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John Greenleaf Whittier(17 December 1807 - 7
September 1892)

John Greenleaf Whittier was an influential American Quaker poet and ardent
advocate of the abolition of slavery in the United States. He is usually listed as
one of the Fireside Poets. Whittier was strongly influenced by the Scottish poet
Robert Burns. Highly regarded in his lifetime and for a period thereafter, he is
now remembered for his poem Snow-Bound, and the words of the hymn Dear
Lord and Father of Mankind, from his poem The Brewing of Soma, sung to music
by Hubert Parry.

<b>Biography</b>
<b>Early Life and Work</b>

John Greenleaf Whittier was born to John and Abigail (Hussey) at their rural
homestead near Haverhill, Massachusetts, on December 17, 1807. He grew up
on the farm in a household with his parents, a brother and two sisters, a
maternal aunt and paternal uncle, and a constant flow of visitors and hired hands
for the farm. Their farm was not very profitable. There was only enough money
to get by. Whittier himself was not cut out for hard farm labor and suffered from
bad health and physical frailty his whole life. Although he received little formal
education, he was an avid reader who studied his father’s six books on
Quakerism until their teachings became the foundation of his ideology. Whittier
was heavily influenced by the doctrines of his religion, particularly its stress on
humanitarianism, compassion, and social responsibility.

Whittier was first introduced to poetry by a teacher. His sister sent his first
poem, "The Exile's Departure", to the Newburyport Free Press without his
permission and its editor, William Lloyd Garrison, published it on June 8, 1826.
As a boy, it was discovered that Whittier was color-blind when he was unable to
see a difference between ripe and unripe strawberries. Garrison as well as
another local editor encouraged Whittier to attend the recently-opened Haverhill
Academy. To raise money to attend the school, Whittier became a shoemaker for
a time, and a deal was made to pay part of his tuition with food from the family
farm. Before his second term, he earned money to cover tuition by serving as a
teacher in a one-room schoolhouse in what is now Merrimac, Massachusetts. He
attended Haverhill Academy from 1827 to 1828 and completed a high school
education in only two terms.
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Garrison gave Whittier the job of editor of the National Philanthropist, a Boston-
based temperance weekly. Shortly after a change in management, Garrison
reassigned him as editor of the weekly American Manufacturer in Boston.
Whittier became an out-spoken critic of President Andrew Jackson, and by 1830
was editor of the prominent New England Weekly Review in Hartford,
Connecticut, the most influential Whig journal in New England. In 1833 he
published The Song of the Vermonters, 1779, which he had anonymously
inserted in The New England Magazine. The poem was erroneously attributed to
Ethan Allen for nearly sixty years.

<b>Abolitionist Activity</b>

During the 1830s, Whittier became interested in politics, but after losing a
Congressional election in 1832, he suffered a nervous breakdown and returned
home at age twenty-five. The year 1833 was a turning point for Whittier; he
resurrected his correspondence with Garrison, and the passionate abolitionist
began to encourage the young Quaker to join his cause.

In 1833, Whittier published the antislavery pamphlet Justice and Expediency,
and from there dedicated the next twenty years of his life to the abolitionist
cause. The controversial pamphlet destroyed all of his political hopes—as his
demand for immediate emancipation alienated both northern businessmen and
southern slaveholders—but it also sealed his commitment to a cause that he
deemed morally correct and socially necessary. He was a founding member of
the American Anti-Slavery Society and signed the Anti-Slavery Declaration of
1833, which he often considered the most significant action of his life.

Whittier's political skill made him useful as a lobbyist, and his willingness to
badger anti-slavery congressional leaders into joining the abolitionist cause was
invaluable. From 1835 to 1838, he traveled widely in the North, attending
conventions, securing votes, speaking to the public, and lobbying politicians. As
he did so, Whittier received his fair share of violent responses, being several
times mobbed, stoned, and run out of town. From 1838 to 1840, he was editor of
The Pennsylvania Freeman in Philadelphia, one of the leading antislavery papers
in the North, formerly known as the National Enquirer. In May 1838, the
publication moved its offices to the newly-opened Pennsylvania Hall on North
Sixth Street, which was shortly after burned by a pro-slavery mob. Whittier also
continued to write poetry and nearly all of his poems in this period dealt with the
problem of slavery.

By the end of the 1830s, the unity of the abolitionist movement had begun to
fracture. Whittier stuck to his belief that moral action apart from political effort

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



was futile. He knew that success required legislative change, not merely moral
suasion. This opinion alone engendered a bitter split from Garrison, and Whittier
went on to become a founding member of the Liberty Party in 1839. By 1843, he
was announcing the triumph of the fledgling party: "Liberty party is no longer an
experiment. It is vigorous reality, exerting... a powerful influence". Whittier also
unsuccessfully encouraged Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow to join the party. He took editing jobs with the Middlesex Standard in
Lowell, Massachusetts and the Essex Transcript in Amesbury until 1844. While in
Lowell, he met Lucy Larcom, who became a lifelong friend.

In 1845, he began writing his essay "The Black Man" which included an anecdote
about John Fountain, a free black who was jailed in Virginia for helping slaves
escape. After his release, Fountain went on a speaking tour and thanked Whittier
for writing his story.

Around this time, the stresses of editorial duties, worsening health, and
dangerous mob violence caused him to have a physical breakdown. Whittier went
home to Amesbury, and remained there for the rest of his life, ending his active
participation in abolition. Even so, he continued to believe that the best way to
gain abolitionist support was to broaden the Liberty Party’s political appeal, and
Whittier persisted in advocating the addition of other issues to their platform. He
eventually participated in the evolution of the Liberty Party into the Free Soil
Party, and some say his greatest political feat was convincing Charles Sumner to
run on the Free-Soil ticket for the U.S. Senate in 1850.

Beginning in 1847, Whittier was editor of Gamaliel Bailey's The National Era, one
of the most influential abolitionist newspapers in the North. For the next ten
years it featured the best of his writing, both as prose and poetry. Being confined
to his home and away from the action offered Whittier a chance to write better
abolitionist poetry; he was even poet laureate for his party. Whittier's poems
often used slavery to symbolize all kinds of oppression (physical, spiritual,
economic), and his poems stirred up popular response because they appealed to
feelings rather than logic.

Whittier produced two collections of antislavery poetry: Poems Written during the
Progress of the Abolition Question in the United States, between 1830 and 1838
and Voices of Freedom (1846). He was an elector in the presidential election of
1860 and of 1864, voting for Abraham Lincoln both times.

The passage of the Thirteenth Amendment in 1865 ended both slavery and his

public cause, so Whittier turned to other forms of poetry for the remainder of his
life.
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<b>Later Life</b>

Whittier was one of the founding contributors of the magazine Atlantic Monthly

One of his most enduring works, Snow-Bound, was first published in 1866.
Whittier was surprised by its financial success, earning some $10,000 from the
first edition. In 1867, Whittier asked James Thomas Fields to get him a ticket to
a reading by Charles Dickens during the British author's visit to the United
States. After the event, he wrote a letter describing his experience:

My eyes ached all next day from the intensity of my gazing. I do not think his
voice naturally particularly fine, but he uses it with great effect. He has wonderful
dramatic power... I like him better than any public reader I have ever before
heard.

Whittier spent the last few winters of his life, from 1876 to 1892, at Oak Knoll,
the home of his cousins in Danvers, Massachusetts. Whittier died on September
7, 1892, at a friend's home in Hampton Falls, New Hampshire. He is buried in
Amesbury, Massachusetts.

<b>Poetry</b>

Whittier's first two published books were Legends of New England (1831) and the
poem Moll Pitcher (1832). In 1833 he published The Song of the Vermonters,
1779, which he had anonymously inserted in The New England Magazine. The
poem was erroneously attributed to Ethan Allen for nearly sixty years. This use of
poetry in the service of his political beliefs is illustrated by his book Poems
Written during the Progress of the Abolition Question.

Highly regarded in his lifetime and for a period thereafter, he is now largely
remembered for his patriotic poem Barbara Frietchie, Show-Bound, and a
number of poems turned into hymns. Of these the best known is Dear Lord and
Father of Mankind, taken from his poem The Brewing of Soma. As such it has
become extremely popular sung to the English composer Hubert Parry's tune
Repton taken from the 1888 oratorio Judith and set to the latter part of Whittier's
poem in 1924 by Dr George Gilbert Stocks. It is also sung as the hymn Rest, by
Frederick Maker, and Charles Ives also set a part of it to music.

On its own, the hymn appears sentimental, though in the context of the entire
poem, the stanzas make greater sense, being intended as a contrast with the
fevered spirit of pre-Christian worship and that of some modern Christians.

Whittier's Quaker universalism is better illustrated,however, by the hymn that
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begins:

<i>0 Brother Man, fold to thy heart thy brother:
Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there;

To worship rightly is to love each other,

Each smile a hymn, each kindly word a prayer.</i>

His sometimes contrasting sense of the need for strong action against injustice
can be seen in his poem "To Rénge" in honor of Johannes Ronge, the German
religious figure and rebel leader of the 1848 rebellion in Germany:

<i>Thy work is to hew down. In God's name then:
Put nerve into thy task. Let other men;

Plant, as they may, that better tree whose fruit,
The wounded bosom of the Church shall heal.</i>

Whittier's poem "At Port Royal 1861" describes the experience of Northern
abolitionists arriving at Port Royal, South Carolina, as teachers and missionaries
for the slaves who had been left behind when their owners fled because the
Union Navy would arrive to blockade the coast. The poem includes the "Song of
the Negro Boatmen," written in dialect:

<i>Oh, praise an' tanks! De Lord he come
To set de people free;

An' massa tink it day ob doom,

An' we ob jubilee.

De Lord dat heap de Red Sea waves

He jus' as 'trong as den;

He say de word: we las' night slaves;
To-day, de Lord's freemen.

De yam will grow, de cotton blow,

We'll hab de rice an' corn:

Oh, nebber you fear, if nebber you hear
De driver blow his horn!</i>

Of all the poetry inspired by the Civil War, the "Song of the Negro Boatmen" was
one of the most widely printed, and though Whittier never actually visited Port
Royal, an abolitionist working there described his "Song of the Negro Boatmen"
as "wonderfully applicable as we were being rowed across Hilton Head Harbor
among United States gunboats."

<b>Criticism</b>
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Nathaniel Hawthorne dismissed Whittier's Literary Recreations and Miscellanies
(1854): "Whittier's book is poor stuff! I like the man, but have no high opinion
either of his poetry or his prose." Editor George Ripley, however, found Whittier's
poetry refreshing and said it had a "stately movement of versification, grandeur
of imagery, a vein of tender and solemn pathos, cheerful trust" and a "pure and
ennobling character". Boston critic Edwin Percy Whipple noted Whittier's moral
and ethical tone mingled with sincere emotion. He wrote, "In reading this last
volume, I feel as if my soul had taken a bath in holy water." Later scholars and
critics questioned the depth of Whittier's poetry. One was Karl Keller, who noted,
"Whittier has been a writer to love, not to belabor."

<b>Legacy</b>

Whittier's family farm, known as the John Greenleaf Whittier Homestead or
simply "Whittier's Birthplace", is now a historic site open to the public. His later
residence in Amesbury, where he lived for 56 years, is also open to the public,
now known as the John Greenleaf Whittier Home. Whittier's hometown of
Haverhill has named many buildings and landmarks in his honor including J.G.
Whittier Middle School, Greenleaf Elementary, and Whittier Regional Vocational
Technical High School. Numerous other schools around the country also bear his
name.

A bridge named for Whittier, built in the style of the Sagamore and Bourne
Bridges spanning Cape Cod Canal, carries Interstate 95 from Amesbury to
Newburyport over the Merrimack River. A covered bridge spanning the Bearcamp
River in Ossipee, New Hampshire is also named for Whittier, as is a nearby
mountain.

The city of Whittier, California is named after the poet, as are the communities of
Whittier, Alaska, and Whittier, Iowa, the Minneapolis neighborhood of Whittier,
the Denver, Colorado, neighborhood of Whittier, and the town of Greenleaf,
Idaho. Both Whittier College and Whittier Law School are also named after him. A
park in the Saint Boniface area of Winnipeg is named after the poet in

recognition of his poem "The Red River Voyageur".

The alternate history story P.'s Correspondence (1846) by Nathaniel Hawthorne,
considered the first such story ever published in English, includes the notice
"Whittier, a fiery Quaker youth, to whom the muse had perversely assigned a
battle-trumpet, got himself lynched, in South Carolina". The date of that event in
Hawthorne's invented timeline was 1835.
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A Christmas Carmen

I.

Sound over all waters, reach out from all lands,

The chorus of voices, the clasping of hands;

Sing hymns that were sung by the stars of the morn,
Sing songs of the angels when Jesus was born!

With glad jubilations

Bring hope to the nations!

The dark night is ending and dawn has begun:

Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the sun,

All speech flow to music, all hearts beat as one!

II.

Sing the bridal of nations! with chorals of love
Sing out the war-vulture and sing in the dove,

Till the hearts of the peoples keep time in accord,
And the voice of the world is the voice of the Lord!
Clasp hands of the nations

In strong gratulations:

The dark night is ending and dawn has begun;
Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the sun,

All speech flow to music, all hearts beat as one!

III.

Blow, bugles of battle, the marches of peace;

East, west, north, and south let the long quarrel cease
Sing the song of great joy that the angels began,

Sing of glory to God and of good-will to man!

Hark! joining in chorus

The heavens bend o’er us!

The dark night is ending and dawn has begun;

Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the sun,

All speech flow to music, all hearts beat as one!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Day

Talk not of sad November, when a day

Of warm, glad sunshine fills the sky of noon,
And a wind, borrowed from some morn of June,
Stirs the brown grasses and the leafless spray.

On the unfrosted pool the pillared pines

Lay their long shafts of shadow: the small rill,
Singing a pleasant song of summer still,

A line of silver, down the hill-slope shines.

Hushed the bird-voices and the hum of bees,

In the thin grass the crickets pipe no more;

But still the squirrel hoards his winter store,

And drops his nut-shells from the shag-bark trees.

Softly the dark green hemlocks whisper: high
Above, the spires of yellowing larches show,
Where the woodpecker and home-loving crow
And jay and nut-hatch winter’s threat defy.

O gracious beauty, ever new and old!

O sights and sounds of nature, doubly dear
When the low sunshine warns the closing year
Of snow-blown fields and waves of Arctic cold!

Close to my heart I fold each lovely thing
The sweet day yields; and, not disconsolate,
With the calm patience of the woods I wait

For leaf and blossom when God gives us Spring!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Dream Of Summer

Bland as the morning breath of June
The southwest breezes play;

And, through its haze, the winter noon
Seems warm as summer's day.

The snow-plumed Angel of the North
Has dropped his icy spear;

Again the mossy earth looks forth,
Again the streams gush clear.

The fox his hillside cell forsakes,
The muskrat leaves his nook,

The bluebird in the meadow brakes
Is singing with the brook.

'Bear up, O Mother Nature!' cry
Bird, breeze, and streamlet free;
'Our winter voices prophesy

Of summer days to thee!"

So, in those winters of the soul,

By bitter blasts and drear

O'erswept from Memory's frozen pole,
Will sunny days appear.

Reviving Hope and Faith, they show
The soul its living powers,

And how beneath the winter's snow
Lie germs of summer flowers!

The Night is mother of the Day,

The Winter of the Spring,

And ever upon old Decay

The greenest mosses cling.

Behind the cloud the starlight lurks,
Through showers the sunbeams fall;
For God, who loveth all His works,
Has left His hope with all!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Greeting

Thrice welcome from the Land of Flowers
And golden-fruited orange bowers

To this sweet, green-turfed June of ours!
To her who, in our evil time,

Dragged into light the nation's crime

With strength beyond the strength of men,
And, mightier than their swords, her pen!
To her who world-wide entrance gave

To the log-cabin of the slave;

Made all his wrongs and sorrows known,
And all earth's languages his own,--
North, South, and East and West, made all
The common air electrical,

Until the o'ercharged bolts of heaven
Blazed down, and every chain was riven!

Welcome from each and all to her
Whose Wooing of the Minister

Revealed the warm heart of the man
Beneath the creed-bound Puritan,

And taught the kinship of the love

Of man below and God above;

To her whose vigorous pencil-strokes
Sketched into life her Oldtown Folks;
Whose fireside stories, grave or gay,

In quaint Sam Lawson's vagrant way,
With old New England's flavor rife,

Waifs from her rude idyllic life,

Are racy as the legends old

By Chaucer or Boccaccio told;

To her who keeps, through change of place
And time, her native strength and grace,
Alike where warm Sorrento smiles,

Or where, by birchen-shaded isles,
Whose summer winds have shivered o'er
The icy drift of Labrador,

She lifts to light the priceless Pearl

Of Harpswell's angel-beckoned girl!

To her at threescore years and ten
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Be tributes of the tongue and pen;
Be honor, praise, and heart-thanks given,
The loves of earth, the hopes of heaven!

Ah, dearer than the praise that stirs
The air to-day, our love is hers!
She needs no guaranty of fame

Whose own is linked with Freedom's name.

Long ages after ours shall keep

Her memory living while we sleep;

The waves that wash our gray coast lines,
The winds that rock the Southern pines,
Shall sing of her; the unending years
Shall tell her tale in unborn ears.

And when, with sins and follies past,

Are numbered color-hate and caste,
White, black, and red shall own as one
The noblest work by woman done.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Lament

The circle is broken, one seat is forsaken,

One bud from the tree of our friendship is shaken;
One heart from among us no longer shall thrill
With joy in our gladness, or grief in our ill.

Weep! lonely and lowly are slumbering now
The light of her glances, the pride of her brow;
Weep! sadly and long shall we listen in vain
To hear the soft tones of her welcome again.

Give our tears to the dead! For humanity's claim
From its silence and darkness is ever the same;
The hope of that world whose existence is bliss
May not stifle the tears of the mourners of this.

For, oh! if one glance the freed spirit can throw

On the scene of its troubled probation below,

Than the pride of the marble, the pomp of the dead,
To that glance will be dearer the tears which we shed.

Oh, who can forget the mild light of her smile,

Over lips moved with music and feeling the while,

The eye's deep enchantment, dark, dream-like, and clear,
In the glow of its gladness, the shade of its tear.

And the charm of her features, while over the whole
Played the hues of the heart and the sunshine of soul;
And the tones of her voice, like the music which seems
Murmured low in our ears by the Angel of dreams!

But holier and dearer our memories hold

Those treasures of feeling, more precious than gold,

The love and the kindness and pity which gave

Fresh flowers for the bridal, green wreaths for the grave!

The heart ever open to Charity's claim,

Unmoved from its purpose by censure and blame,
While vainly alike on her eye and her ear

Fell the scorn of the heartless, the jesting and jeer.
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How true to our hearts was that beautiful sleeper
With smiles for the joyful, with tears for the weeper,
Yet, evermore prompt, whether mournful or gay,
With warnings in love to the passing astray.

For, though spotless herself, she could sorrow for them
Who sullied with evil the spirit's pure gem;

And a sigh or a tear could the erring reprove,

And the sting of reproof was still tempered by love.

As a cloud of the sunset, slow melting in heaven,
As a star that is lost when the daylight is given,
As a glad dream of slumber, which wakens in bliss,

She hath passed to the world of the holy from this.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Lay Of Old Time

One morning of the first sad Fall,
Poor Adam and his bride

Sat in the shade of Eden's wall--
But on the outer side.

She, blushing in her fig-leaf suit
For the chaste garb of old;

He, sighing o'er his bitter fruit
For Eden's drupes of gold.

Behind them, smiling in the morn,
Their forfeit garden lay,

Before them, wild with rock and thorn,
The desert stretched away.

They heard the air above them fanned,
A light step on the sward,

And lo! they saw before them stand
The angel of the Lord!

'Arise,' he said, 'why look behind,
When hope is all before,

And patient hand and willing mind,
Your loss may yet restore?

'l leave with you a spell whose power
Can make the desert glad,

And call around you fruit and flower
As fair as Eden had.

'T clothe your hands with power to lift
The curse from off your soil;

Your very doom shall seem a gift,
Your loss a gain through Toil.

'Go, cheerful as yon humming-bees,
To labor as to play.'

White glimmering over Eden's trees
The angel passed away.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



The pilgrims of the world went forth
Obedient to the word,

And found where'er they tilled the earth
A garden of the Lord!

The thorn-tree cast its evil fruit
And blushed with plum and pear,
And seeded grass and trodden root
Grew sweet beneath their care.

We share our primal parents' fate,
And, in our turn and day,

Look back on Eden's sworded gate
As sad and lost as they.

But still for us his native skies
The pitying Angel leaves,

And leads through Toil to Paradise
New Adams and new Eves!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Legacy

Friend of my many years!

When the great silence falls, at last, on me,
Let me not leave, to pain and sadden thee,

A memory of tears,

But pleasant thoughts alone.

Of one who was thy friendship's honored guest
And drank the wine of consolation pressed
From sorrows of thy own.

I leave with thee a sense

Of hands upheld and trials rendered less,

The unselfish joy which is to helpfulness

Its own great recompense.

The knowledge that from thine,

As from the garments of the Master, stole
Calmness and strength, the virtue which makes whole
And heals without a sign.

Yea more, the assurance strong

That love, which fails of perfect utterance here,
Lives on to fill the heavenly atmosphere

With its immortal song.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Letter

'TIS over, Moses! All is lost!

I hear the bells a-ringing;

Of Pharaoh and his Red Sea host

I hear the Free-Wills singing.*

We're routed, Moses, horse and foot,
If there be truth in figures,

With Federal Whigs in hot pursuit,
And Hale, and all the 'niggers.'

Alack! alas! this month or more
We've felt a sad foreboding;

Our very dreams the burden bore

Of central cliques exploding;

Before our eyes a furnace shone,
Where heads of dough were roasting,
And one we took to be your own

The traitor Hale was toasting!

Our Belknap brother* heard with awe
The Congo minstrels playing;

At Pittsfield Reuben Leavitt* saw

The ghost of Storrs a-praying;

And Carroll's woods were sad to see,
With black-winged crows a-darting;
And Black Snout looked on Ossipee,
New-glossed with Day and Martin.

We thought the 'Old Man of the Notch'
His face seemed changing wholly —
His lips seemed thick; his nose seemed flat;
His misty hair looked woolly;

And Cooés teamsters, shrieking, fled
From the metamorphosed figure.
'Look there!" they said, 'the Old Stone Head
Himself is turning nigger!'

The schoolhouse* out of Canaan hauled
Seemed turning on its track again,
And like a great swamp-turtle crawled
To Canaan village back again,

Shook off the mud and settled flat
Upon its underpinning;

A nigger on its ridge-pole sat,
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From ear to ear a-grinning.

Gray H—d heard o' nights the sound
Of rail-cars onward faring;

Right over Democratic ground

The iron horse came tearing.

A flag waved o'er that spectral train,
As high as Pittsfield steeple;

Its emblem was a broken chain;

Its motto: 'To the people!'

I dreamed that Charley took his bed,
With Hale for his physician;

His daily dose an old 'unread

And unreferred' petition.*

There Hayes and Tuck as nurses sat,
As near as near could be, man;
They leeched him with the 'Democrat;'
They blistered with the 'Freeman.'
Ah! grisly portents! What avail

Your terrors of forewarning?

We wake to find the nightmare Hale
Astride our breasts at morning!
From Portsmouth lights to Indian stream
Our foes their throats are trying;
The very factory-spindles seem

To mock us while they're flying.

The hills have bonfires; in our streets
Flags flout us in our faces;

The newsboys, peddling off their sheets,
Are hoarse with our disgraces.

In vain we turn, for gibing wit

And shoutings follow after,

As if old Kearsarge had split

His granite sides with laughter!
What boots it that we pelted out
The anti-slavery women,9

And bravely strewed their hall about
With tattered lace and trimming?
Was it for such a sad reverse

Our mobs became peacemakers,
And kept their tar and wooden horse
For Englishmen and Quakers?

For this did shifty Atherton
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Make gag rules for the Great House?
Wiped we for this our feet upon
Petitions in our State House?

Plied we for this our axe of doom,
No stubborn traitor sparing,

Who scoffed at our opinion loom,
And took to homespun wearing?

Ah, Moses! hard it is to scan

These crooked providences,
Deducing from the wisest plan

The saddest consequences!

Strange that, in trampling as was meet
The nigger-men's petition,

We sprung a mine beneath our feet
Which opened up perdition.

How goodly, Moses, was the game
In which we've long been actors,
Supplying freedom with the name
And slavery with the practice!

Our smooth words fed the people's mouth,
Their ears our party rattle;

We kept them headed to the South,
As drovers do their cattle.

But now our game of politics

The world at large is learning;

And men grown gray in all our tricks
State's evidence are turning.

Votes and preambles subtly spun
They cram with meanings louder,
And load the Democratic gun

With abolition powder.

The ides of June! Woe worth the day
When, turning all things over,

The traitor Hale shall make his hay
From Democratic clover!

Who then shall take him in the law,
Who punish crime so flagrant?
Whose hand shall serve, whose pen shall draw,
A writ against that 'vagrant'?

Alas! no hope is left us here,

And one can only pine for

The envied place of overseer
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Of slaves in Carolina!

Pray, Moses, give Calhoun the wink,
And see what pay he's giving!
We're practised long enough, we think,
To know the art of driving.

And for the faithful rank and file,
Who know their proper stations,
Perhaps it may be worth their while
To try the rice plantations.

Let Hale exult, let Wilson scoff,

To see us southward scamper;

The slaves, we know, are 'better off
Than laborers in New Hampshire!"

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Memorial

Oh, thicker, deeper, darker growing,
The solemn vista to the tomb

Must know henceforth another shadow,
And give another cypress room.

In love surpassing that of brothers,

We walked, O friend, from childhood's day;
And, looking back o'er fifty summers,

Our footprints track a common way.

One in our faith, and one our longing
To make the world within our reach
Somewhat the better for our living,
And gladder for our human speech.

Thou heard'st with me the far-off voices,
The old beguiling song of fame,

But life to thee was warm and present,
And love was better than a name.

To homely joys and loves and friendships
Thy genial nature fondly clung;

And so the shadow on the dial

Ran back and left thee always young.

And who could blame the generous weakness
Which, only to thyself unjust,

So overprized the worth of others,

And dwarfed thy own with self-distrust?

All hearts grew warmer in the presence
Of one who, seeking not his own,

Gave freely for the love of giving,

Nor reaped for self the harvest sown.

Thy greeting smile was pledge and prelude
Of generous deeds and kindly words;

In thy large heart were fair guest-chambers,
Open to sunrise and the birds;
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The task was thine to mould and fashion
Life's plastic newness into grace
To make the boyish heart heroic,
And light with thought the maiden's face.

O'er all the land, in town and prairie,
With bended heads of mourning, stand
The living forms that owe their beauty
And fitness to thy shaping hand.

Thy call has come in ripened manhood,
The noonday calm of heart and mind,
While I, who dreamed of thy remaining
To mourn me, linger still behind,

Live on, to own, with self-upbraiding,
A debt of love still due from me,--
The vain remembrance of occasions,
Forever lost, of serving thee.

It was not mine among thy kindred

To join the silent funeral prayers,

But all that long sad day of summer

My tears of mourning dropped with theirs.

All day the sea-waves sobbed with sorrow,
The birds forgot their merry trills

All day I heard the pines lamenting

With thine upon thy homestead hills.

Green be those hillside pines forever,
And green the meadowy lowlands be,
And green the old memorial beeches,
Name-carven in the woods of Lee.

Still let them greet thy life companions
Who thither turn their pilgrim feet,
In every mossy line recalling

A tender memory sadly sweet.

O friend! if thought and sense avail not
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To know thee henceforth as thou art,
That all is well with thee forever
I trust the instincts of my heart.

Thine be the quiet habitations,

Thine the green pastures, blossom-sown,
And smiles of saintly recognition,

As sweet and tender as thy own.

Thou com'st not from the hush and shadow
To meet us, but to thee we come,

With thee we never can be strangers,

And where thou art must still be home.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Memory

Here, while the loom of Winter weaves
The shroud of flowers and fountains,

I think of thee and summer eves
Among the Northern mountains.

When thunder tolled the twilight's close,
And winds the lake were rude on,

And thou wert singing, _Ca' the Yowes_,
The bonny yowes of Cluden!

When, close and closer, hushing breath,
Our circle narrowed round thee,

And smiles and tears made up the wreath
Wherewith our silence crowned thee;

And, strangers all, we felt the ties
Of sisters and of brothers;
Ah! whose of all those kindly eyes
Now smile upon another's?

The sport of Time, who still apart
The waifs of life is flinging;

Oh, nevermore shall heart to heart
Draw nearer for that singing!

Yet when the panes are frosty-starred,
And twilight's fire is gleaming,

I hear the songs of Scotland's bard
Sound softly through my dreaming!

A song that lends to winter snows
The glow of summer weather,--
Again I hear thee ca' the yowes

To Cluden's hills of heather

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Mystery

The river hemmed with leaning trees
Wound through its meadows green;
A low, blue line of mountains showed
The open pines between.

One sharp, tall peak above them all
Clear into sunlight sprang

I saw the river of my dreams,

The mountains that I sang!

No clue of memory led me on,
But well the ways I knew;
A feeling of familiar things
With every footstep grew.

Not otherwise above its crag
Could lean the blasted pine;
Not otherwise the maple hold
Aloft its red ensign.

So up the long and shorn foot-hills
The mountain road should creep;
So, green and low, the meadow fold
Its red-haired kine asleep.

The river wound as it should wind;
Their place the mountains took;

The white torn fringes of their clouds
Wore no unwonted look.

Yet ne'er before that river's rim
Was pressed by feet of mine,

Never before mine eyes had crossed
That broken mountain line.

A presence, strange at once and known,
Walked with me as my guide;

The skirts of some forgotten life

Trailed noiseless at my side.
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Was it a dim-remembered dream?
Or glimpse through ions old?

The secret which the mountains kept
The river never told.

But from the vision ere it passed
A tender hope I drew,

And, pleasant as a dawn of spring,
The thought within me grew,

That love would temper every change,
And soften all surprise,

And, misty with the dreams of earth,
The hills of Heaven arise.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Name

The name the Gallic exile bore,
St. Malo! from thy ancient mart,
Became upon our Western shore
Greenleaf for Feuillevert.

A name to hear in soft accord

Of leaves by light winds overrun,
Or read, upon the greening sward
Of May, in shade and sun.

The name my infant ear first heard
Breathed softly with a mother's kiss;
His mother's own, no tenderer word
My father spake than this.

No child have I to bear it on;

Be thou its keeper; let it take
From gifts well used and duty done
New beauty for thy sake.

The fair ideals that outran

My halting footsteps seek and find--
The flawless symmetry of man,

The poise of heart and mind.

Stand firmly where I felt the sway
Of every wing that fancy flew,

See clearly where I groped my way,
Nor real from seeming knew.

And wisely choose, and bravely hold
Thy faith unswerved by cross or crown,
Like the stout Huguenot of old

Whose name to thee comes down.

As Marot's songs made glad the heart
Of that lone exile, haply mine

May in life's heavy hours impart
Some strength and hope to thine.
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Yet when did Age transfer to Youth
The hard-gained lessons of its day?
Each lip must learn the taste of truth,
Each foot must feel its way.

We cannot hold the hands of choice
That touch or shun life's fateful keys;
The whisper of the inward voice

Is more than homilies.

Dear boy! for whom the flowers are born,
Stars shine, and happy song-birds sing,
What can my evening give to morn,

My winter to thy spring!

A life not void of pure intent,
With small desert of praise or blame,
The love I felt, the good I meant,

I leave thee with my name.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Sabbath Scene

SCARCE had the solemn Sabbath-bell
Ceased quivering in the steeple,

Scarce had the parson to his desk
Walked stately through his people,
When down the summer-shaded street
A wasted female figure,

With dusky brow and naked feet,

Came rushing wild and eager.

She saw the white spire through the trees,
She heard the sweet hymn swelling:

O pitying Christ! a refuge give

The poor one in Thy dwelling!

Like a scared fawn before the hounds,
Right up the aisle she glided,

While close behind her, whip in hand,

A lank-haired hunter strided.

She raised a keen and bitter cry,

To Heaven. and Earth appealing;

Were manhood's generous pulses dead?
Had woman's heart no feeling?

A score of stout hands rose between
The hunter and the flying:

Age clenched his staff, and maiden eyes
Flashed tearful, yet defying.

'Who dares profane this house and day?"
Cried out the angry pastor.

'Why, bless your soul, the wench's a slave,
And I'm her lord and master!

'T've law and gospel on my side,

And who shall dare refuse me?'

Down came the parson, bowing low,

'My good sir, pray excuse me!

'Of course I know your right divine

To own and work and whip her;

Quick, deacon, throw that Polyglott
Before the wench, and trip her!'

Plump dropped the holy tome, and o'er
Its sacred pages stumbling,

Bound hand and foot, a slave once more,
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The hapless wretch lay trembling.

I saw the parson tie the knots,

The while his flock addressing,

The Scriptural claims of slavery

With text on text impressing.
'Although,' said he, 'on Sabbath day
All secular occupations

Are deadly sins, we must fulfil

Our moral obligations:

'And this commends itself as one

To every conscience tender;

As Paul sent back Onesimus,

My Christian friends, we send her!"
Shriek rose on shriek, — the Sabbath air
Her wild cries tore asunder;

I listened, with hushed breath, to hear
God answering with his thunder!

All still! the very altar's cloth

Had smothered down her shrieking,
And, dumb, she turned from face to face,
For human pity seeking!

I saw her dragged along the aisle,

Her shackles harshly clanking;

I heard the parson, over all,

The Lord devoutly thanking!

My brain took fire: 'Is this,' I cried,
'The end of prayer and preaching?
Then down with pulpit, down with priest,
And give us Nature's teaching!

'Foul shame and scorn be on ye all
Who turn the good to evil,

And steal the Bible from the Lord,

To give it to the Devil!

'Than garbled text or parchment law

I own a statute higher;

And God is true, though every book
And every man's a liar!"

Just then I felt the deacon's hand

In wrath my coat-tail seize on;

I heard the priest cry, 'Infidel!’

The lawyer mutter, "Treason!"

I started up, — where now were church,
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Slave, master, priest, and people?

I only heard the supper-bell,
Instead of clanging steeple.

But, on the open window's sill,

O'er which the white blooms drifted,
The pages of a good old Book

The wind of summer lifted,

And flower and vine, like angel wings
Around the Holy Mother,

Waved softly there, as if God's truth
And Mercy kissed each other.

And freely from the cherry-bough
Above the casement swinging,

With golden bosom to the sun,

The oriole was singing.

As bird and flower made plain of old
The lesson of the Teacher,

So now I heard the written Word
Interpreted by Nature!

For to my ear methought the breeze
Bore Freedom's blessed word on;
Thus saith the Lord: Break every yoke,
Undo the heavy burden!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Sea Dream

We saw the slow tides go and come,

The curving surf-lines lightly drawn,

The gray rocks touched with tender bloom
Beneath the fresh-blown rose of dawn.

We saw in richer sunsets lost

The sombre pomp of showery noons;
And signalled spectral sails that crossed
The weird, low light of rising moons.

On stormy eves from cliff and head

We saw the white spray tossed and spurned;
While over all, in gold and red,

Its face of fire the lighthouse turned.

The rail-car brought its daily crowds,
Half curious, half indifferent,

Like passing sails or floating clouds,
We saw them as they came and went.

But, one calm morning, as we lay
And watched the mirage-lifted wall
Of coast, across the dreamy bay,
And heard afar the curlew call,

And nearer voices, wild or tame,

Of airy flock and childish throng,

Up from the water's edge there came
Faint snatches of familiar song.

Careless we heard the singer's choice
Of old and common airs; at last

The tender pathos of his voice

In one low chanson held us fast.

A song that mingled joy and pain,
And memories old and sadly sweet;
While, timing to its minor strain,
The waves in lapsing cadence beat.
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The waves are glad in breeze and sun;
The rocks are fringed with foam;

I walk once more a haunted shore,

A stranger, yet at home,

A land of dreams I roam.

Is this the wind, the soft sea wind

That stirred thy locks of brown?

Are these the rocks whose mosses knew
The trail of thy light gown,

Where boy and girl sat down?

I see the gray fort's broken wall,
The boats that rock below;

And, out at sea, the passing sails
We saw so long ago

Rose-red in morning's glow.

The freshness of the early time
On every breeze is blown;

As glad the sea, as blue the sky,--
The change is ours alone;

The saddest is my own.

A stranger now, a world-worn man,
Is he who bears my name;

But thou, methinks, whose mortal life
Immortal youth became,

Art evermore the same.

Thou art not here, thou art not there,
Thy place I cannot see;

I only know that where thou art

The blessed angels be,

And heaven is glad for thee.

Forgive me if the evil years

Have left on me their sign;
Wash out, O soul so beautiful,
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The many stains of mine
In tears of love divine!

I could not look on thee and live,
If thou wert by my side;

The vision of a shining one,

The white and heavenly bride,

Is well to me denied.

But turn to me thy dear girl-face
Without the angel's crown,

The wedded roses of thy lips,
Thy loose hair rippling down

In waves of golden brown.

Look forth once more through space and time,
And let thy sweet shade fall

In tenderest grace of soul and form

On memory's frescoed wall,

A shadow, and yet all!

Draw near, more near, forever dear!
Where'er I rest or roam,

Or in the city's crowded streets,

Or by the blown sea foam,

The thought of thee is home!

At breakfast hour the singer read
The city news, with comment wise,
Like one who felt the pulse of trade
Beneath his finger fall and rise.

His look, his air, his curt speech, told

The man of action, not of books,

To whom the corners made in gold

And stocks were more than seaside nooks.

Of life beneath the life confessed

His song had hinted unawares;
Of flowers in traffic's ledgers pressed,
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Of human hearts in bulls and bears.

But eyes in vain were turned to watch
That face so hard and shrewd and strong;
And ears in vain grew sharp to catch

The meaning of that morning song.

In vain some sweet-voiced querist sought
To sound him, leaving as she came;

Her baited album only caught

A common, unromantic name.

No word betrayed the mystery fine,
That trembled on the singer's tongue;
He came and went, and left no sign
Behind him save the song he sung.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Song For The Time

UP, laggards of Freedom! — our free flag is cast

To the blaze of the sun and the wings of the blast;

Will ye turn from a struggle so bravely begun,

From a foe that is breaking, a field that's half won?
Whoso loves not his kind, and who fears not the Lord,
Let him join that foe's service, accursed and abhorred!
Let him do his base will, as the slave only can, —

Let him put on the bloodhound, and put off the Man!

Let him go where the cold blood that creeps in his veins
Shall stiffen the slave-whip, and rust on his chains;
Where the black slave shall laugh in his bonds, to behold
The White Slave beside him, self-lettered and sold!

But ye, who still boast of hearts beating and warm,

Rise, from lake shore and ocean's, like waves in a storm,
Come, throng round our banner in Liberty's name,

Like winds from your mountains, like prairies aflame!
Our foe, hidden long in his ambush of night,

Now, forced from his covert, stands black in the light.
Oh, the cruel to Man, and the hateful to God,

Smite him down to the earth, that is cursed where he trod!
For deeper than thunder of summer's loud shower,

On the dome of the sky God is striking the hour!

Shall we falter before what we're prayed for so long,
When the Wrong is so weak, and the Right is so strong?
Come forth all together! come old and come young,
Freedom's vote in each hand, and her song on each tongue;
Truth naked is stronger than Falsehood in mail;

The Wrong cannot prosper, the Right cannot fail!

Like leaves of the summer once numbered the foe,

But the hoar-frost is falling, the northern winds blow;
Like leaves of November erelong shall they fall,

For earth wearies of them, and God's over all!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Song Inscribed To The Fremont Clubs

BENEATH thy skies, November!
Thy skies of cloud and rain,
Around our blazing camp-fires

We close our ranks again.

Then sound again the bugles,

Call the muster-roll anew;

If months have well-nigh won the field,
What may not four years do?

For God be praised! New England
Takes once more her ancient place;
Again the Pilgrim's banner

Leads the vanguard of the race.
Then sound again the bugles, etc.
Along the lordly Hudson,

A shout of triumph breaks;

The Empire State is speaking,
From the ocean to the lakes.

Then sound again the bugles, etc.
The Northern hills are blazing,
The Northern skies are bright;
And the fair young West is turning
Her forehead to the light!

Then sound again the bugles,. etc.
Push every outpost nearer,

Press hard the hostile towers!
Another Balaklava,

And the Malakoff is ours!

Then sound again the bugles,

Call the muster-roll anew;

If months have well-nigh won the field,
What may not four years do?

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Spiritual Manifestation

To-day the plant by Williams set

Its summer bloom discloses;

The wilding sweethrier of his prayers
Is crowned with cultured roses.

Once more the Island State repeats
The lesson that he taught her,

And binds his pearl of charity

Upon her brown-locked daughter.

Is 't fancy that he watches still

His Providence plantations?

That still the careful Founder takes
A part on these occasions.

Methinks I see that reverend form,
Which all of us so well know

He rises up to speak; he jogs

The presidential elbow.

'Good friends,' he says, 'you reap a field
I sowed in self-denial,

For toleration had its griefs

And charity its trial.

'Great grace, as saith Sir Thomas More,
To him must needs be given

Who heareth heresy and leaves

The heretic to Heaven!

'T hear again the snuffled tones,

I see in dreary vision

Dyspeptic dreamers, spiritual bores,
And prophets with a mission.

'Each zealot thrust before my eyes
His Scripture-garbled label;

All creeds were shouted in my ears
As with the tongues of Babel.
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'Scourged at one cart-tail, each denied
The hope of every other;

Each martyr shook his branded fist

At the conscience of his brother!

'How cleft the dreary drone of man.
The shriller pipe of woman,

As Gorton led his saints elect,

Who held all things in common!

'Their gay robes trailed in ditch and swamp,
And torn by thorn and thicket,

The dancing-girls of Merry Mount

Came dragging to my wicket.

'Shrill Anabaptists, shorn of ears;
Gray witch-wives, hobbling slowly;
And Antinomians, free of law,
Whose very sins were holy.

'Hoarse ranters, crazed Fifth Monarchists,

Of stripes and bondage braggarts,

Pale Churchmen, with singed rubrics snatched
From Puritanic fagots.

'And last, not least, the Quakers came,
With tongues still sore from burning,
The Bay State's dust from off their feet
Before my threshold spurning;

'A motley host, the Lord's debris,

Faith's odds and ends together;

Well might I shrink from guests with lungs
Tough as their breeches leather

'If, when the hangman at their heels
Came, rope in hand to catch them,
I took the hunted outcasts in,

I never sent to fetch them.

'l fed, but spared them not a whit;
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I gave to all who walked in,
Not clams and succotash alone,
But stronger meat of doctrine.

'l proved the prophets false, I pricked
The bubble of perfection,

And clapped upon their inner light
The snuffers of election.

'And looking backward on my times,
This credit I am taking;

I kept each sectary's dish apart,

No spiritual chowder making.

'Where now the blending signs of sect
Would puzzle their assorter,

The dry-shod Quaker kept the land,
The Baptist held the water.

'A common coat now serves for both,
The hat's no more a fixture;

And which was wet and which was dry,
Who knows in such a mixture?

'Welll He who fashioned Peter's dream
To bless them all is able;

And bird and beast and creeping thing
Make clean upon His table!

'T walked by my own light; but when
The ways of faith divided,

Was I to force unwilling feet

To tread the path that I did?

'T touched the garment-hem of truth,
Yet saw not all its splendor;

I knew enough of doubt to feel

For every conscience tender.

'God left men free of choice, as when
His Eden-trees were planted;
Because they chose amiss, should I
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Deny the gift He granted?

'So, with a common sense of need,
Our common weakness feeling,

I left them with myself to God

And His all-gracious dealing!

'l kept His plan whose rain and sun
To tare and wheat are given;

And if the ways to hell were free,

I left then free to heaven!'

Take heart with us, O man of old,
Soul-freedom's brave confessor,

So love of God and man wax strong,
Let sect and creed be lesser.

The jarring discords of thy day

In ours one hymn are swelling;

The wandering feet, the severed paths,
All seek our Father's dwelling.

And slowly learns the world the truth
That makes us all thy debtor,--

That holy life is more than rite,

And spirit more than letter;

That they who differ pole-wide serve
Perchance the common Master,

And other sheep He hath than they
Who graze one narrow pasture!

For truth's worst foe is he who claims
To act as God's avenger,

And deems, beyond his sentry-beat,
The crystal walls in danger!

Who sets for heresy his traps

Of verbal quirk and quibble,

And weeds the garden of the Lord
With Satan's borrowed dibble.
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To-day our hearts like organ keys
One Master's touch are feeling;
The branches of a common Vine
Have only leaves of healing.

Co-workers, yet from varied fields,
We share this restful nooning;

The Quaker with the Baptist here
Believes in close communing.

Forgive, dear saint, the playful tone,
Too light for thy deserving;

Thanks for thy generous faith in man,
Thy trust in God unswerving.

Still echo in the hearts of men
The words that thou hast spoken;
No forge of hell can weld again
The fetters thou hast broken.

The pilgrim needs a pass no more
From Roman or Genevan;
Thought-free, no ghostly tollman keeps

Henceforth the road to Heaven!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Summer Pilgrimage

To kneel before some saintly shrine,
To breathe the health of airs divine,
Or bathe where sacred rivers flow,
The cowled and turbaned pilgrims go.
I too, a palmer, take, as they

With staff and scallop-shell, my way
To feel, from burdening cares and ills,
The strong uplifting of the hills.

The years are many since, at first,

For dreamed-of wonders all athirst,

I saw on Winnipesaukee fall

The shadow of the mountain wall.

Ah! where are they who sailed with me
The beautiful island-studded sea?

And am I he whose keen surprise
Flashed out from such unclouded eyes?

Still, when the sun of summer burns,

My longing for the hills returns;

And northward, leaving at my back

The warm vale of the Merrimac,

I go to meet the winds of morn,

Blown down the hill-gaps, mountain-born,
Breathe scent of pines, and satisfy

The hunger of a lowland eye.

Again I see the day decline

Along a ridged horizon line;

Touching the hill-tops, as a nun

Her beaded rosary, sinks the sun.
One lake lies golden, which shall soon
Be silver in the rising moon;

And one, the crimson of the skies
And mountain purple multiplies.

With the untroubled quiet blends
The distance-softened voice of friends;
The girl's light laugh no discord brings
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To the low song the pine-tree sings;
And, not unwelcome, comes the hail
Of boyhood from his nearing sail.
The human presence breaks no spell,
And sunset still is miracle!

Calm as the hour, methinks I feel

A sense of worship o'er me steal;

Not that of satyr-charming Pan,

No cult of Nature shaming man,

Not Beauty's self, but that which lives

And shines through all the veils it weaves,--
Soul of the mountain, lake, and wood,
Their witness to the Eternal Good!

And if, by fond illusion, here

The earth to heaven seems drawing near,
And yon outlying range invites

To other and serener heights,

Scarce hid behind its topmost swell,

The shining Mounts Delectable

A dream may hint of truth no less

Than the sharp light of wakefulness.

As through her vale of incense smoke.

Of old the spell-rapt priestess spoke,
More than her heathen oracle,

May not this trance of sunset tell

That Nature's forms of loveliness

Their heavenly archetypes confess,
Fashioned like Israel's ark alone

From patterns in the Mount made known?

A holier beauty overbroods

These fair and faint similitudes;

Yet not unblest is he who sees
Shadows of God's realities,

And knows beyond this masquerade
Of shape and color, light and shade,
And dawn and set, and wax and wane,
Eternal verities remain.
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O gems of sapphire, granite set!

O hills that charmed horizons fret

I know how fair your morns can break,
In rosy light on isle and lake;

How over wooded slopes can run

The noonday play of cloud and sun,
And evening droop her oriflamme

Of gold and red in still Asquam.

The summer moons may round again,
And careless feet these hills profane;
These sunsets waste on vacant eyes
The lavish splendor of the skies;
Fashion and folly, misplaced here,
Sigh for their natural atmosphere,
And travelled pride the outlook scorn
Of lesser heights than Matterhorn.

But let me dream that hill and sky

Of unseen beauty prophesy;

And in these tinted lakes behold

The trailing of the raiment fold

Of that which, still eluding gaze,

Allures to upward-tending ways,

Whose footprints make, wherever found,
Our common earth a holy ground.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Summons

MEN of the North-land! where's the manly spirit

Of the true-hearted and the unshackled gone?

Sons of old freemen, do we but inherit

Their names alone?

Is the old Pilgrim spirit quenched within us,

Stoops the strong manhood of our souls so low,
That Mammon's lure or Party's wile can win us

To silence now?

Now, when our land to ruin's brink is verging,

In God's name, let us speak while there is time!
Now, when the padlocks for our lips are forging,
Silence is crime!

What! shall we henceforth humbly ask as favors
Rights all our own? In madness shall we barter,

For treacherous peace, the freedom Nature gave us,
God and our charter?

Here shall the statesman forge his human fetters,
Here the false jurist human rights deny,

And in the church, their proud and skilled abettors.
Make truth a lie?

Torture the pages of the hallowed Bible,

To sanction crime, and robbery, and blood?

And, in Oppression's hateful service, libel

Both man and God?

Shall our New England stand erect no longer,

But stoop in chains upon her downward way,
Thicker to gather on her limbs and stronger

Day after day?

Oh no; methinks from all her wild, green mountains;
From valleys where her slumbering fathers lie;

From her blue rivers and her welling fountains,

And clear, cold sky;

From her rough coast, and isles, which hungry Ocean
Gnaws with his surges; from the fisher's skiff,

With white sail swaying to the billows' motion
Round rock and cliff;

From the free fireside of her unbought farmer;

From her free laborer at his loom and wheel;

From the brown smith-shop, where, beneath the hammer,
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Rings the red steel;

From each and all, if God hath not forsaken

Our land, and left us to an evil choice,

Loud as the summer thunderbolt shall waken

A People's voice.

Startling and stern! the Northern winds shall bear it
Over Potomac's to St. Mary's wave;

And buried Freedom shall awake to hear it
Within her grave.

Oh, let that voice go forth! The bondman sighing
By Santee's wave, in Mississippi's cane,

Shall feel the hope, within his bosom dying,
Revive again.

Let it go forth! The millions who are gazing
Sadly upon us from afar shall smile,

And unto God devout thanksgiving raising,

Bless us the while.

Oh for your ancient freedom, pure and holy,

For the deliverance of a groaning earth,

For the wronged captive, bleeding, crushed, and lowly,
Let it go forth!

Sons of the best of fathers! will ye falter

With all they left ye perilled and at stake?

Ho! once again on Freedom's holy altar

The fire awake!

Prayer-strengthened for the trial, come together,
Put on the harness for the moral fight,

And, with the blessing of your Heavenly Father,
Maintain the right!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Welcome To Lowell

Take our hands, James Russell Lowell,
Our hearts are all thy own;

To-day we bid thee welcome

Not for ourselves alone.

In the long years of thy absence
Some of us have grown old,

And some have passed the portals
Of the Mystery untold;

For the hands that cannot clasp thee,
For the voices that are dumb,

For each and all I bid thee

A grateful welcome home!

For Cedarcroft's sweet singer

To the nine-fold Muses dear;

For the Seer the winding Concord
Paused by his door to hear;

For him, our guide and Nestor,
Who the march of song began,
The white locks of his ninety years
Bared to thy winds, Cape Ann!

For him who, to the music

Her pines and hemlocks played,
Set the old and tender story

Of the lorn Acadian maid;

For him, whose voice for freedom
Swayed friend and foe at will,
Hushed is the tongue of silver,
The golden lips are still!

For her whose life of duty
At scoff and menace smiled,
Brave as the wife of Roland,
Yet gentle as a Child.
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And for him the three-hilled city
Shall hold in memory long,
Those name is the hint and token
Of the pleasant Fields of Song!

For the old friends unforgotten,

For the young thou hast not known,
I speak their heart-warm greeting;
Come back and take thy own!

From England's royal farewells,
And honors fitly paid,

Come back, dear Russell Lowell,
To EImwood's waiting shade!

Come home with all the garlands
That crown of right thy head.
I speak for comrades living,

I speak for comrades dead!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Woman

Oh, dwarfed and wronged, and stained with ill,
Behold! thou art a woman still!

And, by that sacred name and dear,

I bid thy better self appear.

Still, through thy foul disguise, I see

The rudimental purity,

That, spite of change and loss, makes good
Thy birthright-claim of womanhood;

An inward loathing, deep, intense;

A shame that is half innocence.

Cast off the grave-clothes of thy sin!

Rise from the dust thou liest in,

As Mary rose at Jesus' word,

Redeemed and white before the Lord!
Reclairn thy lost soul! In His name,

Rise up, and break thy bonds of shame.
Art weak? He 's strong. Art fearful? Hear
The world's O'ercomer: 'Be of cheer!'

What lip shall judge when He approves?
Who dare to scorn the child He loves?

John Greenleaf Whittier
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A Word For The Hour

The firmament breaks up. In black eclipse
Light after light goes out. One evil star,

Luridly glaring through the smoke of war,

As in the dream of the Apocalypse,

Drags others down. Let us not weakly weep
Nor rashly threaten. Give us grace to keep

Our faith and patience; wherefore should we leap
On one hand into fratricidal fight,

Or, on the other, yield eternal right,

Frame lies of laws, and good and ill confound?
What fear we? Safe on freedom's vantage ground
Our feet are planted; let us there remain

In unrevengeful calm, no means untried

Which truth can sanction, no just claim denied,
The sad spectators of a suicide!

They break the lines of Union: shall we light
The fires of hell to weld anew the chain

On that red anvil where each blow is pain?
Draw we not even now a freer breath,

As from our shoulders falls a load of death
Loathsome as that the Tuscan's victim bore
When keen with life to a dead horror bound?
Why take we up the accursed thing again?

Pity, forgive, but urge them back no more
Who, drunk with passion, flaunt disunion's rag
With its vile reptile blazon. Let us press

The golden cluster on our brave old flag

In closer union, and, if numbering less,
Brighter shall shine the stars which still remain.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Abolition Of Slavery In The District Of Columbia, 1862

When first I saw our banner wave
Above the nation's council-hall,

I heard beneath its marble wall

The clanking fetters of the slave!

In the foul market-place I stood,

And saw the Christian mother sold,
And childhood with its locks of gold,
Blue-eyed and fair with Saxon blood.

I shut my eyes, I held my breath,
And, smothering down the wrath and shame
That set my Northern blood aflame,
Stood silent, where to speak was death.
Beside me gloomed the prison-cell
Where wasted one in slow decline

For uttering simple words of mine,
And loving freedom all too well.

The flag that floated from the dome
Flapped menace in the morning air;

I stood a perilled stranger where

The human broker made his home.
For crime was virtue: Gown and Sword
And Law their threefold sanction gave,
And to the quarry of the slave

Went hawking with our symbol-bird.
On the oppressor's side was power;
And yet I knew that every wrong,
However old, however strong,

But waited God's avenging hour.

I knew that truth would crush the lie,
Somehow, some time, the end would be;
Yet scarcely dared I hope to see

The triumph with my mortal eye.

But now I see it! In the sun

A free flag floats from yonder dome,
And at the nation's hearth and home
The justice long delayed is done.

Not as we hoped, in calm of prayer,
The message of deliverance comes,
But heralded by roll of drums
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On waves of battle-troubled air!

Midst sounds that madden and appall,
The song that Bethlehem's shepherds knew !
The harp of David melting through
The demon-agonies of Saul!

Not as we hoped; but what are we?
Above our broken dreams and plans
God lays, with wiser hand than man's,
The corner-stones of liberty.

I cavil not with Him: the voice

That freedom's blessed gospel tells

Is sweet to me as silver bells,
Rejoicing! yea, I will rejoice!

Dear friends still toiling in the sun;

Ye dearer ones who, gone before,

Are watching from the eternal shore
The slow work by your hands begun,
Rejoice with me! The chastening rod
Blossoms with love; the furnace heat
Grows cool beneath His blessed feet
Whose form is as the Son of God!
Rejoice! Our Marah's bitter springs
Are sweetened; on our ground of grief
Rise day by day in strong relief

The prophecies of better things.
Rejoice in hope! The day and night
Are one with God, and one with them
Who see by faith the cloudy hem

Of Judgment fringed with Mercy's light

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Abraham Davenport

In the old days (a custom laid aside

With breeches and cocked hats) the people sent
Their wisest men to make the public laws.

And so, from a brown homestead, where the Sound
Drinks the small tribute of the Mianas,

Waved over by the woods of Rippowams,

And hallowed by pure lives and tranquil deaths,
Stamford sent up to the councils of the State
Wisdom and grace in Abraham Davenport.

'T was on a May-day of the far old year
Seventeen hundred eighty, that there fell
Over the bloom and sweet life of the Spring,
Over the fresh earth and the heaven of noon,
A horror of great darkness, like the night

In day of which the Norland sagas tell,--

The Twilight of the Gods. The low-hung sky

Was black with ominous clouds, save where its rim
Was fringed with a dull glow, like that which climbs
The crater's sides from the red hell below.

Birds ceased to sing, and all the barn-yard fowls
Roosted; the cattle at the pasture bars

Lowed, and looked homeward; bats on leathern wings
Flitted abroad; the sounds of labor died;

Men prayed, and women wept; all ears grew sharp
To hear the doom-blast of the trumpet shatter

The black sky, that the dreadful face of Christ
Might look from the rent clouds, not as he looked
A loving guest at Bethany, but stern

As Justice and inexorable Law.

Meanwhile in the old State House, dim as ghosts,
Sat the lawgivers of Connecticut,

Trembling beneath their legislative robes.

'It is the Lord's Great Day! Let us adjourn,’

Some said; and then, as if with one accord,

All eyes were turned to Abraham Davenport.

He rose, slow cleaving with his steady voice
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The intolerable hush. 'This well may be

The Day of Judgment which the world awaits;
But be it so or not, I only know

My present duty, and my Lord's command

To occupy till He come. So at the post

Where He hath set me in His providence,

I choose, for one, to meet Him face to face,--
No faithless servant frightened from my task,
But ready when the Lord of the harvest calls;
And therefore, with all reverence, I would say,
Let God do His work, we will see to ours.
Bring in the candles.' And they brought them in.

Then by the flaring lights the Speaker read,
Albeit with husky voice and shaking hands,

An act to amend an act to regulate

The shad and alewive fisheries. Whereupon
Wisely and well spake Abraham Davenport,
Straight to the question, with no figures of speech
Save the ten Arab signs, yet not without

The shrewd dry humor natural to the man

His awe-struck colleagues listening all the while,
Between the pauses of his argument,

To hear the thunder of the wrath of God

Break from the hollow trumpet of the cloud.

And there he stands in memory to this day,
Erect, self-poised, a rugged face, half seen
Against the background of unnatural dark,

A witness to the ages as they pass,

That simple duty hath no place for fear.

He ceased: just then the ocean seemed

To lift a half-faced moon in sight;

And, shore-ward, o'er the waters gleamed,
From crest to crest, a line of light,

Such as of old, with solemn awe,

The fishers by Gennesaret saw,

When dry-shod o'er it walked the Son of God,

Tracking the waves with light where'er his sandals trod.
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Silently for a space each eye

Upon that sudden glory turned

Cool from the land the breeze blew by,

The tent-ropes flapped, the long beach churned
Its waves to foam; on either hand

Stretched, far as sight, the hills of sand;

With bays of marsh, and capes of bush and tree,

The wood's black shore-line loomed beyond the meadowy sea.

The lady rose to leave. 'One song,

Or hymn,' they urged, 'before we part.’

And she, with lips to which belong

Sweet intuitions of all art,

Gave to the winds of night a strain

Which they who heard would hear again;

And to her voice the solemn ocean lent,

Touching its harp of sand, a deep accompaniment.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Abram Morrison

'Midst the men and things which will
Haunt an old man's memory still,
Drollest, quaintest of them all,

With a boy's laugh I recall

Good old Abram Morrison.

When the Grist and Rolling Mill
Ground and rumbled by Po Hill,
And the old red school-house stood
Midway in the Powow's flood,

Here dwelt Abram Morrison.

From the Beach to far beyond
Bear-Hill, Lion's Mouth and Pond,
Marvellous to our tough old stock,
Chips o' the Anglo-Saxon block,
Seemed the Celtic Morrison.

Mudknock, Balmawhistle, all
Only knew the Yankee drawl,
Never brogue was heard till when,
Foremost of his countrymen,
Hither came Friend Morrison;

Yankee born, of alien blood,

Kin of his had well withstood
Pope and King with pike and ball
Under Derry's leaguered wall,
As became the Morrisons.

Wandering down from Nutfield woods
With his household and his goods,
Never was it clearly told

How within our quiet fold

Came to be a Morrison.

Once a soldier, blame him not

That the Quaker he forgot,
When, to think of battles won,
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And the red-coats on the run,
Laughed aloud Friend Morrison.

From gray Lewis over sea
Bore his sires their family tree,
On the rugged boughs of it
Grafting Irish mirth and wit,
And the brogue of Morrison.

Half a genius, quick to plan,
Blundering like an Irishman,
But with canny shrewdness lent
By his far-off Scotch descent,
Such was Abram Morrison.

Back and forth to daily meals,
Rode his cherished pig on wheels,
And to all who came to see
'Aisier for the pig an' me,

Sure it is,' said Morrison.

Simple-hearted, boy o'er-grown,

With a humor quite his own,

Of our sober-stepping ways,

Speech and look and cautious phrase,
Slow to learn was Morrison.

Much we loved his stories told

Of a country strange and old,
Where the fairies danced till dawn,
And the goblin Leprecaun

Looked, we thought, like Morrison.

Or wild tales of feud and fight,
Witch and troll and second sight
Whispered still where Stornoway
Looks across its stormy bay,
Once the home of Morrisons.

First was he to sing the praise
Of the Powow's winding ways;
And our straggling village took
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City grandeur to the look
Of its poet Morrison.

All his words have perished. Shame
On the saddle-bags of Fame,

That they bring not to our time
One poor couplet of the rhyme
Made by Abram Morrison!

When, on calm and fair First Days,
Rattled down our one-horse chaise,
Through the blossomed apple-boughs
To the old, brown meeting-house,
There was Abram Morrison.

Underneath his hat's broad brim
Peered the queer old face of him;
And with Irish jauntiness

Swung the coat-tails of the dress
Worn by Abram Morrison.

Still, in memory, on his feet,
Leaning o'er the elders' seat,
Mingling with a solemn drone,
Celtic accents all his own,
Rises Abram Morrison.

'Don't,' he's pleading, 'don't ye go,
Dear young friends, to sight and show,
Don't run after elephants,

Learned pigs and presidents

And the likes!" said Morrison.

On his well-worn theme intent,
Simple, child-like, innocent,

Heaven forgive the half-checked smile
Of our careless boyhood, while
Listening to Friend Morrison!

We have learned in later days
Truth may speak in simplest phrase;
That the man is not the less
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For quaint ways and home-spun dress,
Thanks to Abram Morrison!

Not to pander nor to please
Come the needed homilies,
With no lofty argument

Is the fitting message sent,
Through such lips as Morrison's.

Dead and gone! But while its track
Powow keeps to Merrimac,

While Po Hill is still on guard,
Looking land and ocean ward,
They shall tell of Morrison!

After half a century's lapse,

We are wiser now, perhaps,

But we miss our streets amid
Something which the past has hid,
Lost with Abram Morrison.

Gone forever with the queer
Characters of that old year
Now the many are as one;
Broken is the mould that run
Men like Abram Morrison.

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

60



Adjustment

The tree of Faith its bare, dry boughs must shed
That nearer heaven the living ones may climb;

The false must fail, though from our shores of time
The old lament be heard, 'Great Pan is dead!'

That wail is Error's, from his high place hurled;
This sharp recoil is Evil undertrod;

Our time's unrest, an angel sent of God

Troubling with life the waters of the world.

Even as they list the winds of the Spirit blow

To turn or break our century-rusted vanes;

Sands shift and waste; the rock alone remains
Where, led of Heaven, the strong tides come and go,
And storm-clouds, rent by thunderbolt and wind,
Leave, free of mist, the permanent stars behind.

Therefore I trust, although to outward sense
Both true and false seem shaken; I will hold
With newer light my reverence for the old,

And calmly wait the births of Providence.

No gain is lost; the clear-eyed saints look down
Untroubled on the wreck of schemes and creeds;
Love yet remains, its rosary of good deeds
Counting in task-field and o'erpeopled town;
Truth has charmed life; the Inward Word survives,
And, day by day, its revelation brings;

Faith, hope, and charity, whatsoever things
Which cannot be shaken, stand. Still holy lives
Reveal the Christ of whom the letter told,

And the new gospel verifies the old.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Aechdeacon Barbour

THROUGH the long hall the shuttered windows shed
A dubious light on every upturned head;

On locks like those of Absalom the fair,

On the bald apex ringed with scanty hair,

On blank indifference and on curious stare;

On the pale Showman reading from his stage

The hieroglyphics of that facial page;

Half sad, half scornful, listening to the bruit

Of restless cane-tap and impatient foot,

And the shrill call, across the general din,

'Roll up your curtain! Let the show begin!

At length a murmur like the winds that break

Into green waves the prairie's grassy lake,
Deepened and swelled to music clear and loud,
And, as the west-wind lifts a summer cloud,

The curtain rose, disclosing wide and far

A green land stretching to the evening star,

Fair rivers, skirted by primeval trees

And flowers hummed over by the desert bees,
Marked by tall bluffs whose slopes of greenness show
Fantastic outcrops of the rock below;

The slow result of patient Nature's pains,

And plastic fingering of her sun and rains;

Arch, tower, and gate, grotesquely windowed hall,
And long escarpment of half-crumbled wall,
Huger than those which, from steep hills of vine,
Stare through their loopholes on the travelled Rhine;
Suggesting vaguely to the gazer's mind

A fancy, idle as the prairie wind,

Of the land's dwellers in an age unguessed;

The unsung Jotuns of the mystic West.

Beyond, the prairie's sea-like swells surpass

The Tartar's marvels of his Land of Grass,

Vast as the sky against whose sunset shores
Wave after wave the billowy greenness pours;
And, onward still, like islands in that main

Loom the rough peaks of many a mountain chain,
Whence east and west a thousand waters run
From winter lingering under summer's sun.
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And, still beyond, long lines of foam and sand
Tell where Pacific rolls his waves a-land,

From many a wide-lapped port and land-locked bay,
Opening with thunderous pomp the world's highway
To Indian isles of spice, and marts of far Cathay.
'Such,' said the Showman, as the curtain fell,
'Is the new Canaan of our Israel;

The land of promise to the swarming North,
Which, hive-like, sends its annual surplus forth,
To the poor Southron on his worn-out soil,
Scathed by the curses of unnatural toil;

To Europe's exiles seeking home and rest,

And the lank nomads of the wandering West,
Who, asking neither, in their love of change
And the free bison's amplitude of range,

Rear the log-hut, for present shelter meant,
Not future comfort, like an Arab's tent.'

Then spake a shrewd on-looker, 'Sir,' said he,

'T like your picture, but I fain would see

A sketch of what your promised land will be
When, with electric nerve, and fiery-brained,
With Nature's forces to its chariot chained,

The future grasping, by the past obeyed,

The twentieth century rounds a new decade.’
Then said the Showman, sadly: 'He who grieves
Over the scattering of the sibyl's leaves
Unwisely mourns. Suffice it, that we know

What needs must ripen from the seed we sow;
That present time is but the mould wherein

We cast the shapes of holiness and sin.

A painful watcher of the passing hour,

Its lust of gold, its strife for place and power;
Its lack of manhood, honor, reverence, truth,
Wise-thoughted age, and generous-hearted youth;
Nor yet unmindful of each better sign,

The low, far lights, which on th' horizon shine,
Like those which sometimes tremble on the rim
Of clouded skies when day is closing dim,
Flashing athwart the purple spears of rain

The hope of sunshine on the hills again:

I need no prophet's word, nor shapes that pass
Like clouding shadows o'er a magic glass;
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For now, as ever, passionless and cold,

Doth the dread angel of the future hold

Evil and good before us, with no voice

Or warning look to guide us in our choice;

With spectral hands outreaching through the gloom
The shadowy contrasts of the coming doom.
Transferred from these, it now remains to give
The sun and shade of Fate's alternative.'

Then, with a burst of music, touching all

The keys of thrifty life, — the mill-stream'’s fall,
The engine's pant along its quivering rails,

The anvil's ring, the measured beat of flails,

The sweep of scythes, the reaper's whistled tune,
Answering the summons of the bells of noon,

The woodman's hail along the river shores,

The steamboat's signhal, and the dip of oars:
Slowly the curtain rose from off a land

Fair as God's garden. Broad on either hand

The golden wheat-fields glimmered in the sun,
And the tall maize its yellow tassels spun.

Smooth highways set with hedge-rows living green,
With steepled towns through shaded vistas seen,
The school-house murmuring with its hive-like swarm,
The brook-bank whitening in the grist-mill's storm,
The painted farm-house shining through the leaves
Of fruited orchards bending at its eaves,

Where live again, around the Western hearth,

The homely old-time virtues of the North;

Where the blithe housewife rises with the day,
And well-paid labor counts his task a play.

And, grateful tokens of a Bible free,

And the free Gospel of Humanity,

Of diverse sects and differing names the shrines,
One in their faith, whate'er their outward signs,
Like varying strophes of the same sweet hymn
From many a prairie's swell and river's brim,

A thousand church-spires sancify the air

Of the calm Sabbath, with their sign of prayer.
Like sudden nightfall over bloom and green

The curtain dropped: and, momently, between
The clank of fetter and the crack of thong,

Half sob, half laughter, music swept along;
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A strange refrain, whose idle words and low,
Like drunken mourners, kept the time of woe;
As if the revellers at a masquerade

Heard in the distance funeral marches played.
Such music, dashing all his smiles with tears,
The thoughtful voyager on Ponchartrain hears,
Where, through the noonday dusk of wooded shores
The negro boatman, singing to his oars,

With a wild pathos borrowed of his wrong
Redeems the jargon of his senseless song.
'Look,' said the Showman, sternly, as he rolled
His curtain upward. 'Fate's reverse behold!'

A village straggling in loose disarray

Of vulgar newness, premature decay;

A tavern, crazy with its whiskey brawls,

With 'Slaves at Auction!' garnishing its walls;
Without, surrounded by a motley crowd,

The shrewd-eyed salesman, garrulous and loud,
A squire or colonel in his pride of place,

Known at free fights, the caucus, and the race,
Prompt to proclaim his honor without blot,

And silence doubters with a ten-pace shot,
Mingling the negro-driving bully's rant

With pious phrase and democratic cant,

Yet never scrupling, with a filthy jest,

To sell the infant from its mother's breast,
Break through all ties of wedlock, home, and kin,
Yield shrinking girlhood up to graybeard sin;
Sell all the virtues with his human stock,

The Christian graces on his auction-block,

And coolly count on shrewdest bargains driven
In hearts regenerate, and in souls forgiven!
Look once again! The moving canvas shows

A slave plantation's slovenly repose,

Where, in rude cabins rotting midst their weeds,
The human chattel eats, and sleeps, and breeds;
And, held a brute, in practice, as in law,
Becomes in fact the thing he's taken for.

There, early summoned to the hemp and corn,
The nursing mother leaves her child new-born;
There haggard sickness, weak and deathly faint,
Crawls to his task, and fears to make complains;
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And sad-eyed Rachels, childless in decay,

Weep for their lost ones sold and torn away!

Of ampler size the master's dwelling stands,

In shabby keeping with his half-tilled lands;

The gates unhinged, the yard with weeds unclean,
The cracked veranda with a tipsy lean.

Without, loose-scattered like a wreck adrift,
Signs of misrule and tokens of unthrift;

Within, profusion to discomfort joined,

The listless body and the vacant mind;

The fear, the hate, the theft and falsehood, born
In menial hearts of toil, and stripes, and scorn!
There, all the vices, which, like birds obscene,
Batten on slavery loathsome and unclean,

From the foul kitchen to the parlor rise,

Pollute the nursery where the child-heir lies,
Taint infant lips beyond all after cure,

With the fell poison of a breast impure;

Touch boyhood's passions with the breath of flame,
From girlhood's instincts steal the blush of shame.
So swells, from low to high, from weak to strong,
The tragic chorus of the baleful wrong;

Guilty or guiltless, all within its range

Feel the blind justice of its sure revenge.

Still scenes like these the moving chart reveals.
Up the long western steppes the blighting steals;
Down the Pacific slope the evil Fate

Glides like a shadow to the Golden Gate:

From sea to sea the drear eclipse is thrown,
From sea to sea the Mauvaises Terres have grown,
A belt of curses on the New World's zone!

The curtain fell. All drew a freer breath,

As men are wont to do when mournful death

Is covered from their sight. The Showman stood
With drooping brow in sorrow's attitude

One moment, then with sudden gesture shook
His loose hair back, and with the air and look

Of one who felt, beyond the narrow stage

And listening group, the presence of the age,
And heard the footsteps of the things to be,
Poured out his soul in earnest words and free.

'O friends!" he said, 'in this poor trick of paint
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You see the semblance, incomplete and faint,

Of the two-fronted Future, which, to-day,

Stands dim and silent, waiting in your way.
To-day, your servant, subject to your will;
To-morrow, master, or for good or ill.

If the dark face of Slavery on you turns,

If the mad curse its paper barrier spurns,

If the world granary of the West is made

The last foul market of the slaver's trade,

Why rail at fate? The mischief is your own.

Why hate your neighbor? 'Blame yourselves alone!
'Men of the North! The South you charge with wrong
Is weak and poor, while you are rich and strong.
If questions, — idle and absurd as those

The old-time monks and Paduan doctors chose, —
Mere ghosts of questions, tariffs, and dead banks,
And scarecrow pontiffs, never broke your ranks,
Your thews united could, at once, roll back

The jostled nation to its primal track.

Nay, were you simply steadfast, manly, just,

True to the faith your fathers left in trust,

If stainless honor outweighed in your scale

A codfish quintal or a factory bale,

Full many a noble heart, (and such remain

In all the South, like Lot in Siddim's plain,

Who watch and wait, and from the wrong's control
Keep white and pure their chastity of soul,)

Now sick to loathing of your weak complaints,
Your tricks as sinners, and your prayers as saints,
Would half-way meet the frankness of your tone,
And feel their pulses beating with your own,

'The North! the South! no geographic line

Can fix the boundary or the point define,

Since each with each so closely interblends,.
Where Slavery rises, and where Freedom ends.
Beneath your rocks the roots, far-reaching, hide
Of the fell Upas on the Southern side;

The tree whose branches in your northwinds wave
Dropped its young blossoms on Mount Vernon's grave;
The nursling growth of Monticello's crest

Is now the glory of the free Northwest;

To the wise maxims of her olden school
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Virginia listened from thy lips, Rantoul;

Seward's words of power, and Sumner's fresh renown,
Flow from the pen that Jefferson laid down!

And when, at length, her years of madness o'er,
Like the crowned grazer on Euphrates' shore,
From her long lapse to savagery, her mouth
Bitter with baneful herbage, turns the South,
Resumes her old attire, and seeks to smooth
Her unkempt tresses at the glass of truth,

Her early faith shall find a tongue again,

New Wythes and Pinckneys swell that old refrain,
Her sons with yours renew the ancient pact,

The myth of Union prove at last a fact!

Then, if one murmur mars the wide content,
Some Northern lip will drawl the last dissent,
Some Union-saving patriot of your own

Lament to find his occupation gone.

'Grant that the North's insulted, scorned, betrayed,
O'erreached in bargains with her neighbor made,
When selfish thrift and party held the scales

For peddling dicker, not for honest sales, —
Whom shall we strike? Who most deserves our blame?
The braggart Southron, open in his aim,

And bold as wicked, crashing straight through all
That bars his purpose, like a cannon-ball?

Or the mean traitor, breathing northern air,

With nasal speech and puritanic hair,

Whose cant the loss of principle survives,

As the mud-turtle e'en its head outlives;

Who, caught, chin-buried in some foul offence,
Puts on a look of injured innocence,

And consecrates his baseness to the cause

Of constitution, union, and the laws?

'Praise to the place-man who can hold aloof

His still unpurchased manhood, office-proof;
Who on his round of duty walks erect,

And leaves it only rich in self-respect;

As More maintained his virtue's lofty port

In the Eighth Henry's base and bloody court.
But, if exceptions here and there are found,

Who tread thus safely on enchanted ground,
The normal type, the fitting symbol still
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Of those who fatten at the public mill,

Is the chained dog beside his master's door,
Or Circe's victim, feeding on all four!

'Give me the heroes who, at tuck of drum,
Salute thy staff, immortal Quattlebum!

Or they who, doubly armed with vote and gun,
Following thy lead, illustrious Atchison,

Their drunken franchise shift from scene to scene,
As tile-beard Jourdan did his guillotine!

Rather than him who, born beneath our skies,
To Slavery's hand its supplest tool supplies;
The party felon whose unblushing face

Looks from the pillory of his bribe of place,
And coolly makes a merit of disgrace,

Points to the footmarks of indignant scorn,
Shows the deep scars of satire's tossing horn;
And passes to his credit side the sum

Of all that makes a scoundrel's martyrdom!

' Bane of the North, its canker and its moth!
These modern Esaus, bartering rights for broth!
Taxing our justice, with their double claim,

As fools for pity, and as knaves for blame;
Who, urged by party, sect, or trade, within
The fell embrace of Slavery's sphere of sin,
Part at the outset with their moral sense,

The watchful angel set for Truth's defence;
Confound all contrasts, good and ill; reverse
The poles of life, its blessing and its curse;

And lose thenceforth from their perverted sight
The eternal difference 'twixt the wrong and right;
To them the Law is but the iron span

That girds the ankles of imbruted man;

To them the Gospel has no higher aim

Than simple sanction of the master's claim,
Dragged in the slime of Slavery's loathsome trail,
Like Chalier's Bible at his ass's tail!

'Such are the men who, with instinctive dread,
Whenever Freedom lifts her drooping head,
Make prophet-tripods of their office-stools,

And scare the nurseries and the village schools
With dire presage of ruin grim and great,

A broken Union and a foundered State!
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Such are the patriots, self-bound to the stake
Of office, martyrs for their country's sake:

Who fill themselves the hungry jaws of Fate,
And by their loss of manhood save the State.
In the wide gulf themselves like Curtius throw,
And test the virtues of cohesive dough;

As tropic monkeys, linking heads and tails,
Bridge o'er some torrent of Ecuador's vales!
'Such are the men who in your churches rave
To swearing-point, at mention of the slave!
When some poor parsons haply unawares,
Stammers of freedom in his timid prayers;
Who, if some foot-sore negro through the town
Steals northward, volunteer to hunt him down.
Or, if some neighbor, flying from disease,
Courts the mild balsam of the Southern breeze,
With hue and cry pursue him on his track,

And write Free-soiler on the poor man's back.
Such are the men who leave the pedler's cart,
While faring South, to learn the driver's art,
Or, in white neckcloth, soothe with pious aim
The graceful sorrows of some languid dame,
Who, from the wreck of her bereavement, saves
The double charm of widowhood and slaves!
Pliant and apt, they lose no chance to show

To what base depths apostasy can go;

Outdo the natives in their readiness

To roast a negro, or to mob a press;

Poise a tarred schoolmate on the lyncher's rail,
Or make a bonfire of their birthplace mail!

'So some poor wretch, whose lips no longer bear
The sacred burden of his mother's prayer,

By fear impelled, or lust of gold enticed,

Turns to the Crescent from the Cross of Christ,
And, over-acting in superfluous zeal,

Crawls prostrate where the faithful only kneel,
Out-howls the Dervish, hugs his rags to court
The squalid Santon's sanctity of dirt;

And, when beneath the city gateway's span
Files slow and long the Meccan caravan,

And through its midst, pursued by Islam's prayers,
The prophet's Word some favored camel bears,
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The marked apostate has his place assigned

The Koran-bearer's sacred rump behind,

With brush and pitcher following, grave and mute,
In meek attendance on the holy brute!

' Men of the North! beneath your very eyes,

By hearth and home, your real danger lies.

Still day by day some hold of freedom falls
Through home-bred traitors fed within its walls.
Men whom yourselves with vote and purse sustain,
At posts of honor, influence, and gain;

The right of Slavery to your sons to teach,

And 'South-side' Gospels in your pulpits preach,
Transfix the Law to ancient freedom dear

On the sharp point of her subverted spear,

And imitate upon her cushion plump

The mad Missourian lynching from his stump;

Or, in your name, upon the Senate's floor

Yield up to Slavery all it asks, and more;

And, ere your dull eyes open to the cheat,

Sell your old homestead underneath your feet!
While such as these your loftiest outlooks hold,
While truth and conscience with your wares are sold,
While grave-browed merchants band themselves to aid
An annual man-hunt for their Southern trade,
What moral power within your grasp remains

To stay the mischief on Nebraska's plains?

High as the tides of generous impulse flow,

As far rolls back the selfish undertow;

And all your brave resolves, though aimed as true
As the horse-pistol Balmawhapple drew,

To Slavery's bastions lend as slight a shock

As the poor trooper's shot to Stirling rock!

'Yet, while the need of Freedom's cause demands
The earnest efforts of your hearts and hands,
Urged by all motives that can prompt the heart
To prayer and toil and manhood's manliest part;
Though to the soul's deep tocsin Nature joins

The warning whisper of her Orphic pines,

The north-wind's anger, and the south-wind's sigh,
The midnight sword-dance of the northern sky,
And, to the ear that bends above the sod

Of the green the Fields of God,
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In low, deep murmurs of rebuke or cheer,

The land's dead fathers speak their hope or fear,
Yet let not Passion wrest from Reason's hand
The guiding rein and symbol of command.
Blame not the caution proffering to your zeal

A well-meant drag upon its hurrying wheel;

Nor chide the man whose honest doubt extends
To the means only, not the righteous ends;

Nor fail to weigh the scruples and the fears

Of milder natures and serener years.

In the long strife with evil which began

With the first lapse of new-created man,

Wisely and well has Providence assigned

To each his part, — some forward, some behind;
And they, too, serve who temper and restrain
The o'erwarm heart that sets on fire the brain.
True to yourselves, feed Freedom's altar-flame
With what you have; let others do the same.
Spare timid doubters; set like flint your face
Against the self-sold knaves of gain and place:
Pity the weak; but with unsparing hand

Cast out the traitors who infest the land;

From bar, press, pulpit, east them everywhere,
By dint of fasting, if you fail by prayer.

And in their place bring men of antique mould,
Like the grave fathers of your Age of Gold;
Statesmen like those who sought the primal fount
Of righteous law, the Sermon on the Mount;
Lawyers who prize, like Quincy, (to our day

Still spared, Heaven bless him!) honor more than pay,
And Christian jurists, starry-pure, like Jay;
Preachers like Woolman, or like them who bore
The faith of Wesley to our Western shore,

And held no convert genuine till he broke

Alike his servants' and the Devil's yoke;

And priests like him who Newport's market trod,
And o'er its slave-ships shook the bolts of God!
So shall your power, with a wise prudence used,
Strong but forbearing, firm but not abused,

In kindly keeping with the good of all,

The nobler maxims of the past recall,

Her natural home-born right to Freedom give,
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And leave her foe his robber-right, — to live.
Live, as the snake does in his noisome fen!

Live, as the wolf does in his bone-strewn den!
Live, clothed with cursing like a robe of flame,
The focal point of million-fingered shame!

Live, till the Southron, who, with all his faults,
Has manly instincts, in his pride revolts,

Dashes from off him, midst the glad world's cheers,
The hideous nightmare of his dream of years,
And lifts, self-prompted, with his own right hand,
The vile encumbrance from his glorious land!
'So, wheresoe'er our destiny sends forth

Its widening circles to the South or North,
Where'er our banner flaunts beneath the stars
Its mimic splendors and its cloudlike bars,

There shall Free Labor's hardy children stand
The equal sovereigns of a slaveless land.

And when at last the hunted bison tires,

And dies o'ertaken by the squatter's fires;

And westward, wave on wave, the living flood
Breaks on the snow-line of majestic Hood;

And lonely Shasta listening hears the tread

Of Europe's fair-haired children, Hesper-led;
And, gazing downward through his hoar-locks, sees
The tawny Asian climb his giant knees,

The Eastern sea shall hush his waves to hear
Pacific's surf-beat answer Freedom's cheer,

And one long rolling fire of triumph run

Between the sunrise and the sunset gun!'

My task is done. The Showman and his show,
Themselves but shadows, into shadows go;
And, if no song of idlesse I have sung,

Nor tints of beauty on the canvas flung;

If the harsh numbers grate on tender ears,
And the rough picture overwrought appears;
With deeper coloring, with a sterner blast,
Before my soul a voice and vision passed,
Such as might Milton's jarring trump require,
Or glooms of Dante fringed with lurid fire.
Oh; not of choice, for themes of public wrong
I leave the green and pleasant paths of song,
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The mild, sweet words which soften and adorn,
For sharp rebuke and bitter laugh of scorn.
More dear to me some song of private worth,
Some homely idyl of my native North,

Some summer pastoral of her inland vales,

Or, grim and weird, her winter fireside tales
Haunted by ghosts of unreturning sails;

Lost barks at parting hung from stem to helm
With prayers of love like dreams on Virgil's elm.
Nor private grief nor malice holds my pen;

I owe but kindness to my fellow-men;

And, South or North, wherever hearts of prayer
Their woes and weakness to our Father bear,
Wherever fruits of Christian love are found

In holy lives, to me is holy ground.

But the time passes. It were vain to crave

A late indulgence. What I had I gave.

Forget the poet, but his warning heed,

And shame his poor word with your nobler deed.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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After Election

THE day's sharp strife is ended now,
Our work is done, God knoweth how!
As on the thronged, unrestful town

The patience of the moon looks down,

I wait to hear, beside the wire,

The voices of its tongues of fire.

Slow, doubtful, faint,they seem at first:
Be strong, my heart, to know the worst!
Hark! there the Alleghanies spoke;

That sound from lake and prairie broke,
That sunset-gun of triumph rent

The silence of a continent!

That signal from Nebraska sprung,
This, from Nevada's mountain tongue!
Is that thy answer, strong and free,

O loyal heart of Tennessee?

What strange, glad voice is that which calls
From Wagner's grave and Sumter's walls?
From Mississippi's fountain-head

A sound as of the hisoh's tread!

There rustled freedom's Charter Oak!

In that wild burst the Ozarks spoke!
Cheer answers cheer from rise to set
Of sun. We have a country yet!

The praise, O God, be thine alone!

Thou givest not for bread a stone;

Thou hast not led us through the night
To blind us with returning light;

Not through the furnace have we passed,
To perish at its mouth at last.

O night of peace, thy flight restrain!
November's moon, be slow to wane!
Shine on the freedman's cabin floor,

On brows of prayer a blessing pour;
And give, with full assurance blest,

The weary heart of Freedom rest!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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All’'s Well

The clouds, which rise with thunder, slake
Our thirsty souls with rain;

The blow most dreaded falls to break
From off our limbs a chain;

And wrongs of man to man but make

The love of God more plain.

As through the shadowy lens of even

The eye looks farthest into heaven

On gleams of star and depths of blue

The glaring sunshine never knew!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Among The Hills

PRELUDE

ALONG the roadside, like the flowers of gold
That tawny Incas for their gardens wrought,
Heavy with sunshine droops the golden-rod,
And the red pennons of the cardinal-flowers
Hang motionless upon their upright staves.
The sky is hot and hazy, and the wind,
Vying-weary with its long flight from the south,
Unfelt; yet, closely scanned, yon maple leaf
With faintest motion, as one stirs in dreams,
Confesses it. The locust by the wall

Stabs the noon-silence with his sharp alarm.

A single hay-cart down the dusty road

Creaks slowly, with its driver fast asleep

On the load’s top. Against the neighboring hill,
Huddled along the stone wall’s shady side,

The sheep show white, as if a snowdrift still
Defied the dog-star. Through the open door

A drowsy smell of flowers-gray heliotrope,

And white sweet clover, and shy mignonette—
Comes faintly in, and silent chorus lends

To the pervading symphony of peace.

No time is this for hands long over-worn

To task their strength; and (unto Him be praise
Who giveth quietness!) the stress and strain
Of years that did the work of centuries

Have ceased, and we can draw our breath once more
Freely and full. So, as yon harvesters

Make glad their nooning underneath the elms
With tale and riddle and old snatch of song,

I lay aside grave themes, and idly turn

The leaves of memory’s sketch-book, dreaming o’er
Old summer pictures of the quiet hills,

And human life, as quiet, at their feet.

And yet not idly all. A farmer’s son,

Proud of field-lore and harvest craft, and feeling
All their fine possibilities, how rich

And restful even poverty and toil
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Become when beauty, harmony, and love

Sit at their humble hearth as angels sat

At evening in the patriarch’s tent, when man
Makes labor noble, and his farmer’s frock

The symbol of a Christian chivalry

Tender and just and generous to her

Who clothes with grace all duty; still, I know
Too well the picture has another side,—

How wearily the grind of toil goes on

Where love is wanting, how the eye and ear

And heart are starved amidst the plenitude

Of nature, and how hard and colorless

Is life without an atmosphere. I look

Across the lapse of half a century,

And call to mind old homesteads, where no flower
Told that the spring had come, but evil weeds,
Nightshade and rough-leaved burdock in the place
Of the sweet doorway greeting of the rose

And honeysuckle, where the house walls seemed
Blistering in sun, without a tree or vine

To cast the tremulous shadow of its leaves
Across the curtainless windows, from whose panes
Fluttered the signal rags of shiftlessness.

Within, the cluttered kitchen-floor, unwashed
(Broom-clean I think they called it); the best room
Stifling with cellar damp, shut from the air

In hot midsummer, bookless, pictureless,

Save the inevitable sampler hung

Over the fireplace, or a mourning piece,

A green-haired woman, peony-cheeked, beneath
Impossible willows; the wide-throated hearth
Bristling with faded pine-boughs half concealing
The piled-up rubbish at the chimney’s back;
And, in sad keeping with all things about them,
Shrill, querulous-women, sour and sullen men,
Untidy, loveless, old before their time,

With scarce a human interest save their own
Monotonous round of small economies,

Or the poor scandal of the neighborhood;

Blind to the beauty everywhere revealed,
Treading the May-flowers with regardless feet;
For them the song-sparrow and the bobolink

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

78



Sang not, nor winds made music in the leaves;
For them in vain October’s holocaust

Burned, gold and crimson, over all the hills,
The sacramental mystery of the woods.
Church-goers, fearful of the unseen Powers,
But grumbling over pulpit-tax and pew-rent,
Saving, as shrewd economists, their souls

And winter pork with the least possible outlay
Of salt and sanctity; in daily life

Showing as little actual comprehension

Of Christian charity and love and duty,

As if the Sermon on the Mount had been
Outdated like a last year’s almanac

Rich in broad woodlands and in half-tilled fields,
And yet so pinched and bare and comfortless,
The veriest straggler limping on his rounds,
The sun and air his sole inheritance,

Laughed at a poverty that paid its taxes,

And hugged his rags in self-complacency!

Not such should be the homesteads of a land
Where whoso wisely wills and acts may dwell
As king and lawgiver, in broad-acred state,
With beauty, art, taste, culture, books, to make
His hour of leisure richer than a life

Of fourscore to the barons of old time,

Our yeoman should be equal to his home

Set in the fair, green valleys, purple walled,

A man to match his mountains, not to creep
Dwarfed and abased below them. I would fain
In this light way (of which I needs must own
With the knife-grinder of whom Canning sings,
“Story, God bless you! I have none to tell you!”)
Invite the eye to see and heart to feel

The beauty and the joy within their reach,—
Home, and home loves, and the beatitudes

Of nature free to all. Haply in years

That wait to take the places of our own,

Heard where some breezy balcony looks down
On happy homes, or where the lake in the moon
Sleeps dreaming of the mountains, fair as Ruth,
In the old Hebrew pastoral, at the feet
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Of Boaz, even this simple lay of mine

May seem the burden of a prophecy,

Finding its late fulfilment in a change

Slow as the oak’s growth, lifting manhood up
Through broader culture, finer manners, love,
And reverence, to the level of the hills.

O Golden Age, whose light is of the dawn,

And not of sunset, forward, not behind,

Flood the new heavens and earth, and with thee bring
All the old virtues, whatsoever things

Are pure and honest and of good repute,

But add thereto whatever bard has sung

Or seer has told of when in trance and dream
They saw the Happy Isles of prophecy

Let Justice hold her scale, and Truth divide
Between the right and wrong; but give the heart
The freedom of its fair inheritance;

Let the poor prisoner, cramped and starved so long,
At Nature's table feast his ear and eye

With joy and wonder; let all harmonies

Of sound, form, color, motion, wait upon

The princely guest, whether in soft attire

Of leisure clad, or the coarse frock of toil,

And, lending life to the dead form of faith,

Give human nature reverence for the sake

Of One who bore it, making it divine

With the ineffable tenderness of God;

Let common need, the brotherhood of prayer,
The heirship of an unknown destiny,

The unsolved mystery round about us, make

A man more precious than the gold of Ophir.
Sacred, inviolate, unto whom all things

Should minister, as outward types and signs

Of the eternal beauty which fulfils

The one great purpose of creation, Love,

The sole necessity of Earth and Heaven!

For weeks the clouds had raked the hills
And vexed the vales with raining,
And all the woods were sad with mist,
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And all the brooks complaining.

At last, a sudden night-storm tore
The mountain veils asunder,

And swept the valleys clean before
The bosom of the thunder.

Through Sandwich notch the west-wind sang
Good morrow to the cotter;

And once again Chocorua’s horn

Of shadow pierced the water.

Above his broad lake Ossipee,

Once more the sunshine wearing,
Stooped, tracing on that silver shield
His grim armorial bearing.

Clear drawn against the hard blue sky,
The peaks had winter’s keenness;

And, close on autumn’s frost, the vales
Had more than June’s fresh greenness.

Again the sodden forest floors

With golden lights were checkered,
Once more rejoicing leaves in wind
And sunshine danced and flickered.

It was as if the summer’s late
Atoning for it's sadness

Had borrowed every season’s charm
To end its days in gladness.

I call to mind those banded vales

Of shadow and of shining,

Through which, my hostess at my side,
I drove in day’s declining.

We held our sideling way above
The river’s whitening shallows,
By homesteads old, with wide-flung barns

Swept through and through by swallows,—

By maple orchards, belts of pine
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And larches climbing darkly
The mountain slopes, and, over all,
The great peaks rising starkly.

You should have seen that long hill-range
With gaps of brightness riven,—

How through each pass and hollow streamed
The purpling lights of heaven,—

Rivers of gold-mist flowing down

From far celestial fountains,—

The great sun flaming through the rifts
Beyond the wall of mountains.

We paused at last where home-bound cows
Brought down the pasture’s treasure,

And in the barn the rhythmic flails

Beat out a harvest measure.

We heard the night-hawk’s sullen plunge,
The crow his tree-mates calling:

The shadows lengthening down the slopes
About our feet were falling.

And through them smote the level sun

In broken lines of splendor,

Touched the gray rocks and made the green
Of the shorn grass more tender.

The maples bending o’er the gate,
Their arch of leaves just tinted

With yellow warmth, the golden glow
Of coming autumn hinted.

Keen white between the farm-house showed,
And smiled on porch and trellis,

The fair democracy of flowers

That equals cot and palace.

And weaving garlands for her dog,
"Twixt chidings and caresses,
A human flower of childhood shook
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The sunshine from her tresses.

On either hand we saw the signs

Of fancy and of shrewdness,

Where taste had wound its arms of vines
Round thrift’s uncomely rudeness.

The sun-brown farmer in his frock
Shook hands, and called to Mary
Bare-armed, as Juno might, she came,
White-aproned from her dairy.

Her air, her smile, her motions, told
Of womanly completeness;

A music as of household songs

Was in her voice of sweethess.

Not fair alone in curve and line,
But something more and better,
The secret charm eluding art,
Its spirit, not its letter;—

An inborn grace that nothing lacked
Of culture or appliance,

The warmth of genial courtesy,

The calm of self-reliance.

Before her queenly womanhood
How dared our hostess utter

The paltry errand of her need

To buy her fresh-churned butter?

She led the way with housewife pride,
Her goodly store disclosing,

Full tenderly the golden balls

With practised hands disposing.

Then, while along the western hills
We watched the changeful glory
Of sunset, on our homeward way,
I heard her simple story.
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The early crickets sang; the stream
Plashed through my friend’s narration:
Her rustic patois of the hills

Lost in my free-translation.

“More wise,” she said, “than those who swarm
Our hills in middle summer,

She came, when June’s first roses blow,

To greet the early comer.

“From school and ball and rout she came,
The city’s fair, pale daughter,

To drink the wine of mountain air

Beside the Bearcamp Water.

“Her step grew firmer on the hills
That watch our homesteads over;

On cheek and lip, from summer fields,
She caught the bloom of clover.

“For health comes sparkling in the streams
From cool Chocorua stealing:

There’s iron in our Northern winds;

Our pines are trees of healing.

“She sat beneath the broad-armed elms
That skirt the mowing-meadow,

And watched the gentle west-wind weave
The grass with shine and shadow.

“Beside her, from the summer heat

To share her grateful screening,

With forehead bared, the farmer stood,
Upon his pitchfork leaning.

“Framed in its damp, dark locks, his face
Had nothing mean or common,—
Strong, manly, true, the tenderness

And pride beloved of woman.

“She looked up, glowing with the health
The country air had brought her,
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And, laughing, said: ‘You lack a wife,
Your mother lacks a daughter.

"To mend your frock and bake your bread
You do not need a lady:

Be sure among these brown old homes

Is some one waiting ready,—

“'Some fair, sweet girl with skilful hand
And cheerful heart for treasure,

Who never played with ivory keys,

Or danced the polka’s measure.’

“He bent his black brows to a frown,
He set his white teeth tightly.

‘T is well,” he said, ‘for one like you
To choose for me so lightly.

“You think, because my life is rude
I take no note of sweetness:

I tell you love has naught to do
With meetness or unmeetness.

“'Itself its best excuse, it asks

No leave of pride or fashion

When silken zone or homespun frock
It stirs with throbs of passion.

"“You think me deaf and blind: you bring
Your winning graces hither

As free as if from cradle-time

We two had played together.

"“You tempt me with your laughing eyes,
Your cheek of sundown’s blushes,

A motion as of waving grain,

A music as of thrushes.

““The plaything of your summer sport,
The spells you weave around me

You cannot at your will undo,

Nor leave me as you found me.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



"You go as lightly as you came,

Your life is well without me;

What care you that these hills will close
Like prison-walls about me?

"*No mood is mine to seek a wife,
Or daughter for my mother

Who loves you loses in that love
All power to love another!

™I dare your pity or your scorn,
With pride your own exceeding;
I fling my heart into your lap
Without a word of pleading.’

“She looked up in his face of pain
So archly, yet so tender

‘And if I lend you mine,’ she said,
‘Will you forgive the lender?

"“*Nor frock nor tan can hide the man;
And see you not, my farmer,

How weak and fond a woman waits
Behind this silken armor?

™I love you: on that love alone,
And not my worth, presuming,
Will you not trust for summer fruit
The tree in May-day blooming?’

“Alone the hangbird overhead,

His hair-swung cradle straining,
Looked down to see love’s miracle,—
The giving that is gaining.

“And so the farmer found a wife,
His mother found a daughter
There looks no happier home than hers

On pleasant Bearcamp Water.

“Flowers spring to blossom where she walks
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The careful ways of duty;
Our hard, stiff lines of life with her
Are flowing curves of beauty.

“Our homes are cheerier for her sake,
Our door-yards brighter blooming,
And all about the social air

Is sweeter for her coming.

“Unspoken homilies of peace
Her daily life is preaching;

The still refreshment of the dew
Is her unconscious teaching.

“And never tenderer hand than hers
Unknits the brow of ailing;

Her garments to the sick man’s ear
Have music in their trailing.

“And when, in pleasant harvest moons,
The youthful huskers gather,

Or sleigh-drives on the mountain ways
Defy the winter weather,—

“In sugar-camps, when south and warm
The winds of March are blowing,

And sweetly from its thawing veins

The maple’s blood is flowing,—

“In summer, where some lilied pond
Its virgin zone is baring,

Or where the ruddy autumn fire
Lights up the apple-paring,—

“The coarseness of a ruder time
Her finer mirth displaces,

A subtler sense of pleasure fills
Each rustic sport she graces.

“Her presence lends its warmth and health

To all who come before it.
If woman lost us Eden, such
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As she alone restore it.

“For larger life and wiser aims
The farmer is her debtor;

Who holds to his another’s heart
Must needs be worse or better.

“Through her his civic service shows
A purer-toned ambition;

No double consciousness divides
The man and politician.

“In party’s doubtful ways he trusts
Her instincts to determine;

At the loud polls, the thought of her
Recalls Christ’s Mountain Sermon.

“He owns her logic of the heart,

And wisdom of unreason,

Supplying, while he doubts and weighs,
The needed word in season.

“He sees with pride her richer thought,
Her fancy’s freer ranges;

And love thus deepened to respect

Is proof against all changes.

“And if she walks at ease in ways
His feet are slow to travel,

And if she reads with cultured eyes
What his may scarce unravel,

“Still clearer, for her keener sight
Of beauty and of wonder,

He learns the meaning of the hills
He dwelt from childhood under.

“And higher, warmed with summer lights,
Or winter-crowned and hoary,

The ridged horizon lifts for him

Its inner veils of glory.
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“He has his own free, bookless lore,
The lessons nature taught him,

The wisdom which the woods and hills
And toiling men have brought him:

“The steady force of will whereby

Her flexile grace seems sweeter;

The sturdy counterpoise which makes
Her woman'’s life completer.

“A latent fire of soul which lacks

No breath of love to fan it;

And wit, that, like his native brooks,
Plays over solid granite.

“How dwarfed against his manliness
She sees the poor pretension,

The wants, the aims, the follies, born
Of fashion and convention.

“How life behind its accidents
Stands strong and self-sustaining,
The human fact transcending all
The losing and the gaining.

“And so in grateful interchange

Of teacher and of hearer,

Their lives their true distinctness keep
While daily drawing nearer.

“And if the husband or the wife

In home’s strong light discovers
Such slight defaults as failed to meet
The blinded eyes of lovers,

“"Why need we care to ask?—who dreams
Without their thorns of roses,

Or wonders that the truest steel

The readiest spark discloses?

“For still in mutual sufferance lies
The secret of true living;
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Love scarce is love that never knows
The sweetness of forgiving.

“"We send the Squire to General Court,
He takes his young wife thither;

No prouder man election day

Rides through the sweet June weather.

“He sees with eyes of manly trust
All hearts to her inclining;

Not less for him his household light
That others share its shining.”

Thus, while my hostess spake, there grew
Before me, warmer tinted

And outlined with a tenderer grace,

The picture that she hinted.

The sunset smouldered as we drove
Beneath the deep hill-shadows.
Below us wreaths of white fog walked
Like ghosts the haunted meadows.

Sounding the summer night, the stars
Dropped down their golden plummets;
The pale arc of the Northern lights
Rose o’er the mountain summits,—

Until, at last, beneath its bridge,
We heard the Bearcamp flowing,
And saw across the mapled lawn
The welcome home lights glowing; —

And, musing on the tale I heard,
T were well, thought I, if often
To rugged farm-life came the gift
To harmonize and soften;—

If more and more we found the troth

Of fact and fancy plighted,

And culture’s charm and labor’s strength
In rural homes united,—
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The simple life, the homely hearth,
With beauty’s sphere surrounding,
And blessing toil where toil abounds
With graces more abounding.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Amy Wentworth

TO WILLIAM BRADFORD.

As they who watch by sick-beds find relief
Unwittingly from the great stress of grief

And anxious care, in fantasies outwrought

From the hearth's embers flickering low, or caught
From whispering wind, or tread of passing feet,
Or vagrant memory calling up some sweet
Snatch of old song or romance, whence or why
They scarcely know or ask,--so, thou and I,
Nursed in the faith that Truth alone is strong

In the endurance which outwearies Wrong,

With meek persistence baffling brutal force,
And trusting God against the universe,--

We, doomed to watch a strife we may not share
With other weapons than the patriot's prayer,
Yet owning, with full hearts and moistened eyes,
The awful beauty of self-sacrifice,

And wrung by keenest sympathy for all

Who give their loved ones for the living wall
'"Twixt law and treason,--in this evil day

May haply find, through automatic play

Of pen and pencil, solace to our pain,

And hearten others with the strength we gain.

I know it has been said our times require

No play of art, nor dalliance with the lyre,

No weak essay with Fancy's chloroform

To calm the hot, mad pulses of the storm,

But the stern war-blast rather, such as sets

The battle's teeth of serried bayonets,

And pictures grim as Vernet's. Yet with these
Some softer tints may blend, and milder keys
Relieve the storm-stunned ear. Let us keep sweet,
If so we may, our hearts, even while we eat
The bitter harvest of our own device

And half a century's moral cowardice.

As Nurnberg sang while Wittenberg defied,

And Kranach painted by his Luther's side,

And through the war-march of the Puritan
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The silver stream of Marvell's music ran,

So let the household melodies be sung,

The pleasant pictures on the wall be hung--
So let us hold against the hosts of night

And slavery all our vantage-ground of light.
Let Treason boast its savagery, and shake
From its flag-folds its symbol rattlesnake,
Nurse its fine arts, lay human skins in tan,
And carve its pipe-bowls from the bones of man,
And make the tale of Fijian banquets dull

By drinking whiskey from a loyal skull,--

But let us guard, till this sad war shall cease,
(God grant it soon!) the graceful arts of peace
No foes are conquered who the victors teach
Their vandal manners and barbaric speech.

And while, with hearts of thankfulness, we bear
Of the great common burden our full share,

Let none upbraid us that the waves entice

Thy sea-dipped pencil, or some quaint device,
Rhythmic, and sweet, beguiles my pen away

From the sharp strifes and sorrows of to-day.
Thus, while the east-wind keen from Labrador
Sings it the leafless elms, and from the shore

Of the great sea comes the monotonous roar

Of the long-breaking surf, and all the sky

Is gray with cloud, home-bound and dull, I try

To time a simple legend to the sounds

Of winds in the woods, and waves on pebbled bounds,--
A song for oars to chime with, such as might

Be sung by tired sea-painters, who at night

Look from their hemlock camps, by quiet cove

Or beach, moon-lighted, on the waves they love.
(So hast thou looked, when level sunset lay

On the calm bosom of some Eastern bay,

And all the spray-moist rocks and waves that rolled
Up the white sand-slopes flashed with ruddy gold.)
Something it has--a flavor of the sea,

And the sea's freedom--which reminds of thee.

Its faded picture, dimly smiling down

From the blurred fresco of the ancient town,

I have not touched with warmer tints in vain,
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If, in this dark, sad year, it steals one thought
from pain.

Her fingers shame the ivory keys
They dance so light along;

The bloom upon her parted lips
Is sweeter than the song.

O perfumed suitor, spare thy smiles!
Her thoughts are not of thee;

She better loves the salted wind,
The voices of the sea.

Her heart is like an outbound ship
That at its anchor swings;

The murmur of the stranded shell
Is in the song she sings.

She sings, and, smiling, hears her praise,
But dreams the while of one

Who watches from his sea-blown deck
The icebergs in the sun.

She questions all the winds that blow,
And every fog-wreath dim,

And bids the sea-birds flying north
Bear messages to him.

She speeds them with the thanks of men
He perilled life to save,

And grateful prayers like holy oil

To smooth for him the wave.

Brown Viking of the fishing-smack!
Fair toast of all the town!--

The skipper's jerkin ill beseems
The lady's silken gown!

But ne'er shall Amy Wentworth wear
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For him the blush of shame
Who dares to set his manly gifts
Against her ancient name.

The stream is brightest at its spring,
And blood is not like wine;

Nor honored less than he who heirs
Is he who founds a line.

Full lightly shall the prize be won,
If love be Fortune's spur;

And never maiden stoops to him
Who lifts himself to her.

Her home is brave in Jaffrey Street,
With stately stairways worn

By feet of old Colonial knights

And ladies gentle-born.

Still green about its ample porch
The English ivy twines,

Trained back to show in English oak
The herald's carven signs.

And on her, from the wainscot old,
Ancestral faces frown,--

And this has worn the soldier's sword,
And that the judge's gown.

But, strong of will and proud as they,
She walks the gallery floor

As if she trod her sailor's deck

By stormy Labrador.

The sweetbrier blooms on Kittery-side,
And green are Elliot's bowers;

Her garden is the pebbled beach,

The mosses are her flowers.

She looks across the harbor-bar
To see the white gulls fly;
His greeting from the Northern sea
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Is in their clanging cry.

She hums a song, and dreams that he,
As in its romance old,

Shall homeward ride with silken sails
And masts of beaten gold!

Oh, rank is good, and gold is fair,
And high and low mate ill;
But love has never known a law

Beyond its own sweet will!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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An Artist Of The Beautiful

GEORGE FULLER

Haunted of Beauty, like the marvellous youth
Who sang Saint Agnhes' Eve! How passing fair
Her shapes took color in thy homestead air!
How on thy canvas even her dreams were truth!
Magician! who from commonest elements
Called up divine ideals, clothed upon

By mystic lights soft blending into one
Womanly grace and child-like innocence.
Teacher I thy lesson was not given in vain.
Beauty is goodness; ugliness is sin;

Art's place is sacred: nothing foul therein
May crawl or tread with bestial feet profane.
If rightly choosing is the painter's test,

Thy choice, O master, ever was the best.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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An Autograph

I write my name as one,
On sands by waves o'errun
Or winter's frosted pane,
Traces a record vain.

Oblivion's blankness claims
Wiser and better names,

And well my own may pass
As from the strand or glass.

Wash on, O waves of time!
Melt, noons, the frosty rime!
Welcome the shadow vast,
The silence that shall last!

When I and all who know
And love me vanish so,
What harm to them or me
Will the lost memory be?

If any words of mine,

Through right of life divine,
Remain, what matters it
Whose hand the message writ?

Why should the "crowner's quest"
Sit on my worst or best?

Why should the showman claim
The poor ghost of my name?

Yet, as when dies a sound
Its spectre lingers round,
Haply my spent life will
Leave some faint echo still.

A whisper giving breath

Of praise or blame to death,
Soothing or saddening such
As loved the living much.
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Therefore with yearnings vain
And fond I still would fain

A kindly judgment seek,

A tender thought bespeak.

And, while my words are read,
Let this at least be said:
"Whate'er his life's defeatures,
He loved his fellow-creatures.

"If, of the Law's stone table,
To hold he scarce was able
The first great precept fast,
He kept for man the last.

"Through mortal lapse and dulness
What lacks the Eternal Fulness,

If still our weakness can

Love Him in loving man?

"Age brought him no despairing
Of the world's future faring;

In human nature still

He found more good than ill.

"To all who dumbly suffered,
His tongue and pen he offered;
His life was not his own,

Nor lived for self alone.

"Hater of din and riot

He lived in days unquiet;
And, lover of all beauty,
Trod the hard ways of duty.

"He meant no wrong to any
He sought the good of many,
Yet knew both sin and folly, --
May God forgive him wholly!"
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John Greenleaf Whittier
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An Easter Flower Gift

O dearest bloom the seasons know,
Flowers of the Resurrection blow,

Our hope and faith restore;

And through the bitterness of death
And loss and sorrow, breathe a breath
Of life forevermore!

The thought of Love Immortal blends
With fond remembrances of friends;
In you, O sacred flowers,

By human love made doubly sweet,
The heavenly and the earthly meet,
The heart of Christ and ours!

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 101



An Outdoor Reception

On these green banks, where falls too soon
The shade of Autumn's afternoon,

The south wind blowing soft and sweet,
The water gliding at nay feet,

The distant northern range uplit

By the slant sunshine over it,

With changes of the mountain mist
From tender blush to amethyst,

The valley's stretch of shade and gleam
Fair as in Mirza's Bagdad dream,

With glad young faces smiling near

And merry voices in my ear,

I sit, methinks, as Hafiz might

In Iran's Garden of Delight.

For Persian roses blushing red,

Aster and gentian bloom instead;

For Shiraz wine, this mountain air;

For feast, the blueberries which I share
With one who proffers with stained hands
Her gleanings from yon pasture lands,
Wild fruit that art and culture spoil,

The harvest of an untilled soil;

And with her one whose tender eyes
Reflect the change of April skies,
Midway 'twixt child and maiden yet,
Fresh as Spring's earliest violet;

And one whose look and voice and ways
Make where she goes idyllic days;

And one whose sweet, still countenance
Seems dreamful of a child's romance;
And others, welcome as are these,

Like and unlike, varieties

Of pearls on nature's chaplet strung,
And all are fair, for all are young.
Gathered from seaside cities old,

From midland prairie, lake, and wold,
From the great wheat-fields, which might feed
The hunger of a world at need,

In healthful change of rest and play
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Their school-vacations glide away.

No critics these: they only see

An old and kindly friend in me,

In whose amused, indulgent look
Their innocent mirth has no rebuke.
They scarce can know my rugged rhymes,
The harsher songs of evil times,

Nor graver themes in minor keys

Of life's and death's solemnities;

But haply, as they bear in mind
Some verse of lighter, happier kind,--
Hints of the boyhood of the man,
Youth viewed from life's meridian,
Half seriously and half in play

My pleasant interviewers pay

Their visit, with no fell intent

Of taking notes and punishment.

As yonder solitary pine

Is ringed below with flower and vine,
More favored than that lonely tree,
The bloom of girlhood circles me.

In such an atmosphere of youth

I half forget my age's truth;

The shadow of my life's long date
Runs backward on the dial-plate,
Until it seems a step might span

The gulf between the boy and man.

My young friends smile, as if some jay
On bleak December's leafless spray
Essayed to sing the songs of May.
Well, let them smile, and live to know,
When their brown locks are flecked with snow,
'T is tedious to be always sage

And pose the dignity of age,

While so much of our early lives

On memory's playground still survives,
And owns, as at the present hour,

The spell of youth's magnetic power.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 103



But though I feel, with Solomon,

'T is pleasant to behold the sun,

I would not if T could repeat

A life which still is good and sweet;

I keep in age, as in my prime,

A not uncheerful step with time,
And, grateful for all blessings sent,

I go the common way, content

To make no new experiment.

On easy terms with law and fate,

For what must be I calmly wait,

And trust the path I cannot see,--
That God is good sufficeth me.

And when at last on life's strange play
The curtain falls, I only pray

That hope may lose itself in truth,
And age in Heaven's immortal youth,
And all our loves and longing prove
The foretaste of diviner love.

The day is done. Its afterglow

Along the west is burning low.

My visitors, like birds, have flown;

I hear their voices, fainter grown,

And dimly through the dusk I see

Their 'kerchiefs wave good-night to me,--
Light hearts of girlhood, knowing nought
Of all the cheer their coming brought;
And, in their going, unaware

Of silent-following feet of prayer

Heaven make their budding promise good
With flowers of gracious womanhood!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Andrew Rykman’s Prayer

Andrew Rykman's dead and gone;
You can see his leaning slate

In the graveyard, and thereon
Read his name and date.

Trust is truer than our fears

Runs the legend through the moss,
Gain is not in added years,

Nor in death is loss

Still the feet that thither trod,
All the friendly eyes are dim;
Only Nature, now, and God
Have a care for him.

There the dews of quiet fall,
Singing birds and soft winds stray:
Shall the tender Heart of all

Be less kind than they?

What he was and what he is
They who ask may haply find,
If they read this prayer of his
Which he left behind.

Pardon, Lord, the lips that dare
Shape in words a mortal's prayer!
Prayer, that, when my day is done,
And I see its setting sun,

Shorn and beamless, cold and dim,
Sink beneath the horizon's rim,--
When this ball of rock and clay
Crumbles from my feet away,

And the solid shores of sense

Melt into the vague immense,
Father! I may come to Thee
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Even with the beggar's plea,
As the poorest of Thy poor,
With my needs, and nothing more.

Not as one who seeks his home
With a step assured I come;
Still behind the tread I hear

Of my life-companion, Fear;

Still a shadow deep and vast
From my westering feet is cast,
Wavering, doubtful, undefined,
Never shapen nor outlined

From myself the fear has grown,
And the shadow is my own.

Yet, O Lord, through all a sense

Of Thy tender providence

Stays my failing heart on Thee,

And confirms the feeble knee;

And, at times, my worn feet press
Spaces of cool quietness,

Lilied whiteness shone upon

Not by light of moon or sun.

Hours there be of inmost calm,
Broken but by grateful psalm,

When I love Thee more than fear Thee,
And Thy blessed Christ seems near me,
With forgiving look, as when

He beheld the Magdalen.

Well I know that all things move

To the spheral rhythm of love,--
That to Thee, O Lord of all!

Nothing can of chance befall

Child and seraph, mote and star,
Well Thou knowest what we are
Through Thy vast creative plan
Looking, from the worm to man,
There is pity in Thine eyes,

But no hatred nor surprise.

Not in blind caprice of will,

Not in cunning sleight of skill,

Not for show of power, was wrought
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Nature's marvel in Thy thought.
Never careless hand and vain
Smites these chords of joy and pain;
No immortal selfishness

Plays the game of curse and bless
Heaven and earth are witnesses
That Thy glory goodness is.

Not for sport of mind and force
Hast Thou made Thy universe,
But as atmosphere and zone

Of Thy loving heart alone.

Man, who walketh in a show,
Sees before him, to and fro,
Shadow and illusion go;

All things flow and fluctuate,
Now contract and now dilate.

In the welter of this sea,
Nothing stable is but Thee;

In this whirl of swooning trance,
Thou alone art permanence;

All without Thee only seems,

All beside is choice of dreams.
Never yet in darkest mood
Doubted I that Thou wast good,
Nor mistook my will for fate,
Pain of sin for heavenly hate,--
Never dreamed the gates of pearl
Rise from out the burning marl,
Or that good can only live

Of the bad conservative,

And through counterpoise of hell
Heaven alone be possible.

For myself alone I doubt;

All is well, T know, without;

I alone the beauty mar,

I alone the music jar.

Yet, with hands by evil stained,
And an ear by discord pained,
I am groping for the keys

Of the heavenly harmonies;
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Still within my heart I bear

Love for all things good and fair.
Hands of want or souls in pain
Have not sought my door in vain;

I have kept my fealty good

To the human brotherhood;
Scarcely have I asked in prayer
That which others might not share.
I, who hear with secret shame
Praise that paineth more than blame,
Rich alone in favors lent,

Virtuous by accident,

Doubtful where I fain would rest,
Frailest where I seem the best,
Only strong for lack of test,--
What am I, that I should press
Special pleas of selfishness,

Coolly mounting into heaven

On my neighbor unforgiven?

Ne'er to me, howe'er disguised,
Comes a saint unrecognized;
Never fails my heart to greet
Noble deed with warmer beat;

Halt and maimed, I own not less
All the grace of holiness;

Nor, through shame or self-distrust,
Less I love the pure and just.

Lord, forgive these words of mine
What have I that is not Thine?
Whatsoe'er I fain would boast
Needs Thy pitying pardon most.
Thou, O Elder Brother! who

In Thy flesh our trial knew,

Thou, who hast been touched by these
Our most sad infirmities,

Thou alone the gulf canst span

In the dual heart of man,

And between the soul and sense
Reconcile all difference,

Change the dream of me and mine
For the truth of Thee and Thine,
And, through chaos, doubt, and strife,
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Interfuse Thy calm of life.

Haply, thus by Thee renewed,

In Thy borrowed goodness good,
Some sweet morning yet in God's
Dim, veonian periods,

Joyful I shall wake to see

Those I love who rest in Thee,
And to them in Thee allied

Shall my soul be satisfied.

Scarcely Hope hath shaped for me
What the future life may be.
Other lips may well be bold;
Like the publican of old,

I can only urge the plea,

'Lord, be merciful to me!'
Nothing of desert I claim,

Unto me belongeth shame.

Not for me the, crowns of gold,
Palms, and harpings manifold;
Not for erring eye and feet
Jasper wall and golden street.
What thou wilt, O Father, give I
All is gain that I receive.

If my voice I may not raise

In the elders' song of praise,

If I may not, sin-defiled,

Claim my birthright as a child,
Suffer it that I to Thee

As an hired servant be;

Let the lowliest task be mine,
Grateful, so the work be Thine;
Let me find the humblest place
In the shadow of Thy grace
Blest to me were any spot
Where temptation whispers not.
If there be some weaker one,
Give me strength to help him on
If a blinder soul there be,

Let me guide him nearer Thee.
Make my mortal dreams come true
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With the work I fain would do;
Clothe with life the weak intent,
Let me be the thing I meant;
Let me find in Thy employ
Peace that dearer is than joy;
Out of self to love be led

And to heaven acclimated,

Until all things sweet and good
Seem my natural habitude.

So we read the prayer of him
Who, with John of Labadie,
Trod, of old, the oozy rim

Of the Zuyder Zee.

Thus did Andrew Rykman pray.
Are we wiser, better grown,
That we may not, in our day,

Make his prayer our own?

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Anniversary Poem

ONCE, more, dear friends, you meet beneath
A clouded sky:

Not yet the sword has found its sheath,
And on the sweet spring airs the breath
Of war floats by.

Yet trouble springs not from the ground,
Nor pain from chance;

The Eternal order circles round,

And wave and storm find mete and bound
In Providence.

Full long our feet the flowery ways

Of peace have trod,

Content with creed and garb and phrase:
A harder path in earlier days

Led up to God.

Too cheaply truths, once purchased dear,
Are made our own;

Too long the world has smiled to hear
Our boast of full corn in the ear

By others sown;

To see us stir the martyr fires

Of long ago,

And wrap our satisfied desires

In the singed mantles that our sires
Have dropped below.

But now the cross our worthies bore

On us is laid;

Profession's quiet sleep is o'er,

And in the scale of truth once more

Our faith is weighed.

The cry of innocent blood at last

Is calling down

An answer in the whirlwind-blast,

The thunder and the shadow cast

From Heaven's dark frown.

The land is red with judgments. Who
Stands guiltless forth?

Have we been faithful as we knew,

To God and to our brother true,
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To Heaven and Earth?

How faint, through din of merchandise
And count of gain,

Have seemed to us the captive's cries!
How far away the tears and sighs

Of souls in pain!

This day the fearful reckoning comes
To each and all;

We hear amidst our peaceful homes
The summons of the conscript drums,
The bugle's call.

Our path is plain; the war-net draws
Round us in vain,

While, faithful to the Higher Cause,
We keep our fealty to the laws
Through patient pain.

The levelled gun, the battle-brand,
We may not take:

But, calmly loyal, we can stand

And suffer with our suffering land

For conscience' sake.

Why ask for ease where all is pain?
Shall we alone

Be left to add our gain to gain,

When over Armageddon's plain

The trump is blown?

To suffer well is well to serve;

Safe in our Lord

The rigid lines of law shall curve

To spare us; from our heads shall swerve

Its smiting sword.

And light is mingled with the gloom,
And joy with grief;

Divinest compensations come,

Through thorns of judgment mercies bloom

In sweet relief.

Thanks for our privilege to bless,
By word and deed,

The widow in her keen distress,

The childless and the fatherless,
The hearts that bleed!

For fields of duty, opening wide,
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Where all our powers

Are tasked the eager steps to guide

Of millions on a path untried:

The slave is ours!

Ours by traditions dear and old,

Which make the race

Our wards to cherish and uphold,

And cast their freedom in the mould

Of Christian grace.

And we may tread the sick-bed floors
Where strong men pine,

And, down the groaning corridors,
Pour freely from our liberal stores

The oil and wine.

Who murmurs that in these dark days
His lot is cast?

God's hand within the shadow lays

The stones whereon His gates of praise
Shall rise at last.

Turn and o'erturn, O outstretched Hand!
Nor stint, nor stay;

The years have never dropped their sand
On mortal issue vast and grand

As ours to-day.

Already, on the sable ground

Of man's despair

Is Freedom's glorious picture found,
With all its dusky hands unbound
Upraised in prayer.

Oh, small shall seem all sacrifice

And pain and loss,

When God shall wipe the weeping eyes,
For suffering give the victor's prize,
The crown for cross!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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April

'T is the noon of the spring-time, yet never a bird

In the wind-shaken elm or the maple is heard;

For green meadow-grasses wide levels of snow,

And blowing of drifts where the crocus should blow;
Where wind-flower and violet, amber and white,

On south-sloping brooksides should smile in the light,
O'er the cold winter-beds of their late-waking roots
The frosty flake eddies, the ice-crystal shoots;

And, longing for light, under wind-driven heaps,
Round the boles of the pine-wood the ground-laurel creeps,
Unkissed of the sunshine, unbaptized of showers,
With buds scarcely swelled, which should burst into flowers
We wait for thy coming, sweet wind of the south!

For the touch of thy light wings, the kiss of thy mouth;
For the yearly evangel thou bearest from God,
Resurrection and life to the graves of the sod!

Up our long river-valley, for days, have not ceased
The wail and the shriek of the bitter northeast,

Raw and chill, as if winnowed through ices and snow,
All the way from the land of the wild Esquimau,

Until all our dreams of the land of the blest,

Like that red hunter's, turn to the sunny southwest.

O soul of the spring-time, its light and its breath,
Bring warmth to this coldness, bring life to this death;
Renew the great miracle; let us behold

The stone from the mouth of the sepulchre rolled,
And Nature, like Lazarus, rise, as of old!

Let our faith, which in darkness and coldness has lain,
Revive with the warmth and the brightness again,
And in blooming of flower and budding of tree

The symbols and types of our destiny see;

The life of the spring-time, the life of the whole,

And, as sun to the sleeping earth, love to the soul!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Arisen At Last

I SAID I stood upon thy grave,

My Mother State, when last the moon
Of blossoms clomb the skies of June.
And, scattering ashes on my head,

I wore, undreaming of relief,

The sackcloth of thy shame and grief.
Again that moon of blossoms shines
On leaf and flower and folded wing,
And thou hast risen with the spring!
Once more thy strong maternal arms
Are round about thy children flung, —
A lioness that guards her young!

No threat is on thy closéd lips,

But in thine eye a power to smite

The mad wolf backward from its light.
Southward the baffled robber's track
Henceforth runs only; hereaway,

The fell lycanthrope finds no prey.
Henceforth, within thy sacred gates,
His first low howl! shall downward draw
The thunder of thy righteous law.

Not mindless of thy trade and gain,
But, acting on the wiser plan,

Thou 'rt grown conservative of man.
So shalt thou clothe with life the hope,
Dream-painted on the sightless eyes
Of him who sang of Paradise, —

The vision of a Christian man,

In virtue, as in stature great
Embodied in a Christian State.

And thou, amidst thy sisterhood
Forbearing long, yet standing fast,
Shalt win their grateful thanks at last;
When North and South shall strive no more,
And all their feuds and fears be lost
In Freedom's holy Pentecost.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Astraea

'Jove means to settle

Astraea in her seat again,
And let down his golden chain
An age of better metal.’

Ben Johnson 1615

O POET rare and old!

Thy words are prophecies;
Forward the age of gold,
The new Saturnian lies.

The universal prayer

And hope are not in vain;
Rise, brothers! and prepare
The way for Saturn's reign.

Perish shall all which takes
From labor's board and can;
Perish shall all which makes
A spaniel of the man!

Free from its bonds the mind,
The body from the rod;
Broken all chains that bind
The image of our God.

Just men no longer pine

Behind their prison-bars;
Through the rent dungeon shine
The free sun and the stars.

Earth own, at last, untrod
By sect, or caste, or clan,
The fatherhood of God,

The brotherhood of man!

Fraud fail, craft perish, forth
The money-changers driven,
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And God's will done on earth,
As now in heaven;

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Astrzea At The Capitol

WHEN first I saw our banner wave
Above the nation's council-hall,

I heard beneath its marble wall
The clanking fetters of the slave!

In the foul market-place I stood,
And saw the Christian mother sold,
And childhood with its locks of gold,
Blue-eyed and fair with Saxon blood.

I shut my eyes, I held my breath,

And, smothering down the wrath and shame
That set my Northern blood aflame,

Stood silent,--where to speak was death.

Beside me gloomed the prison-cell
Where wasted one in slow decline
For uttering simple words of mine,
And loving freedom all too well.

The flag that floated from the dome
Flapped menace in the morning air;
I stood a perilled stranger where

The human broker made his home.

For crime was virtue: Gown and Sword
And Law their threefold sanction gave,
And to the quarry of the slave

Went hawking with our symbol-bird.

On the oppressor's side was power;
And yet I knew that every wrong,
However old, however strong,

But waited God's avenging hour.

I knew that truth would crush the lie,
Somehow, some time, the end would be;
Yet scarcely dared I hope to see

The triumph with my mortal eye.
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But now I see it! In the sun

A free flag floats from yonder dome,
And at the nation's hearth and home
The justice long delayed is done.

Not as we hoped, in calm of prayer,
The message of deliverance comes,
But heralded by roll of drums

On waves of battle-troubled air!

Midst sounds that madden and appall,

The song that Bethlehem's shepherds knew!
The harp of David melting through

The demon-agonies of Saul!

Not as we hoped; but what are we?
Above our broken dreams and plans
God lays, with wiser hand than man's,
The corner-stones of liberty.

I cavil not with Him: the voice
That freedom's blessed gospel tells
Is sweet to me as silver bells,
Rejoicing! yea, I will rejoice!

Dear friends still toiling in the sun;
Ye dearer ones who, gone before,
Are watching from the eternal shore
The slow work by your hands begun,

Rejoice with me! The chastening rod
Blossoms with love; the furnace heat
Grows cool beneath His blessed feet
Whose form is as the Son of God!

Rejoice! Our Marah's bitter springs
Are sweetened; on our ground of grief
Rise day by day in strong relief

The prophecies of better things.

Rejoice in hope! The day and night
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Are one with God, and one with them
Who see by faith the cloudy hem
Of Judgement fringed with Mercy's light

John Greenleaf Whittier
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At Eventide

Poor and inadequate the shadow-play

Of gain and loss, of waking and of dream,

Against life's solemn background needs must seem
At this late hour. Yet, not unthankfully,

I call to mind the fountains by the way,

The breath of flowers, the bird-song on the spray,
Dear friends, sweet human loves, the joy of giving
And of receiving, the great boon of living

In grand historic years when Liberty

Had need of word and work, quick sympathies

For all who fail and suffer, song's relief,

Nature's uncloying loveliness; and chief,

The kind restraining hand of Providence,

The inward witness, the assuring sense

Of an Eternal Good which overlies

The sorrow of the world, Love which outlives

All sin and wrong, Compassion which forgives

To the uttermost, and Justice whose clear eyes
Through lapse and failure look to the intent,

And judge our frailty by the life we meant.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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At Last

When on my day of life the night is falling,

And, in the winds from unsunned spaces blown,
I hear far voices out of darkness calling

My feet to paths unknown,

Thou who hast made my home of life so pleasant,
Leave not its tenant when its walls decay;

O Love Divine, O Helper ever present,

Be Thou my strength and stay!

Be near me when all else is from me drifting

Earth, sky, home's pictures, days of shade and shine,
And kindly faces to my own uplifting

The love which answers mine.

I have but Thee, my Father! let Thy spirit
Be with me then to comfort and uphold;

No gate of pearl, no branch of palm I merit,
Nor street of shining gold.

Suffice it if--my good and ill unreckoned,

And both forgiven through Thy abounding grace--
I find myself by hands familiar beckoned

Unto my fitting place.

Some humble door among Thy many mansions,
Some sheltering shade where sin and striving cease,
And flows forever through heaven's green expansions
The river of Thy peace.

There, from the music round about me stealing,
I fain would learn the new and holy song,

And find at last, beneath Thy trees of healing,
The life for which I long.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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At Port Royal

The tent-lights glimmer on the land,

The ship-lights on the sea;

The night-wind smooths with drifting sand
Our track on lone Tybee.

At last our grating keels outslide,

Our good boats forward swing;

And while we ride the land-locked tide,
Our negroes row and sing.

For dear the bondman holds his gifts
Of music and of song:

The gold that kindly Nature sifts
Among his sands of wrong;

The power to make his toiling days
And poor home-comforts please;
The quaint relief of mirth that plays
With sorrow's minor keys.

Another glow than sunset's fire

Has filled the West with light,

Where field and garner, barn and byre,
Are blazing through the night.

The land is wild with fear and hate,
The rout runs mad and fast;

From hand to hand, from gate to gate,
The flaming brand is passed.

The lurid glow falls strong across
Dark faces broad with smiles;

Not theirs the terror, hate, and loss
That fire yon blazing piles.

With oar-strokes timing to their song,
They weave in simple lays

The pathos of remembered wrong,
The hope of better days,—
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The triumph-note that Miriam sung,
The joy of uncaged birds:

Softening with Afric's mellow tongue
Their broken Saxon words.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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At School-Close

BOWDOIN STREET, BOSTON, 1877.

The end has come, as come it must
To all things; in these sweet June days
The teacher and the scholar trust
Their parting feet to separate ways.

They part: but in the years to be

Shall pleasant memories cling to each,
As shells bear inland from the sea

The murmur of the rhythmic beach.

One knew the joy the sculptor knows
When, plastic to his lightest touch,
His clay-wrought model slowly grows
To that fine grace desired so much.

So daily grew before her eyes

The living shapes whereon she wrought,
Strong, tender, innocently wise,

The child's heart with the woman's thought.

And one shall never quite forget

The voice that called from dream and play,
The firm but kindly hand that set

Her feet in learning's pleasant way,--

The joy of Undine soul-possessed,

The wakening sense, the strange delight
That swelled the fabled statue's breast
And filled its clouded eyes with sight.

O Youth and Beauty, loved of all!

Ye pass from girlhood's gate of dreams;
In broader ways your footsteps fall,

Ye test the truth of all that seams.

Her little realm the teacher leaves,
She breaks her wand of power apart,
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While, for your love and trust, she gives
The warm thanks of a grateful heart.

Hers is the sober summer noon
Contrasted with your morn of spring,
The waning with the waxing moon,
The folded with the outspread wing.

Across the distance of the years

She sends her God-speed back to you;
She has no thought of doubts or fears
Be but yourselves, be pure, be true,

And prompt in duty; heed the deep,
Low voice of conscience; through the ill
And discord round about you, keep
Your faith in human nature still.

Be gentle: unto griefs and needs,
Be pitiful as woman should,

And, spite of all the lies of creeds,
Hold fast the truth that God is good.

Give and receive; go forth and bless

The world that needs the hand and heart
Of Martha's helpful carefulness

No less than Mary's better part.

So shall the stream of time flow by
And leave each year a richer good,
And matron loveliness outvie

The nameless charm of maidenhood.

And, when the world shall link your names
With gracious lives and manners fine,
The teacher shall assert her claims,

And proudly whisper, 'These were mine!"

John Greenleaf Whittier
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At Washington

WITH a cold and wintry noon-light.

On its roofs and steeples shed,

Shadows weaving with t e sunlight

From the gray sky overhead,

Broadly, vaguely, all around me, lies the half-built town outspread.
Through this broad street, restless ever,

Ebbs and flows a human tide,

Wave on wave a living river;

Wealth and fashion side by side;

Toiler, idler, slave and master, in the same quick current glide.
Underneath yon dome, whose coping

Springs above them, vast and tall,

Grave men in the dust are groping.

For the largess, base and small,

Which the hand of Power is scattering, crumbs which from its table fall.
Base of heart! They vilely barter

Honor's wealth for party's place;

Step by step on Freedom's charter

Leaving footprints of disgrace;

For to-day's poor pittance turning from the great hope of their race.
Yet, where festal lamps are throwing

Glory round the dancer's hair,

Gold-tressed, like an angel's, flowing

Backward on the sunset air;

And the low quick pulse of music beats its measure sweet and rare:
There to-night shall woman's glances,

Star-like, welcome give to them;

Fawning fools with shy advances

Seek to touch their garments' hem,

With the tongue of flattery glozing deeds which God and Truth condemn.
From this glittering lie my vision

Takes a broader, sadder range,

Full before me have arisen

Other pictures dark and strange;

From the parlor to the prison must the scene and witness change.
Hark! the heavy gate is swinging

On its hinges, harsh and slow;

One pale prison lamp is flinging

On a fearful group below
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Such a light as leaves to terror whatsoe'er it does not show.
Pitying God! Is that a woman

On whose wrist the shackles clash?

Is that shriek she utters human,

Underneath the stinging lash?

Are they men whose eyes of madness from that sad procession flash?
Still the dance goes gayly onward!

What is it to Wealth and Pride

That without the stars are looking

On a scene which earth should hide?

That the slave-ship lies in waiting, rocking on Potomac's tide!
Vainly to that mean Ambition

Which, upon a rival's fall,

Winds above its old condition,

With a reptile's slimy crawl,

Shall the pleading voice of sorrow, shall the slave in anguish call.
Vainly to the child of Fashion,

Giving to ideal woe

Graceful luxury of compassion,

Shall the stricken mourner go;

Hateful seems the earnest sorrow, beautiful the hollow show!
Nay, my words are all too sweeping:

In this crowded human mart,

Feeling is not dead, but sleeping;

Man's strong will and woman's heart,

In the coming strife for Freedom, yet shall bear their generous part.
And from yonder sunny valleys,

Southward in the distance lost,

Freedom yet shall summon allies

Worthier than the North can boast,

With the Evil by their hearth-stones grappling at severer cost.
Now, the soul alone is willing.

Faint the heart and weak the knee;

And as yet no lip is thrilling

With the mighty words, 'Be Free!'

Tarrieth long the land's Good Angel, but his advent is to be!
Meanwhile, turning from the revel

To the prison-cell my sight,

For intenser hate of evil,

For a keener sense of right,

Shaking off thy dust, I thank thee, City of the Slaves, to-night!
'To thy duty now and ever!
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Dream no more of rest or stay:

Give to Freedom's great endeavor

All thou art and hast to-day:'

Thus, above the city's murmur, saith a Voice, or seems to say.
Ye with heart and vision gifted

To discern and love the right,

Whose worn faces have been lifted

To the slowly-growing light,

Where from Freedom's sunrise drifted slowly back the murk of night!
Ye who through long years of trial

Still have held your purpose fast,

While a lengthening shade the dial

From the westering sunshine cast,

And of hope each hour's denial seemed an echo of the last!
O my brothers! O my sisters!

Would to God that ye were near,

Gazing with me down the vistas

Of a sorrow strange and drear;

Would to God that ye were listeners to the Voice I seem to hear!
With the storm above us driving,

With the false earth mined below,

Who shall marvel if thus striving

We have counted friend as foe;

Unto one another giving in the darkness blow for blow.
Well it may be that our natures

Have grown sterner and more hard,

And the freshness of their features

Somewhat harsh and battle-scarred,

And their harmonies of feeling overtasked and rudely jarred.
Be it so. It should not swerve us

From a purpose true and brave;

Dearer Freedom's rugged service

Than the pastime of the slave;

Better is the storm above it than the quiet of the grave.
Let us then, uniting, bury

All our idle feuds in dust,

And to future conflicts carry

Mutual faith and common trust;

Always he who most forgiveth in his brother is most just.
From the eternal shadow rounding

All our sun and starlight here,

Voices of our lost ones sounding

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 129



Bid us be of heart and cheer,

Through the silence, down the spaces, falling on the inward ear.
Know we not our dead are looking

Downward with a sad surprise,

All our strife of words rebuking

With their mild and loving eyes?

Shall we grieve the holy angels? Shall we cloud their blessed skies?
Let us draw their mantles o'er us,

Which have fallen in our way;

Let us do the work before us,

Cheerly, bravely, while we may,

Ere the long night-silence cometh, and with us it is not day!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Autumn Thoughts

Gone hath the Spring, with all its flowers,
And gone the Summer's pomp and show,
And Autumn, in his leafless bowers,

Is waiting for the Winter's snow.

I said to Earth, so cold and gray,

'An emblem of myself thou art.’

'Not so,' the Earth did seem to say,

'For Spring shall warm my frozen heart.'
I soothe my wintry sleep with dreams
Of warmer sun and softer rain,

And wait to hear the sound of streams
And songs of merry birds again.

But thou, from whom the Spring hath gone,
For whom the flowers no longer blow,

Who standest blighted and forlorn,

Like Autumn waiting for the snow;

No hope is thine of sunnier hours,
Thy Winter shall no more depart;
No Spring revive thy wasted flowers,

Nor Summer warm thy frozen heart.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Banished From Massachusetts

Over the threshold of his pleasant home

Set in green clearings passed the exiled Friend,

In simple trust, misdoubting not the end.

'Dear heart of mine!' he said, 'the time has come
To trust the Lord for shelter.' One long gaze

The goodwife turned on each familiar thing, -

The lowing kine, the orchard blossoming,

The open door that showed the hearth-fire's blaze,-
And calmly answered, 'Yes, He will provide.'

Silent and slow they crossed the homestead's bound,
Lingering the longest by their child's grave-mound.
'Move on, or stay and hang!' the sheriff cried.

They left behind them more than home or land,
And set sad faces to an alien strand.

Safer with winds and waves than human wrath,
With ravening wolves than those whose zeal for God
Was cruelty to man, the exiles trod

Drear leagues of forest without guide or path,

Or launching frail boats on the uncharted sea,
Round storm-vexed capes, whose teeth of granite ground
The waves to foam, their perilous way they wound,
Enduring all things so their souls were free.

Oh, true confessors, shaming them who did

Anew the wrong their Pilgrim Fathers bore

For you the Mayflower spread her sail once more,
Freighted with souls, to all that duty bid

Faithful as they who sought an unknown land,

O'er wintry seas, from Holland's Hook of Sand!

So from his lost home to the darkening main,
Bodeful of storm, stout Macy held his way,

And, when the green shore blended with the gray,
His poor wife moaned: 'Let us turn back again.'
'Nay, woman, weak of faith, kneel down,' said he,
And say thy prayers: the Lord himself will steer;
And led by Him, nor man nor devils I fear!

So the gray Southwicks, from a rainy sea,

Saw, far and faint, the loom of land, and gave
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With feeble voices thanks for friendly ground
Whereon to rest their weary feet, and found

A peaceful death-bed and a quiet grave

Where, ocean-walled, and wiser than his age,
The lord of Shelter scorned the bigot's rage.
Aquidneck's isle, Nantucket's lonely shores,

And Indian-haunted Narragansett saw

The way-worn travellers round their camp-fire draw,
Or heard the plashing of their weary oars.

And every place whereon they rested grew
Happier for pure and gracious womanhood,

And men whose names for stainless honor stood,
Founders of States and rulers wise and true.

The Muse of history yet shall make amends

To those who freedom, peace, and justice taught,
Beyond their dark age led the van of thought,
And left unforfeited the name of Friends.

O mother State, how foiled was thy design

The gain was theirs, the loss alone was thine.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Barbara Frietchie

Up from the meadows rich with corn,
Clear in the cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland.

Round about them orchards sweep,
Apple and peach tree fruited deep,

Fair as the garden of the Lord
To the eyes of the famished rebel horde,

On that pleasant morn of the early fall
When Lee marched over the mountain-wall;

Over the mountains winding down,
Horse and foot, into Frederick town.

Forty flags with their silver stars,
Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind: the sun
Of noon looked down, and saw not one.

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;

Bravest of all in Frederick town,
She took up the flag the men hauled down;

In her attic window the staff she set,
To show that one heart was loyal yet,

Up the street came the rebel tread,
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead.

Under his slouched hat left and right
He glanced; the old flag met his sight.
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'Halt!" - the dust-brown ranks stood fast.
'Fire!" - out blazed the rifle-blast.

It shivered the window, pane and sash;
It rent the banner with seam and gash.

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf.

She leaned far out on the window-sill,
And shook it forth with a royal will.

'Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,
But spare your country's flag,' she said.

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,
Over the face of the leader came;

The nobler nature within him stirred
To life at that woman's deed and word;

'Who touches a hair of yon gray head
Dies like a dog! March on! he said.

All day long through Frederick street
Sounded the tread of marching feet:

All day long that free flag tost
Over the heads of the rebel host.

Ever its torn folds rose and fell
On the loyal winds that loved it well;

And through the hill-gaps sunset light
Shone over it with a warm good-night.

Barbara Frietchie's work is o'er,
And the Rebel rides on his raids nor more.

Honor to her! and let a tear
Fall, for her sake, on Stonewalls' bier.
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Over Barbara Frietchie's grave,
Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!

Peace and order and beauty draw
Round they symbol of light and law;

And ever the stars above look down
On thy stars below in Frederick town!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Barclay Of Ury

Up the streets of Aberdeen,

By the kirk and college green,
Rode the Laird of Ury;

Close behind him, close beside,
Foul of mouth and evil-eyed,
Pressed the mob in fury.

Flouted him the drunken churl,
Jeered at him the serving-girl,
Prompt to please her master;
And the begging carlin, late
Fed and clothed at Ury's gate,
Cursed him as he passed her.

Yet, with calm and stately mien,
Up the streets of Aberdeen
Came he slowly riding;

And, to all he saw and heard,
Answering not with bitter word,
Turning not for chiding.

Came a troop with broad swords swinging,
Bits and bridles sharply ringing,

Loose and free and forward;

Quoth the foremost, 'Ride him down!

Push him! prick him! through the town
Drive the Quaker coward!

But from out the thickening crowd
Cried a sudden voice and loud:
'Barclay! Ho! a Barclay!

And the old man at his side

Saw a comrade, battle tried,
Scarred and sunburned darkly,

Who with ready weapon bare,
Fronting to the troopers there,
Cried aloud: 'God save us,

Call ye coward him who stood
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Ankle deep in Lutzen's blood,
With the brave Gustavus?'

'Nay, I do not need thy sword,
Comrade mine,' said Ury's lord.
'Put it up, I pray thee:

Passive to His holy will,

Trust I in my Master still,

Even though He slay me.

'Pledges of thy love and faith,
Proved on many a field of death,

Not by me are needed.'

Marvelled much that henchman bold,
That his laird, so stout of old,

Now so meekly pleaded.

'Woe's the day!' he sadly said,
With a slowly shaking head,

And a look of pity;

'Ury's honest lord reviled,

Mock of knave and sport of child,
In his own good city!

'Speak the word, and, master mine,
As we charged on Tilly's line,

And his Walloon lancers,

Smiting through their midst we'll teach
Civil look and decent speech

To these boyish prancers!'

'Marvel not, mine ancient friend,
Like beginning, like the end,’
Quoth the Laird of Ury;

'Is the sinful servant more

Than his gracious Lord who bore
Bonds and stripes in Jewry?

'Give me joy that in his name

I can bear, with patient frame,
All these vain ones offer;

While for them He suffereth long,
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Shall I answer wrong with wrong,
Scoffing with the scoffer?

'Happier I, with loss of all,
Hunted, outlawed, held in thrall,
With few friends to greet me,

Than when reeve and squire were seen,

Riding our from Aberdeen,
With bared heads to meet me.

'When each goodwife, o'er and o'er,
Blessed me as I passed her door;
And the snooded daughter,

Through her casement glancing down,

Smiled on him who bore renown
From red fields of slaughter.

'Hard to feel the stranger's scoff,
Hard the old friend's falling off,
Hard to learn forgiving;

But the Lord His own rewards,
And His love with theirs accords,
Warm and fresh and living.

'Through this dark and stormy night
Faith beholds a feeble light

Up the blackness streaking;
Knowing God's own time is best,

In a patient hope I rest

For the full day-breaking!'

So the Laird of Ury said,

Turning slow his horse's head
Towards the Tolbooth prison,
Where, through iron gates, he heard
Poor disciples of thee Word

Preach of Christ arisen!

Not in vain, Confessor old,
Unto us the tale is told

Of thy day of trial;

Every age on him who strays
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From its broad and beaten ways
Pours its seven-fold vial.

Happy he whose inward ear

Angel comfortings can hear,

O'er the rabble's laughter;

And while Hatred's fagots burn,
Glimpses through the smoke discern
Of the good hereafter.

Knowing this, that never yet
Share of Truth was vainly set
In the world's wide fallow;
After hands shall sow the seed,
After hands from hill and mead
Reap the harvests yellow.

Thus, with somewhat of the Seer,
Must the moral pioneer
From the Future borrow;

Clothe the waste with dreams of grain,

And, on midnight's sky of rain,
Paint the golden morrow!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Bayard Taylor

I.

'And where now, Bayard, will thy footsteps tend?'
My sister asked our guest one winter's day.
Smiling he answered in the Friends' sweet way
Common to both: 'Wherever thou shall send!
What wouldst thou have me see for thee?' She laughed,
Her dark eyes dancing in the wood-fire's glow
'Loffoden isles, the Kilpis, and the low,

Unsetting sun on Finmark's fishing-craft.'

'All these and more I soon shall see for thee!'

He answered cheerily: and he kept his pledge

On Lapland snows, the North Cape's windy wedge,
And Tromso freezing in its winter sea.

He went and came. But nho man knows the track
Of his last journey, and he comes not back!

II.

He brought us wonders of the new and old;

We shared all climes with him. The Arab's tent

To him its story-telling secret lent.

And, pleased, we listened to the tales he told.

His task, beguiled with songs that shall endure,
In manly, honest thoroughness he wrought;

From humble home-lays to the heights of thought
Slowly he climbed, but every step was sure.

How, with the generous pride that friendship hath,
We, who so loved him, saw at last the crown

Of civic honor on his brows pressed down,
Rejoiced, and knew not that the gift was death.
And now for him, whose praise in deafened ears
Two nations speak, we answer but with tears!

ITI.

O Vale of Chester! trod by him so oft,

Green as thy June turf keep his memory. Let
Nor wood, nor dell, nor storied stream forget,
Nor winds that blow round lonely Cedarcroft;
Let the home voices greet him in the far,
Strange land that holds him; let the messages
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Of love pursue him o'er the chartless seas

And unmapped vastness of his unknown star
Love's language, heard beyond the loud discourse
Of perishable fame, in every sphere

Itself interprets; and its utterance here
Somewhere in God's unfolding universe

Shall reach our traveller, softening the surprise
Of his rapt gaze on unfamiliar skies!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Benedicite

God's love and peace be with thee, where
Soe'er this soft autumnal air
Lifts the dark tresses of thy hair.

Whether through city casements comes
Its kiss to thee, in crowded rooms,
Or, out among the woodland blooms,

It freshens o'er thy thoughtful face,
Imparting, in its glad embrace,
Beauty to beauty, grace to grace!

Fair Nature's book together read,
The old wood-paths that knew our tread,
The maple shadows overhead,--

The hills we climbed, the river seen
By gleams along its deep ravine,--
All keep thy memory fresh and green.

Where'er I look, where'er I stray,
Thy thought goes with me on my way,
And hence the prayer I breathe to-day;

O'er lapse of time and change of scene,
The weary waste which lies between
Thyself and me, my heart I lean.

Thou lack'st not Friendship's spell-word, nor
The half-unconscious power to draw
All hearts to thine by Love's sweet law.

With these good gifts of God is cast
Thy lot, and many a charm thou hast
To hold the blessed angels fast.

If, then, a fervent wish for thee

The gracious heavens will heed from me,
What should, dear heart, its burden be?
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The sighing of a shaken reed,--
What can I more than meekly plead
The greatness of our common need?

God's love,--unchanging, pure, and true,--
The Paraclete white-shining through

His peace,--the fall of Hermon's dew!

With such a prayer, on this sweet day,

As thou mayst hear and I may say,

I greet thee, dearest, far away!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Between The Gates

Between the gates of birth and death
An old and saintly pilgrim passed,
With look of one who witnesseth

The long-sought goal at last.

O thou whose reverent feet have found
The Master's footprints in thy way,
And walked thereon as holy ground,

A boon of thee I pray.

'My lack would borrow thy excess,
My feeble faith the strength of thine;
I need thy soul's white saintliness
To hide the stains of mine.

'The grace and favor else denied
May well be granted for thy sake.'
So, tempted, doubting, sorely tried,
A younger pilgrim spake.

'Thy prayer, my son, transcends my gift;
No power is mine,' the sage replied,
'The burden of a soul to lift

Or stain of sin to hide.

'Howe'er the outward life may seem,
For pardoning grace we all must pray;
No man his brother can redeem

Or a soul's ransom pay.

'Not always age is growth of good;
Its years have losses with their gain;
Against some evil youth withstood
Weak hands may strive in vain.

'With deeper voice than any speech
Of mortal lips from man to man,

What earth's unwisdom may not teach
The Spirit only can.
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'Make thou that holy guide thine own,
And following where it leads the way,
The known shall lapse in the unknown
As twilight into day.

'The best of earth shall still remain,
And heaven's eternal years shall prove
That life and death, and joy and pain,

Are ministers of Love.'

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Birchbrook Mill

A NOTELESS stream, the Birchbrook runs
Beneath its leaning trees;

That low, soft ripple is its own,

That dull roar is the sea's.

Of human signs it sees alone

The distant church spire's tip,

And, ghost-like, on a blank of gray,
The white sail of a ship.

No more a toiler at the wheael,

It wanders at its will;

Nor dam nor pond is left to tell
Where once was Birchbrook mill.

The timbers of that mill have fed

Long since a farmer's fires;

His doorsteps are the stones that ground
The harvest of his sires.

Man trespassed here; but Nature lost
No right of her domain;

She waited, and she brought the old
Wild beauty back again.

By day the sunlight through the leaves
Falls on its moist, green sod,

And wakes the violet bloom of spring
And autumn's golden-rod.

Its birches whisper to the wind,
The swallow dips her wings

In the cool spray, and on its banks
The gray song-sparrow sings.

But from it, when the dark night falls,
The school-girl shrinks with dread;

The farmer, home-bound from his fields,
Goes by with quickened tread.
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They dare not pause to hear the grind
Of shadowy stone on stone;

The plashing of a water-wheel

Where wheel there now is none.

Has not a cry of pain been heard
Above the clattering mill?

The pawing of an unseen horse,
Who waits his mistress still?

Yet never to the listener's eye
Has sight confirmed the sound;

A wavering birch line marks alone
The vacant pasture ground.

No ghostly arms fling up to heaven
The agony of prayer;

No spectral steed impatient shakes
His white mane on the air.

The meaning of that common dread
No tongue has fitly told;

The secret of the dark surmise

The brook and birches hold.

What nameless horror of the past
Broods here forevermore?

What ghost his unforgiven sin

Is grinding o'er and o'er?

Does, then, immortal memory play
The actor's tragic part,

Rehearsals of a mortal life

And unveiled human heart?

God's pity spare a guilty soul
That drama of its ill,

And let the scenic curtain fall
On Birchbrook's haunted mill
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John Greenleaf Whittier
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Brown Of Ossawatomie

John Brown of Ossawatomie spake on his dying day:

'T will not have to shrive my soul a priest in Slavery's pay.

But let some poor slave-mother whom I have striven to free,
With her children, from the gallows-stair put up a prayer for me!'

John Brown of Ossawatomie, they led him out to die;

And lo! a poor slave-mother with her little child pressed nigh.

Then the bold, blue eye grew tender, and the old harsh face grew mild,
As he stooped between the jeering ranks and kissed the negro's child.

The shadows of his stormy life that moment fell apart;

And they who blamed the bloody hand forgave the loving heart.
That kiss from all its guilty means redeemed the good intent,
And round the grisly fighter's hair the martyr's aureole bent!

Perish with him the folly that seeks through evil good

Long live the generous purpose unstained with human blood!
Not the raid of midnight terror, but the thought which underlies;
Not the borderer's pride of daring, but the Christian's sacrifice.

Nevermore may yon Blue Ridges the Northern rifle hear,

Nor see the light of blazing homes flash on the negro's spear.

But let the free-winged angel Truth their guarded passes scale,

To teach that right is more than might, and justice more than mail!

So vainly shall Virginia set her battle in array;
In vain her trampling squadrons knead the winter snow with clay.
She may strike the pouncing eagle, but she dares not harm the dove;

And every gate she bars to Hate shall open wide to Love!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Bryant On His Birthday

We praise not now the poet's art,
The rounded beauty of his song;
Who weighs him from his life apart
Must do his nobler nature wrong.

Not for the eye, familiar grown

With charms to common sight denied,
The marvellous gift he shares alone
With him who walked on Rydal-side;

Not for rapt hymn nor woodland lay,

Too grave for smiles, too sweet for tears;
We speak his praise who wears to-day
The glory of his seventy years.

When Peace brings Freedom in her train,
Let happy lips his songs rehearse;

His life is now his noblest strain,

His manhood better than his verse!

Thank God! his hand on Nature's keys

Its cunning keeps at life's full span;

But, dimmed and dwarfed, in times like these,
The poet seems beside the man!

So be it! let the garlands die,
The singer's wreath, the painter's meed,
Let our names perish, if thereby

Our country may be saved and freed!

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 151



Burial Of Barber

BEAR him, comrades, to his grave;
Never over one more brave

Shall the prairie grasses weep,

In the ages yet to come,

When the millions in our room,
What we sow in tears, shall reap.
Bear him up the icy hill,

With the Kansas, frozen still

As his noble heart, below,

And the land he came to till

With a freeman's thews and will,
And his poor hut roofed with snow!

One more look of that dead face,
Of his murder's ghastly trace!
One more kiss, O widowed one!
Lay your left hands on his brow,
Lift you right hands up and vow
That his work shall yet be done.

Patience, friends! The eye of God
Every path by Murder trod
Watches, lidless, day and night;
And the dead man in his shroud,
And his widow weeping loud,
And our hearts, are in his sight.

Every deadly threat that swells

With the roar of gambling hells,
Every brutal jest and jeer,

Every wicked thought and plan

Of the cruel heart of man,

Though but whispered, He can hear!

We in suffering, they in crime,
Wait the just award of time,
Wait the vengeance that is due;
Not in vain a heart shall break,
Not a tear for Freedom's sake

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 152



Fall unheeded: God is true.

While the flag with stars bedecked
Threatens where it should protect,
And the Law shakes hands with Crime,
What is left us but to wait,

Match our patience to our fate,

And abide the better time?

Patience, friends! The human heart
Everywhere shall take our part,
Everywhere for us shall pray;

On our side are nature's laws,

And God's life is in the cause

That we suffer for to-day.

Well to suffer is divine;

Pass the watchword down the line,
Pass the countersign: 'Endure.’
Not to him who rashly dares,

But to him who nobly bears,

Is the victor's garland sure.

Frozen earth to frozen breast,
Lay our slain one down to rest;
Lay him down in hope and faith,
And above the broken sod,

Once again, to Freedom's God,
Pledge ourselves for life or death,

That the State whose walls we lay,
In our blood and tears, to-day,
Shall be free from bonds of shame,
And our goodly land untrod

By the feet of Slavery, shod

With cursing as with flame!

Plant the Buckeye on his grave,
For the hunter of the slave

In its shadow cannot rest;

And let martyr mound and tree
Be our pledge and guaranty
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Of the freedom of the West!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Burning Drift-Wood

Before my drift-wood fire I sit,
And see, with every waif I burn,
Old dreams and fancies coloring it,
And folly's unlaid ghosts return.

O ships of mine, whose swift keels cleft
The enchanted sea on which they sailed,
Are these poor fragments only left

Of vain desires and hopes that failed?

Did I not watch from them the light
Of sunset on my towers in Spain,
And see, far off, uploom in sight

The Fortunate Isles I might not gain?

Did sudden lift of fog reveal
Arcadia's vales of song and spring,
And did I pass, with grazing keel,
The rocks whereon the sirens sing?

Have I not drifted hard upon

The unmapped regions lost to man,
The cloud-pitched tents of Prester John,
The palace domes of Kubla Khan?

Did land winds blow from jasmine flowers,
Where Youth the ageless Fountain fills?

Did Love make sign from rose blown bowers,
And gold from Eldorado's hills?

Alas! the gallant ships, that sailed

On blind Adventure's errand sent,
Howe'er they laid their courses, failed
To reach the haven of Content.

And of my ventures, those alone
Which Love had freighted, safely sped,
Seeking a good beyond my own,

By clear-eyed Duty piloted.
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O mariners, hoping still to meet
The luck Arabian voyagers met,
And find in Bagdad's moonlit street,
Haroun al Raschid walking yet,

Take with you, on your Sea of Dreams,
The fair, fond fancies dear to youth.

I turn from all that only seems,

And seek the sober grounds of truth.

What matter that it is not May,

That birds have flown, and trees are bare,
That darker grows the shortening day,
And colder blows the wintry air!

The wrecks of passion and desire,

The castles I no more rebuild,

May fitly feed my drift-wood fire,

And warm the hands that age has chilled.

Whatever perished with my ships,
I only know the best remains;

A song of praise is on my lips

For losses which are now my gains.

Heap high my hearth! No worth is lost;
No wisdom with the folly dies.

Burn on, poor shreds, your holocaust
Shall be my evening sacrifice!

Far more than all I dared to dream,
Unsought before my door I see;

On wings of fire and steeds of steam
The world's great wonders come to me,

And holier signs, unmarked before,
Of Love to seek and Power to save, --
The righting of the wronged and poor,

The man evolving from the slave;

And life, no longer chance or fate,
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Safe in the gracious Fatherhood.
I fold o'er-wearied hands and wait,
In full assurance of the good.

And well the waiting time must be,
Though brief or long its granted days,
If Faith and Hope and Charity

Sit by my evening hearth-fire's blaze.

And with them, friends whom Heaven has spared,
Whose love my heart has comforted,

And, sharing all my joys, has shared

My tender memories of the dead, --

Dear souls who left us lonely here,
Bound on their last, long voyage, to whom
We, day by day, are drawing near,
Where every bark has sailing room.

I know the solemn monotone

Of waters calling unto me;

I know from whence the airs have blown
That whisper of the Eternal Sea.

As low my fires of drift-wood burn,
I hear that sea's deep sounds increase,
And, fair in sunset light, discern

Its mirage-lifted Isles of Peace.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Burns

ON RECEIVING A SPRIG OF HEATHER IN BLOSSOM.

No more these simple flowers belong
To Scottish maid and lover;

Sown in the common soil of song,
They bloom the wide world over.

In smiles and tears, in sun and showers,
The minstrel and the heather,

The deathless singer and the flowers

He sang of live together.

Wild heather-bells and Robert Burns
The moorland flower and peasant!
How, at their mention, memory turns
Her pages old and pleasant!

The gray sky wears again its gold

And purple of adorning,

And manhood's noonday shadows hold
The dews of boyhood's morning.

The dews that washed the dust and soil
From off the wings of pleasure,
The sky, that flecked the, ground of toil
With golden threads of leisure.

I call to mind the summer day,

The early harvest mowing,

The sky with sun and clouds at play,
And flowers with breezes blowing.

I hear the blackbird in the corn,
The locust in the haying;

And, like the fabled hunter's horn,
Old tunes my heart is playing.

How oft that day, with fond delay,
I sought the maple's shadow,
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And sang with Burns the hours away,
Forgetful of the meadow.

Bees hummed, birds twittered, overhead
I heard the squirrels leaping,

The good dog listened while I read,

And wagged his tail in keeping.

I watched him while in sportive mood
I read '_The Twa Dogs_' story,

And half believed he understood

The poet's allegory.

Sweet day, sweet songs! The golden hours
Grew brighter for that singing,

From brook and bird and meadow flowers
A dearer welcome bringing.

New light on home-seen Nature beamed,
New glory over Woman;

And daily life and duty seemed

No longer poor and common.

I woke to find the simple truth

Of fact and feeling better

Than all the dreams that held my youth
A still repining debtor,

That Nature gives her handmaid, Art,
The themes of sweet discoursing;
The tender idyls of the heart

In every tongue rehearsing.

Why dream of lands of gold and pearl,
Of loving knight and lady,

When farmer boy and barefoot girl
Were wandering there already?

I saw through all familiar things

The romance underlying;

The joys and griefs that plume the wings
Of Fancy skyward flying.
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I saw the same blithe day return,
The same sweet fall of even,

That rose on wooded Craigie-burn,
And sank on crystal Devon.

I matched with Scotland's heathery hills
The sweetbrier and the clover;

With Ayr and Doon, my native rills,
Their wood-hymns chanting over.

O'er rank and pomp, as he had seen,
I saw the Man uprising;

No longer common or unclean,

The child of God's baptizing!

With clearer eyes I saw the worth
Of life among the lowly;

The Bible at his Cotter's hearth
Had made my own more holy.

And if at times an evil strain,
To lawless love appealing,
Broke in upon the sweet refrain
Of pure and healthful feeling,

It died upon the eye and ear,
No inward answer gaining;

No heart had I to see or hear
The discord and the staining.

Let those who never erred forget
His worth, in vain bewailings;
Sweet Soul of Song! I own my debt
Uncancelled by his failings!

Lament who will the ribald line
Which tells his lapse from duty,
How kissed the maddening lips of wine

Or wanton ones of beauty;

But think, while falls that shade between
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The erring one and Heaven,
That he who loved like Magdalen,
Like her may be forgiven.

Not his the song whose thunderous chime
Eternal echoes render;

The mournful Tuscan's haunted rhyme,
And Milton's starry splendor!

But who his human heart has laid
To Nature's bosom nearer?

Who sweetened toil like him, or paid
To love a tribute dearer?

Through all his tuneful art, how strong
The human feeling gushes

The very moonlight of his song

Is warm with smiles and blushes!

Give lettered pomp to teeth of Time,
So 'Bonnie Doon' but tarry;

Blot out the Epic's stately rhyme,
But spare his Highland Mary!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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By Their Works

Call him not heretic whose works attest

His faith in goodness by no creed confessed.
Whatever in love's name is truly done

To free the bound and lift the fallen one

Is done to Christ. Whoso in deed and word

Is not against Him labours for our Lord.

When he, who, sad and weary, longing sore

For love's sweet service sought the sisters' door
One saw the heavenly, one the human guest
But who shall say which loved the master best?

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Calef In Boston, 1692

IN the solemn days of old,

Two men met in Boston town,
One a tradesman frank and bold,
One a preacher of renown.

Cried the last, in bitter tone:
'Poisoner of the wells of truth!
Satan's hireling, thou hast sown
With his tares the heart of youth!"
Spake the simple tradesman then,
'God be judge 'twixt thee and me;
All thou knowed of truth hath been
Once a lie to men like thee.
'Falsehoods which we spurn to-day
Were the truths of long ago;

Let the dead boughs fall away,
Fresher shall the living grow.

'God is good and God is light,

In this faith I rest secure;

Evil can but serve the right,

Over all shall love endure.

'Of your spectral puppet play

I have traced the cunning wires;
Come what will, I needs must say,
God is true, and ye are liars.'
When the thought of man is free,
Error fears its lightest tones;

So the priest cried, 'Sadducee!’
And the people took up stones.

In the ancient burying-ground,
Side by side the twain now lie;
One with humble grassy mound,
One with marbles pale and high,
But the Lord hath blest the seed

Which that tradesman scattered then,

And the preacher's spectral creed
Chills no more the blood of men.
Let us trust, to one is known
Perfect love which casts out fear,
While the other's joys atone
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For the wrong he suffered here.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Cassandra Southwick

To the God of all sure mercies let my blessing rise today,

From the scoffer and the cruel He hath plucked the spoil away;
Yes, he who cooled the furnace around the faithful three,

And tamed the Chaldean lions, hath set His handmaid free!

Last night I saw the sunset melt though my prison bars,

Last night across my damp earth-floor fell the pale gleam of stars;
In the coldness and the darkness all through the long night-time,
My grated casement whitened with autumn's early rime.

Alone, in that dark sorrow, hour after hour crept by;

Star after star looked palely in and sank adown the sky;

No sound amid night's stillness, save that which seemed to be
The dull and heavy beating of the pulses of the sea;

All night I sat unsleeping, for I knew that on the morrow

The ruler said the cruel priest would mock me in my sorrow,
Dragged to their place of market, and bargained for and sold,
Like a lamb before the shambles, like a heifer from the fold!

Oh, the weakness of the flesh was there the shrinking and the shame;
And the low voice of the Tempter like whispers to me came,

'Why sit'st thou thus forlornly,' the wicked murmur said,

'Damp walls thy bower beauty, cold earth thy maiden bed?

'Where be the smiling faces, and voices soft and sweet,

Seen in thy father's dwelling, hoard in the pleasant street?

Where be the youths whose glances, the summer Sabbath through,
Turned tenderly and timidly unto thy father's pew?

'Why sit'st thou here, Cassandra? Bethink thee with what mirth
Thy happy schoolmates gather around the warm, dark hearth;
How the crimson shadows tremble on foreheads white and fair,
On eyes of merry girlhood, half hid in golden hair.

'Not for thee the hearth-fire brightens, not for thee kind words are spoken,
Not for thee the nuts of Wenham woods by laughing boys are broken;

No first-fruits of the orchard within thy lap are laid,

For thee no flowers of autumn the youthful hunters braid.
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'O weak, deluded maiden! by crazy fancies led,

With wild and raving railers an evil path to tread;

To leave a wholesome worship, and teaching pure and sound,
And mate with maniac women, loose-haired and sackcloth-bound,

'And scoffers of the priesthood, who mock at things divine,
Who rail against thy pulpit, and holy bread and wine;

Bore from their cart-tail scourgings, and from the pillory lame,
Rejoicing in their wretchedness, and glorying in their shame.

'And what a fate awaits thee! a sadly toiling slave,

Dragging the slowly lengthening chain of bondage to the grave!
Think of thy woman's nature, subdued in hopeless thrall,

The easy prey of any, the scoff and scorn of all!

Oh, ever as the Tempter spoke, and feecle Nature's fears
Wrung drop by drop the scalding flow of unavailing tears,

I wrestled down the evil thoughts, and strove in silent prayer
To feel, O Helper of the weak! that Thou indeed wert there!

I thought of Paul and Silas, within Philippi's call,
And how from Peter's sleeping limbs the prison shackles fell,
Till I seemed to hear the trailing of an Angel's robe of white,
And to feel a blessed presence invisible to sight.

Bless the Lord for all his mercies! for the peace and love I felt,
Like the dew of Hermon's holy hill, upon my spirit melt;

When 'Get behind me, Satan! ' was the language of my heart,
And I felt the Evil Tempter with all his doubts depart.

Slow broke the gray cold morning; again the sunshine fell,

Flocked with the shade of bar and grate within my lonely cell;
The hoar-frost melted on the wall, and upward from the street
Came careless laugh and idle word, and tread of passing feet.

At length the heavy bolts fell back, my door was open cast,
And slowly at the sheriff's side, up the long street I passed;
I heard the murmur round me, and felt, but dared not see,

How, from every door and window, the people gazed on me.

And doubt and fear fell on me, shame burned upon my cheek,
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Swam earth and sky around me, my trembling limbs grew weak;
'Oh Lord, support thy handmaid, and from her soul cast out
The fear of men, which brings a snare, the weakness and the doubt.

Then the dreary shadows scattered, like a cloud in morning's breeze,
And a low deep voice within me seemed whispering words like these:
'Though thy earth be as the iron, and thy heaven a brazen wall,
Trust still His loving-kindness whose power is over all.’

We paused at length, where at my feet the sunlit waters broke
On glaring roach of shining beach, and shingly wall of rock;
The merchant-ships lay idle there, in hard clear lines on high,
Treeing with rope and slender spar their network on the sky.

And there were ancient citizens, cloak-wrapped and grave and cold,
And grim and stout sea-captains with faces bronzed and old,

And on his horse, with Rawson, his cruel clerk at hand,

Sat dark and haughty Endicott, the ruler of the land.

And poisoning with his evil words the ruler's ready ear,

The priest leaned over his saddle, with laugh and scoff and jeer;
It stirred my soul, and from my lips the soul of silence broke,
As if through woman's weakness a warning spirit spoke.

I cried 'The Lord rebuke thee, thou smiter of the meek,

Thou robber of the righteous, thou trampler of the weak!

Go light the cold, dark hearth-stones, go turn the prison lock

Of the poor hearts though hast hunted, thou wolf amid the flock!

Dark lowered the brows of Endicott, and with a deeper red

O'er Rawson's wine-empurpled cheek the flash of anger spread;

'Good people, ' quoth the white-lipped priest, 'heed not her words so wild,
Her Master speaks within her the Devil owns his child!

But gray heads shook, and young brows knit, the while the sheriff read
That law the wicked rulers against the poor have made,

Who to their house of Rimmon and idol priesthood bring

No bonded knee of worship, nor gainful offering.

Then to the stout sea-captains the sheriff, turning, said

'Wish of ye, worthy seamen, will take this Quaker maid?
On the Isle of fair Barbados, or on Virginia's shore
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You may hold her at a higher price than Indian girl or Moor!'

Grim and silent stood the captains; and when again he cried,
'Speak out my worthy seamen!' no voice, no sign replied;

But I felt a hard hand press my own, and kind words met my ear,
'God bless thee, and preserve thee, my gentle girl and dear!"

A weight seemed lifted from my heart, a pitying friend was nigh,
I felt it in his hard, rough hand, and saw it in his eye;

And when again the sheriff spoke, that voice, so kind to me,
Growled back its stormy answer like the roaring of the sea.

'Pile my ship with bars of silver, pack with coins of Spanish gold
From keel-piece up to deck-plank, the roomage of her hold,

By the living God that made me! I would sooner in your bay
Sink ship and crew and cargo, than bear this child away!"

'Well answered, worthy captain, shame on their cruel laws!'

Ran through the crowd in murmurs loud the people's just applause.
'Like the herdsmen of Tekoa, In Israel of old,

Shall we see the poor and righteous again for silver sold ?"

I looked on haughty Endicott; with weapon half-way drawn,
Swept around the throng his lion glare of bitter hate and scorn;
Fiercely he drew his bridle-rain, and turned in silence back,

And sneering priest and baffled clerk rode murmuring in his track.

Hard after them the sheriff looked, in bitterness of soul,

Thrice smote his staff upon the ground, and crushed his parchment-roll.
'Good friends,' he said, 'since both have fled, the ruler and the priest
Judge ye, if from their further work I be not well released.'

Loud was the cheer which, full and clear, swept round the silent bay,
As, with kind words and kinder looks, he bade me go my way;

For he who turns the courses of the streamlet of the glen,

And the river of great waters, had turned the hearts of men.

Oh, at that hour the very earth seemed changed beneath my eye,
A holier wonder round no rose the blue walls of the sky,

A lovelier light on rock and hill and stream and woodland lay,

And softer lapsed on sunnier sands the waters of the bay.
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Thanksgiving to the Lord of life! To him all praises be,

Who from the hands of evil men hath set his handmaid free;
All praise to Him before whose power the mighty are afraid,
Who take the crafty in the snare which for the poor is laid!

Sing, O my soul, rejoicingly, on evening's twilight calm
Uplift the loud thanksgiving, pour forth the grateful psalm;
Let all dear hearts with me rejoice, as did the saints of old,
When of the Lord's good angel the rescued Peter told.

And weep and howl, ye evil priests and mighty men of wrong,
The lord shall smite the proud, and lay His hand upon the strong.
Woe to the wicked rulers in his avenging hour!

Woe to the wolves who seek the flocks to raven and devour!

But let the humble ones arise, the poor in heart be glad,
And let the mourning ones again with robes of praise be clad,
For he who cooled the furnace, and smoothed the stormy wave,

And tamed the Chaldean lions, is mighty still to save!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Centennial Hymn

I.

Our fathers' God! from out whose hand
The centuries fall like grains of sand,
We meet to-day, united, free,

And loyal to our land and Thee,

To thank Thee for the era done,

And trust Thee for the opening one.

I1.

Here, where of old, by Thy design,
The fathers spake that word of Thine
Whose echo is the glad refrain

Of rended bolt and falling chain,

To grace our festal time, from all

The zones of earth our guests we call.

III.

Be with us while the New World greets
The Old World thronging all its streets,
Unveiling all the triumphs won

By art or toil beneath the sun;

And unto common good ordain

This rivalship of hand and brain.

IV.

Thou, who hast here in concord furled
The war flags of a gathered world,
Beneath our Western skies fulfil

The Orient's mission of good-will,

And, freighted with love's Golden Fleece,
Send back its Argonauts of peace.

V.

For art and labor met in truce,

For beauty made the bride of use,
We thank Thee; but, withal, we crave
The austere virtues strong to save,
The honor proof to place or gold,

The manhood never bought nor sold.
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VI.

Oh make Thou us, through centuries long,
In peace secure, in justice strong;

Around our gift of freedom draw

The safeguards of Thy righteous law

And, cast in some diviner mould,

Let the new cycle shame the old!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Chalkey Hall

How bland and sweet the greeting of this breeze
To him who flies

From crowded street and red wall's weary gleam,
Till far behind him like a hideous dream

The close dark city lies

Here, while the market murmurs, while men throng
The marble floor

Of Mammon's altar, from the crush and din

Of the world's madness let me gather in

My better thoughts once more.

Oh, once again revive, while on my ear
The cry of Gain

And low hoarse hum of Traffic die away,
Ye blessed memories of my early day
Like sere grass wet with rain!

Once more let God's green earth and sunset air
Old feelings waken;

Through weary years of toil and strife and ill,
Oh, let me feel that my good angel still

Hath not his trust forsaken.

And well do time and place befit my mood
Beneath the arms

Of this embracing wood, a good man made
His home, like Abraham resting in the shade
Of Mamre's lonely palms.

Here, rich with autumn gifts of countless years,
The virgin soil

Turned from the share he guided, and in rain
And summer sunshine throve the fruits and grain
Which blessed his honest toil.

Here, from his voyages on the stormy seas,
Weary and worn,

He came to meet his children and to bless
The Giver of all good in thankfulness
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And praise for his return.

And here his neighbors gathered in to greet
Their friend again,

Safe from the wave and the destroying gales,
Which reap untimely green Bermuda's vales,
And vex the Carib main.

To hear the good man tell of simple truth,
Sown in an hour

Of weakness in some far-off Indian isle,
From the parched bosom of a barren sail,
Raised up in life and power.

How at those gatherings in Barbadian vales,

A tendering love

Came o'er him, like the gentle rain from heaven,
And words of fitness to his lips were given,

And strength as from above.

How the sad captive listened to the Word,
Until his chain

Grew lighter, and his wounded spirit felt
The healing balm of consolation melt
Upon its life-long pain

How the armed warrior sat him down to hear
Of Peace and Truth,

And the proud ruler and his Creole dame,
Jewelled and gorgeous in her beauty came,
And fair and bright-eyed youth.

Oh, far away beneath New England's sky,

Even when a boy,

Following my plough by Merrimac's green shore,
His simple record I have pondered o'er

With deep and quiet joy.

And hence this scene, in sunset glory warm,--
Its woods around,

Its still stream winding on in light and shade,
Its soft, green meadows and its upland glade,--
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To me is holy ground.

And dearer far than haunts where Genius keeps
His vigils still;

Than that where Avon's son of song is laid,

Or Vaucluse hallowed by its Petrarch's shade,
Or Virgil's laurelled hill.

To the gray walls of fallen Paraclete,

To Juliet's urn,

Fair Arno and Sorrento's orange-grove,

Where Tasso sang, let young Romance and Love
Like brother pilgrims turn.

But here a deeper and serener charm

To all is given;

And blessed memories of the faithful dead

O'er wood and vale and meadow-stream have shed
The holy hues of Heaven!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Channing

Not vainly did old poets tell,

Nor vainly did old genius paint
God's great and crowning miracle,
The hero and the saint!

For even in a faithless day

Can we our sainted ones discern;

And feel, while with them on the way,
Our hearts within us burn.

And thus the common tongue and pen
Which, world-wide, echo Channing's fame,
As one of Heaven's anointed men,

Have sanctified his name.

In vain shall Rome her portals bar,
And shut from him her saintly prize,
Whom, in the world's great calendar,
All men shall canonize.

By Narragansett's sunny bay,
Beneath his green embowering wood,
To me it seems but yesterday

Since at his side I stood.

The slopes lay green with summer rains,
The western wind blew fresh and free,
And glimmered down the orchard lanes
The white surf of the sea.

With us was one, who, calm and true,
Life's highest purpose understood,
And, like his blessed Master, knew
The joy of doing good.

Unlearned, unknown to lettered fame,
Yet on the lips of England's poor

And toiling millions dwelt his name,
With blessings evermore.
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Unknown to power or place, yet where
The sun looks o'er the Carib sea,

It blended with the freeman's prayer
And song of jubilee.

He told of England's sin and wrong,
The ills her suffering children know,
The squalor of the city's throng,
The green field's want and woe.

O'er Channing's face the tenderness
Of sympathetic sorrow stole,

Like a still shadow, passionless,
The sorrow of the soul.

But when the generous Briton told

How hearts were answering to his own,
And Freedom's rising murmur rolled
Up to the dull-eared throne,

I saw, methought, a glad surprise

Thrill through that frail and pain-worn frame,
And, kindling in those deep, calm eyes,

A still and earnest flame.

His few, brief words were such as move
The human heart,--the Faith-sown seeds
Which ripen in the soil of love

To high heroic deeds.

No bars of sect or clime were felt,

The Babel strife of tongues had ceased,
And at one common altar knelt

The Quaker and the priest.

And not in vain: with strength renewed,
And zeal refreshed, and hope less dim,
For that brief meeting, each pursued

The path allotted him.

How echoes yet each Western hill
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And vale with Channing's dying word!
How are the hearts of freemen still
By that great warning stirred.

The stranger treads his native sail,
And pleads, with zeal unfelt before,
The honest right of British toil,

The claim of England's poor.

Before him time-wrought barriers fall,
Old fears subside, old hatreds melt,
And, stretching o'er the sea's blue wall,
The Saxon greets the Celt.

The yeoman on the Scottish lines,
The Sheffield grinder, worn and grim,
The delver in the Cornwall mines,
Look up with hope to him.

Swart smiters of the glowing steel,
Dark feeders of the forge's flame,
Pale watchers at the loom and wheel,
Repeat his honored name.

And thus the influence of that hour
Of converse on Rhode Island's strand
Lives in the calm, resistless power
Which moves our fatherland.

God blesses still the generous thought,
And still the fitting word He speeds
And Truth, at His requiring taught,

He quickens into deeds.

Where is the victory of the grave?
What dust upon the spirit lies?
God keeps the sacred life he gave,--

The prophet never dies!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Chicago

Men said at vespers: 'All is well!'

In one wild night the city fell;

Fell shrines of prayer and marts of gain
Before the fiery hurricane.

On threescore spires had sunset shone,
Where ghastly sunrise looked on none.
Men clasped each other's hands, and said
'The City of the West is dead!"

Brave hearts who fought, in slow retreat,
The fiends of fire from street to street,
Turned, powerless, to the blinding glare,
The dumb defiance of despair.

A sudden impulse thrilled each wire
That signalled round that sea of fire;

Swift words of cheer, warm heart-throbs came

In tears of pity died the flame!

From East, from West, from South and North,

The messages of hope shot forth,
And, underneath the severing wave,
The world, full-handed, reached to save.

Fair seemed the old; but fairer still

The new, the dreary void shall fill

With dearer homes than those o'erthrown,
For love shall lay each corner-stone.

Rise, stricken city! from thee throw
The ashen sackcloth of thy woe;
And build, as to Amphion's strain,
To songs of cheer thy walls again!

How shrivelled in thy hot distress
The primal sin of selfishness!

How instant rose, to take thy part,
The angel in the human heart!
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Ah! not in vain the flames that tossed
Above thy dreadful holocaust;

The Christ again has preached through thee
The Gospel of Humanity!

Then lift once more thy towers on high,
And fret with spires the western sky,
To tell that God is yet with us,

And love is still miraculous!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Child-Songs

Still linger in our noon of time

And on our Saxon tongue

The echoes of the home-born hymns
The Aryan mothers sung.

And childhood had its litanies
In every age and clime;

The earliest cradles of the race
Were rocked to poet's rhyme.

Nor sky, nor wave, nor tree, nor flower,
Nor green earth's virgin sod,

So moved the singer's heart of old

As these small ones of God.

The mystery of unfolding life

Was more than dawning morn,

Than opening flower or crescent moon
The human soul new-born.

And still to childhood's sweet appeal
The heart of genius turns,

And more than all the sages teach
From lisping voices learns,--

The voices loved of him who sang,
Where Tweed and Teviot glide,
That sound to-day on all the winds
That blow from Rydal-side,--

Heard in the Teuton's household songs,
And folk-lore of the Finn,

Where'er to holy Christmas hearths
The Christ-child enters in!

Before life's sweetest mystery still
The heart in reverence kneels;
The wonder of the primal birth
The latest mother feels.
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We need love's tender lessons taught
As only weakness can;

God hath His small interpreters;

The child must teach the man.

We wander wide through evil years,
Our eyes of faith grow dim;

But he is freshest from His hands
And nearest unto Him!

And haply, pleading long with Him
For sin-sick hearts and cold,

The angels of our childhood still
The Father's face behold.

Of such the kingdom!--Teach Thou us,
O-Master most divine,

To feel the deep significance

Of these wise words of Thine!

The haughty eye shall seek in vain
What innocence beholds;

No cunning finds the key of heaven,
No strength its gate unfolds.

Alone to guilelessness and love
That gate shall open fall;
The mind of pride is nothingness,

The childlike heart is all!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Clerical Oppressors

JUST God! and these are they

Who minister at thine altar, God of Right!

Men who their hands with prayer and blessing lay
On Israel's Ark of light!

What! preach, and kidnap men?

Give thanks, and rob thy own afflicted poor?
Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then

Bolt hard the captive's door?

What! servants of thy own

Merciful Son, who came to seek and save

The homeless and the outcast, fettering down
The tasked and plundered slave!

Pilate and Herod, friends!

Chief priests and rulers, as of old, combine!
Just God and holy! is that church, which lends
Strength to the spoiler, thine?

Paid hypocrites, who turn

Judgment aside, and rob the Holy Book

Of those high words of truth which search and burn
In warning and rebuke;

Feed fat, ye locusts, feed!

And, in your tasselled pulpits, thank the Lord
That, from the toiling bondman's utter need,
Ye pile your own full board.

How long, O Lord! how long

Shall such a priesthood barter truth away,
And in Thy name, for robbery and wrong

At Thy own altars pray?

Is not Thy hand stretched forth

Visibly in the heavens, to awe and smite?
Shall not the living God of all the earth,

And heaven above, do right?

Woe, then, to all who grind

Their brethren of a common Father down!

To all who plunder from the immortal mind
Its bright and glorious crown!

Woe to the priesthood! woe

To those whose hire is with the price of blood;
Perverting, darkening, changing, as they go,
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The searching truths of God!

Their glory and their might.

Shall perish; and their very names shall be

Vile before all the people, in the light

Of a world's liberty.

Oh, speed the moment on

When Wrong shall cease, and Liberty and Love

And Truth and Right throughout the earth be known
As in their home above.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Cobbler Keezar's Vision

The beaver cut his timber

With patient teeth that day,

The minks were fish-wards, and the crows
Surveyors of highway,-

When Keezar sat on the hillside
Upon his cobbler's form,

With a pan of coals on either hand
To keep his waxed-ends warm.

And there, in the golden weather,

He stitched and hammered and sung;
In the brook he moistened his leather,
In the pewter mug his tongue.

Well knew the tough old Teuton

Who brewed the stoutest ale,

And he paid the goodwife's reckoning
In the coin of song and tale.

The songs they still are singing
Who dress the hills of vine,

The tales that haunt the Brocken
And whisper down the Rhine.

Woodsy and wild and lonesome,
The swift stream wound away,
Through birches and scarlet maples
Flashing in foam and spray,-

Down on the sharp-horned ledges
Plunging in steep cascade,
Tossing its white-maned waters
Against the hemlock's shade.

Woodsy and wild and lonesome,
East and west and north and south;
Only the village of fishers

Down at the river's mouth;
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Only here and there a clearing,
With its farm-house rude and new,
And tree-stumps, swart as Indians,
Where the scanty harvest grew.

No shout of home-bound reapers,
No vintage-song he heard,

And on the green no dancing feet
The merry violin stirred.

'Why should folk be glum,' said Keezar,
'When Nature herself is glad,

And the painted woods are laughing

At the faces so sour and sad?'

Small heed had the careless cobbler

What sorrow of heart was theirs

Who travailed in pain with the births of God,
And planted a state with prayers,-

Hunting of witches and warlocks,
Smiting the heathen horde,-
One hand on the mason's trowel,
And one on the soldier's sword.

But give him his ale and cider,
Give him his pipe and song,

Little he cared for Church or State,
Or the balance of right and wrong.

'T is work, work, work,' he muttered,-
'And for rest a snuffle of psalms!’

He smote on his leathern apron

With his brown and waxen palms.

'Oh for the purple harvests
Of the days when I was young
For the merry grape-stained maidens,

And the pleasant songs they sung!

'Oh for the breath of vineyards,
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Of apples and nuts and wine
For an oar to row and a breeze to blow
Down the grand old river Rhine!

A tear in his blue eye glistened,
And dropped on his beard so gray.
'Old, old am I,' said Keezar,

'And the Rhine flows far away!"

But a cunning man was the cobbler;

He could call the birds from the trees,
Charm the black snake out of the ledges,
And bring back the swarming bees.

All the virtues of herbs and metals,
All the lore of the woods, he knew,
And the arts of the Old World mingle
With the marvels of the New.

Well he knew the tricks of magic,
And the lapstone on his knee

Had the gift of the Mormon's goggles
Or the stone of Doctor Dee.

For the mighty master Agrippa
Wrought it with spell and rhyme

From a fragment of mystic moonstone
In the tower of Nettesheim.

To a cobbler Minnesinger

The marvellous stone gave he,-
And he gave it, in turn, to Keezar,
Who brought it over the sea.

He held up that mystic lapstone,

He held it up like a lens,

And he counted the long years coming
Ey twenties and by tens.

'One hundred years,' quoth Keezar,

'And fifty have I told
Now open the new before me,
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And shut me out the old!"

Like a cloud of mist, the blackness
Rolled from the magic stone,

And a marvellous picture mingled
The unknown and the known.

Still ran the stream to the river,

And river and ocean joined;

And there were the bluffs and the blue sea-line,
And cold north hills behind.

But-the mighty forest was broken
By many a steepled town,

By many a white-walled farm-house,
And many a garner brown.

Turning a score of mill-wheels,
The stream no more ran free;
White sails on the winding river,
White sails on the far-off sea.

Below in the noisy village

The flags were floating gay,
And shone on a thousand faces
The light of a holiday.

Swiftly the rival ploughmen

Turned the brown earth from their shares;
Here were the farmer's treasures,

There were the craftsman's wares.

Golden the goodwife's butter,
Ruby her currant-wine;

Grand were the strutting turkeys,
Fat were the beeves and swine.

Yellow and red were the apples,

And the ripe pears russet-brown,

And the peaches had stolen blushes
From the girls who shook them down.
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And with blooms of hill and wildwood,
That shame the toil of art,

Mingled the gorgeous blossoms

Of the garden's tropic heart.

'What is it I see?' said Keezar
'Am I here, or ant I there?

Is it a fete at Bingen?

Do I look on Frankfort fair?

'But where are the clowns and puppets,
And imps with horns and tail?

And where are the Rhenish flagons?
And where is the foaming ale?

'Strange things, I know, will happen,-
Strange things the Lord permits;

But that droughty folk should be jolly
Puzzles my poor old wits.

'Here are smiling manly faces,

And the maiden's step is gay;

Nor sad by thinking, nor mad by drinking,
Nor mopes, nor fools, are they.

'Here's pleasure without regretting,
And good without abuse,

The holiday and the bridal

Of beauty and of use.

'Here's a priest and there is a Quaker,

Do the cat and dog agree?

Have they burned the stocks for ovenwood?
Have they cut down the gallows-tree?

'Would the old folk know their children?
Would they own the graceless town,

With never a ranter to worry
And never a witch to drown?'

Loud laughed the cobbler Keezar,
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Laughed like a school-boy gay;
Tossing his arms above him,
The lapstone rolled away.

It rolled down the rugged hillside,

It spun like a wheel bewitched,

It plunged through the leaning willows,
And into the river pitched.

There, in the deep, dark water,
The magic stone lies still,
Under the leaning willows
In the shadow of the hill.

But oft the idle fisher

Sits on the shadowy bank,

And his dreams make marvellous pictures
Where the wizard's lapstone sank.

And still, in the summer twilights,
When the river seems to run

Out from the inner glory,

Warm with the melted sun,

The weary mill-girl lingers

Beside the charmed stream,

And the sky and the golden water
Shape and color her dream.

Air wave the sunset gardens,
The rosy signals fly;
Her homestead beckons from the cloud,

And love goes sailing by.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Conduct

From the Mahabharata.

Heed how thou livest. Do no act by day

Which from the night shall drive thy peace away.
In months of sun so live that months of rain
Shall still be happy. Evermore restrain

Evil and cherish good, so shall there be

Another and a happier life for thee.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Conductor Bradley

A railway conductor who lost his life in an accident on a Connecticut
railway, May 9, 1873.

CONDUCTOR BRADLEY, (always may his name
Be said with reverence!) as the swift doom came,
Smitten to death, a crushed and mangled frame,

Sank, with the brake he grasped just where he stood
To do the utmost that a brave man could,
And die, if needful, as a true man should.

Men stooped above him; women dropped their tears
On that poor wreck beyond all hopes or fears,
Lost in the strength and glory of his years.

What heard they? Lo! the ghastly lips of pain,
Dead to all thought save duty's, moved again
'Put out the signals for the other train!"

No nobler utterance since the world began
From lips of saint or martyr ever ran,
Electric, through the sympathies of man.

Ah me! how poor and noteless seem to this
The sick-bed dramas of self-consciousness,
Our sensual fears of pain and hopes of bliss!

Oh, grand, supreme endeavor! Not in vain
That last brave act of failing tongue and brain
Freighted with life the downward rushing train,

Following the wrecked one, as wave follows wave,
Obeyed the warning which the dead lips gave.
Others he saved, himself he could not save.

Nay, the lost life was saved. He is not dead

Who in his record still the earth shall tread
With God's clear aureole shining round his head.
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We bow as in the dust, with all our pride
Of virtue dwarfed the noble deed beside.
God give us grace to live as Bradley died!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Daniel Neall

I.

FRIENDof the Slave, and yet the friend of all;
Lover of peace, yet ever foremost when

The need of battling Freedom called for men

To plant the banner on the outer wall;

Gentle and kindly, ever at distress

Melted to more than woman's tenderness,

Yet firm and steadfast, at his duty's post

Fronting the violence of a maddened host,

Like some-gray rock from which the waves are tossed!
Knowing his deeds of love, men questioned not
The faith of one whose walk and word were right;
Who tranquilly in Life's great task-field wrought,
And, side by side with evil, scarcely caught

A stain upon his pilgrim garb of white:

Prompt to redress another's wrong, his own
Leaving to Time and Truth and Penitence alone.
II.

Such was our friend. Formed on the good old plan,
A true and brave and downright honest man!

He blew no trumpet in the market-place,

Nor in the church with hypocritic face

Supplied with cant the lack of Christian grace;
Loathing pretence, he did with cheerful will

What others talked of while their hands were still;
And, while 'Lord, Lord!" the pious tyrants cried,
Who, in the poor, their Master crucified,

His daily prayer, far better understood.

In acts than words, was simply doing good.

So calm, so constant was his rectitude,

That by his loss alone we know its worth,

And feel how true a man has walked with us on earth.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Daniel Wheeler

O Dearly loved!

And worthy of our love! No more

Thy aged form shall rise before

The bushed and waiting worshiper,
In meek obedience utterance giving
To words of truth, so fresh and living,
That, even to the inward sense,

They bore unquestioned evidence

Of an anointed Messenger!

Or, bowing down thy silver hair

In reverent awfulness of prayer,

The world, its time and sense, shut out
The brightness of Faith's holy trance
Gathered upon thy countenance,

As if each lingering cloud of doubt,
The cold, dark shadows resting here
In Time's unluminous atmosphere,
Were lifted by an angel's hand,

And through them on thy spiritual eye
Shone down the blessedness on high,
The glory of the Better Land!

The oak has fallen!

While, meet for no good work, the vine
May yet its worthless branches twine,
Who knoweth not that with thee fell

A great man in our Israel?

Fallen, while thy loins were girded still,
Thy feet with Zion's dews still wet,

And in thy hand retaining yet

The pilgrim's staff and scallop-shell
Unharmed and safe, where, wild and free,
Across the Neva's cold morass

The breezes from the Frozen Sea

With winter's arrowy keenness pass;
Or where the unwarning tropic gale
Smote to the waves thy tattered sail,
Or where the noon-hour's fervid heat
Against Tahiti's mountains beat;
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The same mysterious Hand which gave
Deliverance upon land and wave,
Tempered for thee the blasts which blew
Ladaga's frozen surface o'er,

And blessed for thee the baleful dew

Of evening upon Eimeo's shore,

Beneath this sunny heaven of ours,
Midst our soft airs and opening flowers
Hath given thee a grave!

His will be done,

Who seeth not as man, whose way

Is not as ours! 'T is well with thee!

Nor anxious doubt nor dark dismay
Disquieted thy closing day,

But, evermore, thy soul could say,

'My Father careth still for me!'

Called from thy hearth and home,--from her,
The last bud on thy household tree,
The last dear one to minister

In duty and in love to thee,

From all which nature holdeth dear,
Feeble with years and worn with pain,
To seek our distant land again,

Bound in the spirit, yet unknowing

The things which should befall thee here,
Whether for labor or for death,

In childlike trust serenely going

To that last trial of thy faith!

Oh, far away,

Where never shines our Northern star
On that dark waste which Balboa saw
From Darien's mountains stretching far,
So strange, heaven-broad, and lone, that there,
With forehead to its damp wind bare,
He bent his mailed knee in awe;

In many an isle whose coral feet

The surges of that ocean beat,

In thy palm shadows, Oahu,

And Honolulu's silver bay,

Amidst Owyhee's hills of blue,

And taro-plains of Tooboonai,
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Are gentle hearts, which long shall be

Sad as our own at thought of thee,

Worn sowers of Truth's holy seed,

Whose souls in weariness and need

Were strengthened and refreshed by thine.
For blessed by our Father's hand

Was thy deep love and tender care,

Thy ministry and fervent prayer,--

Grateful as Eshcol's clustered vine

To Israel in a weary land.

And they who drew

By thousands round thee, in the hour

Of prayerful waiting, hushed and deep,
That He who bade the islands keep
Silence before Him, might renew

Their strength with His unslumbering power,
They too shall mourn that thou art gone,
That nevermore thy aged lip

Shall soothe the weak, the erring warn,
Of those who first, rejoicing, heard
Through thee the Gospel's glorious word,--
Seals of thy true apostleship.

And, if the brightest diadem,

Whose gems of glory purely burn

Around the ransomed ones in bliss,

Be evermore reserved for them

Who here, through toil and sorrow, turn
Many to righteousness,

May we not think of thee as wearing
That star-like crown of light, and bearing,
Amidst Heaven's white and blissful band,
Th' unfading palm-branch in thy hand;
And joining with a seraph's tongue

In that new song the elders sung,
Ascribing to its blessed Giver
Thanksgiving, love, and praise forever!

Farewell!

And though the ways of Zion mourn
When her strong ones are called away,
Who like thyself have calmly borne
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The heat and burden of the day,

Yet He who slumbereth not nor sleepeth
His ancient watch around us keepeth;
Still, sent from His creating hand,
New witnesses for Truth shall stand,
New instruments to sound abroad
The Gospel of a risen Lord;

To gather to the fold once more

The desolate and gone astray,

The scattered of a cloudy day,

And Zion's broken walls restore;

And, through the travail and the toil
Of true obedience, minister

Beauty for ashes, and the oil

Of joy for mourning, unto her!

So shall her holy bounds increase
With walls of praise and gates of peace
So shall the Vine, which martyr tears
And blood sustained in other years,
With fresher life be clothed upon;
And to the world in beauty show

Like the rose-plant of Jericho,

And glorious as Lebanon!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Dedication - Songs Of Labor

I WOULD the gift I offer here

Might graces from thy favor take,

And, seen through Friendship's atmosphere,

On softened lines and coloring, wear

The unaccustomed light of beauty, for thy sake.

Few leaves of Fancy's spring remain:

But what I have I give to thee,

The o'er-sunned bloom of summer's plain,

And paler flowers, the latter rain

Calls from the westering slope of life's autumnal lea.
Above the fallen groves of green,

Where youth's enchanted forest stood,

Dry root and mosséd trunk between,

A sober after-growth is seen,

As springs the pine where falls the gay-leafed maple wood!
Yet birds will sing, and breezes play

Their leaf-harps in the sombre tree;

And through the bleak and wintry day

It keeps its steady green alway, —

So, even my after-thoughts may have a charm for thee.
Art's perfect forms no moral need,

And beauty is its own excuse;

But for the dull and flowerless weed

Some healing virtue still must plead,

And the rough ore must find its honors in its use.
So haply these, my simple lays

Of homely toil, may serve to show

The orchard bloom and tasselled maize

That skirt and gladden duty's ways,

The unsung beauty hid life's common things below.
Haply from them the toiler, bent

Above his forge or plough, may gain,

A manlier spirit of content,

And feel that life is wisest spent

Where the strong working hand makes strong the working brain.
The doom which to the guilty pair

Without the walls of Eden came,

Transforming sinless ease to care

And rugged toil, no more shall bear
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The burden of old crime, or mark of primal shame.
A blessing now, a curse no more;

Since He, whose name we breathe with awe,

The coarse mechanic vesture wore,

A poor man toiling with the poor,

In labor, as in prayer, fulfilling the same law.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Democracy

BEARER of Freedom's holy light,

Breaker of Slavery's chain and rod,

The foe of all which pains the sight,

Or wounds the generous ear of God!
Beautiful yet thy temples rise,

Though there profaning gifts are thrown;
And fires unkindled of the skies

Are glaring round thy altar-stone.

Still sacred, though thy name be breathed
By those whose hearts thy truth deride;
And garlands, plucked from thee, are wreathed
Around the haughty brows of Pride.

Oh, ideal of my boyhood's time!

The faith in which my father stood,

Even when the sons of Lust and Crime
Had stained thy peaceful courts with blood!
Still to those courts my footsteps turn,
For through the mists which darken there,
I see the flame of Freedom burn, —

The Kebla of the patriot's prayer!

The generous feeling, pure and warm,
Which owns the right of all divine;

The pitying heart, the helping arm,

The prompt self-sacrifice, are thine.
Beneath thy broad, impartial eye,

How fade the lines of caste and birth!
How equal in their suffering lie

The groaning multides of earth!

Still to a stricken brother true,

Whatever clime hath nurtured him;

As stooped to heal the wounded Jew

The worshipper of Gerizim.

By misery unrepelled, unawed

By pomp or power, thou seest a Man

In prince or peasant, slave or lord,

Pale priest, or swarthy artisan.

Through all disguise, form, place, or name,
Beneath the flaunting robes of sin,
Through poverty and squalid shame,
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Thou lookest on the man within.

On man, as man, retaining yet,
Howe'er debased, and soiled, and dim,
The crown upon his forehead set,

The immortal gift of God to him.

And there is reverence in thy look;

For that frail form which mortals wear
The Spirit of the Holiest took,

And veiled His perfect brightness there.
Not from the shallow babbling fount

Of vain philosophy thou art;

He who of old on Syria's Mount
Thrilled, warmed, by turns, the listener's heart,
In holy words which cannot die,

In thoughts which angels leaned to know,
Proclaimed thy message from on high,
Thy mission to a world of woe.

That voice's echo hath not died!

From the blue lake of Galilee,

And Tabor's lonely mountain-side,

It calls a struggling world to thee.

Thy name and watchword o'er this land
I hear in every breeze that stirs,

And round a thousand altars stand

Thy banded party worshippers.

Not to these altars of a day,

At party's call, my gift I bring;

But on thy olden shrine I lay

A freeman's dearest offering:

The voiceless utterance of his will, —
His pledge to Freedom and to Truth,
That manhood's heart remembers still
The homage of his generous youth.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Derne

NIGHT on the city of the Moor!

On mosque and tomb, and white-walled shore,
On sea-waves, to whose ceaseless knock
The narrow harbor gates unlock,

On corsair's galley, carack tall,

And plundered Christian caraval!

The sounds of Moslem life are still;

No mule-bell tinkles down the hill;
Stretched in the broad court of the khan,
The dusty Bornou caravan

Lies heaped in slumber, beast and man;
The Sheik is dreaming in his tent,

His noisy Arab tongue o'erspent;

The kiosk's glimmering lights are gone,
The merchant with his wares withdrawn;
Rough pillowed on some pirate breast,
The dancing-girl has sunk to rest;

And, save where measured footsteps fall
Along the Bashaw's guarded wall,

Or where, like some bad dream, the Jew
Creeps stealthily his quarter through,

Or counts with fear his golden heaps,
The City of the Corsair sleeps!

But where yon prison long and low
Stands black against the pale star-glow,
Chafed by the ceaseless wash of waves,
There watch and pine the Christian slaves;
Rough-bearded men, whose far-off wives
Wear out with grief their lonely lives;
And youth, still flashing from his eyes
The clear blue of New England skies,

A treasured lock of whose soft hair

Now wakes some sorrowing mother's prayer;
Or, worn upon some maiden breast,
Stirs with the loving heart's unrest!

A bitter cup each life must drain,

The groaning earth is cursed with pain,
And, like the scroll the angel bore

The shuddering Hebrew seer before,
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O'erwrit alike, without, within,

With all the woes which follow sin;

But, bitterest of the ills beneath

Whose load man totters down to death,
Is that which plucks the regal crown

Of Freedom from his forehead down,
And snatches from his powerless hand
The sceptred sign of self-command,
Effacing with the chain and rod

The image and the seal of God;

Till from his nature, day by day,

The manly virtues fall away,

And leave him naked, blind and mute,
The godlike merging in the brute!

Why mourn the quiet ones who die
Beneath affection's tender eye,

Unto their household and their kin

Like ripened corn-sheaves gathered in?
O weeper, from that tranquil sod,

That holy harvest-home of God,

Turn to the quick and suffering, shed
Thy tears upon the living dead!

Thank God above thy dear ones' graves,
They sleep with Him, they are not slaves.
What dark mass, down the mountain-sides
Swift-pouring, like a stream divides?

A long, loose, straggling caravan,

Camel and horse and arméd man.

The moon's low crescent, glimmering o'er
Its grave of waters to the shore,

Lights up that mountain cavalcade,

And gleams from gun and spear and blade
Near and more near! now o'er them falls
The shadow of the city walls.

Hark to the sentry's challenge, drowned
In the fierce trumpet's charging sound!
The rush of men, the musket's peal,
The short, sharp clang of meeting steel!
Vain, Moslem, vain thy lifeblood poured
So freely on thy foeman's sword!

Not to the swift nor to the strong

The battles of the right belong;
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For he who strikes for Freedom wears
The armor of the captive's prayers,

And Nature proffers to his cause

The strength of her eternal laws;

While he whose arm essays to bind

And herd with common brutes his kind
Strives evermore at fearful odds

With Nature and the jealous gods,

And dares the dread recoil which late
Or soon their right shall vindicate.

'T is done, the hornéd crescent falls!
The star-flag flouts the broken walls!
Joy to the captive husband! joy

To thy sick heart, O brown-locked boy!
In sullen wrath the conquered Moor
Wide open flings your dungeon-door,
And leaves ye free from cell and chain,
The owners of yourselves again.

Dark as his allies desert-born,

Soiled with the battle's stain, and worn
With the long marches of his band
Through hottest wastes of rock and sand,
Scorched by the sun and furnace-breath
Of the red desert's wind of death,

With welcome words and grasping hands,
The victor and deliverer stands!

The tale is one of distant skies;

The dust of half a century lies

Upon it; yet its hero's name

Still lingers on the lips of Fame.

Men speak the praise of him who gave
Deliverance to the Moorman's slave,
Yet dare to brand with shame and crime
The heroes of our land and time, —

The self-forgetful ones, who stake

Home, name, and life for Freedom's sake.

God mend his heart who cannot feel
The impulse of a holy zeal,

And sees not, with his sordid eyes,
The beauty of self-sacrifice!

Though in the sacred place he stands,
Uplifting consecrated hands,
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Unworthy are his lips to tell

Of Jesus' martyr-miracle,

Or name aright that dread embrace
Of suffering for a fallen race!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Disarmament

"Put up the sword!" The voice of Christ once more
Speaks, in the pauses of the cannon's roar,
O'er fields of corn by fiery sickles reaped

And left dry ashes; over trenches heaped

With nameless dead; o'er cities starving slow
Under a rain of fire; through wards of woe
Down which a groaning diapason runs

From tortured brothers, husbands, lovers, sons
Of desolate women in their far-off homes
Waiting to hear the step that never comes!

O men and brothers! let that voice be heard.
War fails, try peace; put up the useless sword!

Fear not the end. There is a story told

In Eastern tents, when autumn nights grow cold,
And round the fire the Mongol shepherds sit
With grave responses listening unto it:

Once, on the errands of his mercy bent,

Buddha, the holy and benevolent,

Met a fell monster, huge and fierce of look,
Whose awful voice the hills and forests shook,
"O son of peace!" the giant cried, "thy fate

Is sealed at last, and love shall yield to hate."
The unarmed Buddha looking, with no trace

Of fear and anger, in the monster's face,

In pity said, "Poor fiend, even thee I love."

Lo! as he spake the sky-tall terror sank

To hand-breadth size; the huge abhorrence shrank
Into the form and fashion of a dove

And where the thunder of its rage was heard,
Circling above him sweetly sang the bird:

"Hate hath no harm for love," so ran the song,
"And peace unweaponed conquers every wrong!"

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Divine Compassion

Long since, a dream of heaven I had,

And still the vision haunts me oft;

I see the saints in white robes clad,

The martyrs with their palms aloft;

But hearing still, in middle song,

The ceaseless dissonance of wrong;

And shrinking, with hid faces, from the strain

Of sad, beseeching eyes, full of remorse and pain.

The glad song falters to a wail,

The harping sinks to low lament;

Before the still unlifted veil

I see the crowned foreheads bent,

Making more sweet the heavenly air,

With breathings of unselfish prayer;

And a Voice saith: 'O Pity which is pain,

O Love that weeps, fill up my sufferings which remain!

'Shall souls redeemed by me refuse

To share my sorrow in their turn?

Or, sin-forgiven, my gift abuse

Of peace with selfish unconcern?

Has saintly ease no pitying care?

Has faith no work, and love no prayer?

While sin remains, and souls in darkness dwell,

Can heaven itself be heaven, and look unmoved on hell?'

Then through the Gates of Pain, I dream,

A wind of heaven blows coolly in;

Fainter the awful discords seem,

The smoke of torment grows more thin,

Tears quench the burning soil, and thence

Spring sweet, pale flowers of penitence

And through the dreary realm of man's despair,
Star-crowned an angel walks, and to! God's hope is there!

Is it a dream? Is heaven so high

That pity cannot breathe its air?
Its happy eyes forever dry,
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Its holy lips without a prayer!

My God! my God! if thither led

By Thy free grace unmerited,

No crown nor palm be mine, but let me keep

A heart that still can feel, and eyes that still can weep.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Ego

WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF A FRIEND.

On page of thine I cannot trace
The cold and heartless commonplace,
A statue's fixed and marble grace.

For ever as these lines I penned,
Still with the thought of thee will blend
That of some loved and common friend,

Who in life's desert track has made
His pilgrim tent with mine, or strayed
Beneath the same remembered shade.

And hence my pen unfettered moves
In freedom which the heart approves,
The negligence which friendship loves.

And wilt thou prize my poor gift less
For simple air and rustic dress,
And sign of haste and carelessness?

Oh, more than specious counterfeit
Of sentiment or studied wit,
A heart like thine should value it.

Yet half I fear my gift will be
Unto thy book, if not to thee,
Of more than doubtful courtesy.

A banished name from Fashion's sphere,
A lay unheard of Beauty's ear,

Forbid, disowned,--what do they here?
Upon my ear not all in vain

Came the sad captive's clanking chain,

The groaning from his bed of pain.

And sadder still, I saw the woe
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Which only wounded spirits know
When Pride's strong footsteps o'er them go.

Spurned not alone in walks abroad,
But from the temples of the Lord
Thrust out apart, like things abhorred.

Deep as I felt, and stern and strong,
In words which Prudence smothered long,
My soul spoke out against the wrong;

Not mine alone the task to speak
Of comfort to the poor and weak,
And dry the tear on Sorrow's cheek;

But, mingled in the conflict warm,
To pour the fiery breath of storm
Through the harsh trumpet of Reform;

To brave Opinion's settled frown,
From ermined robe and saintly gown,
While wrestling reverenced Error down.

Founts gushed beside my pilgrim way,
Cool shadows on the greensward lay,
Flowers swung upon the bending spray.

And, broad and bright, on either hand,
Stretched the green slopes of Fairy-land,
With Hope's eternal sunbow spanned;

Whence voices called me like the flow,
Which on the listener's ear will grow,
Of forest streamlets soft and low.

And gentle eyes, which still retain
Their picture on the heart and brain,
Smiled, beckoning from that path of pain.

In vain! nor dream, nor rest, nor pause

Remain for him who round him draws
The battered mail of Freedom's cause.
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From youthful hopes, from each green spot
Of young Romance, and gentle Thought,
Where storm and tumult enter not;

From each fair altar, where belong
The offerings Love requires of Song
In homage to her bright-eyed throng;

With soul and strength, with heart and hand,
I turned to Freedom's struggling band,
To the sad Helots of our land.

What marvel then that Fame should turn
Her notes of praise to those of scorn;
Her gifts reclaimed, her smiles withdrawn?

What matters it? a few years more,
Life's surge so restless heretofore
Shall break upon the unknown shore!

In that far land shall disappear
The shadows which we follow here,
The mist-wreaths of our atmosphere!

Before no work of mortal hand,
Of human will or strength expand
The pearl gates of the Better Land;

Alone in that great love which gave
Life to the sleeper of the grave,
Resteth the power to seek and save.

Yet, if the spirit gazing through

The vista of the past can view

One deed to Heaven and virtue true;

If through the wreck of wasted powers,
Of garlands wreathed from Folly's bowers,

Of idle aims and misspent hours,

The eye can note one sacred spot
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By Pride and Self profaned not,
A green place in the waste of thought,

Where deed or word hath rendered less
The sum of human wretchedness,
And Gratitude looks forth to bless;

The simple burst of tenderest feeling
From sad hearts worn by evil-dealing,
For blessing on the hand of healing;

Better than Glory's pomp will be
That green and blessed spot to me,
A palm-shade in Eternity!

Something of Time which may invite
The purified and spiritual sight
To rest on with a calm delight.

And when the summer winds shall sweep
With their light wings my place of sleep,
And mosses round my headstone creep;

If still, as Freedom's rallying sign,
Upon the young heart's altars shine
The very fires they caught from mine;

If words my lips once uttered still,
In the calm faith and steadfast will
Of other hearts, their work fulfil;

Perchance with joy the soul may learn
These tokens, and its eye discern
The fires which on those altars burn;

A marvellous joy that even then,
The spirit hath its life again,
In the strong hearts of mortal men.

Take, lady, then, the gift I bring,

No gay and graceful offering,
No flower-smile of the laughing spring.
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Midst the green buds of Youth's fresh May,
With Fancy's leaf-enwoven bay,
My sad and sombre gift I lay.

And if it deepens in thy mind
A sense of suffering human-kind,--
The outcast and the spirit-blind;

Oppressed and spoiled on every side,
By Prejudice, and Scorn, and Pride,
Life's common courtesies denied;

Sad mothers mourning o'er their trust,
Children by want and misery nursed,
Tasting life's bitter cup at first;

If to their strong appeals which come
From fireless hearth, and crowded room,
And the close alley's noisome gloom,--

Though dark the hands upraised to thee

In mute beseeching agony,

Thou lend'st thy woman's sympathy;

Not vainly on thy gentle shrine,

Where Love, and Mirth, and Friendship twine

Their varied gifts, I offer mine.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Elliott

Hands off! thou tithe-fat plunderer! play
No trick of priestcraft here!

Back, puny lordling! darest thou lay

A hand on Elliott's bier?

Alive, your rank and pomp, as dust,
Beneath his feet he trod.

He knew the locust swarm that cursed

The harvest-fields of God.

On these pale lips, the smothered thought
Which England's millions feel,

A fierce and fearful splendor caught,

As from his forge the steel.

Strong-armed as Thor, a shower of fire

His smitten anvil flung;

God's curse, Earth's wrong, dumb Hunger's ire,
He gave them all a tongue!

Then let the poor man's horny hands

Bear up the mighty dead,

And labor's swart and stalwart bands
Behind as mourners tread.

Leave cant and craft their baptized bounds,
Leave rank its minster floor;

Give England's green and daisied grounds
The poet of the poor!

Lay down upon his Sheaf's green verge
That brave old heart of oak,

With fitting dirge from sounding forge,
And pall of furnace smoke!

Where whirls the stone its dizzy rounds,
And axe and sledge are swung,

And, timing to their stormy sounds,

His stormy lays are sung.

There let the peasant's step be heard,

The grinder chant his rhyme,
Nor patron's praise nor dainty word
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Befits the man or time.

No soft lament nor dreamer's sigh
For him whose words were bread;
The Runic rhyme and spell whereby
The foodless poor were fed!

Pile up the tombs of rank and pride,
O England, as thou wilt!

With pomp to nameless worth denied,
Emblazon titled guilt!

No part or lot in these we claim;

But, o'er the sounding wave,

A common right to Elliott's name,

A freehold in his grave!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Eva

Dry the tears for holy Eva,

With the blessed angels leave her;
Of the form so soft and fair

Give to earth the tender care.

For the golden locks of Eva

Let the sunny south-land give her
Flowery pillow of repose,
Orange-bloom and budding rose.

In the better home of Eva

Let the shining ones receive her,
With the welcome-voiced psalm,
Harp of gold and waving palm,

All is light and peace with Eva;
There the darkness cometh never;
Tears are wiped, and fetters fall.
And the Lord is all in all.

Weep no more for happy Eva,

Wrong and sin no more shall grieve her;
Care and pain and weariness

Lost in love so measureless.

Gentle Eva, loving Eva,

Child confessor, true believer,
Listener at the Master's knee,
'Suffer such to come to me.'

Oh, for faith like thine, sweet Eva,
Lighting all the solemn river,
And the blessings of the poor

Wafting to the heavenly shore!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Expostulation

OUR fellow-countrymen in chains!
Slaves, in a land of light and law!

Slaves, crouching on the very plains
Where rolled the storm of Freedom's war!
A groan from Eutaw's haunted wood,

A. wail where Camden's martyrs fell,

By every shrine of patriot blood,

From Moultrie's wall and Jasper's well!

By storied hill and hallowed grot,

By mossy wood and marshy glen,
Whence rang of old the rifle-shot,

And hurrying shout of Marion's men!
The groan of breaking hearts is there,
The falling lash, the fetter's clank!
Slaves, slaves are breathing in that air
Which old De Kalb and Sumter drank!

What, ho! our countrymen in chains!

The whip on woman's shrinking flesh!

Our soil yet reddening with the stains
Caught from her scourging, warm and fresh!
What! mothers from their children riven!
What! God's own image bought and sold!
Americans to market driven,

And bartered as the brute for gold!

Speak! shall their agony of prayer

Come thrilling to our hearts in vain?

To us whose fathers scorned to bear

The paltry menace of a chain;

To us, whose boast is loud and long

Of holy Liberty and Light;

Say, shall these writhing slaves of Wrong
Plead vainly for their plundered Right?

What! shall we send, with lavish breath,

Our sympathies across the wave,
Where Manhood, on the field of death,
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Strikes for his freedom or a grave?
Shall prayers go up, and hymns be sung
For Greece, the Moslem fetter spurning,
And millions hail with pen and tongue
Our light on all her altars burning?

Shall Belgium feel, and gallant France,

By Vendome's pile and Schoenbrun's wall,
And Poland, gasping on her lance,

The impulse of our cheering call?

And shall the slave, beneath our eye,
Clank o'er our fields his hateful chain?
And toss his fettered arms on high,

And groan for Freedom's gift, in vain?

Oh, say, shall Prussia's banner be
A refuge for the stricken slave?
And shall the Russian serf go free
By Baikal's lake and Neva's wave?
And shall the wintry-bosomed Dane
Relax the iron hand of pride,

And bid his bondmen cast the chain
From fettered soul and limb aside?

Shall every flap of England's flag
Proclaim that all around are free,

From farthest Ind to each blue crag
That beetles o'er the Western Sea?
And shall we scoff at Europe's kings,
When Freedom's fire is dim with us,
And round our country's altar clings
The damning shade of Slavery's curse?

Go, let us ask of Constantine

To loose his grasp on Poland's throat;
And beg the lord of Mahmoud's line

To spare the struggling Suliote;

Will not the scorching answer come
From turbaned Turk, and scornful Russ
'Go, loose your fettered slaves at home,
Then turn, and ask the like of us!"
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Just God! and shall we calmly rest,

The Christian's scorn, the heathen's mirth,
Content to live the lingering jest

And by-word of a mocking Earth?

Shall our own glorious land retain

That curse which Europe scorns to bear?
Shall our own brethren drag the chain
Which not even Russia's menials wear?

Up, then, in Freedom's manly part,
From graybeard eld to fiery youth,
And on the nation's naked heart
Scatter the living coals of Truth!

Up! while ye slumber, deeper yet
The shadow of our fame is growing!
Up! while ye pause, our sun may set
In blood, around our altars flowing!

Oh! rouse ye, ere the storm comes forth,
The gathered wrath of God and man,
Like that which wasted Egypt's earth,
When hail and fire above it ran.

Hear ye no warnings in the air?

Feel ye no earthquake underneath?

Up, up! why will ye slumber where

The sleeper only wakes in death?

Rise now for Freedom! not in strife

Like that your sterner fathers saw,

The awful waste of human life,

The glory and the guilt of war:'

But break the chain, the yoke remove,
And smite to earth Oppression's rod,
With those mild arms of Truth and Love,
Made mighty through the living God!

Down let the shrine of Moloch sink,
And leave no traces where it stood;
Nor longer let its idol drink

His daily cup of human blood;

But rear another altar there,

To Truth and Love and Mercy given,
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And Freedom's gift, and Freedom's prayer,
Shall call an answer down from Heaven!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Extract From

How has New England's romance fled,
Even as a vision of the morning!

Its rites foredone, its guardians dead,
Its priestesses, bereft of dread,

Waking the veriest urchin's scorning!
Gone like the Indian wizard's yell

And fire-dance round the magic rock,
Forgotten like the Druid's spell

At moonrise by his holy oak!

No more along the shadowy glen

Glide the dim ghosts of murdered men;
No more the unquiet churchyard dead
Glimpse upward from their turfy bed,
Startling the traveller, late and lone;
As, on some night of starless weather,
They silently commune together,

Each sitting on his own head-stone

The roofless house, decayed, deserted,
Its living tenants all departed,

No longer rings with midnight revel

Of witch, or ghost, or goblin evil;

No pale blue flame sends out its flashes
Through creviced roof and shattered sashes!
The witch-grass round the hazel spring
May sharply to the night-air sing,

But there no more shall withered hags
Refresh at ease their broomstick nags,
Or taste those hazel-shadowed waters
As beverage meet for Satan's daughters;
No more their mimic tones be heard,
The mew of cat, the chirp of bird,

Shrill blending with the hoarser laughter
Of the fell demon following after!

The cautious goodman nails no more

A horseshoe on his outer door,

Lest some unseemly hag should fit

To his own mouth her bridle-bit;

The goodwife's churn no more refuses
Its wonted culinary uses
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Until, with heated needle burned,

The witch has to her place returned!
Our witches are no longer old

And wrinkled beldames, Satan-sold,
But young and gay and laughing creatures,
With the heart's sunshine on their features;
Their sorcery--the light which dances
Where the raised lid unveils its glances;
Or that low-breathed and gentle tone,
The music of Love's twilight hours,
Soft, dream-like, as a fairy's moan
Above her nightly closing flowers,
Sweeter than that which sighed of yore
Along the charmed Ausonian shore!
Even she, our own weird heroine,

Sole Pythoness of ancient Lynn,'
Sleeps calmly where the living laid her;
And the wide realm of sorcery,

Left by its latest mistress free,

Hath found no gray and skilled invader.
So--perished Albion's 'glammarye,’
With him in Melrose Abbey sleeping,
His charmed torch beside his knee,
That even the dead himself might see
The magic scroll within his keeping.
And now our modern Yankee sees

Nor omens, spells, nor mysteries;

And naught above, below, around,

Of life or death, of sight or sound,
Whate'er its nature, form, or look,
Excites his terror or surprise,

All seeming to his knowing eyes
Familiar as his 'catechise,’

Or 'Webster's Spelling-Book.'

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Ezekiel

They hear Thee not, O God! nor see;
Beneath Thy rod they mock at Thee;

The princes of our ancient line

Lie drunken with Assyrian wine;

The priests around Thy altar speak

The false words which their hearers seek;
And hymns which Chaldea's wanton maids
Have sung in Dura's idol-shades

Are with the Levites' chant ascending,
With Zion's holiest anthems blending!

On Israel's bleeding bosom set,

The heathen heel is crushing yet;

The towers upon our holy hill

Echo Chaldean footsteps still.

Our wasted shrines,--who weeps for them?
Who mourneth for Jerusalem?

Who turneth from his gains away?

Whose knee with mine is bowed to pray?
Who, leaving feast and purpling cup,
Takes Zion's lamentation up?

A sad and thoughtful youth, I went
With Israel's early banishment;

And where the sullen Chebar crept,
The ritual of my fathers kept.

The water for the trench I drew,
The firstling of the flock I slew,
And, standing at the altar's side,

I shared the Levites' lingering pride,
That still, amidst her mocking foes,
The smoke of Zion's offering rose.

In sudden whirlwind, cloud and flame,
The Spirit of the Highest came!
Before mine eyes a vision passed,

A glory terrible and vast;

With dreadful eyes of living things,
And sounding sweep of angel wings,
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With circling light and sapphire throne,
And flame-like form of One thereon,
And voice of that dread Likeness sent
Down from the crystal firmament!

The burden of a prophet's power

Fell on me in that fearful hour;

From off unutterable woes

The curtain of the future rose;

I saw far down the coming time

The fiery chastisement of crime;

With noise of mingling hosts, and jar

Of falling towers and shouts of war,

I saw the nations rise and fall,

Like fire-gleams on my tent's white wall.

In dream and trance, I--saw the slain
Of Egypt heaped like harvest grain.

I saw the walls of sea-born Tyre
Swept over by the spoiler's fire;

And heard the low, expiring moan

Of Edom on his rocky throne;

And, woe is me! the wild lament
From Zion's desolation sent;

And felt within my heart each blow
Which laid her holy places low.

In bonds and sorrow, day by day,
Before the pictured tile I lay;

And there, as in a mirror, saw

The coming of Assyria's war;

Her swarthy lines of spearmen pass
Like locusts through Bethhoron's grass;
I saw them draw their stormy hem

Of battle round Jerusalem;

And, listening, heard the Hebrew wail!

Blend with the victor-trump of Baal!

Who trembled at my warning word?

Who owned the prophet of the Lord?

How mocked the rude, how scoffed the vile,
How stung the Levites' scornful smile,
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As o'er my spirit, dark and slow,
The shadow crept of Israel's woe

As if the angel's mournful roll

Had left its record on my soul,

And traced in lines of darkness there
The picture of its great despair!

Yet ever at the hour I feel

My lips in prophecy unseal.

Prince, priest, and Levite gather near,
And Salem's daughters haste to hear,
On Chebar's waste and alien shore,
The harp of Judah swept once more.
They listen, as in Babel's throng

The Chaldeans to the dancer's song,
Or wild sabbeka's nightly play,--

As careless and as vain as they.

And thus, O Prophet-bard of old,

Hast thou thy tale of sorrow told

The same which earth's unwelcome seers
Have felt in all succeeding years.

Sport of the changeful multitude,

Nor calmly heard nor understood,

Their song has seemed a trick of art,
Their warnings but, the actor's part.

With bonds, and scorn, and evil will,

The world requites its prophets still.

So was it when the Holy One

The garments of the flesh put on

Men followed where the Highest led
For common gifts of daily bread,

And gross of ear, of vision dim,

Owned not the Godlike power of Him.
Vain as a dreamer's words to them

His wail above Jerusalem,

And meaningless the watch He kept
Through which His weak disciples slept.
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Yet shrink not thou, whoe'er thou art,

For God's great purpose set apart,

Before whose far-discerning eyes,

The Future as the Present lies!

Beyond a narrow-bounded age

Stretches thy prophet-heritage,

Through Heaven's vast spaces angel-trod,
And through the eternal years of God

Thy audience, worlds!--all things to be
The witness of the Truth in thee!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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First-Day Thoughts

In calm and cool and silence, once again

I find my old accustomed place among

My brethren, where, perchance, no human tongue
Shall utter words; where never hymn is sung,

Nor deep-toned organ blown, nor censer swung,
Nor dim light falling through the pictured pane!
There, syllabled by silence, let me hear

The still small voice which reached the prophet's ear;
Read in my heart a still diviner law

Than Israel's leader on his tables saw!

There let me strive with each besetting sin,

Recall my wandering fancies, and restrain

The sore disquiet of a restless brain;

And, as the path of duty is made plain,

May grace be given that I may walk therein,

Not like the hireling, for his selfish gain,

With backward glances and reluctant tread,
Making a merit of his coward dread,

But, cheerful, in the light around me thrown,
Walking as one to pleasant service led;

Doing God's will as if it were my own,

Yet trusting not in mine, but in His strength alone!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Fitz-Greene Halleck

AT THE UNVEILING OF HIS STATUE.

Among their graven shapes to whom
Thy civic wreaths belong,

O city of his love, make room

For one whose gift was song.

Not his the soldier's sword to wield,
Nor his the helm of state,

Nor glory of the stricken field,

Nor triumph of debate.

In common ways, with common men,
He served his race and time

As well as if his clerkly pen

Had never danced to rhyme.

If, in the thronged and noisy mart,
The Muses found their son,

Could any say his tuneful art

A duty left undone?

He toiled and sang; and year by year
Men found their homes more sweet,
And through a tenderer atmosphere
Looked down the brick-walled street.

The Greek's wild onset gall Street knew;
The Red King walked Broadway;

And Alnwick Castle's roses blew

From Palisades to Bay.

Fair City by the Sea! upraise

His veil with reverent hands;

And mingle with thy own the praise
And pride of other lands.

Let Greece his fiery lyric breathe
Above her hero-urns;
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And Scotland, with her holly, wreathe
The flower he culled for Burns.

Oh, stately stand thy palace walls,
Thy tall ships ride the seas;
To-day thy poet's name recalls

A prouder thought than these.

Not less thy pulse of trade shall beat,
Nor less thy tall fleets swim,

That shaded square and dusty street
Are classic ground through him.

Alive, he loved, like all who sing,
The echoes of his song;

Too late the tardy meed we bring,
The praise delayed so long.

Too late, alas! Of all who knew
The living man, to-day

Before his unveiled face, how few
Make bare their locks of gray!

Our lips of praise must soon be dumb,
Our grateful eyes be dim;

O brothers of the days to come,

Take tender charge of him!

New hands the wires of song may sweep,
New voices challenge fame;
But let no moss of years o'ercreep

The lines of Halleck's name.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Flowers In Winter

How strange to greet, this frosty morn,
In graceful counterfeit of flower,

These children of the meadows, born
Of sunshine and of showers!

How well the conscious wood retains
The pictures of its flower-sown home,
The lights and shades, the purple stains,
And golden hues of bloom!

It was a happy thought to bring

To the dark season's frost and rime
This painted memory of spring,
This dream of summertime.

Our hearts are lighter for its sake,
Our fancy's age renews its youth,
And dim-remembered fictions take
The guise of present truth.

A wizard of the Merrimac, -

So old ancestral legends say, -

Could call green leaf and blossom back
To frosted stem and spray.

The dry logs of the cottage wall,
Beneath his touch, put out their leaves;
The clay-bound swallow, at his call,
Played round the icy eaves.

The settler saw his oaken flail

Take bud, and bloom before his eyes;
From frozen pools he saw the pale
Sweet summer lilies rise.

To their old homes, by man profaned

Came the sad dryads, exiled long,

And through their leafy tongues complained
Of household use and wrong.
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The beechen platter sprouted wild,
The pipkin wore its old-time green,
The cradle o'er the sleeping child
Became a leafy screen.

Haply our gentle friend hath met,
While wandering in her sylvan quest,
Haunting his native woodlands yet,
That Druid of the West;

And while the dew on leaf and flower
Glistened in the moonlight clear and still,
Learned the dusk wizard's spell of power,
And caught his trick of skill.

But welcome, be it new or old,

The gift which makes the day more bright,
And paints, upon the ground of cold

And darkness, warmth and light!

Without is neither gold nor green;
Within, for birds, the birch-logs sing;
Yet, summer-like, we sit between
The autumn and the spring.

The one, with bridal blush of rose,

And sweetest breath of woodland balm,
And one whose matron lips unclose

In smiles of saintly calm.

Fill soft and deep, O winter snow!
The sweet azalea's oaken dells,

And hide the banks where roses blow
And swing the azure bells!

O'erlay the amber violet's leaves,
The purple aster's brookside home,
Guard all the flowers her pencil gives

A live beyond their bloom.

And she, when spring comes round again,
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By greening slope and singing flood
Shall wander, seeking, not in vain
Her darlings of the wood.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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For An Autumn Festival

The Persian's flowery gifts, the shrine
Of fruitful Ceres, charm no more;
The woven wreaths of oak and pine
Are dust along the Isthmian shore.

But beauty hath its homage still,

And nature holds us still in debt;

And woman's grace and household skill,
And manhood's toil, are honored yet.

And we, to-day, amidst our flowers
And fruits, have come to own again
The blessings of the summer hours,
The early and the latter rain;

To see our Father's hand once more
Reverse for us the plenteous horn

Of autumn, filled and running o'er

With fruit, and flower, and golden corn!

Once more the liberal year laughs out
O'er richer stores than gems or gold;
Once more with harvest-song and shout
Is Nature's bloodless triumph told.

Our common mother rests and sings,
Like Ruth, among her garnered sheaves;
Her lap is full of goodly things,

Her brow is bright with autumn leaves.

Oh, favors every year made new!
Oh, gifts with rain and sunshine sent
The bounty overruns our due,

The fulness shames our discontent.

We shut our eyes, the flowers bloom on;
We murmur, but the corn-ears fill,

We choose the shadow, but the sun
That casts it shines behind us still.
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God gives us with our rugged soil
The power to make it Eden-fair,
And richer fruits to crown our toil
Than summer-wedded islands bear.

Who murmurs at his lot to-day?

Who scorns his native fruit and bloom?
Or sighs for dainties far away,

Beside the bounteous board of home?

Thank Heaven, instead, that Freedom's arm
Can change a rocky soil to gold,--

That brave and generous lives can warm

A clime with northern ices cold.

And let these altars, wreathed with flowers
And piled with fruits, awake again
Thanksgivings for the golden hours,

The early and the latter rain!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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For Righteousness' Sake

THE age is dull and mean. Men creep,
Not walk; with blood too pale and tame
To pay the debt they owe to shame;

Buy cheap, sell dear; eat, drink, and sleep
Down-pillowed, deaf to moaning want;
Pay tithes for soul-insurance; keep

Six days to Mammon, one to Cant.

In such a time, give thanks to God,

That somewhat of the holy rage

With which the prophets in their age

On all its decent seemings trod,

Has set your feet upon the lig,

That man and ox and soul and clod

Are market stock to sell and buy!

The hot words from your lips, my own,
To caution trained, might not repeat;
But if some tares among the wheat

Of generous thought and deed were sown,
No common wrong provoked your zeal;
The silken gauntlet that is thrown

In such a quarrel rings like steel.

The brave old strife the fathers saw

For freedom calls for men again

Like those who battled not in vain

For England's Charter, Alfred's law;

And right of speech and trial just

Wage in your name their ancient war
With venal courts and perjured trust.
God's ways seem dark, but, soon or late,
They touch the shining hills of day;

The evil cannot brook delay,

The good can well afford to wait.

Give ermined knaves their hour of crime;
Ye have the future grand and great,

The safe appeal of Truth to Time!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Forgiveness

My heart was heavy, for its trust had been
Abused, its kindness answered with foul wrong;
So, turning gloomily from my fellow-men,

One summer Sabbath day I strolled among

The green mounds of the village burial-place;
Where, pondering how all human love and hate
Find one sad level; and how, soon or late,
Wronged and wrongdoer, each with meekened face,
And cold hands folded over a still heart,

Pass the green threshold of our common grave,
Whither all footsteps tend, whence none depart,
Awed for myself, and pitying my race,

Our common sorrow, like a mighty wave,

Swept all my pride away, and trembling I forgave!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Freedom In Brazil

WITH clearer light, Cross of the South, shine forth
In blue Brazilian skies;

And thou, O river, cleaving half the earth

From sunset to sunrise,

From the great mountains to the Atlantic waves
Thy joy's long anthem pour.

Yet a few years (God make them less!) and slaves
Shall shame thy pride no more,

No fettereel feet thy shaded margins press;

But all men shall walk free

Where thou, the high-priest of the wilderness,

Hast wedded sea to sea.

And thou, great-hearted ruler, through whose mouth
The word of God is said,

Once more, 'Let there be light!" — Son of the South,
Lift up thy honored head,

Wear unashamed a crown by thy desert

More than by birth thy own,

Careless of watch and ward; thou art begirt

By grateful hearts alone.

The moaned wall and battle-ship may fail,

But safe shall justice prove;

Stronger than greaves of brass or iron mail

The panoply of love.

Crowned doubly by man's blessing and God's grace,
Thy future is secure;

Who frees a people makes his statue's place

In Time's Valhalla sure.

Lo! from his Neva's banks the Scythian Czar
Stretches to thee his hand,

Who, with the pencil of the Northern star,

Wrote freedom on his land.

And he whose grave is holy by our calm

And prairied Sangamon,

From his gaunt hand shall drop the martyr's palm
To greet thee with 'Well done!"

And thou, O Earth, with smiles thy face make sweet,
And let thy wail be stilled,

To hear the Muse of prophecy repeat
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Her promise half fulfilled.

The Voice that spake at Nazareth speaks still,
No sound thereof hath died;

Alike thy hope and Heaven's eternal will
Shall yet be satisfied.

The years are slow, the vision tarrieth long,
And far the end may be;

But, one by one, the fiends of ancient wrong
Go out and leave thee free.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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From "Snow-Bound," 11:1-40, 116-154

The sun that brief December day

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.
Meanwhile we did your nightly chores,--
Brought in the wood from out of doors,
Littered the stalls, and from the mows
Raked down the herd's-grass for the cows;
Heard the horse whinnying for his corn;
And, sharply clashing horn on horn,
Impatient down the stanchion rows

The cattle shake their walnut bows;
While, peering from his early perch
Upon the scaffold's pole of birch,

The cock his crested helmet bent

And down his querulous challenge sent.

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 wing&egrave;d snow:
And ere the early bed-time came

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

*x

O

As night drew on, and, from the crest

Of wooded knolls 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,
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;

While radiant with a mimic flame

Outside the sparkling drift became,

And through the bare-boughed lilac-tree
Our own warm hearth seemed blazing free.
The crane and pendent trammels showed,
The Turks' heads on the andirons glowed;
While childish fancy, prompt to tell

The meaning of the miracle,

Whispered the old rhyme: &quot;Under the tree,
When fire outdoors burns merrily,

There the witches are making tea.&quot;
The moon above the eastern wood

Shone at its full; the hill-range stood
Transfigured in the silver flood,

Its blown snows flashing cold and keen,
Dead white, save where some sharp ravine
Took shadow, or the somber green

Of hemlocks turned to pitchy black
Against the whiteness at their back.

For such a world and such a night

Most fitting that unwarming light,
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Which only seemed where'er it fell
To make the coldness visible.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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From Perugia

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE'S Letters from Italy.

THE tall, sallow guardsmen their horsetails have spread,
Flaming out in their violet, yellow, and red;

And behind go the lackeys in crimson and buff,

And the chamberlains gorgeous in velvet and ruff;

Next, in red-legged pomp, come the cardinals forth,

Each a lord of the church and a prince of the earth.
What's this squeak of the fife, and this batter of drum?

Lo! the Swiss of the Church from Perugia come;

The militant angels, whose sabres drive home

To the hearts of the malcontents, cursed and abhorred,
The good Father's missives, and 'Thus saith the Lord!'

And lend to his logic the point of the sword!

O maids of Etruria, gazing forlorn

O'er dark Thrasymenus, dishevelled and torn!

O fathers, who pluck at your gray beards for shame!

O mothers, struck dumb by a woe without name!

Well ye know how the Holy Church hireling behaves,

And his tender compassion of prisons and graves!

There they stand, the hired stabbers, the bloodstains yet fresh,
That splashed like red wine from the vintage of flesh;
Grim instruments, careless as pincers and rack

How the joints tear apart, and the strained sinews crack;
But the hate that glares on them is sharp as their swords,
And the sneer and the scowl print the air with fierce words!
Off with hats, down with knees, shout your vivas like mad!
Here's the Pope in his holiday righteousness clad,

From shorn crown to toe-nail, kiss-worn to the quick,

Of sainthood in purple the pattern and pick,

Who the réle of the priest and the soldier unites,

And, praying like Aaron, like Joshua fights!

Is this Pio Nono the gracious, for whom

We sang our hosannas and lighted all Rome;

With whose advent we dreamed the new era began

When the priest should be human, the monk be a man?
Ah, the wolf's with the sheep, and the fox with the fowl,
When freedom we trust to the crosier and cowl!

Stand aside, men of Rome! Here's a hangman-faced Swiss —
(A blessing for him surely can't go amiss) —

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 242



Would kneel down the sanctified slipper to kiss.

Short shrift will suffice him, —he's blest beyond doubt;
But there's blood on his hands which would scarcely wash out,
Though Peter himself held the baptismal spout!

Make way for the next! Here's another sweet son!
What's this mastiff-jawed rascal in epaulets done?

He did, whispers rumor, (its truth God forbid!)

At Perugia what Herod at Bethlehem did.

And the mothers? Don't name them! these humors of war
They who keep him in service must pardon him for.
Hist! here's the arch-knave in a cardinal's hat,

With the heart of a wolf, and the stealth of a cat

(As if Judas and Herod together were rolled),

Who keeps, all as one, the Pope's conscience and gold,
Mounts guard on the altar, and pilfers from thence,
And flatters St. Peter while stealing his pence!

Who doubts Antonelli? Have miracles ceased

When robbers say mass, and Barabbas is priest?

When the Church eats and drinks, at its mystical board,
The true flesh and blood carved and shed by its sword,
When its martyr, unsinged, claps the crown on his head,
And roasts, as his proxy, his neighbor instead!

There! the bells jow and jangle the same blessed way
That they did when they rang for Bartholomew's day.
Hark! the tallow-faced monsters, nor women nor boys,
Vex the air with a shrill, sexless horror of noise.

Te Deum laudamus! All round without stint

The incense-pot swings with a taint of blood in't!

And now for the blessing! Of little account,

You know, is the old one they heard on the Mount.

Its giver was landless, His raiment was poor,

No jewelled tiara His fishermen wore;

No incense, no lackeys, no riches, no home,

No Swiss guards! We order things better at Rome.

So bless us the strong hand, and curse us the weak;
Let Austria's vulture have food for her beak;

Let the wolf-whelp of Naples play Bomba again,

With his death-cap of silence, and halter, and chain;
Put reason, and justice, and truth under ban;

For the sin unforgiven is freedom for man!
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Funeral Tree Of The Sokokis

Around Sebago's lonely lake
There lingers not a breeze to break
The mirror which its waters make.

The solemn pines along its shore,
The firs which hang its gray rocks o'er,
Are painted on its glassy floor.

The sun looks o'er, with hazy eye,
The snowy mountain-tops which lie
Piled coldly up against the sky.

Dazzling and white! save where the bleak,
Wild winds have bared some splintering peak,
Or snow-slide left its dusky streak.

Yet green are Saco's banks below,
And belts of spruce and cedar show,
Dark fringing round those cones of snow.

The earth hath felt the breath of spring,
Though yet on her deliverer's wing
The lingering frosts of winter cling.

Fresh grasses fringe the meadow-brooks,
And mildly from its sunny nooks
The blue eye of the violet looks.

And odors from the springing grass,
The sweet birch and the sassafras,
Upon the scarce-felt breezes pass.

Her tokens of renewing care
Hath Nature scattered everywhere,
In bud and flower, and warmer air.

But in their hour of bitterness,

What reek the broken Sokokis,
Beside their slaughtered chief, of this?
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The turf's red stain is yet undried,
Scarce have the death-shot echoes died
Along Sebago's wooded side;

And silent now the hunters stand,
Grouped darkly, where a swell of land
Slopes upward from the lake's white sand.

Fire and the axe have swept it bare,
Save one lone beech, unclosing there
Its light leaves in the vernal air.

With grave, cold looks, all sternly mute,
They break the damp turf at its foot,
And bare its coiled and twisted root.

They heave the stubborn trunk aside,
The firm roots from the earth divide,--
The rent beneath yawns dark and wide.

And there the fallen chief is laid,
In tasselled garb of skins arrayed,
And girded with his wampum-braid.

The silver cross he loved is pressed
Beneath the heavy arms, which rest
Upon his scarred and naked breast.

'T is done: the roots are backward sent,
The beechen-tree stands up unbent,
The Indian's fitting monument!

When of that sleeper's broken race

Their green and pleasant dwelling-place,
Which knew them once, retains no trace;
Oh, long may sunset's light be shed

As now upon that beech's head,

A green memorial of the dead!

There shall his fitting requiem be,
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In northern winds, that, cold and free,
Howl nightly in that funeral tree.

To their wild wail the waves which break
Forever round that lonely lake
A solemn undertone shall make!

And who shall deem the spot unblest,
Where Nature's younger children rest,
Lulled on their sorrowing mother's breast?

Deem ye that mother loveth less
These bronzed forms of the wilderness
She foldeth in her long caress?

As sweet o'er them her wild-flowers blow,
As if with fairer hair and brow
The blue-eyed Saxon slept below.

What though the places of their rest
No priestly knee hath ever pressed,--
No funeral rite nor prayer hath blessed?

What though the bigot's ban be there,
And thoughts of wailing and despair,
And cursing in the place of prayer.

Yet Heaven hath angels watching round
The Indian's lowliest forest-mound,--
And they have made it holy ground.

There ceases man's frail judgment; all
His powerless bolts of cursing fall
Unheeded on that grassy pall.

O peeled and hunted and reviled,
Sleep on, dark tenant of the wild!
Great Nature owns her simple child!

And Nature's God, to whom alone

The secret of the heart is known,--
The hidden language traced thereon;
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Who from its many cumberings
Of form and creed, and outward things,
To light the naked spirit brings;

Not with our partial eye shall scan,
Not with our pride and scorn shall ban,

The spirit of our brother man!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Garden

O painter of the fruits and flowers,
We own wise design,

Where these human hands of ours
May share work of Thine!

Apart from Thee we plant in vain
The root and sow the seed;

Thy early and Thy later rain,
Thy sun and dew we need.

Our toil is sweet with thankfulness,
Our burden is our boon;

The curse of Earth's gray morning is
The blessing of its noon.

Why search the wide world everywhere
For Eden's unknown ground?

That garden of the primal pair

May nevermore be found.

But, blest by Thee, our patient toil
May right the ancient wrong,

And give to every clime and soil
The beauty lost so long.

Our homestead flowers and fruited trees
May Eden's orchard shame;

We taste the tempting sweets of these
Like Eve, without her blame.

And, North and South and East and West,
The pride of every zone,

The fairest, rarest, and the best

May all be made our own.

Its earliest shrines the young world sought
In hill-groves and in bowers,

The fittest offerings thither brought

Were Thy own fruits and flowers.
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And still with reverent hands we cull
Thy gifts each year renewed;

The good is always beautiful,

The beautiful is good.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Garibaldi

In trance and dream of old, God's prophet saw
The casting down of thrones. Thou, watching lone
The hot Sardinian coast-line, hazy-hilled,

Where, fringing round Caprera's rocky zone

With foam, the slow waves gather and withdraw,
Behold'st the vision of the seer fulfilled,

And hear'st the sea-winds burdened with a sound
Of falling chains, as, one by one, unbound,

The nations lift their right hands up and swear
Their oath of freedom. From the chalk-white wall
Of England, from the black Carpathian range,
Along the Danube and the Theiss, through all
The passes of the Spanish Pyrenees,

And from the Seine's thronged banks, a murmur strange
And glad floats to thee o'er thy summer seas

On the salt wind that stirs thy whitening hair,--
The song of freedom's bloodless victories!
Rejoice, O Garibaldi! Though thy sword

Failed at Rome's gates, and blood seemed vainly poured
Where, in Christ's name, the crowned infidel

Of France wrought murder with the arms of hell
On that sad mountain slope whose ghostly dead,
Unmindful of the gray exorcist's ban,

Walk, unappeased, the chambered Vatican,

And draw the curtains of Napoleon's bed!

God's providence is not blind, but, full of eyes,

It searches all the refuges of lies;

And in His time and way, the accursed things
Before whose evil feet thy battle-gage

Has clashed defiance from hot youth to age

Shall perish. All men shall be priests and kings,
One royal brotherhood, one church made free

By love, which is the law of liberty

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Garrison

THE storm and peril overpast,

The hounding hatred shamed and still,
Go, soul of freedom! take at last

The place which thou alone canst fill.
Confirm the lesson taught of old —
Life saved for self is lost, while they
Who lose it in His service hold

The lease of God's eternal day.

Not for thyself, but for the slave

Thy words of thunder shook the world;
No selfish griefs or hatred gave

The strength wherewith thy bolts were hurled.
From lips that Sinai's trumpet blew
We heard a tender under song;

Thy very wrath from pity grew,

From love of man thy hate of wrong.
Now past and present are as one;

The life below is life above;

Thy mortal years have but begun

Thy immortality of love.

With somewhat of thy lofty faith

We lay thy outworn garment by,

Give death but what belongs to death,
And life the life that cannot die!

Not for a soul like thine the calm

Of selfish ease and joys of sense;

But duty, more than crown or palm,
Its own exceeding recompense.

Go up and on! thy day well done,

Its morning promise well fulfilled,
Arise to triumphs yet unwon,

To holier tasks that God has willed.
Go, leave behind thee all that mars
The work below of man for man;

With the white legions of the stars

Do service such as angels can.
Wherever wrong shall right deny

Or suffering spirits urge their plea,

Be thine a voice to smite the lig,
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A hand to set the captive free!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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George L. Stearns

He has done the work of a true man,--
Crown him, honor him, love him.
Weep, over him, tears of woman,
Stoop manliest brows above him!

O dusky mothers and daughters,

Vigils of mourning keep for him!

Up in the mountains, and down by the waters,
Lift up your voices and weep for him,

For the warmest of hearts is frozen,
The freest of hands is still;

And the gap in our picked and chosen
The long years may not fill.

No duty could overtask him,
No need his will outrun;

Or ever our lips could ask him,
His hands the work had done.

He forgot his own soul for others,

Himself to his neighbor lending;

He found the Lord in his suffering brothers,
And not in the clouds descending.

So the bed was sweet to die on,
Whence he saw the doors wide swung
Against whose bolted iron

The strength of his life was flung.

And he saw ere his eye was darkened
The sheaves of the harvest-bringing,
And knew while his ear yet hearkened
The voice of the reapers singing.

Ah, welll The world is discreet;
There are plenty to pause and wait;
But here was a man who set his feet
Sometimes in advance of fate;
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Plucked off the old bark when the inner
Was slow to renew it,

And put to the Lord's work the sinner
When saints failed to do it.

Never rode to the wrong's redressing
A worthier paladin.
Shall he not hear the blessing,

'Good and faithful, enter in!"

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Giving And Taking

Who gives and hides the giving hand,
Nor counts on favor, fame, or praise,
Shall find his smallest gift outweighs
The burden of the sea and land.

Who gives to whom hath naught been given,
His gift in need, though small indeed

As is the grass-blade's wind-blown seed,

Is large as earth and rich as heaven.

Forget it not, O man, to whom

A gift shall fall, while yet on earth;
Yea, even to thy seven-fold birth
Recall it in the lives to come.

Who broods above a wrong in thought
Sins much; but greater sin is his

Who, fed and clothed with kindnesses,
Shall count the holy alms as nought.

Who dares to curse the hands that bless
Shall know of sin the deadliest cost;
The patience of the heavens is lost
Beholding man's unthankfulness.

For he who breaks all laws may still
In Sivam's mercy be forgiven;
But none can save, in earth or heaven,

The wretch who answers good with ill.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Godspeed

Outbound, your bark awaits you. Were I one
Whose prayer availeth much, my wish should be
Your favoring trad-wind and consenting sea.

By sail or steed was never love outrun,

And, here or there, love follows her in whom

All graces and sweet charities unite,

The old Greek beauty set in holier light;

And her for whom New England's byways bloom,
Who walks among us welcome as the Spring,
Calling up blossoms where her light feet stray.
God keep you both, make beautiful your way,
Comfort, console, and bless; and safely bring,
Ere yet I make upon a vaster sea

The unreturning voyage, my friends to me.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Gone

Another hand is beckoning us,
Another call is given;

And glows once more with Angel-steps
The path which reaches Heaven.

Our young and gentle friend, whose smile
Made brighter summer hours,

Amid the frosts of autumn time

Has left us with the flowers.

No paling of the cheek of bloom
Forewarned us of decay;

No shadow from the Silent Land
Fell round our sister's way.

The light of her young life went down,
As sinks behind the hill

The glory of a setting star,

Clear, suddenly, and still.

As pure and sweet, her fair brow seemed
Eternal as the sky;

And like the brook's low song, her voice,--
A sound which could not die.

And half we deemed she needed not
The changing of her sphere,

To give to Heaven a Shining One,
Who walked an Angel here.

The blessing of her quiet life

Fell on us like the dew;

And good thoughts where her footsteps pressed
Like fairy blossoms grew.

Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds
Were in her very look;

We read her face, as one who reads
A true and holy book,
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The measure of a blessed hymn,
To which our hearts could move;
The breathing of an inward psalm,
A canticle of love.

We miss her in the place of prayer,
And by the hearth-fire's light;

We pause beside her door to hear
Once more her sweet 'Good-night!"

There seems a shadow on the day,
Her smile no longer cheers;

A dimness on the stars of night,
Like eyes that look through tears.

Alone unto our Father's will

One thought hath reconciled;

That He whose love exceedeth ours
Hath taken home His child.

Fold her, O Father! in Thine arms,
And let her henceforth be

A messenger of love between

Our human hearts and Thee.

Still let her mild rebuking stand
Between us and the wrong,

And her dear memory serve to make
Our faith in Goodness strong.

And grant that she who, trembling, here
Distrusted all her powers,
May welcome to her holier home

The well-beloved of ours.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Greeting

I spread a scanty board too late;

The old-time guests for whom I wait
Come few and slow, methinks, to-day.
Ah! who could hear my messages
Across the dim unsounded seas

On which so many have sailed away!

Come, then, old friends, who linger yet,
And let us meet, as we have met,

Once more beneath this low sunshine;
And grateful for the good we 've known,
The riddles solved, the ills outgrown,
Shake bands upon the border line.

The favor, asked too oft before,
From your indulgent ears, once more
I crave, and, if belated lays

To slower, feebler measures move,
The silent, sympathy of love

To me is dearer now than praise.

And ye, O younger friends, for whom

My hearth and heart keep open room,
Come smiling through the shadows long,
Be with me while the sun goes down,
And with your cheerful voices drown
The minor of my even-song.

For, equal through the day and night,
The wise Eternal oversight

And love and power and righteous will
Remain: the law of destiny

The best for each and all must be,
And life its promise shall fulfil.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hampton Beach

THE SUNLIGHT glitters keen and bright,

Where, miles away,

Lies stretching to my dazzled sight

A luminous belt, a misty light,

Beyond the dark pine bluffs and wastes of sandy gray.
The tremulous shadow of the Sea!

Against its ground

Of silvery light, rock, hill, and tree,

Still as a picture, clear and free,

With varying outline mark the coast for miles around.

On—on—we tread with loose-flung rein

Our seaward way,

Through dark-green fields and blossoming grain,
Where the wild brier-rose skirts the lane,

And bends above our heads the flowering locust spray.

Ha! like a kind hand on my brow

Comes this fresh breeze,

Cooling its dull and feverish glow,

While through my being seems to flow

The breath of a new life, the healing of the seas!

Now rest we, where this grassy mound

His feet hath set

In the great waters, which have bound

His granite ankles greenly round

With long and tangled moss, and weeds with cool spray wet.

Good-by to Pain and Care! I take

Mine ease to-day

Here where these sunny waters break,

And ripples this keen breeze, I shake

All burdens from the heart, all weary thoughts away.

I draw a freer breath, I seem

Like all I see—

Waves in the sun—the white-winged gleam—
Of sea-birds in the slanting beam—

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 261



And far-off sails which flit before the south-wind free.

So when Time’s veil shall fall asunder,

The soul may know

No fearful change, nor sudden wonder,

Nor sink the weight of mystery under,

But with the upward rise, and with the vastness grow.

And all we shrink from now may seem

No new revealing;

Familiar as our childhood’s stream,

Or pleasant memory of a dream

The loved and cherished Past upon the new life stealing.

Serene and mild the untried light

May have its dawning;

And, as in summer’s northern night

The evening and the dawn unite,

The sunset hues of Time blend with the soul’s hew morning.

I sit alone; in foam and spray

Wave after wave

Breaks on the rocks which, stern and gray,

Shoulder the broken tide away,

Or murmurs hoarse and strong through mossy cleft and cave.

What heed I of the dusty land

And noisy town?

I see the mighty deep expand

From its white line of glimmering sand

To where the blue of heaven on bluer waves shuts down!

In listless quietude of mind,

I yield to all

The change of cloud and wave and wind

And passive on the flood reclined,

I wander with the waves, and with them rise and fall.

But look, thou dreamer! —wave and shore
In shadow lie;

The night-wind warns me back once more
To where, my native hill-tops o’er,
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Bends like an arch of fire the glowing sunset sky.

So then, beach, bluff, and wave, farewell!

I bear with me

No token stone nor glittering shell,

But long and oft shall Memory tell

Of this brief thoughtful hour of musing by the Sea.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Haverhill

1640-1890.

O river winding to the sea!

We call the old time back to thee;
From forest paths and water-ways
The century-woven veil we raise.

The voices of to-day are dumb,
Unheard its sounds that go and come;
We listen, through long-lapsing years,
To footsteps of the pioneers.

Gone steepled town and cultured plain,
The wilderness returns again,

The drear, untrodden solitude,

The gloom and mystery of the wood!

Once more the bear and panther prowl,
The wolf repeats his hungry howl,

And, peering through his leafy screen,
The Indian's copper face is seen.

We see, their rude-built huts beside,
Grave men and women anxious-eyed,
And wistful youth remembering still
Dear homes in England's Haverhill.

We summon forth to mortal view

Dark Passaquo and Saggahew,--

Wild chiefs, who owned the mighty sway
Of wizard Passaconaway.

Weird memories of the border town,
By old tradition handed down,

In chance and change before us pass
Like pictures in a magic glass,--

The terrors of the midnight raid,
The-death-concealing ambuscade,
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The winter march, through deserts wild,
Of captive mother, wife, and child.

Ah! bleeding hands alone subdued
And tamed the savage habitude

Of forests hiding beasts of prey,

And human shapes as fierce as they.

Slow from the plough the woods withdrew,
Slowly each year the corn-lands grew;

Nor fire, nor frost, nor foe could Kkill

The Saxon energy of will.

And never in the hamlet's bound
Was lack of sturdy manhood found,
And never failed the kindred good
Of brave and helpful womanhood.

That hamlet now a city is,

Its log-built huts are palaces;

The wood-path of the settler's cow
Is Traffic's crowded highway now.

And far and wide it stretches still,
Along its southward sloping hill,
And overlooks on either hand

A rich and many-watered land.

And, gladdening all the landscape, fair
As Pison was to Eden's pair,

Our river to its valley brings

The blessing of its mountain springs.

And Nature holds with narrowing space,
From mart and crowd, her old-time grace,
And guards with fondly jealous arms

The wild growths of outlying farms.

Her sunsets on Kenoza fall,

Her autumn leaves by Saltonstall;
No lavished gold can richer make
Her opulence of hill and lake.
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Wise was the choice which led out sires
To kindle here their household fires,
And share the large content of all
Whose lines in pleasant places fall.

More dear, as years on years advance,
We prize the old inheritance,

And feel, as far and wide we roam,
That all we seek we leave at home.

Our palms are pines, our oranges
Are apples on our orchard trees;
Our thrushes are our nightingales,
Our larks the blackbirds of our vales.

No incense which the Orient burns
Is sweeter than our hillside ferns;
What tropic splendor can outvie
Our autumn woods, our sunset sky?

If, where the slow years came and went,
And left not affluence, but content,

Now flashes in our dazzled eyes

The electric light of enterprise;

And if the old idyllic ease

Seems lost in keen activities,

And crowded workshops now replace

The hearth's and farm-field's rustic grace;

No dull, mechanic round of toil

Life's morning charm can quite despoil;
And youth and beauty, hand in hand,
Will always find enchanted land.

No task is ill where hand and brain
And skill and strength have equal gain,
And each shall each in honor hold,
And simple manhood outweigh gold.
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Earth shall be near to Heaven when all
That severs man from man shall fall,
For, here or there, salvation's plan
Alone is love of God and man.

O dwellers by the Merrimac,

The heirs of centuries at your back,
Still reaping where you have not sown,
A broader field is now your own.

Hold fast your Puritan heritage,

But let the free thought of the age
Its light and hope and sweetness add
To the stern faith the fathers had.

Adrift on Time's returnless tide,

As waves that follow waves, we glide.
God grant we leave upon the shore
Some waif of good it lacked before;

Some seed, or flower, or plant of worth,
Some added beauty to the earth;

Some larger hope, some thought to make
The sad world happier for its sake.

As tenants of uncertain stay,
So may we live our little day
That only grateful hearts shall fill
The homes we leave in Haverhill.

The singer of a farewell rhyme,
Upon whose outmost verge of time
The shades of night are falling down,

I pray, God bless the good old town!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hazel Blossoms

THE SUMMER warmth has left the sky,
The summer songs have died away;
And, withered, in the footpaths lie
The fallen leaves, but yesterday

With ruby and with topaz gay.

The grass is browning on the hills;

No pale, belated flowers recall

The astral fringes of the rills,

And drearily the dead vines fall,
Frost-blackened, from the roadside wall.

Yet through the gray and sombre wood,
Against the dusk of fir and pine,

Last of their floral sisterhood,

The hazel’s yellow blossoms shine,

The tawny gold of Afric’s mine!

Small beauty hath my unsung flower,
For spring to own or summer hail;
But, in the season’s saddest hour,

To skies that weep and winds that wail
Its glad surprisals never fail.

O days grown cold! O life grown old
No rose of June may bloom again;
But, like the hazel’s twisted gold,
Through early frost and latter rain
Shall hints of summer-time remain.

And as within the hazel’s bough

A gift of mystic virtue dwells,

That points to golden ores below,

And in dry desert places tells

Where flow unseen the cool, sweet wells,

So, in the wise Diviner’s hand,

Be mine the hazel’s grateful part
To feel, beneath a thirsty land,
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The living waters thrill and start,
The beating of the rivulet’s heart!

Sufficeth me the gift to light

With latest bloom the dark, cold days;
To call some hidden spring to sight
That, in these dry and dusty ways,
Shall sing its pleasant song of praise.

O Love! the hazel-wand may fail,
But thou canst lend the surer spell,
That, passing over Baca’s vale,
Repeats the old-time miracle,

And makes the desert-land a well.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Help

Dream not, O Soul, that easy is the task

Thus set before thee. If it proves at length,

As well it may, beyond thy natural strength,
Faint not, despair not. As a child may ask

A father, pray the Everlasting Good

For light and guidance midst the subtle snares
Of sin thick planted in life's thoroughfares,
For spiritual strength and moral hardihood;
Still listening, through the noise of time and sense,
To the still whisper of the Inward Word;

Bitter in blame, sweet in approval heard,
Itself its own confirming evidence

To health of soul a voice to cheer and please,
To guilt the wrath of the Eumenides.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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How Mary Grew

With wisdom far beyond her years,
And graver than her wondering peers,
So strong, so mild, combining still
The tender heart and queenly will,

To conscience and to duty true,

So, up from childhood, Mary Grew!

Then in her gracious womanhood

She gave her days to doing good.

She dared the scornful laugh of men,
The hounding mob, the slanderer's pen.
She did the work she found to do,--

A Christian heroine, Mary Grew!

The freed slave thanks her; blessing comes
To her from women's weary homes;

The wronged and erring find in her

Their censor mild and comforter.

The world were safe if but a few

Could grow in grace as Mary Grew!

So, New Year's Eve, I sit and say,

By this low wood-fire, ashen gray;
Just wishing, as the night shuts down,
That I could hear in Boston town,

In pleasant Chestnut Avenue,

From her own lips, how Mary Grew!

And hear her graceful hostess tell
The silver-voiced oracle

Who lately through her parlors spoke
As through Dodona's sacred oak,

A wiser truth than any told

By Sappho's lips of ruddy gold,--
The way to make the world anew,

Is just to grow--as Mary Grew

John Greenleaf Whittier
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How The Robin Came

AN ALGONQUIN LEGEND.

HAPPY young friends, sit by me,
Under May's blown apple-tree,
While these home-birds in and out
Through the blossoms flit about.
Hear a story, strange and old,

By the wild red Indians told,

How the robin came to be:

Once a great chief left his son,--
Well-beloved, his only one,--

When the boy was well-nigh grown,
In the trial-lodge alone.

Left for tortures long and slow
Youths like him must undergo,
Who their pride of manhood test,
Lacking water, food, and rest.

Seven days the fast he kept,

Seven nights he never slept.

Then the young boy, wrung with pain,
Weak from nature's overstrain,
Faltering, moaned a low complaint
'Spare me, father, for I faint!

But the chieftain, haughty-eyed,

Hid his pity in his pride.

'You shall be a hunter good,
Knowing never lack of food;

You shall be a warrior great,

Wise as fox and strong as bear;
Many scalps your belt shall wear,

If with patient heart you wait
Bravely till your task is done.

Better you should starving die

Than that boy and squaw should cry
Shame upon your father's son!"

When next morn the sun's first rays
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Glistened on the hemlock sprays,

Straight that lodge the old chief sought,
And boiled sainp and moose meat brought.
'Rise and eat, my son!' he said.

Lo, he found the poor boy dead!

As with grief his grave they made,
And his bow beside him laid,

Pipe, and knife, and wampum-braid,
On the lodge-top overhead,
Preening smooth its breast of red
And the brown coat that it wore,
Sat a bird, unknown before.

And as if with human tongue,
'Mourn me not,' it said, or sung;

', a bird, am still your son,
Happier than if hunter fleet,

Or a brave, before your feet

Laying scalps in battle won.

Friend of man, my song shall cheer
Lodge and corn-land; hovering near,
To each wigwam I shall bring
Tidings of the corning spring;

Every child my voice shall know

In the moon of melting snow,
When the maple's red bud swells,
And the wind-flower lifts its bells.
As their fond companion

Men shall henceforth own your son,
And my song shall testify

That of human kin am I."

Thus the Indian legend saith

How, at first, the robin came

With a sweeter life from death,
Bird for boy, and still the same.

If my young friends doubt that this
Is the robin's genesis,

Not in vain is still the myth

If a truth be found therewith

Unto gentleness belong

Gifts unknown to pride and wrong;
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Happier far than hate is praise,--
He who sings than he who slays.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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How The Women Went From Dover

THE tossing spray of Cocheco's fall

Hardened to ice on its rocky wall,

As through Dover town in the chill, gray dawn,
Three women passed, at the cart-tail drawn!

Bared to the waist, for the north wind's grip
And keener sting of the constable's whip,
The blood that followed each hissing blow
Froze as it sprinkled the winter snow.

Priest and ruler, boy and maid

Followed the dismal cavalcade;

And from door and window, open thrown,
Looked and wondered gaffer and crone.

'God is our witness,' the victims cried,
We suffer for Him who for all men died;
The wrong ye do has been done before,
We bear the stripes that the Master bore!

And thou, O Richard Waldron, for whom
We hear the feet of a coming doom,

On thy cruel heart and thy hand of wrong
Vengeance is sure, though it tarry long.

'In the light of the Lord, a flame we see
Climb and kindle a proud roof-tree;
And beneath it an old man lying dead,
With stains of blood on his hoary head.'

'Smite, Goodman Hate-Evil'--harder still!'
The magistrate cried, 'lay on with a will!
Drive out of their bodies the Father of Lies,
Who through them preaches and prophesies!’

So into the forest they held their way,
By winding river and frost-rimmed bay,
Over wind-swept hills that felt the beat
Of the winter sea at their icy feet.
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The Indian hunter, searching his traps,
Peered stealthily through the forest gaps;
And the outlying settler shook his head,--
'They're witches going to jail,' he said.

At last a meeting-house came in view;

A blast on his horn the constable blew;

And the boys of Hampton cried up and down,
'The Quakers have come!' to the wondering town.

From barn and woodpile the goodman came;
The goodwife quitted her quilting frame,

With her child at her breast; and, hobbling slow,
The grandam followed to see the show.

Once more the torturing whip was swung,

Once more keen lashes the bare flesh stung.

'Oh, spare! they are bleeding!" a little maid cried,
And covered her face the sight to hide.

A murmur ran round the crowd: 'Good folks,'
Quoth the constable, busy counting the strokes,
'No pity to wretches like these is due,

They have beaten the gospel black and blue!"

Then a pallid woman, in wild-eyed fear,
With her wooden noggin of milk drew near.
'Drink, poor hearts!" a rude hand smote
Her draught away from a parching throat.

'Take heed,' one whispered, 'they'll take your cow
For fines, as they took your horse and plough,
And the bed from under you.' 'Even so,’

She said; 'they are cruel as death, I know.'

Then on they passed, in the waning day,
Through Seabrook woods, a weariful way;
By great salt meadows and sand-hills bare,

And glimpses of blue sea here and there.

By the meeting-house in Salisbury town,
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The sufferers stood, in the red sundown,
Bare for the lash! O pitying Night,
Drop swift thy curtain and hide the sight.

With shame in his eye and wrath on his lip
The Salisbury constable dropped his whip.
'This warrant means murder foul and red;
Cursed is he who serves it,' he said.

'Show me the order, and meanwhile strike
A blow at your peril!" said Justice Pike.

Of all the rulers the land possessed,
Wisest and boldest was he and best.

He scoffed at witchcraft; the priest he met
As man meets man; his feet he set

Beyond his dark age, standing upright,
Soul-free, with his face to the morning light.

He read the warrant: 'These convey

From our precincts; at every town on the way
Give each ten lashes.' 'God judge the brute!

I tread his order under my foot!

'Cut loose these poor ones and let them go;
Come what will of it, all men shall know

No warrant is good, though backed by the Crown,
For whipping women in Salisbury town!"

The hearts of the villagers, half released
From creed of terror and rule of priest,
By a primal instinct owned the right

Of human pity in law's despite.

For ruth and chivalry only slept,
His Saxon manhood the yeoman kept;
Quicker or slower, the same blood ran
In the Cavalier and the Puritan.

The Quakers sank on their knees in praise

And thanks. A last, low sunset blaze
Flashed out from under a cloud, and shed

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 277



A golden glory on each bowed head.

The tale is one of an evil time,

When souls were fettered and thought was crime,
And heresy's whisper above its breath

Meant shameful scourging and bonds and death!

What marvel, that hunted and sorely tried,
Even woman rebuked and prophesied,
And soft words rarely answered back

The grim persuasion of whip and rack.

If her cry from the whipping-post and jail
Pierced sharp as the Kenite's driven nail,
O woman, at ease in these happier days,
Forbear to judge of thy sister's ways!

How much thy beautiful life may owe
To her faith and courage thou canst not know,
Nor how from the paths of thy calm retreat

She smoothed the thorns with her bleeding feet.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Howard At Atlanta

RIGHT in the track where Sherman
Ploughed his red furrow,

Out of the narrow cabin,

Up from the cellar's burrow,
Gathered the little black people,
With freedom newly dowered,
Where, beside their Northern teacher,
Stood the soldier, Howard.

He listened and heard the children
Of the poor and long-enslavéd
Reading the words of Jesus,
Singing the songs of David.

Behold! —the dumb lips speaking,
The blind eyes seeing!

Bones of the Prophet's vision
Warmed into being!

Transformed he saw them passing
Their new life's portal!

Almost it seemed the mortal

Put on the immortal.

No more with the beasts of burden,
No more with stone and clod,

But crowned with glory and honor
In the image of God!

There was the human chattel

Its manhood taking;

There, in each dark, brown statue,
A soul was waking!

The man of many battles,

With tears his eyelids pressing,
Stretched over those dusky foreheads
His one-armed blessing.

And he said: 'Who hears can never
Fear for or doubt you;

What shall I tell the children

Up North about you?"

Then ran round a whisper, a murmur,
Some answer devising;

And a little boy stood up: 'General,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 279



Tell'em we're rising!'

O black boy of Atlanta!

But half was spoken:

The slave's chain and the master's
Alike are broken.

The one curse of the races

Held both in tether:

They are rising, — all are rising,
The black and white together!

O brave men and fair women!

Ill comes of hate and scorning:
Shall the dark faces only

Be turned to morning? —

Make Time your sole avenger,
All-healing, all-redressing;

Meet Fate half-way, and make it
A joy and blessing!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn For The Celebration Of Emancipation At
Newburyport

NOT unto us who did but seek

The word that burned within to speak,
Not unto us this day belong

The triumph and exultant song.

Upon us fell in early youth

The burden of unwelcome truth,

And left us, weak and frail and few,
The censor's painful work to do.
Thenceforth our life a fight became,
The air we breathed was hot with blame;
For not with gauged and softened tone
We made the bondman's cause our own.
We bore, as Freedom's hope forlorn,
The private hate, the public scorn;

Yet held through all the paths we trod
Our faith in man and trust in God.

We prayed and hoped; but still, with awe,
The coming of the sword we saw;

We heard the nearing steps of doom,
We saw the shade of things to come.

In grief which they alone can feel

Who from a mother's wrong appeal,
With blended lines of fear and hope

We cast our country's horoscope.

For still within her house of life

We marked the lurid sign of strife,

And, poisoning and imbittering all,

We saw the star of Wormwood fall.
Deep as our love for her became

Our hate of all that wrought her shame,
And if, thereby, with tongue and pen
We erred, — we were but mortal men.
We hoped for peace; our eyes survey
The blood-red dawn of Freedom's day:
We prayed for love to loose the chain;
'T is shorn by battle's axe in twain!

Nor skill nor strength nor zeal of ours
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Has mined and heaved the hostile towers;
Not by our hands is turned the key
That sets the sighing captives free.
A redder sea than Egypt's wave

Is piled and parted for the slave;
A darker cloud moves on in light;
A fiercer fire is guide by night!

The praise, O Lord! is Thine alone,
In Thy own way Thy work is done!
Our poor gifts at Thy feet we cast,
To whom be glory, first and last!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn For The House Of Worship At Georgetown,
Erected In Memory Of A Mother

Thou dwellest not, O Lord of all

In temples which thy children raise;
Our work to thine is mean and small,
And brief to thy eternal days.

Forgive the weakness and the pride,
If marred thereby our gift may be,
For love, at least, has sanctified
The altar that we rear to thee.

The heart and not the hand has wrought
From sunken base to tower above

The image of a tender thought,

The memory of a deathless love!

And though should never sound of speech
Or organ echo from its wall,

Its stones would pious lessons teach,

Its shade in benedictions fall.

Here should the dove of peace be found,
And blessings and not curses given;

Nor strife profane, nor hatred wound,
The mingled loves of earth and heaven.

Thou, who didst soothe with dying breath
The dear one watching by Thy cross,
Forgetful of the pains of death

In sorrow for her mighty loss,

In memory of that tender claim,
O Mother-born, the offering take,
And make it worthy of Thy name,

And bless it for a mother's sake!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn For The Opening Of Plymouth Church, St. Paul,
Minnesota

All things are Thine: no gift have we,
Lord of all gifts, to offer Thee;

And hence with grateful hearts to-day,
Thy own before Thy feet we lay.

Thy will was in the builders' thought;

Thy hand unseen amidst us wrought;
Through mortal motive, scheme and plan,
Thy wise eternal purpose ran.

No lack Thy perfect fulness knew;

For human needs and longings grew
This house of prayer, this home of rest,
In the fair garden of the West.

In weakness and in want we call
On Thee for whom the heavens are small;
Thy glory is Thy children's good,
Thy joy Thy tender Fatherhood.

O Father! deign these walls to bless,
Fill with Thy love their emptiness,
And let their door a gateway be

To lead us from ourselves to Thee!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn For The Opening Of Thomas Starr King’s House
Of Worship, 1864

Amidst these glorious works of Thine,
The solemn minarets of the pine,
And awful Shasta's icy shrine,--

Where swell Thy hymns from wave and gale,
And organ-thunders never fail,
Behind the cataract's silver veil,

Our puny walls to Thee we raise,
Our poor reed-music sounds Thy praise:
Forgive, O Lord, our childish ways!

For, kneeling on these altar-stairs,
We urge Thee not with selfish prayers,
Nor murmur at our daily cares.

Before Thee, in an evil day,
Our country's bleeding heart we lay,
And dare not ask Thy hand to stay;

But, through the war-cloud, pray to Thee
For union, but a union free,
With peace that comes of purity!

That Thou wilt bare Thy arm to, save
And, smiting through this Red Sea wave,
Make broad a pathway for the slave!

For us, confessing all our need,

We trust nor rite nor word nor deed,
Nor yet the broken staff of creed.
Assured alone that Thou art good
To each, as to the multitude,

Eternal Love and Fatherhood,--

Weak, sinful, blind, to Thee we kneael,
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Stretch dumbly forth our hands, and feel
Our weakness is our strong appeal.

So, by these Western gates of Even
We wait to see with Thy forgiven
The opening Golden Gate of Heaven!

Suffice it now. In time to be
Shall holier altars rise to Thee,--
Thy Church our broad humanity

White flowers of love its walls shall climb,
Soft bells of peace shall ring its chime,
Its days shall all be holy time.

A sweeter song shall then be heard,--
The music of the world's accord
Confessing Christ, the Inward Word!

That song shall swell from shore to shore,
One hope, one faith, one love, restore

The seamless robe that Jesus wore.

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 286



Hymn I

O THOU, whose presence went before
Our fathers in their weary way,

As with Thy chosen moved of yore

The fire by night, the cloud by day!
When from each temple of the free,

A nation's song ascends to Heaven,
Most Holy Father! unto Thee

May not our humble prayer be given?
Thy children all, though hue and form
Are varied in Thine own good will,

With Thy own holy breathings warm,
And fashioned in Thine image still.

We thank Thee, Father! hill and plain
Around us wave their fruits once more,
And clustered vine, and blossomed grain,
Are bending round each cottage door.
And peace is here; and hope and love
Are round us as a mantle thrown,

And unto Thee, supreme above,

The knee of prayer is bowed alone.
But oh, for those this day can bring,
As unto us, no joyful thrill;

For those who, under Freedom's wing,
Are bound in Slavery's fetters still:

For those to whom Thy written word
Of light and love is never given;

For those whose ears have never heard
The promise and the hope of heaven!
For broken heart, and clouded mind,
Whereon no human mercies fall;

Oh, be Thy gracious love inclined,
Who, as a Father, pitiest all!

And grant, O Father! that the time

Of Earth's deliverance may be near,
When every land and tongue and clime
The message of Thy love shall hear;
When, smitten as with fire from heaven,
The captive's chain shall sink in dust,
And to his fettered soul be given
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The glorious freedom of the just!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn Ii

O HOLY FATHER! just and true

Are all Thy works and words and ways,
And unto Thee alone are due
Thanksgiving and eternal praise!

As children of Thy gracious care,

We veil the eye, we bend the knee,
With broken words of praise and prayer,
Father and God, we come to Thee.

For Thou hast heard, O God of Right,
The sighing of the island slave;

And stretched for him the arm of might,
Not shortened that it could not save.
The laborer sits beneath his vine,

The shackled soul and hand are free;
Thanksgiving! for the work is Thine!
Praise! for the blessing is of Thee!

And oh, we feel Thy presence here,

Thy awful arm in judgment bare!

Thine eye hath seen the bondman's tear;
Thine ear hath heard the bondman's prayer.
Praise! for the pride of man is low,

The counsels of the wise are naught,
The fountains of repentance flow;

What hath our God in mercy wrought?
Speed on Thy work, Lord God of Hosts!
And when the bondman's chain is riven,
And swells from all our guilty coasts
The anthem of the free to Heaven,

Oh, not to those whom Thou hast led,
As with Thy cloud and fire before,

But. unto Thee, in fear and dread,

Be praise and glory evermore.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn Of The Children

Thine are all the gifts, O God!
Thine the broken bread;

Let the naked feet be shod,
And the starving fed.

Let Thy children, by Thy grace,
Give as they abound,

Till the poor have breathing-space,
And the lost are found.

Wiser than the miser's hoards
Is the giver's choice;

Sweeter than the song of birds
Is the thankful voice.

Welcome smiles on faces sad
As the flowers of spring;
Let the tender hearts be glad
With the joy they bring.

Happier for their pity's sake
Make their sports and plays,
And from lips of childhood take
Thy perfected praise!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn Of The Dunkers

KLOSTER KEDAR, EPHRATA, PENNSYLVANIA (1738)
SISTER MARIA CHRISTINA sings

Wake, sisters, wake! the day-star shines;
Above Ephrata's eastern pines

The dawn is breaking, cool and calm.
Wake, sisters, wake to prayer and psalm!

Praised be the Lord for shade and light,
For toil by day, for rest by night!

Praised be His name who deigns to bless
Our Kedar of the wilderness!

Our refuge when the spoiler's hand
Was heavy on our native land;
And freedom, to her children due,
The wolf and vulture only knew.

We praised Him when to prison led,

We owned Him when the stake blazed red;
We knew, whatever might befall,

His love and power were over all.

He heard our prayers; with outstretched arm
He led us forth from cruel harm;

Still, wheresoe'er our steps were bent,

His cloud and fire before us went!

The watch of faith and prayer He set,
We kept it then, we keep it yet.

At midnight, crow of cock, or noon,
He cometh sure, He cometh soon.

He comes to chasten, not destroy,
To purge the earth from sin's alloy.
At last, at last shall all confess

His mercy as His righteousness.
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The dead shall live, the sick be whole,
The scarlet sin be white as wool;

No discord mar below, above,

The music of eternal love!

Sound, welcome trump, the last alarm!
Lord God of hosts, make bare thine arm,
Fulfil this day our long desire,

Make sweet and clean the world with fire!

Sweep, flaming besom, sweep from sight
The lies of time; be swift to smite,

Sharp sword of God, all idols down,
Genevan creed and Roman crown.

Quake, earth, through all thy zones, till all
The fanes of pride and priesteraft fall;
And lift thou up in place of them

Thy gates of pearl, Jerusalem!

Lo! rising from baptismal flame,
Transfigured, glorious, yet the same,
Within the heavenly city's bound
Our Kloster Kedar shall be found.

He cometh soon! at dawn or noon
Or set of sun, He cometh soon.
Our prayers shall meet Him on His way;

Wake, sisters, wake! arise and pray!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymn, Sung At Christmas By The Scholars Of St.
Helena’s Island, S.C.

OH, none in all the world before
Were ever glad as we!

We're free on Carolina's shore,
We're all at home and free.

Thou Friend and Helper of the poor,
Who suffered for our sake,

To open every prison door,

And every yoke to break!

Bend low Thy pitying face and mild,
And help us sing and pray;

The hand that blessed the little child,
Upon our foreheads lay.

We hear no more the driver's horn,
No more the whip we fear,

This holy day that saw Thee born
Was never half so dear.

The very oaks are greener clad,

The waters brighter smile;

Oh, never shone a day so glad

On sweet St. Helen's Isle.

We praise Thee in our songs to-day,
To Thee in prayer we call,

Make swift the feet and straight the way
Of freedom unto all.

Come once again, O blessed Lord!
Come walking on the seal

And let the mainlands hear the word
That sets the islands free!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymns From The French Of Lamartine

.

'Encore un hymne, O ma lyre
Un hymn pour le Seigneur,

Un hymne dans mon delire,
Un hymne dans mon bonheur.'

One hymn more, O my lyre!
Praise to the God above,
Of joy and life and love,
Sweeping its strings of fire!

Oh, who the speed of bird and wind

And sunbeam's glance will lend to me,

That, soaring upward, I may find

My resting-place and home in Thee?

Thou, whom my soul, midst doubt and gloom,
Adoreth with a fervent flame,--

Mysterious spirit! unto whom

Pertain nor sign nor name!

Swiftly my lyre's soft murmurs go,
Up from the cold and joyless earth,
Back to the God who bade them flow,
Whose moving spirit sent them forth.
But as for me, O God! for me,

The lowly creature of Thy will,
Lingering and sad, I sigh to Thee,

An earth-bound pilgrim still!

Was not my spirit born to shine

Where yonder stars and suns are glowing?
To breathe with them the light divine
From God's own holy altar flowing?

To be, indeed, whate'er the soul

In dreams hath thirsted for so long,--

A portion of heaven's glorious whole

Of loveliness and song?
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Oh, watchers of the stars at night,

Who breathe their fire, as we the air,--
Suns, thunders, stars, and rays of light,
Oh, say, is He, the Eternal, there?
Bend there around His awful throne
The seraph's glance, the angel's knee?
Or are thy inmost depths His own,

O wild and mighty sea?

Thoughts of my soul, how swift ye go!
Swift as the eagle's glance of fire,

Or arrows from the archer's bow,

To the far aim of your desire!

Thought after thought, ye thronging rise,
Like spring-doves from the startled wood,
Bearing like them your sacrifice

Of music unto God!

And shall these thoughts of joy and love
Come back again no more to me?
Returning like the patriarch's dove
Wing-weary from the eternal sea,

To bear within my longing arms

The promise-bough of kindlier skies,
Plucked from the green, immortal palms
Which shadow Paradise?

All-moving spirit! freely forth

At Thy command the strong wind goes
Its errand to the passive earth,

Nor art can stay, nor strength oppose,
Until it folds its weary wing

Once more within the hand divine;

So, weary from its wandering,

My spirit turns to Thine!

Child of the sea, the mountain stream,
From its dark caverns, hurries on,
Ceaseless, by night and morning's beam,
By evening's star and noontide's sun,
Until at last it sinks to rest,

O'erwearied, in the waiting sea,
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And moans upon its mother's breast,--
So turns my soul to Thee!

O Thou who bidst the torrent flow,
Who lendest wings unto the wind,--
Mover of all things! where art Thou?
Oh, whither shall I go to find

The secret of Thy resting-place?

Is there no holy wing for me,

That, soaring, I may search the space
Of highest heaven for Thee?

Oh, would I were as free to rise

As leaves on autumn's whirlwind borne,--
The arrowy light of sunset skies,

Or sound, or ray, or star of morn,

Which melts in heaven at twilight's close,

Or aught which soars unchecked and free
Through earth and heaven; that I might lose
Myself in finding Thee!

IT1.
LE CRI DE L'AME.

'Quand le souffle divin qui flotte sur le monde.'

When the breath divine is flowing,
Zephyr-like o'er all things going,
And, as the touch of viewless fingers,
Softly on my soul it lingers,

Open to a breath the lightest,
Conscious of a touch the slightest,--
As some calm, still lake, whereon
Sinks the snowy-bosomed swan,

And the glistening water-rings

Circle round her moving wings

When my upward gaze is turning
Where the stars of heaven are burning
Through the deep and dark abyss,
Flowers of midnight's wilderness,
Blowing with the evening's breath
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Sweetly in their Maker's path

When the breaking day is flushing
All the east, and light is gushing
Upward through the horizon's haze,
Sheaf-like, with its thousand rays,
Spreading, until all above
Overflows with joy and love,

And below, on earth's green bosom,
All is changed to light and blossom:

When my waking fancies over
Forms of brightness flit and hover
Holy as the seraphs are,

Who by Zion's fountains wear

On their foreheads, white and broad,
'Holiness unto the Lord!'

When, inspired with rapture high,
It would seem a single sigh

Could a world of love create;

That my life could know no date,
And my eager thoughts could fill
Heaven and Earth, o'erflowing still!

Then, O Father! Thou alone,

From the shadow of Thy throne,

To the sighing of my breast

And its rapture answerest.

All my thoughts, which, upward winging,
Bathe where Thy own light is springing,--
All my yearnings to be free

Are at echoes answering Thee!

Seldom upon lips of mine,
Father! rests that name of Thine;
Deep within my inmost breast,
In the secret place of mind,

Like an awful presence shrined,
Doth the dread idea rest

Hushed and holy dwells it there,
Prompter of the silent prayer,
Lifting up my spirit's eye

And its faint, but earnest cry,
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From its dark and cold abode,
Unto Thee, my Guide and God!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Hymns Of The Brahmo Somaj

.

The mercy, O Eternal One!

By man unmeasured yet,

In joy or grief, in shade or sun,

I never will forget.

I give the whole, and not a part,

Of all Thou gayest me;

My goods, my life, my soul and heart,
I yield them all to Thee!

II.

We fast and plead, we weep and pray,
From morning until even;

We feel to find the holy way,

We knock at the gate of heaven
And when in silent awe we wait,
And word and sign forbear,

The hinges of the golden gate
Move, soundless, to our prayer!
Who hears the eternal harmonies
Can heed no outward word;

Blind to all else is he who sees
The vision of the Lord!

ITI.

O soul, be patient, restrain thy tears,
Have hope, and not despair;

As a tender mother heareth her child
God hears the penitent prayer.

And not forever shall grief be thine;
On the Heavenly Mother's breast,
Washed clean and white in the waters of joy
Shall His seeking child find rest.
Console thyself with His word of grace,
And cease thy wail of woe,

For His mercy never an equal hath,
And His love no bounds can know.
Lean close unto Him in faith and hope;
How many like thee have found
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In Him a shelter and home of peace,

By His mercy compassed round!

There, safe from sin and the sorrow it brings,
They sing their grateful psalms,

And rest, at noon, by the wells of God,

In the shade of His holy palms!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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I Was A Stranger, And Ye Took Me In

'Neath skies that winter never knew

The air was full of light and balm,

And warm and soft the Gulf wind blew
Through orange bloom and groves of palm.

A stranger from the frozen North,
Who sought the fount of health in vain,
Sank homeless on the alien earth,
And breathed the languid air with pain.

God's angel came! The tender shade
Of pity made her blue eye dim;
Against her woman's breast she laid
The drooping, fainting head of him.

She bore him to a pleasant room,
Flower-sweet and cool with salt sea air,
And watched beside his bed, for whom
His far-off sisters might not care.

She fanned his feverish brow and smoothed
Its lines of pain with tenderest touch.

With holy hymn and prayer she soothed
The trembling soul that feared so much.

Through her the peace that passeth sight
Came to him, as he lapsed away

As one whose troubled dreams of night
Slide slowly into tranquil day.

The sweetness of the Land of Flowers
Upon his lonely grave she laid

The jasmine dropped its golden showers,
The orange lent its bloom and shade.

And something whispered in her thought,
More sweet than mortal voices be

'The service thou for him hast wrought

O daughter! hath been done for me.'
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John Greenleaf Whittier
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Ichabod

So fallen! so lost! the light withdrawn
Which once he wore!

The glory from his gray hairs gone
Forevermore!

Revile him not, the Tempter hath

A snare for all;

And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath,
Befit his fall!

Oh, dumb be passion's stormy rage,
When he who might

Have lighted up and led his age,
Falls back in night.

Scorn! would the angels laugh, to mark
A bright soul driven,

Fiend-goaded, down the endless dark,
From hope and heaven!

Let not the land once proud of him
Insult him now,

Nor brand with deeper shame his dim,
Dishonored brow.

But let its humbled sons, instead,
From sea to lake,

A long lament, as for the dead,
In sadness make.

Of all we loved and honored, naught
Save power remains;

A fallen angel's pride of thought,
Still strong in chains.

All else is gone; from those great eyes
The soul has fled:

When faith is lost, when honor dies,
The man is dead!
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Then, pay the reverence of old days
To his dead fame;

Walk backward, with averted gaze,
And hide the shame!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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If Thou Of Fortune Be Bereft

If thou of fortune be bereft,

and in thy store there be but left
two loaves, sell one, and with the
dole, buy hyacinths to feed thy soul.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Immortal Love, Forever Full

Immortal love, forever full,
Forever flowing free,

Forever shared, forever whole,
A never ebbing seal!

Our outward lips confess the name
All other names above;

Love only knoweth whence it came,
And comprehendeth love.

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.

We may not climb the heavenly steeps
To bring the Lord Christ down;

In vain we search the lowest deeps,
For Him no depths can drown.

But warm, sweet, tender, even yet,
A present help is He;

And faith still has its Olivet,

And love its Galilee.

The healing of His seamless dress

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.

O 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.
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The letter fails, the systems fall,
And every symbol wanes;

The Spirit over brooding all,
Eternal Love remains.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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In Memory: James T. Fields

As a guest who may not stay
Long and sad farewells to say
Glides with smiling face away,

Of the sweetness and the zest
Of thy happy life possessed
Thou hast left us at thy best.

Warm of heart and clear of brain,
Of thy sun-bright spirit's wane
Thou hast spared us all the pain.

Now that thou hast gone away,
What is left of one to say
Who was open as the day?

What is there to gloss or shun?
Save with kindly voices none
Speak thy name beneath the sun.

Safe thou art on every side,
Friendship nothing finds to hide,
Love's demand is satisfied.

Over manly strength and worth,
At thy desk of toil, or hearth,
Played the lambent light of mirth,--

Mirth that lit, but never burned;
All thy blame to pity turned;
Hatred thou hadst never learned.

Every harsh and vexing thing
At thy home-fire lost its sting;
Where thou wast was always spring.

And thy perfect trust in good,

Faith in man and womanhood,
Chance and change and time, withstood.
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Small respect for cant and whine,
Bigot's zeal and hate malign,
Had that sunny soul of thine.

But to thee was duty's claim
Sacred, and thy lips became
Reverent with one holy Name.

Therefore, on thy unknown way,
Go in God's peace! We who stay
But a little while delay.

Keep for us, O friend, where'er
Thou art waiting, all that here
Made thy earthly presence dear;

Something of thy pleasant past
On a ground of wonder cast,
In the stiller waters glassed!

Keep the human heart of thee;
Let the mortal only be
Clothed in immortality.

And when fall our feet as fell
Thine upon the asphodel,

Let thy old smile greet us well;
Proving in a world of bliss

What we fondly dream in this,--

Love is one with holiness!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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In Peace

A track of moonlight on a quiet lake,

Whose small waves on a silver-sanded shore
Whisper of peace, and with the low winds make
Such harmonies as keep the woods awake,

And listening all night long for their sweet sake
A green-waved slope of meadow, hovered o'er
By angel-troops of lilies, swaying light

On viewless stems, with folded wings of white;
A slumberous stretch of mountain-land, far seen
Where the low westering day, with gold and green,
Purple and amber, softly blended, fills

The wooded vales, and melts among the hills;

A vine-fringed river, winding to its rest

On the calm bosom of a stormless sea,

Bearing alike upon its placid breast,

With earthly flowers and heavenly' stars impressed,
The hues of time and of eternity

Such are the pictures which the thought of thee,
O friend, awakeneth,--charming the keen pain
Of thy departure, and our sense of loss
Requiting with the fullness of thy gain.

Lo! on the quiet grave thy life-borne cross,
Dropped only at its side, methinks doth shine,
Of thy beatitude the radiant sign!

No sob of grief, no wild lament be there,

To break the Sabbath of the holy air;

But, in their stead, the silent-breathing prayer
Of hearts still waiting for a rest like thine.

O spirit redeemed! Forgive us, if henceforth,
With sweet and pure similitudes of earth,

We keep thy pleasant memory freshly green,

Of love's inheritance a priceless part,

Which Fancy's self, in reverent awe, is seen

To paint, forgetful of the tricks of art,

With pencil dipped alone in colors of the heart.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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In Quest

Have I not voyaged, friend beloved, with thee
On the great waters of the unsounded sea,
Momently listening with suspended oar

For the low rote of waves upon a shore
Changeless as heaven, where never fog-cloud drifts
Over its windless wood, nor mirage lifts

The steadfast hills; where never birds of doubt
Sing to mislead, and every dream dies out,

And the dark riddles which perplex us here

In the sharp solvent of its light are clear?

Thou knowest how vain our quest; how, soon or late,
The baffling tides and circles of debate

Swept back our bark unto its starting-place,
Where, looking forth upon the blank, gray space,
And round about us seeing, with sad eyes,

The same old difficult hills and cloud-cold skies,
We said: 'This outward search availeth not

To find Him. He is farther than we thought,

Or, haply, nearer. To this very spot

Whereon we wait, this commonplace of home,
As to the well of Jacob, He may come

And tell us all things.' As I listened there,
Through the expectant silences of prayer,
Somewhat I seemed to hear, which hath to me
Been hope, strength, comfort, and I give it thee.

'The riddle of the world is understood

Only by him who feels that God is good,

As only he can feel who makes his love

The ladder of his faith, and climbs above

On th' rounds of his best instincts; draws no line
Between mere human goodness and divine,
But, judging God by what in him is best,

With a child's trust leans on a Father's breast,
And hears unmoved the old creeds babble still
Of kingly power and dread caprice of will,
Chary of blessing, prodigal of curse,

The pitiless doomsman of the universe.

Can Hatred ask for love? Can Selfishness
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Invite to self-denial? Is He less

Than man in kindly dealing? Can He break

His own great law of fatherhood, forsake

And curse His children? Not for earth and heaven
Can separate tables of the law be given.

No rule can bind which He himself denies;

The truths of time are not eternal lies.'

So heard I; and the chaos round me spread
To light and order grew; and, 'Lord,' I said,
'Our sins are our tormentors, worst of all

Felt in distrustful shame that dares not call
Upon Thee as our Father. We have set

A strange god up, but Thou remainest yet.

All that I feel of pity Thou hast known

Before I was; my best is all Thy own.

From Thy great heart of goodness mine but drew
Wishes and prayers; but Thou, O Lord, wilt do,
In Thy own time, by ways I cannot see,

All that I feel when I am nearest Thee!"

John Greenleaf Whittier
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In Remembrance Of Joseph Sturge

In the fair land o'erwatched by Ischia's mountains,
Across the charmed bay

Whose blue waves keep with Capri's silver fountains
Perpetual holiday,

A king lies dead, his wafer duly eaten,

His gold-bought masses given;

And Rome's great altar smokes with gums to sweeten
Her foulest gift to Heaven.

And while all Naples thrills with mute thanksgiving,
The court of England's queen

For the dead monster so abhorred while living

In mourning garb is seen.

With a true sorrow God rebukes that feigning;
By lone Edgbaston's side

Stands a great city in the sky's sad raining,
Bareheaded and wet-eyed!

Silent for once the restless hive of labor,

Save the low funeral tread,

Or voice of craftsman whispering to his neighbor
The good deeds of the dead.

For him no minster's chant of the immortals

Rose from the lips of sin;

No mitred priest swung back the heavenly portals
To let the white soul in.

But Age and Sickness framed their tearful faces
In the low hovel's door,

And prayers went up from all the dark by-places
And Ghettos of the poor.

The pallid toiler and the negro chattel,

The vagrant of the street,

The human dice wherewith in games of battle
The lords of earth compete,
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Touched with a grief that needs no outward draping,
All swelled the long lament,

Of grateful hearts, instead of marble, shaping

His viewless monument!

For never yet, with ritual pomp and splendor,

In the long heretofore,

A heart more loyal, warm, and true, and tender,
Has England's turf closed o'er.

And if there fell from out her grand old steeples

No crash of brazen walil,

The murmurous woe of kindreds, tongues, and peoples
Swept in on every gale.

It came from Holstein's birchen-belted meadows,
And from the tropic calms

Of Indian islands in the sunlit shadows

Of Occidental palms;

From the locked roadsteads of the Bothniaii peasants,
And harbors of the Finn,

Where war's worn victims saw his gentle presence
Come sailing, Christ-like, in,

To seek the lost, to build the old waste places,
To link the hostile shores

Of severing seas, and sow with England's daisies
The moss of Finland's moors.

Thanks for the good man's beautiful example,
Who in the vilest saw

Some sacred crypt or altar of a temple

Still vocal with God's law;

And heard with tender ear the spirit sighing
As from its prison cell,

Praying for pity, like the mournful crying
Of Jonah out of hell.

Not his the golden pen's or lip's persuasion,
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But a fine sense of right,
And Truth's directness, meeting each occasion
Straight as a line of light.

His faith and works, like streams that intermingle,
In the same channel ran

The crystal clearness of an eye kept single
Shamed all the frauds of man.

The very gentlest of all human natures

He joined to courage strong,

And love outreaching unto all God's creatures
With sturdy hate of wrong.

Tender as woman, manliness and meekness

In him were so allied

That they who judged him by his strength or weakness
Saw but a single side.

Men failed, betrayed him, but his zeal seemed nourished
By failure and by fall;

Still a large faith in human-kind he cherished,

And in God's love for all.

And now he rests: his greatness and his sweethess
No more shall seem at strife,

And death has moulded into calm completeness
The statue of his life.

Where the dews glisten and the songbirds warble,
His dust to dust is laid,

In Nature's keeping, with no pomp of marble

To shame his modest shade.

The forges glow, the hammers all are ringing;
Beneath its smoky vale,

Hard by, the city of his love is swinging

Its clamorous iron flail.

But round his grave are quietude and beauty,
And the sweet heaven above,--
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The fitting symbols of a life of duty
Transfigured into love!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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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 frescoes 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.

For near it 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.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 317



"I'm sorry that I spelt the word:

I hate to go above you,

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.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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In The

She came and stood in the Old South Church,
A wonder and a sign,

With a look the old-time sibyls wore,
Half-crazed and half-divine.

Save the mournful sackcloth about her wound,
Unclothed as the primal mother,
With limbs that trembled and eyes that blazed
With a fire she dare not smother.

Loose on her shoulders fell her hair,

With sprinkled ashes gray;

She stood in the broad aisle strange and weird
As a soul at the judgment day.

And the minister paused in his sermon's midst,
And the people held their breath,

For these were the words the maiden spoke
Through lips as the lips of death:

'Thus saith the Lord, with equal feet
All men my courts shall tread,

And priest and ruler no more shall eat
My people up like bread!

'Repent! repent! ere the Lord shall speak
In thunder and breaking seals

Let all souls worship Him in the way

His light within reveals.'

She shook the dust from her naked feet,
And her sackcloth closer drew,

And into the porch of the awe-hushed church
She passed like a ghost from view.

They whipped her away at the tail o' the cart
Through half the streets of the town,

But the words she uttered that day nor fire
Could burn nor water drown.
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And now the aisles of the ancient church
By equal feet are trod,

And the bell that swings in its belfry rings
Freedom to worship God!

And now whenever a wrong is done

It thrills the conscious walls;

The stone from the basement cries aloud
And the beam from the timber calls.

There are steeple-houses on every hand,

And pulpits that bless and ban,

And the Lord will not grudge the single church
That is set apart for man.

For in two commandments are all the law
And the prophets under the sun,

And the first is last and the last is first,
And the twain are verily one.

So, long as Boston shall Boston be,

And her bay-tides rise and fall,

Shall freedom stand in the Old South Church
And plead for the rights of all!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Incription To Milton

The new world honors him whose lofty plea

For England's freedom made her own more sure,
Whose song, immortal as its theme, shall be
Their common freehold while both worlds endure.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Inscription On A Fountain

FOR DOROTHEA L. DIX.

Stranger and traveller,
Drink freely and bestow

A kindly thought on her
Who bade this fountain flow,
Yet hath no other claim
Than as the minister

Of blessing in God's name.
Drink, and in His peace go

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Inscription-For The Relief By Preston Powers

The Eagle, stooping from yon snow-blown peaks,
For the wild hunter and the Bison seeks,

In the changed world below; and finds alone
Their graven semblance in the eternal stone.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Inscriptions On A Sun-Dial

For Dr Henry L Bowditch

With warning hand I mark Time's rapid
flight

From life's glad morning to it's solemn
night;

Yet through thee dear God's love, I also
show

There's Light above me by the shade
below.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Invocation

Through Thy clear spaces, Lord, of old,
Formless and void the dead earth rolled;
Deaf to Thy heaven's sweet music, blind
To the great lights which o'er it shined;

No sound, no ray, no warmth, no breath,--
A dumb despair, a wandering death.

To that dark, weltering horror came
Thy spirit, like a subtle flame,--

A breath of life electrical,
Awakening and transforming all,
Till beat and thrilled in every part
The pulses of a living heart.

Then knew their bounds the land and sea;
Then smiled the bloom of mead and tree;
From flower to moth, from beast to man,
The quick creative impulse ran;

And earth, with life from thee renewed,
Was in thy holy eyesight good.

As lost and void, as dark and cold

And formless as that earth of old;

A wandering waste of storm and night,
Midst spheres of song and realms of light;
A blot upon thy holy sky,

Untouched, unwarned of thee, am I.

O Thou who movest on the deep

Of spirits, wake my own from sleep

Its darkness melt, its coldness warm,
The lost restore, the ill transform,

That flower and fruit henceforth may be
Its grateful offering, worthy Thee.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Italy

ACROSS the sea I heard the groans

Of nations in the intervals

Of wind and wave. Their blood and bones
Cried out in torture, crushed by thrones,
And sucked by priestly cannibals.

I dreamed of Freedom slowly gained

By martyr meekness, patience, faith,
And lo! an athlete grimly stained,

With corded muscles battle-strained,
Shouting it from the fields of death!

I turn me, awe-struck, from the sight,
Among the clamoring thousands mute,

I only know that God is right,

And that the children of the light

Shall tread the darkness under foot.

I know the pent fire heaves its crust,
That sultry skies the bolt will form

To smite them clear; that Nature must
The balance of her powers adjust,
Though with the earthquake and the storm.
God reigns, and let the earth rejoice!

I bow before His sterner plan.

Dumb are the organs of my choice;

He speaks in battle's stormy voice,

His praise is in the wrath of man!

Yet, surely as He lives, the day

Of peace He promised shall be ours,

To fold the flags of war, and lay

Its sword and spear to rust away,

And sow its ghastly fields with flowers!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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James Russell Lowell

From purest wells of English undefiled

None deeper drank than he, the New World's child,
Who in the language of their farm-fields spoke

The wit and wisdom of New England folk,

Shaming a monstrous wrong. The world-wide laugh
Provoked thereby might well have shaken half

The walls of Slavery down, ere yet the ball

And mine of battle overthrew them all.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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John Underhill

A score of years had come and gone

Since the Pilgrims landed on Plymouth stone,
When Captain Underhill, bearing scars

From Indian ambush and Flemish wars,

Left three-hilled Boston and wandered down,
East by north, to Cocheco town.

With Vane the younger, in counsel sweet,
He had sat at Anna Hutchinson's feet,

And, when the bolt of banishment fell

On the head of his saintly oracle,

He had shared her ill as her good report,
And braved the wrath of the General Court.

He shook from his feet as he rode away

The dust of the Massachusetts Bay.

The world might bless and the world might ban,
What did it matter the perfect man,

To whom the freedom of earth was given,

Proof against sin, and sure of heaven?

He cheered his heart as he rode along

With screed of Scripture and holy song,

Or thought how he rode with his lances free
By the Lower Rhine and the Zuyder-Zee,
Till his wood-path grew to a trodden road,
And Hilton Point in the distance showed.

He saw the church with the block-house nigh,
The two fair rivers, the flakes thereby,

And, tacking to windward, low and crank,
The little shallop from Strawberry Bank;

And he rose in his stirrups and looked abroad
Over land and water, and praised the Lord.

Goodly and stately and grave to see,

Into the clearing's space rode he,

With the sun on the hilt of his sword in sheath,
And his silver buckles and spurs beneath,
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And the settlers welcomed him, one and all,
From swift Quampeagan to Gonic Fall.

And he said to the elders: 'Lo, I come

As the way seemed open to seek a home.
Somewhat the Lord hath wrought by my hands
In the Narragansett and Netherlands,

And if here ye have work for a Christian man,

I will tarry, and serve ye as best I can.

'l boast not of gifts, but fain would own

The wonderful favor God hath shown,

The special mercy vouchsafed one day

On the shore of Narragansett Bay,

As I sat, with my pipe, from the camp aside,
And mused like Isaac at eventide.

'A sudden sweetness of peace I found,

A garment of gladness wrapped me round;
I felt from the law of works released,

The strife of the flesh and spirit ceased,
My faith to a full assurance grew,

And all T had hoped for myself I knew.

'Now, as God appointeth, I keep my way,
I shall not stumble, I shall not stray;

He hath taken away my fig-leaf dress,

I wear the robe of His righteousness;
And the shafts of Satan no more avail
Than Pequot arrows on Christian mail.'

'Tarry with us,' the settlers cried,

'Thou man of God, as our ruler and guide.'
And Captain Underhill bowed his head.
'The will of the Lord be done!' he said.
And the morrow beheld him sitting down
In the ruler's seat in Cocheco town.

And he judged therein as a just man should;
His words were wise and his rule was good;
He coveted not his neighbor's land,

From the holding of bribes he shook his hand;
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And through the camps of the heathen ran
A wholesome fear of the valiant man.

But the heart is deceitful, the good Book saith,
And life hath ever a savor of death.

Through hymns of triumph the tempter calls,
And whoso thinketh he standeth falls.

Alas! ere their round the seasons ran,

There was grief in the soul of the saintly man.

The tempter's arrows that rarely fail

Had found the joints of his spiritual mail;
And men took note of his gloomy air,

The shame in his eye, the halt in his prayer,
The signs of a battle lost within,

The pain of a soul in the coils of sin.

Then a whisper of scandal linked his name
With broken vows and a life of blame;

And the people looked askance on him

As he walked among them sullen and grim,
Ill at ease, and bitter of word,

And prompt of quarrel with hand or sword.

None knew how, with prayer and fasting still,
He strove in the bonds of his evil will;

But he shook himself like Samson at length,
And girded anew his loins of strength,

And bade the crier go up and down

And call together the wondering town.

Jeer and murmur and shaking of head
Ceased as he rose in his place and said
'Men, brethren, and fathers, well ye know
How I came among you a year ago,
Strong in the faith that my soul was freed
From sin of feeling, or thought, or deed.

'l have sinned, I own it with grief and shame,
But not with a lie on my lips I came.

In my blindness I verily thought my heart
Swept and garnished in every part.
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He chargeth His angels with folly; He sees
The heavens unclean. Was I more than these?

'T urge no plea. At your feet I lay

The trust you gave me, and go my way.
Hate me or pity me, as you will,

The Lord will have mercy on sinners still;
And I, who am chiefest, say to all,
Watch and pray, lest ye also fall.'

No voice made answer: a sob so low

That only his quickened ear could know
Smote his heart with a bitter pain,

As into the forest he rode again,

And the veil of its oaken leaves shut down
On his latest glimpse of Cocheco town.

Crystal-clear on the man of sin

The streams flashed up, and the sky shone in;
On his cheek of fever the cool wind blew,

The leaves dropped on him their tears of dew,
And angels of God, in the pure, sweet guise
Of flowers, looked on him with sad surprise.

Was his ear at fault that brook and breeze
Sang in their saddest of minor keys?

What was it the mournful wood-thrush said?
What whispered the pine-trees overhead?
Did he hear the Voice on his lonely way
That Adam heard in the cool of day?

Into the desert alone rode he,

Alone with the Infinite Purity;

And, bowing his soul to its tender rebuke,
As Peter did to the Master's look,

He measured his path with prayers of pain
For peace with God and nature again.

And in after years to Cocheco came

The bruit of a once familiar name;

How among the Dutch of New Netherlands,
From wild Danskamer to Haarlem sands,
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A penitent soldier preached the Word,
And smote the heathen with Gideon's sword!

And the heart of Boston was glad to hear
How he harried the foe on the long frontier,
And heaped on the land against him barred
The coals of his generous watch and ward.
Frailest and bravest! the Bay State still
Counts with her worthies John Underhill.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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June On The Merrimac

O dwellers in the stately towns,

What come ye out to see?

This common earth, this common sky,
This water flowing free?

As gayly as these kalmia flowers
Your door-yard blossoms spring;

As sweetly as these wild-wood birds
Your caged minstrels sing.

You find but common bloom and green,
The rippling river's rune,

The beauty which is everywhere
Beneath the skies of June;

The Hawkswood oaks, the storm-torn plumes
Of old pine-forest kings,

Beneath whose century-woven shade

Deer Island's mistress sings.

And here are pictured Artichoke,
And Curson's bowery mill;

And Pleasant Valley smiles between
The river and the hill.

You know full well these banks of bloom,
The upland's wavy line,

And how the sunshine tips with fire

The needles of the pine.

Yet, like some old remembered psalm,
Or sweet, familiar face,

Not less because of commonness

You love the day and place.

And not in vain in this soft air
Shall hard-strung nerves relax,
Not all in vain the o'erworn brain
Forego its daily tax.
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The lust of power, the greed of gain
Have all the year their own;

The haunting demons well may let
Our one bright day alone.

Unheeded let the newsboy call,
Aside the ledger lay

The world will keep its treadmill step
Though we fall out to-day.

The truants of life's weary school,
Without excuse from thrift

We change for once the gains of toil
For God's unpurchased gift.

From ceiled rooms, from silent books,
From crowded car and town,

Dear Mother Earth, upon thy lap,

We lay our tired heads down.

Cool, summer wind, our heated brows;
Blue river, through the green

Of clustering pines, refresh the eyes
Which all too much have seen.

For us these pleasant woodland ways
Are thronged with memories old,
Have felt the grasp of friendly hands
And heard love's story told.

A sacred presence overbroods

The earth whereon we meet;

These winding forest-paths are trod
By more than mortal feet.

Old friends called from us by the voice
Which they alone could hear,

From mystery to mystery,

From life to life, draw near.

More closely for the sake of them
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Each other's hands we press;
Our voices take from them a tone
Of deeper tenderness.

Our joy is theirs, their trust is ours,
Alike below, above,

Or here or there, about us fold

The arms of one great love!

We ask to-day no countersign,
No party names we own;
Unlabelled, individual,

We bring ourselves alone.

What cares the unconventioned wood
For pass-words of the town?

The sound of fashion's shibboleth
The laughing waters drown.

Here cant forgets his dreary tone,
And care his face forlorn;
The liberal air and sunshine laugh
The bigot's zeal to scorn.

From manhood's weary shoulder falls
His load of selfish cares;

And woman takes her rights as flowers
And brooks and birds take theirs.

The license of the happy woods,
The brook's release are ours;

The freedom of the unshamed wind
Among the glad-eyed flowers.

Yet here no evil thought finds place,
Nor foot profane comes in;

Our grove, like that of Samothrace,
Is set apart from sin.

We walk on holy ground; above

A sky more holy smiles;
The chant of the beatitudes
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Swells down these leafy aisles.

Thanks to the gracious Providence
That brings us here once more;
For memories of the good behind
And hopes of good before.

And if, unknown to us, sweet days
Of June like this must come,
Unseen of us these laurels clothe
The river-banks with bloom;

And these green paths must soon be trod
By other feet than ours,

Full long may annual pilgrims come

To keep the Feast of Flowers;

The matron be a girl once more,
The bearded man a boy,
And we, in heaven's eternal June,

Be glad for earthly joy!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Kallundborg Church ( From The Tent On The Beach)

"Tie stille, barn min!

Imorgen kommer Fin,

Fa'er din,

Og gi'er dich Esbern Snares 6ine og hjerte at lege med!"
Zealand Rhyme.

"BUILD at Kallundborg by the sea

A church as stately as church may be,

And there shalt thou wed my daughter fair,"
Said the Lord of Nesvek to Esbern Snare.

And the Baron laughed. But Esbern said,
"Though I lose my soul, I will Helva wed!"
And off he strode, in his pride of will,

To the Troll who dwelt in Ulshoi hill.

"Build, O Troll, a church for me

At Kallundborg by the mighty sea;
Build it stately, and build it fair,
Build it quickly," said Esbern Snare.

But the sly Dwarf said, "No work is wrought
By Trolls of the Hills, O man, for naught.
What wilt thou give for thy church so fair?"
"Set thy own price," quoth Esbern Snare.

"When Kallundborg church is builded well,
Thou must the name of its builder tell,

Or thy heart and thy eyes must be my boon."
"Build," said Esbern, "and build it soon."

By night and by day the Troll wrought on;
He hewed the timbers, he piled the stone;
But day by day, as the walls rose fair,
Darker and sadder grew Esbern Snare.

He listened by night, he watched by day,
He sought and thought, but he dared not pray;
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In vain he called on the Elle-maids shy,
And the Neck and the Nis gave no reply.

Of his evil bargain far and wide

A rumor ran through the country-side;
And Helva of Nesvek, young and fair,
Prayed for the soul of Esbern Snare.

And now the church was wellnigh done;
One pillar it lacked, and one alone;

And the grim Troll muttered, "Fool thou art!
To-morrow gives me thy eyes and heart!"

By Kallundborg in black despair,

Through wood and meadow, walked Esbern Snare,
Till, worn and weary, the strong man sank

Under the birches on Ulshoi bank.

At his last day's work he heard the Troll
Hammer and delve in the quarry's hole;
Before him the church stood large and fair:

"I have builded my tomb," said Esbern Snare.

And he closed his eyes the sight to hide,
When he heard a light step at his side:
"O Esbern Snare! a sweet voice said,
"Would I might die now in thy stead!"

With a grasp by love and by fear made strong,
He held her fast, and he held her long;
With the beating heart of a bird afeard,
She hid her face in his flame-red beard.

"O love!" he cried, "let me look to-day

In thine eyes ere mine are plucked away;
Let me hold thee close, let me feel thy heart
Ere mine by the Troll is torn apart!

"I sinned, O Helva, for love of thee!
Pray that the Lord Christ pardon me!"
But fast as she prayed, and faster still,
Hammered the Troll in Ulshoi hill.
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He knew, as he wrought, that a loving heart
Was somehow baffling his evil art;

For more than spell of EIf or Troll

Is a maiden's prayer for her lover's soul.

And Esbern listened, and caught the sound
Of a Troll-wife singing underground:
"To-morrow comes Fine, father thine:

Lie still and hush thee, baby mine!

"Lie still, my darling! next sunrise

Thou'lt play with Esbern Snare's heart and eyes!"
"Ho! ho!" quoth Esbern, "is that your game?
Thanks to the Troll-wife, I know his name!"

The Troll he heard him, and hurried on

To Kallundborg church with the lacking stone.
"Too late, Gaffer Fine!" cried Esbern Snare;
And Troll and pillar vanished in air!

That night the harvesters heard the sound

Of a woman sobbing underground,

And the voice of the Hill-Troll loud with blame
Of the careless singer who told his name.

Of the Troll of the Church they sing the rune
By the Northern Sea in the harvest moon;
And the fishers of Zealand hear him still
Scolding his wife in Ulshoi hill.

And seaward over its groves of birch
Still looks the tower of Kallundborg church
Where, first at its altar, a wedded pair,

Stood Helva of Nesvek and Esbern Snare!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Kathleen

O Norah, lay your basket down,
And rest your weary hand,

And come and hear me sing a song
Of our old Ireland.

There was a lord of Galaway,
A mighty lord was he;

And he did wed a second wife,
A maid of low degree.

But he was old, and she was young,
And so, in evil spite,

She baked the black bread for his kin,
And fed her own with white.

She whipped the maids and starved the kern,
And drove away the poor;

'Ah, woe is me!' the old lord said,

'l rue my bargain sore!'

This lord he had a daughter fair,
Beloved of old and young,

And nightly round the shealing-fires
Of her the gleeman sung.

'As sweet and good is young Kathleen
As Eve before her fall;'

So sang the harper at the fair,

So harped he in the hall.

'Oh, come to me, my daughter dear!
Come sit upon my knee,

For looking in your face, Kathleen,
Your mother's own I see!'

He smoothed and smoothed her hair away,
He kissed her forehead fair;

'It is my darling Mary's brow,

It is my darling's hair!"
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Oh, then spake up the angry dame,
'Get up, get up,' quoth she,

'T'll sell ye over Ireland,

I'll sell ye o'er the sea!’

She clipped her glossy hair away,
That none her rank might know;
She took away her gown of silk,
And gave her one of tow,

And sent her down to Limerick town
And to a seaman sold

This daughter of an Irish lord

For ten good pounds in gold.

The lord he smote upon his breast,
And tore his beard so gray;

But he was old, and she was young,
And so she had her way.

Sure that same night the Banshee howled
To fright the evil dame,

And fairy folks, who loved Kathleen,

With funeral torches came.

She watched them glancing through the trees,
And glimmering down the hill;

They crept before the dead-vault door,

And there they all stood still!

'Get up, old man! the wake-lights shine!'
'Ye murthering witch,' quoth he,

'So I'm rid of your tongue, I little care

If they shine for you or me.'

'Oh, whoso brings my daughter back,
My gold and land shall have!

Oh, then spake up his handsome page,
'No gold nor land I crave!

'But give to me your daughter dear,
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Give sweet Kathleen to me,
Be she on sea or be she on land,
I'll bring her back to thee.'

'My daughter is a lady born,

And you of low degree,

But she shall be your bride the day
You bring her back to me.'

He sailed east, he sailed west,
And far and long sailed he,
Until he came to Boston town,
Across the great salt sea.

'Oh, have ye seen the young Kathleen,
The flower of Ireland?

Ye'll know her by her eyes so blue,
And by her snow-white hand!

Out spake an ancient man, 'I know
The maiden whom ye mean;

I bought her of a Limerick man,
And she is called Kathleen.

'No skill hath she in household work,
Her hands are soft and white,

Yet well by loving looks and ways
She doth her cost requite.’

So up they walked through Boston town,
And met a maiden fair,

A little basket on her arm

So snowy-white and bare.

'Come hither, child, and say hast thou
This young man ever seen?'

They wept within each other's arms,
The page and young Kathleen.

'Oh give to me this darling child,
And take my purse of gold.'
'Nay, not by me,' her master said,
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'Shall sweet Kathleen be sold.

'We loved her in the place of one
The Lord hath early ta'en;

But, since her heart's in Ireland,
We give her back again!'

Oh, for that same the saints in heaven
For his poor soul shall pray,

And Mary Mother wash with tears

His heresies away.

Sure now they dwell in Ireland;
As you go up Claremore

Ye'll see their castle looking down
The pleasant Galway shore.

And the old lord's wife is dead and gone,
And a happy man is he,

For he sits beside his own Kathleen,
With her darling on his knee.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Kenoza Lake

As Adam did in Paradise,

To-day the primal right we claim
Fair mirror of the woods and skies,
We give to thee a name.

Lake of the pickerel!--let no more

The echoes answer back, 'Great Pond,'
But sweet Kenoza, from thy shore
And watching hills beyond,

Let Indian ghosts, if such there be
Who ply unseen their shadowy lines,
Call back the ancient name to thee,
As with the voice of pines.

The shores we trod as barefoot boys,
The nutted woods we wandered through,
To friendship, love, and social joys

We consecrate anew.

Here shall the tender song be sung,
And memory's dirges soft and low,
And wit shall sparkle on the tongue,
And mirth shall overflow,

Harmless as summer lightning plays
From a low, hidden cloud by night,
A light to set the hills ablaze,

But not a bolt to smite.

In sunny South and prairied West
Are exiled hearts remembering still,
As bees their hive, as birds their nest,
The homes of Haverhill.

They join us in our rites to-day;

And, listening, we may hear, erelong,
From inland lake and ocean bay,

The echoes of our song.
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Kenoza! o'er no sweeter lake

Shall morning break or noon-cloud sail,--
No fairer face than thine shall take

The sunset's golden veil.

Long be it ere the tide of trade

Shall break with harsh-resounding din
The quiet of thy banks of shade,

And hills that fold thee in.

Still let thy woodlands hide the hare,
The shy loon sound his trumpet-note,
Wing-weary from his fields of air,
The wild-goose on thee float.

Thy peace rebuke our feverish stir,
Thy beauty our deforming strife;
Thy woods and waters minister
The healing of their life.

And sinless Mirth, from care released,
Behold, unawed, thy mirrored sky,
Smiling as smiled on Cana's feast
The Master's loving eye.

And when the summer day grows dim,
And light mists walk thy mimic sea,
Revive in us the thought of Him

Who walked on Galilee!

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

345



King Solomon And The Ants

Out from Jerusalem

The king rode with his great
War chiefs and lords of state,
And Sheba's queen with them;

Comely, but black withal,

To whom, perchance, belongs
That wondrous Song of songs,
Sensuous and mystical,

Whereto devout souls turn

In fond, ecstatic dream,

And through its earth-born theme
The Love of loves discern.

Proud in the Syrian sun,
In gold and purple sheen,
The dusky Ethiop queen
Smiled on King Solomon.

Wisest of men, he knew
The languages of all

The creatures great or small
That trod the earth or flew.

Across an ant-hill led

The king's path, and he heard
Its small folk, and their word
He thus interpreted:

'Here comes the king men greet
As wise and good and just,

To crush us in the dust

Under his heedless feet.'

The great king bowed his head,
And saw the wide surprise

Of the Queen of Sheba's eyes
As he told her what they said.
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'O king!" she whispered sweet,
'Too happy fate have they
Who perish in thy way
Beneath thy gracious feet!

'Thou of the God-lent crown,
Shall these vile creatures dare
Murmur against thee where

The knees of kings kneel down?"

'Nay,' Solomon replied,

'The wise and strong should seek
The welfare of the weak,'

And turned his horse aside.

His train, with quick alarm,
Curved with their leader round
The ant-hill's peopled mound,
And left it free from harm.

The jewelled head bent low;
'O king!" she said, 'henceforth
The secret of thy worth

And wisdom well T know.

'Happy must be the State
Whose ruler heedeth more
The murmurs of the poor
Than flatteries of the great.'

John Greenleaf Whittier
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King Volmer And Elsie

After the Danish of Christian Winter

Where, over heathen doom-rings and gray stones of the Horg,
In its little Christian city stands the church of Vordingborg,

In merry mood King Volmer sat, forgetful of his power,

As idle as the Goose of Gold that brooded on his tower.

Out spake the King to Henrik, his young and faithful squire
'Dar'st trust thy little Elsie, the maid of thy desire?’

'Of all the men in Denmark she loveth only me

As true to me is Elsie as thy Lily is to thee.'

Loud laughed the king: "To-morrow shall bring another day,
When I myself will test her; she will not say me nay.'

Thereat the lords and gallants, that round about him stood,
Wagged all their heads in concert and smiled as courtiers should.

The gray lark sings o'er Vordingborg, and on the ancient town
From the tall tower of Valdemar the Golden Goose looks down;
The yellow grain is waving in the pleasant wind of morn,

The wood resounds with cry of hounds and blare of hunter's horn.

In the garden of her father little Elsie sits and spins,

And, singing with the early birds, her daily task, begins.

Gay tulips bloom and sweet mint curls around her garden-bower,
But she is sweeter than the mint and fairer than the flower.

About her form her kirtle blue clings lovingly, and, white

As snow, her loose sleeves only leave her small, round wrists in sight;
Below, the modest petticoat can only half conceal

The motion of the lightest foot that ever turned a wheel.

The cat sits purring at her side, bees hum in sunshine warm;

But, look! she starts, she lifts her face, she shades it with her arm.
And, hark! a train of horsemen, with sound of dog and horn,
Come leaping o'er the ditches, come trampling down the corn!

Merrily rang the bridle-reins, and scarf and plume streamed gay,
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As fast beside her father's gate the riders held their way;
And one was brave in scarlet cloak, with golden spur on heel,
And, as he checked his foaming steed, the maiden checked her wheel.

'All hail among thy roses, the fairest rose to me!

For weary months in secret my heart has longed for thee!"

What noble knight was this? What words for modest maiden's ear?
She dropped a lowly courtesy of bashfulness and fear.

She lifted up her spinning-wheel; she fain would seek the door,
Trembling in every limb, her cheek with blushes crimsoned o'er.
'Nay, fear me not,' the rider said, 'l offer heart and hand,

Bear witness these good Danish knights who round about me stand.

'T grant you time to think of this, to answer as you may,
For to-morrow, little Elsie, shall bring another day.'

He spake the old phrase slyly as, glancing round his train,
He saw his merry followers seek to hide their smiles in vain.

'The snow of pearls I'll scatter in your curls of golden hair,
I'll line with furs the velvet of the kirtle that you wear;

All precious gems shall twine your neck; and in a chariot gay
You shall ride, my little Elsie, behind four steeds of gray.

'And harps shall sound, and flutes shall play, and brazen lamps shall glow;
On marble floors your feet shall weave the dances to and fro.

At frosty eventide for us the blazing hearth shall shine,

While, at our ease, we play at draughts, and drink the blood-red wine.'

Then Elsie raised her head and met her wooer face to face;

A roguish smile shone in her eye and on her lip found place.
Back from her low white forehead the curls of gold she threw,
And lifted up her eyes to his, steady and clear and blue.

' am a lowly peasant, and you a gallant knight;

I will not trust a love that soon may cool and turn to slight.
If you would wed me henceforth be a peasant, not a lord;
I bid you hang upon the wall your tried and trusty sword.'

'To please you, Elsie, I will lay keen Dynadel away,

And in its place will swing the scythe and mow your father's hay.'
'Nay, but your gallant scarlet cloak my eyes can never bear;
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A Vadmal coat, so plain and gray, is all that you must wear.'

'Well, Vadmal will I wear for you,' the rider gayly spoke,

'And on the Lord's high altar I'll lay my scarlet cloak.'

'But mark,' she said, 'no stately horse my peasant love must ride,
A yoke of steers before the plough is all that he must guide.'

The knight looked down upon his steed: 'Well, let him wander free
No other man must ride the horse that has been backed by me.
Henceforth I'll tread the furrow and to my oxen talk,

If only little Elsie beside my plough will walk.'

'You must take from out your cellar cask of wine and flask and can;
The homely mead I brew you may serve a peasant man.'

'Most willingly, fair Elsie, I'll drink that mead of thine,

And leave my minstrel's thirsty throat to drain my generous wine.'

'Now break your shield asunder, and shatter sign and boss,
Unmeet for peasant-wedded arms, your knightly knee across.
And pull me down your castle from top to basement wall,
And let your plough trace furrows in the ruins of your hall!’

Then smiled he with a lofty pride; right well at last he knew
The maiden of the spinning-wheel was to her troth. plight true.
'Ah, roguish little Elsie! you act your part full well

You know that I must bear my shield and in my castle dwell!

'The lions ramping on that shield between the hearts aflame
Keep watch o'er Denmark's honor, and guard her ancient name.

'For know that I am Volmer; I dwell in yonder towers,
Who ploughs them ploughs up Denmark, this goodly home of ours'.

'l tempt no more, fair Elsie! your heart I know is true;

Would God that all our maidens were good and pure as you!
Well have you pleased your monarch, and he shall well repay;
God's peace! Farewell! To-morrow will bring another day!'

He lifted up his bridle hand, he spurred his good steed then,

And like a whirl-blast swept away with all his gallant men.

The steel hoofs beat the rocky path; again on winds of morn

The wood resounds with cry of hounds and blare of hunter's horn.
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'Thou true and ever faithful!' the listening Henrik cried;

And, leaping o'er the green hedge, he stood by Elsie's side.

None saw the fond embracing, save, shining from afar,

The Golden Goose that watched them from the tower of Valdemar.

O darling girls of Denmark! of all the flowers that throng
Her vales of spring the fairest, I sing for you my song.
No praise as yours so bravely rewards the singer's skill;

Thank God! of maids like Elsie the land has plenty still!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Kinsman

Where ceaseless Spring her garland twines,
As sweetly shall the loved one rest,

As if beneath the whispering pines

And maple shadows of the West.

Ye mourn, O hearts of home! for him,
But, haply, mourn ye not alone;

For him shall far-off eyes be dim,
And pity speak in tongues unknown.

There needs no graven line to give
The story of his blameless youth;
All hearts shall throb intuitive,

And nature guess the simple truth.

The very meaning of his name
Shall many a tender tribute win;
The stranger own his sacred claim,
And all the world shall be his kin.

And there, as here, on main and isle,
The dews of holy peace shall fall,
The same sweet heavens above him smile,

And God's dear love be over all

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Kossuth

Type of two mighty continents!--combining

The strength of Europe with the warmth and glow
Of Asian song and prophecy,--the shining

Of Orient splendors over Northern snow!

Who shall receive him? Who, unblushing, speak
Welcome to him, who, while he strove to break
The Austrian yoke from Magyar necks, smote off
At the same blow the fetters of the serf,

Rearing the altar of his Fatherland

On the firm base of freedom, and thereby

Lifting to Heaven a patriot's stainless hand,

Mocked not the God of Justice with a lie!

Who shall be Freedom's mouthpiece? Who shall give
Her welcoming cheer to the great fugitive?

Not he who, all her sacred trusts betraying,

Is scourging back to slavery's hell of pain

The swarthy Kossuths of our land again!

Not he whose utterance now from lips designed
The bugle-march of Liberty to wind,

And call her hosts beneath the breaking light,

The keen reveille of her morn of fight,

Is but the hoarse note of the blood-hound's baying,
The wolf's long how! behind the bondman's flight!
Oh for the tongue of him who lies at rest

In Quincy's shade of patrimonial trees,

Last of the Puritan tribunes and the best,

To lend a voice to Freedom's sympathies,

And hail the coming of the noblest guest

The Old World's wrong has given the New World of the West!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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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 this sound!

For the Lord

On the whirlwind is abroad;

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;

Sing with Miriam by the sea,

He has cast the mighty down;
Horse and rider sink and drown;
'He hath triumphed gloriously!

Did we dare,

In our agony of prayer,

Ask for more than He has done?
When was ever His right hand
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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
Sound the song of praise abroad!
With a sound of broken chains
Tell the nations that He reigns,
Who alone is Lord and God!

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 355



Laying Up Treasure

From the Mahabharata.

Before the Ender comes, whose charioteer

Is swift or slow Disease, lay up each year

Thy harvests of well-doing, wealth that kings
Nor thieves can take away. When all the things
Thou tallest thine, goods, pleasures, honors fall,
Thou in thy virtue shalt survive them all.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Le Marais Du Cygne

A BLUSH as of roses

Where rose never grew!
Great drops on the bunch-grass,
But not of the dew!

A taint in the sweet air

For wild bees to shun!

A stain that shall never
Bleach out in the sun!

Back, steed of the prairies!
Sweet song-bird, fly back!
Wheel hither, bald vulture!
Gray wolf, call thy pack!

The foul human vultures
Have feasted and fled;

The wolves of the Border
Have crept from the dead.
From the hearths of their cabins,
The fields of their corn,
Unwarned and unweaponed,
The victims were torn, —

By the whirlwind of murder
Swooped up and swept on
To the low, reedy fen-lands,
The Marsh of the Swan.

With a vain plea for mercy
No stout knee was crooked;
In the mouths of the rifles
Right manly they looked.
How paled the May sunshine,
O Marais du Cygnel!

On death for the strong life,
On red grass for green!

In the homes of their rearing,
Yet warm with their lives,

Ye wait the dead only,

Poor children and wives!

Put out the red forge-fire,
The smith shall not come;
Unyoke the brown oxen,
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The ploughman lies dumb.
Wind slow from the Swan's Marsh,
O dreary death-train,

With pressed lips as bloodless
As lips of the slain!

Kiss down the young eyelids,
Smooth down the gray hairs;
Let tears quench the curses
That burn through your prayers.
Strong man of the prairies,
Mourn bitter and wild!

Wail, desolate woman!

Weep, fatherless child!

But the grain of God springs up
From ashes beneath,

And the crown of his harvest

Is life out of death.

Not in vain on the dial

The shade moves along,

To point the great contrasts

Of right and of wrong:

Free homes and free altars,
Free prairie and flood, —

The reeds of the Swan's Marsh,
Whose bloom is of blood!

On the lintels of Kansas

That blood shall not dry;
Henceforth the Bad Angel

Shall harmless go by;
Henceforth to the sunset,
Unchecked on her way,

Shall Liberty follow

The march of the day.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Leggett’'s Monument

Yes, pile the marble o'er him! It is well

That ye who mocked him in his long stern strife,
And planted in the pathway of his life

The ploughshares of your hatred hot from hell,
Who clamored down the bold reformer when

He pleaded for his captive fellow-men,

Who spurned him in the market-place, and sought
Within thy walls, St. Tammany, to bind

In party chains the free and honest thought,

The angel utterance of an upright mind,

Well is it now that o'er his grave ye raise

The stony tribute of your tardy praise,

For not alone that pile shall tell to Fame

Of the brave heart beneath, but of the builders' shame!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Letter From A Missionary Of The Methodist Episcopal
Church South, In Kansas, To A Distinguished
Politician. Douglas Mission 1854.

LAST week — the Lord be praised for all His mercies
To His unworthy servant! — I arrived

Safe at the Mission, via Westport; where

I tarried over night, to aid in forming

A Vigilance Committee, to send back,

In shirts of tar, and feather-doublets quilted

With forty stripes save one, all Yankee comers,
Uncircumcised and Gentile, aliens from

The Commonwealth of Israel, who despise

The prize of the high calling of the saints,

Who plant amidst this heathen wilderness

Pure gospel institutions, sanctified

By patriarchal use. The meeting opened

With prayer, as was most fitting. Half an hour,

Or thereaway, I groaned, and strove, and wrestled,
As Jacob did at Penuel, till the power

Fell on the people, and they cried 'Amen!'

'Glory to God!"' and stamped and clapped their hands;
And the rough river boatmen wiped their eyes;

'Go it, old hoss!" they cried, and cursed the niggers —
Fulfilling thus the word of prophecy,

'Cursed be Cannan.' After prayer, the meeting
Chose a committee — good and pious men —

A Presbyterian Elder, Baptist deacon,

A local preacher, three or four class-leaders,
Anxious inquirers, and renewed backsliders,

A score in all — to watch the river ferry,

(As they of old did watch the fords of Jordan,)

And cut off all whose Yankee tongues refuse

The Shibboleth of the Nebraska bill.

And then, in answer to repeated calls,

I gave a brief account of what I saw

In Washington; and truly many hearts

Rejoiced to know the President, and you

And all the Cabinet regularly hear

The gospel message of a Sunday morning,
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Drinking with thirsty souls of the sincere

Milk of the Word. Glory! Amen, and Selah!

Here, at the Mission, all things have gone well:
The brother who, throughout my absence, acted
As overseer, assures me that the crops

Never were better. I have lost one negro,

A first-rate hand, but obstinate and sullen.

He ran away some time last spring, and hid

In the river timber. There my Indian converts
Found him, and treed and shot him. For the rest,
The heathens round about begin to feel

The influence of our pious ministrations

And works of love; and some of them already
Have purchased negroes, and are settling down
As sober Christians! Bless the Lord for this!

I know it will rejoice you. You, I hear,

Are on the eve of visiting Chicago,

To fight with the wild beasts of Ephesus,

Long John, and Dutch Free-Soilers. May your arm
Be clothed with strength, and on your tongue be found
The sweet oil of persuasion. So desires

Your brother and co-laborer. Amen!

P.S. All's lost. Even while I write these lines,
The Yankee abolitionists are coming

Upon us like a flood — grim, stalwart men,

Each face set like a flint of Plymouth Rock
Against our institutions — staking out

Their farm lots on the wooded Wakarusa,

Or squatting by the mellow-bottomed Kansas;
The pioneers of mightier multitudes,

The small rain-patter, ere the thunder shower
Drowns the dry prairies. Hope from man is not.
Oh, for a quiet berth at Washington,

Snug naval chaplaincy, or clerkship, where
These rumors of free labor and free soil

Might never meet me more. Better to be
Door-keeper in the White House, than to dwell
Amidst these Yankee tents, that, whitening, show
On the green prairie like a fleet becalmed.
Methinks I hear a voice come up the river

From those far bayous, where the alligators
Mount guard around the camping filibusters:
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'Shake off the dust of Kansas. Turn to Cuba —
(That golden orange just about to fall,
O'er-ripe, into the Democratic lap

Keep pace with Providence, or, as we say,
Manifest destiny. Go forth and follow

The message of our gospel, thither borne
Upon the point of Quitman's bowie-knife,

And the persuasive lips of Colt's revolvers.
There may'st thou, underneath thy vine and fig-tree,
Watch thy increase of sugar cane and negroes,
Calm as a patriarch in his eastern tent!"

Amen: So mote it be. So prays your friend.

John Greenleaf Whittier

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 362



Lexington

1775.

No Berserk thirst of blood had they,

No battle-joy was theirs, who set
Against the alien bayonet

Their homespun breasts in that old day.

Their feet had trodden peaceful, ways;

They loved not strife, they dreaded pain;
They saw not, what to us is plain,

That God would make man's wrath his praise.

No seers were they, but simple men;

Its vast results the future hid

The meaning of the work they did

Was strange and dark and doubtful then.

Swift as their summons came they left
The plough mid-furrow standing still,
The half-ground corn grist in the mill,
The spade in earth, the axe in cleft.

They went where duty seemed to call,
They scarcely asked the reason why;
They only knew they could but die,
And death was not the worst of all!

Of man for man the sacrifice,

All that was theirs to give, they gave.

The flowers that blossomed from their grave
Have sown themselves beneath all skies.

Their death-shot shook the feudal tower,
And shattered slavery's chain as well;
On the sky's dome, as on a bell,

Its echo struck the world's great hour.

That fateful echo is not dumb
The nations listening to its sound
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Wait, from a century's vantage-ground,
The holier triumphs yet to come,--

The bridal time of Law and Love,

The gladness of the world's release,
When, war-sick, at the feet of Peace
The hawk shall nestle with the dove!--

The golden age of brotherhood
Unknown to other rivalries

Than of the mild humanities,

And gracious interchange of good,

When closer strand shall lean to strand,
Till meet, beneath saluting flags,

The eagle of our mountain-crags,

The lion of our Motherland!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Lines From A Letter To A Young Clerical Friend

A STRENGTH Thy service cannot tire,

A faith which doubt can never dim,

A heart of love, a lip of fire,

O Freedom's God! be Thou to him!
Speak through him words of power and fear,
As through Thy prophet bards of old,
And let a scornful people hear

Once more Thy Sinai-thunders rolled.
For lying lips Thy blessing seek,

And hands of blood are raised to Thee,
And on Thy children, crushed and weak,
The oppressor plants his kneeling knee.
Let then, O God! Thy servant dare

Thy truth in all its power to tell,
Unmask the priestly thieves, and tear
The Bible from the grasp of hell!

From hollow rite and narrow span

Of law and sect by Thee released,

Oh, teach him that the Christian man

Is holier than the Jewish priest.

Chase back the shadows, gray and old,
Of the dead ages, from his way,

And let his hopeful eyes behold

The dawn of Thy millennial day;

That day when lettered limb and mind
Shall know the truth which maketh free,
And he alone who loves his kind

Shall, childlike, claim the love of Thee!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Lines On A Fly-Leaf

I need not ask thee, for my sake,

To read a book which well may make
Its way by native force of wit

Without my manual sign to it.

Its piquant writer needs from me

No gravely masculine guaranty,

And well might laugh her merriest laugh
At broken spears in her behalf;

Yet, spite of all the critics tell,

I frankly own I like her well.

It may be that she wields a pen

Too sharply nibbed for thin-skinned men,
That her keen arrows search and try
The armor joints of dignity,

And, though alone for error meant,
Sing through the air irreverent.

I blame her not, the young athlete

Who plants her woman's tiny feet,

And dares the chances of debate

Where bearded men might hesitate,
Who, deeply earnest, seeing well

The ludicrous and laughable,

Mingling in eloquent excess

Her anger and her tenderness,

And, chiding with a half-caress,

Strives, less for her own sex than ours,
With principalities and powers,

And points us upward to the clear
Sunned heights of her new atmosphere.

Heaven mend her faults!--I will not pause
To weigh and doubt and peck at flaws,

Or waste my pity when some fool
Provokes her measureless ridicule.
Strong-minded is she? Better so

Than dulness set for sale or show,

A household folly, capped and belled

In fashion's dance of puppets held,

Or poor pretence of womanhood,
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Whose formal, flavorless platitude

Is warranted from all offence

Of robust meaning's violence.

Give me the wine of thought whose head
Sparkles along the page I read,--

Electric words in which I find

The tonic of the northwest wind;

The wisdom which itself allies

To sweet and pure humanities,

Where scorn of meanness, hate of wrong,
Are underlaid by love as strong;

The genial play of mirth that lights

Grave themes of thought, as when, on nights
Of summer-time, the harmless blaze

Of thunderless heat-lightning plays,

And tree and hill-top resting dim

And doubtful on the sky's vague rim,
Touched by that soft and lambent gleam,
Start sharply outlined from their dream.

Talk not to me of woman's sphere,
Nor point with Scripture texts a sneer,
Nor wrong the manliest saint of all

By doubt, if he were here, that Paul
Would own the heroines who have lent
Grace to truth's stern arbitrament,
Foregone the praise to woman sweet,
And cast their crowns at Duty's feet;
Like her, who by her strong Appeal
Made Fashion weep and Mammon feel,
Who, earliest summoned to withstand
The color-madness of the land,
Counted her life-long losses gain,

And made her own her sisters' pain;
Or her who, in her greenwood shade,
Heard the sharp call that Freedom made,
And, answering, struck from Sappho's lyre
Of love the Tyrtman carmen's fire

Or that young girl,--Domremy's maid
Revived a nobler cause to aid,--
Shaking from warning finger-tips

The doom of her apocalypse;
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Or her, who world-wide entrance gave
To the log-cabin of the slave,

Made all his want and sorrow known,
And all earth's languages his own.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Lines On The Death Of S. Oliver Torrey

SECRETARY OF THE BOSTON YOUNG MEN'S ANTI-SLAVERY SOCIETY.

Gone before us, O our brother,
To the spirit-land!

Vainly look we for another

In thy place to stand.

Who shall offer youth and beauty
On the wasting shrine

Of a stern and lofty duty,

With a faith like thine?

Oh, thy gentle smile of greeting
Who again shall see?

Who amidst the solemn meeting
Gaze again on thee?

Who when peril gathers o'er us,
Wear so calm a brow?

Who, with evil men before us,
So serene as thou?

Early hath the spoiler found thee,
Brother of our love!

Autumn's faded earth around thee,
And its storms above!

Evermore that turf lie lightly,

And, with future showers,

O'er thy slumbers fresh and brightly
Blow the summer flowers

In the locks thy forehead gracing,
Not a silvery streak;

Nor a line of sorrow's tracing

On thy fair young cheek;

Eyes of light and lips of roses,
Such as Hylas wore,--

Over all that curtain closes,
Which shall rise no more!

Will the vigil Love is keeping
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Round that grave of thine,
Mournfully, like Jazer weeping
Over Sibmah's vine;

Will the pleasant memories, swelling

Gentle hearts, of thee,
In the spirit's distant dwelling
All unheeded be?

If the spirit ever gazes,

From its journeyings, back;

If the immortal ever traces

O'er its mortal track;

Wilt thou not, O brother, meet us
Sometimes on our way,

And, in hours of sadness, greet us
As a spirit may?

Peace be with thee, O our brother,
In the spirit-land

Vainly look we for another

In thy place to stand.

Unto Truth and Freedom giving

All thy early powers,

Be thy virtues with the living,

And thy spirit ours!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Lines On The Portrait Of A Celebrated Publisher

A MOONY breadth of virgin face,

By thought unviolated;

A patient mouth, to take from scorn
The hook with bank-notes baited!

Its self-complacent sleekness shows
How thrift goes with the fawner;

An unctuous unconcern of all

Which nice folks call dishonor!

A pleasant print to peddle out

In lands of rice and cotton;

The model of that face in dough
Would make the artist's fortune.

For Fame to thee has come unsought,
While others vainly woo her,

In proof how mean a thing can make
A great man of its doer.

To whom shall men thyself compare,
Since common models fail 'em,

Save classic goose of ancient Rome,
Or sacred ass of Balaam?

The gabble of that wakeful goose
Saved Rome from sack of Brennus;
The braying of the prophet's ass
Betrayed the angel's menace!

So when Guy Fawkes, in petticoats,
And azure-tinted hose on,

Was twisting from thy love-lorn sheets
The slow-match of explosion —

An earthquake blast that would have tossed
The Union as a feather,

Thy instinct saved a perilled land
And perilled purse together.

Just think of Carolina's sage

Sent whirling like a Dervis,

Of Quattlebum in middle air
Performing strange drill-service!
Doomed like Assyria's lord of old,
Who fell before the Jewess,

Or sad Abimelech, to sigh,
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'Alas! a woman slew us!'

Thou saw'st beneath a fair disguise

The danger darkly lurking,

And maiden bodice dreaded more
Than warrior's steel-wrought jerkin.
How keen to scent the hidden plot!
How prompt wert thou to balk it,
With patriot zeal and pedler thrift,

For country and for pocket!

Thy likeness here is doubtless well,

But higher honor's due it;

On auction-block and negro-jail

Admiring eyes should view it.

Or, hung aloft, it well might grace
The nation's senate-chamber —

A greedy Northern bottle-fly
Preserved in Slavery's amber!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Lucy Hooper

They tell me, Lucy, thou art dead,
That all of thee we loved and cherished
Has with thy summer roses perished;
And left, as its young beauty fled,

An ashen memory in its stead,

The twilight of a parted day

Whose fading light is cold and vain,
The heart's faint echo of a strain

Of low, sweet music passed away.
That true and loving heart, that gift

Of a mind, earnest, clear, profound,
Bestowing, with a glad unthrift,

Its sunny light on all around,

Affinities which only could

Cleave to the pure, the true, and good;
And sympathies which found no rest,
Save with the loveliest and best.

Of them--of thee--remains there naught
But sorrow in the mourner's breast?

A shadow in the land of thought?

No! Even my weak and trembling faith
Can lift for thee the veil which doubt
And human fear have drawn about
The all-awaiting scene of death.

Even as thou wast I see thee still;

And, save the absence of all ill

And pain and weariness, which here
Summoned the sigh or wrung the tear,
The same as when, two summers back,
Beside our childhood's Merrimac,

I saw thy dark eye wander o'er
Stream, sunny upland, rocky shore,
And heard thy low, soft voice alone
Midst lapse of waters, and the tone

Of pine-leaves by the west-wind blown,
There's not a charm of soul or brow,
Of all we knew and loved in thee,

But lives in holier beauty now,
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Baptized in immortality!

Not mine the sad and freezing dream
Of souls that, with their earthly mould,
Cast off the loves and joys of old,
Unbodied, like a pale moonbeam,

As pure, as passionless, and cold;

Nor mine the hope of Indra's son,

Of slumbering in oblivion's rest,

Life's myriads blending into one,

In blank annihilation blest;

Dust-atoms of the infinite,

Sparks scattered from the central light,
And winning back through mortal pain
Their old unconsciousness again.

No! I have friends in Spirit Land,

Not shadows in a shadowy band,

Not others, but themselves are they.
And still I think of them the same

As when the Master's summons came;
Their change,--the holy morn-light breaking
Upon the dream-worn sleeper, waking,--
A change from twilight into day.

They 've laid thee midst the household graves,
Where father, brother, sister lie;

Below thee sweep the dark blue waves,
Above thee bends the summer sky.

Thy own loved church in sadness read
Her solemn ritual o'er thy head,

And blessed and hallowed with her prayer
The turf laid lightly o'er thee there.

That church, whose rites and liturgy,
Sublime and old, were truth to thee,
Undoubted to thy bosom taken,

As symbols of a faith unshaken.

Even I, of simpler views, could feel

The beauty of thy trust and zeal;

And, owning not thy creed, could see
How deep a truth it seemed to thee,

And how thy fervent heart had thrown
O'er all, a coloring of its own,

And kindled up, intense and warm,
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A life in every rite and form,

As. when on Chebar's banks of old,
The Hebrew's gorgeous vision rolled,
A spirit filled the vast machine,

A life, 'within the wheels' was seen.

Farewell! A little time, and we

Who knew thee well, and loved thee here,
One after one shall follow thee

As pilgrims through the gate of fear,
Which opens on eternity.

Yet shall we cherish not the less

All that is left our hearts meanwhile;

The memory of thy loveliness

Shall round our weary pathway smile,
Like moonlight when the sun has set,

A sweet and tender radiance yet.
Thoughts of thy clear-eyed sense of duty,
Thy generous scorn of all things wrong,
The truth, the strength, the graceful beauty
Which blended in thy song.

All lovely things, by thee beloved,

Shall whisper to our hearts of thee;
These green hills, where thy childhood roved,
Yon river winding to the sea,

The sunset light of autumn eves
Reflecting on the deep, still floods,

Cloud, crimson sky, and trembling leaves
Of rainbow-tinted woods,

These, in our view, shall henceforth take
A tenderer meaning for thy sake;

And all thou lovedst of earth and sky,
Seem sacred to thy memory.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Lydia H. Sigourney

She sang alone, ere womanhood had known
The gift of song which fills the air to-day
Tender and sweet, a music all her own

May fitly linger where she knelt to pray.

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Mabel Martin

A HARVEST IDYL.

PROEM.

I CALL the old time back: I bring my lay

in tender memory of the summer day
When, where our native river lapsed away,

We dreamed it over, while the thrushes made
Songs of their own, and the great pine-trees laid
On warm noonlights the masses of their shade.

And she was with us, living o'er again
Her life in ours, despite of years and pain,--
The Autumn's brightness after latter rain.

Beautiful in her holy peace as one
Who stands, at evening, when the work is done,
Glorified in the setting of the sun!

Her memory makes our common landscape seem
Fairer than any of which painters dream;
Lights the brown hills and sings in every stream;

For she whose speech was always truth's pure gold
Heard, not unpleased, its simple legends told,
And loved with us the beautiful and old.

I. THE RIVER VALLEY.

Across the level tableland,

A grassy, rarely trodden way,

With thinnest skirt of birchen spray

And stunted growth of cedar, leads
To where you see the dull plain fall

Sheer off, steep-slanted, ploughed by all

The seasons' rainfalls. On its brink
The over-leaning harebells swing,
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With roots half bare the pine-trees cling;

And, through the shadow looking west,
You see the wavering river flow
Along a vale, that far below

Holds to the sun, the sheltering hills
And glimmering water-line between,
Broad fields of corn and meadows green,

And fruit-bent orchards grouped around
The low brown roofs and painted eaves,
And chimney-tops half hid in leaves.

No warmer valley hides behind
Yon wind-scourged sand-dunes, cold and bleak;
No fairer river comes to seek

The wave-sung welcome of the sea,
Or mark the northmost border line
Of sun-loved growths of nut and vine.

Here, ground-fast in their native fields,
Untempted by the city's gain,
The quiet farmer folk remain

Who bear the pleasant name of Friends,
And keep their fathers' gentle ways
And simple speech of Bible days;

In whose neat homesteads woman holds
With modest ease her equal place,
And wears upon her tranquil face

The look of one who, merging not
Her self-hood in another's will,
Is love's and duty's handmaid still.

Pass with me down the path that winds

Through birches to the open land,
Where, close upon the river strand
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You mark a cellar, vine o'errun,
Above whose wall of loosened stones
The sumach lifts its reddening cones,

And the black nightshade's berries shine,
And broad, unsightly burdocks fold
The household ruin, century-old.

Here, in the dim colonial time
Of sterner lives and gloomier faith,
A woman lived, tradition saith,

Who wrought her neighbors foul annoy,
And witched and plagued the country-side,
Till at the hangman's hand she died.

Sit with me while the westering day
Falls slantwise down the quiet vale,
And, haply ere yon loitering sail,

That rounds the upper headland, falls
Below Deer Island's pines, or sees
Behind it Hawkswood's belt of trees

Rise black against the sinking sun,
My idyl of its days of old,
The valley's legend, shall be told.

II. THE HUSKING.

It was the pleasant harvest-time,
When cellar-bins are closely stowed,
And garrets bend beneath their load,

And the old swallow-haunted barns,--
Brown-gabled, long, and full of seams
Through which the rooted sunlight streams,

And winds blow freshly in, to shake

The red plumes of the roosted cocks,
And the loose hay-mow's scented locks,
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Are filled with summer's ripened stores,
Its odorous grass and barley sheaves,
From their low scaffolds to their eaves.

On Esek Harden's oaken floor,
With many an autumn threshing worn,
Lay the heaped ears of unhusked corn.

And thither came young men and maids,
Beneath a moon that, large and low,
Lit that sweet eve of long ago.

They took their places; some by chance,
And others by a merry voice
Or sweet smile guided to their choice.

How pleasantly the rising moon,
Between the shadow of the mows,
Looked on them through the great elm-boughs!

On sturdy boyhood, sun-embrowned,
On girlhood with its solid curves
Of healthful strength and painless nerves!

And jests went round, and laughs that made
The house-dog answer with his howl,
And kept astir the barn-yard fowl;

And quaint old songs their fathers sung
In Derby dales and Yorkshire moors,
Ere Norman William trod their shores;

And tales, whose merry license shook
The fat sides of the Saxon thane,
Forgetful of the hovering Dane,--

Rude plays to Celt and Cimbri known,
The charms and riddles that beguiled

On Oxus' banks the young world's child,--

That primal picture-speech wherein
Have youth and maid the story told,
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So new in each, so dateless old,

Recalling pastoral Ruth in her
Who waited, blushing and demure,
The red-ear's kiss of forfeiture.

But still the sweetest voice was mute
That river-valley ever heard
From lips of maid or throat of bird;

For Mabel Martin sat apart,
And let the hay-mow's shadow fall
Upon the loveliest face of all.

She sat apart, as one forbid,
Who knew that none would condescend
To own the Witch-wife's child a friend.

The seasons scarce had gone their round,
Since curious thousands thronged to see
Her mother at the gallows-tree;

And mocked the prison-palsied limbs
That faltered on the fatal stairs,
And wan lip trembling with its prayers!

Few questioned of the sorrowing child,
Or, when they saw the mother die;
Dreamed of the daughter's agony.

They went up to their homes that day,
As men and Christians justified
God willed it, and the wretch had died!

Dear God and Father of us all,
Forgive our faith in cruel lies,--
Forgive the blindness that denies!

Forgive thy creature when he takes,

For the all-perfect love Thou art,
Some grim creation of his heart.
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Cast down our idols, overturn
Our bloody altars; let us see
Thyself in Thy humanity!

Young Mabel from her mother's grave
Crept to her desolate hearth-stone,
And wrestled with her fate alone;

With love, and anger, and despair,
The phantoms of disordered sense,
The awful doubts of Providence!

Oh, dreary broke the winter days,
And dreary fell the winter nights
When, one by one, the neighboring lights

Went out, and human sounds grew still,
And all the phantom-peopled dark
Closed round her hearth-fire's dying spark.

And summer days were sad and long,
And sad the uncompanioned eves,
And sadder sunset-tinted leaves,

And Indian Summer's airs of balm;
She scarcely felt the soft caress,
The beauty died of loneliness!

The school-boys jeered her as they passed,
And, when she sought the house of prayer,
Her mother's curse pursued her there.

And still o'er many a neighboring door
She saw the horseshoe's curved charm,
To guard against her mother's harm!

That mother, poor and sick and lame,
Who daily, by the old arm-chair,

Folded her withered hands in prayer;--

Who turned, in Salem's dreary jail,
Her worn old Bible o'er and o'er,
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When her dim eyes could read no more!

Sore tried and pained, the poor girl kept
Her faith, and trusted that her way,
So dark, would somewhere meet the day.

And still her weary wheel went round
Day after day, with no relief
Small leisure have the poor for grief.

IV. THE CHAMPION.

So in the shadow Mabel sits;

Untouched by mirth she sees and hears,
Her smile is sadder than her tears.

But cruel eyes have found her out,
And cruel lips repeat her name,
And taunt her with her mother's shame.

She answered not with railing words,
But drew her apron o'er her face,
And, sobbing, glided from the place.

And only pausing at the door,
Her sad eyes met the troubled gaze
Of one who, in her better days,

Had been her warm and steady friend,
Ere yet her mother's doom had made
Even Esek Harden half afraid.

He felt that mute appeal of tears,
And, starting, with an angry frown,
Hushed all the wicked murmurs down.

'Good neighbors mine,' he sternly said,
'This passes harmless mirth or jest;

I brook no insult to my guest.

'She is indeed her mother's child;
But God's sweet pity ministers
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Unto no whiter soul than hers.

'Let Goody Martin rest in peace;
I never knew her harm a fly,
And witch or not, God knows--not I.

'T know who swore her life away;
And as God lives, I'd not condemn
An Indian dog on word of them.'

The broadest lands in all the town,
The skill to guide, the power to awe,
Were Harden's; and his word was law.

None dared withstand him to his face,
But one sly maiden spake aside
'The little witch is evil-eyed!

'Her mother only killed a cow,
Or witched a churn or dairy-pan;
But she, forsooth, must charm a man!'

V. IN THE SHADOW.

Poor Mabel, homeward turning, passed
The nameless terrors of the wood,

And saw, as if a ghost pursued,

Her shadow gliding in the moon;
The soft breath of the west-wind gave
A chill as from her mother's grave.

How dreary seemed the silent house!
Wide in the moonbeams' ghastly glare
Its windows had a dead man's stare!

And, like a gaunt and spectral hand,
The tremulous shadow of a birch

Reached out and touched the door's low porch,

As if to lift its latch; hard by,
A sudden warning call she beard,
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The night-cry of a boding bird.

She leaned against the door; her face,
So fair, so young, so full of pain,
White in the moonlight's silver rain.

The river, on its pebbled rim,
Made music such as childhood knew;
The door-yard tree was whispered through

By voices such as childhood's ear
Had heard in moonlights long ago;
And through the willow-boughs below.

She saw the rippled waters shine;
Beyond, in waves of shade and light,
The hills rolled off into the night.

She saw and heard, but over all
A sense of some transforming spell,
The shadow of her sick heart fell.

And still across the wooded space
The harvest lights of Harden shone,
And song and jest and laugh went on.

And he, so gentle, true, and strong,
Of men the bravest and the best,
Had he, too, scorned her with the rest?

She strove to drown her sense of wrong,
And, in her old and simple way,
To teach her bitter heart to pray.

Poor child! the prayer, begun in faith,
Grew to a low, despairing cry
Of utter misery: 'Let me die!

'Oh! take me from the scornful eyes,

And hide me where the cruel speech
And mocking finger may not reach!
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'l dare not breathe my mother's name
A daughter's right I dare not crave
To weep above her unblest grave!

'Let me not live until my heart,
With few to pity, and with none
To love me, hardens into stone.

'O God! have mercy on Thy child,
Whose faith in Thee grows weak and small,
And take me ere I lose it all!'

A shadow on the moonlight fell,
And murmuring wind and wave became
A voice whose burden was her name.

VI. THE BETROTHAL.

Had then God heard her? Had He sent
His angel down? In flesh and blood,
Before her Esek Harden stood!

He laid his hand upon her arm
'Dear Mabel, this no more shall be;
Who scoffs at you must scoff at me.

'You know rough Esek Harden well;
And if he seems no suitor gay,
And if his hair is touched with gray,

'The maiden grown shall never find
His heart less warm than when she smiled,
Upon his knees, a little child!'

Her tears of grief were tears of joy,
As, folded in his strong embrace,
She looked in Esek Harden's face.

'O truest friend of all' she said,

'God bless you for your kindly thought,
And make me worthy of my lot!"
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He led her forth, and, blent in one,
Beside their happy pathway ran
The shadows of the maid and man.

He led her through his dewy fields,
To where the swinging lanterns glowed,
And through the doors the huskers showed.

'Good friends and neighbors!' Esek said,
'T'm weary of this lonely life;
In Mabel see my chosen wife!

'She greets you kindly, one and all;
The past is past, and all offence
Falls harmless from her innocence.

'Henceforth she stands no more alone;
You know what Esek Harden is;--
He brooks no wrong to him or his.

'Now let the merriest tales be told,
And let the sweetest songs be sung
That ever made the old heart young!

'For now the lost has found a home;
And a lone hearth shall brighter burn,
As all the household joys return!

Oh, pleasantly the harvest-moon,

Between the shadow of the mows,

Looked on them through the great elm--boughs!
On Mabel's curls of golden hair,

On Esek's shaggy strength it fell;

And the wind whispered, 'It is well!"

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Marguerite

MASSACHUSETTS BAY, 1760.

THE robins sang in the orchard, the buds into
blossoms grew;
Little of human sorrow the buds and the robins

knew!

Sick, in an alien household, the poor French
neutral lay;

Into her lonesome garret fell the light of the April
day,

Through the dusty window, curtained by the spider's
warp and woof,

On the loose-laid floor of hemlock, on oaken ribs

of roof,

The bedquilt's faded patchwork, the teacups on the
stand,

The wheel with flaxen tangle, as it dropped from

her sick hand.

What to her was the song of the robin, or warm
morning light,

As she lay in the trance of the dying, heedless of
sound or sight?

Done was the work of her bands, she had eaten her
bitter bread;

The world of the alien people lay behind her dim
and dead.

But her soul went back to its child-time; she saw
the sun o'erflow

With gold the Basin of Minas, and set over
Gaspereau;

The low, bare flats at ebb-tide, the rush of the sea
at flood,

Through inlet and creek and river, from dike to
upland wood;
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The gulls in the red of morning, the fish-hawk's
rise and fall,

The drift of the fog in moonshine, over the dark
coast-wall.

She saw the face of her mother, she heard the song
she sang;

And far off, faintly, slowly, the bell for vespers
rang.

By her bed the hard-faced mistress sat, smoothing
the wrinkled sheet,

Peering into the face, so helpless, and feeling the
ice-cold feet.

With a vague remorse atoning for her greed and
long abuse,
By care no longer heeded and pity too late for use.

Up the stairs of the garret softly the son of the
mistress stepped,

Leaned over the head-board, covering his face with
his hands, and wept.

Outspake the mother, who watched him sharply,
with brow a-frown

'What! love you the Papist, the beggar, the
charge of the town?"

Be she Papist or beggar who lies here, I know
and God knows

I love her, and fain would go with her wherever
she goes!

'O mother! that sweet face came pleading, for
love so athirst.

You saw but the town-charge; I knew her God's
angel at first.'

Shaking her gray head, the mistress hushed down

a bitter cry;
And awed by the silence and shadow of death
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drawing nigh,

She murmured a psalm of the Bible; but closer
the young girl pressed,

With the last of her life in her fingers, the cross
to her breast.

'My son, come away,' cried the mother, her voice
cruel grown.

'She is joined to her idols, like Ephraim; let her
alone!"

But he knelt with his hand on her forehead, his
lips to her ear,

And he called back the soul that was passing
'Marguerite, do you hear?'

She paused on the threshold of Heaven; love, pity,
surprise,

Wistful, tender, lit up for an instant the cloud of
her eyes.

With his heart on his lips he kissed her, but never
her cheek grew red,

And the words the living long for he spake in the
ear of the dead.

And the robins sang in the orchard, where buds to
blossoms grew;
Of the folded hands and the still face never the

robins knew!

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Mary Garvin

FROM the heart of Waumbek Methna, from the
lake that never fails,

Falls the Saco in the green lap of Conway's
intervales;

There, in wild and virgin freshness, its waters
foam and flow,

As when Darby Field first saw them, two hundred
years ago.

But, vexed in all its seaward course with bridges,
dams, and mills,

How changed is Saco's stream, how lost its freedom
of the hills,

Since travelled Jocelyn, factor Vines, and stately
Champernoon

Heard on its banks the gray wolf's howl, the trumpet
of the loon!

With smoking axle hot with speed, with steeds of
fire and steam,

Wide-waked To-day leaves Yesterday behind him
like a dream.

Still, from the hurrying train of Life, fly backward
far and fast

The milestones of the fathers, the landmarks of
the past.

But human hearts remain unchanged: the sorrow
and the sin,

The loves and hopes and fears of old, are to our
own akin;

And if, in tales our fathers told, the songs our
mothers sung,

Tradition wears a snowy beard, Romance is always
young.

O sharp-lined man of traffic, on Saco's banks today!
O mill-girl watching late and long the shuttle's
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restless play!

Let, for the once, a listening ear the working hand
beguile,

And lend my old Provincial tale, as suits, a tear or
smile!

The evening gun had sounded from gray Fort
Mary's walls;

Through the forest, like a wild beast, roared and
plunged the Saco's' falls.

And westward on the sea-wind, that damp and

gusty grew,

Over cedars darkening inland the smokes of Spurwink
blew.

On the hearth of Farmer Garvin, blazed the crackling
walnut log;

Right and left sat dame and goodman, and between
them lay the dog,

Head on paws, and tail slow wagging, and beside
him on her mat,
Sitting drowsy in the firelight, winked and purred
the mottled cat.

'"Twenty years!' said Goodman Garvin, speaking
sadly, under breath,

And his gray head slowly shaking, as one who
speaks of death.

The goodwife dropped her needles: 'It is twenty
years to-day,

Since the Indians fell on Saco, and stole our child
away.'

Then they sank into the silence, for each knew
the other's thought,

Of a great and common sorrow, and words were,
needed not.
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'Who knocks?' cried Goodman Garvin. The

door was open thrown;

On two strangers, man and maiden, cloaked and
furred, the fire-light shone.

One with courteous gesture lifted the bear-skin
from his head;

'Lives here Elkanah Garvin?' 'l am he,' the
goodman said.

'Sit ye down, and dry and warm ye, for the night
is chill with rain.’

And the goodwife drew the settle, and stirred the
fire amain.

The maid unclasped her cloak-hood, the firelight
glistened fair

In her large, moist eyes, and over soft folds of
dark brown hair.

Dame Garvin looked upon her: 'It is Mary's self
I seel!'

'Dear heart!" she cried, 'now tell me, has my
child come back to me?'

'My name indeed is Mary,' said the stranger sobbing
wild;
'Will you be to me a mother? I am Mary Garvin's child!

'She sleeps by wooded Simcoe, but on her dying
day

She bade my father take me to her kinsfolk far
away.

'And when the priest besought her to do me no
such wrong,

She said, 'May God forgive me! I have closed
my heart too long.'

"When I hid me from my father, and shut out
my mother's call,
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I sinned against those dear ones, and the Father
of us all.

"Christ's love rebukes no home-love, breaks no
tie of kin apart;
Better heresy in doctrine, than heresy of heart.

"Tell me not the Church must censure: she who
wept the Cross beside

Never made her own flesh strangers, nor the claims
of blood denied;

"And if she who wronged her parents, with her
child atones to them,

Earthly daughter, Heavenly Mother! thou at least
wilt not condemn!'

'So, upon her death-bed lying, my blessed mother
spake;

As we come to do her bidding, So receive us for her
sake.'

'God be praised!" said Goodwife Garvin, 'He taketh,
and He gives;

He woundeth, but He healeth; in her child our
daughter lives!

'Amen!' the old man answered, as he brushed a

tear away,

And, kneeling by his hearthstone, said, with reverence,
'Let us pray.'

All its Oriental symbols, and its Hebrew pararphrase,
Warm with earnest life and feeling, rose his prayer
of love and praise.

But he started at beholding, as he rose from off
his knee,
The stranger cross his forehead with the sign of

Papistrie.

'What is this?' cried Farmer Garvin. 'Is an English
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Christian's home
A chapel or a mass-house, that you make the sign
of Rome?"

Then the young girl knelt beside him, kissed his
trembling hand, and cried:

Oh, forbear to chide my father; in that faith my
mother died!

'On her wooden cross at Simcoe the dews and
sunshine fall,

As they fall on Spurwink's graveyard; and the
dear God watches all!'

The old man stroked the fair head that rested on
his knee;

'Your words, dear child,' he answered, 'are God's
rebuke to me.

'Creed and rite perchance may differ, yet our
faith and hope be one.

Let me be your father's father, let him be to me
a son.'

When the horn, on Sabbath morning, through the
still and frosty air,

From Spurwink, Pool, and Black Point, called to
sermon and to prayer,

To the goodly house of worship, where, in order
due and fit,

As by public vote directed, classed and ranked the
people sit;

Mistress first and goodwife after, clerkly squire
before the clown,

'From the brave coat, lace-embroidered, to the gray
frock, shading down;'

From the pulpit read the preacher, 'Goodman

Garvin and his wife
Fain would thank the Lord, whose kindness has
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followed them through life,

'For the great and crowning mercy, that their
daughter, from the wild,

Where she rests (they hope in God's peace), has
sent to them her child;

'And the prayers of all God's people they ask,
that they may prove

Not unworthy, through their weakness, of such
special proof of love.'

As the preacher prayed, uprising, the aged couple
stood,
And the fair Canadian also, in her modest maiden-
hood.

Thought the elders, grave and doubting, 'She is
Papist born and bred;'
Thought the young men, "T is an angel in Mary

Garvin's stead!'

John Greenleaf Whittier
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Massachusetts To Virginia

The blast from Freedom's Northern hills, upon its Southern way,
Bears greeting to Virginia from Massachusetts Bay:

No word of haughty challenging, nor battle bugle's peal,

Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang of horsemen's steel,

No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along our highways go;
Around our silent arsenals untrodden lies the snow;

And to the land-breeze of our ports, upon their errands far,

A thousand sails of commerce swell, but nhone are spread for war.

We hear thy threats, Virginia! thy stormy words and high
Swell harshly on the Southern winds which melt along our sky;
Yet not one brown, hard hand foregoes its honest labor here,
No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends his axe in fear.

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs along St. George's bank;

Cold on the shores of Labrador the fog lies white and dank;

Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, stout are the hearts which man
The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boats of Cape Ann.

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on their icy forms,

Bent grimly o'er their straining lines or wrestling with the storms;
Free as the winds they drive before, rough as the waves they roam,
They laugh to scorn the slaver's threat against their rocky home.

What means the Old Dominion? Hath she forgot the day

When o'er her conquered valleys swept the Briton's steel array?
How, side by side with sons of hers, the Massachusetts men
Encountered Tarleton's charge of fire, and stout Cornwallis, then?

Forgets she how the Bay State, in answer to the call

Of her old House of Burgesses, spoke out from Faneuil Hall?
When, echoing back her Henry's cry, came pulsing on each breath
Of Northern winds the thrilling sounds of 'Liberty or Death!"

What asks the Old Dominion? If now her sons have proved
False to their fathers' memory, false to the faith they loved;
If she can scoff at Freedom, and its great charter spurn,
Must we of Massachusetts from truth and duty turn?
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We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slavery's hateful hell;
Our voices, at your bidding, take up the bloodhound's yell;
We gather, at your summons, above our fathers' graves,
From Freedom's holy altar-horns to tear your wretched slaves!

Thank God! not yet so vilely can Massachusetts bow;

The spirit of her early time is with her even now;

Dream not because her Pilgrim blood moves slow and calm and cool,
She thus can stoop her chainless neck, a sister's slave and tool!

All that a sister State should do, all that a free State may,
Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in our early day;

But that one dark loathsome burden ye must stagger with alone,
And reap the bitter harvest which ye yourselves have sown!

Hold, while ye may, your struggling slaves, and burden God's free air
With woman's shriek beneath the lash, and manhood's wild despair;
Cling closer to the 'cleaving curse' that writes upon your plains

The blasting of Almighty wrath against a land of chains.

Still shame your gallant ancestry, the cavaliers of old,

By watching round the shambles where human flesh is sold;
Gloat o'er the new-born child, and count his market value, when
The maddened mother's cry of woe shall pierce the slaver's den!

Lower than plummet soundeth, sink the Virginia hame;

Plant, if ye will, your fathers' graves with rankest weeds of shame;
Be, if ye will, the scandal of God's fair universe;

We wash our hands forever of your sin and shame and curse.

A voice from lips whereon the coal from Freedom's shrine hath been,
Thrilled, as but yesterday, the hearts of Berkshire's mountain men:
The echoes of that solemn voice are sadly lingering still

In all our sunny valleys, on every wind-swept hill.

And when the prowling man-thief came hunting for his prey
Beneath the very shadow of Bunker's shaft of gray,
How, through the free lips of the son, the father's warning spoke;

How, from its bonds of trade and sect, the Pilgrim city broke!

A hundred thousand right arms were lifted up on high,
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A hundred thousand voices sent back their loud reply;
Through the thronged towns of Essex the startling summons rang,
And up from bench and loom and wheel her young mechanics sprang!

The voice of free, broad Middlesex, of thousands as of one,

The shaft of Bunker calling to that Lexington;

From Norfolk's ancient villages, from Plymouth's rocky bound
To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean close to her round;

From rich and rural Worcester, where through the calm repose
Of cultured vales and fringing woods the gentle Nashua flows,
To where Wachuset's wintry blasts the mountain larches stir,
Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling cry of 'God save Latimer!"

And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with the salt sea spray;

And Bristol sent her answering shout down Narragansett Bay!

Along the broad Connecticut old Hampden felt the thrill,

And the cheer of Hampshire's woodmen swept down from Holyoke Hill.

The voice of Massachusetts! Of her free sons and daughters,
Deep calling unto deep aloud, the sound of many waters!
Against the burden of that voice what tyrant power shall stand?
No fetters in the Bay State! No slave upon her land!

Look to it well, Virginians! In calmness we have borne,

In answer to our faith and trust, your insult and your scorn;

You've spurned our kindest counsels; you've hunted for our lives;
And shaken round our hearths and homes your manacles and gyves!

We wage no war, we lift no arm, we fling no torch within

The fire-damps of the quaking mine beneath your soil of sin;
We leave ye with your bondmen, to wrestle, while ye can,
With the strong upward tendencies and God-like soul of man!

But for us and for our children, the vow which we have given
For freedom and humanity is registered in heaven;
No slave-hunt in our borders, - no pirate on our strand!

No fetters in the Bay State, - no slave upon our land!

John Greenleaf