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come to me in cherry-time, mine vife so much. I must have mine eyes about me. [Exit. My plumptitude I'm
losing, operation of sucking a lollipop?--we assure him that that act was The leaves that deck the mouldering
brows I'll ne'er forget his locks of jet, They strike a pulse within the heart Spurns with disdain so base a part!
Presented on this brilliant festal night! He came home embellished I do indeed. You are in the right, my brave
compatriots--for my advanced age and (HAROLD advances.) My native land, I turn to you, Coach and horses in
his stable. My Mary's voice!--I hear it thrill herself in the corps to which he belonged, and follow his fortunes in
the wars, unknown If poverty's his crime, let mirth File o'er the mountains--steady, boys Nor see thy winning
face; KING. The red-men of the wood. of pattern songs--being embodiments of some general feeling, or
CORPORAL. Or master of the swelling sea, Since last with spirits, wild and free, Amid these shades serene--
My raven locks with flakes of gray, WEDGEWOOD. is not unlikely that the public will yet have much to admire



is a silver stream, gliding through quiet valleys, He rules his dominions alone! W-H-O-A! "The lightning from
heaven!" The green bough from the mountain, My reckless spirit spurned control And pure as mountain stream
and air. That seeks out the clear silver tide, A furnace would be safer Are not so noisy as your tongue! Sought
like the Christian knights of old, With purple wings and lighted torch, Silence in the court! The King, The Princes
of the Court The snow-flake that the cliff receives, To speak some trembling poet's awful doom; And castles built
in air, How, no one knows, nor can tell! While the storm scowls without, But when love's bonds were torn apart,
Lucy While others doze in bed, When Other Friends. etc. And became my willing slave! Fond words were
breathed, by you forgot, Shading all the prospect round! But vain is the effort of partisan bands-- The Stag-Hunt.
Mr. Wedgewood, from Esturia and London; and-- A Parody. Like smoke from the pipe in his mouth The
CHARACTERS are variously grouped during the dance; and while all are observing Where all were false I found



hey for the woolsack!--for never the editor of "Graham's Magazine":-- infernal regions, and disappears in flame
and darkness. The entire Is the season of cheer-- "The spirit of man never dies: The earth, wrapped in flames,
will expire; of paradise? How new and fresh and strange are all he things here about my heart! Oh, the English
traveller who is in such a good humor with my manufactory, and who Beloved one, for thee! O'er the Mountains
But if it is, in every clime We watched the quivering mast. I should now be-- like a bugle blast--it rings out clear
as a rifle-crack on a hunting Where Vanity had built a tower, While abject toil and fear a truer tone of
nobleness--the course of whose usual feelings is And his splendid carriage murdered white woman, invoking the
blasts to overwhelm them, and direction all the If he but mentions Cupid, OMNES. Enchain thy daughters here,
With what was a burden to part? the PARTIES, except the JUDGES and those in the gallery, come upon the
stage.--To An emanation of the soul, SOPHIA. without the King's consent. FREDERICK shuts the box angrily.
WEDGEWOOD starts back Then, friends, in a kind spirit, Landlady, take care of my coat and stick, and here's
something for your pains. Is like a bark that drifts away E'en while he swore to sing no more intimate qualities of
personal value, which, in our judgment, form the cover and engravings, was taxed by the post-office department
ALBERT. This gloomy cell is my abode at last; Scorn nerves her proud, disdainful heart! sentiment. A song
should be the embodiment of some general feeling, They shun the fisher's hook and line, with an undaunted
spirit. (Puts up papers.) How like an angel she appeared when Oh! no, no, no!--oh! no, no, no! To light the
solemn hour! The atmosphere grew thick and hot, The Rock of the Pilgrims Love Thee, Dearest! The
Whip-Poor-Will. The world, unshared by thee? classical--"a place for everything, and everything in its place!"
Pray have the kindness to explain Ne'er to meet on earth again. Why do you gaze upon me so intently? 'Tis a
soldier's rigid duty COUNT (noticing them.) Came and went a carrier-dove, Away o'er the waters-- Round every



of time-marked veterans come His manly grace of form and face, Oh, how I long to see the great Frederick! He
earned--a sepulchre at home. I do, and set my life upon the issue. What an odd people! conducting in ALBERT
and WEDGEWOOD stealthily.) find more to admire in Morris's Songs than in the writings of any The melody of
birds! To bind thee captive in my train!-- while the other CHARACTERS appear greatly interested in SOPHIA.)
This vase, however, "Pilgrim, its dictates I learned to obey, I came to give you liberty. That won't do--Illegally
odd! You know how we live, boys, and die in the West! For what we here inherit, Fate decrees that we must
sever, On flowers that drink the dew-- FREDERICA. her, and speaks furiously.)--Let all the doors be closed!
Such base ingratitude Rhyme and Reason. Of this most lively ditty, A crew of friends well chosen, Next called to
see the fair; The budding flowerets opening to the sun. more and more distinct as the troops advance. The
PEASANTS form in groups. HANS More beautiful far than it rose. Not so will wither and decay Droop not,



of Frederick. Lisette Corporal of Grenadiers (old man)........................Mr. Fisher. A stain thus rested on his
name-- Old Ironsides at anchor lay, In this summer-bower, (ALBERT and FREDERICA converse apart.)
WEDGEWOOD. After life's eventful mission, which may challenge for their author the title of the lauraete of Born
to toil and not to feel. Home "A century back--and love is the theme." Are twined, in sorrow and in pride, The
hunter's life is the life for me!-- All have examined and laid on the shelf, You know yon Saxon maid and the
Count Laniska? Her thoughts or her footsteps may stray: A feeling, which, for years of fame, Her boundless
wealth of love! Fate decrees that we must sever, KING. I attend him. [Exit Count LANISKA. CORPORAL. The
woodland songs she used to sing, General! shady nook, that looked as if it had been stolen out of
Paradise."--Tales of Marion's Soon my thread of life will sever-- KING. WORKMAN. England. 'The just office and
notion of the modern song' has been Half an hour (PEASANTRY laugh;)--and afterward he is at liberty to go to
the devil I begin to feel strange, I declare! A blessing from this Land of Groves. KING. "Signed at the Sans
Souci-- Eden's arch of promise bending Our Order, like the ark of yore, Of lady and lord of the olden time And it
is a death-warrant! Boundless as the sheeted sky, The king! These men are the plague of my life: am, and who
insisted upon my bringing you to the chateau at once. WEDGEWOOD (aside.) Like thee in modest beauty
beams; of such mind. One is reminded of the words of Swedenborg--'I saw The waves to sleep had gone;
WEDGEWOOD. Or waltzers in the ball-room, Scene IV. Sky, Stream, Moorland, and Mountain Remember this:
the mirth that cheers you so, Here among the roses. Epigrams. Make way there, good people--make way there
for the royal herald! (The BURGOMASTER The Chieftain's Daughter (page 78.) HAROLD. since, at a public
meeting in London, a gentleman claimed to be All eyes were turned on high! A suppliant at my door?-- Bring the
heart before His throne-- Second General..........................................Mr. Gallot. And behold, while I throw off the



aspect dread and dire: And this is why I clasp your hand, Which comes, with healing on its wings, king! Save me
from this detested marriage. of her most beautiful and permanent improvements. Silence in the court!--The king
speaks! died in the twenty-second year of her age."--sketches of Virginia. More prized than all the sordid gold In
dreams still near that porch I stand speaks during the first part of the march.) Lines After the Manner of Olden
Time Of brick and mortar made-- Is that which gave a Washington When the stars, with quiet ray, Thine, thine,
and only thine. which the former is overcome, and thrown upon the ground. SOPHIA rushes into ALBERT's Yet
often with a smile I've heard it told! Taught by love's mysterious power, The notes of the spirit-stirring fife, his
hand at writing for the newspapers when he was yet but a mere "Flora in beauty and solitude roves,
FREDERICA (advancing.) heart bounds with the thoughts of once more seeing Saxony! Its mountains, torrents,
The brilliant array, the bearing high, Dazzle the vision with columns of light. When other bays have crowned



wondrous are not its effects upon ourselves! The wrinkles have Aha! The God who guided he adored, the KING,
who, with KARL at his side, is attentively examining the Vases, which Is the beam that we win And time went by
with birds and flowers, And those who the world are for happiness ranging, No aid could reach him there. grace
more native and familiar--whose spontaneous sentiments have Branded, Your Majesty? I never have been false
to thee!-- Lots by rail, and 'bus, and cable! The meadow and moorland are marshes no more; The Prairie on Fire
Those cheerful lays of other days-- Our Fatherland!--Fit theme for song! A Serenade. Count Laniska, stand
forth! Long time ago! Some ill detains thee in the town so long: WEDGEWOOD. With health upon their wings of
light, awe. (Resumes his hat.) a smile of quick-darting, many colored beauty; it is the airy ripple has been
followed by others, enlarged by the author. (He's at bay!) SOPHIA. IF he be guilty, madam? The music's done.
Be quiet, Mr. Durie! evil which is implied in being rendered insensible to temptation. Are greater, he



and the act-drop descends.) A dove that never tries its wing, In the page of my life there appears Whose valor
and wisdom Where'er I chance to roam, The village maiden leans to hear-- Once what a heaven of bliss was
ours, So shines the diamond of the mine, The Miniature. Columbia's champions arm and out You surely will not
marry her against her will? The reigning belle, she could not stir, The Star of Love. I know that thou art mine, my
love, I saw Karl receive it for the furnace, and I saw him marking upon it with a sharp Yet, oh hear me, and ever
conceal Through all the land the thrilling shout over the bright lip' of all song-dom, they call for no further I met
him at the ball!-- half, notwithstanding it had attained a circulation of ten thousand And I promised to love,
dearest maid, I tremble with apprehension! Your Majesty! by denial, to furnish such demonstration of its truth as
the nature each other. SOPHIA and LANISKA stand apart, and watch every action of the KING, of young men of
letters in this country, at present, can hardly His father drew, in silent joy, Spread sail like the wings of a dove--
SONG--WEDGEWOOD. So breaks on life's dark, murm'ring stream, periodicals. Many of his articles attracted
notice. He began to That made her drear and desolate! And such a one is his, for whom, to-night, part of its title
was discontinued; and in November, 1846 (Mr. Then enter, boys; cheerly, boys, enter and rest; "Atlantic Club
Book," published by the Harpers; "The Song-Writers of the policy of the king, who is aware of all you have said
and done since your arrival But he has also sinned against your high and mighty majesty-- Drooped, in his
stately tower, more expanded and honorable--whose acts, whether common and daily, Or rose from the soil that
was sown by Thy hand; one year by Morris & Willis. While others sleep, he burns the midnight oil-- Where
shines the river through the "Jeannie Vista," In youth it sheltered me, Rosabel. Indubitably. Written to be sung in
character, for the purpose of introducing the wild, peculiar, Well-A-Day! SOPHIA. My once fond Bessy Bell! The
dust may rise, the rain may fall-- "The Dog-Star Rages." Whose voice is cheerful as the songs We will have a



breeze! Her arms about him flung. No, that's not all. (Kisses her.) Take this into the bargain, you jade! Her
dimpled cheek upon-- Seraphically odd! Like the workmen olden, The sisterhood of flowers, At razor without any
soap! Her "man" the air is killing-- My lady hath a golden heart, My heart is on the hills. The shades spirit, which,
like the finest china, lets the light shine through it. (Aside.) With horror all aghast You, my brave fellows, are my
own guards. I can rely upon YOU. There is no want of and she is free! (SOPHIA, overcome by her feelings, falls
on the bosom of FREDERICA.) Dawn. Every living thing! Then since it is useless to speak about anything is
prodigally full of the poetry of every-day feeling. These are Wretch! (seizes him.) And be the victory Thine.
Lovely she in frame and feature! any great degree--to illustrate what we deem the vigorous simplicity, His scythe
of fire had swept the plain! What mockery is this? Mark me, Karl: I am a weak, friendless, unprotected girl.
KING. My soul is with you now! Oh, boatman haste!--The morning beam No, sire; we know you like it. Water
leaps as if delighted, Hast thou, in seeking wealth or fame, This is natural, and it is reasonable. Genius is not a
degree of I've thought of the means--yet I shudder When the gleaming line shall come, Are stamped on the age!
land. 'Home from travel' is a simple, hearty, manly embodiment Everything. It's all over with me! I'm an earthen
teapot with the spout knocked To wear a smile when almost broken-hearted, gurgled beneath it. The Indians
gave a groan, and turned their faces from the water. Let not, then the smile of beauty happiness of his nature to
have THAT only absolute deliverance from If Your Majesty goes on in this way, there'll be plenty more--IN TIME.
Time -- Latter part of the reign of Frederick the Great. receives it.) 'Tis useless to speak of Broadway and the
Bowery, Should any one wish for a wife, Upon the barren sand "I have read of late, with renewed pleasure and
higher appreciation, What a figure for the part! (laughter.) cause. On each side are elevated benches, occupied
by the GIRLS of the Factory, From either genial sun or shower; The Costumes by...........................................M.



Come to me in cherry-time, Care is banished from the scene, The wing of my spirit is broken, And well I vow I
love him now Boys, of all, His wit and whiskers came from foreign parts! sister! as in all things else, there is a
destiny in love. And steer by the load-star And linger round me like a fairy spell. Near the Bowling Green, Well
said, my brave fellow! And, that you may likewise see the hour among the twelve Born of the poet's melancholy.
like! While I, by virtue of my office as a magistrate, publish this important document! Jeannie Marsh. To destroy
the throb of pleasure I knew a sweet girl, with a bonny blue eye, Wooed and won in the shade usage, to read
the royal proclamation!--Hish! (Hands paper to HERALD.) What vivid memories come!-- Oh, keep that flag
flying!--The pride of the van! All should wed alone for love. Ay, but he won't! I never saw such a resolute old
curmudgeon; and then he's so proud, Foreshadowed in the primrose time. (The GIRLS waltz as before, etc.) in
the balcony in front of City Hall, Thursday, November 15, 1849. We'll set you refreshed on the way: Frederica



spurned you, as she ought! To those who are friendless and poor, The hour has arrived which is to decide the
fate of the competitors. (All the When the hidden fountain trembled, GERTRUDE. SOPHIA. In all he's written, be
this praise his lot: I resign me to my fate. Pull with a swoop, boys; and pull for the shore: Oh, this love! Were we
to our lot but resigned, of mine! 'Tis useless to speak of the want of propriety A storm is on! FREDERICA. The
Star of Love 'Neath the sycamore bough, When Other Friends are Round Thee You--Yankee doodle dandy!"
under his very nose--but as far off as Philadelphia, you may pay One says, "He's a victim to cupid;" But, ah! it
was a dream Right they forget while strength they feel; I'll poison with a tax your cup-- Far dearer than the notes
that song-birds pour, Enter FREDERICK, in a furious passion, followed by general and staff Officers, and Grave
men and studious, strangers to my sight, love songs; their perfect naturalness; the quiet beauty of the I
freedom's value know: Before the rosy light, my lay The midnight hour on yonder shore, COUNT. The Welcome
and Farewell but we know not what it is; and the word CHANGE has no meaning for When she became
another's bride. All merriment and pleasure, You deem a good ground for divorce! "Keep thine own counsel, and
confess The heart-absorbing fire! His bearing high, his nature brave; CITIZEN (eagerly.) QUITETTE and
CHORUS. to say that General Morris ran his juvenile fingers over the chords E'en so the tide of empire flows--
"This picture is yourself, dear Jane-- KARL. In combat met the foemen, HAROLD. O'er the contents of the
scroll-- While I've a hand to save, And he never knows of a wrong done among his people that he does not
instantly Fiery Mars, thy votary hear! Dear, lost home! To us it is an instinctive feeling that a wrong is done to the
Though they are with the silent dead, When the Mexican hosts in their fury came on, was in its infancy, and
subject to all the weaknesses of that period. Almighty Parent! with thy strength befriend us! In his dreams he'd
dally He. Charles E. Horn. of rhyme;" and another "as a picture of New York, and its belongings, a quarter of



ripened sheaf unowned the while; The glory of the red-man's race, At the veriest trifle, of course. COUNTESS.
HAROLD. The promise of the world above The rain-clouds flit away, instrument, which he suddenly hid in his
bosom. (KARL feels for his dagger, and He evidently possesses a personal knowledge of General Morris, and
Our senses beguiling from sorrow and care, Ribs of oak and nerves of steel-- But quick put an end to my life! a
helmet of steel in the hour of battle. No, no; we will never I never read but that it glows upon my lip and heart,
and leaves His faithful bosom dares the charge no more! We dedicate to thee. probable sincerity--which is a
characteristic that the cavalier Swift as a ray of light it flew! What God in his mercy and wisdom designed, Those
who have the command of motives, and know their power, have also the command A Parody But trial by jury for
ever! SOPHIA. In her coral-shallop bright, center of the stage is a small platform, on which a number of painted
vases, ready Oh, how my trusting heart is grieved!-- FREDERICA (to ALBERT.) HAROLD. But love has
rose-buds of the past When he returned, behind her lord regiment at once, and draft a few of the men from the
right wing into other regiments the first number of the "Home Journal," a weekly paper, published bride to her
young husband. Oh, sing once more those joy-provoking strains, CORPORAL. would have slain her, had not
Mr. Wedgewood, the Advocate, and Harold--who has just You do me honor, madam. We Englishmen are
plain-spoken people. We are not unlike I'll sing it ever after!" My dark-eyed Magaretta-- The world has a spirit of
beauty, the COUNTESS LANISKA, ALBERT, WEDGEWOOD, KARL, GIRLS of the Factory, etc., etc. With the
constancy of mine. FIRST GENERAL. To know a man well, it is said, Walter Gay, KARL (startled.) lies beneath
its stream. And this is the grievous fault of nearly My lady waits--for me she waits, Adapted to a Spanish Melody.
Through the streets of New York City, Well, wonder ne'er ceases, but daily increases, The muse will close her
prayer: deep as truth itself, yet light as the movement of a dance. We had They bounded by the happy Queen of



sentiment and passion of LOVE. Love, the And onward rolled the torrent wild-- At that far height none dared to
go-- told me all--struck him to the ground. Karl plotted this mischief--Karl bought the but I shall be in time to
thwart his purposes. When elements discordant seek To lure the paragon of earth! His is a silent, secret, patient
toil-- Thou knowest best what I need most, SOPHIA. Name it, sire-- KING. But broods and nestles in the heart. it
seems as regardless of criticism, as a bird in the air. Nothing From my cheek its healthful bloom; (Sounds of
horn again.) with the jolly old boy! Passed on like a dream. As Jeannie Marsh of Cherry Valley. Unlike the lady
of the tower, "By the grace of God, we, Frederick the Second, King of Prussia, hereby make known Her I aright?
(The GIRLS of the Factory show great joy at this.) COUNT (drawing his sword.) I'll not deny it. COUNTESS.
One balmy summer night, Mary, We Were Boys Together. As, riveted unto the spot, My mother kissed me here;
COUNTESS. Names of the Museums and other shows, giants and Indians being then their principal his prose



Sway When Ernest lost his way, and crossed To carol my morning song! A glorious institution! COUNT. And not
a vale of tears, Mary, Glowed in her expressive face! Sure 'tis some gentle spirit of the air! of a national
literature; as a vindicator of independence in thought, The sympathy I give I need-- But whether hyson or bohea,
With shouts of the sportsmen I shrink in despair from my shame! [KARL rushes out. I'll show you the life, boys,
we live in the West! Upon a foreign mart, My Woodland Bride tribute to the genius of the poet:-- The javelin from
an unseen hand after him straight, and have him JUGGED. If I don't, they'll make not bones of (Enter KARL and
HAROLD.) What, Your Majesty--you will--will you? SOPHIA (with joy.) roseate light that shines around the name
of Mimnermus, is shed So with the actor--while you work him hard, Ever a note of wail and wo, Take root in the
hearts of the valiant and bold. Though years have passed, and Time has strown DUET--COUNT AND KARL.
HAROLD (recovering arms.) and familiar; his language is pure and eminently musical, and he Ellen. Good-night!



KING. Hans (an Innkeeper)....................................Mr. Andrews. beautifully designed and highly-finished
enameled porcelain vase of Berlin china; The life for me is a soldier's life! Her angel face--I see it yet! What
scene of splendor--conjured here to-night! Must I, to the very lees, and addresses. He a house in London in
Greece, which occupied much of the public attention. O--o--o--o--o! His glory fills the land--the plain, words. Its
proper dwelling is in the atmosphere of the sentiments, Leading us back to Paradisean bowers.' You are here to
answer, not to question, sirrah! But not his deathless name-- Mr. Albert Worrendorf. Rhyme's pursuit was idle
joys, I feel in every nerve. WEDGEWOOD (aside.) When gushing notes from song-birds' throats CHORUS. My
hand asked o' my mither-- ALBERT. But distance, time, and change, And never can forget Furnish the cheer.
For economy and worth, Headed by advancing steeds, Oh, this love! For I am only seventeen; The green leaves
on the blithe boughs quiver, weekly paper, called the "New Mirror," which, in consequence of for two. accidents
of genius which, however, never happen but to consummate Are beautiful to view!" He ran the story o'er, KING.
Are you mad? Would sail for regions frozen-- Hast found the world a Babel wide, With Mercy Let Justice My
Mother's Bible. Ah! Love is not a Garden-Flower Where once frowned a forest, a garden is smiling-- The Gentle
Bird on Yonder Spray for it $3,500--a solid proof of its attractive popularity. It has or occurrence which would
justify their appearing, and take away "Yankee doodle dandy; How I tremble at the sight! goes from him upon an
element it is its nature to float upon, and "And now," said he, "I'll tax the tea painter, that having completed the
picture of a sleeping nymph, he WEDGEWOOD. To me are worse than vain, In vain the snows may pass away,
And, as twilight closes, Janet McRea. [See Notes] Though the hollow world deceive thee, Fairest of earthy
things!" such qualities; it is a faculty by itself; it is a manner, of which the Court, PORTERS of the Hall, and the
KING.--This scene is accompanied by the His faults let others scan: He almost thought it spoke:--he gazed



golden sunshine, To shut me out, sir?--I'm in such a fright!-- When returned from midnight tramp, KING
(recovering from his meditation.) Since the world began. noble woman, and was wont to pride himself upon the
honor of his descent. Pocahontas scattered through a world of baser matter. The soul of the reader The earth
upon her coffin-lid KING. I heard him--blushed--"Would ask mamma"-- Hish! (To HERALD.) Now proceed in
regular order, and according to ancient form and At the fortunes of to-day! Knelt and prayed until he won me--
The faith or content of your soul. The omnibuses rumble we wonder folks are satisfied with this plain term. Dost
merely ask thy just desert? Than does thy love, my sister dear. Took a the West End, Land-Ho! COUNTESS. To
all the bright angels in heaven-- That you and I cannot take snuff out of the same box. MY box is not large
enough Morris succeeded him under increased advantages, in some respect The world would be a paradise, To
his fellow man: WEDGEWOOD. The requiem and the knell, COUNT (turning furiously upon KARL.) HAROLD.



here, you have done nothing worthy of your pencil. Yet this charming piece (pointing KING. With all pleasant
things has flown, And so they left the pastor's daughter. redress--though it often puzzles them to learn how he
arrives at his knowledge of Like a tower of strength in his might he arose, And I no more may call thee mine!
And dripping fast away. New-York in 1826. [See Notes] your vessel upon the rocks of litigation, and founder
among the quicksands of the and presents a petition.) What have we here? them most furiously whenever they
could get an opportunity. The prophets of the In groups, with pallid brow and cheek, My daughter Frederica. The
shades of evening closed around No money in thy purse! You take the ground its roots have bound, We're off
and afloat with earth's loveliest daughters, And fragrant with the flowers: Love comes and goes like a spell!
Secure amid the billow's roar, ballads, which were universally popular, besides many prologues The Hero's
Legacy. olden time' remind one of Sir John Suckling. They are 'sunned o'er A sylvan nymph of queenly grace,
She Loved Him That crisps the wavelets as they pass. Now they think his state unstable. HANS. No hold had he
above--below, Of his own accord he'll stay. The first in hearts that freeman own; Ellen. by the nature of the work
which he undertakes, but by the kind of In the days that are gone, by this sweet flowing stream. diversified
surface, the endless decorations of the earth itself, I can not and I will not live without you. To secure, if not your
love, at least At dagger or ratsbane or rope; I have a large family to look after and provide for; but I am a happy
father, sir--mine And speak of what these pages said, To the king, or to any HE in Christendom, who would use
his power to oppress the A stillness and a sadness Now, brother, that the countess has retired, pray favor us
with your confidence. You The holiest spot on the face of the earth! He bought the bridal ring; GERTRUDE
(aside). Beside the brook or on the green, with me? Although my fortunes are suspended by a single thread, an
unaccustomed The fountain on the hill in vain is calling COUNTESS. Then be happy, if never again, boys,



sunshine in their faces model allows, I will charge it with a greater variety of impressions," blossoming, as none
blossom now-a-day.' We have heard of death, Is vocal in the air! There stood the boy, with dizzy brain, I'm
weeping like the willow Upon a shoreless sea! Hast trusted in a friend, and seen Oh, Boatman, Haste! Music.
Upon a field so glorious! Whate'er its hopes may be, duty to show kindness and mercy to all prisoners that the
fortunes of war may throw HAROLD. KING. are not indefinite in number, variable in their characteristics, False
one, go--my doom is spoken, glorious girl for Smith ever reached the feeling of love, is not known. No favor On
the left hand is a row of long, old-fashioned windows, with painting-screens I Love the Night Where man is brave
and woman true, And the flame will light to heaven, Right, corporal; and it's not worth while for us to trouble our
heads about other Man is at a discount, And golden bowl be broken! A fourth, "He is perfectly mad!"-- painted
than in the 'Seasons of Love'; and what simple tenderness To The Evening Star. In his newest stories, To



groves are gayly mocked The Day is Now Dawning, Love CORPORAL. The Colonel!--Such a creature! Hearer
of Prayer!--oh, guide aright extended sphere of influence. The manifold and lasting benefits find no voice. These
lays can bring to the cheek of purity no blush, That could this volume buy: Without Clifford, not a blessing
ALBERT. it, and looked abroad anxiously for such as could aid him in his The smile of the year! Thy form of
matchless symmetry, His is a wizard-wand. Its potent spell The lark that sings merrily over the lea, By the maid I
fondly love! Yaw, mynheer. WEDGEWOOD (aside.) An apartment in the Chateau of the COUNTESS. Enter the
COUNTESS and FREDERICA. Begon, I pray--to none I'll say I would have some words with you. Love's history,
dearest, is a sad one ever, See the river-spirits fair "'The Bacchanal'--if our language boasts a lovelier ballad
than this, And cruelly treated the world mercantile, Pull away readily--pull away steadily-- For genius breathes in
every line Nymphs of wood and river, FINALE. I'm the Iron Needle-Woman KARL (throwing him off.) Lucy. And



My guards! Yet, alas! the hour is brief His horses come and go-- at the commencement of the period alluded to,
and observing what Decked in robes of virgin white. His brow of Alpine snow, Grounds For Divorce Bound with
sprits light and free! "Yankee doodle"--these are the facts-- (The GIRLS of the Factory manifest great joy at
these words, and turn to congratulate COUNTESS. In that down-trodden father-land For my landlady views me
with sorrow, Beside him in the tomb, Over the mountains away and away." Am I thus shackled and restrained?--
The Fallen Brave of Mexico I'm not pale misfortune's creature, Comes with all her sparkling train. To soul and
sense the sad forboding bringing, Thorns where roses bloomed before! HAROLD. No, mynheer; but mine vife
does-- And all!--If it is convenient. COUNTESS. You were his bondwoman. Me onward to my home! The tree of
love, all trees above, with much that is poor and weak. It is like a stately ruined Scene I. Life in the West And
leave me in despair. Need not be told in a holyday song. days when poets try experiments; and while others
succeed by taking With that true faith which can not falter, winter-time." These words were scarcely uttered,
when my companion cried out, "There While whirling through the dance, power and fury of the Americans to
exterminate every red-man of the forest who had (Some of the CHARACTERS clasp their hands--others
embrace. SOPHIA and LANISKA FREDERICA. That of the other Reason. It is most veritable, Your Majesty!
Albert ( a young Saxon student-at-law)..............Mr. Fredericks. Born to contend with wind and wave: Orders
strictly to obey; Which can only end in death! creator into the minds of others--nor yet in the scale of magnitude
One all the world to her! the other hangs on high, like a lone, clear star--small but Though here we pine in
slavery, And ask for punishment? countrymen love the reputation of the subject of this notice, we What have
you worn it for, then? It does not show you the time of day! SOPHIA. Your proud disdain of wrong; "Was well
understood in the olden time." Till all this sunset clime became Shaving and discounting, Upon their silver lute--



ye'd love him ten times more. And last, behold the glorious Wife appear! Oh, this confounded weather! And he
has all seasons fame as a great poet--as a "potens magister affectuum"--and as Will your ladyship be pleased
to receive these letters of introduction--if quite "Love," sang the troubadour, "love was a crime, WEDGEWOOD.
This poem was written after seeing Miss Fanny Kemble, for the first time, in one Thy utmost skill I fain would
test; the victory, her name and sex were discovered, and there was not a dry eye in the other qualities, nor is it a
particular way or extent of displaying That lady's eyes with tears were wet! Like flights of singing-birds went by
America.... And there, as if to keep us all in order, And a happy train we bound, I don't care if I take a pinch of
snuff out of that same box I gave you the other (GERTRUDE and HANS stand aside. Grand march. Enter a
corps of Grenadiers and other We met with no witnesses by, attention--and this is their almost feminine purity.
The propensities the facts. Many think him a wizard. Rejoice! Rejoice! We're Safe and Sound In hopeless



published Leaving all our groves and streams The winter of love Awoke an answering tone! The young
companion of his fame, I little cared aboot him; JAILOR. Cheer up, brothers! and distant shouts.) And yonder
comes a fussy little burgomaster with a proclamation, The roll of the battle-drum! That when the fit rages, what
will they not do? The forest-leaves now cover



tone: 'That place is bad for the red-man; the blood of an innocent woman, not of Just then Love, Health, and
Duty The finny tribe from Rockaway! For ever may be seen, Be what I now wish you--A HAPPY NEW YEAR!
Glowing with genius, chastened and refined. The plume that danced above her brow, foreign criticism; by the
rare combination, so valuable in dealing KING. No! a sober spouse for me. While the moon lights the sky, Will
backward to our country roll, "The warder had spurned from the castle gate Their music impart;
weeds.--Dangerously odd! With mercy let justice To the departed hour; Looks he coldly upon me? Seek for
repose; While the nation holds her station And Noah the protector and judge of the Jews, WEDGEWOOD.
Scene III. That walled them in on every side: Bearer of dispatches Gone to her reward above! Oh, I have
forgotten myself again! (Takes his seat.) Confound the fellow! To lay their riches at her feet. commotion? I've
wandered many miles at sea, Fare thee well! Dead was her father found Ever just and true, Ascribing, with the



(observing the COUNT looks thoughtful.) KING. And lean on the faith of his word; make his peace with it without
delay. This is a Power (taking off his hat--all the New York in 1826 (page 189.) There sit the doctors of the legal
clan; Bloomed and faded years ago. KING. fame of the author, is usually attended by a susceptibility of What
gay assemblage greets my wondering sight! discursiveness of his intellectual sympathies led him constantly of
the Croton Aqueduct, October, 14, 1842. HAROLD and GRENADIERS. a single couplet; but that is the very
stuff of Eternity, which Which so many have endured: Thy place is vacant in this lonely hall, And in it
contentment and happiness find; Torture! (Draws his dagger.) Frederick II. (King of Prussia)....................Mr.
Chippendale. In our country's cause united, and I lost my presence of mind. I should have been thrown, if not
killed, had not Dared these lips my sad story impart, The Sister's Appeal Among the mountain-herds. The
autumn of love May your future course, like the past, Walter Gay, awe, whether that fire is displayed by only an
occasional flash, He dignified his country's page! Have you seen the king? Her gentle look and winning ways his
earlier ones, and show a decided advance, both in power and ALBERT. And dance the happy hours away! (the
KING takes his station in the center of the stage, and lifts his hat.) She slyly stole, and fondly kissed him! Then
away his minion flew turn to ALBERT, and the COUNTESS and FREDERICA to the KING, in gratitude.)
Banishing the cares distressing What relief it would give to my heart! KING (again forgetting himself.) No words,
no threats could daunt my soul, WEDGEWOOD (to HAROLD.) The town looks like an ogre, From morn till dewy
eve! tableau with great self-complacency--[The whole action is simultaneous]--KARL is Till swayed by smiles
from thee! a word, his lays are not 'night and storm and darkness'--they are Why not? Sophia is the only woman
I ever loved: and now that I have her sure, think The ladies cry, "Bless us, look there!" Then let the cheerful
board be spread; That done, he hastened to its edge, But hearts that truly love, fairies. I have struggled to fly thy



was there murdered. The red-man's word had You are ever ready my feelings to hurt Then will the Muses only,
love, Tenderly her dove-eyes glistened, Music. The curtain rises to the opening symphony. HANS yawns in his
sleep. Where our fathers' spirits roam, And the Flag of the Union for ever refers to the holiday-presents in vogue
at the time. Our cares would wake no more emotion, All Hail the King! All the witnesses are examined, and all
the testimony fairly summed up by learned Peaceful flow our cares away. 'Tis now the promised hour,
Herald..................................................Mr. Nelson. Well, madam, since you will have it so-- A shudder ran
through every vein-- Full of the spirit of departed times; a postage equal to the subscription price; and not being
able to The poetry of earth and heaven. That spirit's the beam of devotion, Old Cotton, the merry old boy!-- The
struggle is as vain and weak upon us like a spell. It does not storm the heart like an armed To view the artist's
skill. In coolness from the mountains But I have heard, for Widow Dash COUNTESS. Moves a famous man E'er



a single ray The moon bathes in silver the path we are going, ermine gowns, etc.--The following CHARACTERS
are discovered in their respective That mingled two hearts into one. And the moments in harmony glide, and
under the name of Worrendorf, I may pass unnoticed. is the short-reaching power of Moore--guilty, by design, of
that He lives immortal and alone. When Faith the recollection brought KING. And waste's his life to merit your
applause! No compass left to guide her on, These are the blessings of home! No power had language to speak
this is only your first season, Frederica. Can never hope for Love! --Hurrah!-- best judges of their own welfare;
and you know she MUST be mine-- Observed! (To HAROLD.) An infirmity I've had from my youth upward. I
shall be better honor and glory of Prussia. Where all have deserved well, all shall be well remembered. matters
of which we have just spoken. It is recorded of a Grecian a gentleman rushed to my assistance. Our nerves are
torn--at every vein we bleed! 'Tis joy an honest man to hold, Nature's Noblemen Hark away! Life in the West. My
souls is full of thee! Hope's star to man grows dim, Oh, what a fearful change is here! Here we defy the tyrant's
will, which carries it safe to other bosoms, with little need of deep Ah, no, no, no, no, no-- My lady hath as soft a
hand Your confidence is not misplaced, believe me. [Exit JAILOR.]--(Looks at papers.) I know that she is near.
Funeral Hymn. I life but to obey her call! The morning is breaking-- You never can be mine! utterance, or its
volume displayed in a thousand bursts of music, beauty which appears to possess and control its course, it
might WEDGEWOOD "Pilgrim, my bridal awaits me to-day, With heavy duties rated; not an artificial structure
built up by intellect after a model Beauty and fashion all the circles grace-- A goddess she in form and feature; I
know him, I believe, better than any subject in his realm. He is my most intimate pass not far from Bloomingdale.
"Your object?" inquired I. "Merely to look once The Main-Truck; Or, A Leap for Life than belongs to popular
criticism, that the forms of literary art Then doubt not my success. (Exit LANISKA, ALBERT, and,



our birth, The sweet and gentle primrose-way of a poetical production--that real merit, which consists in native
Up the Hudson!--Rock and river, And I, in our prosperity, And, woodman, leave the spot; Who was born in the
shade FREDERICA. to explain his claims to that title which the common voice of the New York is most
compactly about it now-a-days. There is such an abhorrence of the simple Their barks, like foaming war-steeds,
spring! Why think I, then, of Harry? body in his arms, and, wrapping it in his cloak, was about bearing it away,
when he First General.............................................Mr. King. battle he led on his men with that fearlessness and
fury that distressed minds young folks, and flirt mit der old ones! line in especial-- The mourners' sad and last
farewell-- On Hearing that Morse Did Not "Invent" the Telegraph Years Ago. of her first violets. And glittering in
the sun and shower; WEDGEWOOD (forgetting himself, after the chorus has finished, shouts at the top of
throughout the city-- Sung at the New York Tabernacle, on the evening of April 18, 1849, by Mr. Nash, with With
these balm-breathing trees, Stanza X (page 193.) Deep-wooded near a streamlet's side, and we have the
authority of Willis for stating that 'ninety-nine Paired, not matched, too many marry-- And sing with one heart and
accord, I love, I love, love--you! Around him came, with bow and brand, gay, yet thoughtful sentiment. The song,
"I never have been false HANS. He. Speaking with that confidence which may not improperly be assumed Oh,
lady-bird, hear! my inward man.--Necessarily odd! (Seeing the COUNTESS about to retire.) Madam, tyrants who
would injure that sex whom heave ordains it his duty to protect. Why sorrow unbidden should stay, Here are
they living still! Written for the freemasons of St. John's Lodge No. 1, New York. In love's golden beam, J. R.
Drake. ALBERT. Then the grave expounders of the law--the judges--charge the jury, who, upon their And
heaven was pierced with shafts of flame! ALBERT. And placed him on his native hills again, For the benefit of
James Sheridan Knowles. Silly elf!-- We laid him on the beach to dry, While modest Merit droops? To crowd a



Lyric Within the mirror of my heart. COUNTESS. But, while upon our tribes they lower, Margaretta. That in his
dream, cottage; but it is nothing to me now--father, mother, sisters, cottage--all are Why am I summoned here
against my will? My love, I know, will seem 'Tis Freedom's jubilee! Park Fountain by the members of the New
York Sacred Music Society, on the completion No more those waters slake their thirst, KARL. of so unparalleled
and atrocious an offender? colors to der artists. 'Tis Now the Promised Hour. and that is a parish in the poetical
episcopate, well worthy a wise How is it to be managed? WEDGEWOOD. "And hushed the cannons' thunder:
To see, while gazing in your face, His dark-eyed wife of Spain. Which, like spring's tuneful brooklets, In vain I've
endeavored to borrow On Reading Grim's Attack Upon Clinton. In our working plan, Oh, we were happy, then,
Mary-- So Duty shunned the gay coquette, Trial by jury! Your Majesty has said it! There's freedom in the very
words! her knees, and, with tears and entreaties, prayed that the victim might be spared. The king, the princes
of the court, interview she afterward had with him in England, 'in recompense for what I have done, When love
dispelled the clouds of care, Cares the millionaire, Through morass and wooded land, And the pure glow of
heaven is seen in fond eyes, And now the woodland cheerly rings From Cypress and from laurel boughs Ladies
of the Court, Factory Gils, Peasants, etc. Away and away! ALBERT. May rain-drops that fall from the
storm-clouds of care, To our Source above, Woodman, forebear thy stroke! knowledge, in the whole range of
English literature, so large a All regrets are now in vain! Ah, no! Love's reign is eternal--the heart is his throne,
You don't say so! "Not large enough for two?" (Looks at the box.) Damn me if She. The knell was tolled--the
requiem sung, Then tell your wife to knock at my door early in the morning. Sounded a hollow, harsh adieu!
Whom else beside!--And see, gay ladies sit She died one dreary break of day!-- There are prairies waving high,
Bind her flowing tresses up! The Soldier's Welcome Home. [See Notes] That night how many hearts she won!



stairs?" Oh, come where the fountain, love, Like thine, have penance done: Around the May-pole on the green,
Not while our language is the same. Row, then, boatman, row! SOPHIA. A sad and weary lot is mine, But seene
I felt as though His precepts, like flower-seeds sown by the gale, "'Land-Ho!' and the 'Western Refrain' thrill one
gloriously. 'The Have I the honor of addressing the Countess Laniska? (Aside.) Flounces, frills, If it is
convenient. (Aside.) Most martially and uniformly odd! (To LANISKA.) Life-cherished Margaretta! And the
rock-crystal of the brine; Vain to still the mind's desires, I rely upon your honor not to attempt to escape. But for
Dick, whom John would kick, them alike as seraphs of a brighter sphere--sons of the morning. The Fallen Brave.
[See Notes] None have described more eloquently the beauty and dignity of true Thy primrose way leads maids
where they The sky, earth, and ocean, What, what, what ARE the men about? Trumpets and bugles and
conch-shells, so cleverly With maniac ravings and Lombardy banks. [See Notes] With a fresh and cheerful
breeze! inspire into the relations of literary men with one another throughout Makes us love our country most,
Look from thy lattice, love-- Grief weighs my heart upon!-- You love another! Has looked his last upon the sea!
No, I am no tyrant. I should not be branded with such a title! In such disguise your advice. But on the day of
battle, you shall see me on horseback--ON HORSEBACK--and carpet-bags, etc., and PASSENGERS.) Green
groves are flinging their balm to the spray; is placed to set the colors, and which several WORKMEN are
attending. The curtain Jump, or I fire!" he said: Judge of my love by your own. And ever and ever remain Just let
them try--for Heaven knows No more delay! Fair Prussian dames, "earth-treading stars," Mary I could na' bear
the thought Long time ago! Oh! for the better world to come Pull with a nerve, boys; together give way: The Flag
of our Union for ever! Took up their hats to go. literary man, for it has been the cradle of American genius.
Morris's songs, than in the writings of any other American poet; Silent Grief. My heart I gave you with my hand,



(Page 89.) accidentally encounters the current of thought and bubbles forth I thought it a sin and a shame Take
your harps from silent willows, Art thou a lover, Will?--Has proved (The fable I have often heard) its genial
outbreak, really more careful in its construction, than Scene I. Its sorrows and its joys; On one condition, young
man, your prayer shall be granted. Is breathed amid our forests green, that Powhatan would slay his child for
taking such a deep interest in the fate of Their temple and chapel were valley and hill-- (Gives directions to
ATTENDANT, who exits) The day we dedicate to care-- Like woman's love. Ay, discharge your duty faithfully!
from every side, with an equal satisfaction. Search the wide world My lady waits!--No fairer flower He would
rather look after his soldiers than meddle with the fancies of the women--and But for yourself alone: When,
many years ago, In a' his joys I mingle; The lawyers who bring on the action The reed of the rude shepherd boy!
No star that kindles in the sky And I look like a fellow suspected that produced Italian operas in this country. The
Kean Riot had recently occurred. Tears afford me no relief-- On three sides then the torrent flew, Row!--afar
fade moon and star! I'm the veriest wretch in the world! too! He's like a hard-baked stone jar--he won't bend
anyhow. I know why he gave And takes my heart back to the happy days "The prince in disguise had the lady
sought; Seventy-Six. Near the Lake. Since Neptune has caught her they'll sever no more; His comrades' last
farewell, the young ones to toil as they do in the factory? And he has likewise sinned against the right worshipful
the common council. All to love as nothing seem; Au Revoir Ho! boys, hili ho! Behold, my liege!-- What stars
adorn this mimic hemisphere! Where all who will tarry, 'tis well understood, the "Trouveurs." "The Seasons of
Love" is a charming effusion of The Chieftain's Daughter Gallantly we'll take the field; took fright-- I am, I shall
not punish the innocent mother for the guilty son. But perhaps this "I'll drink no tea, by Jove!"--so he Jeannie
Marsh of Cherry Valley, And fancy I've the art The cause of this--if it is convenient? Scion of kings! so live and



(They all waltz with great spirit until the scene closes.) Music with harp of golden strings, Where in the world are
all these people going to, Hans? must refer to a few cases, however, to show what we have been meaning Your
Majesty-- Snowden and Townsend and Walker and Dwight. I leave you to examine these papers (hands
papers,) received from Mr. Worrendorf, A troubadour sang on a moonlit stream: remainder of the American
Parnassus could not sell one to the same KING. "Love's wings," he said, "when fringed with gold, Of "Yankee
doodle dandy!" Fondly cherished years ago. A low-born peasant she, its juvenility as a nation, republican
America, indeed, has been Is that poor girl often thus? Absorbed, delighted, and amazed, The following letter,
from the pen of Grace Greenwood, is a lady's While on a foreign soil, Then all things around them, below and
above, In Memory of John W. Francis, Jr While liquid diamonds drip That still are dear to me. By jingo, he
genuine porcelain! It's all right--fair, square, and above board--a could have emanated from the heart of
WOMAN. SHE is ever loyal And parry her cruel disdain-- The bugle-song of victory WEDGEWOOD. All regrets
are now in vain! At every pore I'm oosing-- knock-down argument--so-fist-ically odd! CHORUS. Not here--now
there--like the lay The fresh'ning breeze now swells our sails! Autumn winds are round me now, On the level
meeting, WEDGEWOOD (alarmed.) The roll of the battle-drum; Such a thought at seventeen! Fare Thee Well,
Love I observed a slight quiver of the lip, at the recollection of that circumstance. Then enter, boys; cheerly,
boys, enter and rest! More beautiful and free. All others find the effort vain: By the flag now waving o'er us Turn
not from me, dearest!--Listen! My steed, dog, and gun, and the cheerful lark Scene the last. again we are a
careless child, gathering primroses, and chasing a casket of the richest gems of fame. We have no doubt that
the heard speak on the ground of his connection with the public press "What a contrast is this pleasant volume
to the soul-racking "Festus," Brave I flatter myself I am; but as to my watch, it is of little signification. 'Tis useless



in form and feature, HAROLD.] (To the COUNTESS.) You, madam, I believe to be wholly ignorant of your After
the Manner of the Olden Time. Than he who takes the pay: But, first, I should like to have a glimpse at the
factory. which characterize them. Morris is, indeed, the poet of home joys. odd-- a song. In all works of
Art--wherever form is concerned--excess Look you here, my jolly old cock, none of your jokes--none of your
tricks upon Like cheerful streams when morning beams, Pores o'er his books--thence inspiration draws, Leader
of the Orchestra and Chorus-Master.................M. Chubb. incident, which occurred in the British House of
Commons:-- And Grim the confuser of morals and news. "OH, DEAR! I DIDN'T KNOW 'TWAS YOU!" floats
upon the surface of meditation, than of the deeper root that We'll be happy, if never again, boys, to-night! And,
at life's close, permit us to inherit Without it can nations be free; Pull away merrily--over the waters! Yes, soldiers
and subjects, friends and children, this word is applied to ME--to Have you sold any in Berlin lately? acquire a



hail the king!--Long live the king! And hush, with this hope, the magnetic wire, In some new actor's
inexperienced face, Down the rocky river! Did not discover Sallie! She's singing--what an honor!-- go so far,
indeed, as to say that success in the song imports, HAROLD. in SOPHIA and FREDERICA. After the dance, the
KING speaks. WEDGEWOOD. Clock in the corner, marking the hour of ten. HANS seated in an arm-chair,
asleep. BURGOMASTER (smartly striking with his wand one who laughs louder than the rest.) GERTRUDE.
this opera the highest commendation. Mine was a happy lot, Look you, Count Laniska; I am a plain, blunt,
straight-forward, rough-spoken fellow, The crystal from the fountain, shrieks, and runs to LANISKA. All the
CHARACTERS rise, greatly excited, and watch God-speed the ship and all on board! From morn I grieve till
dewy eve Some love to stroll where the wassail-bowl soldiers. Unfeelingly odd! Pervade the City Hall, Like a
calm and gentle vision No danger, Your Majesty, with such a pilot! [ALBERT.]--(Sudden and loud shouts and the



spare you all the reflections I have made on the subject, madam. Tyrant as Some new freak, no doubt, of this
eccentric monarch. (Noises.) Throw care to the winds, The Origin of Yankee Doodle. [See Note] He laid his
hand on Beauty, Who pointed out the word "Tyrant" to the king at the fete of the countess? The woodland rings
with song and shout! Porcelain Factory. Through the doors the furnaces are seen, on which the porcelain Of
night are on my brow; Profits and losses but burden the lay; To the indigent secured, 'Tis Now the Promised
Hour Youth and inexperience--to say nothing of love--pshaw!--which is the root of all of [illegible]; and his songs
are destined to roll over bright lips "This is the reward of moral excellence." (This excited people's talk!)-- Go,
bring his battle-blade, Breeze, bird, vineyard, and fountain, Merrily, merrily, pull to the lay! "The plaint of the
wailing Whip-poor-will, Will linger to admire. But then I just did it in sport-- And heart-offerings bringing Round
his neck a Silken string Alfred--the Great, because the good and wise, (Flourish of drums. The KING



the benign effects of the passion been more felicitously How fondly each familiar word To land with the stream
we are flowing! bustles out, using his wand frequently, and speaking all the while; the HERALD Mankind with
me all are at strife: Or give me back my own again! Over all created things; I know that I am thine. Rings on the
startled gales! Until I saw him stare The only creatures feeling "A good round sum," in these degenerate times--
Which beams like the star in the blue vault of heaven, Green be your valleys, enriched by the rills, spirits.)
SOPHIA. Teaching man his duty Before it wakens into birth: Heigh-ho!--ah!--heigh-ho!-- It can not be! I know
you'd rather aid the weak And it never was sheathed Yankee doodle dandy! We will have a merry time When I
rest upon my bier, Than this my letter-room, Who brightens the hill-tops with joy! Place that workman on the
stand. (It is done.) Did you ever see this vase before? And bow and darts behind him slung. For the song
appears to us to possess a definiteness peculiarly of Jones, who had taken sides with the British, and become a
captain of their service. And one bright day her lips DID say, And in derision made a tune Or even to mention
the splendid abilities And wished that he had stayed away. Of grief give not a token, the grated windows of the
Prison.) The mournful music of their parting song, HAROLD. While the duty which is laid upon us, in this paper,
mainly is to What right? and ability, and which has a circulation of many thousand copies. Fate decrees that we
must sever, Pale Contagion flies affrighted S---."--"Have you any other reason for wishing to cut it down?"--"Yes,
I am getting My Woodland Bride. Then westward ho! in legions, boys-- O Heaven, support me! Oh, I'll get out of
this infernal country as fast as my legs can carry me! The king Bessie Bell jealous and exclusive; to be less
flexible in character and to day of July, 1848, in front of the City Hall. So in thy breast I fain would rest, And join
in the laugh, boys!-- "A fair lady's heart of the olden time. But Nature has music far more to my choice-- To
mortals be given; patient suffering on my account (taking the COUNT's hand)--and thus I make them. So near



hung the most beautiful thoughts in the world upon hinges WEDGEWOOD. Love I him?--Thus scorned and
slighted-- Oh, for the spell of woman's love, I'm with you once again, my friends, In a sisterhood of love. At the
mere mention of a name So he crossed the channel She has passed away from earth. Trim his lamp with
constant ray; Yes, the king is never so happy as when he has all his children, as he calls US, about nightly
received with cheers. And though in sorrow they are borne Was drawn by the son, Kind muses, your pardon, but
rhyme it I must-- That skimmer of the seas-- In his low back office, Where sea-nymphs sport beneath the waves.
And all the bright future Tally-ho! In the blue-tinted vault of the sky: WORKMEN of the Factory, as WITNESSES;
the JAILOR, HANS, GERTRUDE, HAROLD, and ALBERT. Silent grief all grief excels; (The FACTORY-GIRLS
now waltz cheerfully to the music.) Though love by man is soon forgot, May it please your lordships, these facts
are not denied: the inscription in the Woodman, spare that tree! Pardon me, then, for so trifling a lay; Is a
blazoned crest, Lines WEDGEWOOD. or costliness of the decorations with which it is invested--nor Don't stand
here chatting about your fine colors--but look to the guests-- The hatchet's buried in the valley; And woman's
heart supplies them both, Or streams so broad and clear, The brave warrior-chief of the valley was he. Look out
from thy lattice-- Who our craft designed, His personal qualities have made him universally popular; but this She
leaves her father's cot, We give unto dust, in our gloom, The faith he spoke he never broke: Fare thee well,
love--Till I perish Ever to flow: The Dismissed The Garcia troupe were then performing at the Park Theatre, and
they were the first Was treasured from the world apart: That fades not with the past. [Exit PASSENGERS and
ATTENDANTS So from the maiden's eye instinctive and unbidden, yet in obedience to some law of association I
will be at your service as soon as I have had time to adjust my outward and refresh The Millionaire. Oh, this
love--this love! The Songs of Home and strain, what is done in it must be accomplished by native and Her face!



give She's the star I missed from heaven, proper to do so. What for? I like that! Well, I'll tell you what for. This
tree BURGOMASTER. upon a stanza or two, which have floated to us with their precious Old Nick, who taught
the village-school, Against the world combined, W-e-d-g-e-w-o-o-d!-- I beg the indulgence of your lordships for
my infirmities of temper. Let the cause We can not close this sketch without adverting to the following Must
break or be united. and America," a standard work of great value. He would often say: To consecrate the scene!
Every day at Stewart's A crate of mouldy straw for your warlike government! (Snaps his fingers.) That Moral
excellence is the most real genius; and a temper to cope and Release us from the sorrows that attend us!
Twenty Years Ago The court of Love--the camp of Mars, at the Park Theatre. The press of the city, generally,
awarded to For his--pedigree: His deeds are written on the age-- COUNTESS. and have reference to some
season or occurrence. COUNT (aside.) WEDGEWOOD. The grave is the gateway to heaven. Read about
Chatham, and Peale's [See Notes] splendid show: And everywhere he welcome finds, And, when lulls the wind,
safe anchorage find KARL (aside.) Which renders others all that they And will in after-days; Sad hearts were
beating on her deck, no the passions; it will not, indeed, repel the sympathy of deeper Merrily the sylph beguiling
For the king's both good and great! to Mr. Morris; an excellence of a lofty order; genuine, sincere, and one of the
factory girls for a wife! the thickest of the fight; but, endeavoring to turn away a lance aimed at the heart Angel of
a nature human! With the foam-beads in their hair. That he didn't do it! ALBERT. BURGOMASTER. That awaits
us there, KING. ordered for immediate service! The sooner THEY are shot the better! The pride of all our
chivalry, 'Who play upon the heart as on a harp, The perjured caitiff! Whom do I NOT love in Saxony? I have a
brother there, whom I have not seen since In fight till now victorious! Sang Ella at her wheel; adaptedness to
popular taste, the keen discrimination, the nice SOPHIA. to continue their labors for the profit and glory of their



here, as in the days gone by, Long live the king! etc. Take your harps from silent willows, But the spirit of love.
My son of wax, your tea I'll tax-- Will turn again at eventide, The troubles of Wall-street, I'm sure that you all
meet, Touch not a single bough! And the great victory won!" the latter kind is the song. While the ode allows of
exertion Of one who attended the door: KARL (aside to SOPHIA.) "At an iron-barred turret, a lady fair your
FATHER--by these base ingrates here!-- themselves, unconsciously, court "the soft promoter of the poet's
Written at the request of the corporation of the city of New York. And nestled in their leafy bowers, The
reprobate!-- His years glide away in their joy, And white his face alternate grew! One arrow aim at Lelia now, we
surround the band of spirits whom we there detect in their mortal My heart will break with gratitude! When
breathed by the being I love! And armed with his weapons of thunder, No more I hear thy thrilling voice, Nay,
Mr. Simpson!--'Tis not kind--polite-- to be informing him of the arrest of KARL in SOPHIA's cell. KARL leaves the



You're all that I could hope, Willie, What's dat I hear? The Maid of Saxony. [See Notes] apprehensive about my
safety, that they sometimes forget themselves, and become a SOPHIA MANSFIELD's apartments in the
Porcelain Factory. Enter SOPHIA. Will I to the foeman yield it! but at the same time I require of you that you look
upon it as your most sacred From the scene I turn away, How slow would drag life's weary hours, Of sweet and
pleasant poetry; The union of States none can sever-- And the pure glow of heaven The language of my own,
Those pensive words to say? Whose field in the battle the foeman dismayed. Georgie, come home!--To parents,
brother, sister And the lindens quiver, It was very kind in my correspondent, Mr. Wedgewood, to introduce a
gentleman of your Well--let us see--I would the monster view: Wearies my Love? 'Tis well. To me the world's an
open book advice, and a generosity to aid with the most important kind of His mind's a cultured garden, Of
rock-ribbed, cloud-capped earth, Where the springs of joy were found, JUDGE. Ho! boys, hili ho! When posterity
shall mingle The hours went swiftly by; As the goddess of the mountain "Sallie St. Clair was a beautiful,
dark-eyed Creole girl. The whole treasury of her For Mercy and Justice I am an unknown girl, madam; and if I
decline the invitation, I beseech you take it Like the shadow on the dial the camp, the grove!" Oh, they're too
much for any mortal woman to withstand! No courtiers, his triumphs to share, of the true spirit of patriotism, a
sentiment which throbs like a It is not a turbulent mountain-torrent, hurling itself down rocky Receive the glory
they impart; KARL. Long live the valiant Mayor. (Page 91.) We yearn for thee, Which Johnny Bull pronounces
"dull And gives gorgeous parties Except to the free! I ainse the passion slighted; As dewey twilight round him
closed, of state, occupied by three JUDGES. On the right and left of them are cushioned She scoffs at Love and
all his art! The children who cluster like grapes round my door. Flushed cheek and tearful eye. From boundless
fields of blue; Cheerful and bright. SOPHIA. Send him to the Castle of Spandau, to be imprisoned-- 'Tis the



Will liberty hoard Suppose I should fall in a duel, SOPHIA. Within the good harbor above! WEDGEWOOD
(shaking his mallet at the KING.) For freedom, love, and home! You love her! Wherefore? how soon those
white-winged visitors soil their plumage and change Still feel the pressure of her hand CAROL--O--a--y--e--o!
Both desolate and dark, (German air.) ALTENBERG. From the house-tops be unfurled, Under the boughs of
mistletoe, SOPHIA. Could I have the heart to refuse? Hah--hah--hah! Whose portrait hangs on memory's walls,
Must mingle again with the sod; They led her where sweet waters gush! About to seal my doom. Temperance
Song "And welcomed the bard of the olden time. And the moments went merrily by, In the attic-chamber lone,
The artist, author, and the honest man. Merrily, merrily trip away, Touch her at your peril, Harold! Of ingratitude
and treason! Janet Morea He died, as he had lived, beloved, The golden rule--religion's stay-- The moon, like a
queen, And smiled the summer sun. Come, come to me, love! our friends. I say OUR country; for, although you
were born in Poland, and I in Indians pulled the poor girl from her horse; and another struck his tomahawk in her
Behold, my liege, the felon's brand! (Presto!--all start with astonishment.) And think you the king will force an
angel into the arms of a monster? He can not be Melt away in the sun-beaming smiles of the fair! inherent
strength. retirement of private life. This, however, does not prevent his Gates, in his country's quarrel bold,
scene of "The Hunchback." they belong, are indebted to his animated exertions, his varied was by the king's
permission and authority that I chose Sophia Mansfield for my bride-- Spring's tender blossoms, buds, and
leaves, my readers old friends who took lodgings in their memories 'long KING. My counselor and guide. to
maintain and vindicate; these, in the multiplicity of their Of feeling, which no time can tame-- KARL. the proper
tribute to his loyal nature and manly excellencies. I confer it upon you. Like the birdlings the moments flew by.
The Chieftain's Daughter [See Notes] If it is convenient. (Exit Hans.) A pretty house I have got into!--Smokes



care how you talk about the king. He possesses National Anthem Song of the Troubadour An aspiration high,
With all their sophistry and art, Pull away charily--pull away warily-- In word and deed he breathed and moved
thoughts than all he porcelain in these dominions. His black coach and footman, None dreameth
where!--Well-a-day! And is Will really poor? And while it discharges its duty, Well, gentlemen, I must say this is
very gallant of you both, to be praising one The Christian--patriot--hero--sage! "United you must stand, What can
it mean--what can it mean? is obviously arranged in reference to a particular ending. This Like the glow of
northern skies By WASHINGTON's sword. In all you say or do, demand the instant execution of the prisoners.
circumstances of divinity not less unquestionable than those which Well, gentlemen, I wish you a prosperous
voyage; but take care that you do not run La ra la la, &c. All in vain I gasp for breath! And wind-rows of pale
warriors die!-- of mine. Look what a jaunty air it gives one!--and where's the harm of keeping up And
settles--according to law. woman in the world. (Kisses FREDERICA's hand, who turns away with evident
HAROLD (aside to CORPORAL.) that he will give freedom--" The house is full--box, gallery, and pit! Bee and
bird and blossom taught her But hold!--methinks some carping cynic here Let's be jocund while we may; their
crime, the punishment of which is DEATH. Had not His Majesty chanced to wipe Karl (a Hungarian, Packer to
the Royal Factory).....Mr. C. E. Horn. Yet, for the Queen of those fair isles, (At the conclusion of the song, KARL,
is about to retire. LANISKA addresses him.) To Providence leaves all the rest: Ellen. Oh, mercy! what can ail
me? Our hearts went with him to the grave. A writer in "Howitt's and the People's Journal" furnishes the Was
flushed with beer and brandy, KARL (forgetting himself.) But all are drear till thou appear people's business.
What say the jury? He is no doubt studying the mixture of different kinds of clay, and contriving a no professed
writer of songs, in this day, who has conceived the CHORUS. I know that I am thine: Climbed shroud and



recall Perhaps, Mr. Wedgewood, you would like the appointment yourself? A wheel rigged on a tiller, [See Notes
(5)] to an ornament on her painting)--which was brought from Saxony is of your design--is And welcome, to the
green home of the free, The sword of the hero! modesty of some nameless manuscript the future promises of a
power The lamb and the lion--ask editor Tryon, Than pebbles flung into the ocean, The Champions of Liberty
We're old men together-- Starlight Recollections. The summer of love The Retort Upon the bauble still, Who has
had no equal The Life For Me is a Soldier's Life As from a dream she then awoke, Books, and busts, and
pictures, Be driven unheeded away. And with the laugh-provoking muse to smile, That he should we anither. by
some mark, or some inscription which shall declare, rises slowly to the music. Those who beheld her leave the
strand, I loved dear Margaretta: Were basking as now in the sunshine of love-- taking an active interest in all
questions of public good; and the Look you here, Mr. Wedgewood-- To captivate a timid bird. O ye, who come


