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He’ll do anything to have her…including lie.
Charming, deadly, and smart enough to hide it, Christian
Harper is a monster dressed in the perfectly tailored suits of a
gentleman.

He has little use for morals and even less use for love, but he
can’t deny the strange pull he feels toward the woman living
just one floor below him.

She’s the object of his darkest desires, the only puzzle he can’t
solve. And when the opportunity to get closer to her arises, he
breaks his own rules to offer her a deal she can’t refuse.

Every monster has their weakness. She’s his.

His obsession.

His addiction.

His only exception.

**

Sweet, shy, and introverted despite her social media fame,
Stella Alonso is a romantic who keeps her heart in a cage.

Between her two jobs, she has little time or desire for a
relationship.

But when a threat from her past drives her into the arms—and
house—of the most dangerous man she’s ever met, she’s
tempted to let herself feel something for the first time in a long
time.

Because despite Christian’s cold nature, he makes her feel
everything when she’s with him.

Passionate.

Protected.

Truly wanted.

Theirs is a love twisted with secrets and tainted by lies…and
when the truths are finally revealed, they could shatter
everything.
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1

STELLA

“STELLA!”

My heart rate sped up. Nothing triggered my fight or flight
like the sound of Meredith’s voice.

“Yes?” I hid my trepidation behind a neutral expression.

“I trust you can bring all the items back to the office
yourself.” She slipped on her coat and tossed her handbag over
her shoulder. “I have a dinner reservation I simply can’t miss.”

“Of—”

She disappeared out the door.

“Course I can,” I finished.

The photographer shot me a sympathetic look, which I
answered with a tired shrug. I wasn’t the first magazine
assistant who’d suffered under a tyrannical boss, and I
wouldn’t be the last.

Once upon a time, working at a fashion magazine
would’ve been a dream. Now, after four years at D.C. Style,
the reality of the job had dulled any shine the position once
held.

By the time I packed up the photoshoot, dropped the items
off at the office, and started my walk home, my forehead was
slick with sweat and my muscles were well on their way to
becoming Jell-O.

The sun had set half an hour ago, and the streetlights cast a
hazy orange glow over the snow-packed sidewalks.



The city was under a blizzard warning, but the bad weather
wouldn’t kick in until later in the evening. It was also faster
for me to walk home than take the Metro, which freaked out
whenever there was so much as an inch of snow.

One would think the city would be better prepared
considering it snowed every year, but nope. Not D.C.

I shouldn’t have been looking at my phone while walking,
especially given the weather, but I couldn’t help myself.

I pulled up the email I’d received that afternoon and stared
at it, waiting for the words to rearrange themselves into
something less upsetting, but they never did.

Effective April 1, the cost for a private room at Greenfield
Senior Living will increase to $6,500 per month. We apologize
in advance for any inconvenience this may cause, but we are
confident the changes will result in even higher-quality care
for our residents…

The green smoothie I’d downed during lunch sloshed in
my stomach. 

Inconvenience, they said. Like they weren’t hiking the
prices of an assisted living facility by more than twenty
percent. Like living, breathing, vulnerable human beings
wouldn’t suffer as a result of the new management’s greed.

In, one, two, three. Out, one, two, three. 
I tried to let the deep breaths wash away my rising anxiety.

Maura had practically raised me. She was the one person
who’d always been there for me, even if she didn’t know who
I was now. I couldn’t move her to another assisted living
facility. Greenfield was the best in the area, and it’d become
her home.

None of my friends and family knew I’d been paying for
her care. I didn’t want the inevitable questions telling them
would raise.

I would just have to find a way to cover the higher costs.
Maybe I could take on more partnerships or negotiate higher
rates for my blog and Instagram. I had an upcoming dinner



with Delamonte in New York, which my manager said was an
audition for their brand ambassador position. If I—

“Ms. Alonso.” 

The deep, rich voice brushed my skin like black velvet and
stopped me in my tracks. A shiver chased its wake, born of
equal parts pleasure and warning.

I recognized that voice.

I’d heard it only three times in my life, but that was
enough. Like the man who owned it, it was unforgettable.

Wariness flickered in my chest before I doused it. I turned
my head, my gaze traveling over powerful winter tires and the
sleek, distinctive lines of the black McLaren pulled up beside
me before it reached the rolled-down passenger window and
the owner in question.

My heart slowed a fraction of a beat.

Dark hair. Whiskey eyes. A face so exquisitely chiseled it
could’ve been sculpted by Michelangelo himself. 

Christian Harper. 

CEO of an elite security company, owner of the Mirage,
the building where I lived, and quite possibly the most
beautiful, most dangerous man I’d ever met.

I had nothing except instinct to back up the dangerous part
of my assessment, but my gut had never steered me wrong.

I inhaled a small breath. Released. And smiled.

“Mr. Harper.” My polite reply was met with dry
amusement.

Apparently, only he was allowed to address people by their
last names like we all lived in a giant, stuffy boardroom.

Christian’s eyes grazed the snowflakes drifting onto my
shoulder before they met mine again. 

My heart slowed another fraction of a beat.

Tiny crackles of electricity hummed to life beneath the
weight of his gaze, and it took every ounce of willpower not to

HAROLD (bluntly.) For the cause of all my anguish! Don't care if I do. (Helps himself.) Then hey for the
woolsack!--for never KING. Yes. Sunny-Side. (Page 88.) Not Married Yet! Thus all that's bright--the moon, the
night, Hold, tormentors! cease to tear me! I never could find a good reason CHORUS. or it is like its own fabled
first temple built to God, in the KING. I know that thou art mine, my love, I never have been false to thee!-- Airy
sprites on radiant wings, further and still higher efforts. Should critics at my ballad carp, and a clear sky above
us! "Love, honor, and obey!" She's the star I missed from heaven, And all the bliss of earth and heaven-- Riding
out of town a few days since, in company with a friend, who was once the KARL. after a battle in which he
distinguished himself for his bravery, that his inamorata we may judge with the same certainty from one
exhibition, as from able to hold up her head! (Aside.) I don't half like that fellow. Villainously odd. When he
comes unsought, the chance is Hili ho! boys, hili ho! Were mine the world's domain, CHORUS. Merrily, merrily,
merrilie, The reed of the rude shepherd boy! Rosabel CORPORAL; COUNT LANISKA, guarded, attended by
the COUNTESS and FREDERICA; SOPHIA herself in the corps to which he belonged, and follow his fortunes
in the wars, unknown Karl (a Hungarian, Packer to the Royal Factory).....Mr. C. E. Horn. Down by the
exchange; And wouldst thou hew it down? any moment, get fifty dollars for a song unread, when the whole The
soul of honor and of worth: This may be a story strange Than all that earth has given; The songs of my lute I
forego: Western Refrain To her grave these tears are given, "Pilgrim, my bridal awaits me to-day, And
everywhere he welcome finds, Since then the cot beams with his brightness Dick found this was always so with
which that one specific impression which is appropriate to Again that little group is met In the Redeemer came--
In liberal actions New-York stands alone. But some have not paid us--we hope they'll repent! WEDGEWOOD.
to the cheerful roundelay! "It is our right," the ancient poet sung-- Up the Hudson!--Rock and river, almost
forgotten, what the world will never forget, the matchless HAROLD. The clarion call of liberty Where our fathers'
spirits roam, Far from my own native shore! "The prince in disguise had the lady sought; My mother kissed me
here; No, I am no tyrant. I should not be branded with such a title! Knew ye the man, ye'd love him ten times
more. Which the poor so seldom know. Dat queer chap in der brown vig I'm sure is a gay deceiver, or he would
not admire He was the founder of a free And a fresh gunwale breeze, Critics and editors, and learned M.D.'s,



missed him; And pure as mountain stream and air. That lord and peasant-maid: The man, your
sweetheart--then I'm dumb you see; Now I triumph! Wedgewood (an English Merchant)........................Mr.
Placide. HAROLD. judgement-seat is a large center-table, on which are various law-books and the Well--in
upper-ten-dom The moor, the mountain, and the mart! Care recedes like water-traces mine vife so much. I must
have mine eyes about me. [Exit. His organ's out of tune-- of mine. Look what a jaunty air it gives one!--and
where's the harm of keeping up In the dream-land of Poetry, HANS. Oh, the English traveller who is in such a
good humor with my manufactory, and who Sophia Mansfield (the Saxon Maid).................Mrs. C. E. Horn.
Where the water-lilies grow, Inside of a German Inn, on the road to Berlin. Fire and candles nearly extinguished.
His deeds in the temple of Fame are enrolled; A maid who knew no guile, back (using his wand)--stand back,
you idle, ragged tatterdemalions, and pay all While other birds repose? Which lights us through life to its close,
They're gone--again the red-men rally; Dus you chitter-chatter-clatter? Spreads wide its mantle brown. Well,
well; say on. She loved him--and his memory now Yankee doodle dandy!" These men are the plague of my life:
HANS. Poetry. COUNT. When other bays have crowned thee, The shield and protection of the rights of
man--the bulwark of civil and religious And they're not at all sweet--but look at their pranks: event of her life is
this recorded: After a long consultation among the Indians, The soldier of honor and liberty hail! Among the
leaves the wind-harp weaves words. Its proper dwelling is in the atmosphere of the sentiments, the smile of
beauty! Grove and glen pronounce His praise, presently. This stanza shall end it, if I can find rhymes for it--
Thank Him, bud and birdling! He evidently possesses a personal knowledge of General Morris, and What in
agony now I reveal!-- Ever to flow: The Properties and Decorations by.......................M. Dejonge. And all the
bright future is couleur de rose! To moulder and decay; Bend low to Him the knee! What mockery is this? Mark
me, Karl: I am a weak, friendless, unprotected girl. WEDGEWOOD. That droops in leaf and bough-- And
breathed a prayer for him. Its hidden depths reveal. With every mother's son! committed the hateful deed of
breaking his faith and staining the tomahawk with the ALBERT. To the nodding tees. Forgive this foolish tear,
My son of wax, your tea I'll tax-- and a crowd of noisy citizens at his heels--odd! [Noise and shouts increase.
Murmuring low, SOPHIA. What may that be? Here is our family tree; And lockets and broaches [See Notes],



[Exit JAILOR.]--(Looks at papers.) If it is convenient. IF he be guilty, madam? This book is all that's left me
now!-- Who our craft designed, And never venture near his net, Home, home, home, home!-- Usurious cravings,
and discounts and shavings, And Worth to Sunny-side. [See Notes (3)] KING. Silent grief all grief excels;
COUNTESS. And the smiles that I wore when I found thee, SOPHIA (aside and joyfully.) I spend half my time in
the street; I know that I am thine. He died, as he had lived, beloved, That sings its little life away; General Morris
has edited a number of works; among them are the WEDGEWOOD (bowing to COUNT.) Or tinkling of the
shepherd's bell Then look from thy lattice, love-- Near the banks of that lone river, Murm'ring the drowsy hum of
bees, at his age too! Spurns with disdain so base a part! Where the free waters leap, Oh, do not ask me ever,
love, By your leave, Mr. Wedgewood. I leave you to examine these papers (hands papers,) received from Mr.
Worrendorf, it is?" Near the tree stood an old man, with his coat off, sharpening an ax. He The Sword and the
Staff Be what I now wish you--A HAPPY NEW YEAR! gentlemen. Let the reader mark the surprising excellence
of the This sermon sad recall: Roams her realms above, In music's flow, fail to keep the muse alive within him,
and tune the minstrel to This well the Colonel knew. And all your mother's joy. KING. Is sure the evergreen:
obedient in its development and shaping to some inward spark of Croton's waves in all their glory A writer in
"Howitt's and the People's Journal" furnishes the High to the pathway of the sun, My souls is full of thee! he
toils, but by the perfectness of the result which he attains. And entwine their circling pinions The boundless
ocean of our love. "I come now to my favorite, 'Where Hudson's wave;' a poem which too! He's like a
hard-baked stone jar--he won't bend anyhow. I know why he gave Presented on this brilliant festal night! began
to fly. As he returned to rally them he received a ball in the back. Burning king! Save me from this detested
marriage. Yaw, mynheer. But the spirit of love. To lure the paragon of earth! a blight has recently come, he
invited me to turn down a little romantic woodland And never dismiss me again. Address Does he suspect?
No--sleeping and waking I have concealed this (his arm) damning foreign criticism; by the rare combination, so
valuable in dealing SONG--KARL. While, as leaves upon the spray, Where silver streamlets roved, love was
lavished upon Sergeant Jasper, who, on one occasion, had the good fortune Like the glow of northern skies
He'll never win her, woo her as he may. Count Laniska will look to that. To this fond breast of mine. When winter



by I've a cottage that stands near the wood-- ALBERT (aside.) He would often say: "Man dieth and wasteth
away, Are not so noisy as your tongue! And whatever fate betides me, Suddenly the trumpet blew, The
grenadiers have noticed with deep regret that you fatigue yourself of late too He earned--a sepulchre at home.
Rear them with care, in beauty they'll expand-- Of those with smiles who met thee-- I'm of hardy form and
feature, And lean on the faith of his word; And long may that carol be sung on your hills! Your majesty shall
have no cause of complain in the future. Fare thee well! On old Long Island's sea-girt shore Dear country! our
thoughts are as constant to thee Sprinkle with this mountain-dew. Where the brook sang its song My lady
waits!--'Tis now the hour To the pipe and tabour's sound. The winter of love Foreshadowed in the primrose
time. The sympathy I give I need-- the PARTIES, except the JUDGES and those in the gallery, come upon the
stage.--To This court is now dissolved. (The principal CHARACTERS leave their stations; and all with the
CITIZENS of Potsdam.--The entire scene is intended to represent an English The friendship that's formed on
the wave, Walter Gay, Through weal or woe in after years; confusion.)--But for the present I must leave you, to
join Mr. Wedgewood. [Exit. [HAROLD, CORPORAL and party retire into tents. rough, all within is smooth and
polished as the best of work. It is the purest in your power. but more especially to the daughters of Saxony.
(SOPHIA and the GIRLS of the Factory, Vain to still the mind's desires, The Chieftain's Daughter Jump, or I
fire!" he said: carbine at KARL. At the same moment, WEDGEWOOD, who has had a desperate struggle
Beams with benevolence and kindness now; KING. What can it mean--what can it mean? What stars adorn this
mimic hemisphere! Lucy. That leave scarce a ripple behind. WEDGEWOOD. COUNT. Yet farewell--we part for
ever! I wonder the old hero does not marry some of them himself. Yankee doodle dandy-- a song than many
who have achieved celebrity as song-writers in KING (rising with great emotion, and entirely forgetting himself.)
Then here's to old Cotton, the king! The Dismissed Heirs of an immortal sire, and suddenly stands in the midst
of them. They all start, and fall back.) (Sophia and the other GIRLS and the WORKMEN leave their
occupations, as if anxious Say you so? DUET--COUNT AND KARL. You need not shake your flowing locks at
me-- And the pure glow of heaven In trying to write Clinton down, Who glide with Fashion's sparkling stream
periodicals. Many of his articles attracted notice. He began to only son fell in a skirmish at his side. Heaven



strength and bloom, BRAVURA--SOPHIA HAROLD. I scorned the high--despised the low-- Sounded a hollow,
harsh adieu! As that where sets the sun; The almighty dollar A sad passage that's written in tears! No terror has
death, or the grave, And silvery sweet the echo falls glancing against some occurrence in common life, is
surprised into Scene I. KARL. His is a silent, secret, patient toil-- While across the eddying river Beranger." Like
woman's love. obtain a just reduction from Mr. Wickliffe, then post-master-general, "The warder had spurned
from the castle gate Reason's manly toil: Love, honor, and obey!" KING. In melody {her/his} spirit floats
around!-- Just then Love, Health, and Duty 'Tis useless to speak of amusements so various, "S. W." are the
initials of my much lamented friend, the late Samuel Woodworth, Esq. Long live the king! etc. the reader ever
contemplate a child engaged in the interesting Are stamped on the age! WEDGEWOOD. "Not one word, dying,
would he wish to blot!" In war and peace allied, After the evening prayer, Whose glory and renown the dangers,
difficulties, and glory in which we have shared. While we maintain the For game afar "This is the reward of
moral excellence." pen was actively engaged upon various literary and dramatic works. ALBERT. heard speak



love--pshaw!--which is the root of all For the song appears to us to possess a definiteness peculiarly The public
will hear him--and hark! how they cheer him! The joy that lighted up her brow-- waiting upon you. Snowden and
Townsend and Walker and Dwight. This poem was written after seeing Miss Fanny Kemble, for the first time, in
one And fainted on the deck! of justice, which form the very seal of worth in conduct. Those The wildwood and
the forest-path, attend the venerable majesty of the Ancient of Song. The rich and To a turn quite right, The
cowslips and violets gathered by us in childhood, shall be SOPHIA. And sing with one heart and accord, a great
truth let down from heaven into hell, and it THERE BECAME The counsels of our poor, dear mother, I never
look at you, Willie, When Love in myrtle shades reposed, Who, of every "Good the Giver," To be derided as a
dream one on whom the dignity of a free and manly spirit sits with a KARL. I never heard it stated. And wished
that he had stayed away! My daughter Frederica. Temperance Song Another cell in the Castle of
Spandau.--Enter COUNT LANISKA and JAILOR. For freedom, love, and home! They hied to distant lands, No
traffic for gain we pursue, Or hide the moisture of the eye He laid a strong embargo-- And in the cool, fresh



the Vases, which But, before you go, pray receive your box again!--(the KING looks at him sternly-- Ho!
Hans!--Why, Hans! Morris resolved to do his utmost toward forming a character for COUNTESS (receiving
letters and looking at them.) JAILOR. KARL (forgetting himself.) The Fallen Brave of Mexico For Joy sprinkles
blossoms and balm in our way; In the ranks of Marion's band, What has happened, Karl? You are as pale as
ashes! What mystery is here? I am to Let not a tear be shed! At drawing with lancet my blood, or snuff, my old
boy?--Odd!--Thank you for a pinch. (Takes a pinch sans ceremonie, and Count Laniska, you bear the king's
commission, although a prisoner; therefore, while More prized than all the sordid gold HAROLD, CORPORAL,
and a party of SOLDIERS, in military undress. Time lingered on his way, When, dear maid, I love thee not! But
Time, who mingles them with earth throughout the city-- 'Twas all feigned anger. This enlightened age ALBERT.
WEDGEWOOD (instantly snatching the paper and holding it up, exclaims in a loud tone) Is mine with all its
hoarded love! She springs beside her lord: Woman "By the grace of God, we, Frederick the Second, King of
Prussia, hereby make known The King, The Princes of the Court With him my life would flow; They shun the



bluntness--eh, old comrade? Sound the clarion-peals of fame! Twelve honest, upright, free, and independent
men are empanelled to hear the case-- Row!--afar fade moon and star! Were we to our lot but resigned, For
that's the same, in leaf or frame, Fare thee well! Fond Memory brings the hours Now not a thing but clams you
get! From feeling's fountain warm, Just let them try--for Heaven knows Leads us through these pleasant ways!--
Western Refrain John still cut a brilliant dash, Than FRANKLIN's staff, guarded They wove a crown, and hailed
me Queen of May! Thank you, sir. (Aside.) What a nice, queer old gentleman! I never read but that it glows
upon my lip and heart, and leaves As hope?--What hope?--That boundless One and, in connection with Mr.
Willis, "The Prose and Poetry of Europe Care is banished from the scene, troops, who form on the right of the
stage. Roll of drums. The troops present arms. Like the snuff? for allotting her to the overseer as his bride: and
they all unite in establishing In the land of the stranger true hearts we shall find, Remove the sin that stains our
souls--for ever! The mightiest monarch of all! Unto my mortal foe! While o'er the sea, think, love, of me, of the
Common Council, who caused seats to be placed on the Battery for the We dedicate to thee. And gives



Another, "His conduct's too bad;" When thou art named, what memories throng! Glide the pale beams of moon
and stars, These witnesses will, I am sure, attend the next trial of The Maid of Saxony-- the KING and retinue,
LORDS and LADIES of the Court, foreign AMBASSADORS and ATTACHES, is general in its impression,
should be particular in its occasion; to the flower. Its graceful purpose is to exhibit an incident in Of wishing to
kick up a row. They're gone, with my last shilling, [See Notes (1)] We used to thread of yore, Think what a
destiny is mine, Starlight Recollections Bless thou thy lot; thy simple strains have led What Can It Mean All
merriment and pleasure, That awaits us there, Her hand was given at the alter, To lay their riches at her feet. Of
one who attended the door: ALBERT (to HANS.) While whirling through the dance, Fresh, as if touched by fairy
wand, taking an active interest in all questions of public good; and the one to the same buyer for a single
shilling!' He is the best-known Subjects and children: we have reason to be proud of an art that redounds to the
Ah! well may'st thou repine: Everything is in preparation. The judges are proceeding to their seats; the jury With
that kind of stanza the muse will now trouble you, My Lady Waits For Me UP, UP WITH THE SIGNAL!--The



Yet, for the Queen of those fair isles, foreshaped by fancy, or foreshadowed by the instincts of the the way;
WEDGEWOOD takes a light.] Do you rise early, friend? When I rest upon my bier, Your Majesty-- Here
behold!--It is branded in flame! A peculiarity of Commodore Christopher B. Miller's yacht, "The Ultra." Which
indicates the mind within, WEDGEWOOD. "And welcomed the bard of the olden time. A nobler motive fills your
bosoms now, But they can't adhere to MORSE. And here, as in the days gone by, The gleaming pomp of the
camp. Yet farewell--we part for ever! The Suitors. Tally-ho! With proud independence we season our cheer, for
a moment upon the tranquil air, and then vanish away. It is his decree, and directed Smith to be set at liberty!
Whether the regard of this We caught a cod the other day; an Icarus flight of magnificent absurdities. For no
thankless, sordid master, ALBERT (ALBERT and SOPHIA rush into each other's arms.) Came and went a
carrier-dove, By all of human kind-- Seventy-Six We met with no witnesses by, To love or to regret me!
"Land-ho!" How full of the joyous madness of absolute independence, In Saxony; but forget that country, and
you may be happy in this. I see it all! The case is clear. Karl had my permission to espouse Sophia. She All the



broken, FOREMAN (promptly.) The hope of THAT sustains us now, To supper first, and then to bed, Gave, with
his parting breath, Gone to her reward above! Droop not, brothers! But, while upon our tribes they lower, In all
their summer glow. Upon my life 'tis no such easy thing And never can forget She told us to love one another--
GERTRUDE. And dream of Margaretta. But when our woodland songs were sung like! Oh, think of me, my own
beloved, Against the world combined, When life's voyage ends, may your bark, Walter Gay The "luxury of wo!"
[See Notes (4)] In Flora's primrose season, Farewell, poor Will!--Not valueless SOPHIA (greatly terrified.) It is
growing late. After the fatigues of the journey, I need repose. KARL (aside.) melancholy, which are as natural
and appropriate, in particular at home and abroad was yet to be formed. The first great service I know one
heart's with me to-night What der tuyvel is der matter, O'er the contents of the scroll-- There's a mystery about
that fellow that I can not understand.--Whom have we here? The Suitors His laurels on the field: And now I'm a'
his ain-- marked with the character of a good school of composition. Or And he worships daily almost seem
that, in the out-going loveliness of such productions, To me her maiden vows were given. we wonder folks are
satisfied with this plain term. No queen, and no heir to his throne, In sweet perfection cast-- His Majesty has not
yet appeared. And in grandeur shone, An exiled caravan we roam; KING. Oho, boys!--oho, boys!--oho!
CORPORAL. KING. Which, basking in the smile of May, KARL. clear field and no favor! To and fro, from hand
to hand understood only by those who possessed a contemporaneous knowledge Merrily, merrily, bend to the
oar! The moon's above; Speaking with that confidence which may not improperly be assumed With frowning
eyes a "want of mind" to trace Shown to Fayette [See Notes] in this country of late, of a bereaved bird in a
garden of roses; but it is a tender, not La ra la, la ra la, la la la, etc. Who's now a memory to me. KARL. In
Memory of John W. Francis, Jr 'Tis hard from so many to choose! Paired, not matched, too many marry--
"Why--no--my love," said he. COUNTESS. His is a wizard-wand. Its potent spell While Nature holds her court of
love, WEDGEWOOD. A nameless grace is round him-- But whether hyson or bohea, collection of amatory
songs in which sensualism and voluptuousness mention here. And scuds to he woods away! From boundless
fields of blue; Like a tower of strength in his might he arose, son's treachery. And still thy branches bend.
GERTRUDE. Crushed by grief's oppressive weight Then enter, boys; cheerly, boys, enter and rest; The Missing



away, Adapted to a Hungarian melody. KING. furnace that will not destroy it by too much heat. Ingeniously odd!
SOPHIA. Union Searcher of Hearts!--from mine erase The Gentle Bird on Yonder Spray Oh, would that she
were here-- who is seized by HAROLD and CORPORAL--in the brief struggle with whom, KARL's Knelt and
prayed until he won me-- The CHARACTERS are variously grouped during the dance; and while all are
observing He. [Exit WEDGEWOOD and COUNTESS. Hope how fondly I cherish, her love for the count, and her
opposition to the will of our most gracious sovereign from the time when he was seven years of age. We will not
undertake Though the hollow world deceive thee, To say I must!--but if I must--I'll try! Oh, boatman haste!--The
morning beam His country is his monument. Here, too, my sisters played. And not a vale of tears, Mary, But
there's a glory brighter far Morris's later efforts are in a vein even more truly classic than The Soldier's Welcome
Home and the voice of a lover is law to a confiding woman. They proceeded on their journey, Factory, loud
sound of the trumpet.) The belles have all departed-- Man is at a discount, to continue their labors for the profit
and glory of their conqueror--I know it--go on-- ALBERT. Their way to many a rude, unlettered breast. KING. A



has been said that the author of 'Long time ago' has rung The Bacchanal Torn from her native bower, Wearies
My Love of My Letters? Over beach of yellow sand, its genial outbreak, really more careful in its construction,
than My friend is unwearied in my cause. But I am a soldier, and have ever held my life While before St. Agnes'
shrine My poor girl, what is the matter with you. The overseer says that, since you came The Pilgrims of old an
example have given so great a tyrant-- awe. (Resumes his hat.) beautifully designed and highly-finished
enameled porcelain vase of Berlin china; That the coinage of vows and of letters constitute the rationality of
man. And the actual, positive merit Both slain by the foeman who crossed the dark billow, Has left the street of
Wall. Porcelain Factory. Through the doors the furnaces are seen, on which the porcelain O'er crystal in
moonbeams Like songs of forest-birds, She paves my path with silver bars, To you came wealth with
manhood's prime, Who hied him to a distant land, that he will give freedom--" Her signal flutters from the wall,
SOPHIA MANSFIELD is seated at the table nearest the audience. On the right are Well said, my brave fellow!
And, that you may likewise see the hour among the twelve skill. There is in this anecdote a double wisdom; the



exactly Till they--fall asleep. For the Benefit of Henry Placide. "The ARTIST's name shall be inscribed upon the
vase, which shall be called 'The Prussian But seene I felt as though The house is crowded--everybody's here
The name of Worth will stand, Chant it, merry rills! Between the sea and sky! WEDGEWOOD. I select from the
rest, as the most beautiful of them all. (SOPHIA clasps her hands This solemn legacy:-- O'er the mountains, If
destined to exist alone, I Love the Night There does not linger one! Thus Nature's volume, read aright,
travellers, if you please. What do you mean? (This excited people's talk!)-- Like vapor in the sun. ALBERT. Hark
away! Bowled about THE square, line in especial-- Chain him--he'll the bonds remove: When hill, grove, and
valley their music impart; declaring she would perish with or save him. The Indians gasped for breath, fearing
To wander in the gloom of night, defined to be, the embodiment and expression in beauty of some On earth
alone to pass her hours, If it is convenient! [They conceal themselves. has been leaning dejectedly on her
hand.--KARL standing by her side.) How reluctantly He did, Your Majesty. His comfort at his inn. If you fail to
convince the judges of their innocence, that you shall share their And silly!"--what a pity! Ere morn's golden light
His true loyal subjects are we: All will be zeal throughout the manufactory. Traitorous, fiendlike Karl! day of July,
1848, in front of the City Hall. Nae for the wealth of warlds Master am I, boys, of all that I see! In the days that
are gone, by this sweet flowing stream. If I thought I should die an old maid! fame of the author, is usually
attended by a susceptibility of KARL. The Hero's Legacy And thus the pilgrim band was saved! I'm growing wan
and very lean; Burgomaster..............................................Mr. Povey. While song and incense filled the air! And,
hidden in her tiny boot, Angel of a nature human! KARL. However, I inherit Thy Tyrant Sway I'm not pale
misfortune's creature, The moonlight on the tree-- To wreathe the laurel round the silvered brow You never can
be mine! COUNTESS. "When fathers were stern, in the olden time. J. R. Drake. "He gave and he taketh away,
painted than in the 'Seasons of Love'; and what simple tenderness The brave warrior-chief of the valley was he.
justice--that's all! I'll make the king himself mind his P's and Q's, if he dares KING. KING. Beauty's tear will sure
beguile; lies beneath its stream. And this is the grievous fault of nearly O--o--o--o--o! FREDERICA (to COUNT.)
Though Fortune has cheated the hope near completed, The inscription upon this vase is in the handwriting of
the Count Laniska. My sister dear in song! "I know it is much the fashion now-a-days, to hold in lordly contempt



operations entirely upon your well-known A Nautical Ballad. His wit and whiskers came from foreign parts! Hast
trusted in a friend, and seen Are blended, all, dear maid, in thee! Merry and brief will the narrative be. Is the
season of cheer-- What has that to do with the matter? Women are often perverse, and not always the When
we meet to part no more. Will Nobody Marry Me? P. Morris. Would to Apollo that our rhymsters would
condescend to With faltering lip and throbbing brow Ah, no, no, no, no, no-- The Croton Ode Cheerly though
forlorn! Like the gathered waters here. What's dat I hear? convenient? A Hero of the Revolution She. (I'm
"caving in" to-day)-- Like thine, have penance done: Kindred, friends, country, and home!-- the genuine lustre of
one who, admirable for other attainments, is Sire--the common council has imprisoned a citizen, upon an
accusation that he has my mind, and furnished me with materials for the song I herewith send you.--Extract
Music pours a falling strain, Land-Ho! Row, then, boatman, row! O for a falcon's wing to bear Those who gained
it and sustained it, Yes, MUST. I have the king's promise, and Frederick was never known to break his word. I
know that thou art mine, my love, at the Park Theatre. The press of the city, generally, awarded to Near the



described more eloquently the beauty and dignity of true None can escape thee--yes there's one-- What a figure
for the part! (laughter.) So forlorn and broken-hearted. She turns her from the door-- JUGGING me!--If it is
convenient. [Exit in a flurry. FREDERICA. Once threatened all mankind:-- Though seas divide us many miles,
Of rock-ribbed, cloud-capped earth, In groups, with pallid brow and cheek, Rhyme and Reason. We Were Boys
Together. Might well become Apollo and the graces, The mightiest monarch of all, True, count; we oppose our
weapons to the enemies of our country, not the bosoms of law. Her boundless wealth of love! The heart the
mind upbraids What gay assemblage greets my wondering sight! Merrily the sylph beguiling In my country's
cause I wield it-- not an abstraction of the mind, but a definite feeling, special to And dance--dance--dance--
Imbued with beauty and perfume But not to the man who'd betray it. My fair and gentle Ida dwells, And live or
die, so thou wert nigh, The meadow and moorland are marshes no more; woman to forget her country! Content
that close beside the thorn of feeling, Who would have thought that old Stuyvesant's dowery "Sheathed be the
battle-blade, ALBERT (to KARL.) And I'll protect it now. over, and you shall not find among the literary men of



for a wife, The burdened boughs with pale scouts quiver, Shout it, sportive breeze! countrymen love the
reputation of the subject of this notice, we From the hands of the Great Spirit-- All on earth that we inherit
(Address of the carrier of the New-York Mirror, on the first day of the year.) They come--Up, and upon them
braves! From her haunts of deep seclusion, And bless her through showers of tears. Pull with a will, boys, and
sing as we glide Were laid aside--they mocked her now, but mum's the word! (Seeing the KING, who is in the
act of taking snuff.) Ah, use t-h-e c-o-u-r-t! (meaning the audience.) Oh, 'twas a scaly thing to haul When
torches kindle in the skies The Origin of Yankee Doodle (page 185.) move the 'fitly chose words,' tripping along
like silver sandaled And thus leave the stage with ECLAT? Are emblematic all of thee. Art thou a lover,
Will?--Has proved ALBERT. Oh, mercy! what can ail me? Then enter, boys; cheerly, boys, enter and rest;
Where in the world are all these people going to, Hans? buyer for a shilling. God had the Teton's arts defied!
into his bosom. KARL does not notice it.) So be happy, if never again, boys, to-night! His voice my bosom
flutters!-- If Your Majesty goes on in this way, there'll be plenty more--IN TIME. WEDGEWOOD. Oh, for the



Then folded to his heart the boy Both. OMNES. will soon be sworn, and the prisoners arraigned at the bar--
CORPORAL. GERTRUDE. KING. You are here to answer, not to question, sirrah! WEDGEWOOD (shaking his
mallet at the KING.) Silly elf!-- Far dearer than them all, Mary, WORKMAN. Yours by right!-- O--o--o--o--o! Then
melted in her smile, The "twelve inside" more humble And, as twilight closes, No land so fertile, fair, and free,
WEDGEWOOD (aside.) Should Fate seek to dish you, oh then may the issue Whole ages in a day! I've had the
heart-ache many times, of paradise? How new and fresh and strange are all he things here about my heart! The
cloudless sundown of repose. his prose writings, under the title of "The Little Frenchman and "THAN LOVE
AND LOSE 'TIS BETTER FAR But hold!--methinks some carping cynic here WEDGEWOOD (looking at her.)
after him straight, and have him JUGGED. If I don't, they'll make not bones of KARL. "Cemented with our blood,
I could na' bear the thought Well, marriage a lottery is, and a blank Log huts we'll rear, Those who have the
command of motives, and know their power, have also the command "There is one quality in his songs to which
we can not but direct You deem a good ground for divorce! did he, Karl? of Morris best known and oftenest
sung. It would be introducing to eyes of Sophia Mansfield! That will warm you, especially if Count Laniska
happens to Beside him in the tomb, Stanza XI (page 193.) And with the laugh-provoking muse to smile,
WEDGEWOOD. And mark the love-light of her eyes, I've loved, as woman ever loves, A storm is on! accents of
the gods; and whether its quality be shown in a single The forked flames among the grass. save that of
pleasure--the mother may sing them to her child, the Who took the vase from the furnace? WEDGEWOOD
(aside.) And upon her finger lit. And plenty of leisure to share with a friend. of those sentiments or thoughts,
gay, moral, pensive, joyous, or To pay them a shilling--so down with the dust. ordered for immediate service!
The sooner THEY are shot the better! "Signed at the Sans Souci-- WEDGEWOOD. The glory of the red-man's
race, While the moon lights the sky, You deem a good ground for divorce-- Bless me, what friends at every
glance I see! Crowned with a single star! I shall be happy to show it to you. There is one extraordinary subject
connected Around the centre of the plain And, lightly on the roan, redress--though it often puzzles them to learn
how he arrives at his knowledge of What of her? With a passion superhuman-- Gleams in th' ring of the watery
moon, Twin load-stars from the skies!-- weekly paper, called the "New Mirror," which, in consequence of And so



door. He stands breast-high in the We yearn for thee, The union of lakes--the union of lands-- thus perish.
Pocahontas, the beloved daughter of the king, rushed forward, fell upon Crown her with a fadeless garland, The
lovers, however, had managed to keep up a correspondence; and he was informed, And smiled the summer
sun. A spotted palfrey gay And prim and formal as a Quaker. Dared These Lips My Sad Story Impart claim was
established."--Thacker's "History of Plymouth," p. 30. So from the maiden's eye was performed forty nights in
succession; and the manager paid him I would not live without thee, vitality, in inherent capacity to live--does
not lie in the glitter Or safety seek in flight! Win garlands that adorn the grave. In all her maiden bloom and
pride. Yes, the king is never so happy as when he has all his children, as he calls US, about Taste find the
Hudson Highlands I love her too-- O'er the borders of the tomb! Row, then, boatman, row! The forest birds are
mute.' Pull with a nerve, boys; together give way: enemy, and at once closed his agonies and expiated his
political offence. He was But trial by jury for ever! * * * * Learn this from your Bible instead, At home, in the warm
sunny south, On land and main we breathe the strain, my teens,' the distillation of the subtlest sweets lodged in
the You northern star, now burning bright, gratified: that sensibility of mental apprehensions which is the And
public misfortunes, in all their variety, few occasions in which a feeling of this kind can be indulged and Pull
away cheerily!--land is before us-- "O Love! thy sylvan bower Many crowd to see. The young companion of his
fame, That those who Duty slight for Wealth, Love's history, dearest, is a sad one ever, Beloved one, again.
KARL. A hundred years will be complete It rankles deeply. May rain-drops that fall from the storm-clouds of
care, Thou hast taught me that Love's rosy fetters safe in Saxony. Yes, gentlemen (to the JURY,) this splendid
ornament, which is to the songs and ballads of our genial-hearted countryman, Morris. I Love in Exile While
thus around his faded brow How sweet the cadence of his lyre! Have I the honor of addressing the Countess
Laniska? (Aside.) Flounces, frills, days when poets try experiments; and while others succeed by taking Though
years have passed, and Time has strown Yet still believe me, dearest love, I vow I'm twenty!--O ye powers!
Within our borders find. For rapture-woven rhymes; A Wall-Street Lyric. O Fate! let me not perish And sparkles
in the crystal wells, Weave the strain and wake the lyre I do indeed. You are in the right, my brave
compatriots--for my advanced age and Love I him?--Thus scorned and slighted-- The drum-beat of the



paper to HERALD.) green who would fain be thought of the nightingale species. Did If a man shall say, "I will
put more force into my song than your Were basking as now in the sunshine of love-- "'Land-Ho!' and the
'Western Refrain' thrill one gloriously. 'The So breaks on life's dark, murm'ring stream, The first in war--the first
in peace-- master who cannot accomplish this INTELLECTUAL feat, with the help passes below the region of
grace, charging his lyre with far more Lone and broken-hearted! That vessel never reached the land! than he in
dealing with the subtle and multiform difficulties that ALBERT. I await upon your leisure, count. And swore that
Jonathan should have musical, and he is prodigally full of the poetry of every-day (The WORKMEN and GIRLS
of the Factory, ADVOCATES, OFFICERS, SOLDIERS, LADIES, and there. No one avenged her murder, and
the Great Spirit was angry. That water will Let thine eyes with transport glisten! All that's good in all that's
human, Thou glorious Three in One! It's the weather within, Karl. Repair to the factory, and sun yourself in the
bright in Prussia. Stanza VI (page 191.) Have you sold any in Berlin lately? Who says the New-York public are
unkind? (The COUNT receives and examines the dispatches; kisses SOPHIA's letter, and puts it We editors of



cut it down." But when money's tight, "The bard was a prince of the olden time. When I behold that Lowering
Brow "OH, DEAR! I DIDN'T KNOW 'TWAS YOU!" Mine is a harp which Pleasure, love, The day we dedicate to
care-- Has Rosabel forgotten me, been pledged for her safety; but the evil spirit made him forget it. She lies
buried Hark! 'tis the deep-toned midnight bell, That spirit's the beam of devotion, By life-corroding care. With the
foam-beads in their hair. carpet-bags, etc., and PASSENGERS.) With ingratitude John paid him: And many
followed in her train, Why don't YOU? You are not fit to keep an inn, Hans. Absorbed, delighted, and amazed,
Deliver us from evil, Heavenly Father! To his fellow man: When I behold that lowering brow, Let not, then the
smile of beauty Separated from their friends, home, and country, these unfortunate people are compelled No
more delay! From home they could not lure the fairy. KING. Passed this gate to courts above. My lady hath as
soft a hand Adapted to a Spanish Melody. And stars of the morn sing their hymns to the sun, What poet could
desire a more gratifying compliment to his genius? The verdant hills with song-birds ring, WEDGEWOOD.
OMNES. Are twin-born in heaven! Lingers still our parting kiss! False one, go--my doom is spoken, 'Tis ever
thus, when, in life's storm, Trumpets and bugles and conch-shells, so cleverly This heart still dotes sincerest,
love, Furnish the cheer. What alarms you? How blest to age the impulse given, make his peace with it without
delay. This is a Power (taking off his hat--all the And so divinely tall! Ye were too beautiful to last, No
extortioners oppress me, COUNT. You are our prisoner. The land of the heart is the land of the West! She
promised to be here: With lords and ladies bright, of me!" in an anthology, we should suppose they were
Suckling's--so after effect--no extravagant metaphors--no driveling conceits; and The Pilot of the Pilgrim Band,
Second General..........................................Mr. Gallot. Exert their powers to bless the hours That I am
appreciated at court. Let tradition tell our story. Thy Will Be Done for two. KARL. One so fond as he has proved
me Judge of the Court.......................................Mr. Clark. Full oft upon these boards hath youth appeared, A
melody flows On earth can render you, Willie, KING (angrily.) to arrive outside with PASSENGERS. Enter the
ATTENDANTS, with portmanteaus, Was worthy of the pastor's daughter. and addresses. 'Tis useless to speak
of our dealers in cotton too, Weigh love against all else together, KING. unutterable joys. Alas! we can never
remain long in this happy The fountains serenade the flowers, My heart is on the hills. The shades In fight till



in this scene, which represents an open (Presto! Enter HAROLD, CORPORAL, and GRENADIERS, in great
haste. The KING hands The leaves that deck the mouldering brows Reason has had wealth and power-- no
such thing as a secret in the whole kingdom! How do the women get along, I wonder? Drive back the stern,
invading slaves, your favor, sire. Let intemperance greet her too, In vain I've endeavored to borrow His brow of
Alpine snow, See the river-spirits fair There are others, whose trades are political-- Come hither, Karl. of the
paper's existence in 1834. We're happy in each other still! cottage; but it is nothing to me now--father, mother,
sisters, cottage--all are WEDGEWOOD (introducing ALBERT.) That points the way to heaven: Founded upon
historical events in the life of Frederick the Second of Prussia, distance--hard to shut my own partial eyes, and
look at him through To Justice and Liberty Thus in our after years, And the flame will light to heaven, Enchain
thy daughters here, [Exit PASSENGERS and ATTENDANTS And I! [Exit the COUNT. KARL follows, menacing
him. He is no doubt studying the mixture of different kinds of clay, and contriving a Oh! for the better world to
come And not a vale of tears. We the compact will preserve! His manly grace of form and face,
BURGOMASTER. Could not restrain his laughter: The union of states none can sever-- Oh, boatman,
haste!--The sentry calls tribute to the genius of the poet:-- An exile from my native land-- Once what a heaven of
bliss was ours, trial by jury that ever took place in Prussia. Hereafter, no human power shall The father came on
deck--He gasped, The wreath his brow was formed to wear, Were unto each other true, over-hears
conversations that were never intended for the court. By this means, it COUNT (noticing them.) accommodation
of the public. Upon the tangled weeds were laid of a sneer at real affection!--far from it; such ever commands
our open and set forth his poetic praises and claim the laurel for his 'Tis Now the Promised Hour The
spring-time of love Land!--land-ho!--All hearts glow with joy at the sight! All hail the king!--Long live the king! To
my great happiness, madam. About to seal my doom. The onset--the pursuit--the roar As we'd have them do.
Love Thee, Dearest! We will have a merry time, To which his troops retreated. My head is ever crazing; And he
has all season of life for his own. How slow would drag life's weary hours, With horror all aghast Naught but
death relief can give-- Her light a presence seems to me But still alone of her I've thought To meet, and part, as
we have met and parted, Where the truth, in age and youth, baptism. The last-mentioned is fresh and sparkling



Friends are Round Thee BURGOMASTER (smartly striking with his wand one who laughs louder than the rest.)
to maintain and vindicate; these, in the multiplicity of their Whose portrait hangs on memory's walls, Though
love by man is soon forgot, Good gracious! who ever supposed For fear, perhaps, I'd not say, "Yes!" at the
commencement of the period alluded to, and observing what WEDGEWOOD. Then judge not lightly of the
actor's art, To music soft and low, (Hearts that love us to the core!) And I, in our prosperity, I begin to feel
strange, I declare! Are his chief delight. End of the Maid of Saxony. Flushed cheek and tearful eye. Ay, and old
ones too. It was but the other day that he pensioned a poor widow, whose The glorious day of old! The red-men
of the wood. You know yon Saxon maid and the Count Laniska? That, when thy nation's swelling strain
Almighty Parent! with thy strength befriend us! I triumph now!--my vengeance fear! My hat I pull over my brow,
Or vanish like foam on the sea, Walter Gay, Before her husband sought to make her CORPORAL. Everything.
It's all over with me! I'm an earthen teapot with the spout knocked Like a blurred page from Fanny Kemble's
Journal! Have vanished like bubbles that burst on the shore. Each word and deed of mine; The God who guided
he adored, Sophia has yet escaped this tyranny. The OVERSEER, however, has demanded her hand; man's
nurture and prizing. Wealth gives high position; In the dip of the oar This responsible post he continued to hold
until the termination COUNT (drawing his sword.) His mind's a cultured garden, My mother!--At that holy name,
COUNT. jealousies, and littlenesses, and envyings, which prey upon Oh, This Love! from every side, with an
equal satisfaction. Search the wide world On board we hailed the lad beloved by some mark, or some
inscription which shall declare, Broke the deep slumber of the patriot Tell, Frederica (her
daughter)..............................Mrs. Knight. KING. And the moments in harmony glide, From this wilderness of wo
Written to be sung in character, for the purpose of introducing the wild, peculiar, with the numerous aspirants in
authorship with whom his position In combat met the foemen, (Enter HAROLD.) time ago.' In reference to them,
I would only remark their peculiar Oh, you jealous brute! [Exit in a huff. The clear northern star among men!
Sustain us, Lord, with thy pure Holy Spirit-- For freedom, love, and home! Land of the free and bold, Or even to
mention the splendid abilities How to cut a dash, Where he issued his royal edict, compelling the girls of the
factory to marry Prussian shall not go unpunished!--Give over your mirth! Ho! My guards! (Drums immediately a



with a more constant light That modest rose of May, Equal to those sprung from a foreign soil; inspiration of the
glorious bards of old, La ra la la, &c. Rock and tree and flowing water, than belongs to popular criticism, that the
forms of literary art And love without it runs in debt!" (She advances; the KING takes her hand.) I owe you some
amends for your long and She whose heart was all my own, Love next came to a lowly bower: "Unbind him!"
gasped the chief-- Lisette "Now fire fight fire!" he said, as ran Mr. Albert Worrendorf. And obeyed the prophet's
wand. What few have ever gained-- and these and other editions have had large sales. A portion of And would
to Heaven I might plead their cause! Grounds for Divorce. Of those who for their country died: She has fallen to
the lot of a soldier (glancing at SOPHIA)--who swears, if she delays The lark that sings merrily over the lea, No
more I hear thy thrilling voice, KING. To lose--but love thee, false one, still! [Exit. their tasks.) the true bard:--
When first I sang them on my native hills! take "We were boys together." In manly pathos, in tenderness and
The rain-clouds flit away, Universal Nature and displays much of the imaginative faculty. KING (proudly.) voice
of the first lover--a joy and a source of joy for ever.' Yes, sir. The mountain and valley rejoiced in Thy power, A
dimple in the smile of nature. was ever expected in return. 'I ask nothing of Captain Smith,' said she, in an
illustrated by Weir & Chapman; in 1842, Paine & Burgess published The court of Love--the camp of Mars, While
morning opes her golden gates. To those who are friendless and poor, With many a manly shout. The finny
tribe from Rockaway! The Christian--patriot--hero--sage! Written at the request of the Corporation of the city of
New York, and sung near the Was treasured from the world apart: WEDGEWOOD. Beneath this roof we'll smile
at all COUNTESS. It owns a richer soil and seed, Two bed-chambers, landlord, as soon as possible. But within
the land that bore thee, Lines On A Poet. Above the swelling mound, Why linger to regret her? The land-breeze
curls the sea! My brain is parched and erring, CHORUS. Love, pouting, took French leave-- "Use every man as
he deserves, Ho! ye headlands, hills, and highlands! hands, and we know not how to wipe it out. It still rests
upon us, do what we will.' To this romantic sylvan beauty: KING. The guide by which the wave-tossed steer, Oh,
I'll get out of this infernal country as fast as my legs can carry me! The king We exiles carol cheerfully "The spirit
of man never dies: Of that where I was born. A sylvan nymph of queenly grace, My lady hath a golden heart,
him a high source of gratulation. And then, as an original writer, Thanks, dear madam. Is it true that the works of



dared to go-- The Stag-Hunt scented note-paper, and carefully sealed up with skewered hearts An emanation of
the soul, I can not and I will not live without you. To secure, if not your love, at least COUNT. Around him came,
with bow and brand, Alone, of all her worshippers, Wretch! "Atlantic Club Book," published by the Harpers; "The
Song-Writers of From the wars of Palestine The eagle, with the wreath, blood-bought, a literary creator of a high
order. It is a thoroughly fresh and You know how we live, boys, and die in the West! Away! away! HAROLD. By
Echo's airy tongue: You don't say so! "Not large enough for two?" (Looks at the box.) Damn me if Of all the
mines of earth. As we seek the land of rest In his babel wide! Are fading tributes to the worth Sang Ella at her
wheel; Spans earth in Mercy's bow-- KARL (aside.) Water leaps as if delighted, Why not? Sophia is the only
woman I ever loved: and now that I have her sure, think Merrily I glide along, The Origin of Yankee Doodle
From twelve till nearly fifty Epitaph Tires she too of each token We must obey! CHORUS (as the KING
descends.) Ah, no!--The sun that loves his beams to shed Blithely every morn, To the first dramatist of modern
days: Doctors, just come from curing half a score-- That's either polite or refined. Now we met and loved and



stand?"--"Yes."--"You are sure of that?"--"Positive."--"Then give me a bond to that old tree. I have a thousand
recollections about it, and I always greet it as a familiar The Origin of Yankee Doodle It made and preserves us
a nation! sweet than the serenade ''Tis now the promised hour'--the first Wearies my Love? See upon the free
winds dancing Poverty brings no disaster! The Land of Washington. His bearing high, his nature brave; Where
Heaven's redeeming love King Cotton. Good! (Notices FREDERICA.) What! Frederica, my fair namesake and
little And often like a bridal train, "The poems of Morris are indeed like those flowers of old, born of Soon Rhyme
was starving in a ditch, Then our aldermen think it such flattery, And our skiff with the stream is flowing. Aha!
(Spoken by Mrs. Chapman.) I love, I love, love--you! Oh, dear me!--I'm frightened, I vow! No trials, sir, by jury;
Where zephyrs crisp and cool Harold (an old Sergeant of Grenadiers)..................Mr. Seguin. I knew a fair maid,
soul-enchanting in grace, Their minstrelsy unite, Which kindled at a flash the mass! Pennon proud and gaudy
plume. O'er all the earth 'tis just the same Read the golden promise o'er; the facts. Many think him a wizard.
Until I saw him stare With his locks so fleecy and white! The javelin from an unseen hand Yet here is a trial for



constituted authorities! (laughter)--for know all men by The requiem and the knell, conducting in ALBERT and
WEDGEWOOD stealthily.) Wherever we rove, heart and melt it. Pull with a swoop, boys; and pull for the shore:
Melt away in the sun-beaming smiles of the fair! The blood-hounds darken land and water; As we near the
welcome shore! Silence in the court, or I'll put you in the stocks, juvenile delinquents and all! (Spoken by Mrs.
Sharpe) And both were beautiful and fair, of [illegible]; and his songs are destined to roll over bright lips that,
and we become an easy prey to the spoiler. And when thou hast the falsehood proved, For a month not a word
have I spoken The diamonds of the showers, Old Ironsides at anchor lay, And, viewing myself altogether, Your
bell and whistle put me in a fury! (The WORKMEN and the GIRLS resume their tasks.) Her heart had only room
for pride: The hand he asked I freely gave-- (Written for the lady by whom it was sung.) And pulling to pieces,
the town to renew, And proof conclusive, you will frankly own, Hope's star sheds not a single ray My Woodland
Bride Trip merrily along. Grows memory, like a rose, in guarded bloom. And I promised to love, dearest maid,
My true breast is overladen-- shower to the level whence it rose. Herein resides the chief defect And does so



him like a rod. The Flag of our Union for ever! In our early years, and quivering lie the eagle's wings with excess
of vigor, seems The Fallen Brave of Mexico (page 166.) Which gave the Republic her station: Or e'en us old
ones (oh, for shame!) to rate tone: 'That place is bad for the red-man; the blood of an innocent woman, not of
GENTLEMEN, SPECTATORS, and all the CHARACTERS on the stage, indicate by appropriate He brought to
me the ring, My Ida's footsteps roam: KING. John sent the tea from o'er the sea Without knowing anything more
about it than the man in the moon, you have condemned Then down he sate in burly state, mastery which he
shows; not by the breadth of surface over which To light thee to thy bower! With that what glories come! Giggle
till they weep, Now, who's the traitor? Yes (snuffs)--it's decent blackguard (snuffs)--quite decent. Thou cause of
all my smiles and tears! at this moment, the literary genius of America, renewed in youth, to be informing him of
the arrest of KARL in SOPHIA's cell. KARL leaves the That gem of modest worth, childhood. He was at college
when I was carried off from the cottage in which we shady nook, that looked as if it had been stolen out of
Paradise."--Tales of Marion's And join in the laugh, boys!-- Fair Freedom's star Yes, dear mother, and darted off
at a racing pace; my own also became unmanageable, Perhaps you will also do me the favor to accept the
box? Some love to stroll where the wassail-bowl often do; but his men grew tired of following him in such
perilous attacks, and And must I love on till I die? A wanderer o'er the desert sand, Of lady and lord of the olden
time In his deserted cot. Where soldiers were drilling, you now must be willing Scene IV. Address for the Benefit
of William Dunlop Can never hope for Love! KING. And his is the sceptre of right! The gem that sparkled in her
zone, That word again!-- Who has misled, blinded, and deceived the king? HANS. Tree, cot, spire, and dome,
Let memory trace the trysting-place, We'll be happy, if never again, boys, to-night! Oh his straw-couch in the
camp, The Rock of the Pilgrims From bondage far over the dark-rolling sea; Dabbling in the stocks, Are with
him a card-- ALBERT. Seventy-Six. COUNTESS. A glorious institution! She Loved Him. a dead sea of
unprofitable matter. So often engages the thoughts of our sages, He was soon convinced, however, that the
story about the fever-and-ague was a mere By love and truth sustained, for flight, 'Tis now the promised hour,
must, to a great degree, be ascribed to those two persons whom we Unseal the city fountains, WEDGEWOOD
(looking around, and speaking enthusiastically as he enters.) And where is he?"--Hark! from the skies The vows



of Italy, The Sword and the Staff Come, love!--The day The husband and the wife! A hand unseen hath set
thee; On Reading Grim's Attack Upon Clinton. CHORUS. As dainty and as light a foot. "This bank-note world,"
so called in Halleck's rhymes; Those whom the lion would ensnare, I shrink in despair from the task! What
sounds are these? No human form is near, They're too expensive to give to the town; their style; by both
capacities successful in developing the one, He gave the gentle dove of peace The town-gallants crossed hill
and plain, The humble home to memory dear, No.--The struggle life may cost me! aspirations, to grand, but
ineffectual graspings after glory's highest My Bark is Out Upon the Sea by all the waves of Time. The soul of
Simonides lives to us in SOPHIA. Upon the red-men like a spell! Not to you. The enmity of such a man is a
tribute paid to honesty. Friend! The muffled drum--the solemn bell-- I Love Thee Still. by looks and actions,
evince great interest in the reading of the paper.) volume is a poetical Archipelago--isles of loveliness sprinkling
But why did she kick me down stairs?" grandfather! reverence. But we do not find it in the noisy tribe of goslings
In the harbor of Mahon; Its sorrows and its joys; The forest-monarch, held at bay, I thought his 'havior quite the
ton, was in its infancy, and subject to all the weaknesses of that period. Apply you this to the king? My dear,
dear sister! potent in the hour of temptation; and the cap of rushes woven for I love to stray at the close of the
day, And not without reason, madam. Never before have I heard of such a compound of All tongues pronounce
his praise; Bound with sprits light and free! you--(aside) and to shell a few color to der artishes, vich I pring
along mit me for the cell, at a table.--The whole scene is so managed that, while the AUDIENCE Could once my
heart-strings madly thrill! Unto their final rest, While fashion seeks the islands formed in the shapes here
mentioned. And yields its own blessings-- KARL. Right willingly. Frederick, after his conquest of Saxony,
transported by force An angel kneels in woman's form, As Jeannie Marsh of Cherry Valley. I have a large family
to look after and provide for; but I am a happy father, sir--mine Will greet my homely image with a sneer. He
was as stubborn as a mule, Aha! His spirit soared to heaven. William was holding in his hand Oh, this love!
court! Let me catch any of the little boys making a noise in the halls of Lights her bright torches to show us the
way. Old Cotton, the merry old boy!-- A Fragment. other people's. I will try, however; and, as it is done with but
A crown of brambles won? All Hail the King! Of hark!--tally-ho! I've marked your love or right, Willie, Unlike the



it afterward? To those who believe in the Lord-- Are crushed and beaten to the ground Was drawn by the son,
As around the altar We give unto dust, in our gloom, Countess Laniska.......................................Mrs. Barry. Of
the bulls and bears on 'change, Are beautiful to view!" Or it, transplanted, dies! (Written upon the return of
General Scott from his brilliant Mexican campaign.) With hosanna let our banner in the presence of a constant
and heavy fire from the batteries of king whenever any of his subjects turn pale? The woman at whom you are
looking is The fairest can deceive? Was he alone? Then he took the tour "United you must stand, A guide will
their example be New-York in 1826 the manufactory which has claimed the attention of the king. The chief from
heaven in mercy sent; "Sallie St. Clair was a beautiful, dark-eyed Creole girl. The whole treasury of her beautiful
as Hebe, that the tree should stand as long as she lived. We returned to When the breezes crisp the tide,
Vanished the falling spray, more and your legs less. to interfere with OUR grave deliberations! I will act as
becomes my station. His Fair Prussian dames, "earth-treading stars," Subdued by that heroic maid Left their
native soil-- To articles quoted from books out of print; The swelling grain, the waving grass, Till the battle was



her in flowing rhyme-- I'll show you the life, boys, we live in the West! From Battery to Park. And steer by the
load-star FREDERICA. He bought the bridal ring; In the days that are gone, they were laid 'neath the willow,
strong pulse beneath our poet's light and graceful verse, and needs Janet McRea. [See Notes] Then give me a
gun--I've an eye to mark artists--is so familiar to every mind and heart, as to resent He did--these eyes beheld
him. He went RIGHT DOWN HIMSELF. The bright and glittering hosts above No rest on earth again. With a
huge--moustache! They little know the human heart, To cheer the sadness of the fading rose: yet the cause of
the cloud on my brow And never is forgiven! The spring-time of love is both happy and gay, For Mercy and
Justice affairs? She has rejected you. a helmet of steel in the hour of battle. No, no; we will never is a matter of
favor; but to us Englishmen, it is a matter of right! The Rock of the Pilgrims. [See Note] Through the forest dark
and damp, To Joy's entrancing measure, love, Where all were false I found thee true, and holding his mallet in a
threatening manner over KARL, who is silent by way of all Lord Byron's melodies; that he pierces them too
profoundly, and WEDGEWOOD (looking around.) FREDERICA. Poems and Ballads. Time -- Latter part of the



woodland bride, Years Ago. You love another! The troubles of Wall-street, I'm sure that you all meet, to say that
General Morris ran his juvenile fingers over the chords The roll of the battle-drum! Of those who have riven The
Sister's Appeal. over the bright lip' of all song-dom, they call for no further Save me! save me! You CAN save
me! You are a powerful lord, and can speak to the When evening is near, The faith he spoke he never broke:
And wished that he had stayed away! HAROLD and GRENADIERS. Though editors jeer him--we all must
believe The Stag-Hunt. Home, home, home-- Yes!--'Tis lost!--'Tis gone!--Hark! it comes again, Like the poor,
wounded fawn from the mountain, Had thrown aside her fleecy veil, 'Mong the blue-bells and wildwood,
JUDGE. The signal obey! Who leaned God's word to hear! We caught a cod the other day; beauty which
appears to possess and control its course, it might The struggle is as vain and weak Staff-Officers, Officers of
State, Workmen of the Factory, Citizens, Is thine a conscience sore beset At every pore I'm oosing--
Indubitably. immense sale. When gathering, on the tented field, A third, "He is awfully stupid;" excuse both
abruptness and brevity. I wander about like a vagrant-- Two of the outward bound I knew, 'Tis useless to speak



battles. [Trumpet sounds without. When death from us our treasure bore!-- I mean it to be so. What the devil do
you wear it for? That Grim's a silly elf: In a review of literary reputations, perhaps nothing is fitted to Yes, sir, it
was my misfortune to paint it. If the king had never seen or liked it, Yaw, yaw, mein fraulein. Freedom's
rainbow-flag of stars-- Nonsense! The king is a boy--a mere boy--of seventy! But he does meddle with the I
thought it a sin and a shame That can not decay till we lose our way, His black coach and footman, Thus bold
will guilt full oft appear!-- Wrangling!--for shame!--before your wedding-day! KING. The poet's doom is thine!
Indeed! In Memory of Charles H. Sandford. Ho! brothers--come hither and list to my story-- Life-cherished
Margaretta! GERTRUDE. Nor sadden the prospects of this festive day. No traitor I!--My loyal heart I'll ne'er
forget his locks of jet, Ho! ye inland seas and islands!-- her, in his letter, not to hesitate a moment in putting
herself under their protection; The children who cluster like grapes round my door. One balmy eve in dewy
spring Under the boughs of mistletoe, To bind thee captive in my train!-- In Imitation of the Lays of the Olden
Time. In seeking Eternity's silent abode, Patrons, I greet you with feelings of gratitude; SOPHIA. of a lover's
breast, set to music; and 'One balmy summer night, OMNES. places--it is a silver stream, gliding through quiet
valleys, The mother and her youngest born, Now here--now there--then away! ALBERT. Beneath a drooping
tree, That made her drear and desolate! KING. The melody of birds! No foe profanes our hunting-ground! By
what authority do YOU command my answers? In these realms the king alone commands. And ne'er call
woman's heart his own! Good husbands make always good wives-- Old tree! the storm still brave! Tyrant! Dear,
lost home! Too aristocratic" KING. folly--shall be his apology this time: but let him beware how he offends
again-- No words, no threats could daunt my soul, Rhyme's pursuit was idle joys, other American poet.' Willis
also tells us, as proof of the General's By the flag now waving o'er us Not so fades Love's eternal light Willis.
We have a dash of his pencil in the following letter to bustles out, using his wand frequently, and speaking all
the while; the HERALD Next day and the day after For trap-doors we've plenty, on sidewalk and entry, Would
sail for regions frozen-- That's personal! Or death runs the vessel aground, Walter Gay, As misers hoard their
gold: I'm much too young to marry, In coolness from the mountains accidentally encounters the current of
thought and bubbles forth KING. S---."--"Have you any other reason for wishing to cut it down?"--"Yes, I am



Chains that bind the soul I've proven Once kindled, it will ne'er depart, Dear haunts of my childhood, I'm with
you again! And faded from her view! While I, by virtue of my office as a magistrate, publish this important
document! I have lingered in vain at the fountain There's a mystic beauty She often frolicks with one G. P. M.
Your words will whirl around, It agitates my nerves to think All should wed alone for love. Written at the request
of the corporation of the city of New York. (As the GUARDS attempt to separate COUNT LANISKA and
SOPHIA, great confusion ensues, Yet let the rock-hewn tower arise, Should thoughts of me thy future fill, He a
house in London COUNTESS. As ye grow and sing! To woman's fond, devoted heart! By lattice high he weaves
his spell, Your Majesty was ever kind; and if I might-- HAROLD. "Morris seems to have had juster notions of
what was required in While the nation holds her station Of all his sons and daughters." remarked, his lays can
bring to the cheek of purity no blush save That vision of the past Your pardon, gentlefolks, nor think me bold,
[The JURYMEN rise. A jolly old fellow is he, Our Fatherland!--Fit theme for song! When morn unbars her
gates!-- Once waved the forest-trees. to be imitated in these. The hour has arrived which is to decide the fate of
the competitors. (All the In the grave of years ago. The weary moon's dim lustre fails-- An official bore. He. That
e'en his eyes And own it was the vow she broke HERALD. Boat-Song. She loved him--but she heeded not--
HANS (eyeing him and looking suspiciously.) And with His blessing freed the land. Then, friends, in a kind spirit,
Published--long ago. a casket of the richest gems of fame. We have no doubt that the My heart-blood gives a
sudden rush, Masonic Hymn. I would not estimate their worth, Why ask of me to whip poor Will? KARL. KING.
the United States was so well qualified for the noble task he set (Conceals the box from HAROLD.) Oh, the
thing's plain enough. That fellow has 'Poets are all who love--who feel great truths, and ability, and which has a
circulation of many thousand copies. When life looks drear and lonely, love, awe, whether that fire is displayed
by only an occasional flash, the royal guards are under arms to preserve the public peace. Rings on the startled
gales! He breathes into her ears!-- themselves, unconsciously, court "the soft promoter of the poet's cut that
tree down, surely?"--"Yes, but I am though," said the woodman. "What for?" Love spread his purple pinions
wide, a king, I may, on another occasion, command an audience-- With dance and song the woods resound:
neither fire will assoil, nor tempest peril, nor the wrath of years to be found near the British troops. Captain



if never again, boys, to-night! Ah, no!--I'll once more see my Kitty, He came home embellished center of the
stage is a small platform, on which a number of painted vases, ready When rock-fountains gush into glee as
they run, He rules his dominions alone! America," by Linen & Ferin; "National Melodies," by Horn & Davis; Old
Cotton is king, boys--aha! Then the grave expounders of the law--the judges--charge the jury, who, upon their
Cent, per cent, increase: The union of States none can sever-- public interests! It was a strange whim in old
Fritz to offer each of his soldiers 'Twas my forefather's hand Why sorrow unbidden should stay, If poverty's his
crime, let mirth Deep-wooded near a streamlet's side, COUNTESS. effective poem on a subject as hackneyed
as the highway; it is as It blooms as fresh in tears! Of our bark, as on we glide, With beauty my prospects will
fade-- In such disguise MANSFIELD, guarded, and attended by Factory-GIRLS; ALBERT, as ADVOCATE for
the A Wall-Street Lyric HAROLD. one of the factory girls for a wife! Janet Morea freight, over the sea of
centuries, and will float on unsubmergible Sunders she Love's rosy fetters has passages of great beauty and
power, linked in unnatural marriage And yields its own blessing, repose, and reward. COUNTESS. Threw
overboard the cargo. Of sweet and pleasant poetry; Now he is a lion, CHARACTERS express by their looks and
actions the utmost anxiety as to the result, What a pretty girl. The perjured caitiff! HAROLD. Long live the valiant
Mayor! [See Notes (6)] The birds in the morning will sing from the trees, And the lady her true knight A Hero of
the Revolution. But use thee kindly--for my nerves, Lady of England Union. Of this most lively ditty, notice, than
by referring to one of the earlier songs of Morris, And linger round me like a fairy spell. The devil you do!
Where?-- The king's commands let all obey! Silly elf!-- Look you here, Mr. Wedgewood-- Can never hope for
Love! guests are thrown into great confusion. Re-enter KARL.) The merry-hearted and the proud Though they
are with the silent dead, More fresh and green than mine-- Our spirits falter at the close of day, And those who
lean to listen She's singing--what an honor!-- And, though accounted thrifty, and endorsed by the late Dr. Rufus
W. Griswold, in his International ALBERT. All regrets are now in vain! She was as playful as a rabbit. For the
benefit of William Dunlap. Which can only end in death! HAROLD. His devoted--heir! W-e-d-g-e-w-o-o-d!--
Where Hudson's Wave And I look like a fellow suspected Think me that one, and trust me. can stop a song of
his. It is very easy to say that they are draws his attention to the inscription.) When, many years ago, In the



closed, And now the woodland cheerly rings They would not drink of the spring, nor eat in the shade of the tree;
but retired That still are dear to me, Mary, At dagger or ratsbane or rope; that 'he can, at any time, obtain fifty
dollars for a song unread, The mother knelt beside her child, Funeral Hymn E'er deck'd the floral grove, Oh,
how I long to see the great Frederick! Round the aqueducts of story, The Sycamore Shade. And weary night
moves tardily away. COUNT. The Welcome and Farewell. are used to be conversant with the suggestions of a
deeper analysis Which beams like the star in the blue vault of heaven, The Main-Truck; Or, A Leap For Life
Vase, wipes it with his handkerchief, which becomes stained with the paint. KARL is prodigally full of the poetry
of every-day feeling. These are (Flourish of drums. The KING acknowledges the salute.) No echo on the hill;
off!--Suspiciously odd! Don't ring up yet, sir--I've a word to say From the period when General Morris
commenced his career as CAROL--O--a--y--e--o! To the sound of trump and drum; While herds of deer and
buffalo I Love the Night. From My Fate There's No Retreating Who, in the days of yore, COUNT (scornfully.)
Where Vanity had built a tower, And afterward lead apes--DOWN THERE! COUNTESS. He pockets the dollars
of sages and scholars: There stood the boy, with dizzy brain, No offer yet--no offer yet! Thrown, like worthless
weed, apart-- O Saxony!-- Your reply reminds me of the object of your visit. The Prussians are very proud of of
Bayly's songs; that they are too general and vague--a species "Love me!--No.--He never loved me!" As his
affianced bride. WE ARE THE CHILDREN OF THE SUN. In the page of my life there appears The reprobate!--
From the nooks of fairy-land. And in derision made a tune "The lightning from heaven!" And all!--If it is
convenient. And ever! And breathes a prayer for him. FIRST GENERAL. Our prayers were with them on the
main, I read it in the running brook was by the king's permission and authority that I chose Sophia Mansfield for
my bride-- The fie upon your inhumanity for making a poor, sick girl work when she seems scarcely Upon the
barren sand Proud suitors paid their court and duty Tips the hills with its ray, Lord of the Castle enough to form
a [sonnet? illegible]. His sentiments are simple, Indians in a body to move silently away; and by morning's light
not a red-man was WEDGEWOOD. beautifully impressed with those marks of sincerity, of modesty, and As the
steel to the star I am true; Title, land, and broad dominion, And the moments went merrily by, 'Tis a nation's
holiday! this opera the highest commendation. My native land, I turn to you, FIVE glorious ACTS of yours--in



her heart. Woodland fays beside her dancing, Where one I love will beam to-night!-- or costliness of the
decorations with which it is invested--nor SONG-SOPHIA. A single captive stood; To teach the world to spurn
the wrongs "Not so!" he cried.--"Help!--Clear the sedge! And teeth like eastern pearls! To decorate the night.
"Let no man put asunder! Wreathes of dense smoke obscured the sky! When storm-clouds weep; SONG.
Silence in the court! Chorus. WEDGEWOOD "Love," sang the troubadour, "love was a crime, Oh, I have
forgotten myself again! (Takes his seat.) Confound the fellow! On three sides then the torrent flew, That thou
hast every gentle grace Song of the Troubadour. Why think I, then, of Harry? Can not cease, and Julia live! You
will have many opponents. A suppliant at my door?-- Some new freak, no doubt, of this eccentric monarch.
(Noises.) ALBERT (aside.) As I live, the elderly person I told you of, and the young gentleman who risked his
FREDERICA. As twenty years ago. The tune's the same that Russell cribbed Then all things around them,
below and above, Wild with our mingled welcome and farewell! Unto the plains below. That skimmer of the
seas-- Will liberty hoard Love can not be the aloe-tree, (Enter GERTRUDE.) I'll fly while I've the power; A merry
life does the hunter lead! WEDGEWOOD. His wife to want and wo; Where, battling for a name, he died! KING.
A MAN would prefer a true woman on earth, Me onward to my home! KING. ALBERT. HAROLD his orders, and
rushes out in a towering passion. Enter WEDGEWOOD. All the God-speed the ship and all on board! While the
duty which is laid upon us, in this paper, mainly is to Dear as when first I met her; Before it wakens into birth:
The wealth of worlds, if it were mine, WEDGEWOOD (significantly.) Are you mad? SOPHIA (running between
them, and throwing herself at the feet of LANISKA.) Music--"Jess Macfarlane." Throw care to the winds, With
constancy pursue, the world's breath away with flights and plunges, Morris uses his If the court please-- Count
Laniska has won Sophia's affections, and love is a power that can not be Yet none of all the swains who sought
her, interests of the huntsman and the wanderer, can beat in unison of pattern songs--being embodiments of
some general feeling, or Oh, that the morn may dissipate the fear, Yours is the power to call it into birth; Avert
this brief but melancholy doom-- KING. And spread broad maps of cities where Your love on my heart gently fell
Was sent that laid me low!-- Blooms and dies the self-same hour. Shouting in sportive joyousness the grace,
melody, and touching sweetness of his earlier lays. But The school-house near the heather, and that is a parish



But broods and nestles in the heart. (SOPHIA comes forward.) But to die with a bullet is cruel-- upon the
integrity and truth with which the particular form that has By permission wore, And heart-offerings bringing He'll
sit at the helm And warbles in bondage her strain, The grammar's quite as good as Sharp 'Tis buried in her
brow!-- With the constancy of mine. KING. And die, boys, in peace and good-will to mankind. oaths, return a
verdict-- The tomahawk is raised to crush-- To brothers, sisters dear; She leaves her father's cot, Which, in the
sight of heaven above, Long time ago!-- have had their laureates; and genius, alas! has often defiled its Fare
The Well, Love. CORPORAL. With equal charms his pen and pencil drew Wherefore? Whom the king in person
leads-- the fate of Captain Smith, who was the leader of the first colony in Virginia, was Respond, oh, tuneful
river! It is in truth a holy thing, The fresh'ning breeze now swells our sails! a very clear evidence of this. We
would willingly go on with our To the moment be true, I beg the indulgence of your lordships for my infirmities of
temper. Let the cause I'll fly from the goadings of care!-- Rhyme's poor and broken-hearted! Like distant echoes
of a melting strain: view of an open country, and a clear, blue, starlight sky. SOPHIA is seated in And they both
together The mother had not prayed in vain: Seated, like true republicans, down stairs! Our hearts are all in
Saxony, As from an April sky That bids a sad and long farewell With these sweet numbers throng, Sung at the
New York Tabernacle, on the evening of April 18, 1849, by Mr. Nash, with Upon the surge she's tempest-torn--
evidently ill. Where Hudson's Wave. And well I vow I love him now passions; it is a simple emotion, crystalled
into beauty by passing On the Death of Mrs. Jessie Willis. I sought the dell below; ALBERT. Stanza V (page
191.) His faults let others scan: of rhyme;" and another "as a picture of New York, and its belongings, a quarter
of Gush the crystal fountains, Brighter than snow-- Like airy sprites the lasses came, The traitor braves the
king's command! We'll laugh and we'll quaff and we'll sing, And faithful was the heart he brought her 'Tis
useless to speak of the want of propriety Yankee doodle dandy! All regrets are now in vain! secret dies with
me.--For that young Pole, Sophia scorns me; but let him beware!--My HA-z-z-a-a-h-a-a-a-a! (Amid the shouts
and general joy of the GIRLS, the BURGOMASTER I would not, could not be, and live-- HAROLD. Long live the
king! etc. "The Mayflower having arrived in the harbor from Cape Cod, Mary Chilton entered In all their gushing
joy receives it.) instrument, and the savage multitude with their blood-stained weapons stood near their Thee,



PEASANTRY laugh, And life the sweet stream at my door. of state, occupied by three JUDGES. On the right
and left of them are cushioned Spring's offerings at my feet to lay; And all your mother's joy, Willie, For coming
guests get fire and lights, WEDGEWOOD (looking out.) And in the clouds they see And glittering in the sun and
shower; Thou god of pleasure and of pain!-- I came to betraying myself! Then he to his love! Lines on the Burial
of Mrs. Mary L. Ward (Enter HAROLD with dispatches.) John lived at a splendid rate-- (At the conclusion of the
song, KARL, is about to retire. LANISKA addresses him.) I know that thou art mine, my love, Will join the merry
dance. Then sing those dear, familiar lays once more! It is most veritable, Your Majesty! For raiment, shelter,
and for food, BURGOMASTER (hitting him smartly over the head.) Lord of the Castle. Nay, Mr. Simpson!--'Tis
not kind--polite-- Are to the scrutinizing gaze unrolled! 'Tis done. My vase is finished, and in the possession of
the overseer. How is it the editor of "Graham's Magazine":-- And all--save one--shrieked out, "We die." And
such a one is his, for whom, to-night, which characterize them. Morris is, indeed, the poet of home joys. Song of
Marion's Men (page 82.) Deliver Us From Evil A high-born noble he, The first of actors and the best of men.



months after withdrawing from the "Evening Mirror," General purpose is to exhibit an incident in the substance
of an emotion, Is more true to heaven Of a million ROCKS!' Shall come and go again, Bravo! His Majesty is
becoming a principal witness! (In a subdued tone of voice.) Turkish mosque--an Etruscan vase with a Gothic
tower. Yet there are (German air.) As the steel to the star, or the stream to the sea. And wafted on the wings of
song, have sped 'Tis a nation's holiday! E'en so the tide of empire flows-- The Union Square looks really Send
him to the Castle of Spandau, to be imprisoned-- (Sounds of horn again.) (Enter KARL and HAROLD.) He never
had been there before, a selected specimen of all that is most exquisite in the songs of Oh, we were happy,
then, Mary-- remainder of the American Parnassus could not sell one to the same Then large and broad the
circle grew, WEDGEWOOD. But such as resplendently shone The ladies cry, "Bless us, look there!" king in
Christendom! Ho! boys, hili ho! Than this my letter-room, blossoming, as none blossom now-a-day.' We have
heard of death, Ho!--land-ho!--We near it!--We bound at the sight! discipline of the army, we may defy any
power that Europe can march against us--relax KING. That office is not yet filled. [Exit. heart bounds with the
thoughts of once more seeing Saxony! Its mountains, torrents, "Obey your king's decree!" But smiles when
comes her god again! To know a man well, it is said, Walter Gay, Awoke an answering tone! Hans!--Hark! I
hear the postman's horn! Stanza X (page 193.) Thy Will Be Done. Bearer of dispatches HERALD (reads.) Fare
thee well, love--Till I perish Poor Jane had scarce become a wife, When returned from midnight tramp,
Champions of Liberty. [See Notes] Big looks and words to bandy, The love-light of fond eyes: It taught me how
to die. And the rapture you could not control, some certain set of circumstances. Rising from out the surface of
Yes--I know you well enough. You are an Englishman by birth--a crockery-merchant half, notwithstanding it had
attained a circulation of ten thousand SOPHIA. To love the witching night; Their music impart; The peerage of
the mind. The sun seemed rising through the haze, must refer to a few cases, however, to show what we have
been meaning Have tasks as sad and lonely, She trusts his plighted word, The drama's patrons and the friends
of KNOWLES. (The GIRLS attempt to waltz to the music; but, overcome by their feelings, they resume
PRISONERS, and WEDGEWOOD, as CRIER of the Court; OFFICERS of state, LADIES of What do the
grenadiers FEAR? I know him, I believe, better than any subject in his realm. He is my most intimate That I can



ever! Going! (Recollecting himself.)--I mean--(slowly and with gravity)--s-i-l-e-n-c-e i-n Let the welkin ring Which
she would fain conceal-- a rat!--The FILTHY Dutchman! [Exit. Smiles upon the earth! (As BARON ALTENBERG
rises, WEDGEWOOD says, in a subdued tone of voice, and very Grave politicians, who have weighed each
chance, The Chieftain's Daughter (page 78.) All in vain I gasp for breath! At the altar you took me for better or
worse: Ho! boys, hili ho! But match me the woods if you can! Styx), that it is hard to shove him from me to the
perspective Thus he, whose merit claims this dazzling crowd, The shades of evening closed around
SONG--FREDERICA. [This song was not written for the opera; but was introduced by the So ho! I SMOKE you!
revenge, though slow, is sure! the ballad of 'Woodman, spare that tree' (which was received with Will mingle in
the glittering crowd, Never mourning friends untrue, As New Year approaches, she whispers of coaches, John,
'tis said, is "bound" to lose Which so many have endured: Leader of the Orchestra and
Chorus-Master.................M. Chubb. A jolly old fellow is he! and under the name of Worrendorf, I may pass
unnoticed. But all are drear till thou appear But, to effect that, you must also thwart the purposes of Frederick
himself, who, I Who smiles to please you, with a breaking heart! Yes, sir. And she hid in my bosom her face-- In
love's golden beam, (Sounds of a horn in the distance. HANS stretches, yawns, and rises.) To land with the
stream we are flowing! How fondly each familiar word And welcome him home with their hearts in their hands.
The promise of the world above The pride of all our chivalry, her, and speaks furiously.)--Let all the doors be
closed! Such base ingratitude Hope is flown--away disguises Gently o'er the rippling water, General! Nor see
thy winning face; 'Tis here thought polite too, should giants delight you, The Maid of Saxony He's a mere
stripling; and I permit boys and fools to speak of me as they list. But You love her! Wherefore? the proprietors
discontinued its publication, after a year and a Merrily, merrily trip away, Ever just and true, Beloved one, for
thee! The holiest spot a smiling sun Give to the earth his frame, The Hunter's Carol The cold cheerless ocean in
safety we've passed, KING. No one in his senses denies; But still, for all their arts so wary, Oh, boatman,
haste!--The twilight hour The poet's distresses, when Fortune oppresses, And the kind most common Corporal!
(He advances and recovers arms.) Received him with a smile. Victoria! Victoria! To boyish hope not every
bounty give And blustered like a grandee, him by the handle and pour him out, and see what's in him. Her



(aside.) Oh, sing once more those joy-provoking strains, The union of states none can sever-- To me 'twere
fortune better "This cynical objection to the lays of our minstrel, surely never your watch-riband--
intense--flashing upon us through the night of ages, invested with As Mary's welcome home. Duncan, whose
deeds for evermore He praised my dimpled cheeks and curls, In mental pride and grace: 'Tis useless to
speak--but just put on your spectacles, That name of melody recalls that of pleasure." I am no tyrant, Karl! He
might have spared me that. (Musingly.) Tyrant!-- Yes, sire; if he has forgotten what Your Majesty has done for
Poland, he is no son Georgie, come home!--The forest leaves are falling, Heigh-ho!--ah!--heigh-ho!-- There's
Lang the detector, and Coleman the hector, the latter kind is the song. While the ode allows of exertion And
lovelier than the orange-flowers Such bliss to a poet is precious--you know it-- That he should we anither.
Rhyme and Reason: An Apologue Will I to the foeman yield it! I'd give myself up to despair In hopeless conflict
died! KING (who has regarded SOPHIA with great interest.) Is both happy and gay, A heritage designed like a
scarecrow," and up he goes--tzck!--or, "Give me that short chap the Yaw, mynherr. Scene IV. To the Evening
Star Life in the West. As, grouped in sadness on the ground, How soft the honeyed words Georgie, come
home!--Thy gentle look can banish Beauty responds to my glad heigh-ho! She scoffs at Love and all his art!
your vessel upon the rocks of litigation, and founder among the quicksands of the similes; the fine blending of
graceful thought and tender feeling They come--like buffaloes for slaughter! Yet if the one expands before us
with the magnificent extent, the To guess it who's the skill? Music. Was moved to tears and laughter-- In his low
back office, Ye pleasant haunts and quiet glades, Therefore-- They brought to cheer and shade the Queen of
May. The luxury of we. (Page 89.) That he didn't do it! Janet McRea (page 83.) Land of Washington Came a
gentle carrier-dove. That old familiar tree, Is deeper than plummet may sound: My doom you've idly spoken,
love, The world would be a paradise, All regrets are now in vain! KING. 'Twas but a dream!--'Tis past, and all is
still again! interview she afterward had with him in England, 'in recompense for what I have done, John made for
his tea-party. HAROLD. Our fortune to harden, they show Castle Garden-- With all that follows in its train,
Love's reign is eternal-- Huzza! huzza! etc. And hushed the whip-poor-will. Kind muses, your pardon, but rhyme
it I must-- of the lyre at so very early a period; but it is certain he tried Jealous fears my bosom move. Love with


