitude, it never fades

Out of the book that chronicles the past.

It at this moment sounded all the tongues
That Polyhymnia and her sisters made

Most lubrical with their delicious milk,

To aid me, to a thousandth of the truth

It would not reach, singing the holy smile,
And how the holy aspect it illumed.

And therefore, representing Paradise,

The sacred poem must perforce leap over,
Even as a man who finds his way cut off.

But whoso thinketh of the ponderous theme,
And of the mortal shoulder that sustains it,
Should blame it not, if under this it trembles.
It is no passage for a little boat

This which goes cleaving the audacious prow,
Nor for a pilot who would spare himself.

'Why does my face so much enamor thee,
That to the garden fair thou turnest not,
Which under the rays of Christ is blossoming?
There is the rose in which the Word Divine
Became incarnate; there the lilies are

By whose perfume the good way was selected.'
Thus Beatrice; and I, who to her counsels
Was wholly ready, once again betook me
Unto the battle of the feeble brows.

As in a sunbeam, that unbroken passes
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Through fractured cloud, ere now a meadow of flowers
Mine eyes with shadow covered have beheld,

So I beheld the multitudinous splendors
Refulgent from above with burning rays,
Beholding not the source of the effulgence.

O thou benignant power that so imprint'st them!
Thou didst exalt thyself to give more scope
There to the eyes, that were not strong enough.
The name of that fair flower I e'er invoke
Morning and evening utterly enthralled

My soul to gaze upon the greater fire.

And when in both mine eyes depicted were

The glory and greatness of the living star

Which conquers there, and here below it conquered,
Athwart the heavens descended a bright sheen
Formed in a circle like a coronal,

And cinctured it, and whirled itself about it.
Whatever melody most sweetly soundeth

On earth, and to itself most draws the soul,
Would seem a cloud that, rent asunder, thunders,
Compared unto the sounding of that lyre
Wherewith was crowned the sapphire beautiful,
Which gives the clearest heaven its sapphire hue.
'T am Angelic Love, that circle round

The joy sublime which breathes from out the bosom
That was the hostelry of our Desire;

And I shall circle, Lady of Heaven, while

Thou followest thy Son, and mak'st diviner

The sphere supreme, because thou enterest it.'
Thus did the circulated melody

Seal itself up; and all the other lights

Were making resonant the name of Mary.

The regal mantle of the volumes all

Of that world, which most fervid is and living
With breath of God and with his works and ways,
Extended over us its inner curve,

So very distant, that its outward show,

There where I was, not yet appeared to me.
Therefore mine eyes did not possess the power
Of following the incoronated flame,

Which had ascended near to its own seed.

And as a little child, that toward its mother
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Extends its arms, when it the milk has taken,
Through impulse kindled into outward flame,
Each of those gleams of white did upward stretch
So with its summit, that the deep affection
They had for Mary was revealed to me.
Thereafter they remained there in my sight,
Regina coeli singing with such sweetness,
That ne'er from me has the delight departed.
Oh, what exuberance is garnered up

In those resplendent coffers, which had been
For sowing here below good husbandmen!
There they enjoy and live upon the treasure
Which was acquired while weeping in the exile
Of Babylon, wherein the gold was left.

There triumpheth beneath the exalted Son

Of God and Mary, in his victory,

Both with the ancient council and the new,

He who doth keep the keys of such a glory.

(Canto XXIV.)

'O company elect to the great supper

Of the Lamb benedight, who feedeth you

So that for ever full is your desire,

If by the grace of God this man foretaste
Something of that which falleth from your table,
Or ever death prescribe to him the time,

Direct your mind to his immense desire,

And him somewhat bedew; ye drinking are

For ever at the fount whence comes his thought.'
Thus Beatrice; and those souls beatified
Transformed themselves to spheres on steadfast poles,
Flaming intensely in the guise of comets.

And as the wheels in works of horologes

Revolve so that the first to the beholder
Motionless seems, and the last one to fly,

So in like manner did those carols, dancing

In different measure, of their affluence

Give me the gauge, as they were swift or slow.
From that one which I noted of most beauty
Beheld I issue forth a fire so happy
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That none it left there of a greater brightness;
And around Beatrice three several times

It whirled itself with so divine a song,

My fantasy repeats it not to me;

Therefore the pen skips, and I write it not,
Since our imagination for such folds,

Much more our speech, is of a tint too glaring.
'O holy sister mine, who us implorest

With such devotion, by thine ardent love

Thou dost unbind me from that beautiful sphere!"
Thereafter, having stopped, the blessed fire
Unto my Lady did direct its breath,

Which spake in fashion as I here have said.
And she: 'O light eterne of the great man

To whom our Lord delivered up the keys

He carried down of this miraculous joy,

This one examine on points light and grave,
As good beseemeth thee, about the Faith

By means of which thou on the sea didst walk.
If he love well, and hope well, and believe,
From thee 'tis hid not; for thou hast thy sight
There where depicted everything is seen.

But since this kingdom has made citizens

By means of the true Faith, to glorify it

'Tis well he have the chance to speak thereof.'
As baccalaureate arms himself, and speaks not
Until the master doth propose the question,
To argue it, and not to terminate it,

So did I arm myself with every reason,

While she was speaking, that I might be ready
For such a questioner and such profession.
'Say, thou good Christian; manifest thyself;
What is the Faith?' Whereat I raised my brow
Unto that light wherefrom was this breathed forth.
Then turned I round to Beatrice, and she
Prompt signals made to me that I should pour
The water forth from my internal fountain.
'May grace, that suffers me to make confession,’
Began I, 'to the great centurion,

Cause my conceptions all to be explicit!'

And I continued: 'As the truthful pen,

Father, of thy dear brother wrote of it,
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Who put with thee Rome into the good way,
Faith is the substance of the things we hope for,
And evidence of those that are not seen;

And this appears to me its quiddity.'

Then heard I: 'Very rightly thou perceivest,

If well thou understandest why he placed it
With substances and then with evidences.'

And I thereafterward: 'The things profound,
That here vouchsafe to me their apparition,
Unto all eyes below are so concealed,

That they exist there only in belief,

Upon the which is founded the high hope,

And hence it takes the nature of a substance.
And it behoveth us from this belief

To reason without having other sight,

And hence it has the nature of evidence.'

Then heard I: 'If whatever is acquired

Below by doctrine were thus understood,

No sophist's subtlety would there find place.’
Thus was breathed forth from that enkindled love;
Then added: 'Very well has been gone over
Already of this coin the alloy and weight;

But tell me if thou hast it in thy purse?'

And I: 'Yes, both so shining and so round

That in its stamp there is no peradventure.'
Thereafter issued from the light profound

That there resplendent was: 'This precious jewel,
Upon the which is every virtue founded,
Whence hadst thou it?' And I: 'The large outpouring
Of Holy Spirit, which has been diffused

Upon the ancient parchments and the new,

A syllogism is, which proved it to me

With such acuteness, that, compared therewith,
All demonstration seems to me obtuse.'

And then I heard: 'The ancient and the new
Postulates, that to thee are so conclusive,

Why dost thou take them for the word divine?'
And I: 'The proofs, which show the truth to me,
Are the works subsequent, whereunto Nature
Ne'er heated iron yet, nor anvil beat.'

'Twas answered me: 'Say, who assureth thee
That those works ever were? the thing itself
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That must be proved, nought else to thee affirms it.'
'Were the world to Christianity converted,'

I said, 'withouten miracles, this one

Is such, the rest are not its hundredth part;
Because that poor and fasting thou didst enter
Into the field to sow there the good plant,

Which was a vine and has become a thorn!"

This being finished, the high, holy Court
Resounded through the spheres, 'One God we praise!'
In melody that there above is chanted.

And then that Baron, who from branch to branch,
Examining, had thus conducted me,

Till the extremest leaves we were approaching,
Again began: 'The Grace that dallying

Plays with thine intellect thy mouth has opened,
Up to this point, as it should opened be,

So that I do approve what forth emerged;

But now thou must express what thou believest,
And whence to thy belief it was presented.'

'O holy father, spirit who beholdest

What thou believedst so that thou o'ercamest,
Towards the sepulchre, more youthful feet,’
Began I, 'thou dost wish me in this place

The form to manifest of my prompt belief,

And likewise thou the cause thereof demandest.
And I respond: In one God I believe,

Sole and eterne, who moveth all the heavens
With love and with desire, himself unmoved;

And of such faith not only have I proofs

Physical and metaphysical, but gives them
Likewise the truth that from this place rains down
Through Moses, through the Prophets and the Psalms,
Through the Evangel, and through you, who wrote
After the fiery Spirit sanctified you;

In Persons three eterne believe, and these

One essence I believe, so one and trine

They bear conjunction both with 'sunt' and 'est.’
With the profound condition and divine

Which now I touch upon, doth stamp my mind
Ofttimes the doctrine evangelical.

This the beginning is, this is the spark

Which afterwards dilates to vivid flame,
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And, like a star in heaven, is sparkling in me.'
Even as a lord who hears what pleaseth him
His servant straight embraces, gratulating
For the good news as soon as he is silent;

So, giving me its benediction, singing,

Three times encircled me, when I was silent,
The apostolic light, at whose command

I spoken had, in speaking I so pleased him.

(Canto XXV.)

If e'er it happen that the Poem Sacred,

To which both heaven and earth have set their hand,
So that it many a year hath made me lean,
O'ercome the cruelty that bars me out

From the fair sheepfold, where a lamb I slumbered,
An enemy to the wolves that war upon it,
With other voice forthwith, with other fleece
Poet will T return, and at my font

Baptismal will I take the laurel crown;
Because into the Faith that maketh known

All souls to God there entered I, and then
Peter for her sake thus my brow encircled.
Thereafterward towards us moved a light

Out of that band whence issued the first-fruits
Which of his vicars Christ behind him left,

And then my Lady, full of ecstasy,

Said unto me: 'Look, look! behold the Baron
For whom below Galicia is frequented.'

In the same way as, when a dove alights
Near his companion, both of them pour forth,
Circling about and murmuring, their affection,
So one beheld I by the other grand

Prince glorified to be with welcome greeted,
Lauding the food that there above is eaten.
But when their gratulations were complete,
Silently 'coram me' each one stood still,

So incandescent it o'ercame my sight.

Smiling thereafterwards, said Beatrice:
'Tllustrious life, by whom the benefactions

Of our Basilica have been described,
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Make Hope resound within this altitude;

Thou knowest as oft thou dost personify it

As Jesus to the three gave greater clearness.'--
'Lift up thy head, and make thyself assured;

For what comes hither from the mortal world
Must needs be ripened in our radiance.'

This comfort came to me from the second fire;
Wherefore mine eyes I lifted to the hills,

Which bent them down before with too great weight.
'Since, through his grace, our Emperor wills that thou
Shouldst find thee face to face, before thy death,
In the most secret chamber, with his Counts,

So that, the truth beholden of this court,

Hope, which below there rightfully enamours,
Thereby thou strengthen in thyself and others,
Say what it is, and how is flowering with it

Thy mind, and say from whence it came to thee.’
Thus did the second light again continue.

And the Compassionate, who piloted

The plumage of my wings in such high flight,

Did in reply anticipate me thus:

'No child whatever the Church Militant

Of greater hope possesses, as is written

In that Sun which irradiates all our band;
Therefore it is conceded him from Egypt

To come into Jerusalem to see,

Or ever yet his warfare be completed.

The two remaining points, that not for knowledge
Have been demanded, but that he report

How much this virtue unto thee is pleasing,

To him I leave; for hard he will not find them,
Nor of self-praise; and let him answer them;
And may the grace of God in this assist him!"

As a disciple, who his teacher follows,

Ready and willing, where he is expert,

That his proficiency may be displayed,

'Hope,' said I, 'is the certain expectation

Of future glory, which is the effect

Of grace divine and merit precedent.

From many stars this light comes unto me;

But he instilled it first into my heart

Who was chief singer unto the chief captain.
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Sperent in te

,' in the high Theody

He sayeth, 'those who know thy name;' and who
Knoweth it not, if he my faith possess?

Thou didst instil me, then, with his instilling

In the Epistle, so that I am full,

And upon others rain again your rain.'

While I was speaking, in the living bosom

Of that combustion quivered an effulgence,
Sudden and frequent, in the guise of lightning;
Then breathed: 'The love wherewith I am inflamed
Towards the virtue still which followed me

Unto the palm and issue of the field,

Wills that I breathe to thee that thou delight

In her; and grateful to me is thy telling
Whatever things Hope promises to thee.'

And I: 'The ancient Scriptures and the new

The mark establish, and this shows it me,

Of all the souls whom God hath made his friends.
Isaiah saith, that each one garmented

In his own land shall be with twofold garments,
And his own land is this delightful life.

Thy brother, too, far more explicitly,

There where he treateth of the robes of white,
This revelation manifests to us.'

And first, and near the ending of these words,
Sperent in te

' from over us was heard,

To which responsive answered all the carols.
Thereafterward a light among them brightened,
So that, if Cancer one such crystal had,

Winter would have a month of one sole day.
And as uprises, goes, and enters the dance

A winsome maiden, only to do honour

To the new bride, and not from any failing,
Even thus did I behold the brightened splendour
Approach the two, who in a wheel revolved

As was beseeming to their ardent love.

Into the song and music there it entered;

And fixed on them my Lady kept her look,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 107



Even as a bride silent and motionless.

'This is the one who lay upon the breast

Of him our Pelican; and this is he

To the great office from the cross elected.'
My Lady thus; but therefore none the more
Did move her sight from its attentive gaze
Before or afterward these words of hers.

Even as a man who gazes, and endeavours
To see the eclipsing of the sun a little,

And who, by seeing, sightless doth become,
So I became before that latest fire,

While it was said, 'Why dost thou daze thyself
To see a thing which here hath no existence?
Earth in the earth my body is, and shall be
With all the others there, until our number
With the eternal proposition tallies.

With the two garments in the blessed cloister
Are the two lights alone that have ascended:
And this shalt thou take back into your world.
And at this utterance the flaming circle

Grew quiet, with the dulcet intermingling

Of sound that by the trinal breath was made,
As to escape from danger or fatigue

The oars that erst were in the water beaten
Are all suspended at a whistle's sound.

Ah, how much in my mind was I disturbed,
When I turned round to look on Beatrice,
That her I could not see, although I was
Close at her side and in the Happy World!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Canzone

Ah me! ah me! when thinking of the years,
The vanished years, alas, I do not find

Among them all one day that was my own!
Fallacious hope; desires of the unknown,
Lamenting, loving, burning, and in tears

(For human passions all have stirred my mind),
Have held me, now I feel and know, confined
Both from the true and good still far away.

I perish day by day;

The sunshine fails, the shadows grow more dreary,
And I am near to fail, infirm and weary.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Carillon

In the ancient town of Bruges,

In the quaint old Flemish city,

As the evening shades descended,
Low and loud and sweetly blended,
Low at times and loud at times,
And changing like a poet's rhymes,
Rang the beautiful wild chimes
From the Belfry in the market

Of the ancient town of Bruges.

Then, with deep sonorous clangor
Calmly answering their sweet anger,

When the wrangling bells had ended,

Slowly struck the clock eleven,
And, from out the silent heaven,
Silence on the town descended.
Silence, silence everywhere,

On the earth and in the air,

Save that footsteps here and there
Of some burgher home returning,
By the street lamps faintly burning,
For a moment woke the echoes

Of the ancient town of Bruges.

But amid my broken slumbers

Still I heard those magic numbers,
As they loud proclaimed the flight
And stolen marches of the night;
Till their chimes in sweet collision
Mingled with each wandering vision,
Mingled with the fortune-telling
Gypsy-bands of dreams and fancies,
Which amid the waste expanses

Of the silent land of trances

Have their solitary dwelling;

All else seemed asleep in Bruges,
In the quaint old Flemish city.

And I thought how like these chimes
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Are the poet's airy rhymes,

All his rhymes and roundelays,

His conceits, and songs, and ditties,
From the belfry of his brain,
Scattered downward, though in vain,
On the roofs and stones of cities!
For by night the drowsy ear

Under its curtains cannot hear,

And by day men go their ways,
Hearing the music as they pass,
But deeming it no more, alas!

Than the hollow sound of brass.

Yet perchance a sleepless wight,
Lodging at some humble inn

In the narrow lanes of life,

When the dusk and hush of night
Shut out the incessant din

Of daylight and its toil and strife,
May listen with a calm delight

To the poet's melodies,

Till he hears, or dreams he hears,
Intermingled with the song,
Thoughts that he has cherished long;
Hears amid the chime and singing
The bells of his own village ringing,
And wakes, and finds his slumberous eyes
Wet with most delicious tears.

Thus dreamed I, as by night I lay

In Bruges, at the Fleur-de-Ble,
Listening with a wild delight

To the chimes that, through the night
Bang their changes from the Belfry
Of that quaint old Flemish city.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Castles In Spain. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The Fifth)

How much of my young heart, O Spain,
Went out to thee in days of yore!

What dreams romantic filled my brain,
And summoned back to life again

The Paladins of Charlemagne,

The Cid Campeador!

And shapes more shadowy than these,
In the dim twilight half revealed;
Phoenician galleys on the seas,

The Roman camps like hives of bees,
The Goth uplifting from his knees
Pelayo on his shield.

It was these memories perchance,
From annals of remotest eld,

That lent the colors of romance

To every trivial circumstance,

And changed the form and countenance
Of all that I beheld.

Old towns, whose history lies hid
In monkish chronicle or rhyme,--
Burgos, the birthplace of the Cid,
Zamora and Valladolid,

Toledo, built and walled amid
The wars of Wamba's time;

The long, straight line of the highway,
The distant town that seems so near,
The peasants in the fields, that stay
Their toil to cross themselves and pray,
When from the belfry at midday

The Angelus they hear;

White crosses in the mountain pass,
Mules gay with tassels, the loud din
Of muleteers, the tethered ass

That crops the dusty wayside grass,
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And cavaliers with spurs of brass
Alighting at the inn;

White hamlets hidden in fields of wheat,
White cities slumbering by the sea,

White sunshine flooding square and street,
Dark mountain ranges, at whose feet

The river beds are dry with heat,--

All was a dream to me.

Yet something sombre and severe
O'er the enchanted landscape reighed;
A terror in the atmosphere

As if King Philip listened near,

Or Torquemada, the austere,

His ghostly sway maintained.

The softer Andalusian skies

Dispelled the sadness and the gloom;
There Cadiz by the seaside lies,

And Seville's orange-orchards rise,
Making the land a paradise

Of beauty and of bloom.

There Cordova is hidden among

The palm, the olive, and the vine;
Gem of the South, by poets sung,
And in whose Mosque Ahmanzor hung
As lamps the bells that once had rung
At Compostella's shrine.

But over all the rest supreme,

The star of stars, the cynosure,

The artist's and the poet's theme,

The young man's vision, the old man's dream,--
Granada by its winding stream,

The city of the Moor!

And there the Alhambra still recalls
Aladdin's palace of delight;

Allah il Allah! through its halls
Whispers the fountain as it falls,
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The Darro darts beneath its walls,
The hills with snow are white.

Ah yes, the hills are white with snow,
And cold with blasts that bite and freeze;
But in the happy vale below

The orange and pomegranate grow,

And wafts of air toss to and fro

The blossoming almond trees.

The Vega cleft by the Xenil,

The fascination and allure

Of the sweet landscape chains the will;
The traveller lingers on the hill,

His parted lips are breathing still

The last sigh of the Moor.

How like a ruin overgrown

With flowers that hide the rents of time,
Stands now the Past that I have known;
Castles in Spain, not built of stone

But of white summer clouds, and blown
Into this little mist of rhyme!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Catawba Wine. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The First)

This song of mine

Is a Song of the Vine,

To be sung by the glowing embers
Of wayside inns,

When the rain begins

To darken the drear Novembers.

It is not a song

Of the Scuppernong,

From warm Carolinian valleys,
Nor the Isabel

And the Muscadel

That bask in our garden alleys.

Nor the red Mustang,

Whose clusters hang

O'er the waves of the Colorado,
And the fiery flood

Of whose purple blood

Has a dash of Spanish bravado.

For richest and best

Is the wine of the West,

That grows by the Beautiful River;
Whose sweet perfume

Fills all the room

With a benison on the giver.

And as hollow trees

Are the haunts of bees,

Forever going and coming;

So this crystal hive

Is all alive

With a swarming and buzzing and humming.

Very good in its way

Is the Verzenay,

Or the Sillery soft and creamy;
But Catawba wine
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Has a taste more divine,
More dulcet, delicious, and dreamy.

There grows no vine

By the haunted Rhine,

By Danube or Guadalquivir,

Nor on island or cape,

That bears such a grape

As grows by the Beautiful River.

Drugged is their juice

For foreign use,

When shipped o'er the reeling Atlantic,
To rack our brains

With the fever pains,

That have driven the Old World frantic.

To the sewers and sinks

With all such drinks,

And after them tumble the mixer;
For a poison malign

Is such Borgia wine,

Or at best but a Devil's Elixir.

While pure as a spring

Is the wine I sing,

And to praise it, one needs but name it;
For Catawba wine

Has need of no sign,

No tavern-bush to proclaim it.

And this Song of the Vine,

This greeting of mine,

The winds and the birds shall deliver
To the Queen of the West,

In her garlands dressed,

On the banks of the Beautiful River.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Changed. (Birds Of Passage.

From the outskirts of the town
Where of old the mile-stone stood,
Now a stranger, looking down

I behold the shadowy crown

Of the dark and haunted wood.

Is it changed, or am I changed?

Ah! the oaks are fresh and green,
But the friends with whom I ranged
Through their thickets are estranged
By the years that intervene.

Bright as ever flows the sea,
Bright as ever shines the sun,
But alas! they seem to me
Not the sun that used to be,
Not the tides that used to run.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Charles Sumner. (Birds Of Passage. Flight The Fourth)

Garlands upon his grave

And flowers upon his hearse,

And to the tender heart and brave
The tribute of this verse.

His was the troubled life,

The conflict and the pain,

The grief, the bitterness of strife,
The honor without stain.

Like Winkelried, he took

Into his manly breast

The sheaf of hostile spears, and broke
A path for the oppressed.

Then from the fatal field

Upon a nation's heart

Borne like a warrior on his shield!--
So should the brave depart.

Death takes us by surprise,

And stays our hurrying feet;
The great design unfinished lies,
Our lives are incomplete.

But in the dark unknown
Perfect their circles seem,

Even as a bridge's arch of stone
Is rounded in the stream.

Alike are life and death,
When life in death survives,
And the uninterrupted breath
Inspires a thousand lives.

Were a star quenched on high,

For ages would its light,

Still travelling downward from the sky,
Shine on our mortal sight.
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So when a great man dies,

For years beyond our ken,

The light he leaves behind him lies
Upon the paths of men.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Chaucer

An old man in a lodge within a park;
The chamber walls depicted all around
With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and hound,
And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark,
Whose song comes with the sunshine through the dark
Of painted glass in leaden lattice bound;
He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound,
Then writeth in a book like any clerk.
He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote
The Canterbury Tales, and his old age
Made beautiful with song; and as I read
I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note
Of lark and linnet, and from every page
Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery mead.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Childhood. (From The Danish)

There was a time when I was very small,
When my whole frame was but an ell in height;
Sweetly, as I recall it, tears do fall,

And therefore I recall it with delight.

I sported in my tender mother's arms,

And rode a-horseback on best father's knee;
Alike were sorrows, passions and alarms,

And gold, and Greek, and love, unknown to me,

Then seemed to me this world far less in size,
Likewise it seemed to me less wicked far;

Like points in heaven, I saw the stars arise,
And longed for wings that I might catch a star.

I saw the moon behind the island fade,

And thought, 'Oh, were I on that island there,
I could find out of what the moon is made,
Find out how large it is, how round, how fair!

Wondering, I saw God's sun, through western skies,
Sink in the ocean's golden lap at night,

And yet upon the morrow early rise,

And paint the eastern heaven with crimson light;

And thought of God, the gracious Heavenly Father,
Who made me, and that lovely sun on high,

And all those pearls of heaven thick-strung together,
Dropped, clustering, from his hand o'er all the sky.

With childish reverence, my young lips did say
The prayer my pious mother taught to me:

'O gentle God! oh, let me strive alway

Still to be wise, and good, and follow Thee!"

So prayed I for my father and my mother,

And for my sister, and for all the town;

The king I knew not, and the beggar-brother,
Who, bent with age, went, sighing, up and down.
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They perished, the blithe days of boyhood perished,
And all the gladness, all the peace I knew!

Now have I but their memory, fondly cherished;--
God! may I never lose that too!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Children

Come to me, O ye children!
For I hear you at your play,

And the questions that perplexed me
Have vanished quite away.

Ye open the eastern windows,
That look towards the sun,

Where thoughts are singing swallows
And the brooks of morning run.

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine,
In your thoughts the brooklet's flow,

But in mine is the wind of Autumn
And the first fall of the snow.

Ah! what would the world be to us
If the children were no more?

We should dread the desert behind us
Worse than the dark before.

What the leaves are to the forest,
With light and air for food,

Ere their sweet and tender juices
Have been hardened into wood, --

That to the world are children;
Through them it feels the glow

Of a brighter and sunnier climate
Than reaches the trunks below.

Come to me, O ye children!
And whisper in my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing
In your sunny atmosphere.

For what are all our contrivings,
And the wisdom of our books,
When compared with your caresses,
And the gladness of your looks?
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Ye are better than all the ballads
That ever were sung or said;
For ye are living poems,
And all the rest are dead.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Christmas Bells

"I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet

The words repeat

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom

Had rolled along

The unbroken song

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Till, ringing, singing on its way,

The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime

A chant sublime

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then from each black accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound

The carols drowned

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

It was as if an earthquake rent

The hearth-stones of a continent,
And made forlorn

The households born

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And in despair I bowed my head;
"There is no peace on earth," I said;
"For hate is strong,

And mocks the song
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Of peace on earth, good-will to men!"

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
"God is not dead; nor doth he sleep!

The Wrong shall fail,

The Right prevail,

With peace on earth, good-will to men!"

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Columbus. (A Translation From Schiller)

Steer, bold mariner, on! albeit witlings deride thee,

And the steersman drop idly his hand at the helm;

Ever, ever to westward! There must the coast be discovered,
If it but lie distinct, luminous lie in thy mind.

Trust to the God that leads thee, and follow the sea that is silent;
Did it not yet exist, now would it rise from the flood.
Nature with Genius stands united in league everlasting;

What is promised to one, surely the other performs.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Consolation. (To M. Duperrier, Gentleman Of Aix In
Provence, On The Death Of His Daughter)

Will then, Duperrier, thy sorrow be eternal?

And shall the sad discourse

Whispered within thy heart, by tenderness paternal,
Only augment its force?

Thy daughter's mournful fate, into the tomb descending
By death's frequented ways,

Has it become to thee a labyrinth never ending,

Where thy lost reason strays?

I know the charms that made her youth a benediction:
Nor should I be content,

As a censorious friend, to solace thine affliction

By her disparagement.

But she was of the world, which fairest things exposes
To fates the most forlorn;

A rose, she too hath lived as long as live the roses,
The space of one brief morn.

X >k Xk Xk X

Death has his rigorous laws, unparalleled, unfeeling;
All prayers to him are vain;

Cruel, he stops his ears, and, deaf to our appealing,
He leaves us to complain.

The poor man in his hut, with only thatch for cover,
Unto these laws must bend;

The sentinel that guards the barriers of the Louvre
Cannot our kings defend.

To murmur against death, in petulant defiance,

Is never for the best;

To will what God doth will, that is the only science
That gives us any rest.
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Coplas De Manrique (From The Spanish)

O let the soul her slumbers break,

Let thought be quickened, and awake;
Awake to see

How soon this life is past and gone,
And death comes softly stealing on,
How silently!

Swiftly our pleasures glide away,
Our hearts recall the distant day
With many sighs;

The moments that are speeding fast
We heed not, but the past,-the past,
More highly prize.

Onward its course the present keeps,
Onward the constant current sweeps,
Till life is done;

And, did we judge of time aright,
The past and future in their flight
Would be as one.

Let no one fondly dream again,
That Hope and all her shadowy train
Will not decay;

Fleeting as were the dreams of old,
Remembered like a tale that's told,
They pass away.

Our lives are rivers, gliding free

To that unfathomed, boundless sea,
The silent grave!

Thither all earthly pomp and boast
Roll, to be swallowed up and lost

In one dark wave.

Thither the mighty torrents stray,
Thither the brook pursues its way,
And tinkling rill,

There all are equal; side by side
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The poor man and the son of pride
Lie calm and still.

I will not here invoke the throng

Of orators and sons of song,

The deathless few;

Fiction entices and deceives,

And, sprinkled o'er her fragrant leaves,
Lies poisonous dew.

To One alone my thoughts arise,

The Eternal Truth, the Good and Wise,
To Him I cry,

Who shared on earth our common lot,
But the world comprehended not

His deity.

This world is but the rugged road
Which leads us to the bright abode
Of peace above;

So let us choose that narrow way,
Which leads no traveller's foot astray
From realms of love,

Our cradle is the starting-place,
Life is the running of the race,

We reach the goal

When, in the mansions of the blest,
Death leaves to its eternal rest
The weary soul.

Did we but use it as we ought,

This world would school each wandering thought
To its high state.

Faith wings the soul beyond the sky,

Up to that better world on high,

For which we wait.

Yes, the glad messenger of love,
To guide us to our home above,
The Saviour came;

Born amid mortal cares and fears.
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He suffered in this vale of tears
A death of shame.

Behold of what delusive worth

The bubbles we pursue on earth,
The shapes we chase,

Amid a world of treachery!

They vanish ere death shuts the eye,
And leave no trace.

Time steals them from us, chances strange,
Disastrous accident, and change,

That come to all;

Even in the most exalted state,

Relentless sweeps the stroke of fate;

The strongest fall.

Tell me, the charms that lovers seek
In the clear eye and blushing cheek,
The hues that play

O'er rosy lip and brow of snow,
When hoary age approaches slow,
Ah; where are they?

The cunning skill, the curious arts,

The glorious strength that youth imparts
In life's first stage;

These shall become a heavy weight,
When Time swings wide his outward gate
To weary age.

The noble blood of Gothic name,
Heroes emblazoned high to fame,
In long array;

How, in the onward course of time,
The landmarks of that race sublime
Were swept away!

Some, the degraded slaves of lust,
Prostrate and trampled in the dust,
Shall rise no more;

Others, by guilt and crime, maintain
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The scutcheon, that without a stain,
Their fathers bore.

Wealth and the high estate of pride,

With what untimely speed they glide,
How soon depart!

Bid not the shadowy phantoms stay,
The vassals of a mistress they,

Of fickle heart.

These gifts in Fortune's hands are found;
Her swift revolving wheel turns round,
And they are gone!

No rest the inconstant goddess knows,
But changing, and without repose,

Still hurries on.

Even could the hand of avarice save
Its gilded baubles till the grave
Reclaimed its prey,

Let none on such poor hopes rely;
Life, like an empty dream, flits by,
And where are they?

Earthly desires and sensual lust

Are passions springing from the dust,
They fade and die;

But in the life beyond the tomb,
They seal the immortal spirits doom
Eternally!

The pleasures and delights, which mask
In treacherous smiles life's serious task,
What are they, all,

But the fleet coursers of the chase,

And death an ambush in the race,
Wherein we fall?

No foe, no dangerous pass, we heed,
Brook no delay, but onward speed
With loosened rein;

And, when the fatal snare is near,
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We strive to check our mad career,
But strive in vain.

Could we new charms to age impart,
And fashion with a cunning art

The human face,

As we can clothe the soul with light,
And make the glorious spirit bright
With heavenly grace,

How busily each passing hour
Should we exert that magic power,
What ardor show,

To deck the sensual slave of sin,
Yet leave the freeborn soul within,
In weeds of woe!

Monarchs, the powerful and the strong,
Famous in history and in song

Of olden time,

Saw, by the stern decrees of fate,
Their kingdoms lost, and desolate
Their race sublime.

Who is the champion? who the strong?
Pontiff and priest, and sceptred throng?
On these shall fall

As heavily the hand of Death,

As when it stays the shepherd's breath
Beside his stall.

I speak not of the Trojan name,

Neither its glory nor its shame

Has met our eyes;

Nor of Rome's great and glorious dead,
Though we have heard so oft, and read,
Their histories.

Little avails it now to know

Of ages passed so long ago,

Nor how they rolled;

Our theme shall be of yesterday,
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Which to oblivion sweeps away,
Like day's of old.

Where is the King, Don Juan? Where
Each royal prince and noble heir

Of Aragon ?

Where are the courtly gallantries?
The deeds of love and high emprise,
In battle done?

Tourney and joust, that charmed the eye,
And scarf, and gorgeous panoply,

And nodding plume,

What were they but a pageant scene?
What but the garlands, gay and green,
That deck the tomb?

Where are the high-born dames, and where
Their gay attire, and jewelled hair,

And odors sweet?

Where are the gentle knights, that came
To kneel, and breathe love's ardent flame,
Low at their feet?

Where is the song of Troubadour?
Where are the lute and gay tambour
They loved of yore?

Where is the mazy dance of old,

The flowing robes, inwrought with gold,
The dancers wore?

And he who next the sceptre swayed,
Henry, whose royal court displayed
Such power and pride;

O, in what winning smiles arrayed,
The world its various pleasures laid
His throne beside!

But O how false and full of guile

That world, which wore so soft a smile
But to betray!

She, that had been his friend before,
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Now from the fated monarch tore
Her charms away.

The countless gifts, the stately walls,
The loyal palaces, and halls

All filled with gold;

Plate with armorial bearings wrought,
Chambers with ample treasures fraught
Of wealth untold;

The noble steeds, and harness bright,
And gallant lord, and stalwart knight,
In rich array,

Where shall we seek them now? Alas!
Like the bright dewdrops on the grass,
They passed away.

His brother, too, whose factious zeal
Usurped the sceptre of Castile,
Unskilled to reign;

What a gay, brilliant court had he,
When all the flower of chivalry

Was in his train!

But he was mortal; and the breath,

That flamed from the hot forge of Death,
Blasted his years;

Judgment of God! that flame by thee,
When raging fierce and fearfully,

Was quenched in tears!

Spain's haughty Constable, the true
And gallant Master, whom we knew
Most loved of all;

Breathe not a whisper of his pride,
He on the gloomy scaffold died,
Ignoble fall!

The countless treasures of his care,

His villages and villas fair,

His mighty power,

What were they all but grief and shame,
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Tears and a broken heart, when came
The parting hour?

His other brothers, proud and high,
Masters, who, in prosperity,

Might rival kings;

Who made the bravest and the best
The bondsmen of their high behest,
Their underlings;

What was their prosperous estate,
When high exalted and elate

With power and pride?

What, but a transient gleam of light,
A flame, which, glaring at its height,
Grew dim and died?

So many a duke of royal name,
Marquis and count of spotless fame,
And baron brave,

That might the sword of empire wield,
All these, O Death, hast thou concealed
In the dark grave!

Their deeds of mercy and of arms,
In peaceful days, or war's alarms,
When thou dost show.

O Death, thy stern and angry face,
One stroke of thy all-powerful mace
Can overthrow.

Unnumbered hosts, that threaten nigh,
Pennon and standard flaunting high,
And flag displayed;

High battlements intrenched around,
Bastion, and moated wall, and mound,
And palisade,

And covered trench, secure and deep,
All these cannot one victim keep,

O Death, from thee,

When thou dost battle in thy wrath,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 137



And thy strong shafts pursue their path
Unerringly.

O World! so few the years we live,
Would that the life which thou dost give
Were life indeed!

Alas! thy sorrows fall so fast,

Our happiest hour is when at last

The soul is freed.

Our days are covered o'er with grief,
And sorrows neither few nor brief
Veil all in gloom;

Left desolate of real good,

Within this cheerless solitude

No pleasures bloom.

Thy pilgrimage begins in tears,

And ends in bitter doubts and fears,
Or dark despair;

Midway so many toils appear,

That he who lingers longest here
Knows most of care.

Thy goods are bought with many a groan,
By the hot sweat of toil alone,

And weary hearts;

Fleet-footed is the approach of woe,

But with a lingering step and slow

Its form departs.

And he, the good man's shield and shade,
To whom all hearts their homage paid,

As Virtue's son,

Roderic Manrique, he whose name

Is written on the scroll of Fame,

Spain's champion;

His sighal deeds and prowess high
Demand no pompous eulogy.

Ye saw his deeds!

Why should their praise in verse be sung?
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The name, that dwells on every tongue,
No minstrel needs.

To friends a friend; how kind to all
The vassals of this ancient hall
And feudal fief!

To foes how stern a foe was he!
And to the valiant and the free
How brave a chief!

What prudence with the old and wise:
What grace in youthful gayeties;

In all how sage!

Benignant to the serf and slave,

He showed the base and falsely brave
A lion's rage.

His was Octavian's prosperous star,
The rush of Caesar's conquering car
At battle's call;

His, Scipio's virtue; his, the skill
And the indomitable will

Of Hannibal.

His was a Trajan's goodness, his
A Titus' noble charities

And righteous laws;

The arm of Hector, and the might
Of Tully, to maintain the right

In truth's just cause;

The clemency of Antonine,
Aurelius' countenance divine,
Firm, gentle, still;

The eloquence of Adrian,

And Theodosius' love to man,
And generous will;

In tented field and bloody fray,

An Alexander's vigorous sway

And stern command;

The faith of Constantine; ay, more,
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The fervent love Camillus bore
His native land.

He left no well-filled treasury,

He heaped no pile of riches high,

Nor massive plate;

He fought the Moors, and, in their fall,
City and tower and castled wall

Were his estate.

Upon the hard-fought battle-ground,
Brave steeds and gallant riders found
A common grave;

And there the warrior's hand did gain
The rents, and the long vassal train,

That conquest gave.

And if, of old, his halls displayed

The honored and exalted grade

His worth had gained,

So, in the dark, disastrous hour,
Brothers and bondsmen of his power
His hand sustained.

After high deeds, not left untold,

In the stern warfare, which of old

'T was his to share,

Such noble leagues he made, that more
And fairer regions, than before,

His guerdon were.

These are the records, half effaced,
Which, with the hand of youth, he traced
On history's page;

But with fresh victories he drew

Each fading character anew

In his old age.

By his unrivalled skill, by great
And veteran service to the state,
By worth adored,

He stood, in his high dignity,
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The proudest knight of chivalry,
Knight of the Sword.

He found his cities and domains
Beneath a tyrant's galling chains
And cruel power;

But by fierce battle and blockade,
Soon his own banner was displayed
From every tower.

By the tried valor of his hand,

His monarch and his native land

Were nobly served;

Let Portugal repeat the story,

And proud Castile, who shared the glory
His arms deserved.

And when so oft, for weal or woe,

His life upon the fatal throw

Had been cast down;

When he had served, with patriot zeal,
Beneath the banner of Castile,

His sovereign's crown;

And done such deeds of valor strong,
That neither history nor song

Can count them all;

Then, on Ocana's castled rock,
Death at his portal came to knock,
With sudden call,

Saying, 'Good Cavalier, prepare

To leave this world of toil and care
With joyful mien;

Let thy strong heart of steel this day
Put on its armor for the fray,

The closing scene.

'Since thou hast been, in battle-strife,
So prodigal of health and life,

For earthly fame,

Let virtue nerve thy heart again;
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Loud on the last stern battle-plain
They call thy name.

'Think not the struggle that draws near
Too terrible for man, nor fear

To meet the foe;

Nor let thy noble spirit grieve,

Its life of glorious fame to leave

On earth below.

'A life of honor and of worth

Has no eternity on earth,

'T is but a name;

And yet its glory far exceeds

That base and sensual life, which leads
To want and shame.

'The eternal life, beyond the sky,
Wealth cannot purchase, nor the high
And proud estate;

The soul in dalliance laid, the spirit
Corrupt with sin, shall not inherit

A joy so great.

'But the good monk, in cloistered cell,
Shall gain it by his book and bell,

His prayers and tears;

And the brave knight, whose arm endures
Fierce battle, and against the Moors

His standard rears.

'And thou, brave knight, whose hand has poured
The life-blood of the Pagan horde

O'er all the land,

In heaven shalt thou receive, at length,

The guerdon of thine earthly strength

And dauntless hand.

'Cheered onward by this promise sure,
Strong in the faith entire and pure
Thou dost profess,

Depart, thy hope is certainty,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 142



The third, the better life on high
Shalt thou possess.'

'O Death, no more, no more delay;
My spirit longs to flee away,

And be at rest;

The will of Heaven my will shall be,
I bow to the divine decree,

To God's behest.

'My soul is ready to depart,

No thought rebels, the obedient heart
Breathes forth no sigh;

The wish on earth to linger still

Were vain, when 't is God's sovereign will
That we shall die.

'O thou, that for our sins didst take
A human form, and humbly make
Thy home on earth;

Thou, that to thy divinity

A human nature didst ally

By mortal birth,

'And in that form didst suffer here
Torment, and agony, and fear,

So patiently;

By thy redeeming grace alone,
And not for merits of my own,

O, pardon me!"

As thus the dying warrior prayed,
Without one gathering mist or shade
Upon his mind;

Encircled by his family,

Watched by affection's gentle eye
So soft and kind;

His soul to Him, who gave it, rose;
God lead it to its long repose,

Its glorious rest!

And, though the warrior's sun has set,
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Its light shall linger round us yet,
Bright, radiant, blest.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Courtship Of Miles Standish, The

MILES STANDISH

In the Old Colony days, in Plymouth the land of the Pilgrims

To and fro in a room of his simple and primitive dwelling,

Clad in doublet and hose, and boots of Cordovan leather,

Strode, with a martial air, Miles Standish the Puritan Captain.

Buried in thought he seemed, with his hands behind him, and pausing
Ever and anon to behold his glittering weapons of warfare,

Hanging in shining array along the walls of the chamber, --

Cutlass and corselet of steel, and his trusty sword of Damascus,
Curved at the point and inscribed with its mystical Arabic sentence,
While underneath, in a corner, were fowling-piece, musket, and matchlock.
Short of stature he was, but strongly built and athletic,

Broad in the shoulders, deep-chested, with muscles and sinews of iron;
Brown as a nut was his face, but his russet beard was already

Flaked with patches of snow, as hedges sometimes in November.

Near him was seated John Alden, his friend and household companion,
Writing with diligent speed at a table of pine by the window:
Fair-haired, azure-eyed, with delicate Saxon complexion,

Having the dew of his youth, and the beauty thereof, as the captives
Whom Saint Gregory saw, and exclaimed, "Not Angles, but Angels."
Youngest of all was he of the men who came in the Mayflower.

Suddenly breaking the silence, the diligent scribe interrupting,

Spake, in the pride of his heart, Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth.
"Look at these arms," he said, "the war-like weapons that hang here
Burnished and bright and clean, as if for parade or inspection!

This is the sword of Damascus I fought with in Flanders; this breastplate,
Well I remember the day! once save my life in a skirmish;

Here in front you can see the very dint of the bullet

Fired point-blank at my heart by a Spanish arcabucero.

Had it not been of sheer steel, the forgotten bones of Miles Standish
Would at this moment be mould, in their grave in the Flemish morasses."
Thereupon answered John Alden, but looked not up from his writing:
"Truly the breath of the Lord hath slackened the speed of the bullet;

He in his mercy preserved you, to be our shield and our weapon!"

Still the Captain continued, unheeding the words of the stripling:

"See, how bright they are burnished, as if in an arsenal hanging;
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That is because I have done it myself, and not left it to others.
Serve yourself, would you be well served, is an excellent adage;

So I take care of my arms, as you of your pens and your inkhorn.
Then, too, there are my soldiers, my great, invincible army,

Twelve men, all equipped, having each his rest and his matchlock,
Eighteen shillings a month, together with diet and pillage,

And, like Caesar, I know the name of each of my soldiers!"

This he said with a smile, that danced in his eyes, as the sunbeams
Dance on the waves of the sea, and vanish again in a moment.
Alden laughed as he wrote, and still the Captain continued:

"Look! you can see from this window my brazen howitzer planted
High on the roof of the church, a preacher who speaks to the purpose,
Steady, straightforward, and strong, with irresistible logic,
Orthodox, flashing conviction right into the hearts of the heathen.
Now we are ready, I think, for any assault of the Indians;

Let them come, if they like, and the sooner they try it the better, --
Let them come, if they like, be it sagamore, sachem, or pow-wow,
Aspinet, Samoset, Corbitant, Squanto, or Tokamahamon!"

Long at the window he stood, and wistfully gazed on the landscape,
Washed with a cold gray mist, the vapory breath of the east-wind,
Forest and meadow and hill, and the steel-blue rim of the ocean,

Lying silent and sad, in the afternoon shadows and sunshine.

Over his countenance flitted a shadow like those on the landscape,
Gloom intermingled with light; and his voice was subdued with emotion,
Tenderness, pity, regret, as after a pause he proceeded:

"Yonder there, on the hill by the sea, lies buried Rose Standish;
Beautiful rose of love, that bloomed for me by the wayside!

She was the first to die of all who came in the Mayflower!

Green above her is growing the field of wheat we have sown there,
Better to hide from the Indian scouts the graves of our people,

Lest they should count them and see how many already have perished!"
Sadly his face he averted, and strode up and down, and was thoughtful.

Fixed to the opposite wall was a shelf of books, and among

them Prominent three, distinguished alike for bulk and for binding:
Bariffe's Artillery Guide, and the Commentaries of Caesar

Out of the Latin translated by Arthur Goldinge of London,

And, as if guarded by these, between them was standing the Bible.
Musing a moment before them, Miles Standish paused, as if doubtful
Which of the three he should choose for his consolation and comfort,
Whether the wars of the Hebrews, the famous campaigns of the Romans,
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Or the Artillery practice, designed for belligerent Christians.

Finally down from its shelf he dragged the ponderous Roman,
Seated himself at the window, and opened the book and in silence
Turned o'er the well-worn leaves, where thumb-marks thick on the margin,
Like the trample of feet, proclaimed the battle was hottest.

Nothing was heard in the room but the hurrying pen of the stripling,
Busily writing epistles important, to go by the Mayflower,

Ready to sail on the morrow, or next day at latest, God willing!
Homeward bound with the tidings of all that terrible winter,

Letters written by Alden and full of the name of Priscilla!

Full of the name and the fame of the Puritan maiden Priscilla!

I
[DVE AND FRIENDSHIP

Nothing was heard in the room but the hurrying pen of the

stripling, Or an occasional sign from the laboring heart of the Captain,
Reading the marvellous words and achievements of Julius Caesar.

After a while he exclaimed, as he smote with his hand, palm downwards,
Heavily on the page: "A wonderful man was this Caesar!

You are a writer, and I am a fighter, but here is a fellow

Who could both write and fight, and in both was equally skillful!"
Straightway answered and spake John Alden, the comely, the youthful:
"Yes, he was equally skilled, as you say, with his pen and his weapons.
Somewhere have I read, but where I forget, he could dictate

Seven letters at once, at the same time writing his memoirs."

"Truly," continued the Captain, not heeding or hearing the other,

"Truly a wonderful man was Caius Julius Caesar!

Better be first, he said, in a little Iberian village,

Than be second in Rome, and I think he was right when he said it.

Twice was he married before he was twenty, and many times after;
Battles five hundred he fought, and a thousand cities he conquered;

He, too, fought in Flanders, as he himself has recorded;

Finally he was stabbed by his friend, the orator Brutus!

Now, do you know what he did on a certain occasion in Flanders,

When the rear-guard of his army retreated, the front giving way too,
And the immortal Twelfth Legion was crowded so closely together

There was no room for their swords? Why, he seized a shield from a soldier,
Put himself straight at the head of his troops, and commanded the captains,
Calling on each by his name, to order forward the ensigns;

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 147



Then to widen the ranks, and give more room for their weapons;
So he won the day, the battle of something-or-other.

That's what I always say; if you wish a thing to be well done,
You must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others!"

All was silent again; the Captain continued his reading.

Nothing was heard in the room but the hurrying pen of the stripling
Writing epistles important to go next day by the Mayflower,

Filled with the name and the fame of the Puritan maiden Priscilla;
Every sentence began or closed with the name of Priscilla,

Till the treacherous pen, to which he confided the secret,

Strove to betray it by singing and shouting the name of Priscilla!
Finally closing his book, with a bang of the ponderous cover,

Sudden and loud as the sound of a soldier grounding his musket,
Thus to the young man spake Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth:
"When you have finished your work, I have something important to tell you.
Be not however in haste; I can wait; I shall not be impatient!"
Straightway Alden replied, as he folded the last of his letters,
Pushing his papers aside, and giving respectful attention:

"Speak; for whenever you speak, I am always ready to listen,
Always ready to hear whatever pertains to Miles Standish."
Thereupon answered the Captain, embarrassed, and culling his phrases:
" 'T is not good for a man to be alone, say the Scriptures.

This I have said before, and again and again I repeat it;

Every hour in the day, I think it, and feel it, and say it.

Since Rose Standish died, my life has been weary and dreary;

Sick at heart have I been, beyond the healing of friendship;

Oft in my lonely hours have I thought of the maiden Priscilla.

She is alone in the world; her father and mother and brother

Died in the winter together; I saw her going and coming,

Now to the grave of the dead, and now to the bed of the dying,
Patient, courageous, and strong, and said to myself, that if ever
There were angels on earth, as there are angels in heaven,

Two have I seen and known; and the angel whose name is Priscilla
Holds in my desolate life the place which the other abandoned.

Long have I cherished the thought, but never have dared to reveal it,
Being a coward in this though valiant enough for the most part.

Go to the damsel Priscilla, the loveliest maiden of Plymouth,

Say that a blunt old Captain, a man not of words but of actions,
Offers his hand and his heart, the hand and heart of a soldier.

Not in these words, you know, but this in short is my meaning;

I am a maker of war, and not a maker of phrases.
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You, who are bred as a scholar, can say it in elegant language,
Such as you read in your books of the pleadings and wooings of lovers,
Such as you think best adapted to win the heart of a maiden."

When he had spoken, John Alden, the fair-haired, taciturn stripling,
All aghast at his words, surprised, embarrassed, bewildered,

Trying to mask his dismay by treating the subject with lightness,
Trying to smile, and yet feeling his heart stand still in his bosom,
Just as a timepiece stops in a house that is stricken by lightning,
Thus made answer and spake, or rather stammered than answered:
"Such a message as that, I am sure I should mangle and mar it;

If you would have it well done, -- I am only repeating your maxim, --
You must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others!"

But with the air of a man whom nothing can turn from his purpose,
Gravely shaking his head, made answer the Captain of Plymouth:
"Truly the maxim is good, and I do not mean to gainsay it;

But we must use it discreetly, and not waste powder for nothing.
Now, as I said before, I was never a maker of phrases.

I can march up to a fortress and summon the place to surrender,
But march up to a woman with such a proposal, I dare not.

I'm not afraid of bullets, nor shot from the mouth of a cannon,

But of a thundering 'No!"' point-blank from the mouth of a woman,
That I confess I'm afraid of, nor am I ashamed to confess it!

So you must grant my request, for you are an elegant scholar,
Having the graces of speech, and skill in the turning of phrases."
Taking the hand of his friend, who still was reluctant and doubtful,
Holding it long in his own, and pressing kindly, he added:

"Though I have spoken thus lightly, yet deep is the feeling that prompts me;
Surely you cannot refuse what I ask in the name of our friendship!"
Then made answer John Alden: "The name of friendship is sacred;
What you demand in that name, I have not the power to deny you!"
So the strong will prevailed, subduing and moulding the gentler,
Friendship prevailed over love, and Alden went on his errand.

[11
THE LOVER'S ERRAND

So the strong will prevailed, and Alden went on his

errand, Out of the street of the village, and into the paths of the

forest, Into the tranquil woods, where bluebirds and robins were building
Towns in the populous trees, with hanging gardens of verdure,
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Peaceful, aerial cities of joy and affection and freedom.

All around him was calm, but within him commotion and conflict,
Love contending with friendship, and self with each generous impulse.
To and fro in his breast his thoughts were heaving and dashing,

As in a foundering ship, with every roll of the vessel,

Washes the bitter sea, the merciless surge of the ocean!

"Must I relinquish it all," he cried with a wild lamentation, --

"Must I relinquish it all, the joy, the hope, the illusion?

Was it for this I have loved, and waited, and worshipped in silence?
Was it for this I have followed the flying feet and the shadow

Over the wintry sea, to the desolate shores of New England?

Truly the heart is deceitful, and out of its depths of corruption

Rise, like an exhalation, the misty phantoms of passion;

Angels of light they seem, but are only delusions of Satan.

All is clear to me now; I feel it, I see it distinctly!

This is the hand of the Lord; it is laid upon me in anger,

For I have followed too much the heart's desires and devices,
Worshipping Astaroth blindly, and impious idols of Baal.

This is the cross I must bear; the sin and the swift retribution."

So through the Plymouth woods John Alden went on his errand;
Crossing the brook at the ford, where it brawled over pebble and shallow,
Gathering still, as he went, the May-flowers blooming around him,
Fragrant, filling the air with a strange and wonderful sweetness,
Children lost in the woods, and covered with leaves in their slumber.
"Puritan flowers," he said, "and the type of Puritan maidens,
Modest and simple and sweet, the very type of Priscilla!

So I will take them to her; to Priscilla the Mayflower of Plymouth,
Modest and simple and sweet, as a parting gift will I take them;
Breathing their silent farewells, as they fade and wither and perish,
Soon to be thrown away as is the heart of the giver,"

So through the Plymouth woods John Alden went on his errand;
Came to an open space, and saw the disk of the ocean,

Sailless, sombre and cold with the comfortless breath of the east-wind;
Saw the new-built house, and people at work in a meadow;

Heard, as he drew near the door, the musical voice of Priscilla
Singing the hundredth Psalm, the grand old Puritan anthem,

Music that Luther sang to the sacred words of the Psalmist,

Full of the breath of the Lord, consoling and comforting many.
Then, as he opened the door, he beheld the form of the maiden
Seated beside her wheel, and the carded wool like a snow-drift

Piled at her knee, white hands feeding the ravenous spindle,
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While with her foot on the treadle she guided the wheel in its motion.
Open wide on her lap lay the well-worn psalm-book of Ainsworth,
Printed in Amsterdam, the words and the music together,

Rough-hewn, angular notes, like stones in the wall of a churchyard,
Darkened and overhung by the running vine of the verses.

Such was the book from whose pages she sang the old Puritan anthem,
She, the Puritan girl, in the solitude of the forest,

Making the humble house and the modest apparel of homespun
Beautiful with her beauty, and rich with the wealth of her being!

Over him rushed, like a wind that is keen and cold and relentless,
Thoughts of what might have been, and the weight and woe of his errand:
All the dreams that had faded, and all the hopes that had vanished,

All his life henceforth a dreary and tenant-less mansion,

Haunted by vain regrets, and pallid, sorrowful faces.

Still he said to himself, and almost fiercely he said it,

"Let not him that putteth his hand to the plough look backwards;
Though the ploughshare cut through the flowers of life to its fountains,
Though it pass o'er the graves of the dead and the hearths of the living,
It is the will of the Lord; and his mercy endureth forever!"

So he entered the house: and the hum of the wheel and the singing
Suddenly ceased; for Priscilla, aroused by his step on the threshold,
Rose as he entered, and gave him her hand in signal of welcome,

Saying, "I knew it was you, when I heard your step in the passage;

For I was thinking of you, as I sat there singing and spinning."

Awkward and dumb with delight, that a thought of him had been mingled
Thus in the sacred psalm, that came from the heart of the maiden,

Silent before her he stood, and gave her the flowers for an answer,
Finding no words for his thought. He remembered that day in the winter,
After the first great snow, when he broke a path from the village,

Reeling and plunging along through the drifts that encumbered the doorway,
Stamping the snow from his feet as he entered the house, and Priscilla
Laughed at his snowy locks, and gave him a seat by the fireside,

Grateful and pleased to know he had thought of her in the snow-storm.
Had he but spoken then! perhaps not in vain had he spoken;

Now it was all too late; the golden moment had vanished!

So he stood there abashed, and gave her the flowers for an answer.

Then they sat down and talked of the birds and the beautiful Spring-time,
Talked of their friends at home, and the Mayflower that sailed on the morrow.
"I have been thinking all day," said gently the Puritan maiden,

"Dreaming all night, and thinking all day, of the hedge-rows of England, --
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They are in blossom now, and the country is all like a garden:
Thinking of lanes and fields, and the song of the lark and the linnet,
Seeing the village street, and familiar faces of neighbors

Going about as of old, and stopping to gossip together,

And, at the end of the street, the village church, with the ivy
Climbing the old gray tower, and the quiet graves in the churchyard.
Kind are the people I live with, and dear to me my religion;

Still my heart is so sad, that I wish myself back in Old England.

You will say it is wrong, but I cannot help it: I almost

Wish myself back in Old England, I feel so lonely and wretched."

Thereupon answered the youth: "Indeed I do not condemn you;
Stouter hearts that a woman's have quailed in this terrible winter.
Yours is tender and trusting, and needs a stronger to lean on;

So I have come to you now, with an offer and proffer of marriage

Made by a good man and true, Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth!"

Thus he delivered his message, the dexterous writer of letters, --

Did not embellish the theme, nor array it in beautiful phrases,

But came straight to the point, and blurted it out like a school-boy;
Even the Captain himself could hardly have said it more bluntly.

Mute with amazement and sorrow, Priscilla the Puritan maiden

Looked into Alden's face, her eyes dilated with wonder,

Feeling his words like a blow, that stunned her and rendered her speechless;
Till at length she exclaimed, interrupting the ominous silence:

"If the great Captain of Plymouth is so very eager to wed me,

Why does he not come himself, and take the trouble to woo me"

If I am not worth the wooing, I surely am not worth the winning!"
Then John Alden began explaining and smoothing the matter,

Making it worse as he went, by saying the Captain was busy, --

Had no time for such things -- such things! the words grating harshly
Fell on the ear of Priscilla; and swift as a flash she made answer:

"Has he not time for such things, as you call it, before he is married,
Would he be likely to find it, or make it, after the wedding?

That is the way with you men; you don't understand us, you cannot.
When you have made up your minds, after thinking of this one and that one,
Choosing, selecting, rejecting, comparing one with another,

Then you make known your desire, with abrupt and sudden avowal,
And are offended and hurt, and indignant perhaps, that a woman

Does not respond at once to a love that she never suspected,

Does not attain at a bound the height to which you have been climbing.
This is not right nor just: for surely a woman's affection
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Is not a thing to be asked for, and had for only the asking.

When one is truly in love, one not only says it, but shows it.

Had he but waited awhile, had he only showed that he loved me,

Even this Captain of yours -- who knows? -- at last might have won me,
Old and rough as he is; but now it never can happen."

Still John Alden went on, unheeding the words of Priscilla,

Urging the suit of his friend, explaining, persuading, expanding;
Spoke of his courage and skill, and of all his battles in Flanders,

How with the people of God he had chosen to suffer affliction;

How, in return for his zeal, they had made him Captain of Plymouth;
He was a gentleman born, could trace his pedigree plainly

Back to Hugh Standish of Duxbury Hall, in Lancashire, England,

Who was the son of Ralph, and the grandson of Thurston de Standish;
Heir unto vast estates of which he was basely defrauded,

Still bore the family arms, and had for his crest a cock argent,
Combed and wattled gules, and all the rest of the blazon.

He was a man of honor, of noble and generous nature;

Thought he was rough, he was kindly; she knew how during the winter
He had attended the sick, with a hand as gentle as a woman's'
Somewhat hasty and hot, he could not deny it, and headstrong,

Stern as a soldier might be, but hearty, and placable always,

Not to be laughed at and scorned, because he was little of stature;
For he was great of heart, magnanimous, courtly, courageous;

Any woman in Plymouth, nay, any woman in England,

Might be happy and proud to be called the wife of Miles Standish!

But as he warmed and glowed, in his simple and eloquent language,

Quite forgetful of self, and full of the praise of his rival,

Archly the maiden smiled, and, with eyes overrunning with laughter,

Said, in a tremulous voice, "Why don't you speak for yourself, John?"

v
IOHN ALDEN

Into the open air John Alden, perplexed and bewildered,

Rushed like a man insane, and wandered alone by the sea-side;
Paced up and down the sands, and bared his head to the east-wind,
Cooling his heated brow, and the fire and fever within him.

Slowly as out of the heavens, with apocalyptical splendors,

Sank the City of God, in the vision of John the Apostle,
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So, with its cloudy walls of chrysolite, jasper, and sapphire,
Sank the broad red sun, and over its turrets uplifted
Glimmered the golden reed of the angel who measured the city.

"Welcome, O wind of the East!" he exclaimed in his wild exultation,
Welcome, O wind of the East, from the caves of the misty Atlantic!
Blowing o'er fields of dulse, and measureless meadows of sea-grass,
Blowing o'er rocky wastes, and the grottoes and gardens of ocean!
Lay thy cold, moist hand on my burning forehead, and wrap me
Close in thy garments of mist, to allay the fever within me!"

Like an awakened conscience, the sea was moaning and tossing,
Beating remorseful and loud the mutable sands of the sea-shore.
Fierce in his soul was the struggle and tumult of passions contending;
Love triumphant and crowned, and friendship wounded and bleeding,
Passionate cries of desire , and importunate pleadings of duty!

"Is it my fault," he said, "that the maiden has chosen between us?

Is it my fault that he failed, -- my fault that I am the victor?"

Then within him there thundered a voice, like the voice of the Prophet:
"It hath displeased the Lord!" -- and he thought of David's transgressions,
Bathsheba's beautiful face, and his friend in the front of the battle!
Shame and confusion of guilt, and abasement and self-condemnation,
Overwhelmed him at once; and he cried in the deepest contrition:

"It hath displeased the Lord! It is the temptation of Satan!"

Then, uplifting his head, he looked at the sea, and beheld there
Dimly the shadowy form of the Mayflower riding at anchor,

Rocked on the rising tide, and ready to sail on the morrow;

Heard the voices of men through the mist, the rattle of cordage
Thrown on the deck, the shouts of the mate, and the sailors' "Ay, ay, Sir!"
Clear and distinct, but not loud, in the dripping air of the twilight.
Still for a moment he stood and listened, and stared at the vessel,
Then went hurriedly on, as one who, seeing a phantom,

Stops, then quickens his pace, and follows the beckoning shadow.
"Yes, it is plain to me now," he murmured; "the hand of the Lord is
Leading me out of the land of darkness, the bondage of error,
Through the sea, that shall lift the walls of its waters around me,
Hiding me, cutting me off, from the cruel thoughts that pursue me.
Back will I go o'er the ocean, this dreary land will abandon,

Her whom I may not love, and him whom my heart has offended.
Better to be in my grave in the green old churchyard in England,
Close by my mother's side, and among the dust of my kindred;
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Better be dead and forgotten, than living in shame and dishonor;

Sacred and safe and unseen, in the dark of the narrow chamber

With me my secret shall lie, like a buried jewel that glimmers

Bright on the hand that is dust, in the chambers of silence and darkness, --
Yes, as the marriage ring of the great espousal hereafter!"

Thus as he spake, he turned, in the strength of his strong resolution,
Leaving behind him the shore, and hurried along in the twilight,
Through the congenial gloom of the forest silent and sombre,

Till he beheld the lights in the seven houses of Plymouth,

Shining like seven stars in the dusk and mist of the evening.

Soon he entered his door, and found the redoubtable Captain

Sitting alone, and absorbed in the martial pages of Caesar,

Fighting some great campaign in Hainault of Brabant or Flanders.
"Long have you been on your errand," he said with a cheery demeanor,
Even as one who is waiting an answer, and fears not the issue.

"Not far off is the house, although the woods are between us;

But you have lingered so long, that while you were going and coming
I have fought ten battles and sacked and demolished a city.

Come, sit down, and in order relate to me all that has happened.”

Then John Alden spake, and related the wondrous adventure,

From beginning to end, minutely, just as it happened;

How he had seen Priscilla, and how he had sped in his courtship,

Only smoothing a little, and softening down her refusal.

But when he came at length to the words Priscilla had spoken,

Words so tender and cruel: "Why don't you speak for yourself, John?"

Up leaped the Captain of Plymouth, and stamped on the floor, till his armor
Clanged on the wall, where it hung, with a sound of sinister omen.

All his pent-up wrath burst forth in a sudden explosion,

E'en as a hand-grenade, that scatters destruction around it.

Wildly he shouted, and loud: "John Alden! you have betrayed me!

Me, Miles Standish, your friend! have supplanted, defrauded, betrayed me!
One of my ancestors ran his sword through the heart of Wat Tyler;

Who shall prevent me from running my own through the heart of a traitor?
Yours is the greater treason, for yours is a treason to friendship!

You, who lived under my roof, whom I cherished and loved as a brother;
You, who have fed at my board, and drunk at my cup, to whose keeping

I have intrusted my honor, my thoughts the most sacred and secret, --
You too, Brutus! as woe to the name of friendship hereafter!

Brutus was Caesar's friend, and you were mine, but, henceforward

Let there be nothing between us save war, and implacable hatred!"
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So spake the Captain of Plymouth, and strode about in the chamber,
Chafing and choking with rage; like cords were the veins on his temples.
But in the midst of his anger a man appeared at the doorway,

Bringing in uttermost haste a message of urgent importance,

Rumors of danger and war and hostile incursions of Indians!

Straightway the Captain paused, and, without further question or parley,
Took from the nail on the wall his sword with its scabbard of iron,
Buckled the belt round his waist, and, frowning fiercely, departed.

Alden was left alone. He heard the clank of the scabbard

Growing fainter and fainter, and dying away in the distance.

Then he arose from his seat, and looked forth into the darkness,

Felt the cool air blow on his cheek, that was hot with the insult,

Lifted his eyes to the heavens, and, folding his hands as in childhood,
Prayed in the silence of night to the Father who seeth in secret.

Meanwhile the choleric Captain strode wrathful away to the council,
Found it already assembled, impatiently waiting his coming;

Men in the middle of life, austere and grave in deportment,

Only one of them old, the hill that was nearest to heaven,

Covered with snow, but erect, the excellent Elder of Plymouth.

God had sifted three kingdoms to find the wheat for this planting,
Then had sifted the wheat, as the living seed of a nation;

So say the chronicles old, and such is the faith of the people!

Near them was standing an Indian, in attitude stern and defiant,
Naked down to the waist, and grim and ferocious in aspect;

While on the table before them was lying unopened a Bible,
Ponderous, bound in leather, brass-studded, printed in Holland,
And beside it outstretched the skin of a rattlesnake glittered,

Filled, like a quiver, with arrows; a signal and challenge of warfare,
Brought by the Indian, and speaking with arrowy tongues of defiance.
This Miles Standish beheld, as he entered, and heard them debating
What were an answer befitting the hostile message and menace,
Talking of this and of that, contriving, suggesting, objecting;

One voice only for peace, and that the voice of the Elder,

Judging it wise and well that some at least were converted,

Rather than any were slain, for this was but Christian behavior!
Then out spake Miles Standish, the stalwart Captain of Plymouth,
Muttering deep in his throat, for his voice was husky with anger,
"What! do you mean to make war with milk and the water of roses?
Is it to shoot red squirrels you have your howitzer planted

There on the roof of the church, or is it to shoot red devils?
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Truly the only tongue that is understood by a savage

Must be the tongue of fire that speaks from the mouth of the cannon!"
Thereupon answered and said the excellent Elder of Plymouth,
Somewhat amazed and alarmed at this irreverent language;

"Not so thought St. Paul, nor yet the other Apostles;

Not from the cannon's mouth were the tongues of fire they spake with!"
But unheeded fell this mild rebuke on the Captain,

Who had advanced to the table, and thus continued discoursing:
"Leave this matter to me, for to me by right it pertaineth.

War is a terrible trade; but in the cause that is righteous,

Sweet is the smell of powder; and thus I answer the challenge!"

Then from the rattlesnake's skin, with a sudden, contemptuous gesture,
Jerking the Indian arrows, he filled it with powder and bullets

Full to the very jaws, and handed it back to the savage,

Saying, in thundering tones: "Here, take it! this is your answer!"
Silently out of the room then glided the glistening savage,

Bearing the serpent's skin, and seeming himself like a serpent,

Winding his sinuous way in the dark to the depths of the forest.

V4]
THE SAILING OF THE MAYFLOWER

Just in the gray of the dawn, as the mists uprose from the
meadows, There was a stir and a sound in the slumbering village of Plymouth;
Clanging and clicking of arms, and the order imperative, "Forward!"
Given in tone suppressed, a tramp of feet, and then silence.
Figures ten, in the mist, marched slowly out of the village.

Standish the stalwart it was, with eight of his valorous army,

Led by their Indian guide, by Hobomok, friend of the white men,
Northward marching to quell the sudden revolt of the savage.
Giants they seemed in the mist, or the mighty men of King David;
Giants in heart they were, who believed in God and the Bible, --
Ay, who believed in the smiting of Midianites and Philistines.

Over them gleamed far off the crimson banners of morning;

Under them loud on the sands, the serried billows, advancing,

Fired along the line, and in regular order retreated.

Many a mile had they marched, when at length the village of Plymouth

Woke from its sleep and arose, intent on its manifold labors.
Sweet was the air and soft; and slowly the s