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This little collection of some of the best
American Sacred Songs, translated, as a
first Essay, into one of the ancient languages
of the old world, is commended not to the
criticism but to the gentle hearts both of
our Armenian countrymen and of our Ame-
rican Visitors.
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HYMN TO THE NORTH STAR

The sad and solemn Night
IHath yet ber multitude of eheerful fires ;
The glorious host of light
Walk the dark hemisphere till she retires;
All through her silent walches, gliding slow
Her consléllations come, and elimb the heavens, and go.

Day, too, hath many a star
To grace his gorgeous reign, as bright as they:
Through the blue ficlds afar,
Unscen, they follow in his flaming way.
Many a bright lingerer, as the eve grows dim,
Tells what a radiant troop arose and set with him.

And thou dost see them rise,

_Star of the Pole, and thou dost see them sel.

Alone, in thy cold skies,
Thou keep’st thy old, unmoving station yet,
Nor join’st the dances of that glittering train, -
Nor dipp’st thy virgin orh in the blue western main.
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T wmssg o ptflost Fuyp Sfputf There, at Morn's rosy birth,
Vkwneun Juylu kg goppu Juwe. _ Thou lookest meekly through the kindling air:
be guyg’ np gl qbplhpue wwlfe And Eve, that round the earth
Gl q plrq wibig fugly fuphon . Chases the day, beholds thee watching there ;
Din' by p wibwy Jpfopkoyb, There Noontide finds thee, and the hour that calls
Vo qfunk qpby b dwifl i The shapes of polar flame to scale heaven’s azure walls.
Np qelebef 2k fpal '
BEplupy spwpfusy fuapoemal : '
Ol po poyo bre fomreap ' Alike, beneath thine eye,
[:q_qmp& pepbwtg phineh {arowpp ., The deeds of darkness and of light are done :
Uplubt pugupp goqu wungufup, & High towards the star-lit sky
Deoqghts qupbe’ dispunpy dpldwpp - Towns blaze, — the smoke of battle blots the sun, —
Brerg b ppocp awomljudogh The night-storm on a thousand hills is loud, —
Gmssy dppphly aliskoey® And the strong wind of day doth mingle sea and cloud.

B §nqgifi nedafi fo wpele
Qunliqu ke qughu Gopoifks

A e I T On thy unaltering blaze
Bubuypuypuly gng prg qfidiug The hali-wrecked mariner, his compass lost,
Yumneglousy que gubbplpey goyo Fixes his steady gaze,
Sufinchar ghumbge meqql qebfdug. And steers, undoubting, to the friendly coast;
b5 "Pf_ J=G RS 7 And they who stray in perilous wastes, by night,
e Sl - Are glad when thou dost shine to guide their footsteps right.

REphpbay p jreony prod b ooy
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%‘::-1 :‘f}giﬁqﬁ,‘;ﬁﬂjﬁh . And, therefore, bards of old,
Uerg gl l"i':_':,.'.ri_ i Uy Sages, and hermits of the solemn wood,
Qagunfresy g1 plwy s T PR ] Did in thy beams behold
Qpry TwKudng wiiifp[F : A beauteous type of that unchanging good,
Buiefrenbfigl gl punljup’ q That bright, eternal beacon, by whose ray
The voyager of time should shape his heedful way .
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L
& hin,
Vupwulray feaylit §oeol Gugulis gotijuep . They have watched her last and quivering breath,
Mle wéw [Fpnlwe wgPluth §nglwk. 4 And the maiden’s soul has flown;
MNannbrusy gofdng diugue qilivpdfitupl qupep' They have wrapped her in the robes of death,
Gl pegleuy Jp[dfu oJb e And laid her, dark and lone.
holy dopt wplliw; quiatngbo b fustbwpg } But the mother casts a look behind,
b 3pakplly gunfep Saghly s — Upon that fallen flower, —
Zoqift Guewpag wiig g vy fud, i qoqup- Nay, start not — ’t was the gathering wind :
Tontf b whipwdpt wquewqfly . Those limbs have lost their power.
TF qupioephp b Apcbwdaypy 3bompyg ' And tremble not at that cheek of snow,
Bop Swdwbfi oyt fi [Fugnel. . O%er which the faint light plays;
T oyt Tty dopugrepfl prunply *Tis only the crimson curlain’s glow,
Nwenpl quugesg pog bpkeach Which thus deceives thy gaze.
N% gre fiphft funfineglbp quso whblbgua, Didst thou nat close that expiring eve,
Qopunfilyfely quplfiv qquwglp pglpug. i ’ And feel the soft pulse decay ?

b iz po[Fardpy Suiwplglhp gGumuguilia! And did not thy lips receive the sigh,

N pgoglo bqlpd [ pusg : (4 Which hore her soul away ?
Velencny aibqafb huy gublogif, She lies on her couch, all pale and hushed,
b swntine glayt pagibgy goeghl - And heeds not thy gentle tread,
hep gutgapgl qnuikay Swqll qoplwbf And is still as the spring-flower by travaller erushed,
Mle f &pevbql willouy fopgofl: Which dies on its snowy bei.
Tongu b by diagpte o abb Lt JEuulut. The mother has flown from that lonely room, .
ety wyf flfts whieliyle jpafi: And the maid is mute and pale;
Bppwliup B quunnppt fiognalplog p gl qudjot Ier ivory hand is colid as the lomb,

- bphldwilid Buwnctp Jpfd it . And dark is her stiffened nail.
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Her mother strays with folded arms,
And her head is bent in woe;
She shuts her thoughts to joy or charms 3
No tear attempts to flow. ¢

But [isten! what name salutes her ear?
It comes to a heart of stone;

aJesus, » she cries, « has no power here
My daughter’s lifo has flown. »

He leads the way to that cold white couch,
And bends o'er the senseless form.

‘Can his be less than a heavenly touch?

The maiden’s hand is warm !

And the fresh blood comes with roseate hue,
While Death’s dark terrors fly ;

Her form is raised, and her step is true,
And life beams bright in her eye.
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ONTHE DEATH OF A FRIEND

O stay thy tears; for they are blessed,
Whose days are passed, whose toil is done ;
Here midnight care disturbs our rest,
Here sorrow dims the noon-day sun.

Tor labouring virtue's anxious toil,
For patient sorrow’s stifled sigh,
For faith that marks the conqueror’s spoil,,
Heaven grants the recompense, to die.

How blessed are they, whose transient years
Pass like an evening meteor’s flight!
Not dark with guill, nor dim with tears;
Whose course is short, unclouded, bright,

0 cheerless were our lengthened way;
But heaven’s own light dispels the gloom,
Streams downward from eternal day,
And casts a glory round the tomb.

Then stay thy tears; the blessed above
Have hailed a spirit’s heavenly birth,
Sung amew song of joy and love;
And why should anguish reign on earth?

ANDREWS NORTON
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THE LAND OF THE BLEST

0, when the hours of life are past,
And death’s dark shade arrives at last,
It is not slecp, it is not rest;

*Tis glory opening to the blest.

Their way to heaven was pure from sin,
And Christ shall there receive them in:
There, each shall wear a robe of light,
Like his, divinely fair and bright.

There, parted hearts again shall meet,
In union holy, calm, and sweet ;
There, grief find rest ; and never more
Shall sorrew call them to deplore.

There, angels will unite their prayers
With spirits bright and blest as theirs ;
And light shall glance on every crown,
From suns that never more go down.

No storms shall ride the troubled air ;
\ No voice of-passion enter there.

But all be peaceful as the sigh

Of evening gales, that breathe, and die.

‘-.N_____’For there the God of merey sheds

His purest influence on their heads,
And gilds the spirits round the throne
With glory radiant as his own,

W. 0. B. PEABODY
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T ABSALOM

The Waters slept. Night's silvery veil hung low
On Jordan’s bosom, and the eddies eurled
Their glassy rings beneath it, like the still,
Unbroken beating of the sleeper’s pulse.
The reeds bent down the stream : the willow leaves,
With a soft cheek upon the lulling tide,
Forgot the lifting winds; and the long stems,
Whose flowers the waler, like a gentle nurse,
Bears on its bosom, quietly gave way,
And leaned, in graceful attitudes, o rest.
How strikingly the course of nature tells,
By its light beed of human suffering,
That it was fashioned for a happier world !

King David’s limbs were weary. He had fled
Trom far Jerusalem § and now he stood,
With his faint people, for a little rest
Upon the shore of Jordan. The light wind
Of morn was stirring, and he bared his brow
To its refreshing breath 5 for he had worn
The mourner’s covering, and he had not felt
That he could see his peaple until now.
They gathered round him on the fresh green bank,
And spoke their kindly words ; and, as the sun
Rose up in heaven, he knelt among them there,
And bowed his head upon his hands to pray.
Oh! when the heart is full, — when bitter thoughts
Come crowding thickly up for utterance,
And the poor common waords of courtesy
Are such a yery mockery, — how much
The bursting heart may pour itsell in prayer !
He prayed for Isracl ; and his voice went up
Strongly and fervently. Ie prayed for those
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Whose love had been his shield ; and his deep tones
Grew tremulous. But, oh! for Absalom —

For his estranged, misguided Absalom —

The proud, bright being, who had burst away

In all his princely beauty, to defy

The heart that cherished him, — for him he poured
In agony that would not be controlled,

Strong supplication, and forgave him there,
Before his God, for his deep sinfulness.

The pall was settled. He who slept beneath
Was straightened for the grave; and, as the folds
Sunk to the still proportions, they betrayed
The matchless symmetry of Absalom.

His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls
Were floating round the tassels as they swayed
To the admitted air, as glossy now

As when, in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing
The snowy fingers of Judea’s girls.

His helm was at his feet: his banner, soiled
With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid,
Reversed, beside him; and the jewelled hilt,
‘Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blade,
Rested, like mockery, on his covered brow.
The soldiers of the king trod to and fro,

Clad in the garb of battle; and their chief,
The mighty Joab, stood beside the bier,

And gazed upon the dark pall steadfastly,

As if he feared the slumberer might stir.

A slow step starlled him. He grasped his blade
As if a trumpet rang; but the bent form

Of David entered, and he gave command,

In a low tone, to his few followers,

And left him with his dead. The king stood still
Till the last echo died: then, throwing off

The sackeloth from his brow, and laying back
The pall from the still features of his child,
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He bowed his head upon him, and broke forth
In the resistless eloguence of woe:

« Alas! my noble boy! that thou should’st die!
Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair!
That death should settle in thy glorious eye,
And leave his stillness in this clustering hair.
Tow could he mark thee for the silent tomb,
My proud boy Absalom!

« Cold is thy brow, my son! and Iam chill,
As to my bosom T have tried to press thee.
How was [ wont to feel my pulses thrill,
Like a rich harp-string, yearning to caress thee,
And bear thy sweet « my father » from these dumb
And cold lips, Absalom !

«The grave hath won thee. I shall hear the gush
Of music, and the voices of the young;
And life will pass me in the mantling blush,
And the dark tresses to the soft winds flung ; —
But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, shall come
To meet me, Absalom !

« And, oh! when I am stricken, and my heart,
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken,
How will its love for thee, as 1 depart,
Yearn for thine ear to drink its last deep token!
It were so sweet, amid death’s gathering gloom,
To see thee, Absalom !

« And now, farewell ! 'Tis hard to give thee up,
With death so like a gentle slumber on thee . —
And thy dark sin!— Oh !X could drink the cup,
If from this woe its bitterness had won thee.
May God have called thee, like a wanderer, home
My erring Absalom !
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He covered up his face, and bowed himself

A moment on his child : then, giving him

A look of melting tenderness, he clasped

His hands convulsively, as if in prayer;

And, as a sirength were given him of God,

He rose up calmly, and composed the pall
Firmly and decently, and left him there,

As if his rest had been a breathing sleep.

N. P. WILLIS
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RETIREMENT

1 love to steal a while away
From every cumbering care,
And spend the hours of selting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

I love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear,

And all His promises to plead,
Where none but God can hear.

I love to think on mercies past,
And future good implore,
And all my sighs and sorrows. cast
On him whom I adore.

I love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven
Such prospeets oft my. strength renew,
While here by tempests driven.

Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o’er,
May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,
And lead to endless day.
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THE BLIND MAN’'S LAMENT

O where are the visions of ccstasy bright,
That can burst o’er the darkness, and banish the night 2

0 where are the charms that the day can unfold
To the heart and the eye that their glories can hold?

Decp, deep in the silence of sorrow I mourn;
For no visions of beauty for me shall e’er burn!

They have told me of sweel purple hues of the west,
Of the rich tints that sparkle on Ocean’s wide breast:

They have told me of stars that are burning on high,
When the night is earcering along the vast sky;

But alas! there remains wheresoever I flee,
Nor beauty, nor lustre, nor brightness for me!

But yet, to my lone, gloomy couch there is given
A ray to my heart that is kindled in heaven;
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It <oothes the dark path through this valley of tears:
It enlivens my hearl, and my sorrow it cheers:

For it tells of a morn when this night shall pass by,
And my spirit shall dwell where the days do not die.

JAMES WALLIS EASTBURN
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Ihe spacious earth is all Thine own

What land so’er my steps invile,
‘That land Thine eye will rest upon,
T ; By day, by night.
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Whether again my home I sce,
Or yicld on foreign shores my breath,
Take not Thy presence, Lord, from me,
In life or death.

In Thee, my hiding-place divine,

Be rest throughout life’s journeyings given:
Then sweeter, holier rest be mine,

With Thee in heaven!

CHARLOTT ELLIOTT
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TIE DYING GIRL

Sister, death’s veil is gathering fast 3
The chilly seal has marked my brow s
This young heart’s mournful dream is pasl
The golden cords are severing now.

The spirit of tear-gemmed throne
Bounds o’er me with angelic light ;

And Mercy, on Love’s wings, hath flown
To guide my soul’s mysterious flight.

I leave thee, sister, — thee, the last,

A lone one, drooping "mid the dead —
A Dud, o'er whose pale leaf is cast

The blight, from Sorrow’s pinion shed.

If from the Dlessed realms of light,

Love still may own its mortal birth,
May soften still Affletion’s night,

Thou shalt not, sister, piue on earth.

For where the young huds’ dewy fold
Flings hallowed ineense on the air,
Where they once met who now are cold,
This soul of mine shall meet thee there.

Kneel thou beside my lonely grave,
When summer hreczes o'er it sweep,
When yon prood orb, that gilds the wave,
Sinks glorious to his ocean sleep.

Kneel, and the vow thou breathest there,

At that lone hour, shalt float on high, —
Spirits of light shall Dless thy prayer,

The dead, the erowned, shall greet thy sigh.
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T0O A WATERFOWL

Whither, *midst [alling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day,
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way ?
Vainly the fowler’s eye
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong.
As darkly pointed on the crimson sky,
Thy figure floats along.

Seck’st thou the plashy brink
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink
On the ehafed ocean side?

There is a Power, whose care
Teaches thy way along thy pathless coasl, —
The desert and illimitable air, —

Lone wandering, but not lost,

All day thy wings have fanned,
At that far height, the cold thin atmospbere ;
Yet stoop not, weary, lo the welcome land,

Though the dark might is near.

And soon that toil shall end,
Soon shalt thow find a summer home and rest
And seream among the fellows 3 reeds shall bend

Soon over thy sheltered rest.

Thou ’rt gone ; the ahyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form ; yet on my heart
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given.

And shall not soon depart. i

e, who, from zone to zone,
Guides through the boundless sky thy eertain light,
In the long way that I must teead alone,

Will lead my steps aright.

BRYANT
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THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE

Beside the toilsome way,
Lonely and dark, by fruits and flowers unblest,
Which my worn fect tread sadly, day by day,
Longing in vain for rest,

An angel softly walks,
With pale, sweet face, and eyes east meekly down,
The while, from withered leaves and flowerless stalks
She weaves my fitling crown.

A sweet and patient grace,

A look of firm endurance, true and tried,

Of suffering meekly borne; rests on her face —
So pure, so glorified.

And when my fainting heart
Desponds and murmurs at its adverse fate,
Then quietly the angel’s bright lips part,

Whispering softly, « Wait ! »

« Patience ! » He sweetly saith —

« The Father’s mercies never come too late ;

Gird thee with patient strength and trusting faith,
And firm endurance — wait! »

Angel, behold, T wait,
Wearing the thorny crown through all life’s hours, —
Wait till thy hand shall ope the eternal gate,

And change the thorns to flowers.

- N. A.
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WHEN WE PASS O'ER YONDER
RIVER

When we pass o'er yonder river,
When we reach the farther shore,
There’s an end of war for ever;
We shall see our foes no more ;
All our confliets then shall cease,
Follow’d by eternal peace,

When we pass o'er yonder river,
When we reach the farther shore.

After warfare, rest is pleasant
0, how sweet the prospeet is !
Tho' we toil and strive al present,
Let us not repine at this ;

Toil, and pain, and conflict past,

All endear repose at last,

When we pass o’er yonder river,

When we reach the farther shore.

When we gain the heav’nly region,
When we touch the heav’nly shore,
Blessed tho't! no hostile legion
Can alarm or trouble more:

Far beyond the reach of foes,

We shall dwell in sweet repose,
When we pass o'er yonder river,
When we reach the farther shore.

O, that hope! how bright, how glorious!
"I' is his people’s blest reward 5
In the Saviour’s strength victorious,
They at length behold their Lord :
In his kingdom we shall rest,

In his love he fully blest,
When we pass o'er yonder river,
When we reach the farther shore.

Dn. A. A. SAUNDERS
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TO THE DYING YEAR

And thou, gray voyager to the breczeless sea
Of infinite Oblivion, speed thou on !
Another gift of Time succeedeth thee,
Fresh from the hand of God! for thou hast done
The errand of thy destiny, and none
May dream of thy returning. Go! and bear
Mortality’s frail records to thy cold,
Eternal prison-house; — the midnight prayer
Of suffering hosoms, and the fevered care
Of worldly hearts; the miser’s dream of gold ;
Ambition's grasp at greatness; the quenched light
Of broken spirits ; the forgiven wrong,
And the abiding curse. Ay, bear along
These wrecks of thine own making. Lo! thy knell
Gathers upon the windy breath of night,

- Tts last and faintest echo! Fare thee well!

J. G. WHITTIER
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IMMORTALITY

Is this thy prison-house, thy grave, then, Love ¢
And doth death cancel the great bond that holds
Comminging spirits? Are thoughts thal know no bounds,
But, sell-inspired, rise upward, searching out
The Eternal Mind, — the Father of all thought, —
Are they become mere tenants of a tomb #
Dwellers in darkness, who the illuminate realms
Of uncreated light have visited and lived ? —
Lived in the dreadful splendor of that throne,
Which One, with gentle hand the vail of flesh
Lil'linu',tlml hung "twixl man and it, revealed
In glory ? — throne, before which; even now,

Our souls, moved by prophetic power, bow down,
Rejoicing, yet at their own nalures awed ? —

Souls that Thee know by a mysterious sense,

Thou awful, unseen Presence — are they quenched,
Oc burn they on, hid from our mortel eyes

By that bright day which ends not; as the sun
His robe of light flings round the glittering stars 2

And w ltl: our frames do perish all our loves?
Do those that took their root and put forth buds,
And their soft leaves unfolded in the warmth
Of mutual hearts, grow up and live in beauty,
Then fade and [all, like fair unconscious flowers,

Are thoughts and passious that to the tongue give speech,
And make it send forth winning harmonies, —
That to the cheeck do give its loving glow,
And vision in the eye the soul intense
With that for which there is no utterance, —
Are these the body’s aceidents 2 — no more 2 —
To live in it, and when that dies, go out
Like the burnt taper’s flama?
0, listen, man !
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A voice within us speaks that starting word,

« Man, thou shalt never die! » Celestial voices
Hymn it unto our souls ; according harps,

By angel fingers touched when the mild stars

Of morning sang together, sound forth still

The song of onr great immortality:

Thick clustering orbs, and this our fair domain,
The tall, dark mountains, and the deep-toned seas,
Join in this solemn, universal song.

0 listen, ye, our spirits ; drink it in :
From all the air! 'T is in the gentle moon light,
T is floating 'midst day’s selling glories; Night,
Wrapped in her sable robe, with silent step,
Comes to our bed, and breathes it in our ears :
Night, and the dawn, bright day, and thoughtful eve,
All time, all bounds, the limitless expanse,

As one vast mistic instrument, are touched

By an unseen, living Hand, and conscious chords
Quiver with joy in this great jubilee.

The dying hear it; and as sounds of earth

Grow dull and distant, wake their passing souls
To mingle in this heavenly harmonie.

DANA
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THE DYING CHILD

T is diying! life is yielding place
To that mysterious charm,

Which spreads ypon the troubled face
A fixed, unchanging calm,

That deepens as the parting breath
Is gently sinking into death.

A thoughtful beauty rests the while
Upon its snowy brow;

But those pale lips eould never smile
More radiantly than now ;

And sure some heavenly dreams hegin
To dawn upon the soul within!

0 that those mildly conscious lips
Were parted to reply —
To tell how death’s severe eclipse
Is passing from thine eye;
For living eye can never sce
The change that death wrought in thee.

Perhaps thy sight is wandering far
Throughout the kindled sky

In tracing every infant star.
Amid the flames on high; —

Souls of the just, whose path is bent
Around the glorious firmament.

Perhaps thine eye is gazing down
Upon the earth below ;

Bejoicing to have gained thy crown,
And hurried from its woe,

To dwell bheneath the trone of Him,
Before whose glory heaven is dim.
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MOURNING AT RAMA

Hushed is the voice of Judal’’s mirth §
And Judah’s minstrels, too, are gone,
And Harps that told Messiah’s birth
Are hung on Heaven’s eternal throne.

Fled is the bright and shining throng

That swelled on earth the welcome strain,
And lost in air the choral song

That floated wild on David’s plain : —

For dark and sad is Bethlehem’s fate;
Her valleys gush with human blood §
Despair sils mourning at her gate,
And murder stalks in frantic mood.

At morn, the mother’s heart was light,
Her infant bloomed upon her breast 5

Al eve, 'l was pale and withered quite,
And gone 1o its eternal rest.

Weep on, ye childless mothers, weep ;

Your babes are hushed in one cold grave ;
In Jordan’s streams their spirits sleep,

Their blood is mingled with the wave.

N.

A.
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THE SONG AT TWILIGHT

When evening spreads her shades around,
And darkness fills the arch of heaven;
When pot a murmur, not a sound,
To Fancy's sportive car ie given ;

When the broad orh of heaven is bright,
And looks around with golden eye;

When Nature, softened by her light,
Seems calmly, solemnly to lie —

Then, when our thoughts are raised above
This world, and all this world can give;
0, sister, sing the song 1 love,
And tears of gratitude receive.

The song which thrills my bosom’s core,
And, hovering, trembles half afraid,
0, sister, sing the song once more
Whick ne’er for mortal ear was made.

IT were almost sacrilege to sing
Those notes amid the glare of day ;
Notes borne by angels’ purest wing,
And wafted by their breath anay.

When, sleeping in my grass-grown bed,
Shouldst thou still linger here above,

Wilt thou not kneel beside my head,
And, sisler, sing the song I love?

LUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON
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A HYMN OF THE SEA

The sea is mighty, but a mightier sways
His restless billows. Thon, whose hands have scooped
His boundless gulfs and built his shore, thy breath,
That moved in the beginning o’er his face,
Moves o'er it evermore. The obedient waves
To its strong motion roll, and rise and fall.
8till from that realm of rain thy cloud goes up,
As al the first, to water the great earth,
And keep her valleys green. A hundred realms
Wath its broad shadow warping on the wind,
And in the dropping shower, with gladness hear
Thy promise of the harvest. I look forth
Over the boundless blue, where joyously
The bright crests of innumerable waves
Glance to the sun at once, as when the hands
Of a great multitude are upward flung
T'n acelamation. I behold the ships
Gliding from cape to cape, from isle lo isle,
Or stemming toward far lands, or hastening home
From the old world. It is thy friendly breeze
That bears them, with the riches of the land,
And treasure of dear lives, till, in the port,
The shouting seaman climbs and furls the sail.
But who shall bide thy tempest, who shall face
The blast that wakes the fury of the sea ?
Oh God! thy justice makes the world turn pale,
When on the armed fleet, that royally
Bears down the surges, carraying war, fo smite
Some cily, or invade some thoughtless realm,
Descends the fierce tornado. The vast hulks
Are whirled like cheff upon the waves : the sails
Fly, rent like webs of gossamer 3 the masts
Are snapped asunder downward from the decks,
Downward are slung, into the fathomless gulf,
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Their cruel engines ; and their hosts, arrayed
In troppings of the battle-field, are whelmed
By whirlpools, or dashed dead upon the rocks.

Than stand the nations still with awe, and pause,

A moment, from the bloody wark of war.
These resiless surges eat away the shores

Of earth’s old continents ; the fertile plain
Welters in shallows, headlands crumble down,
And the tide drifts the sea-sand in the streetls
Of the drowned city. Thou, meanvhile, afar
In the green chambers of the middle sea,
Where broadest spread the waters and the line
Sinks deepest, while no eye beholds thy work,
Creator ! thou dost teach the coral-worm

To lay his mighty recfs. From age 1o age,

He builds beneath the waters, till, at last,

His bulwarks overtop the brine, and check
The long wave rolling from the southern pole
To break upon Japan. Thou Did’st the fires,
“That smoulder under ocean, heave on high

The new-made mountains, and uplift their peaks,

A place of refuge for the storm-driven bird.
The birds and wafling billows plant the rifts
With herb and tree ; sweet fountains gush ;

sweet airs

Ripple the living lakes that, fringed with flowers,

Are gathered in the hollows. Thou dost look
On thy creation and pronounce it good.

Its valleys, glorious with their summer green,
Praise thee in silent beauly, and its woods,
Swept by the murmuring winds of ocean, join
The murmuring shores in a perpetual hymn.

BRYANT
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Yet one smile more, departing, distant sun!
One mellow smile through the soft vapoury air,

Ere, o’er the frozen earth, the loud winds run,
Or snows are sifted o’er the meadows bare.

One smile on the brown hills and naked trees,
And the dark rocks whose summer wreaths are cast,
And the blue gentian flower, that, in the breeze,
Nods lonely, of her beauteous race the last.

Yet a few sunny days, in which the bee
Shall murmur by the hedge that skirts the way,
The cricket chirp upon the russet lea,

And man delight to linger in thy ray.
Yet one rich smile, and we will try to bear

The piercing winter frost, and winds, and darkened air.

BRYANT
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SAND OF THE DESERT
IN AN HOUR-GLASS

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

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

How many weary centuries has it been
About those deserts brown'!

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

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

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

Perheps the feet of Moses, burnt and bara
Crushed it beneath their tread ;

Or Pharaoh’s flashing wheels into the air
Scattered il as they sped;

Or Mary, with the Christ of Nazareth
Held close in her caress,

Whaose pilgrimage of hope and love and faith
1llumed the wilderness ;

Or anchorites beneath Engaddi’s palms
Pacing the Dead-Sea heach,

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

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

Or Mecca’s pilgrims, confident of Fate,
And resolute in heart!
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Thes e have passed over ity or may have passed !
Now in this erystal fower

I mprisoned by some curious hand al last,
It counts the passing hour.

And as1 g?aze, these narrow walls expand ; —
Before my dreamy eye

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

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

Dilatess into a eolumn high and vast.
A form of fear and dread.

And onward, and across the setting sun,
Across the boundless plain,

The column and ils broader shadow run,
Till thought pursues in vain.

The vision vanishes! These walls again
Shut out the lurid sun,

Shut out the hot, immeasurable plain 3
The half-hour’s sand is run!

H. W. LONGFELLOW
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HAGAR IN THE WILDERNESS

The morning broke. Light stole upon the clouds
With a strange beauty. Earth reccived again
Its garment of a thousand dies 3 and leaves,
And delicate blossoms, and the painted flowers,
And everything that bendeth to the dow,
And stirreth with the daylight, lifted up
ts heauty to the breath of that sweet morn.
Al things are dark to sorrow and the light,
And loveliness, and [ragrant air were sad
Ta the dejected Hagar. The moist carlh
Was pouring odours from ils spicy pores,
And the young hirds were carolling as life
Were a new thing fo them 3 but, oh! it came
Upon her heart like discord, and she felt
How cruelly it tries a broken heart, -
To see a mirth in anything it loves.
She stood at Abraham’s tent. Her lips were pressad
Till the blood left them 3 and the wandering veins
Of her transparent forchead were swelled out,
As if her pride would burst them, Her dark eye
Was clear and tearless, and the light of heaven,
Which made its language legible, shot hack
From her long lashes, as it had been flame.
Her noble hoy stood by her, with his hand
Clasped in her own, and his round, delicate feet,
Searce {rained to balance on the tented floor,
Sandalled for journeying. He had looked up
Into his mother’s face until he caught
The spirit there, and his young hearl was swelling
Beneath his snowy bosom, and his form
Qiraigatened up proudly in his tiny-wrath,
As if bis light proportions would have swelled.
Had they but matched his spirit, to the man.
Why bends the patriarch as he cometh now
%
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Upon his staff so wearily? His heard
Is low upon his breast, and his high brow
So wrilten with the converte of his God,
Beareth the swollen vein of agony.
His I'p is quivering, and his wonted step
Of vigour is nol there 3 and, though the morn
Is passing fair and beautiful, he breathes
Tts freshness as it were a pestilence.
Oh! man may bear with suffering : his heart
Is a strong thing, and godlike tn the grasp
Of pain that wrings morlality : but tear
One cord affection clings fo, parl one tie
That binds him to a woman’s delicale love,
And his greal spirit yieldeth like a read.

He gave lo her the water and the liread,
But spoke no word, and trusted not himself
To look npon her face, but laid his hand,
In silent blessing, on the fair-haired boy,
And left her to her lot of loneliness.

She wenl her way with a strong step and slow,
Her pressgd lip arched, and her clear eye undimmed,
As il had heen a diamond, and her form
Borne proudly up, as if her heart breathed through.
Her child kept on in silence, though she pressed
His hand Gl it was painedj for he had caught,

As T have said, her spirit, and the seed
Of a stern natjon had heen breathed upon.

The morning pass’d and Asia’s sun rode up
In the clear heaven, and every beam was heat.

The cattle of the hills were in the shade,

And the lright plumage of the Orient lay

tIn beating hosoms in her spicy trees.

Tt was an hour uf rest; but Hagar found

No shelter in the wilderness, and on

She kept ler Weary way, until the hoy

Hung down his head, and opened his parched lips
For water; hut she could not give it him.

She laid him down heneath the suliry sky, —
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For it was better thau the close, hot breath
Of the thick pines, — and tried to comfort him 3
But he was sore athirst, and his blue eyes
Woere dim and hloodshot, and he conld not know
Why God denied him water in the wild.

She sat a little longer, and he grew

Ghastly and faint; as if he would have died

It was too much for her. She lifted him,

And bore him farther on, and laid his head
Beneath the shadow of a desert shrubs

And, shrouding up her face, she went away,

And sat to wateh, where lie could see lier not,
Till he should die; and watching him, she mourned.
« God stay thee in thine agony, my boy 3

I cannot see thee die: I cannot hrook
Upon thy brow o look,

And see death settle on my eradle joy.

How have [ drunk the light of thy blue eye!
And could I sec thee die?

<1 did not dream of this when thou wart straying,
Like an unbound gazelle, among the flowers,
Or wearing rosy hours.
By the rich gush of water sources playing,
Then sinking weary to thy smiling sleep,
So beautiful and deep.

« Ol no; and when I watehed by thee the while

And saw thy bright lip curling in thy dream,
And thought of the dark stream

In my own land of Egypl, the deep Nile,

How prayed [ that my father’s land might be
An heritage for thee?

« And now the grave for its cold breast hath won thes,
And Ry while, delicale limbs the earth will press;
And, oh! my last caress
ust feel thee cold, for a chill hand is on thee.
How can I leave my boy, so pillowed there
Upon his clustering hair ! »



— 78 —
S oy bl
Balispnra’ gfd ppple’ Sresy funp ol

Puitefign pySeq Supgh [hg plq diugdEh
duwraligne |3 et ke puidfin:

g:i & ; Tl Sng fep fril qply grepur sy,
Juitiepuardlp pre qfopp Khpdinlp® bplpl vnueg fofouts.
o ul:uf:;i 4‘:;’1?*’3:'" wpry gaeper plq,
{ dbnp | dflipuy pr bgal:
Uy ldagby bpp bu qbd duingfl withbbgut
Qmefu b fuspss forsnuwn b e

Quwplwe, ilfjwy wa §p "

Z epppylef’ qop wieg Sk
aluiflﬂll“l"iﬂb.’-' !un;u.n?_' wf{Pl’n.p W’lwﬂ&ll . % s L
1}:. ﬂ'u_m'ith‘r Eum';u 'f.uq.mm opnl
L) 1 77 prrlefv

b dpdinkp L b by pople Bl fits.

h:- uimwcuiﬁp <fl1fru_ m‘_ﬁ‘n} ‘[m‘luu aarer. J““JP fu_P‘
Sku wy qpligu il fi dlin Tap it quafufocpe

v AIRPLLBY

;

She ‘stood Deside the well her God had given
To gush in that deep wilderness, and bathed
The forchead of her child until he laughed
In his reviving happiness, and lisped
His infant thought of-gladness al the sight
Of the cool plashing of his mother’s hand.

N. P. WILLIS
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THANATOPSIS

-

To him who, in the love of Nature, holds
Communion with her visible forms, she speuks
A various language. For his gayer hours
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile
And cloquence of beauty ; and she glides
Into his darker musings with a mild
And gentle sympathy, that steals away
Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When thoughts
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight
Over thy spiril, and sad images
Of the stern agony, and shrond, and pall,
And breathless darkness, and (he narrow house,
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart, —
Go forth upto the open sky, and list
To nature’s teachings, while from all around —
Earth and her waters, and the depth of air —
Comes a still voice:— Yet a few days, and thee
The all-heholding sun shall sée no more
In all his course. Nor yet in the cold ground,
Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist
Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again ;
And, lost each human trace, surrendering up
Thine individual being, shalt thou go
To mix for ever with the elements,
To be a brother to the insensible rock
And to the sluggish clod, which the rudoe swain
‘Purns with his share, and treads upon. The oak
Shall send his rools abroad, and pierce thy monld.
" Yot not to thy eterval resting place ]
Shalt thou retire alone 3 nor couldst thou wish
Couch more maguificent. Thou shalt lie down
With patrinrchs of the infant world, with kings,



Yuplpwawlng pproepp’ quq wplrguljoats Sfuwinepgp
Z"'.I’L’""—E ﬂj"?‘ rﬁalnm(rm&flw“'- 14 !urn’;wqm‘b w‘i-q.npplu.'
Mewrurr fpansrn by w'b:nmn-_{g 1 gleinp :{_frq{ﬂfwz_wrtf' sess GuasegTransgg po
‘l'“’.l_‘“f"“}-'b.l".{-_' (ﬂurt.lw.g l!!_'ll’:{! SES &&mﬂwJTJ wrin g
IJL Guilissspuusors Slep &ﬂxl{":’.l wfupuiplep qopy wlrua{-f_n '

Quspp I Guussligfts fle Guignep JL8f ofpil Fiupqlyne[dbaites

Uplet n'u-‘:{{- ylapepwlp | wfd fop Epliufig qopne[d ity

[:7»,. promaf ey asgensy ey Guilsgang finugple qupoeg

Awnwguyfd bt i flpay {qu_&nf_“l diu gt fuyulifig :

Ddlulepfite npp Gofull wpg q_b‘rqfaf:' dfe weifs frgbTe

U= E-_c.uq_n‘:u_{l} el m'bn?_ wauilig Ltf_ﬁrﬂb-ﬂr_g Jdleppt c'i'ng t
au.u!.wl.ofnnl_ wire E‘i_m"f“‘-'l {mmﬂn’ "h?. [ T

T Il

Y wily gt lqlf-mznfl_!u St manfuy it wlipoaon’

Nlep Npleget [Fwewpgyop Jupqlt fig oz poobped

[:""JH qhep 1£fuj‘lu‘ﬁl! gnuuﬂun‘g. uw{utu'!t Ee wibig E ol
ey p. ’

L plepp plepreg’ woqpunli [Ffg wilivg Gopod i’

I Jf)m"ﬁfnf_{t}[ufhu whig o prct gl bt pglinw.

Nepuwbop wpy dfugiosd {4 wpawenpli poly ofledfoay p:

Vgwuiho fugglrs fwugln qoc. g Jug {3 [ wblpwp be

uwglp ,

fle g 'f.{""""ﬂf’ e flitin mi.rfm, Gl puwpl fpl juwpup wge

VeEtwytefe np 2plyls’ foyy dijitiay uyq po Jlenly

[|eposfoawagfe fupufowdfonts fo spouoly ?‘L‘bwf_ﬁ"“r‘

]\ nffm[l!n.n;r Tf"“t‘“"ﬂ,;"‘f‘". ﬂ‘r-t&u Jﬂ'!‘lﬁqﬁ fre J:J’R.lﬁ"ll?‘

hepuputighep Epldligl qSkw pgiwgliog gphoply:

Worr E= 'h:!-gm ;‘;ﬂ{m‘!w"llrnl_?ll! feplutg [Foyliwg Lo q4pp-

]:;p[&!rmL l}f;&.’;}a {l P n'i'uup' rLgrmqfaTh‘u ann{ﬂ; 4“"1‘”1,[{"-—
enlreale s

(g yummofley Sogosfley bplomylompmp sl qupocg,

ﬂf"h"-? J'm‘rq q:.u'i-' utwuluﬂ'ifg‘p Iv 6[-,_.. qf;‘luua :fnﬂp?ﬂ-lﬂ?dfn -

Upp Guinwplugp o Gopnd wnfing | ol p o Dp[ln‘n?_{!'

Yopupwidinl pte Guwundjaie | ke lrwllqﬂmz'w&_ﬁ dfp Quiplely p

b 61&!{:-:. oy l}.f-’q_’lﬂﬁq K. m'.i'.u.f.l'n:_nr.f; qutqufﬂ:.

Veltulepfite ff e offp Guieniplbagfi i wn ‘pf.u_.

1t g4k g &,-{3[.5&1; opp Guibigoiughl pglivufi:

D wnggoanylonr erm’s' qb gnpdwd’ Guuglt §puwdivip

N.LTR lr‘ola sy

£

<

The powerful of the carth, the wise, the good,

Fair forms, and hoary scers of ages past,

All in ope mighty sepulchre. The hills,

Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun; the vales,

Stretehing in pensive quielness between;

The venerable woods rivers thal move

In majesty ;3 and the complaining brooks,

That make the meadow green 3 and, poured round all,

Old ocean’s gray and melancholy waste, —

Are but the solemn decorations all

Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun,

The planets, all the infinit host of heaven,

Are shining on the sad ahodes of death,

Through the still lapse of ages. Take the wings

Of morning, and the Barean desert pierce

Or lose thyself in the continuous woods

Where rolis the Oregon, and hears no sounds,

Save his own dashings; yet —the dead are there;

And millions in those solitudes, since first

The flight of years hegan, have laid them down

In their last sleep — the dead reign there alone.
So shalt thou rest; and what if thou shalt fall

Unnoticed by the living, and no friend

Take note of thy departure? All that breathe

Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh

When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care

Plod on, and each one, as before, will chase

His favorite phantom ; yet all these shall leave

Their mirth and their employments, and shall come,

And make their bed with thee. As the long train

Of ages glide away, the sons of men,

The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes,

In the full strength of years, matron, and maid;

The bowed with age, the infant, in the smiles

And beauty of its innocent age cut off, —

“ Shyll, one by one, he gathered to thy side,

By thase, who, in their turn, shall follow them.
So live, that, when thy summons comes o join
The innumerable caravan, thal moves
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To the pale realms of shade, where each shall take
His ehamber in the silent halls of death,

Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,
Scourget to his dungeon ; hul, sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave;

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.

BRYANT
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