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“And must I always swing the flail,
And help to fill the milking pail?



I wish to go away to school;
I do not wish to be a fool.”(1)
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“His poetry bears the stamp of true

poetic genius, which, if carefully culti-
vated, will rank him among the bards
of his country.”(2)
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“When, smitten as with fire from
Heaven,

The captive’s chain shall sink in dust;
And to his fettered soul be given

The glorious freedom of the just.”
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“Are all the dead dogs over?”
Growled through that matted lip;
“The blind ones are no better.
Let’s lighten the good ship.”
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“But our poor slave in vain :

Turns to the Christian shrine his

aching eyes,

Its rites will only swell his market price,

And rivet his chain.”
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“All else is gone ;from their great eyes
The soul has fled:
When faith is lost, when honor dies,
The man is dead!

Then, pay the reverence of old days
To his dead fame;

Walk backward, with averted gaze,
And hide the shame!”
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“Then onward with a martyr’s zeal,
And wait thy sure reward

When man to man no more shall kneel,
And God alone be Lord.”
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“I envy the stout, steel-muscled farmers,
I would rather chop wood than to talk
poetry with strangers.”(3)
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“I miss sadly the dear old faces, and
think of days that are no more. Old
friends and closest relatives were gone.
Only the everlasting beauty of outward
Nature remains unchanged.”(4)
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ANTI-SLAVERY POEMS
THE FAREWELL
OF A VIRGINIA SLAVE MOTHER TO HER
DAUGHTERS SOLD INTO SOUTHERN BON-
DAGE

GONE, gone,—sold and gyne,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
Where the slave-whip ceaseless swings,
Where the noisome insect stings,
Where the fever demon strews

Poison with the falling dews,

Where the sickly sunbeams glare
Through the hot and misty air; |

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dark and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone.
There no mother’s eye is near them,
There no mother’s ear can hear them;
Never, when the torturing lash
Seams their back with many a gash,
shall a mother’s kindness bless them,
Or a mother’s arms caress them.

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;

Wos is me, my stolen daughters!

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone.
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Oh, when weary, sad, and slow,

From the fields at night they go,

Faint with toil, and racked with pain,

To their cheerless homes again,

There no brother’s voice shall greet them;
There no father’s welcome meet them.

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;

Woe is me, my stolen daughters!

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone.
From the tree whose shadow lay

On their childhood’s place of play;
From the cool spring where they drank;
Rock, and hill, and rivulet bank;

From the solemn house of prayer,

And the holy counsels there;

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone;
Toiling through the weary day,
And at night the spoiler’s prey.
Oh, that they had earlier died,
Sleeping calmly, side by side,
Where the tyrant’s power is o’er,
And the fetter galls no more!

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters
Woe is me my stolen daughters!

Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone.
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By the holy love He beareth;

By the bruiséd reed He spareth;
Oh, may He, to whom alone

All their cruel wrongs are known,
Still their hope and refuge prove,
With a more than mother’s love.
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,

To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!
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LAUS DEO!

It is done!

Clang of bell and roar of gun
Send the tidings up and down.
How the belfries rock and reel!
How the great guns, peal on peal,
Fling the joy from town to town!

Ring, O bells!
Every stroke exulting tells
Of the burial hour of crime.

Loud and long, that all may hear,

Ring for every listening ear
Of Eternity and Time!

Let us kneel:

God’s own voice is in that peal,
And this spot is holy ground.
Lord, forgive us! What are we,
That our eyes this glory see,

That our ears have heard the sound!

For the Lord
On the whirlwind is abroad;
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In the earthquake He has spoken;
He has smitten with His thunder
The iron walls asunder,

And the gates of brass are broken!

Loud and long

Lift the old exulting song(;S)
Sing with Miriam by the sea,
He has cast the mighty down;
Horse and rider sink and drown

“He hath triumphed glorlously‘

Did we dare

In our agony of prayer,

Ask for more than He has done?
When was ever His right hand
Over any time or land

Stretched as now beneath the sun?

How they pale,

Ancient myth and song and tale,
In this wonder of our days,

When the cruel rod of war
Blossoms white with righteous law,

%)
And the wrath of man is praise!

Blotted out!

All within and all about
Shall a fresher life begin;
Freer breathe the universe
As it rolls its heavy curse
On the dead and buried sin!

It is done!

In the circuit of the sun

Shall the sound thereof go forth.
It shall bid the sad rejoice,

It shall give the dumb a voice,
It shall belt with joy the earth!

Ring and swing,
Bells of joy! On morning’s wing
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Send the song of praise abroad!
With a sound of broken chains
Tell the nations that He reigns,
Who alone is Lord and God!
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POEMS OF NATURE

THE TRAILING ARBUTUS
1 wandered lonely where the pine-trees made
" Against the bitter East their barricade,
And, guided by its sweet
Perfume, I found, within a narrow dell,
The trailing spring flower tinted like a
shell

Amid dry leaves and mosses at my feet.

From under dead boughs, for whose loss
the pines
Moaned ceaseless overhead, the blossoming
vines
Lifted their glad surprise,
While yet the bluebird smoothed in leafless
trees
His feathers ruffled by the chill sea-breeze,
And snow-drifts lingered under April
skies.

As, pausing, o’er the lonely flower I bent,
I thought of lives thus lowly, clogged and
pent,
Which yet find room,
Through care and cumber, coldness and
decay,
To lend a sweetness to the ungenial day,
And make the sad earth happier for their

bloom.
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THE WIND OF MARCH

Up from the sea the wild north wind is
blowing
Under the sky’s gray arch;
Smiling, I watch the shaken elm-boughs,
knowing
It is the wind of March.

Between the passing and the coming season,
This stormy interlude

Gives to our winter-wearied hearts a reason
For trustful gratitude.

Welcome to waiting ears its harsh fore-
warning
Of light and warmth to come,
The longed-for joy of Nature’s Easter
morning,
The earth arisen in bloom!

In the loud tumult winter’s strength is
breaking;
I listen to the sound,
As to a voice of resurrection, waking
To life the dead, cold ground.

Between these gusts, to the soft lapse I
hearken
Of rivulets on their way;
I see these tossed and naked tree-tops
darken
With the fresh leaves of May.

This roar of storm, this sky so gray and
lowering
Invite the airs of Spring
A warmer sunshine over fields of flowering,
The bluebird’s song and wing.

Closely behind, the Gulf’'s warm breezes
follow
This northern hurricane,
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And, borne theréon; the bobolink and swal-
low

Shall visit us again.

And, in green wood-paths, in the kine-fed
pasture
And by the whispering rills,
Shall flowers repeat the Iessor(1 of the Mas-
ter,

Taught on his Syrian hills.

Blow, then, wild wind! thy roar shall end
in singing,
Thy chill in blossoming;
Come, like Bethesda’s(g) troubling angel,
bringing

The healing of the Sprmg

REMINISCENT POEMS
MY PLAYMATE
The pines were dark on Ramoth hill,
Their song was soft and low;
The blossoms in the sweet May wind
Were falling like the snow.

The blossoms drifted at outr feet,
The orchard birds sang clear;
The sweetest and the saddest day

It seemed of all the year.

For, more to me than birds or flowers,
My playmate left her home,

And took with her the laughing spring,
The music and the bloom.

She kissed the lips of kith and kin,
She laid her hand in mine;

What more could ask the bashful boy
Who fed her father’s kine?

She left us in the bloom of May;
The constant years told o’er
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Their seasons with as sweet May morns,
But she came back no more.

I walk, with noiseless feet, the round
Of uneventful years;

Still o’er and o’er I sow the spring
And reap the autumn ears.

She lives where all the golden year
Her summer roses blow;

The dusky children of the sun
Before her come and .go.

There haply with her jewelled hands
She smooths her silken gown,—
No more the homespun lap wherein

I shook the walnuts down.

The wild grapes wait us by the brook,
The brown nuts on the hill,

And still the May-day flowers make sweet
Tho woods of Follymill.

The lilies blossom in the pond,
The bird builds in the tree,

The dark pines sing on Ramoth hill
The slow song of the sea.

1 wonder if she thinks of them,
And how the old time seems,—

If ever the pines of Ramoth wood
Are sounding in her dreams.

I see her face, I hear her voice;
Does she remember mine?

And what to her is now the boy
Who fed her father’s kine?

What cares she that the orioles build
For other eyes than ours,—

That other hands with nuts are filled,
And other laps with flowers?
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O playmate in the golden time!
Our mossy seat is green,

Its fringing violets blossom yet,
The old trees o’er it lean.

The winds so sweet with birch and fern

A sweeter memory blow;
And there in spring the veeries sing
A song of long ago,

And still the pines of Ramoth wood
Are moaning like sea,— '

The moaning of the sea of change
Between myself and thee!

IN SCHOOL-DAYS

Still sits the school-house by the road
A ragged beggar sleeping;

Around it still the sumachs grow,

And blackberry-vines are creeping.

Within, the master’s desk is seen,
Deep scarred by raps official;

The warping floor, the battered seats,
The jack-knife’s carved initial;

© The charcoal frescos on its wall;
Its door’s worn sill, betraying

The feet that, creeping slow to school,
Went storming out to playing!

Long years ago a winter sun
Shone over it at setting;

Lit up its western window-panes,
And low eaves’ icy fretting.

It touched the tangled golden curls,
And brown eyes full of grieving,

Of one who still her steps delayed
When all the school were leaving.
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For near her stood the little boy
Her childish favor singled:
His cap pulled low upon a face
Where pride and shame were mingled.

Pushing with restless feet the snow
To right and left, he lingered;—
As restlessly her tiny hands
The blue-checked apron fingered.

He saw her lift her eyes; he felt
The soft hand’s light caressing,
And heard the tremble of her voice,

As if a fault confessing.

“I'm sorry that I spelt the word:
I hate to go above you, N
Because,“— the brown eyes lower fell,

”Because, you see, I love you!”

Still memory to a gray-haired man
That sweet child-face is showing

Dear girl! the grasses on her grave
Have forty years been growing!

He lives to learn, in life’s hard school,
How few who pass above him

Lament their triumph and his loss,
Like her,—because they love him.

OCCASIONAL POEMS

The Light That Is Felt
A tender child of summers three,
seeking her little bed at night,
Paused on the dark stair. timidly.
“Oh mother! take my hand,” said she,
“And then the dark will all be light.”
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We older children grope our way
From dark behind to dark before;
And only when our hands we lay,
Dear Lord, in thine, the night is day,
And there is darkness never more.

GRAND WISHES
Two little girls loose from school
Queried what each would be;
One said, “I'd be a queen and rule.”
And one, “The world I'd see.”

The years went on. Again they met
And queied what had deen:

“A poor man’s wife am I, and yet”
Said one, “I am a queen.

My realm a happy household is,
My king a husband true;

I rule by loving services;
How has it been with you?”

She answered: “Still the great world lies
Beyond me as it laid;

O’er love’s and duty’s boundaries
My feet have never strayed.

Faint murmurs of the wide world come
Unheeded to my ear!

My widowed mother’s sick bedroom
Sufficeth for my sphere.”

They clasped each other’s hands; with tears
Of solemn joy they cried;

“God gave the wish of our young years,
And we are satisfied.”

RELIGIOUS POEMS
WORSHIP
O brother man! fold to thy heart thy
brother;
Where pity dwells, the peace of God is
there;
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To worship rightly is to love each other,
Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed a
prayer.

Follow with reverent steps the great exam-
ple
Of Him whose holy work was “doing
good;”
So shall the wide earth seem our Father’s
temple,
Each loving life a psalm of gratitude.

Then shall all shackles fall; the stormy
clangor
Of wild war music o’er the earth shall
cease; .
Love shall tread out the baleful fire of
anger,

And in its ashes plant the tree of peace!
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OUR MASTER

Immorta] Love, forever full,
Forever flowing free,

Forever shared, forever whole,
A never-ebbing sea!

Blow, winds of God, awake and blow
The mists of earth away!

Shine out, O Light Divine, and show
How wide and far we stray!

Hush every lip, close every book,
The strife of tongues forbear;

Why forward reach, or backward look,
For love that clasps like air?

We may not climb the heavenly steeps
[Q1*)]
To bring the Lord Christ down:
In vain we search the lowest deeps,

For Him no depths can drown.
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But warm, sweet, tender, even yet
A present help is He; an

And faith has still its(,n())livet, .
And love its Galilee.

The healing of His seamless dregsa)

 Is by our beds of pain;

We touch Him in life’s throng and press,
And we are whole again.

Through Him the first fond prayers are
said
Our lips of childhood frame,
The last low whispers of our dead
Are burdened with His name.

Our Lord and Master of us all!
Whate'er our name or sign,

We own Thy sway, we hear Thy call,
We test our lives by Thine.

Apart from Thee all gain is loss,
All labor vainly done;

The solemn shadow of Thy Cross

~Is better than the sun.

Alone, O Love ineffable!
Thy saving name is given;

To turn aside from Thee is hell,
To walk with Thee is heaven!
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THE ETERNAL GOODNESS

O friends! with whom my feet have trod
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The quiet aisles of prayer,
Glad witness to your zeal for God
And love of man bear.

But still my human hands are weak
To hold your iron creeds:

Against the words ye bid me speak
My heart within me pleads.

Who fathoms the Eternal Thought?
Who talks of scheme and plan?

The Lord is God! He needeth not
The poor device of man.

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground

Ye tread with boldness shod;
I dare not fix with mete and bound
The love and power of God.

Ye praise His justice; even such
His pitying love I deem:
Ye seek a king; I fain would touch

14>
The robe that hath no seam.

Ye see the curse which overbroods
A world of pain and loss;

I hear our Lord’s beatitudes
And prayer upon the Cross.

I bow my forehead to the dust,
I veil mine eyes for shame,

And urge, in trembling self-distrust,
A prayer without a claim.

I see the wrong that round me lies,
I feel the guilt within;

I hear, with groan and travail-cries;
The world confess its sin.

Yet, in the maddening maze of things,
And tossed by storm and flood,

To one fixed trust my spirit clings;
I know that God is good!
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I long for househald voices gone,
For vanished smiles I long,

But God hath led my dear ones on,
And He can do no wrong.

I know not what the future hath K ED X5 L REHFEN
Of marvel or surprise, BAPEFNTIHIBE,
Assured alone that life and death FTAEE D LIERD b HOEARD
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And if my heart and flesh are weak
To bear an ugt)ried pain,
5
The bruiséd reed He will not break,

But strengthen and sustain.

And so beside the Silent Sea
I wait the muffled ear;
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No harm from Him can come to me
On ocean or on shore.

I know not where His islands lift FOBEAD L » HADOENLEE B2
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Their fronded palms in air;
I only know I cannot drift
Beyond His love and care.
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PASTORAL POEM H 3
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SNOW-BOUND
The sun that brief December day
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Rose cheerless over hills of gray, .

© And, darkly circled, gave at noon

A sadder light than waning moon.

Slow tracing down the thickening sky
Its mute and ominous prophecy,

A portent seeming less than threat,

It sank from sight before it set.

A chill no coat, however stout,

Of homespun stuff could quite shut out,
A hard, dull bitterness of cold,

That checked, mid-vein, the circling race
Of life-blood in the sharpened face,

The coming of the snow-storm told.
The wind blew east; we heard the roar
Of ocean on his wintry shore,

And felt the strong pulse throbbing there
Beat with low rhythm our inland air.

Unwarmed by any sunset light

The gray day darkened into night,

A night made hoary with the swarm

And whirl-dance of the blinding storm,
As zigzag, wavering to and fro,

Crossed and recrossed the wingéd snow:
And ere the early bedtime came

The white drift piled the window-frame,
And through the glass the clothes-line posts
Looked in like tall and sheeted ghosts.

And, when the second morning shone,

We looked upon a world unknown,

On nothing we could call our own.

Around the glistening wonder bent

The blue walls of the firmament,

No cloud above, no earth bélow,—

A universe of sky and snow!

The old familiar sights of ours

Took marvellous shapes; strange domes and
towers

Rose up where sty or corn-crib stood.
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As night drew on, and, from the crest
Of wooded kﬁolls that ridged the west,
The sun, a snow-blown traveller, sank
From sight beneath the smothering bank,
We piled, with care, our nightly stack

Of wood against the chimney-back,—
The oaken log, green, huge, and thick,
And on its top the stout back-stick;

The knotty forestick laid apart,

And filled between with curious art

The ragged brush; then, hovering near,
We watched the first red blaze appear,

I heard the sharp crackle, caught the gleam
On whitewashed wall and sagging beam,
Until the old, rude-furnished room,

Burst, flower-like, into rosy bloom;

Ah, brother! only I and thou

Are left of all that circle now,—

The dear home faces whereupon

That fitful firelight paled and shone.

Henceforward, listen as we will,

The voices of that hearth are still;

Look where we may, the wide earth o’er,

Those lighted faces smile no more.

We tread the paths their feet have worn,
We sit beneath their orchard trees,
We hear, like them, the hum of bees

And rustle of the bladed corn;

We turn the pages that they read,

Their written words we linger o’er,

But in the sun they cast no shade,

No voice is heard,no sign is made,

No step is on the conscious floor!
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Yet Love will dream, and Faith will trust,
(Since He who knows our need is just,)

That somehow, somewhere, meet we must.
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He told how teal and loon he shot,
And how the eagle’s eggs he got,
The feats on pond and river done,
The prodigies of rod and gun;
Till, warming with the tales he told,
Forgotten was the outside cold,
The bitter wind unheeded blew,
From ripening corn the pigeons flew,
The partridge drummed i©* the wood, the
mink
Went fishing down the river-brink.
In fields with bean or clover gay,
The woodchuck, like a hermit gray,
Peered from the doorway of his cell;
The muskrat plied the mason’s trade,
And tier by tier his mud-walls laid;
And from the shagbark overhead
The grizzled squirrel dropped his shell.

Next, the dear aunt whese smile of cheer
And voice in dreams I see and hear,—
The sweetest woman ever Fate

Perverse denied a household mate,
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Who, lonely, homeless, not the less
Found peace in love’s unselfishness,

And welcome wheresoe’er she went,

A calm and gracious element,

Whose presence seemed the sweet income
And womanly atmosphere of home,—

There, too, our elder sister plied

Her evening task the stand beside;

A full, rich nature, free to trust,
Truthful and almost sternly just,
Impulsive, earnest, prompt to act,

And make her generous thought a fact,
Keeping with many a light disguise
The secret of self-sactifice.
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Oh, looking from some heavenly hill,
Or from the shade of saintly palms,
Or silver reach of river calms,

Do those large eyes behold me still?

With me one little year ago:—

The chill weight of the winter snow
For months upon her grave has lain;

And now, when summer south-winds blow
And brier and harebell bloom again,

I tread the pleasant paths we trod, '

I see the violet-sprinkled sod

Whereon she leaned, too frail and weak

The hillside flowers she loved to seek,

Yet following me where’er I went

With dark eyes full of love’s content.

The birds are glad; the brier-rose fills

The air with sweetness; all the hills

Stretch green to June’s unclouded sky;

But still T wait with ear and eye

For something gone which should be nigh,

A loss in all familiar things,

In flower that blooms, and bird that sings
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And yet, dear heart! remembering thee,
Am I not richer than of old?
Safe in thy immortality,
What change can reach the wealth 1
hold?
What change can mar the pearl and gold
Thy love hath left in trust with me?
And while in life’s late afternoon,
Where cool and long the shadows grow,
I walk to meet the night that soon
Shall shape and shadow overflow,
I cannot feel that thou art far,
Since near at need the angels are;
And when then the sunset gates unbar,
Shall I not see thee waiting stand,
And, white against the evening star,
The welcome of thy beckoning hand?
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She sat among us, at the best,

A not unfeared, half-welcome guest,

Rebuking with her cultured phrase

Our homeliness of words and ways.

A certain pard-like, treacherous grace

Swayed the lithe limbs and drooped the
lash,

Lent the white teeth their dazzling flash:

And under low brows, black with night,

Rayed out at times a dangerous light;

The sharp heat-lightnings of her face

Presaging ill to him whom Fate

Condemned to share her Jove or hate.
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A woman tropical, intense

In thought and act, in soul and sense,
She blended in a like degree

The vixen and the devotee,

At last the great logs crumbling low,
Sent out a dull and duller glow,

The bull’s-eye watch that hung in view,
Ticking its weary circuit through,
Pointed with mutely warning sign

Its black hand to the hour of nine.

That sign the pleasant circle broke:

My uncle ceased his pipe to smoke,
Knocked from its bowl the refuse gray,
And laid it tenderly;

Then roused himself to safely cover

The dull red brands with ashes over.
And while, with care, our mother laid
The work aside, her steps she stayed
One moment, seeking to express

Her grateful sense of happiness

For food and shelter, warmth and health,
And love’s contentment more than wealth.
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Shut down and clasp the heavy lids;
I hear again the voice that bids

The dreamer leave his dream midway
~ For larger hopes and graver fears:
Life greatens in these later years,
The century’s aloe flowers to-day!
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Yet, haply, in some lull of life,

Some Truce of God which breaks its strife

The worldling’s eyes shall gather dew,
Dreaming in throngful city ways

Of winter joys his boyhood knews:

And dear and early friends—the few

Who yet remain—shall pause to view
These Flemish pictures of old days;

Sit with me by the homestead hearth,

And stretch the hands of memory forth

To warm them at the wood-fire’s blaze!

And thanks untraced to lips unknown

Shall greet me like the odors blown

From unseen meadows newly mown,

Or lilies floatying in some pond,

Wood-fringed, the wayside gaze beyond;

The traveller owns the grateful sense

Of sweetness near, he knows not whence,

And, pausing; takes with forehead bare

The benediction of the air.
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“I am not one of the master singers and

don’t pose as one. By the grace of God,

I am only Whe}t I am, and don't wish to

pose as more.
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NOTES

(1) John Greenleaf Whittier by John Pickard, p.8

(2) Do. p. 11

(3) John Greenleaf Whiitier by Lewis Leary,
p.71

(4) Do. p.75

(5) Exodus 15:1 20 Then sang Moses and the
children of Israel this song unto the Lord.

(6) Exodus 15:20-21 Z‘la“hen Miriam, the prophe-
tess, the sister Aaron, took a timbrel in her
hand; and all the women went gut after her
with timbrels and with dances. And Miriam
answered them, Sing ye to the Lord, for he
hath triumphed gloriously; the horse and his
rider hath he thrown unto the sea.

(7) Psalms 76:10 Surely the wrath of man shall
praise thee.

(8) The Sermon on the Mount Matt. 5, 6, 7 and
Luke 6:20-49

(9) Bethesda. Biblical pool believed to have
curative powers. (John 5:2-4).

(0 Romans 10:6-7
‘But the righteousness which is of faith saith
thus, Say not in thy heart, Who shall ascend
into heaven? (that is, to bring Christ down:)
7 or, Who shall descend into the abyss? (that
is, to bring Christ up from the dead.)

@ See Matt. 26:30-46 where the disciples’ faith
was severely tested. _

(19 See John 21th Chapter where Peter’s love
for Christ was tested.

(3 See Matt. 9:20-22 and Luke 8:43-48.

14 Do.

(15 Isaiah 42:3 A bruised reed will he not break.

© John Greenleaf Whittier by Lewis Leary,
p. 169
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