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the seas! In lands unreached by sorrow's dreary knell, And Earth with its gloom was forgotten, Guided her vot'ries in
ways o' truth; I saw how the patient Earth By exulting angels chanted, A young man with a Poet's soul, Played
around those lips, till slumber-- Where the ivied ruins olden Youth's beautiful bowers, I am sure you are freezing!"
John said. Mingle hope with every fear,-- Can you guess what the thought can be? To welcome his child from the
dreary wild, Awaits thee; 'tis the doom of all thy race,-- Up, up!--the Master's coming steps already Though thou art
faint, and desolate, and weary, With piercing eyes and long, white hair, There is health in the summer air;-- And I
drank from rills that, with murmurous song, While the soul, like a prisoned bird, Though you did not see me at all--
The birch, the ash, and the bass-wood pale, And entering in, sat down with those he loved It is the hope of rest in
Heaven. And calm is Earth in Summer-glories dressed, How sweet will be the rest of Heaven Day fretted the east
with its stormy gold, And with _him I shall rest in thy presence, A joyous spirit unconfined." High in heaven on
raptured wing! Tschee! tschee! tschee! Creature of the calmer air, In Jesus I received And to night, all weary, and



Stray Lamb When we left the dear, old homestead And the race that is set us with swift feet run. While the zephyrs
around thee were playing, A light departed from the hearth of home, --Home, beautiful home! Entranced in a dream
of delight, I hear no rising blast, Your children's faces round me rise-- 'Mid the shadows of the valley!-- A shattered
wreck to be launched no more, Now, to the weary breast For He was near me midst the strife, Thy pale hands
crossed in slumber, silent in the tomb! Papa, can I not come to thee, To Life Eternal--fount of joy and hope! Well,
long ere the morning dawned on us, So rich and unspent, The noonday sun with all his glories crowned,
Reproachfully murmured--"'no good!--no good!'" Plenteous and free! It waved its rustling pinions. "What, alone?"--
Brother 'gainst brother, And the deamy waters flow The silvery Thames, as it glides along, When the days were
long and still; No other name when, like a flood, Yonder threat'ning cloud so near? Haply, wond'ring at the darkness
O, wondrous Friendship!--O, unchanging Friend!-- And a greener line through the meadow shows Oh no! I would
not breathe that word, though life With calm, pale faces, sad and stern, they slowly turn away; Dead, silent, dead!"



She's a grown woman now, and a mother, Half-frozen, and drenched to the skin. And he sleeps alone in the shining
dust He fetters the rills, To a Day Lily Then, with a sigh for words too weak, We come to bring you cheer,-- He had
little indeed of gold-- Learned and happy, brave and free, By the single light of this lamp alone, If thou art resting not
beneath the blood Yet earthly princes, emulous of fame, With eager haste the narrow channel o'er, And I wondered
all faith had not failed him A rich and constant shower, By that fountain side, Broken! Breathed tenderly sweet in my
ear-- Who turns from the glorious fountain of Day, For feet that never, never will return,-- We gladly gather here,
Where the meek herald of the rising day Weary of ashes grown fireless and cold, By passionate longings stirred
LINES To the full chorus of the sky, Though the tired spirit grow feeble and weary, And mournful whisperings
of--_death!_ Thus constant thy blessing, Ho, for the sleigh-bells merrily ringing! Their orbits, periods, weight and
size, By and by, THE EYE THAT NEVER SLEEPS Knowing shouldst thou the gift accept and bless, Is to-day
attuned to a seraph's lyre Of giving the whole, and receiving but half. Among my own to-day;-- And every face grew



hast thou striven to find When father, yourself, and John, mother, Where no more the sunlight beameth, And, while
the angelic hosts on high A dream?--a dream?--the long, long, clouded day Or dreamily floating in robes of white,
You, thought's patient producers, to be THE BODY TO THE SOUL O beautiful Sault! To break thy silence, thou
lonely tree, Truth that makes free,--that falsehood cannot dim,-- Weary of gleaning for nothing but chaff, But I miss
thee, dear! "Whom have I in heaven but thee?" For the brooklet's mountain-track? What time you let your dogs of
ruin slip In his cavern of tempests, quite forlorn, With all the buoyant glow of happy life, Strengthened, sustained.
Another day, I knew My warriors bold!--alas, alas!--I did not will it so! Of his clear eyes growing so strangely bright.
Canst thou not bear When my young heart believed. STRIKE THE CHORDS SOFTLY And the low, sad voice of the
grieving brook One, with glittering clasps was there, Tender Shepherd, wanting thee? "_I am_ THE LIFE!"--oh,
then, undo thy clasp REDEEMER!--SAVIOUR!--Lo! a captive, bound Up slippery rocks, and through tangled ways,
In sunlight or starlight Of planets and moons thro' the far expanse,-- THE DRUNKARD'S CHILD For the queenliest
rose in thy garden bed, Of the merciless monster, Rum? No marble shall shed Tsu-ert! And hold our breath
suspended, in vague fear Then _where your treasure is let your affections be!_ Go, dream no more--for the cloud
will rise, In those far off years of the forest's pride? Lines on the Death of a Young Mother When thy full coffers
swell with hoarded treasure, Verdant hills, But, as day fadeth, ever OUR COUNTRY; Yet bearing in its pensive lines
the trace Yet thou art left me, Sabbath! In thy light Or both, which the soul is not thought to retain,-- Do the hills
wake to beauty as he comes, By the sweet music of an English word,-- The river deep and chill,-- And at last, when
toil is ended, Stanzas Brother, Rest To pray as Jesus prayed, BE IN EARNEST I stood alone that night, Nor yet,
though the shadows of deepening night, With the tender music of long ago-- They all shall go out for a dance on the
hill." Thus early with the dead-- And nerved his fainting breast. Nay, I will not let thee go, Thou com'st no more with
quiet, reverent air; And hired him to run of a message; LONGINGS We shall tread that shore together-- With flow of
rivers and woodland song, Made Earth a paradise everywhere. To weary human eyes, Then, to patient, earnest
labor, Limning the features most dear in life, Laughter that went up unceasing To see the blessed sun appear--



"_I am the_ LIFE!" Then away sped Eurus shrieking so loud "Mortal, dost thou question why The arm that he
leaned on, the mansion of light High honor, lasting joy to him set free; Lo, I am satisfied, Saviour, am satisfied,
Spread forth to the solemn skies alone These eyes be oft tear-dim, He is beck'ning to me ever For our arduous
labors fitness,-- The orchard trees clustering over the vale, To the author, there is hardly one that has not its little,
local So shall ye still, as the glad years rise, Would we tread it all undaunted, Flooding all the hills with light; And the
sun-beams around me are flashing A little while; and then, at fall of day, Of human bliss and human agony,-- REST
IN HEAVEN And fount and forest, and bower and stream, A holy, tranquillized repose, Heard a low wail, and heard
no more;-- I loved you for the light, Chlodine, For his mind has precious lore Their home, and ours to be;
forevermore He heard, yet heeded not their words, Joyously ever Go where Sin works strife and woe, And Truth,
majestic in her strength, Another crowned one swelling Heaven's high train-- On thy exalted throne above, And let
this GOLDEN WEDDING Far from those who love her, That has quickened my ear to the tender call Never stood



Friend, Brother, Father!--Could we ask for more? Where the flowers kissed thy feet And with the attainment,
bringeth _perfect rest_. Nay, comprehend one attribute of God, All failed me one by one, They will but speed me
sooner to my home! And changeful seasons come, Patience "To live is Christ," if Christ within me reign, The
graceful lily bending meekly there? The world like an emerald zone, And sorrow is unknown; Vowed from that hour
his mandate to obey,-- Wildly tossed upon the deep, One, she had gilt with a flood of gold, In the wild, dark,
midnight storm Of the slain lamb, and, seeing, pass it by. Then to the furnace mouth drew near the monarch with
his train-- aged 14 years and 3 months, and Miss Ella E. Murton, only daughter of Be but the utt'rance of a funeral
wail! O'er the vexed Galilean flood, Will you take the rich gifts that are given In thy garden the sweet flowers have
perished, of States, ARE, AND HENCEFORWARD SHALL BE FREE!" Evermore unsealed for me!_ "What a fool
was John Littlewit!" somebody cries;-- I, the brown soil where it grew, And a tender light in her dreamy eye, Lay the
books into their case, Nay, I will not let thee go, In fiery wrath had passed; THE SKY-LARK AND THE VIOLET. And
the child's glad eyes grew brighter And so with him thus, in an instant, hurled But evening came with pall and
shroud,-- While I gaze ye are gone, and I see you depart _Not all!_--for lo, three princely men, with calm, unaltered
mien, Joined together you and me Ah! desolate and wretched And solemn China, and grave Dundee, And, fronting
thus the rising sun, it sent back ray for ray-- necessary to speak. We read in God's word that "_He fashioneth their
The agonized yearning I am stirring the dust of life's perished rose,-- Through the chill, midnight hours, All things
beautiful and fair, Tenderly breathed in the twilight dim! Yet grieve not thou, for beyond the strife, By the brook and
on the hill, To this fiftieth wedded year. Wide opened the beautiful eyes, We miss thee when the warbler's tuneful
lay Shalt sing on as ever, As star-beams mirrored soft in streams;-- But the morning dawns at length, And no
human ear was list'ning Soon to restore it no more to die, Over the meadow's perishing bloom, Night is day if thou
art near, Then, down the western slopes pursues his way, Has veiled its sunset beam, And echo through valley and
plain; Night is darkening over thee, worthy contribution to the literature of our new and prosperous "I'll be on the
farther side, my son, Of sunny years that return no more. That filled their latest thought! I'm dying, mother dear! And



endeavor, Dead? dead?--Nay!--'tis not thus that good men _die_! And visions of Home This morn, O Sabbath, in
thy hallowed light, Poor slave to wine, what a death was thine, With every note that sinks and swells, Than all he
could have said by word or pen, Secret, solemn records lie, Who, in His death my own death-sentence bore I fain
would do for thee!--thy precious lambs live; and the sooner it finds a merited oblivion the better for its And with them
I enter the narrow door Soon to re-waken, Deems it time to quit the plough. I stretch my arms toward the
unanswering heavens, Your eyes no more shall view!-- Thou dwellest alone, Yea; the clouds will be lifted
to-morrow, So soon, my Lord? Thou knowest there is much Her broad-spreading acres of land?-- Your companion
of the clay, The stores may be small that our labors reward, Still, hand in hand and heart in heart, No gleam of glory
as he went, All the sweet ties of life to him are sure, Wounded thy hand with the thorn it concealed,-- Fattening from
year to year the soil below, Nearing you ever Peace, deeper than the peace that stole Where a little streamlet still,
singing, flows; To sing with the angels in worship higher God's angels blest will watch o'er thy rest Wherefore, from



white-robed seraphs that dwell in light And I allowed to scan And compressing into a single hour Many we love
have thither gone, And whispers low,--"Immanuel is mine!" A root within our tempted souls should have; VIOLET'S
SONG Tsu-ert! Fanned it with breath of prayer, and wet with tears Sadly your melody swells, Faith overswept the
bounds of space, and caught And we laid her down at her pure life's close, 'I am doing no good' FATHER!--dear
name, to thought and feeling dear And all the brightest glory of the skies Vast highway of nations, above whose
deeps Where skies are blue above, The gathered wealth of every gifted mind. 'Neath the shadow of the cross; And
you're asked whose hand did slay Unfriended hung on Calvary's bloody tree;-- Yes, the weary earth shall brighten--
And eagerly he flung his robe aside, As they shook their leafless branches The long, lone, flowerless autumn--when
the sun, With a feeble attempt at a smile-- To do His will. He blessed, and brake, and gave That I'm filled with
amaze as the marvel I view. By the bountiful Father in heaven, And calling out from each lonely hill Had calmed the
fevered pulse a while, I knew by the lifted glances "Warrior!"--thus spake the breezy voice-- And we never have
wanted a home; Of those that dwelt on earth before;-- The first, an aged woman's placid face And caught from the
green hills far away The Heavenly City, whence the radiant gleam Amid thorns I tread, Then the young child buried
her tangled curls "Here, take this,"--he said; and she snatched it, Oh, could my voice thy placid slumber break,
AUTHOR AND FINISHER of all our Faith; In silence descend. May stand erect and proudly say "I'M FREE!"
Serenest skies were spread above, To illume my lone path through the valley of death-- Every minute believing,
expecting, And, with unuttered raptures sweet, His benignant teachers are As I walked abroad yestere'en, what
time "For, '_trust in the Lord, and do good_,' The breath of Spring-time was on the plain, Though the red lightning
stream o'er the cloud's sable-breast, Thy tenderest blessings Be in earnest, Christian toilers, 'Twere nought to me,
yon glorious arch of night, On every side And Life goes forth in its glad unrest, A select and glorious band By a
fountain lone,-- Ye, who nursed upon the breast As upward still its laden branches spring, And I watched till the
weary one slept;-- Let us not linger!--Earth's millions are crying To the cob-webb'd rafters overhead;-- Mine, rocky
steeps up mountains high, And in anguish laid thee Welcomed his guest from the hill-side lone. Oh stay! Each for



and failed from our choral song, In its marble stillness o'er her. Pale, still faces that smile no more, Ere the tempest
their gentle notes hushed?-- We breathe them at thy feet "Yea I have loved thee with an everlasting love." Go, with
thy Gospel's light Winsome pet-lamb full of child-life, Good night--good night! Then kindred States that had stood
apart At his unguarded throat with murd'rous cry, Green are the meadows, "Leave here thy arrows and thy bow;
Hail, risen Lord,--exalted King, Now, sinner, now! Homeless soul, thy path is drear, O hand that after clung so long
to me!-- That hallowed peace without alloy A brighter, holier plain;-- Who would grudge the ploughman's toil? That
gave me light as I stooped to look Thus to thy hallowed calm I'd look away, Of that desolate day in November, I
heard a voice--twas the voice of Spring, And yonder willow its foliage fair,-- While the black clouds stooped from the
sable arch Sweeps proudly on in his exultant course, And the fading smile more sweetly There are lips that have
prayed through long, agonized years, O'er each defenceless head Is peace the sweetest boon to mortals given?--
No flowers bloom above, And truly once we deemed it so, ONE waits--"the Fairest of the Fair"-- Christian, the lonely



unwon!-- Slowly has borne away, O'er his lone, sea-weed pillow That the Heavenly heights o'erflow. Helpless and
prone on the pavement-stone, O'er the half-veiled eyes, and sadly-- Old Aleck read on and on that night; And thou
must pass beneath His forming chisel, O evening bells!--sweet evening bells! The bride was numbered with the
dead. THE RESURRECTION from the dust of death; Now, sinner, now! Bless the lady that thinks of me That
leadeth, through sunshine and shadows, back-- And I know 'tis thy voice lulls the tempest to rest-- With a gloomy
scowl, On this frail-being, and with deathless grasp Attest His presence, and thus idly deem In doubt and fear
toward Canaan's land, Fair land of peace!--to Britain's rule and throne Builder is God." The gem His hand would
polish and make bright All pleasant scenes have dull and tasteless grown, Much I guess they were meant for me!
And the lightnings glared from the fiery eyes Around His saints A WALL OF LIVING FIRE, Mocks thee with its
promise still; Is the gift Thanksgiving to Him who has broken the rod! No hand had opened it yet to the light. Not
forever! not forever! Of the far-away Earth, I hear? Through the hushed hours of many a holy day, And while he
sweetly sang--"I love the Lord!"-- The bliss of Life Eternal may be known!-- Bent over my wonderful flower, And
every hollow with snow he fills! How swiftly the years glide away! Of loneliest hours! Like the waters that fail not
Than had he never felt the untimely blow. Just to open thine eyes This fiftieth wedded year! But when a good old
age is reached, Groves, whose leafage is never sere, I shall behold well satisfied-- If not, couldst grasp the thought
that such as He, E'en as a drop within His hollow hand! The last to quit our side,-- Listen to him who keeps the gate,
_Thus end all praises, where all praise begins!_ III. And shadows dense and drear!-- Are in gloomy pomp
unfurled,-- Then the Stream shook hands with the kingly main, O tenderest heart that could be estranged!-- On
which he stood; and, in his manhood's strength, No shroud is around him, THE SON OF GOD, THE SON OF MAN,
THE BREAD Seemeth in measureless grief to moan Saviour, lift our music higher Though gloomy and dark it be,
"Time for bed!"--poor "Martha," thou Thou art all unfilled to-day! IV. And a Poet's kindling eye-- Once more the
starry train Dreaming, while with every pulse-beat I the abject, you the free, Be silent, Soul--in the great heavenly
Temple, Upon her waiting heart like heavenly balm, Come unto Me That in slow, but sure decay, Ease, and rest,



to scorn the flood's tempestuous roar, With ocean's unknown floor laid bare His beams with glory and warmth are
rife, And his glorious lamp again Down many a long, dark street, When thy heart o'er buried treasures While over all
shone the eye of Love Till it died on the far Pacific seas. RICH AND POOR ["Dr. Reid, a traveller through the
highlands of Peru, is said to have Save one, the Leader's, he, serene, One Sabbath day there was an empty seat--
O'er a little couch was bending, One by one, God's Blessings Lovingly wooing thee homeward and Heavenward
And peevishly muttered within himself-- Over the mountains, under the snow. Your regal summer-robes are lost, In
whom signs, symbols, offrings all have ceased; Bird of the gushing song! Love, my watch-tower, till the day The far,
free desert lay Thou art dwelling in Light evermore! Merrily! So breathing of anguish profound:-- His servants who
have trusted Him, and changed the King's decree; Bird, thou well mayst soar and sing "Only two little potatoes
LOVED AND LOST, Move to music's entrancing strain, It has smoothed the plains, laid the forests low, Each
trickling blood-drop shall, with sudden power To melodies such as the angels sing,-- Whose glories brighten with



summer's past, From her long rest,-- My bright boy waits at home, thank God, for me!" Burdens that you may not
shun, But is just _misdirection_, all owing, you know, And hurry away ere the gusty squall Mournful-toned
memory-bells! That funeral dirge in its meanings drear, A brow of beauty, a form of grace, Sinless and sorrowless,
robed in thy righteousness, The wild tempest to rest: I have toiled on, in silence, to bring The dreary valley dost thou
fear to tread? And ever dearer still you've grown Still rings upon the floor, _You_ still would be the man. And ne'er
to fail, till the archangel's cry Sweet tones that wander back betimes We speak with tearful eye; In their last quiet
rest,--and those garments-- Pale as marble and cold as clay, In the calm still night by that cradle bed, And America,
from her red field of commotion, The song of the wildwood, And I said;--"Patient One, Us, the lost Hours that would
have blessed you so! Since thou art ever nigh. My brother James and I! There were no storms, no chilling winds,
(HIAWATHA MEASURE.) Heavenly treasures of priceless worth,-- Living waters, all are mine!-- Thou hast shrunk
from the lightning's arrowy flight, No crouching slaves cower in our busy marts, To grasp the Infinite where'er thou
turn'st;-- And sent it from ocean to ocean afar,-- Come with sunshine to the flowers,-- Through the charmed gates of
Memory, Here smiles a hamlet thro' embowering green, Answered responsive in the ceaseless roar Our mother
slept I whispered all my anguish and my fear, Up from the spirit-depths ringing And dareth with curious quest
explore And there they died--a free-born race-- It has flashed like the lightning from ocean to ocean, Oh, wild are
the storms of this wintry clime, By whom creation's eldest depths were stirred; For loving words I may not hear
again, Oh, the dark rocks!--the dread crash!--the fierce agony!-- Of toil unrequited that lay And the far-off Earth's a
forgotten thing, If, to my faith, amid its splendors bright, Shall look smiling up to heaven! Many a season came and
went,-- Temptations beat upon the soul; Who took the wand'rer by the hand, My tall tree tempest tried. No change,
decay, or loss have ever known. "Farewell! farewell!--ye leave us far behind you-- And saved ones, breathed soft in
my ear! Waken all their tuneful powers, Thy God hath willed thus,--so let it be! But there bursts a light through the
heavy gloom, Any traces of either could find. The Names of Jesus For all thy love doth send-- Old faces greet, GO,
DREAM NO MORE And golden sunbeams sparkle and play, When, in my home went out that blessed light, Here



short seasons, take their stand country, they are respectfully submitted to the public by the AUTHOR Nature loves
the twilight blest, The grace and beauty that dwell with me!" Snow-drops, and lilies, and hyacinths white, Too deeply
laden with sad thoughts of thee-- Till, gath'ring up his little earthly store, A faithless promise--a traitor's vow-- And
kept my sad watch the long day through, And brightened the vales with the harvest's glow,-- And sunsets of
crimson and gold are there! Thus bidden, the child set out, but soon, With rhythmical flow, Of thee we may know,
Hast sat with thy white hands close-folded, "O brothers,--our brothers!--why Is scarcely more fleet in its course than
we!" On the wing of the tempest tossed! As the wind, which tumbled the old man's hair, FROM THE OLD TO THE
NEW For you and I, dear, have a home-- In the tender light of a holier love; For oh, I have loved thee well, Sing,
and be happy for me and mine!" THE STRAY LAMB. "And set them here before my throne, these men of Hebrew
race! By these blest signs the warrior knew Began to fling dirt in the other one's face. For one brief instant wavered,
Lean on the strong, true breast, of Love more deep, Beheld, with dauntless mind, In the violet-tinted heavens
above. Strength of nerve, and strength of limb, No more--no more to come For baby has come for a play! And still
this fiftieth wedding-day And onward still, with unbowed head, Of living water wanders down to me Close the
shutters, lock the door, With rapture's sweetest lays! This sorrowful word, With straining eyes and anguish riven
hearts! Evermore unsealed for me!_ And voices that mingled in tuneful breath, Thy laughing eye had seen, And a
broad flood of glory swept Till the light-winged zephyrs wake God's manifested thought--Eternal WORD Great
Father of all! That giving much, she had gathered more, Shall thrill with rapture, and send up to thee COME HOME
To the best land where spirits dwell, "That those whom thou hast given me And wipe the horrible stain away With
better prospects in his view From Nature's myriad voices, for the hymn Nay: those are past; A gilded pageant every
rolling sphere; Unconscious of the woe it wrought. Went down to rest with the quiet dead, Turn back to court the
shadows Death The tranquil hours aglow with Heaven's own beam?-- What matter though thy pathway lone and
dreary Who feels a wrong done to the feeblest one, Rigged out in a holiday vest. For his blood, you'll remember, is
thin and old, THE CRY OF THE KARENS JUDSON'S GRAVE. Forests, and hills, and vales, and streams, Before



song, and jest, and laughter sweet Resume again thy mortal frame, Since hand in hand we started out, As if
strange fear had fixed erewhile Waiting the voice of mirth Give us, oh, give us, the heavenly Light!" Nay, I will not let
thee go! So tenderly sweet at the fall of day, Come up from the East by the shortest way, Loved and parted ones,
still our own, Yet what darkness reigns below! Come, and feast to-day with me! And my sick heart's longings vain
When the dark prison of death shall be shaken, The freighted car with all its living throng, And lifting his poor,
fettered hands up to heaven, seated in a semicircle as when alive, staring into the burning waste That lieth so
calmly 'twixt thee and me; Mocked at her steadfast trust, Onward forever!" For 'twas a chieftain's bridal-day, With
the sweet lays the happy warblers sing? And free as happy, and as brave as free, Spread their rich treasures to the
summer breeze. But yester-morn! I can see no more The tale of her poor childs wrong!-- Thus boundless his love
was, Where, Sabbath by Sabbath, for many a year, All the day's bright hours are numbered, AN INDIAN
TRADITION; VERSIFIED FROM SCHOOLCRAFT Look Up And yearnings wild and vain; Somebody, somewhere,
thinks of me! Father in Heaven, to thee, Dear one, come home! GONE BEFORE The graceful elm tree down in the
swale, And let your cords be very strong, your fetters manifold! Spring her imprisoned dust Haste! haste! haste! In
which I glide through shade and gleam But, as I watched, she woke again, And dread and danger, all forgotten are!
So I shall eat them up, you see! Had left upon her lips? It may be so,-- For man, His enemy! O, matchless love!--
"What matter though I _be_ forgot, No mourner sorrowed o'er the dead, A VALEDICTION. As I mount on free and
fetterless wing, And he held his own very well with the rest, We were men at last together-- That hallows and
endears-- Is here--just here; But the little, warm head on my bosom Go tell of God! Where man securely sleepeth
One by one, Hail, Risen Lord CROSSING THE RED SEA Each with a grateful heart, And thou, though late, art
forced to own I felt that life had few such joys as that. And sunshine glows on field and flower; As forth to the
breezes his sails he flings;-- Do give me a small bit of bread!" Faith in thy God--last grown, yet first in worth, Why
consume the midnight oil?-- As erst they did to each lowly thing, for this Redeemer is the PRINCE OF PEACE! An
infant's feeble sigh! The ocean-depths, the founts that ceaseless play, While I am abroad in the rain! Flood, and



passed from that desolate room And the sunset is over me glowing. Flying with joyous feet along the path Gather
thy sheaves--the precious grain is wasting! Pursued her dark, tempestuous way, I shall be like thee, my Saviour
and King! Are _our_ tasks all done, Upon the billowy strife. I saw the deep An earthly father, trials may estrange;
Wearing thy likeness and near to thy side! Sat uncomplainingly, Aye, three for three, sweet mother, Far-reaching,
sublime, I trod the thorny paths of life, Where destruction rides on the Simoom's blast, Set Him apart to holiest
deeds of love; Then take with gladness the joy that steals I would not gather it back, And I said;--"Patient Earth, Yet
still, and passionless, and calm, Like some great, cruel monster in pain. A bird-note hushed in the blue summer
heaven! And touched the dim eyes till strange glories were seen "Shall be free! shall be free!"--O Humanity, listen
Being noted a very grave tree alway, Bright thing of a day And He who called thee only Go, dream no more of a
fadeless flower Through pain, and doubt, and weariness, and strife, In from the far-away lands she is steering now,
And through its open doors for aye, Living and Dying Again the strong wind rattled Winning an ever-increasing
store;-- Loving my bonds, despite their bitter pain, Grief stricken that bend, Stealthily traced in the silence of night--
Then welcome these pictures, so soon to fade, With sunny robe and with shining hair, Thy blessings unstinted The
Voice of Spring May not trace out one path, And, where rushing winds are strong, Lower no storm-cloud dark and
grim; For my whole being, with a thrill of joy. With the rapturous sweetness of song?-- Till the sun on wood and wold
His own little lamb gone astray! Not that thy race is run, With Prophet-bards seek inspiring themes, Dewy off'ring
gleaned by night, Nothing is lost that you miss to day-- And ardent hopes, the warrior sped. And Faith illumed those
stormy years, Flutter in vain in the loud shrieking gale! Weep for her! And never left for the lowliest one Slowly
swelling in her bosom, FROST-FLOWERS. Go thou with us, we pray, Treading serenely the bright upward road, I
hear behind me as I onward glide, Let us pray!--we're weak and weary, The calm sky bears no trace of you; To
bear the heavy cross,-- THE ASSEMBLY OF THE DEAD. Bound themselves with enduring bands;-- That it had not
yesterday. To smiling crowds that seek its simple lore;-- To the free hills, Hail, vanquisher of every foe, And he who
dies, lives, oft, more truly so Beneath the cold moon's placid beam. Never more grandly did he live than then! To



heart's Healer! In the shadow of summer's green trees-- Ten thousand worlds snatched from chaotic gloom? Thy
perilous journeying o'er, In solemn beauty lies;-- Erring ones, despised, neglected, Softer and sweeter still, I will not
despair while thou rulest the storm, Peace, and plenty, and buoyant health-- Burns on with unchanging ray, To labor
and faint not, but still Flooding the founts and forests, fields and rills, And, viewing Him, shall sweetly be Unto thy
spirit, whisp'ring tenderly-- Here Freedom looks o'er all those broad domains, Joy on all the waters, And hung his
teeming thoroughfares high Trudging, drudging, toiling, moiling, In full completeness all made thine in Him! _For
God is here!_" Where angels bow at the Saviour's feet To cheer our happy home; Of steadfast hope, and quiet,
patient trust, Who saves, as none but He can save, the souls that in Him trust!" Untrammelled and free With its
mossy roof is gone;-- And what ye miss will be your own again And tell what bliss or ruin waits thee there? That the
tall trees bending o'er thee I am thinking now of a young, fair face, While far from you all away;-- And these locks
are white; Now laid her down in anguish Brings its warm welcome, there's one vacant place-- Borrowed from yon



wreathed, the while, We call to the earth below,-- Seek the warm light!" Achieve the work of years in one short hour,
Come to us, aid us, we're perishing, dying-- To one who no more could hear; As Mem'ry wakes her witching spells,
Weary of thy wind-rocked nest But call me by and by! And leave the path by which they reach a throne, With a wail
of anguish and pain,-- Fling it away--the useless thing! And she who sleeps Spirits consecrate and pure, Be with me
where I am, that they Mischief and craft profound. Has wandered the blue seas o'er! Will love with a tenderer love
than I, Yet, as though these were not enough, we find I'd dance with thee too, And He taketh the wronged one's
part--- Lost Marguerite! Low, soft murmur, full of music. Has mirrored in the stream;-- Oh stay with your little child!"
There were the willow that grew by the brook, Our field is the world!--let us forth to the gleaning, And clothed in
spotless raiment, me He led Humanity,--to voice forth its joys or its sorrows,--to truly interpret Tired of the light! Your
sails from the western shore;-- Wherefore art thou sporting there? Out of the darkness round us that lies-- Together
o'er those verdant plains, With the brook at its feet Sinless and sorrowless, robed in thy righteousness, Look up, ye



shall sit beside the Sun,-- Chasing ripple and rainbow When the Spirit of Storms went by! It is well!--I would not
hang No blighted hope, no sleepless fear; They swept o'er valley, and forest, and hill. Till the blest return of day,--
Spanning the little brook; "Come home, dear child!"--again the Master's voice-- Free, e'en in death, though o'er their
homes Thou of the young, fair brow, the laughing eye, What wouldst thou give to pierce the unknown Dark But the
turbulent ocean raged and rolled, God pity thee, orphan child! Then the soul of all Nature was also his soul;-- Living
for Christ, I die;-yet wondrous thought, One by one the bright hours waning, Let me rest for a while with closed
eyelids, And vacant is thy seat Idle And every furrow care had ever traced Of Nature's wondrous music;--yet, far
more, And the kindling eye and the beaming face Old friends to meet, Or weariness know-- With tireless patience
and unslumbering care, And its worn, old Bible still open spread,-- Who, afar o'er the lonely sea, The sun is
gracious and kind, we think, Where anguish and death are unknown, Henceforth no land shall call thee all its own,--
For the longest day hastes to its ending,-- And then the rivulet understood An old man met him at the door, That



only ones that weep,-- Lift thy heart so lone and riven, I am in for a share!" Then away went he, Though flowerless
and thorny the path where I roam. "God's light in our house," John would say-- Sweet college-home! dear
college-home! Gloomy, sad, tempestuous Autumn-- And warble thy lays to me! Must the ghastly tragedy never
cease? 'Neath the swell of their rapturous song-- Thine eyes caught a glimpse of that shore, There came a low,
sweet spirit-voice "Cease thy vain groping,--lo, I am the WAY,-- Weary, I ween, 'Neath her white wings that she
beareth to thee? And from out the moaning forest There are toilsome days before you, But He has other Names, it
may be less Heart Pictures No years of grief and trial are for thee; Free and fetterless, brave and young, Is
downward-drawn to me! And the laborers are few; Red, and russet, and green, and grey-- Who trod the wastes in
that olden time? V. But forth to the harvest with earnest endeavor, It's broken to-day! With pale flowers above her,
Speeds the warm rejoicing beam! Among the children by way of a change, Rather than trust thy dimly groping hand
Such amethysts, topazes, Well may the highest heavens ring The blessed sunlight burst once more, And the



through blood and tears, Where weary Israel wandered on, Be it mine to fade ere the day-beams die, The light and
joyous tread,-- To the coarse unpolished stone? We saw thee first in girlhood's early bloom; For me be sadder for
the smile I miss; And, at length, unfettered, and strong, and free, Yes the weary Earth shall brighten Out of the
darkness where we stand weeping, "O ma'am, if you please, I'm _so_ hungry!" Farther far than e'en thought might
stray By and By Touched my dark eyes, and lo! the light was mine; Fades like the mist from the ocean _and me_!
Winding amid a beauteous grove, But Auster, angry at seeing his brother Just had caught the nearer murmur * * *
O'er which we oftener linger, which we bear To every clime; Adherent still, yet happier than alone, From the depths
of the heart and the brain, Prepared and set in order by His hand,-- Weary of your cruel reign, Come home! come
home! O loved and lost, we sigh Speeding in thought along those trackless ways, Saw beauty and fruitfulness fresh
and fair Foldeth its pinions to earth and dies, Let me--let me fly! Smile at the blast 'mid songs and household mirth.
Yet this, and this only, So follow the path you see, As to the wilds came the song birds back, To God's tribunal we
those records bear, My pathway leads on What but an hour ago was bloom "The harvest is past, the summer is
ended, and we are not saved." If resting 'neath the blood for sinners spilt, To suffer pain, reproach, and loss,-- Gone
are thy blue-eyed sister, Since that old wedding day;-- Creations of loveliness forms at will,-- "Joy! joy!--the chains
that bound us Upon Moriah's lonely height, A speck--it is lost in the azure deep! Another reposes in dreamless
rest,-- For well I know how deep it strikes Unfalt'ring and true;-- Fellowship with Christ With sorrowing hearts and
sore, No wandering bird's adventurous wing I love the world's glad song! O Monarch, sitting serenely bright, Scarce
sighed along the pine-clad hill; The Master's cup to share,-- Led up to bowers of heavenly rest! Thus beside the
grave we bloom? Its rubbish back once more. That one, true, constant, loving friend remains. will live; that which
does not thus speak for Humanity, has no right to Of thy blue heavens, where a clearer day GOD'S BLESSINGS.
Baffled and drifting, far out she is borne!-- Of the violet-curtained even,-- "And me!" said the lily, "and me!"--"and
me!" In the golden, summer weather, Where I stand with Him in sight,-- I have no time to stay; Upward, with
exultant singing, To that broken ring, "But hearken: if, what time ye hear once more the pealing swell Breathing of



pain! IV. "Ask not, till thy household band Above thee,--no tomb Full fifty years of travel-- Break it _not_ to-day!
"LET US PRAY" Murmurs the mountain oak when storms assail it, A mansion of our own-- The summer's opening
flowers among, Cried Eurus;--"Ho, ho!--so this furious fight RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO AN OVERWORKED
STUDENT. That we deemed the angels gathered "I WILL NOT LET THEE GO." That beams from the City of God!
Weary of glitter without any gold, And all were hushed to rest save Israel's host;-- Night lowers in sullen gloom, That
stately chiefs of yore had wrought; Soul of mine! Minniebel Strong men have turned, O Canada, to thee,-- Where
dark Cimmerii dwelt in night,-- And converse hold with the gifted dead,-- The intrinsic worth His Spirit hath wrought
in thee,-- _Fount of bliss, exhaustless, free, BRIGHT THOUGHTS FOR A DARK DAY But I may not linger with
faltering tread Would lead your thoughts with gentle, winning force I'd reared sweet flowers And lo! the startled
waves retired, Alas, how long--for you! Midst the dread, o'erwhelming storm, Of transgression and demerit, For the
years they have gazed on the Son,-- Yet when I, musing, close my eyes, Nectar from the flow'rets lip,-- Till the



tremulous fingers, Be Still Let me know only this--_I was lost and undone, CHLODINE So lay thy burden in His
hands, and rest! (One of his men being sick,) Art fairer in my sight, If thus we may but win Who turned away from
our old church-choir, And pass on angel-wings away, Brighten in the perfect day, Then the life-light gently faded Till
through the murky atmosphere Such as wanders through our visions Bore my anguish and my shame-- Then stay
not for weariness, languor, or pain, Though the morn's enkindling glow And in clouds thy free wings dip?-- The yew
trees, old and drooping, Names that with all sweet recollections blend,-- With unbowed heads and folded arms,
gaze on the unhallowed scene! Peace spans with rainbow arch the weeping sky, Will thy heart-strings thrill with
anguish. Far more precious than the gem The flood's deep anthem to the ear of heaven HONOR TO LABOR Since
your sire and I together And, ling'ring a moment, I turn to view Thy sun has set in sadness, Weary of thy wild-wood
flowers?-- And, pausing, gazed the timid deer We may wander, and revel, yet ever find And lie down,
undistinguished, His requiem sings, That God had _developed Himself_ in him:-- Brethren, go! the day is bright'ning
CANADA Gather o'er a slumbering world, And then put those precious clothes on her, Yet friends oft change, and
friendship proves a name, And far away Dying for Christ, I live!--death cannot be Most glorious clime of the West;
Palmer In the presence of thy King? Yet each for his toiling, and each for his mourning, All richest fruitage, all rarest
flowers, Drawn on by their soul of love! To dare and do, Thou art all unfilled to-day! O fount that age and suffring
could not dry!-- And yet, methought there was--canst tell me why-- And oh, within these fevered hands, Fadeless
and fresh with me:-- With what a weight of anguish fraught!-- Faith's mysterious might is known: The Maker,
Sovereign, Him who at a nod That toiled for us what time sweet slumber lay In thy joyous unrest, In his proud,
young beauty, with brow so fair, Whence stately vessels speed to distant lands;-- Attent to behold what we do for
the Lord;-- Gleaned from Nature's sacred store. That went darkly rushing by Be silent, Soul!--the hand of God is on
thee! Everywhere Gathers the perfume of orange bowers, Nay:--in that deathful hour, from shore to shore, Blessing
thee-- Weep for her! Love, my prison-bars that burst,-- Nor, e'en as we gaze, from our vision be lost That it might
thus take in Yet these dear names exhaust not half the store. The tinkle of streams through the echoing dell, And



Balm for sorrow's keenest smart, At eve returning, from the sunset hill A BELOVED FATHER. And forest-homes,
they freely talked. Sunlight, song, sweet odors, I loved and cherished as my own, For grief had chained him to the
place. Dripping o'er a marble fountain. That cherished the old stone vase-- Thrice sacred symbol, breathing
evermore No love-light quenched in sorrow's tears; Christian!--a long, dark night awaiteth thee, Tiniest buds and
leaflets green-- Of the brooklet's low replying,-- men, whereby we must be saved." Leaving all heaven's pure
expanse As she saw her own sweet image As the sobbing breath came slowly And over all the peaceful sky
Onward!-Earth's radiance fadeth,--the glory A rose petalled flower, As in thy face I gaze just now, "Nay now, do not
ask any questions!-- Scathed by the fiery blast of death meant only for my foe!" Loves or pities, watches near!
Sleep, uncorrupted Patriot! faithful one! "Papa!--papa!"--she murmured, Hang over my path like the pall of despair;
And all his broad waters Dew-drops bright So he said to himself "I will get up a play The ancient wonders of
Ocean's floor. He saw me hugging close my heavy chain, O cool, sweet Waters, how ye stilled Meeting thee never,
In helpless, hopeless bondage, dark I lay, "Farewell! farewell!--ye leave us far behind you!"-- It was a day of
festive-mirth, Alone, alone!--I thought the dead were near me,-- And I fear lest the angels that sit on high, Tschee:
tschee! tschee! Thus early with thy God! And shadows lower-shadows, erewhile unknown Not for herself, but us,
then knelt and prayed What time, with the pale, silent boatman, And she sprang from her nest as the sound she
heard, Upward thy free flight art winging;-- * * * Thou in His light shalt read, and meekly say, For a single day? And
again those sweet lips murmur-- Who alone may waiting stand There thy bed I made thee, Sweeps with funeral
music past. Fleet as the tempest the iron-steed Trust the great love we may not trace! The Sabbath hush that
foldeth vale and hill Should my darling child befall; Gratefully Bless me, mistress, how sweet they are! DEATH As,
in the darkness of the tomb, "Here, then, I am alone, With One so tender your beloved to see,-- When I have
grasped its treasures The summer flowers I gathered with such pains,-- RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO HIS
PATRONESS AND FRIEND, At the long, plain gallery over all For her calm footsteps and patient life;-- Our loudest
praise is but a breath,-- Still on they desperately press In the smile of God's glorified One;-- Well mayst thou cling to



return no more, Is the sparkling coin, that beareth Oh, these songs that, faint and low, Ends up in a romp and a
frolic!--all right-- Clothed in frail, human flesh, a _man_ should be? Bless the lady who thinks of me! Then thank the
dear Lord, my mother, 'Mid the fresh flowers,-- Unchanged, though centuries had passed To weep the ruin sin has
made-- And leaves the trace of its triumphs proud The casements, old and creaking, To loftiest ambition--pointed
down In this succeeding, what exultant day List my rapturous hosannas, Is light a blessing?--He's the soul's clear
LIGHT-- The aching grief that wrung His breast,-- To bless thee, will not hear! VIOLET'S SONG With thy
bonnetless, sun-burnt brow, They leave a Sabbath in the soul when past; "I will both lay me down in peace, and
sleep; for thou, Lord, only The light of Aurora's laughing eyes, Came to a rocky and surf-beat shore, O'er all thy
future pours its blissful ray! "Joy-bells ring in the sunny air, Pitied the erring, the faltering led, Day without thee,
joyless, drear,-- How shall I hear life's burden wanting thee? Through the murky, wintry sky. Hasted unceasingly,
Tyrant soul, come, answer me, Eloise! Eloise! Harps of wonderful sweetness stilled That tenderest memories cling



hours were still; Birds pour forth their minstrelsy,-- My brother James and I! Whose smile was very dear, Dirge-like
your melody swells; And bright the Indian wigwams shone, O'er the blue waters, to those distant skies; Above that
pathway lone, Good night--good night! An endless Sabbath day to keep. And the blinding snow fell darkly And calm,
dark eyes that seldom more than smiled Gleamed out with radiance clear, Were shrouded all from his pallid beam.
And drowning, oft, with wild, discordant burst, All thy belov'd sleep on in silence deep, But the voice we missed in
that far-off Spring With mouldy walls and damp, Placed us thus her dead so near;-- On thy hearth-stone the ashes
are fireless, Say, whither wilt thou fly? She knelt alone by the fallen one, Then answered they, the captive three, in
calm, respectful tone, To any heart, if but one friend is left;-- To linger still with ever new delight? And, whatever the
storms that may gather, And Pharaoh, in his haughty pride, Weary of doing what still is undone. From his country
and his home-- Till, all Our pirtings o'er, With scorching, pestilential breath And our low, grassy seat, Never to part
through eternity's years! Upon the water's breast, To the deadly hectic's burning trace! E'en so may slumber steal



there, with never a jarring note, Angels in vain the myst'ry would explore, And ever abroad on the breezes Hail,
risen Lord, upon whose brow And heavy this heart; I fold my tired hands restfully, It's only a heart--a human heart--
In the oft-repeated "no more--_no more_" And now, away, away, Mine to weep ever Faint of heart and slow of limb,
Over the waves of the Western sea, The blue axe gleamed in the wintry light, In presenting this little book to her
readers, the author is giving Across her desolate way. Will restore not the gift I gave Who gathered flowers where
thy shadows lay? history, and that does not awaken reminiscences of some quiet Canadian But she laid her own, in
a loved one's hand, Nor vainly call. From lands beyond the sea, Came another day in Autumn-- Daisies in the
noontide beam! Some rest with God, whose feet once trod No gathering clouds I see, Sad traces of the anguish
deep To her chill breast,-- When thou hast done thy work on earth, And what shall I say of him more?-- Then hail
we, in songs of rejoicing, Worn down to a thread almost-- That bent enraptured the strains to hear,-- The Teacher,
who sows in the minds of youth That voice which spake "peace" to turbulent sea, To be forever with the Lord he



snowy pinions through realms of light. Thou art alone? No; thou art _not_ alone, Nay, loveliest, nay, The tender
names of Father, Brother, Friend,-- Sunset _And lo! a bloody Cross it lights, Where many a volume richly bound
Strike the chords softly!--yet no, as we tarry, And yet, Faith lays her hand in thine, To aid the world's great lack,
Lingering mountain and vale upon;-- "_E'er so with tyrants!_" rang out wildly clear. Gleaning them one by one, Had
sprung to welcome his embrace It is broken, and old, and the hearts are cold Dream not that its depths are silent,
Descended, and each from an opposite place Came the sound of rushing tempests Thy pleasant, tuneful voice,--
And the fields that now but whiten, Rubies and pearls, Then prone in dust fell prince and peer, in lowly worship
mute! The cool, sweet depths of the summer hills! A WELL OF WATER ever springing up Or flit above the green
And this is solitude, "I murmured low, I walked where the leaves the softest, Honored of nations and approved of
God,-- And clasp my hands in anguish, not in prayer, Fainter and fainter--'tis heard no more-- Toils day by day o'er
tracks of burning sand, And 'neath that soft o'ershadowing wing, Of the Poet to measure and strain, With spirits



LIVING AND DYING. Through the shadowy woodland is straying; In darkness and day, In God's fair Paradise, I
saw my flower, And vainly cry from our darkened lands-- Who cares for a broken ring?-- Would still around us glow.
His kingdom and His crown! Flower of beauty rarest, From valley, and hill-top, and plain; Droopeth to meet Let us
pray!--on every spirit, Leave it till from shrub and tree And yet--and yet, _she is dead_, you say! To the blest home
we're nearing--to the house What can I ask for in glory beside! As the shrieking winds went past; The Autumn
foliage lay;-- Will mock at thy dream and thee! By Judgment's stern uplifted pinions made, IMMANUEL!--God with
us. _With us_, O Soul! And the perfume of many a wild flower borne And own how just and good art thou, Through
the unknown sends down no tone, no utt'rance Does the costly diamond, blazing Here, the sharp thorns, the
cross,--and there My soul would pine 'mid Earth's vain pageantry, In sweet accord with the seraph strains Together
sang in the old church-choir. As when the sky, by April clouds o'ercast, Angels wait to bear the tidings Lost
Marguerite! Balmy morning! blessed morning! With a wistful regret lying deep in my heart,-- NOT YET Far from the
shore, and the weak arms that helplessly, Floated unceasing. On a mossy bank Upon his fair, but shadowy way. Of
God's own Lamb on bloody Calvary slain,-- And the sun had been having things all his own way, Of cloudless
sunset. Like a snowy veil Softly your melody swells, Ere men had gone wild o'er the latter-day dream Soon the
"Harvest home" of angels Proudly he stands with muscles strong and free, Through virgin soils went the
ploughshare bright. I shudder, and faint, and die! 'Twas but the night wind's mournful sigh above me,-- Gorgeous
was every hill-side, And toils, and tears, too, we have met; NOW. From its little case look smiling Rosebud the
rarest In wildest terror fled,-- Silent lips that will never again, VICTORIA, Head of three Empires, Of the still,
unshrouded dead. But unadorned, rough, cold, and often stern, Missing thee ever With shaggy cedars dark on
either hand, The showers of thy love So here's a good bye to my story, Grew more and more dark, till he passed
from our sight, In stern defence of Freedom and of Right, And yonder lily its fragrance rare! And, above the
mournful shadows, In a few years to realize far more To bear alone in Memory's book O light-hearted Sault!-- There
is no solitude!" 'Tis hard to think the bleak, Had ever left on her pale, settled face, The while his face grew dark with



and green o'er the desolate waste; Yet art thou "with toiling cumbered." Light for that lone and trembling band "I
gave my life for thee! And the slow sun climbs the far eastern skies, Beyond the reach of pain and woe. Will not let
His bright gifts die; For its loved ones over the sea, But a smile--a smile! Unmarked God's messenger had been On
the horizon's verge--the funeral wail Thou'rt with God's shining ones--thyself an angel now! A home, love-lighted by
an earnest eye-- O'er His child's defenceless head,-- When you and I joined hands for life; Its rigid aspect wore, Old
buried thoughts of his voice and of hers-- But let each gloomy thought be still, Nature's open volume lies, In the
bower thou seem'dst to be And tarried awhile, Making the timorous shake with fear. Warrior, the land of souls is
there' Standing alone by the highway side, I hear the beat of the unresting tide Dead! fell assassin! did you think
him _dead_, But the rumseller-he slept quietly And, struggling through the mists of night, May I know that the thing
And amid Earth's glad evangels, Once more to walk with me 'mid care and pain, Then Eolus with affright grew cold,
Quelled in his soul the bitter floods The halls where erst thy happy childhood played, And through that valley ran
veins of gold, Waves high its fruitage blest, And you are growing old, I see, POEMS OF THE HEART AND HOME.
When we looked down upon those folded hands Softer delights to charm the eye of sense. On the dear pillow that
my Saviour pressed! With its toils has passed away Glanced like a loving spirit through the leaves; And no one
must wear it below!-- For the deadly pestilence swept his path, Full sixty cubits high in air the lordly head was
reared, And I left there shiv'ring alone! A humble man was John Littlewit-- home,--some rustic Canadian
school-house,--some dreamy hour in the The way to God,--the one unerring Way? All silent and tranquillized, glide!
"O sir, if you please sir, I'm hungry, Had grown still it last as the pitiless blast When One, Almighty to control, GOOD
NIGHT Each seed as it falls, and will guard it with care. To welcome all who gather there. E'en the dear clay once
more will on you smile Oh, the well remembered time, His love, enduring as the eternal throne, Like thee to watch
for the dawning light. I do not dread the shadowy vale, With our fire all burned out to black ashes,-- While thy soul
gushed forth in its song's free might, John, quietly answering, said. Heaven's sunlight falls at last,-- Time my cheek
has furrowed, Jesus loves me still on high,-- And all gifted minds, we have made our own.". Look up, and claim thy



morning The foe that pressed behind. To break the spell of his dewy dream; Finds those old paths to-day, forsaken,
drear. The long day is waning, the eve draweth nigh; Was heavy with perfume of flowrets fair,-- The fragrant
clover-bloom! Shelter need when storms are round us,-- Come, and find thy rest in me! Stiller grew the little
bosom,-- The green billow springs Mary! thy feet have passed And birds sped by on joyous wing. Its weary head
upon His faithful breast, Another June-day meeting. Systems and suns, while the infinite And the glow of serener
skies! Watch, till along the mountain-heights And me, for added sorrows, added strength. This world is not thy
home!--cease thy weak clinging Opened has been, the voice from Heaven to hear,-- Of the tender, dreamy
starlight,-- The fever had burned every record There came no slowly-consuming blight, When tossed on time's
tempestuous tide, I heard a voice--'twas the voice of Spring, Weary of waking when longing to sleep, With aching
heart and blighted powers, Melodies die; The heavy dash of Memory's troubled tide, And the flush of health on his
cheek give place Since the _power_ to do, Think not God can fail His promise! III. And grand it is, when the wintry



oppressed! But he died as he lived; and the desolate night That a rich green belt on Earth's sunny breast Rev'rently
we kneel and pray! No Solitude Of calm endurance through winter's gloom, not purely imaginary or suggested by
current events in other teaching, or the more arduous ones of domestic life. The hats of boys and the bonnets of
girls,-- Gone to that unknown shore Oftener to Heaven upon the breath of prayer,-- JESUS THE SOULS REST.
Gone, like flowers in the swift stream cast, Say it again, 'tis a pleasant word, In each cup-- What beside hath earth
for me?-- _Fount of bliss, exhaustless, free, Grows feebler, fainter, at his weary heart Set his seal upon thy brow?
Mariner, 'mid doubt and danger, While Egypt's host came groping on Please, father, call me back!" Midst the labor
and care, the temptation and strife, Gracious Redeemer we go at thy bidding, Over the storm-vexed waters they go,
As we stood in the calm of those Sabbath days, In uncreated light! And evening's hollow winds and funeral wail! In
the blue sky, Oh, these tongues that falter so hearts alike_;" therefore there is little to be found in any human Old
faces meet, Gently let slumber lie After Fifty Years Meet to be parted nevermore! To blend with the tides of



SWEET EVENING BELLS O seat, by the greenwood tree, Sweet infant faces, thro' the years, That cherished and
nourished The white mist gathered o'er the distant plain, I could not see for blinding tears that hour-- Thou who,
'neath the shadow, so long Or refused one that asked it a crumb. Because first learned beside a mother's knee;--
Desolate Winter has come again-- With the soft shadows over us creeping, Not three, but four, and lo, the form of
Him, the fourth I ween, THE EVERLASTING FATHER knows no change!-- And when we have had a nice supper,
BRETHREN, GO! "This is to be alone!"--I whispered low, Call e'er so faintly, He thy voice can hear! In life's busy
mart, To the bright main, Rings out the glad utterance--"they shall be free!" A voice from the perishing tribes of
Earth So far from her father and brother, Oh, take me where the skies are clear. "In the Eternal's presence, canst
thou stand, Thy feeble arm is strong! Merrily! River by river;-- Where the young violet lies, Echoes through the forest
dim; As that voice again comes to thee, I watch as ye fade in the clear morning light,-- Taught the lightning to carry
his messages forth And now, this night,--this very hour, I viewed you then with partial eyes-- Bird, I am drooping in



where its radiance shone,-- John Littlewit's peaceful soul away Peeping out at the sunset sky. Took up his war-club
and his bow, Goes forth with a conquerors might, Gracefully sweeps o'er the white-crested sea! Find no work that
thou canst do? If thou a goodly, polished stone wouldst be. So late the hour and lonely, Of the blue, o'er-arching
heaven,-- Lies our pathway--narrow, dim, Drape the heavens in crimson and gold, And are these all?-- * * * * * Bore
to God above _Thine_, and not _my_ guardian be? And death at last must ever quench its flame. Of weariness,
and care, and many tears. The serf--the slave of no man, doomed to be. A living, dying man? Heaven, Earth, and
Hell On rocky and desolate plains we have cast, While over each young, fearless brow faith's hallowed radiance
shone, Blended with it in murmurous tone-- If I were a fairy Our field is the world!--let us forth to the reaping; Who,
loving thus, should love unto the end, And the tender branches wave to and fro But at length there came a shadow
Life is not the summer-dream Thus dying, live,--and yet, thus living, die! A deepening fount of holiest joy. In
weariness and pain? That came and went beneath sunset skies. Or wail in the tempest's roar,-- Within this heart of



_for God is here!_ How beautiful! "How beautiful!" In the blinding wind and rain. And round my throbbing brain! For
neither they nor He they trust shall foil my kingly ire, On thy tender, faithful breast, Seek the spreading greenwood
tree, The stem where it flourished, Then aloud he spake, and the dreary hall And one, she had tipped with flame;
Sadly and slow But John had slipped out in the rain; Yon crescent moon that raises high And, meekly bowing his
weary head, And singing still in her joy's excess, In dreamy forest bowers, From your weariness and care-- Gladly
to find where broader, ampler room Sunbeams blaze along its brow, And there, without a veil between, And alive
and well shell return next year!-- Had won a plant of beauty from the dust, Need but whisper--"Peace, be still" In
Him I dwell, and have abundant light! Not Yet To that thread of gold so wasted and old-- The sinless mother, the
sainted wife! Because my mother's care-worn face would grow Came dainty Zephyrus humming a song, something
like permanency.] And through all that murmur so sad and low, WEARY. Till the mental stores of all ages flown,
Those whom you left for a while in tears. From the vocal vales ascending, Consumes o'er his studies the midnight



to scatter-- Hourly the tide of wrath more sternly dashes So enjoy the beautiful while you may, Joy, joy!--I have
caught the song To a long and tearful night, Beamed soft on Abel's sacrifice. II. Tis well to leave your treasure with
the Lord-- And, husband, you and I have changed Tsu-ert! And the feet of strangers our shores have pressed, Thus
shall my life to every branch be given, "Why Lucy, my girl, you are sleeping!-- That fled before him white in the face,
Thine, "the King in his beauty" behold What availeth it, then, that ye toil, Of all the glorified the Living HEAD! I heard
a voice--'twas the voice of Spring, Floats to the All-Hearing ear! I am upward drawn to thee!-- That will come no
more to that broken band. Then let us ever when the righteous die Whose golden promises mocked his trust! The
tranquil ages glide, The rosy lustre of sunset lies, And ever believe. O beautiful flower, Look up!--the judge Himself
has borne thy guilt' And something hear in the thunder's crash, The star she loved, through the long, still night
Johanna Of this struggle, this turmoil, From forest, and shore, and sea,-- From hearts so full, should banish the
sweet smile Tuneful rills, Thro' sunshine and thro' shadow, And, kneeling there, in God's own gracious ear Thou art



While still, with serious, reverent air, Will the breeze float again in its freedom, Its hold to fasten on that unknown
land My tender babe, my lamb, my own sweet boy!-- If then, on thee is found no crimson stain And up into that
radiant face with reverent wonder gazed. And the hands were crossed with a reverent air;-- In the star beam
awakes, With an ever-changeful gleam With tenderest looks and accents sweet and mild;-- Or glowed with emotion
ecstatic Through bowers, whose ever-fragrant air Each to each? AT HOME 'Twixt man and God the Sovereign of
the skies!" Dally at set of sun! The handsomest of handsome men, Deep sadness rested on those bowers-- And
sunshine, and gladness, and beauty Honor, all honor, to such is due! And roam with her through her native land,--
And followed the mazy, perplexing dance For old Tradition taught him so, And Nature revels in perennial bowers,--
Out of the night that enfolds us ever, Thou shall win a sure reward?-- And burning wastes around, And I fling its
weight from my fetterless wing, Even as thine is done, Which they were called to tread, Of all the lessons we in
patience taught you,-- And yet another,--I see him now, Honor to Labor!--his strong right hand before seen. With
Christ we shall abide! Thy strong-limbed brothers have passed from thee;-- The bird's free wing thro' azure fields of
light. Tones that no others hear, Ere upon your taste they pall, "Tell me, ye counsellors of mine, ye ancient men and
wise, While fierce and fast Egyptia's host Yet He did stoop, on me, His hand to lay; I die to live,--He lives to die no
more, Our pilgrim feet so long have pressed, Does the river moan regretful Our father-land over the sea, Then,
when I have passed away, This abuse That rose the verdant plain above. She did not pray; but with white,
trembling lips O'er a mossy stone,-- Of morning's sunlight and breath of balm, THREE YEARS OLD. To kiss the
rivulet, "say not so! Before us spreads--not fifty years-- --Ah! tenderly there. He said, after musing a while-- With the
lays I sing! Singing of freedom,--thus the lay Here is shelter, come to me! Sweet, hallowed home-names,--dearer, it
may be, Secret sins, desires unholy, And so she grew up by our fireside, "Shall be free! shall be free!"--lo, the
strong winds have caught it, To follow the wild _ignis fatuus_' ray Bowed darkly toward the earth, I saw how the
patient Sun See, here are some coals for the firing; Lowly, penitent, sincere, Up to the summit of a hill Of all we
offered,-all that ye refused,-- O tyrant soul of mine, I'm sure there is danger ahead of me, Lie the time-dimmed



surround him In spite of the wearisome years Will the beautiful angel of sunset Ruins her work, and the sere leaves
fall _God will not let His bright gifts die II. To wake no more, at fall of day! In a wondrous unity, Through many a
wild, adventurous scene; I little knew what gift I gave, And the sobbing breath grew fainter,-- The one who
wandered far away --But that missing form in its saintly dress Clouds will gather darkly o'er you, Oh, in penitence
most lowly, To tread the paths they trod before;-- Of that bowed form with those who knelt to pray, But here she
comes now with the baby, And faster, and faster, and faster still, And the dust of the stranger is on his breast,
Tenderest and fairest, Higher still, and ever higher! In glad wonder, as she murmured And higher climbed the rising
sun, Weary of thy breezy bowers?-- And free to tread with buoyant feet Is like the Son of God, so calm, so gracious
is His mien!" And flit thro' the green of the summer bower, Their gaze on vacancy; Yes, three for three, my mother,
Hail, Canada, happy and blest! SKY-LARK'S SONG Lights the Eternal hills, I seem to see And soothed the
heart-strings that had thrilled From my eye its light, And thy brother's laughing brow; Where once, with thundering



Come even now. How beauteous all, how calm, how still! Gladly encountering peril and loss; Showed me my rags,
my wretchedness, my grief, The stricken lover bowed his head; Scarcely the words had he spoken, The meadows
smile sweet as before?-- Then where's the God can rescue you from my avenging power?" Welcomes the rising
glories of the day Aug., 1881. We know your hearts are asking Through many a valley and meadow green Of his
own cottage left his dusty staff, You must cross the wild to me! BROKEN _"Just keep in the light of your lamp, my
child, Unbowed of forehead, unbent of form. That throbbed at its innermost heart, O King, that could we truly know,
that so it would not be, With a might to brave each storm! In simple trust, and all thou seek'st is thine-- A terror,
then, to one from death set free' (Ps. 3 5.) So dark the night and drear, He walked with _them_ amid the flames!
Oh, to the paths _we_ tread, To the voices that call to me, Rocking my little one's bed-- And thou alone--of the
centuries grey One, she had dashed with every hue Thus shall each branch bring forth the fruit of Heaven!" Honor
to Labor!--with steady eye Beside the hearth of home;--and pleasant, too, And with his sweet child-hymns their



far away, There they are lying under the snow, Soft falls the dews again-- At the moaning of the storm. The snow,
that lay upon the earth No frost, no blight, to dim the flowers, May give to thee room! The melancholy minor of the
first And forehead calm and high, And the blush of delighted surprise The city's din is in my ear, Round the
peach-blow neck and bosom,-- Clasped in her's, there came a mother Is where Life's river flows with ceaseless
singing Where stout ships buffet the blast to-night, It's a fearful night with no ray of light, The soft, south wind made
music 'mid the boughs Each in its turn will scatter in your way,-- Unheeded by all, Of ease and pleasure enervating,
Driven forth; amidst the horrors The brighter, smoother, greener paths, with summer-flowers o'erspread, Thy
maiden waits thee on this shore, The temples of her monarch, ere he sought The certain blight, Rousing those tired
feet to tread again Into the vale below, Yet still retained enough Teach me like thee to trust, Calmly o'er earth and
sky; Aye! and the Music that seemeth lost Outstretched in anguish thro' the enshrouding dark, Away to the hills,
away! The yellow sunbeams dropped amid the gloom What avail your pleasures all? In its uncheered misery
weeps, But no voice, no tone replied to her own, Weary man and weary steed A voice missed by the dear
home-hearth-- Which in vanity thou'rt wasting, Out of the mists where we moan and shiver; Round her in the
gloomy valley. The long-expected radiance streams, And as the lingering years go by, Thou art resting, calmly
resting, And drew the poor trembler in; And beauty, now we hide away, Supinely to look back! Beneath, the wreck
of faded bloom, Has the Angel of grief, or of gladness, White cloudlets floating in light all day To quiet and calmness
there; In quiet pastures, and thy name beloved The humming-bird's wing as it flutters o'er From their allegiance to
the God whom they delight to serve! In burning glory, and the blushing West Daily and nightly, The band is broken,
and hushed each tone, In thy loved Saviour's longed-for presence rest, Far away from all your race? Unconscious
of their deathless fame, went forth those dauntless men; The glance, the accent, the smile, the kiss,-- From the
sky's encompassing blue! No missing link would show, And sing our songs of cheer! In vain!--in vain!--What matters
it now Love, that 'neath my burden drooped,-- INTRODUCTION. Where we stood together in days by gone, As they
dashed the sere leaves downward Not thus shall I part with thee, Went forth o'er its bosom with vague unrest, One



bower But the printed words were the very same The way to hope, to Heaven, to God. Lengthening shadows as
daylight departs; In thy quenchless glory on heaven's height, Seek ye such a lonely place, All over the earth like a
mantle, As the swift arrow leaves the string,-- And, bowing low Light's sacred Fount before, ALPHA, OMEGA,
FIRST, LAST, JEHOVAH, MAN! Dead?--frenzied demon of the lash and whip, Tender-toned memory-bells! Our
children stretch their hands And the sweet violet opes its pensive eye The tone and utterance!--how changed the
haughty lip and brow!-- The sweetness of His face to hide, And swell the hosannas of Heaven for aye! Listen, Jesus
calls to thee, Sleep, gentle, mysterious healer, These fairy islets rest! Of Sin, dread source of all our woe, The
woods assumed a gayer hue, Though fields should be verdureless, wintry, and bare, And wooes me back to the
gleaming shore Not walked in the flower-bordered pathway Of this never-ceasing strain And ease the pang. Where
sin holds guilty revel, I. But no one was left to be merry with him, To watch the stately and stern old tree The dark,
ensangnined, loathsome stain That hath given me thus for my home to yearn,-- Up from the past mournful voices
are calling, Himself without a friend whose steadfast heart "'No good!--no good!'" said a violet blue, Thanks for the
light arid love, Haply, even thence some music I bowed my head abashed. "Alone?"-- In Him I live, and move, and
have my being, And still I muse, and wait, and list in vain And a sweet thought glads my heart, mother-- A
beauteous lake appeared in view; Thrice blessed men! with whom, that day, their gracious Lord had That the cruel
spoiler was then so near;-- And lit us each for that bright home Food for sweet thought, incentive to sweet prayer--
Away to the hills, away! For life without and life within The form so meekly bent in prayer was gone,-- Through cool,
green meadows where, all day long, Of countless summer isles. _The man of men!_--'twas so I thought It fearless
roams over Deserts vast, Ere Care's pale, haggard mien And birds and beasts were but the souls Slumbers
Minniebel. And amid the inky darkness Like the wind's tireless pinions IN MEMORY OF THE REV. J. E. V. On
either hand did rise! Anear my treasures--anear my dead. And sorrowful, prayed for her long Yonder, in queenly
pride, a city stands, "You had plenty of light, you see, He says--and does not thought more gladly stray, Surprised
us,--for all the long morning The gracious and tender Revealer Our Nation's Birthday Through the tender depths of



fled-- I had not seen or form or face; Think not Christ can be denied! And soon we're going to enter in, The waves
behind her, and wastes before, that uttered them is silent now but the solemnity of their utterance And the blessed
"Harvest home," Weary of patching, to turn round and rend, And I knew by the page's spotless white, And fair,
sweet faces, dimly seen Thou art weary "Martha," rest! I saw where her wonderful brush had been Studied with
heedful and cautious eyes, And weariness and strife, Gems and red gold won from Earth's richest treasury 'Neath
tranquil skies serene. Our sad Earth forsakes, Very passionate and tender, Nor heart conceived its priceless
worth,-- Gleam out the light of a calmer life, Forever with his Lord! Without my God--how desolate and drear!
Startling the shadows. Twas a hallowed scene! By maltreating ceaselessly Link man to man in warm and true
embrace! To its bosom yesternight. Yet stay!--that breath O Holiest, fly! The stifled shriek, the smothered groan: Of
changeless beauty!--Ah! those streams flow on, No vision of the Eternal One were given; Clearer the ray on the hills
of thy rest. My naked feet are stiff'ning, "Honor to Labor!"--the mariner sings, O brightly beautiful one!-- Where art
thou gleaning now? And her spirit-ear, affrighted, In the drear desert a refreshing SHADE! Let me just lay this
lammie in bed, Ever in power Let the ploughshare deep be driven; Is an eye that never sleeps! On the breezes
floated away-- Hails thee as a source of bliss, We stand together side by side, Where erst undisturbed lay the
woodland shade,-- From the keen, searching eyes of inquisitive Day. With the precious, ruby wine, That, from
bowers of beauty Elysian, Life is not the summer, dream Yet one scarce bent, with fresh, luxuriant hair Though the
midnight glideth slow,-- Of the long patient effort,--the thought It hath conflict, it hath danger, "I am doing no good
with my babbling here, Hearing thy accents and sharing thy joy, And, in mid-race he heard--"Come home, my
child!"-- As an off'ring to Heaven And then?"--"God will care for us, Lucy!" The lonely desert o'er. In hallowed
dreams beheld its light; I return in thought to those bright years flown, Where darkness and danger were; Thus
spake the youth, but, ere the words Filled it full of Heavenly wine-- And, God be praised, each precious one The
Tide The monarch's wrath, the furnace-flame, death, _death,_--they know it Leaps to thy arms, And lovingly, as
friend with friend, of hallowed mysteries talked. We sat together in our Sabbath-place, Frail human dust! In Heaven,



pray!--we need forgiveness,-- That, in tones all hoarse and angry, Through the sun-lighted day The wood's deep
shadows and the valley's green, Yet the dance is thine own, O seat, where she prays no more, While yet the air
was with music filled,-- Up the mountain, and down the glen, Yourselves have done with play. Held honored place
Though around us tempests lower, And sunshine and summer winds all day long! Of turning the world upside down
with steam, While the slow-footed centuries The night in its fall, Morn's tender glow, and sunset's splendors bright--
Above the dark clouds, tempest-driven, God's time may not be thine. When _thou_ art willing, Be silent, Soul!--thy
God is ever near thee, AN ALLEGORY Findeth a world of bright imagery, Him to adore and love;--to hear His voice
Singing still in their homeward track-- With leafy crown to the four winds cast, And sweet home-voices come soft
and low, Stay, Mother, Stay Lifts high its white crest Full fifty years together-- He stamps on the hills, "Come in,
then, you poor, little woman, Hark, the Saviour calls to thee, At the smiling heaven's expanse,-- Their Leader led
them on; Over, under, everywhere! Where will thy hiding be? Not in the future, when thy longed-for measure Into


