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Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton(22 March 1808 - 15
June 1877)

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton was a famous British society beauty, feminist,
social reformer, and author of the early and mid nineteenth century.

<b> Youth and Marriage </b>

Caroline was born in London, England to Thomas Sheridan and Caroline Henrietta
Callander. Her father was an actor, soldier, and colonial administrator, and the
son of the prominent Irish playwright and Whig statesman Richard Brinsley
Sheridan. Her mother was Scottish, the daughter of a landed gentleman, Col. Sir
James Callander of Craigforth and Lady Elizabeth MacDonnell, the sister of an
Irish peer, Lord Antrim. Mrs. Sheridan authored three short novels described by
one her daughter's biographers as "rather stiff with the style of the eighteenth
century, but none without a certain charm and wit..."

In 1817, her father died in South Africa, where he was serving as the colonial
secretary at the Cape of Good family was left virtually penniless. The Duke of
York, an old friend of her grandfather's, arranged for Caroline's family to live at
Hampton Court Palace in a "grace and favour" apartment, where they remained
for several years.

The combined beauty and accomplishments of the Sheridan sisters led to them
being collectively referred to as the Three "Graces". The eldest sister, Helen, was
a song-writer who married the 4th Baron Dufferin and Claneboye. Through her,
Caroline became the aunt of the 1st Marquess of Dufferin and Ava, who later
served as the third Governor General of Canada and eighth Viceroy of India. Her
younger sister, Georgiana, considered the prettiest of the three, later became the
Duchess of Somerset.

In 1827, Caroline married the Hon. George Chapple Norton, barrister, M.P. for
Guildford, and the younger brother of Lord Grantley. Norton was a jealous and
possessive husband, given to violent fits of drunkenness, and the union quickly
proved unhappy due to his mental and physical abuse of Caroline. To make
matters worse, Norton was unsuccessful in his chosen career as a barrister, and
the couple fought bitterly over money.

During the early years of her marriage, Caroline used her beauty, wit, and
political connections, to establish herself as a major society ine's unorthodox
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behaviour and candid conversation raised more than a few eyebrows among
19th-century British high society; she made enemies and admirers in almost
equal measure. Among her friends she counted such literary and political
luminaries as Samuel Rogers, Edward Bulwer-Lytton, Edward Trelawney, Mary
Shelley, Fanny Kemble, Benjamin Disraeli, the future King Leopold I of Belgium
and William Cavendish, 6th Duke of Devonshire.

In spite of his jealousy and pride, Norton encouraged his wife to use her
connections to advance his career. It was entirely due to her influence that in
1831 he was made a Metropolitan Police Magistrate.

During these years, Caroline turned to prose and poetry as a means of releasing
her inner emotions. Her first book, The Sorrows of Rosalie (1829), was well
Undying One (1830), a romance founded upon the legend of the Wandering Jew
soon followed.

<b>Separation and Melbourne scandal</b>

In 1836, Caroline left her husband. Caroline managed to subsist on her earnings
as an author, but Norton claimed these as his own, arguing successfully in court
that, as her husband, Caroline's earnings were legally his. Paid nothing by her
husband, her earnings confiscated, Caroline used the law to her own advantage.
Running up bills in her husband's name, Caroline told the creditors when they
came to collect, that if they wished to be paid, they could sue her husband.

Not long after their separation, Norton abducted their sons, hiding them with
relatives in Scotland and later in Yorkshire, refusing to tell Caroline anything of
their whereabouts. Norton accused Caroline of being involved in an ongoing affair
with her close friend, Lord Melbourne, the then Whig Prime Minister. Initially,
Norton demanded £10,000 from Melbourne, but Melbourne refused to be
blackmailed, and Norton instead took the Prime Minister to court.

Lord Melbourne wrote in a letter to Lord Holland that, "The fact is he (Norton) is
a stupid brute, and she had not temper nor dissimulation enough to enable her
to manage him." Despite this admission, hoping to avert an even worse scandal,
he pleaded with Caroline to return to Norton, insisting that "a woman should
never part from her husband whilst she can remain with him."Lord Melbourne
relented a few days later, stating that he understood her decision to leave:

"This conduct upon his part seems perfectly unaccountable...You know that I

have always counselled you to bear everything and remain to the last. I thought
it for the best. I am afraid it is no longer possible. Open breaches of this kind are
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always to be lamented, but you have the consolation that you have done your
utmost to stave this extremity off as long as possible."

The trial lasted nine days, and in the end the jury threw out Norton's claim,
siding with Lord Melbourne. However, the resulting publicity almost brought
down the government. The scandal eventually died away, but not before
Caroline's reputation was ruined and her friendship with Lord Melbourne
destroyed.

Norton continued to prevent Caroline from seeing her three sons, and blocked
her from receiving a divorce. According to British law in 1836, children were the
legal property of their father, and there was little Caroline could do to regain
custody.

<b>Political activity</b>

Caroline was soon faced with an additional tragedy; the death of her youngest
son, William, in 1842. The child, out riding alone, suffered a fall from his horse
and was injured. According to Caroline, the child’s wounds were minor; however,
they were not properly attended and blood-poisoning set in. Norton, realising
that the child was near death, sent for Caroline. Unfortunately, William died
before she arrived in ine blamed Norton for the child's death, accusing him of
neglect. After William's death, Norton allowed Caroline to visit their sons, but he
retained full custody, and all of her visits were supervised.

Due to her dismal domestic situation, Caroline became passionately involved in
the passage of laws promoting social justice, especially those granting rights to
married and divorced women. Her poems "A Voice from the Factories" (1836)
and "The Child of the Islands" (1845) centred around her political views.

When Parliament debated the subject of divorce reform in 1855, Caroline
submitted to the members a detailed account of her own marriage, and described
the difficulties faced by women as the result of existing laws: "An English wife
may not leave her husband's house. Not only can he sue her for restitution of
"conjugal rights," but he has a right to enter the house of any friend or relation
with whom she may take refuge...and carry her away by force...

If her husband take proceedings for a divorce, she is not, in the first instance,
allowed to defend herself...She is not represented by attorney, nor permitted to
be considered a party to the suit between him and her supposed lover, for
"damages."
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If an English wife be guilty of infidelity, her husband can divorce her so as to
marry again; but she cannot divorce the husband, a vinculo, however profligate
he may be....

Those dear children, the loss of whose pattering steps and sweet occasional
voices made the silence of [my] nhew home intolerable as the anguish of
death...what I suffered respecting those children, God knows . . . under the evil
law which suffered any man, for vengeance or for interest, to take baby children
from the mother.

Primarily because of Caroline's intense campaigning, Parliament passed the
Custody of Infants Act 1839 and the Matrimonial Causes Act 1857. The
Matrimonial Causes Act allowed married women to inherit property and take
court action on their own behalf, while the Custody of Children Act granted
mothers limited custodial rights over minor children. Caroline Norton's efforts
formed the basis of what Barbara Leigh Smith Bodichon campaigned for
successfully years later.

Caroline's old friend, Lord Melbourne, opposed the reforms she fought for. He
was scolded for his opposition by Queen Victoria; the Queen wrote that he
defended his actions, stating: "I don't think you should give a woman too much
right...there should not be two conflicting powers...a man ought to have the right
in a family."

While Caroline fought to extend women's legal rights, she wasn't involved in
further social activism, and had no interest in the 19th-century women's
movement with regard to issues such as women's suffrage. In fact, in an article
published in The Times in 1838, countering a claim that she was a "radical",
Caroline stated: "The natural position of woman is inferiority to man. Amen! That
is a thing of God's appointing, not of man's devising. I believe it sincerely, as
part of my religion. I never pretended to the wild and ridiculous doctrine of
equality.”

<b>Later life</b>

Legally unable to divorce her husband, Caroline engaged in a five-year affair with
prominent Conservative politician Sidney Herbert in the early 1840s. The affair
ended with his marriage to another in 1846. In middle age she befriended the
author George Meredith. She served as the inspiration for Diana Warwick, the
intelligent, fiery-tempered heroine of Meredith's novel Diana of the Crossways,
published in 1885.
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Caroline finally became free with the death of George Norton in 1875. She
married an old friend, Scottish historical writer and politician Sir W. Stirling
Maxwell in March 1877. Caroline died three months later.

<b>Family and descendants</b>

Her eldest son, Fletcher Norton, died of tuberculosis in Paris at the age of thirty.
Caroline was devastated by the loss.

In 1854, her remaining son, Thomas Brinsley Norton, married a young Italian,
Maria Chiara Elisa Federigo, whom he met in Naples. Thomas also suffered from
poor health, and spent much of his life as an invalid, reliant upon his mother for
financial assistance. Despite his ill health, he lived long enough to succeed his
uncle as 4th Baron Grantley of Markenfield. Lord Grantley also predeceased his
mother, dying in 1877. His son, John, inherited the title and estates.

The 5th Lord Grantley was a numismatist, and a Fellow of the Society of
Antiquaries of London, the Royal Numismatic Society and the British Numismatic
Society. He assembled a large collection of coins and also grew orchids. He
caused a scandal in 1879, when he ran off with another man's wife, the former
Katharine McVickar, daughter of a wealthy American jilted husband was the 5th
Lord Grantley's older cousin, Major Charles Grantley Campbell Norton.
Katharine's marriage to Charles was annulled, and they were married that
November, five days before the birth of their first child. Despite her scandalous
introduction to British society, Katharine went on to become a successful London
hostess.
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A Destiny

THERE was a lady, who had early wed

One whom she saw and lov'd in her bright youth,
When life was yet untried--and when he said

He, too, lov'd her, he spoke no more than truth;
He lov'd as well as baser natures can,--

But a mean heart and soul were in that man.

II.

And they dwelt happily, if happy be

Not with harsh words to breed unnatural strife:
The cold world's Argus-watching failed to see
The flaw that dimm'd the lustre of their life;
Save that he seem'd tyrannical, tho' gay,
Restless and selfish in his love of sway.

ITI.

The calm of conscious power was not in him;
But rather, struggling into broader light,

The secret sense, they feel, however dim,
Whose chance position gives a sort of right
(As from the height of a prescriptive throne,)
To govern natures nobler than their own.

IV.

And as her youth waned slowly on, there fell

A nameless shadow on that lady's heart;

And those she lov'd the best (and she lov'd well),

Had of her confidence nor share, nor part;

Her thoughts lay folded from Life's lessening light,

Like the sweet flowers which close themselves at night.
V.

And men began to whisper evil things

Against the honour of her wedded mate;

That which had pass'd for youth's wild wanderings,
Showed more suspicious in his settled state;

Until at length,--he stood, at some chance game,
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Discover'd,--branded with a Cheater's name.
VI.

Out, and away he slunk, with felon air;

Then, calling to him one who was his friend,

Bid him to that unblemish'd wife repair

And tell her what had chanced, and what the end;
How they must leave the country of their birth,
And hide,--in some more distant spot of earth.
VII.

It was a coward's thought: he could not bear
Himself to be narrator of his shame;

He that had trampled oft, now felt in fear

Of her who still must keep his blighted name,--
And shrank in fancy from that steadfast eye,
The window to a soul so pure and high.

VIII.

She heard it. O'er her brow there pass'd a flush

Of sunset red; and then so white a hue,

So deadly pale, it seem'd as if no blush

Through that transparent cheek should shine anew;
As if the blood had frozen in that hour,

And her check'd pulse for ever lost its power.

IX.

And twice and once did she essay to speak;

And with a gesture almost of command,

(Though in its motion it was deadly weak)

She faintly lifted up her graceful hand:--

But then her soul came back to her, strength woke,
And with a low but even voice, she spoke:

X.

'Go! say to him who dream'd of other chance,

That HERE none sit in judgment on his sin;

That to his door the world's scorn may advance,
And cloud his path, but doth not enter in.

Here dwell his Own: to share, to soothe disgrace;'--
Which having said, she cover'd up her face,

XI.
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And, as he left her, sank in bitter prayer,--

If prayer that may be term'd which comes to all,
That sudden gushing of our vain despair,

When none but God can hear or heed our call;
And the wreck'd soul feels, in its helpless hour,
Where only dwells full mercy with full power.
XII.

And he came home, a crush'd and humbled wretch;
Whom when she saw, she but this comfort found,
In her kind arms that shrinking form to catch,
Which tenderly about his neck she wound,

As in the first proud days of love and trust,

E'er yet his reckless head was bow'd in dust!

XIII.

And they departed to a distant shore;

But wheresoe'er they dwelt, however lone,
Shame, like a marble statue at his door,

Flung her 'thwart shadow o'er his threshold stone;
Still darken'd all their daylight hours, and kept
Cold watch above them even while they slept.
XIV.

And there was no more love between those two!
It died not in the shock of that dark hour--

Such shocks destroy not love, whose purple hue
Fades rather, like some autumn-wither'd flower,
Which day by day along the ruin'd walk

We see--then miss it from the sapless stalk;

XV.

And, while it fadeth, oft with gentle hand

Doth memory turn to life's dark journal-book;
And, passing foul misdeeds, intently stand

On its first page of glorious hope to look;
Weeping she reads,--and, seeing all so fair,
Pleads hard for what we are, by what we were!
XVI.

So through that hour love lived; and, though in part
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'Twas one of most unutterable pain,

It had its sweetness too, and told her heart
All she could do, and all she could sustain;
The holy love of woman buoy'd her up,

And God gave strength to drink the bitter cup.
XVII.

But when, as days crept on, she saw him still
Less grateful than abash'd beneath her eye,
And studying not how best to banish ill,

But what he might conceal and what deny,
Her soul revolted, and conceived a scorn,
Sinful and harsh, although of virtue born.
XVIII.

And oft she pray'd, with earnestness and pain,
That heaven would bid that proud contempt depart,
And wept to find the prayer and effort vain,
Though it was breathed in agony of heart--

Vain as the murmur of 'Thy will be done,'

Breathed by the death-bed of an only son!

XIX.

For when her children err'd (as children will)

A sickening terror smote her heart with fears,

And scarce she measured the degree of ill,

Or made indulgence for their tender years;

They were HIS children; and the chance of shame
Kept watch for those who bore that father's name.
XX.

And, thinking thus, reproof would take a tone
So strangely passionate, severe, and wild--
So deeply alter'd,--so unlike her own,--

It stung and terrified her startled child,
Whose innate sense of justice seem'd to show
Him over-chidden, being chidden so.

XXI.

And then a gush of mother's love would swell
Her grieving heart,--and she would fondly press
The young offending head she loved so well
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Close to her own, with many a soft caress,

Whose reconciling sweetness all in vain

Stopp'd her boy's tears, while her's ran down like rain.
XXII.

The world (which still pronounces from the show
Of outward things) whisper'd and talk'd of this;
Erring and obstinate, its crowds ne'er know

How much in judging they may judge amiss,

Or how much agony and broken peace

May lie beneath the seeming of caprice!

XXIII.

But he, her husband (for he was not dull),

Saw through these workings of a troubled mind,
And, that her cup of sorrow might be full,

He taunted her with words and looks unkind,
Which with a patient bowing of the heart

She took--like one resolved to do her part.
XXIV.

And years stole on (for years go by like days,
Leaving but scatter'd hours to mark their course),
And brightness faded from that lady's gaze,

And her cheek hollow'd, and her step lost force,
Till it was plain to even a careless eye

That she was doom'd, before her time, to die.
XXV.

She died, as she had lived, her secret soul

Shut from the sweet communion of true friends;

Her words, though not her thoughts, she could control,
And still with calm respect his name she blends:

They all stood round her whom she call'd her Own,
And saw her die--yet was that death-bed lone!

XXVI.

But in its darkest hour her thoughts were stirr'd,
And something falter'd from her dying tongue,
Mournful and tender--half pronounced, half heard--
For which he was too base--his boys too young;

So whatso'er the warning faintly given,
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It lay between her parting soul and Heaven.
XXVII.

He wept for her--ah! who would not have wept
To see that worn face in its pallid shroud,
Proving how much she suffer'd ere she slept
At peace for ever! Violent and loud

Was the outbreaking of his sudden grief,

And, like all feelings in that heart, 'twas brief.
XXVIII.

And something strange pass'd o'er his soul instead,
When thinking upon her whom he had lost,

Almost like a relief that she was dead:--

She, whose high nature scorn'd his fault the most,
And show'd it least,--had vanish'd from the earth,
And none could check his sin, or shame his mirth.
XXIX.

So he return'd to many an evil way,

Like one who strays when guiding light is gone;
And mid the profligate, miscall'd 'the gay,’
Crept to a slippery place--his tale half known--
Ill look'd on, yet endured--the useful tool

Of every bolder knave, or richer fool.

XXX.

And his two sons in careless beauty grew,

Like wild-flowers in his path: he mark'd them not,
Nor reck'd he what they needed, learnt, or knew,
Or what might be on earth their future lot;

But they died young--which is a thought of rest!
Unscorn'd, untempted, undefiled--so best.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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A Voice From The Factories

WHEN fallen man from Paradise was driven,

Forth to a world of labour, death, and care;

Still, of his native Eden, bounteous Heaven
Resolved one brief memorial to spare,

And gave his offspring an imperfect share

Of that lost happiness, amid decay;

Making their first approach to life seem fair,

And giving, for the Eden past away,

CHILDHOOD, the weary life's long happy holyday.
II.

Sacred to heavenly peace, those years remain!

And when with clouds their dawn is overcast,

Unnatural seem the sorrow and the pain

(Which rosy joy flies forth to banish fast,

Because that season's sadness may not last).

Light is their grief! a word of fondness cheers

The unhaunted heart; the shadow glideth past;
Unknown to them the weight of boding fears,

And soft as dew on flowers their bright, ungrieving tears.
ITI.

See the Stage-Wonder (taught to earn its bread

By the exertion of an infant skill),

Forsake the wholesome slumbers of its bed,

And mime, obedient to the public will.

Where is the heart so cold that does not thrill

With a vexatious sympathy, to see

That child prepare to play its part, and still

With simulated airs of gaiety

Rise to the dangerous rope, and bend the supple knee?
IV.

Painted and spangled, trembling there it stands,
Glances below for friend or father's face,

Then lifts its small round arms and feeble hands
With the taught movements of an artist's grace:
Leaves its uncertain gilded resting-place--
Springs lightly as the elastic cord gives way--

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



And runs along with scarce perceptible pace--

Like a bright bird upon a waving spray,

Fluttering and sinking still, whene'er the branches play.
V.

Now watch! a joyless and distorted smile

Its innocent lips assume; (the dancer's leer!)
Conquering its terror for a little while:

Then lets the TRUTH OF INFANCY appear,

And with a stare of numbed and childish fear

Looks sadly towards the audience come to gaze

On the unwonted skill which costs so dear,

While still the applauding crowd, with pleased amaze,
Ring through its dizzy ears unwelcome shouts of praise.
VI.

What is it makes us feel relieved to see

That hapless little dancer reach the ground;

With its whole spirit's elasticity

Thrown into one glad, safe, triumphant bound?

Why are we sad, when, as it gazes round

At that wide sea of paint, and gauze, and plumes,
(Once more awake to sense, and sight, and sound,)
The nature of its age it re-assumes,

And one spontaneous smile at length its face illumes?
VII.

Because we feel, for Childhood's years and strength,
Unnatural and hard the task hath been;--

Because our sickened souls revolt at length,

And ask what infant-innocence may mean,

Thus toiling through the artificial scene;--

Because at that word, CHILDHOOD, start to birth

All dreams of hope and happiness serene--

All thoughts of innocent joy that visit earth--
Prayer--slumber--fondness--smiles--and hours of rosy mirth.
VIII.

And therefore when we hear the shrill faint cries
Which mark the wanderings of the little sweep;
Or when, with glittering teeth and sunny eyes,
The boy-Italian's voice, so soft and deep,
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Asks alms for his poor marmoset asleep;

They fill our hearts with pitying regret,

Those little vagrants doomed so soon to weep--

As though a term of joy for all was set,

And that their share of Life's long suffering was not yet.
IX.

Ever a toiling child doth make us sad:

'T is an unnatural and mournful sight,

Because we feel their smiles should be so glad,

Because we know their eyes should be so bright.

What is it, then, when, tasked beyond their might,

They labour all day long for others' gain,--

Nay, trespass on the still and pleasant night,

While uncompleted hours of toil remain?

Poor little FACTORY SLAVES--for You these lines complain!
X.

Beyond all sorrow which the wanderer knows,

Is that these little pent-up wretches feel;

Where the air thick and close and stagnant grows,

And the low whirring of the incessant wheel

Dizzies the head, and makes the senses reel:

There, shut for ever from the gladdening sky,

Vice premature and Care's corroding seal

Stamp on each sallow cheek their hateful die,

Line the smooth open brow, and sink the saddened eye.
XI.

For them the fervid summer only brings

A double curse of stifling withering heat;

For them no flowers spring up, no wild bird sings,
No moss-grown walks refresh their weary feet;--
No river's murmuring sound;--no wood-walk, sweet
With many a flower the learned slight and pass;--
Nor meadow, with pale cowslips thickly set

Amid the soft leaves of its tufted grass,--

Lure them a childish stock of treasures to amass.

Page 17
XII.

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



Have we forgotten our own infancy,

That joys so simple are to them denied?--

Our boyhood's hopes--our wanderings far and free,

Where yellow gorse-bush left the common wide

And open to the breeze?--The active pride

Which made each obstacle a pleasure seem;

When, rashly glad, all danger we defied,

Dashed through the brook by twilight's fading gleam,

Or scorned the tottering plank, and leapt the narrow stream?
XIII.

In lieu of this,--from short and bitter night,
Sullen and sad the infant labourer creeps;

He joys not in the glow of morning's light,

But with an idle yearning stands and weeps,
Envying the babe that in its cradle sleeps:

And ever as he slowly journeys on,

His listless tongue unbidden silence keeps;

His fellow-labourers (playmates hath he none)
Walk by, as sad as he, nor hail the morning sun.
XIV.

Mark the result. Unnaturally debarred

All nature's fresh and innocent delights,

While yet each germing energy strives hard,

And pristine good with pristine evil fights;

When every passing dream the heart excites,

And makes even guarded virtue insecure;

Untaught, unchecked, they yield as vice invites:

With all around them cramped, confined, impure,

Fast spreads the moral plague which nothing new shall cure.
XV.

Yes, this reproach is added; (infamous

In realms which own a Christian monarch's sway!)
Not suffering only is their portion, thus

Compelled to toil their youthful lives away:
Excessive labour works the SOUL'S decay--
Quenches the intellectual light within--

Crushes with iron weight the mind's free play--
Steals from us LEISURE purer thoughts to win--
And leaves us sunk and lost in dull and native sin.
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XVI.

Yet in the British Senate men rise up,

(The freeborn and the fathers of our land!)

And while these drink the dregs of Sorrow's cup,
Deny the sufferings of the pining band.

With nice-drawn calculations at command,

They prove--rebut--explain--and reason long;
Proud of each shallow argument they stand,
And prostitute their utmost powers of tongue
Feebly to justify this great and glaring wrong.
XVII.

So rose, with such a plausible defence

Of the unalienable RIGHT OF GAIN,

Those who against Truth's brightest eloquence

Upheld the cause of torture and of pain:

And fear of Property's Decrease made vain,

For years, the hope of Christian Charity

To lift the curse from SLAVERY'S dark domain,

And send across the wide Atlantic sea

The watchword of brave men--the thrilling shout, 'BE FREE!"
XVIII.

What is to be a slave? Is't not to spend

A life bowed down beneath a grinding ill?--

To labour on to serve another's end,--

To give up leisure, health, and strength, and skill--
And give up each of these against your will?

Hark to the angry answer:--'Theirs is not

A life of slavery; if they labour,--still

We pay their toil. Free service is their lot;

And what their labour yields, by us is fairly got.'
XIX.

Oh, Men! blaspheme not Freedom! Are they free
Who toil until the body's strength gives way?
Who may not set a term for Liberty,

Who have no time for food, or rest, or play,

But struggle through the long unwelcome day
Without the leisure to be good or glad?

Such is their service--call it what you may.
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Poor little creatures, overtasked and sad,
Your Slavery hath no name,--yet is its Curse as bad!
XX.

Again an answer. "T is their parents' choice.

By some employ the poor man's child must earn

Its daily bread; and infants have no voice

In what the allotted task shall be: they learn

What answers best, or suits the parents' turn.'

Mournful reply! Do not your hearts inquire

Who tempts the parents' penury? They yearn

Toward their offspring with a strong desire,

But those who starve will sell, even what they most require.
XXI.

We grant their class must labour--young and old;

We grant the child the needy parents' tool:

But still our hearts a better plan behold;

No bright Utopia of some dreaming fool,

But rationally just, and good by rule.

Not against TOIL, but TOIL'S EXCESS we pray,

(Else were we nursed in Folly's simplest school);

That so our country's hardy children may

Learn not to loathe, but bless, the well apportioned day.
XXII.

One more reply! The last reply--the great

Answer to all that sense or feeling shows,

To which all others are subordinate:--

'The Masters of the Factories must lose

By the abridgement of these infant woes.

Show us the remedy which shall combine

Our equal gain with their increased repose--

Which shall not make our trading class repine,

But to the proffered boon its strong effects confine.'
XXIII.

Oh! shall it then be said that TYRANT acts

Are those which cause our country's looms to thrive?
That Merchant England's prosperous trade exacts
This bitter sacrifice, e'er she derive

That profit due, for which the feeble strive?
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Is her commercial avarice so keen,

That in her busy multitudinous hive

Hundreds must die like insects, scarcely seen,

While the thick-thronged survivors work where they have been?
XXIV.

Forbid it, Spirit of the glorious Past

Which gained our Isle the surname of 'The Free,'

And made our shores a refuge at the last

To all who would not bend the servile knee,

The vainly-vanquished sons of Liberty!

Here ever came the injured, the opprest,

Compelled from the Oppressor's face to flee--

And found a home of shelter and of rest

In the warm generous heart that beat in England's breast.
XXV.

Here came the Slave, who straightway burst his chain,
And knew that none could ever bind him more;

Here came the melancholy sons of Spain;

And here, more buoyant Gaul's illustrious poor

Waited the same bright day that shone before.

Here rests the Enthusiast Pole! and views afar

With dreaming hope, from this protecting shore,

The trembling rays of Liberty's pale star

Shine forth in vain to light the too-unequal war!

XXVI.

And shall REPROACH cling darkly to the name

Which every memory so much endears?

Shall we, too, tyrannise,--and tardy Fame

Revoke the glory of our former years,

And stain Britannia's flag with children's tears?

So shall the mercy of the English throne

Become a by-word in the Nation's ears,

As one who pitying heard the stranger's groan,

But to these nearer woes was cold and deaf as stone.
XXVII.

Are there not changes made which grind the Poor?

Are there not losses every day sustained,--
Deep grievances, which make the spirit sore?
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And what the answer, when these have complained?
'For crying evils there hath been ordained

The REMEDY OF CHANGE; to obey its call

Some individual loss must be disdained,

And pass as unavoidable and small,

Weighed with the broad result of general good to all.’
XXVIII.

Oh! such an evil now doth cry aloud!

And CHANGE should be by generous hearts begun,
Though slower gain attend the prosperous crowd;
Lessening the fortunes for their children won.

Why should it grieve a father, that his son

Plain competence must moderately bless?

That he must trade, even as his sire has done,

Not born to independent idleness,

Though honestly above all probable distress?
XXIX.

Rejoice! Thou hast not left enough of gold

From the lined heavy ledger, to entice

His drunken hand, irresolutely bold,

To squander it in haggard haunts of vice:--

The hollow rattling of the uncertain dice

Eats not the portion which thy love bestowed;--
Unable to afford that PLEASURE'S price,

Far off he slumbers in his calm abode,

And leaves the Idle Rich to follow Ruin's road.
XXX.

Happy his lot! For him there shall not be

The cold temptation given by vacant time;
Leaving his young and uncurbed spirit free

To wander thro' the feverish paths of crime!

For him the Sabbath bell's returning chime

Not vainly ushers in God's day of rest;

No night of riot clouds the morning's prime:

Alert and glad, not languid and opprest,

He wakes, and with calm soul is the Creator blest.
XXXI.

Ye save for children! Fathers, is there not
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A plaintive magic in the name of child,

Which makes you feel compassion for their lot
On whom Prosperity hath never smiled?

When with your OWN an hour hath been beguiled
(For whom you hoard the still increasing store),
Surely, against the face of Pity mild,
Heart-hardening Custom vainly bars the door,

For that less favoured race--THE CHILDREN OF THE POOR.

XXXII.

'The happy homes of England!'--they have been

A source of triumph, and a theme for song;

And surely if there be a hope serene

And beautiful, which may to Earth belong,

'T is when (shut out the world's associate throng,
And closed the busy day's fatiguing hum),

Still waited for with expectation strong,

Welcomed with joy, and overjoyed to come,

The good man goes to seek the twilight rest of home.
XXXIII.

There sits his gentle Wife, who with him knelt
Long years ago at God's pure altar-place;
Still beautiful,--though all that she hath felt
Hath calmed the glory of her radiant face,
And given her brow a holier, softer grace.
Mother of SOULS IMMORTAL, she doth feel

A glow from Heaven her earthly love replace;
Prayer to her lip more often now doth steal,
And meditative hope her serious eyes reveal.
XXXIV.

Fondly familiar is the look she gives

As he returns, who forth so lately went,--

For they together pass their happy lives;

And many a tranquil evening have they spent
Since, blushing, ignorantly innocent,

She vowed, with downcast eyes and changeful hue,
To love Him only. Love fulfilled, hath lent

Its deep repose; and when he meets her view,

Her soft look only says,--'I trust--and I am true.’
XXXV.
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Scattered like flowers, the rosy children play--

Or round her chair a busy crowd they press;

But, at the FATHER'S coming, start away,

With playful struggle for his loved caress,

And jealous of the one he first may bless.

To each, a welcoming word is fondly said;

He bends and kisses some; lifts up the less;

Admires the little cheek, so round and red,

Or smooths with tender hand the curled and shining head.
XXXVI.

Oh! let us pause, and gaze upon them now.

Is there not one--beloved and lovely boy!

With Mirth's bright seal upon his open brow,
And sweet fond eyes, brimful of love and joy?
He, whom no measure of delight can cloy,

The daring and the darling of the set;

He who, though pleased with every passing toy,
Thoughtless and buoyant to excess, could yet
Never a gentle word or kindly deed forget?
XXXVII.

And one, more fragile than the rest, for whom--

As for the weak bird in a crowded nest--

Are needed all the fostering care of home

And the soft comfort of the brooding breast:

One, who hath oft the couch of sickness prest!

On whom the Mother looks, as it goes by,

With tenderness intense, and fear supprest,

While the soft patience of her anxious eye

Blends with 'God's will be done,'--'God grant thou may'st not die!"
XXXVIII.

And is there not the elder of the band?

She with the gentle smile and smooth bright hair,
Waiting, some paces back,--content to stand

Till these of Love's caresses have their share;
Knowing how soon his fond paternal care

Shall seek his violet in her shady nook,--

Patient she stands--demure, and brightly fair--
Copying the meekness of her Mother's look,
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And clasping in her hand the favourite story-book.
XXXIX.

Wake, dreamer!--Choose;--to labour Life away,

Which of these little precious ones shall go

(Debarred of summer-light and cheerful play)

To that receptacle for dreary woe,

The Factory Mill?--Shall He, in whom the glow

Of Life shines bright, whose free limbs' vigorous tread
Warns us how much of beauty that we know

Would fade, when he became dispirited,

And pined with sickened heart, and bowed his fainting head?

XL.

Or shall the little quiet one, whose voice

So rarely mingles in their sounds of glee,

Whose life can bid no living thing rejoice,

But rather is a long anxiety;--

Shall he go forth to toil? and keep the free

Frank boy, whose merry shouts and restless grace

Would leave all eyes that used his face to see,

Wistfully gazing towards that vacant space

Which makes their fireside seem a lone and dreary place?
XLI.

Or, sparing these, send Her whose simplest words

Have power to charm,--whose warbled, childish song,
Fluent and clear and bird-like, strikes the chords

Of sympathy among the listening throng,--

Whose spirits light, and steps that dance along,
Instinctive modesty and grace restrain:

The fair young innocent who knows no wrong,--

Whose slender wrists scarce hold the silken skein

Which the glad Mother winds;--shall She endure this pain?

XLII.

Away! The thought--the thought alone brings tears!
THEY labour--they, the darlings of our lives!

The flowers and the sunbeams of our fleeting years;
From whom alone our happiness derives
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A lasting strength, which every shock survives;

The green young trees beneath whose arching boughs
(When failing Energy no longer strives,)

Our wearied age shall find a cool repose;--

THEY toil in torture!--No--the painful picture close.
XLIII.

Ye shudder,--nor behold the vision more!

Oh, Fathers! is there then one law for these,
And one for the pale children of the Poor,--

That to their agony your hearts can freeze;

Deny their pain, their toil, their slow disease;
And deem with false complaining they encroach
Upon your time and thought? Is yours the Ease
Which misery vainly struggles to approach,
Whirling unthinking by, in Luxury's gilded coach?
XLIV.

Examine and decide. Watch through his day

One of these little ones. The sun hath shone

An hour, and by the ruddy morning's ray,

The last and least, he saunters on alone.

See where, still pausing on the threshold stone,

He stands, as loth to lose the bracing wind;

With wistful wandering glances backward thrown
On all the light and glory left behind,

And sighs to think that HE must darkly be confined!
XLV.

Enter with him. The stranger who surveys

The little natives of that dreary place

(Where squalid suffering meets his shrinking gaze),
Used to the glory of a young child's face,

Its changeful light, its coloured sparkling grace,
(Gleams of Heaven's sunshine on our shadowed earth!)
Starts at each visage wan, and bold, and base,

Whose smiles have neither innocence nor mirth,--

And comprehends the Sin original from birth.

XLVI.

There the pale Orphan, whose unequal strength
Loathes the incessant toil it must pursue,
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Pines for the cool sweet evening's twilight length,
The sunny play-hour, and the morning's dew:
Worn with its cheerless life's monotonous hue,
Bowed down, and faint, and stupefied it stands;
Each half-seen object reeling in its view--

While its hot, trembling, languid little hands
Mechanically heed the Task-master's commands.
XLVII.

There, sounds of wailing grief and painful blows

Offend the ear, and startle it from rest;

(While the lungs gasp what air the place bestows

Or misery's joyless vice, the ribald jest,

Breaks the sick silence: staring at the guest

Who comes to view their labour, they beguile

The unwatched moment; whispers half supprest

And mutterings low, their faded lips defile,--

While gleams from face to face a strange and sullen smile.
XLVIII.

These then are his Companions: he, too young

To share their base and saddening merriment,

Sits by: his little head in silence hung;

His limbs cramped up; his body weakly bent;
Toiling obedient, till long hours so spent

Produce Exhaustion's slumber, dull and deep.

The Watcher's stroke,--bold--sudden--violent,--
Urges him from that lethargy of sleep,

And bids him wake to Life,--to labour and to weep!
XLIX.

But the day hath its End. Forth then he hies

With jaded, faltering step, and brow of pain;

Creeps to that shed,--his HOME,--where happy lies

The sleeping babe that cannot toil for Gain;

Where his remorseful Mother tempts in vain

With the best portion of their frugal fare:

Too sick to eat--too weary to complain--

He turns him idly from the untasted share,

Slumbering sinks down unfed, and mocks her useless care.
L.
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Weeping she lifts, and lays his heavy head
(With a woman's grieving tenderness)

On the hard surface of his narrow bed;

Bends down to give a sad unfelt caress,

And turns away;--willing her God to bless,
That, weary as he is, he need not fight

Against that long-enduring bitterness,

The VOLUNTARY LABOUR of the Night,

But sweetly slumber on till day's returning light.
LI.

Vain hope! Alas! unable to forget

The anxious task's long, heavy agonies,

In broken sleep the victim labours yet!

Waiting the boding stroke that bids him rise,

He marks in restless fear each hour that flies--
Anticipates the unwelcome morning prime--

And murmuring feebly, with unwakened eyes,

'Mother! Oh Mother! is it yet THE TIME?'--

Starts at the moon's pale ray--or clock's far distant chime.
LII.

Such is his day and night! Now then return

Where your OWN slumber in protected ease;

They whom no blast may pierce, no sun may burn;
The lovely, on whose cheeks the wandering breeze
Hath left the rose's hue. Ah! not like these

Does the pale infant-labourer ask to be:

He craves no tempting food--no toys to please--

Not Idleness,--but less of agony;

Not Wealth,--but comfort, rest, CONTENTED POVERTY.
LIII.

There is, among all men, in every clime,

A difference instinctive and unschooled:

God made the MIND unequal. From all time

By fierceness conquered, or by cunning fooled,
The World hath had its Rulers and its Ruled:--
Yea--uncompelled--men abdicate free choice,
Fear their own rashness, and, by thinking cooled,
Follow the counsel of some trusted voice;--

A self-elected sway, wherein their souls rejoice.
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LIV.

Thus, for the most part, willing to obey,

Men rarely set Authority at naught:

Albeit a weaker or a worse than they

May hold the rule with such importance fraught:

And thus the peasant, from his cradle taught

That some must own, while some must till the land,
Rebels not--murmurs not--even in his thought.

Born to his lot, he bows to high command,

And guides the furrowing plough with a contented hand.
LV.

But, if the weight which habit renders light

Is made to gall the Serf who bends below--

The dog that watched and fawned, prepares to bite!

Too rashly strained, the cord snaps from the bow--

Too tightly curbed, the steeds their riders throw--

And so, (at first contented his fair state

Of customary servitude to know,)

Too harshly ruled, the poor man learns to hate

And curse the oppressive law that bids him serve the Great.
LVI.

THEN first he asks his gloomy soul the CAUSE

Of his discomfort; suddenly compares--
Reflects--and with an angry Spirit draws

The envious line between his lot and theirs,
Questioning the JUSTICE of the unequal shares.

And from the gathering of this discontent,

Where there is strength, REVOLT his standard rears;
Where there is weakness, evermore finds vent

The sharp annoying cry of sorrowful complaint.

LVII.

Therefore should Mercy, gentle and serene,

Sit by the Ruler's side, and share his Throne:--
Watch with unerring eye the passing scene,

And bend her ear to mark the feeblest groan;
Lest due Authority be overthrown,

And they that ruled perceive (too late confest!)
Permitted Power might still have been their own,
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Had they but watched that none should be opprest--
No just complaint despised--no WRONG left unredrest.
LVIII.

Nor should we, Christians in a Christian land,
Forget who smiled on helpless infancy,

And blest them with divinely gentle hand.--
'Suffer that little children come to me:'

Such were His words to whom we bow the knee!
These to our care the Saviour did commend;

And shall we His bequest treat carelessly,

Who yet our full protection would extend

To the lone Orphan child left by an Earthly Friend?
LIX.

No! rather what the Inspired Law imparts

To guide our ways, and make our path more sure;
Blending with Pity (native to our hearts),

Let us to these, who patiently endure

Neglect, and penury, and toil, secure

The innocent hopes that to their age belong:

So, honouring Him, the Merciful and Pure,

Who watches when the Oppressor's arm grows strong,--
And helpeth them to right--the Weak--who suffer wrong!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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An Emblem Of Life

Oh! Life is like the summer rill, where weary daylight dies;

We long for morn to rise again, and blush along the skies:

For dull and dark that stream appears, whose waters in the day,
All glad, in conscious sunniness, went dancing on their way.

But when the glorious sun hath 'woke, and look'd upon the earth,
And over hill and dale there float the sounds of human mirth;

We sigh to see day hath not brought its perfect light to all,

For with the sunshine on those waves, the silent shadows fall.

Oh! like that changeful summer rill our years go gliding by,

Now bright with joy, now dark with tears, before youth's eager eye.
And thus we vainly pant for all the rich and golden glow,

Which young Hope, like an early sun, upon its course can throw,
Soon o'er our half illumined hearts the stealing shadows come,

And every thought that 'woke in light receives its share of gloom;
And we weep while joys and sorrows both are fading from our view,
To find, wherever sunbeams fall, the shadow cometh too.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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As When From Dreams Awaking

AS when from dreams awaking

The dim forms float away

Whose visioned smiles were making

Our darkness bright as day;

We vainly strive, while weeping,

From their shining spirit track,

(Where they fled while we were sleeping,)
To call those dear ones back!

Like the stars, some power divides them
From a world of want and pain;

They are there, but daylight hides them,
And we look for them in vain.

For a while we dwell with sadness,

On the beauty of that dream,

Then turn, and hail with gladness
The light of morning's beam.

So, when memory's power is wringing
Our lonely hearts to tears,

Dim forms around us bringing

That brightened former years:

Fond looks and low words spoken,
Which those dreamy days could boast,
Rise; till the spell be broken,

We forget that they are lost!

But when the hour of darkness rolls
Like heavy night away;

And peace is stealing o'er our souls,
Like the dawn of summer day:

The dim sweet forms that used to bless,
Seem stealing from us too;

We loved them-but joy's sunniness
Hath hid them from our view!

Oh could day beam eternally,
And Memory's power cease,
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This world, a world of light would be,
Our hearts were worlds of peace:

But dreams of joy return with night,
And dwell upon the past-
And every grief that clouds our light,

Reminds us of the last!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Babel

KNOW vye in ages past that tower

By human hands built strong and high?
Arch over arch, with magic power,
Rose proudly each successive hour,

To reach the happy sky.

It rose, till human pride was crushed--
Quick came the unexpected change;

A moment every tone was hushed,
And then again they freely gushed,
But sounded wild and strange.

Loud, quick, and clear, each voice was heard,
Calling for lime, and stone, and wood,

All uttered words--but not one word;

More than the carol of a bird,

Their fellows understood.

Is there no Babel but that one,

The storied tower of other days?--
Where, round the giant pile of stone,
Pausing they stood--their labour done,
To listen in amaze.

Fair springs the tower of hope and fame,
When all our life is fairy land;

Till, scarcely knowing what to blame,
Our fellows cease to feel the same--

We cease to understand.

Then, when they coldly smile to hear

The burning dreams of earlier days;

The rapid fall from hope to fear,

When eyes whose every glance was dear,
Seem changing as they gaze:

Then, when we feel 'twere vain to speak
Of fervent hopes--aspirings high--
Of thoughts for which all words are weak--
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Of wild far dreams, wherein we seek
Knowledge of earth and sky:

Of communings with nature's God,
When impulse deep the soul hath moved--

Of tears which sink within the sod,
Where, mingling with the valley clod,
Lies something we have loved:

Then cometh ours;--and better theirs--
Of stranger tongues together brought,
Than that in which we all have shares,
A Babel in a world of cares--

Of feeling and of thought.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Dedication

ONCE more, my harp! once more, although I thought
Never to wake thy silent strings again,

A wandering dream thy gentle chords have wrought,
And my sad heart, which long hath dwelt in pain,
Soars, like a wild bird from a cypress bough,

Into the poet's Heaven, and leaves dull grief below!

And unto Thee--the beautiful and pure--

Whose lot is cast amid that busy world

Where only sluggish Dulness dwells secure,

And Fancy's generous wing is faintly furl'd;

To thee--whose friendship kept its equal truth

Through the most dreary hour of my embitter'd youth--

I dedicate the lay. Ah! never bard,

In days when Poverty was twin with song;

Nor wandering harper, lonely and ill-starr'd;

Cheer'd by some castle's chief, and harboured long;
Not Scott's 'Last Minstrel,' in his trembling lays,

Woke with a warmer heart the earnest meed of praise!

For easy are the alms the rich man spares

To sons of Genius, by misfortune bent,

But thou gav'st me, what woman seldom dares,

Belief--in spite of may a cold dissent--

When slandered and maligned, I stood apart,

From those whose bounded power, hath wrung, not crushed, my heart.

Then, then, when cowards lied away my name,

And scoff'd to see me feebly stem the tide;

When some were kind on whom I had no claim,

And some forsook on whom my love relied,

And some, who might have battled for my sake,

Stood off in doubt to see what turn 'the world' would take--

Thou gavest me that the poor do give the poor,
Kind words, and holy wishes, and true tears;

The loved, the near of kin, could do no more,

Who changed not with the gloom of varying years,
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But clung the closer when I stood forlorn,
And blunted Slander's dart with their indignant scorn.

For they who credit crime are they who feel

Their own hearts weak to unresisted sin;

Mem'ry, not judgment, prompts the thoughts which steal
O'er minds like these, an easy faith to win;

And tales of broken truth are still believed

Most readily by those who have themselves deceived.

But, like a white swan down a troubled stream,
Whose ruffling pinion hath the power to fling
Aside the turbid drops which darkly gleam

And mar the freshness of her snowy wing,--

So Thou, with queenly grace and gentle pride,
Along the world's dark waves in purity dost glide;

Thy pale and pearly cheek was never made

To crimson with a faint false-hearted shame;

Thou didst not shrink,--of bitter tongues afraid,

Who hunt in packs the object of their blame;

To Thee the sad denial still held true,

For from thine own good thoughts thy heart its mercy drew.

And, though my faint and tributary rhymes

Add nothing to the glory of thy day,

Yet every Poet hopes that after-times

Shall set some value on his votive lay,--

And I would fain one gentle deed record

Among the many such with which thy life is stored.

So, when these lines, made in a mournful hour,
Are idly open'd to the Stranger's eye,

A dream of THEE, aroused by Fancy's power,
Shall be the first to wander floating by;

And they who never saw thy lovely face,

Shall pause,--to conjure up a vision of its grace!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Description Of A Lost Friend

FROM THE MORNING POST.

LOST--near the 'Change in the city,

(I saw there a girl that seemed pretty)
'Joe Steel,' a short, cross-looking varlet,
With a visage as red as scarlet:

His nose and chin of a hue
Approaching nearly to blue:

With legs just the length, and no more,
That will trot him from door to door;
And a most capacious paunch,

Fed with many a venison haunch.
Whoever will bring the same

To a tailor's of the name

Of Patterson, Watson, and Co.,

Shall receive a guinea or so.

And that all may understand,

And bring him safe to hand,

I subjoin as well as I can,

The character of the man.

He's a grumpy sort of a fellow,

Till liquor has made him mellow;

The sort of man who never

Wishes your guests to be clever,
When he's asked to come and dine,
But only wants his wine.

He is but a stupid ass,

Even when he's filled his glass,

And emptied it too, a dozen

Times, with some civil cousin.

I don't remember his saying

Aught, that meant more than braying.
We met and we talked together

Of politics and the weather,

Of the taxes and the king,

And that silly sort of thing;

But he never would give an opinion
As to the sort of dominion

He should like to live under, if we
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To think of such things were free.
He said it was all speculation,

More harm than good to the nation.
He wouldn't abuse the Commons;
Nor admire a pretty woman's

Ancle, that tripped thro' the park
When it wasn't light or dark.

Laugh at him--he turned sour;

Talk gravely--his brow would lower.
Sometimes he wished to grow fat,
(I'm sure it was needless, that)
When he was over-fed,

Or out of spirits, he said.

Sometimes he wished to be thin,
(When he poured fresh spirits in.)
But he never, when we were alone,
Said any thing new of his own.

The merrier you were, the more

He grumbled, and fumed, and swore;
The happier you were, the less

He cared for your happiness.

We never agreed for a day,

Except when one was away.

And meeting too often of late,

It was my peculiar fate

To say something bitter and bad
About wives being not to be had,
When a batchelor got a red nose,
And his short legs were shrunk in his hose--
It was witty; but cost me my friend:
For, being too late to amend,

He took it amiss that I

The defects of his form should spy.
Perchance he had borne a few jeers
On the purple hue of his ears,

But to say that his legs were small!
Oh! his heart's blood was turned to gall.
So leaving his bottle, he swore

That he never would enter my door.
And I chuckled within my own heart,
Snapped my fingers, and saw him depart,
But, alas! now I've lost him, I find
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There was no one so much to my mind.

I have now got a good-tempered fellow,
But he tells me my face is grown yellow.
I've got a new friend that is clever,

But he's brewing his good things for ever:
Another, who talks at a rate

That is frightful, of church and of state,
And never will give in a jot,

Tho' you reason and bawl till you're hot:
Another--but why should I bring

Of friends, as of onions, a string

To my dinners, except that I feel

No number can make a Joe Steel!

When they're lively, I think it a bore;
When they're silent, I miss him the more.
I miss him when I would recall

Some fact of my youth to them all.

Not one of my friends seems to care

If I once had a head of black hair--

Not one of them seems to believe

How the pretty girls once used to grieve
When they missed me amongst them,--Oh! no,
I can have no friend equal to Joe!--

I miss his round, red, surly face--

I miss his short legs from their place--

I miss him--I'm growing quite sad;

I think my old port is turned bad--

I miss him, and draw this conclusion,
(Tho' others may think it delusion)

That, with all their worst faults at their back,
(And I'm sure poor Joe Steel had a pack)
Tho' they never can alter or mend;
There's no friend like a very old friend!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Dreams

SURELY I heard a voice-surely my name
Was breathed in tones familiar to my heart!
I listened-and the low wind stealing came,
In darkness and in silence to depart.

Surely I saw a form, a proud bright form,
Standing beside my couch! I raised mine eyes:
'Twas but a dim cloud, herald of a storm,

That floated through the grey and twilight skies.

Surely the brightness of the summer hour
Hath suddenly burst upon the circling gloom!
I dream; 'twas but the perfume of a flower,

Which the breeze wafted through the silent room.

Surely a hand clasped mine with greetings fond!
A name is murmured by my lips with pain;

Woe for that sound-woe for love's broken bond.
I start-I wake-I am alone again!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Edward

HEAVY is my trembling heart, mine own love, my dearest,
Heavy as the hearts whose love is poured in vain;

All the bright day I watch till thou appearest,

All the long night I dream of thee again.

When the whisp'ring summer breeze is waving o'er me lightly,
When the moaning winter winds their wail of sadness make;
Then dearest, then, thine image riseth brightly,

I am weary of my life, for Edward's sake.

When in the halls of light, all bright and happy faces,

Smiling turn to greet a friend, and wander on

Far through the distant crowd, my heart thy proud form traces,
My eye is sadly fixed on thee alone.

When that dear, familiar voice, some careless word hath spoken,
When thy brow a moment bends, a cold farewell to take;

Then, dearest, then, my heart is well nigh broken,

I am weary of my life, for Edward's sake.

Oh, Edward! dark my doom!--this heart will love for ever,
Though thou wilt never share its joy or pain,

Thine eye will turn to mine, and meet its glance, but never
Beam fondly back on hers who loves in vain.

But when weary life is o'er, and in the grave I'm lying,
(Silently a woman's heart should hide its love and break; )
Then, dearest, then, some voice shall tell thee, sighing,
How weary was my life to me, for Edward's sake.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Escape From The Snares Of Love

YOUNG LOVE has chains of metal rare,
Heavy as gold-yet light as air:

It chanced he caught a heart one day
Which struggled hard, as loth to stay.

Prudence, poor thing, was lingering near-
She whispered in the captive's ear,
'Cease, little flutterer; bear thy chain,
And soon thou shalt be free again!'

No; I assert my right to fly-

The chain shall break, and Love shall die
What! I remain a willing slave?
No-freedom, freedom, or the grave!

Meanwhile Love slumbered by his prize
His languid limbs and closing eyes
Prudence beheld-she spoke again,
'Oh! yet a moment bear thy chain!'

Unheeded prayer! the struggling heart
Strove still the slender links to part,
While timid Prudence gazed and sighed,
Weary of strife, and loth to chide.

One moment more the links had broke,
But slumbering Love, alarmed, awoke;
With iron rivets bound the chain,
And turned secure to sleep again.

Let hearts which now in bondage weep,
Repose, till wearied Love shall sleep:
Oh! struggle not, lest he should wake ;-
Slip off the chain-it will not break.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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First Love

YES, I know that you once were my lover,
But that sort of thing has an end,

And though love and its transports are over,
You know you can still be--my friend:

I was young, too, and foolish, remember;
(Did you ever hear John Hardy sing?)

It was then, the fifteenth of November,

And this is the end of the spring!

You complain that you are not well-treated
By my suddenly altering so;

Can I help it?--you're very conceited,

If you think yourself equal to Joe.

Don't kneel at my feet, I implore you;
Don't write on the drawings you bring;
Don't ask me to say, 'l adore you,'

For, indeed, it is now no such thing.

I confess, when at Bognor we parted,
I swore that I worshipped you then--
That I was a maid broken-hearted,
And you the most charming of men.

I confess, when I read your first letter,
I blotted your name with a tear--

But, oh! I was young--knew no better,
Could I tell that I'd meet Hardy here?

How dull you are grown! how you worry,
Repeating my vows to be true--

If I said so, I told you a story,

For I love Hardy better than you!

Yes! my fond heart has fixed on another,
(I sigh so whenever he's gone,)

I shall always love you--as a brother,
But my heart is John Hardy's alone.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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I Cannot Love Thee!

I CANNOT love thee, tho' thy soul

Be one which all good thoughts control;
Altho' thy eyes be starry bright,

And the gleams of golden light

Fall upon thy silken hair,

And thy forehead, broad and fair;
Something of a cold disgust,
(Wonderful, and most unjust,)
Something of a sullen fear

Weighs my heart when thou art near;
And my soul, which cannot twine
Thought or sympathy with thine,
With a coward instinct tries

To hide from thy enamour'd eyes,
Wishing for a sudden blindness

To escape those looks of kindness;

Sad she folds her shivering wings
From the love thy spirit brings,
Like a chainéd thing, caress'd

By the hand it knows the best,

By the hand which, day by day,
Visits its imprison'd stay,

Bringing gifts of fruit and blossom
From the green earth's plenteous bosom;
All but that for which it pines

In those narrow close confines,
With a sad and ceaseless sigh--
Wild and wingéd Liberty!

Can it be, no instinct dwells

In th' immortal soul, which tells
That thy love, oh! human brother,
Is unwelcome to another?

Can the changeful wavering eye,
Raised to thine in forced reply,--
Can the cold constrainéd smile,
Shrinking from thee all the while,--
Satisfy thy heart, or prove

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



Such a likeness of true love?

Seems to me, that I should guess
By what a world of bitterness,

By what a gulf of hopeless care,
Our two hearts divided were:
Seems to me that I should know
All the dread that lurk'd below,

By want of answer found

In the voice's trembling sound;

By the unresponsive gaze;

By the smile which vainly plays,

In whose cold imperfect birth
Glows no fondness, lives no mirth;
By the sigh, whose different tone
Hath no echo of thine own;

By the hand's cold clasp, which still
Held as not of its free will,

Shrinks, as it for freedom yearn'd;--
That my love was unreturn'd.

When thy tongue (ah! woe is me!)
Whispers love-vows tenderly,

Mine is shaping, all unheard,
Fragments of some withering word,

Which, by its complete farewell,
Shall divide us like a spell!

And my heart beats loud and fast,
Wishing that confession past;

And the tide of anguish rises,

Till its strength my soul surprises,
And the reckless words, unspoken,
Nearly have the silence broken,
With a gush like some wild river,--
'Oh! depart, depart for ever!"

But my faltering courage fails,

And my drooping spirit quails;

So sweet-earnest looks thy smile

Full of tenderness the while,

And with such strange pow'r are gifted
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The eyes to which my own are lifted;
So my faint heart dies away,

And my lip can nothing say,

And I long to be alone,--

For I weep when thou are gone!

Yes, I weep, but then my soul

Free to ponder o'er the whole,

Free from fears which check'd its thought,
And the pain thy presence brought,
Whispers me the useless lie,--

'For thy love he will not die,

Such pity is but vanity.'

And I bend my weary head

O'er the tablets open spread,
Whose fair pages me invite

All T dared not say to write;

And my fingers take the pen,

And my heart feels braced again
With a resolute intent;--

But, ere yet that page be sent,
Once I view the written words
Which must break thy true heart's chords;
And a vision, piercing bright,

Rises on my coward sight,

Of thy fond hand, gladly taking
What must set thy bosom aching;
While too soon the brittle seal

Bids the page the worst reveal,
Blending in thy eager gaze--

Scorn, and anguish, and amaze.

Powerless, then, my hand reposes
On the tablet which it closes,

With a cold and shivering sense
Born of Truth's omnipotence:

And my weeping blots the leaves,
And my sinking spirit grieves,
Humbled in that bitter hour

By the very consciousness of power!
What am I, that I should be

Such a source of woe to thee?
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What am I, that I should dare
Thus to play with thy despair,
And persuade myself that thou
Wilt not bend beneath the blow?

Rather should my conscience move
Me to think of this vain love,

Which my life of peace beguiles,
As a tax on foolish smiles,
Which--like light not meant for one
Who, wandering in the dark alone,
Hath yet been tempted by its ray
To turn aside and lose his way--
Binds me, by their careless sin,

To take the misled wanderer in.

And I praise thee, as I go,
Wandering, weary, full of woe,
To my own unwilling heart;
Cheating it to take thy part

By rehearsing each rare merit
Which thy nature doth inherit.

To myself their list I give,

Most prosaic, positive:--

How thy heart is good and true,
And thy face most fair to view;
How the powers of thy mind
Flatterers in the wisest find,

And the talents God hath given
Seem as held in trust for Heaven;
Labouring on for noble ends,--
Steady to thy boyhood's friends,--
Slow to give, or take, offence,--
Full of earnest eloquence,--
Hopeful, eager, gay of cheer,--
Frank in all thy dealings here,--

Ready to redress the wrong

Of the weak against the strong,--
Keeping up an honest pride

With those the world hath deified,
But gently bending heart and brow
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To the helpless and the low;--
How, in brief, there dwells in thee
All tht's generous and free,

All that may most aptly move

My Spirit to an answering love.

But in vain the tale is told;

Still my heart lies dead and cold,
Still it wanders and rebels

From the thought that thus compels,
And refuses to rejoice

Save in unconstrain&emacr;d choice.

Therefore, when thine eyes shall read
This, my book, oh take thou heed!

In the dim lines written here,

All shall be explained and clear;

All my lips could never speak

When my heart grew coward-weak,--
All my hand could never write,

Tho' I planned it day and night,--

All shall be at length confest,

And thou'lt forgive,--and let me rest!
None but thou and I shall know
Whose the doom, and whose the woe;
None but thou and I shall share

In the secret printed there;

It shall be a secret still,

Tho' all look on it at will;

And the eye shall read in vain

What the heart cannot explain.

Each one, baffled in his turn,

Shall no more its aim discern,

Than a wanderer who might look

On some wizard's magic book,

Of the darkly-worded spell

Where deep-hidden meanings dwell.
Memory, fancy, they shall task

This sad riddle to unmask,--

Or, with bold conjectural fame,

Fit the pages with a name;--
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But nothing shall they understand,
And vainly shall the stanger's hand
Essay to fling the leaves apart,

Which bear MY message to THY heart!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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I Do Not Love Thee

I DO not love thee! - no! I do not love thee!
And yet when thou art absent I am sad;

And envy even the bright blue sky above thee,
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad.

I do not love thee! - yet, I know not why,
Whate'er thou dost seems still well done, to me:
And often in my solitude I sigh
That those I do love are not more like thee!

I do not love thee! - yet, when thou art gone,

I hate the sound (though those who speak be dear)
Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone

Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear.

I do not love thee! - yet thy speaking eyes,
With their deep, bright, and most expressive blue,

Between me and the midnight heaven arise,
Oftener than any eyes I ever knew.

I know I do not love thee! yet, alas!
Others will scarcely trust my candid heart;

And oft I catch them smiling as they pass,
Because they see me gazing where thou art.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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I Was Not False To Thee

I WAS not false to thee, and yet

My cheek alone looked pale;

My weary eye was dim and wet,

My strength began to fail.

Thou wert the same; thy looks were gay,
Thy step was light and free;

And yet, with truth, my heart can say,

I was not false to thee!

I was not false to thee, yet now

Thou hast a cheerful eye,

With flushing cheek and drooping brow
I wander mournfully.

I hate to meet the gaze of men,

I weep where none can see;

Why do I only suffer, when

I was not false to thee?

I was not false to thee; yet oh!

How scornfully they smile,

Who see me droop, who guess my woe,
Yet court thee all the while.

'Tis strange! but when long years are past,
Thou wilt remember me;

Whilst I can feel until the last,

I was not false to thee!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Ifs

OH'! if the winds could whisper what they hear,

When murmuring round at sunset through the grove;
If words were written on the streamlet clear,

So often spoken fearlessly above:

If tell-tale stars, descending from on high,

Could image forth the thoughts of all that gaze,
Entranced upon that deep cerulean sky,

And count how few think only of their rays!

If the lulled heaving ocean could disclose

All that has passed upon her golden sand,

When the moon-lighted waves triumphant rose,
And dashed their spray upon the echoing strand.
If dews could tell how many tears have mixed
With the bright gem-like drops that Nature weeps,
If night could say how many eyes are fixed

On her dark shadows, while creation sleeps!

If echo, rising from her magic throne,

Repeated with her melody of voice

Each timid sigh-each whispered word and tone,
Which made the hearer's listening heart rejoice.

If Nature could, unchecked, repeat aloud

All she hath heard and seen-must hear and see-
Where would the whispering, vowing, sighing crowd
Of lovers, and their blushing partners, be?

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Love Not

LOVE not, love not! ye hapless sons of clay!
Hope’s gayest wreaths are made of earthly flowers—
Things that are made to fade and fall away
Ere they have blossom’d for a few short hours.
Love not!

Love not! the thing ye love may change:

The rosy lip may cease to smile on you,

The kindly-beaming eye grow cold and strange,

The heart still warmly beat, yet not be true.
Love not!

Love not! the thing you love may die,

May perish from the gay and gladsome earth;

The silent stars, the blue and smiling sky,

Beam o’er its grave, as once upon its birth.
Love not!

Love not! oh warning vainly said

In present hours as in the years gone by;

Love flings a halo round the dear ones’ head,

Faultless, immortal, till they change or die,
Love not!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Mary

YES, we were happy once, and care
My jocund heart could ne'er surprise;
My treasures were, her golden hair,
Her ruby lips, her brilliant eyes.

My treasures were--alas! depart

Ye visions of what used to be!

Cursed be the heart--the cruel heart--
That stole my Mary's love from me.

Dark are my joyless days--and thou--

Dost thou too dream, and dreaming weep?
Or, careless of thy broken vow,

Unholy revels dost thou keep?

No, Mary, no,--we loved too well,

Such deep oblivion cannot be;

Cursed be the lips, where guile could dwell,
To lure thy love away from me!

It cannot be!--ah! haply, while

With wild reproach I greet thy name,
Thy ruby lip hath ceased to smile--
Thy happy head is bowed with shame!
Haply, with haggard want opprest,
Thou weepest where no eye may see;
Cursed be the spoiler's cruel breast--
But, oh! my Mary--heaven shield thee!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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May-Day, 1837

MAY-DAY is come!--While yet the unwillng Spring
Checks with capricious frown the opening year,
Onward, where bleak winds have been whispering,
The punctual Hours their ancient playmate bear;
But those who long have look'd for thee, stand by,
Like men who welcome back a friend bereaved,
And camnot smile, because his sadden'd eye

Doth mutely tell them how his soul is grieved.
Even thus too greet thine alter'd face to-day,

Thou friend in mourning garb!--chill, melancholy May!
II.

To thee the first and readiest smiles of Earth,
Lovely with life renew'd, were always given,--

To thee belong'd the sunshine and the mirth

Which bathed all Nature with a glow from Heaven,--
To thee the joy of Childhood's earnest heart,

His shouting song, and light elastic tread,

His brows high arch'd, and laughing lips apart,
Bright as the wreath that bound his rosy head.--
Thou wert of Innocence the holiday,

Thou garlanded and glad!--thou ever-blooming May!
III.

Yet will I not reproach thee for thy change:

Closed be the flower, and leafless be the tree!
Smile not as thou wert wont; but sad, and strange,
And joyless, let thy tardy coming be!

So shall I miss those infant voices less,

Calling each other through the garden bowers,
Meeting and parting in wild happiness,

Leading a light dance thro' the sunny hours;

Those little mirthful hearts, who, far away,
Breathe, amid cloud-capp'd hills, a yet more wintry May!
IV.

Ah, boys! your play-ground is a desert spot,
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Revisited alone, and bathed with tears;

And where ye pass your May-day, knoweth not

The mother who hath watch'd your dawning years.
Mine is no more the joy to see ye come,

And deem each step hath some peculiar grace!

Yours is no more the mother's welcome home,
Smiling at each beloved, familiar face!

And I an thankfiul that this dreary May

Recals not, save by name, that brighter, happier day!
V.

I should have felt more mock'd, if there had been
More peace and sunshine round me,--had the grove,
Clad in transparent leaves of tender green,

Been full of murm'ring sounds of Nature's love;

I should have wept more bitterly beneath

The frail laburnum trees, so faint and fair,--

I should have sicken'd at the lilac's breath,

Thrown by the warm sun on the silent air;

But now, with stern regret I wend my way--

I know thee not,--thou cold, and unfamiliar May!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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My Childhood's Home

I HAVE tasted each varied pleasure,

And drunk of the cup of delight;

I have danced to the gayest measure

In the halls of dazzling light.

I have dwelt in a blaze of splendour,

And stood in the courts of kings;

I have snatched at each toy that could render
More rapid the flight of Time's wings.

But vainly I've sought for joy or peace,

In that life of light and shade;

And I turn with a sigh to my own dear home-
The home where my childhood played!

When jewels are sparkling round me,

And dazzling with their rays,

I weep for the ties that bound me

In life's first early days.

I sigh for one of the sunny hours

Ere day was turned to-night;

For one of my nosegays of fresh wild flowers,
Instead of those jewels bright.

I weep when I gaze on the scentless buds
Which never can bloom or fade;

And I turn with a sigh to those gay green fields-
The home where my childhood played.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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My Heart Is Like A Withered Nut!

MY heart is like a withered nut,

Rattling within its hollow shell;

You cannot ope my breast, and put

Any thing fresh with it to dwell.

The hopes and dreams that filled it when
Life's spring of glory met my view,

Are gone! and ne'er with joy or pain
That shrunken heart shall swell anew.

My heart is like a withered nut;

Once it was soft to every touch,

But now 'tis stern and closely shut;--

I would not have to plead with such.

Each light-toned voice once cleared my brow,
Each gentle breeze once shook the tree
Where hung the sun-lit fruit, which now

Lies cold, and stiff, and sad, like me!

My heart is like a withered nut--

It once was comely to the view;

But since misfortune's blast hath cut,
It hath a dark and mournful hue.
The freshness of its verdant youth
Nought to that fruit can now restore;
And my poor heart, I feel in truth,
Nor sun, nor smile shall light it more!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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My Native Land!

WHERE is the minstrel's native land?

Where the flames of light and feeling glow;

Where the flowers are wreathed for beauty's brow;
Where the bounding heart swells strong and high,
With holy hopes which may not die--

There is my native land!

What is that bright land's music name?

Ere it bent its neck to a foreign yoke,

It was called the land of the broad strong oak--
The land of the free--the German land--

But her sons lie slain by the stranger's hand,
And she weeps sad tears of shame.

Why does the minstrel's country weep?

That the hurricane's rage hath bowed the pride
Of those who should stem the rising tide;

That her princes quail--and that none will hear
Her holy words of might and fear--

Therefore my land must weep!

To whom does the minstrel's country call?

It calls to the silent heavenly powers,

With despair, as the thunder darkly lowers,

For its freedom--for those who should break its chain--
For the hand that never strikes in vain--

To these doth my country call!

For what does the minstrel's country sigh?

That the bloodhound may hunt beyond the bound
Of the soil which brave hearts make holy ground;
That the serf may cease; and our sons be free,
Or those who have borne them, cease to be--
For this does my country sigh!

And still doth the minstrel's country hope?
Her hope is firm, for her cause is good--

That her brave will rise, and her true in blood;
And that God the avenger, our fathers' God,
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Will mark the tears that bedew her sod--
Such is my country's hope!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Old Friends

HOW are they waned and faded from our hearts,
The old companions of our early days!

Of all the many loved, which name imparts
Regret when blamed, or rapture at its praise?
What are their several fates, by Heaven decreed,
They of the jocund heart, and careless brow?
Alas! we scarcely know and scarcely heed,
Where, in this world of sighs, they wander now.

See, how with cold faint smile, and courtly nod,
They pass, whom wealth and revelry divide-
Who walked together to the house of God,
Read from one book, and rested side by side;
No look of recognition lights the eye

Which laughingly hath met that fellow-face;
With careless hands they greet and wander by,
Who parted once with tears and long embrace.

Oh, childhood! blessed time of hope and love,
When all we knew was Nature's simple law,

How may we yearn again that time to prove,

When we looked round, and loved whate'er we saw.
Now dark suspicion wakes, and love departs,

And cold distrust its well-feigned smile displays;
And they are waned and faded from our hearts,
The old companions of our early days!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton

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



On Seeing Anthony, The Eldest Child Of Lord And
Lady Ashley

IT was a fair and gentle child

Stood leaning by his mother's knee;
His noble brow was smooth and mild--
His eyes shone bright with frolic glee--
And he was stately, though so young;
As from a noble lineage sprung.

II.

So, gazing on him, as we gaze,
Upon a bud, whose promise yet
Lies shut from all the glowing rays
Which afterwards illumine it:

I marvell'd what the fruit might be
When that fair plant became a tree.
I1I.

Ah! then, what dreams of proud success,
That lordly brow of beauty brought,

With all its infant stateliness,

And all its unripe power of thought!
What triumphs, boundless, unconfined,
Came crowding on my wand'ring mind!
IV.

I gave that child, the voice might hold

A future senate in command;

Head clear and prompt--heart true and bold--
As quick to act as understand:

I dream'd the scholar's fame achieved--

The hero's wreath of laurel weaved!

V.

But as I mused, a whisper came

Which (like a friend's reproachful tone,
Whose gentleness can smite with shame
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Far more than fiercest word or frown
Roused my vex'd conscience by its spell,
And thus the whisper'd warning fell:--
VI.

'Ah! let the shrouded future be,

With all its weight of distant care!
Cloud not with dreams of vanity

That blue bright eye, and forehead fair!
Nor cast thy worldly hopes and fears
In shadow o'er his happy years!

VII.

'Desire not, even in thy dreams,

To hasten those remoter hours

Which, bright although their promise seems,
Must strip his spring-time of its flowers!--
What triumph, in the time to come,

Shall match these early days of home?

VIII.

'This is the Eden of his life,--

His little heart bounds glad and free:
Amid a world of toil and strife,

All independent smileth he!

Nor dreams by that sweet mother's side
Of dark Ambition's restless pride.

IX.

'But, like a bird in winter,--still

Fill'd with a sweet and natural joy,

Tho' frost lies bleak upon the hill,

And mists obscure the cold grey sky,
Which sings, tho' on a leafless bough,--
He smiles, even at the gloomiest brow!"
X.

Oh! looking a child's fair face
Methinks should purify the heart;
As angel presences have grace
To bid the darker powers depart,
And glorify our grosser sense
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With a reflected innocence!
XI.

And seeing thee, thou lovely boy,

My soul, reproach'd, gave up its schemes
Of worldly triumph's heartless joy,

For purer and more sinless dreams,

And mingled in my farewell there
Something of blessing and of prayer.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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On The Purple And White Carnation

'"TWAS a bright May morn, and each opening flower
Lay sunning itself in Flora's bower;

Young Love, who was fluttering round, espied
The blossoms so gay in their painted pride;
And he gazed on the point of a feathered dart,
For mischief had filled the boy-god's heart;
And laughed as his bowstring of silk he drew,
And away that arrow at random flew:

Onward it sped like a ray of light,

And fell on a flower of virgin white,

Which glanced all snowy and pure at the sun,
And wept when his glorious course was run:
Two little drops on its pale leaves lay

Pure as pearls, but with diamond ray,

(Like the tear on Beauty's lid of snow,

Which waits but Compassion to bid it flow

It rested, that dart; and its pointed tip

Sank deep where the bees were wont to sip;

And the sickening flower gazed with grief

On the purple stains which dimmed each leaf,

And the crystal drops on its leaves that stood

Blushed with sorrow and shame till they turned to blood.

It chanced that Flora, wandering by,

Beheld her flow'ret droop and die;

And Love laughed in scorn at the flower-queen's woe,
As she vainly shook its leaves of snow.

Fled from her lip was the smile of light :--

'Oh! who hath worked thee this fell despite!

Thou who did'st harm, alas! to none,

But joyed'st all day in the beams of the sun!’

"Twas Love!' said the flower, and a scented sigh
Loaded the gale that murmured by.

'Twas Love! and the dew-drops that blushed on the wound
Sank slow and sad to the pitying ground.

"Twas Love!' said Flora: 'accursed be the power
That could blight the bloom of so fair a flower.

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

64



With whispers and smiles he wins Beauty's ears,
But he leaves her nothing save grief and tears.

Ye gods! shall he bend with such tyranny still

The weak and the strong to his wanton will?

No! the hearts that he joins may rude discord sever;
Accursed be his power for ever and ever.'

She spoke, and wept; and the echo again
Repeated the curse, but all in vain--

The tyrant laughed as he fluttered away,
Spreading his rainbow wings to the day,
And settling at random his feathered darts
To spoil sweet flowers, or break fond hearts.

He fled--and the queen o'er her flower in vain
Poured the evening dew and the April rain,
The purple spots on her heart still were.

And she said, as she wept her fruitless care,
'The blight and the stain may be washed away,
But what Love hath ruined must sink in decay.'

And she sent it on earth, to dwell below

In the autumn fog and the winter snow.

And even, 'tis said, on summer eves

O'er that sad lost flower she wails and grieves;
And the drops that by mortals as dew are seen
Are the tears of the mourning flower-queen.

And when men are gazing with fond delight

On its varied leaves, and call them bright,

And praise the velvet tints, and say

There never was flower more pure and gay:
That flow'ret says, as it droops its head,

'Alas! for the day when by love I bled;

When my feathery flowers were pure and white,
And my leaves had no earthly stain or blight,
When no chilling blasts around me blew,

And in Flora's garden of light I grew.

Oh! the blight and the stain may be washed away,
But what Love hath ruined must sink in decay.'
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Picture Of Twilight

Oh, Twilight! Spirit that dost render birth

To dim enchantments; melting heaven with earth,
Leaving on craggy hills and running streams

A softness like the atmosphere of dreams;

Thy hour to all is welcome! Faint and sweet

Thy light falls round the peasant's homeward feet,
Who, slow returning from his task of toil,

Sees the low sunset gild the cultured soil,

And, though such radiance round him brightly glows,
Marks the small spark his cottage-window throws.
Still as his heart forestalls his weary pace,

Fondly he dreams of each familiar face,

Recalls the treasures of his narrow life -

His rosy children and his sunburnt wife,

To whom his coming is the chief event

Of simple days in cheerful labour spent.

The rich man's chariot hath gone whirling past
And these poor cottagers have only cast

One careless glance on all that show of pride,
Then to their tasks turn'd quietly aside;

But him they wait for, him they welcome home,
Fix'd sentinels look forth to see him come;

The fagot sent for when the fire grew dim,

For him the watching of that sturdy boy,

For him those smiles of tenderness and joy,

For him - who plods his sauntering way along,
Whistling the fragment of some village song!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Recollections

DO you remember all the sunny places,

Where in bright days, long past, we played together?

Do you remember all the old home faces

That gathered round the hearth in wintry weather?

Do you remember all the happy meetings,

In Summer evenings round the open door--

Kind looks, kind hearts, kind words and tender greetings,
And clasping hands whose pulses beat nho more?

Do you remember them?

Do you remember all the merry laughter;

The voices round the swing in our old garden:

The dog that, when we ran, still followed after;
The teasing frolic sure of speedy pardon:

We were but children then, young happy creatures,
And hardly knew how much we had to lose--

But now the dreamlike memory of those features
Comes back, and bids my darkened spirit muse.
Do you remember them?

Do you remember when we first departed

From all the old companions who were round us,

How very soon again we grew light-hearted,

And talked with smiles of all the links which bound us?
And after, when our footsteps were returning,

With unfelt weariness, o'er hill and plain;

How our young hearts kept boiling up, and burning,
To think how soon we'd be at home again.

Do you remember this?

Do you remember how the dreams of glory

Kept fading from us like a fairy treasure;

How we thought less of being fam'd in story,

And more of those to whom our fame gave pleasure.
Do you remember in far countries, weeping,

When a light breeze, a flower, hath brought to mind
Old happy thoughts, which till that hour were sleeping,
And made us yearn for those we left behind?

Do you remember this?
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Do you remember when no sound 'woke gladly,

But desolate echoes through our home were ringing,
How for a while we talked--then paused full sadly,
Because our voices bitter thoughts were bringing?

Ah me! those days--those days! my friend, my brother,
Sit down and let us talk of all our woe,

For we have nothing left but one another;

Yet where they went, old playmate, we shall go--

Let us remember this.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Recollections Of A Faded Beauty

AH! I remember when I was a girl

How my hair naturally used to curl,

And how my aunt four yards of net would pucker,
And call the odious thing, 'Diana's tucker.'

I hated it, because although, you see,

It did for her, it didn't do for me.

(Popkins said I should wear a low corsage,
But this I know was merely badinage.)

I recollect the gaieties of old--

Ices when hot, and punch when we were cold!
Race-balls, and county-balls, and balls where you,
For seven shillings, got dance and supper too.
Oh! T remember all the routs and plays--

'But words are idle,' as Lord Byron says;

And so am I, and therefore can spare time,
To put my recollections into rhyme.

I recollect the man who did declare

When I was at the fair, myself was fair:

(I had it in my album for three years,

And often looked, and shed delicious tears.)

I didn't fall in love, however, then,

Because I never saw that man again.

And I remember Popkins--ah! too well!

And all who once in love with Chloé fell.

They called me Chloé for they said my grace
Was nymph-like; as was also half my face.
My mouth was wide, but then I had a smile
Which might a demon of its tears beguile.--
As Captain Popkins said, or rather swore,

He liked me, (ah! my Popkins!) all the more.
He couldn't bear a little mouth, for when

It laughed, 'twas like a long slit in a pen;

Or button-hole stretched on too big a button;
Or little cut for gravy in boiled mutton.
(Popkins was clever)--but I must proceed
More regularly, that my friends may read.

I didn't marry, for I couldn't get

A man I liked; I havn't got one yet;

But I had handsome lovers by the score:
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Alas! alas! I always sighed for more.

First came young Minton, of the ninth Hussars,
His eyes were bright and twinkling as the stars.
There was, indeed, a little little cast,

But he assured me that it would not last;

And only came, when he, one cold bivouac,
Gazed on the foe, and could not turn it back--
The chill was so intense! Poor Minton, I

Really did think he certainly would die.

He gave me of himself a little print;

The painter did not see or heed the squint.
Squint it was not--but one eye sought the other
With tenderness, as 'twere a young twin brother.
He gave it, and he sighed: oh! often after

The memory of that sigh hath chill'd my laughter.
I'm sure I might have married him, but then

I never did enough encourage men:

And somehow he made love to Anna Budge;

I never owed the ugly minx a grudge,

Though, God knows, she was cross and plain enough.
The things he us'd to say to her--such stuff!

Then came young Frederic Mortimer de Veaux:
A cruel, faithless wretch, that work'd me woe.
But such a man! so tall, so straight--he took

A lady's heart away at every look.

Such a hooked nose, such loads of curly hair--
Such a pale, wild, intense, Byronic air;

And his whole soul, (as he himself has said,)
'Wandering about among the mighty dead.'

He had read books, and rather liked to show it,
And always spoke like an inspired poet.

Last time we met, my heart prophetic drew

A mournful omen from his wild adieu:

I wrote it down, when he had closed the door.
All I remembered--would it had been more!--
'Allah hu! shall T ever behold thee again,
Sweet cause of my transport--dear cause of my pain?
Al, hamdu il Illah! what place can be fair,

My Rose of the Desert, if thou art not there?
Yet I go--for stern duty compels me to do so--
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From the world where my heart is, like far-banished Crusoe.
Gul's gardens invite me, but Fate says, depart,

Bismillah! farewell, young Haidee of my heart!'

Was it not beautiful? it was--ah, me!--

Who would have thought such lips could traitors be?

Who could have thought, who saw his bright eye burn,

He spoke--intending never to return?

Then Mr. Humley asked aunt's leave to wed,
And winked, and asked if love was in my head,
Or heart; and then proceeding things to settle,
(Helping my aunt the while to lift the kettle,)--
Said, 'you shall have a cozy home, my dear,
And fifty pounds (to buy you clothes) a year.
And we must get your aunt, or some kind fairy
To teach you how to churn and mind the dairy.'
'A cozy home!' why, did one ever hear

Of such a man? and, to call me 'my dear:'
Me--1I was Frederick Mortimer's heart's Haidee;
Young Minton's star of hope and gladness--me!
But I refused him; though my aunt did say
'That it was an advantage thrown away;'--

(He an advantage!)--'that she'd make me rue it--
Make me a nun--' I'd like to see her do it!
Down, down, rebellious heart! I am a nun,

At least, the same as if I had been one.

I do repent I thought myself too comely;

I do repent I am not Mrs. Humley!

Then, cold and cautious, came young Archy Campbell.
Full many a sunset walk, and pleasant ramble,

I took with him; but I grew weary soon,

Because, instead of turning from the moon

To gaze on me, he bade me look with him,

And wondered when her light would grow more dim,
And the world fade away. I should have tired

Before our honey-moon had half expired.

Oh! loved when first I met thee, and for ever,

Thou, from whom cold caprice hath made me sever--
Where art thou, Popkins?--Captain Popkins! oh!

Dear recollection and delicious woe!
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Most generous, most genteel. Oh! thou, alas!

'Of the best class, and better than thy class,’
Where art thou? Ah! it matters not to me;

By Chloé's side thou never more shalt be!

How sweetly didst thou sing 'Those Evening Bells'--
Still the dear echo in my bosom swells:

How gaily didst thou dance, how clearly whistle!
How neatly fold each elegant epistle!

How thin thy pumps were, and how bright thy boot,
(‘Twas that brought 'Warren's blacking' in repute.)
How nameless was thy majesty of form,

Making each man look like a wriggling worm,

That dared beside thy shoulders' broad expanse

To venture his lank shape. By what sweet chance
Did all, that would have been defects in others,
(Whom yet you deemed your fellow-men and brothers,)
Turn to perfection when beheld in you;

Tho' short, yet graceful; fat, but active too!

He wrote, adored, proposed--but some curst power
Bade me nip off his young Hope's budding flower:
I did not even answer that sweet letter,

Because I thought, perhaps, I'd get a better.

Oh! Chloég, tear thy hair, and beat thy breast;
How couldst thou get a better than the best?

'Tis over now--the agony, despair,

With which I beat that breast, and tore that hair;
When one unmeaning note of cold adieu,

Mixed with reproach, was all my silence drew.
Gone, and for ever!--I could scarce believe it:
Surely he wrote, and I did not receive it!

Vain hope! he went--he was my heart's one love;
All other men, all other loves, above.

I would have married him without a penny,

Each lover after him was one too many!

There was a certain Irishman, indeed,

Who borrowed Cupid's darts to make me bleed.

My aunt said he was vulgar; he was poor,

And his boots creaked, and dirtied her smooth floor.
She hated him; and when he went away,

He wrote--I have the verses to this day:--
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Wirasthru! then, my beautiful jewel,

I'm quite tired out of my life.

I can't fight with Fortune a duel,

I cannot have you for a wife.

The beauties of nature adorning

No longer afford me delight:

In the night, och! I wish it were morning,
In the morning I wish it were night!

For your aunt, she has writ me a letter,
(Och, den, she's a sad dirty rogue!)

Does she think other men love you better,
Becase I've a bit of the brogue?

In regard to the fighting and swearing,
Sure, jewel, it's all for the best;

Just to drown all the grumbling and tearing,
That gives my poor stomach no rest.

Small work I've had late at the carvin’,

Less than none I can't have, any how;

And ye wouldn't deny, when he's starvin',

Your Danny a bit of a row?

Then, good night to you, love, or good morrow;
Sure, it's all just the same which I say,

For the differ is small, to my sorrow,

When one gets neither breakfast, nor tay!

Now was this vulgar, which was'said or sung?'
Or but the ling'ring of his native tongue

In ears which thought it music; being such

As he had known in childhood's early years,
What time we suffer little, and hope much;

And oft turn back to gaze upon with tears!

I liked him, and I liked his verses; but

In some vile squabble, as to where he put

His walking-stick, and whether sticks were stronger
For being cut on Irish ground, or longer,

He lost his life; and I my last real love:

For though a few still round me used to rove,
Whether they had not half his sense and merit--
I never have loved since with any spirit!

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

74



Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton

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

75



Sonnet I

ON SEEING THE BUST OF THE YOUNG PRINCESS DE MONTFORT
(In the studio of Bartolini, at Florence).

SWEET marble I didst thou merely represent,

In lieu of her on whom our glances rest,

Some common loveliness,--we were content,

As with a modell'd beauty, well express'd;

But, by the very skill which makes thee seem

So like HER bright and intellectual face,

The heart is led unsatisfied to dream;

For sculpture cannot give the breathing grace,

The light which plays beneath that shadowy brow,
Like sunshine on the fountains of the south,--

The blush which tints that cheek with roseate glow,--
The smile which hovers round that angel-mouth:
No! such the form o'er which Pygmalion sigh'd--
Too fair to be complete while SOUL was still denied!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Ii

RAPHAEL.

BLESS'D wert thou, whom Death, and not Decay,
Bore from the world on swift and shadowy wings,
Ere age or weakness dimm'd one brilliant ray

Of thy rapt spirit's high imaginings,

While yet thy heart was full of fervid love,

And thou wert haunted by resistless dreams

Of all in earth beneath, or Heaven above,

On which the light of beauty richest gleams,--
Dead, but not deathlike, wert thou borne along;
Silent and cold, oh thou that didst combinc
Sculpture, and painting, and the gift of song;
While on thy brow, and on that work divine
Borne with thee, glow'd from thine Italian sky

A light whose glory spoke of inmmortality!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Iii

THE FORNARINA.

AND bless'd was she thou lovedst, for whose sake

Thy wit did veil in fanciful disguise

The answer which thou wert compell'd to make

To Rome's High Priest, and call'd her then 'Thine Eyes;'
Tho' of her life obscure there is no trace,

Save where its thread with THY bright history twines,--
Tho' all we know of her be that sweet face

Whose nameless beauty from thy canvass shines,--
Dependent still upon her Raphael's fame,

And but recorded by her low degree,

As one who had in life no higher claim

Than to be painted and be loved by thee;--

Yet would I be forgot, as she is now,

Once to have press'd my lips on that seraphic brow!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Iv

BE frank with me, and I accept my lot;

But deal not with me as a grieving child,

Who for the loss of that which he hath not

Is by a show of kindness thus beguiled.

Raise not for me, from its enshrouded tomb,

The ghostly likeness of a hope deceased;

Nor think to cheat the darkness of my doom

By wavering doubts how far thou art released:
This dressing Pity in the garb of Love,--

This effort of the heart to seem the same,--
These sighs and lingerings, (which nothing prove
But that thou leav'st me with a kind of shame,)--
Remind me more, by their most vain deceit,

Of the dear loss of all which thou dost counterfeit.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Ix

TO THE COUNTESS HELENE ZAVADOWSKY.

WHEN our young Queen put on her rightful crown
In Gothic Westminster's long-hallow'd walls,

The eye upon no lovelier sight look'd down

Than thou, fair Russian! Memory still recalls

The soft light of thy sapphire-colour'd eyes,

The rich twine of thy simply-braided hair,

And the low murmur of the crowd's surprise

To see thee pass along so strangely fair.

Nor didst thou charm by looks and smiles alone,--
Thy 'broken English' had its share of grace;

For something in thy accent and thy tone

So match'd the beauty of thy gentle face,

We seem'd to hear our old familiar words

Set to some foreign lute or harp's melodious chords!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet V

BECAUSE I know that there is that in me

Of which thou shouldst be proud, and not ashamed,--
Because I feel one made thy choice should be

Not even by fools and slanderers rashly blamed,--
Because I fear, howe'er thy soul may strive

Against the weakness of that inward pain,

The falsehoods which my enemies contrive

Not always seek to wound thine ear in vain,--
Therefore I sometimes weep, when I should smile,
At all the vain frivolity and sin

Which those who know me not (yet me revile)--

My would-be judges--cast my actions in;

But else their malice hath nor sting nor smart--

For I appeal from them, Beloved, to thine own heart!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Vi

WHERE the red wine-cup floweth, there art thou!
Where luxury curtains out the evening sky;--
Triumphant Mirth sits flush'd upon thy brow,
And ready laughter lurks within thine eye.
Where the long day declineth, lone I sit,

In idle thought, my listless hands entwined,
And, faintly smiling at remember'd wit,

Act the scene over to my musing mind.

In my lone dreams I hear thy eloquent voice,

I see the pleased attention of the throng,

And bid my spirit in thy joy rejoice,

Lest in love's selshness I do thee wrong.

Ah! midst that proud and mirthful company
Send'st thou no wandering thought to love and me?

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Vii

LIKE an enfranchised bird, who wildly springs,
With a keen sparkle in his glancing eye

And a strong effort in his quivering wings,

Up to the blue vault of the happy sky,--

So my enamour'd heart, so long thine own,

At length from Love's imprisonment set free.
Goes forth into the open world alone,

Glad and exulting in its liberty:

But like that helpless bird, (confined so long,

His weary wings have lost all power to soar,)
Who soon forgets to trill his joyous song,

And, feebly fluttering, sinks to earth once more,--
So, from its former bonds released in vain,

My heart still feels the weight of that remember'd chain.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Viii

TO MY BOOKS.

SILENT companions of the lonely hour,
Friends, who can never alter or forsake,

Who for inconstant roving have no power,

And all neglect, perforce, must calmly take,--
Let me return to YOU; this turmoil ending
Which worldly cares have in my spirit wrought,
And, o'er your old familiar pages bending,
Refresh my mind with many a tranquil thought:
Till, haply meeting there, from time to time,
Fancies, the audible echo of my own,

"Twill be like hearing in a foreign clime

My native language spoke in friendly tome,
And with a sort of welcome I shall dwell

On these, my unripe musings, told so well.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet X

TO TAGLIONI.

SPIRIT of Grace, whose airy footsteps fall

So lightly! sure the looker-on must be

Most dull of fancy who doth not recall

Some sweet comparison to picture thee!

The white snow, drifing in its soundless showers,--
The young bird resting on a summer-bough,--

The south-wind bending down the opening flowers,--
The clear wave lifted with a gentle flow,--

Rippling and bright, advancing and retreating,
Curling around the rock its dancing spray,

Like a fair child whose kiss of gentle greeting

Woos a companion to make holiday,--

Such are the thoughts of beauty round me shed,
While pleased my eyes pursue thy light elastic tread.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xi

GREEN avenue, whose shadow dim and sweet
Pleasantly shelter'd me in days of yore,

Dear lost companion, whose slow-pacing feet

Then wander'd with me on that moss-paved floor,--
Still, like a natural temple, spring those trees,

Their column'd stems high-arching over-head?

Still dost THOU love, while sighs the murmuring breeze,
At Summer eve that velvet path to tread?

Then, gentle friend, in whose unworldly eyes,

And on whose calm, serene, expressive brow,

The light of many a prayer reflected lies,

As thou with Heaven didst constant commune know,--
Though, in this world, divided we must be,

Kneel in that quiet spot, and pray to God for ME!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xii

I STAND beside the waves,--the mournful waves,--
Where thou didst stand in silence and in fear,

For thou wert train'd by custom's haughty slaves,
And love, from such as I, disdain'd to hear;

Yet, with the murmur of the echoing sea,

And the monotonous billows, rolling on,

Were mingled sounds of weeping,--for in thee

All nature was not harden'd into stone:

And from the shore there came a distant chime
From the old village-clock;--ah! since that day,
Like a dull passing-bell each stroke of time

Falls on my heart; and in the ocean spray

A voice of lamentation seems to dwell,

As in that bitter hour of agonised farewell!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xiii

THE WEAVER.

LITTLE they think, the giddy and the vain,
Wandering at pleasure 'neath the shady trees,
While the light glossy silk or rustling train

Shines in the sun or flutters in the breeze,

How the sick weaver plies the incessant loom,
Crossing in silence the perplexing thread,

Pent in the confines of one narrow room,

Where droops complainingly his cheerless head:--
Little they think with what dull anxious eyes,

Nor by what nerveless, thin, and trembling hands,
The devious mingling of those various dyes

Were wrought to answer Luxury's commands:

But the day cometh when the tired shall rest,--
Where weary Lazarus leans his head on Abraham's breast!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xiv

OH! crystal eyes, in which my image lay
While I was near, as in a fountain's wave;

Let it not in like manner pass away

When I am gone; for I am Love's true slave,
And in my eyes thine image dwells enshrined,
Like one who dazzled hath beheld the sun,

So that to other beauty I am blind,

And scarce distinguish what I gaze upon:

Let it be thus with thee! By all our vows,--

By the true token-ring upon thy hand,--

Let such remembrance as my worth allows
Between thee and each bright temptation stand,--
That I, in those clear orbs, on my return,

As in the wave's green depth, my shadow may discern.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xix

But since, in all that brief Life's narrow scope,

No day pass'd by without some gentle deed,

Let us not 'mourn like them that have no hope,'
Though sharp the stroke,--and suddenly decreed;
For still, when Spring puts out her tender leaves,
And Nature's beauty seems to bud in vain,

(Since then the yearning spirit doubly grieves
With fresh remembrance of unconquer'd pain,)
Returns the precious memory of all

The grace and goodness of that creature fair,
Whom it pleased God in early days to call

From this dim world of trouble, toil, and care,--
And seldom is such bless'd conviction given

That She we mourn on Earth is now a Saint in Heaven!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xv

TO MISS AUGUSTA COWELL.
[To whom I owe the popularity of some of my favourite ballads.]

WHEN thy light fingers touch th' obedient chords,
Which, with a gentle murmur, low respond,

Waiting the measure of the coming words

From that sweet voice, so plaintive, sad, and fond,--
Say does some wingéd Ariel, hovering near,

Teach thee his island music note for note,

That thou may'st copy with an echo clear

Th' enchanted symphonies that round thee float?
Or do all Melodies, whilst thou art playing,

(Each with the offering of some chorded sound,)

On the low slanting sunbeam earthward straying,
Like meek subservient spirits wander round;

In Harmony's dim language asking thee

Which of them, for the hour, shall thy attendant be?

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xvi

WHITE Rose of Bourbon's branch, so early faded!
When thou wert carried to thy silent rest,

And every brow with heavy gloom was shaded,
And every heart with fond regret oppress'd,--
Sweet was the thought thy brother gave to him
Who, far away on Ocean's restless wave,

Could not behold those fair eyes closed and dim,
Nor see thee laid in thy untimely grave!

And, pitying him who yet thy loss must hear,--
Whose absent breast a later pang must feel,--
Murmur'd, with touching sadness, by thy bier,
'Adieu for me! Adieu for Joinville!"

Sweet was the thought, and tender was the heart

Which thus remember'd all who in its love had part.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton

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

92



Sonnet Xvii

Nor wert thou only by thy kindred wept,--
Young mother! gentle daughter! cherish'd wife!
Deep in her memory France hath fondly kept
The records of thy unassuming life:

Oft shall the statue heroine bring to mind,--
As pale it gleams beneath the light of day,

In all the thoughtful grace by thee design'd,--
The worth and talent which have pass'd away!
Oft shall the old, who see thy child pass by,
Smiling and glad, despite his orphan'd lot,
Look on him with a blessing and a sigh;

As one who suffers loss, yet feels it not,

But lifting up his innocent eyes in prayer,
Vaguely imagines Heaven,-foretaught that thou art THERE!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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Sonnet Xviii

SINCE in the pleasant time of opening flowers
That flow'r, Her life, was doom'd to fade away,--
Since Her dear loss hath shaded lovely hours,

And turn'd to mourning all the smiles of May,--
Henceforward when the warm soft breath of Spring
Bids cowslips star the meadows, thick and sweet;
When doves are in the green wood murmuring,
And children wander with delighted feet;

When, by their own rich beauty downward bent,
Soft Guelder-roses hang their tufts of snow,

And purple lilacs yield a fagrant scent,

And bright laburnum droops its yellow bough;--
Let that Spring-time be welcomed with a sigh,

For Her lamented Rake,--who was so young to die!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Arab's Farewell To His Horse

MY beautiful! my beautiful! that standest meekly by

With thy proudly arched and glossy neck, and dark and fiery eye;

Fret not to roam the desert now, with all thy winged speed-

I may not mount on thee again-thou'rt sold, my Arab steed!

Fret not with that impatient hoof-snuff not the breezy wind-

The further that thou fliest now, so far am I behind;

The stranger hath thy bridle rein-thy master hath his gold-

Fleet-limbed and beautiful! farewell! -thou'rt sold, my steed-thou'rt sold!

Farewell! those free untired limbs, full many a mile must roam,

To reach the chill and wintry sky, which clouds the stranger's home;
Some other hand, less fond, must now thy corn and bed prepare;
The silky mane I braided once, must be another's care!

The morning sun shall dawn again, but never more with thee

Shall I gallop through the desert paths, where we were wont to be:
Evening shall darken on the earth; and o'er the sandy plain

Some other steed, with slower step, shall bear me home again.

Yes, thou must go! the wild free breeze, the brilliant sun and sky,
Thy master's home-from all of these, my exiled one must fly.

Thy proud dark eye will grow less proud, thy step become less fleet,
And vainly shalt thou arch thy neck, thy master's hand to meet.
Only in sleep shall I behold that dark eye, glancing bright

Only in sleep shall hear again that step so firm and light:

And when I raise my dreaming arm to check or cheer thy speed,
Then must I starting wake, to feel-thou'rt sold, my Arab steed!

Ah! rudely then, unseen by me, some cruel hand may chide,

Till foam-wreaths lie, like crested waves, along thy panting side:

And the rich blood, that is in thee swells, in thy indignant pain,

Till careless eyes, which rest on thee, may count each started vein.
Will they ill-use thee? If I thought-but no, it cannot be-

Thou art so swift, yet easy curbed; so gentle, yet so free.

And yet, if haply when thou'rt gone, my lonely heart should yearn-
Can the hand which casts thee from it now, command thee to return?

Return! -alas! my Arab steed! what shall thy master do,
When thou who wert his all of joy, hast vanished from his view?
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When the dim distance cheats mine eye, and through the gath'ring tears
Thy bright form, for a moment, like the false mirage appears.

Slow and unmounted will I roam, with weary foot alone,

Where with fleet step, and joyous bound, thou oft hast borne me on;
And, sitting down by that green well, I'll pause and sadly think,

'It was here he bowed his glossy neck, when last I saw him drink! '

When last I saw thee drink! -away! the fevered dream is o'er-

I could not live a day, and know, that we should meet no more!
They tempted me, my beautiful! for hunger's power is strong-
They tempted me, my beautiful! but I have loved too long.

Who said that I had given thee up? Who said that thou wert sold?
'Tis false-'tis false, my Arab steed! I fling them back their gold!
Thus, thus, I leap upon thy back, and scour the distant plains;
Away! who overtakes us now, shall claim thee for his pains!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Autumn Wind

HUSH, moaning autumn wind! be still, be still!

Thy grieving voice forbiddeth hearts to rest;

We hear thee sweeping down the lonely hill,

And mournful thoughts crowd o'er the human breast.
Why wilt thou haunt us, with thy voice unkind,
Sadd'ning the earth? Hush, moaning autumn wind!
II.

Toss not the branching trees so wildly high,
Filling the forest with thy dreary sound:
Without thy aid the hues of summer die,

And the sear leaves fall scatter'd to the ground.
Thou dost but hasten, needlessly unkind,

The winter's task, thou moaning autumn wind!
III.

Sweep not thro' Ocean's caves with hollow roar,
Driving our fair ships to some rock-bound strand!
While the vex'd sea foams wrathful to the shore,
The seaman's wife looks shuddering from the land,
And widow'd hearts for many a year shall find
Death in thy voice, thou moaning autumn wind!
IV.

Round our calm dwellings, when our hearths are gay,
Roam not, oh howling spirit of Despair!

As tho' thou wert a creature seeking prey,

And where the land look'd richest, found it there.

We have enough of memories unkind

Without thy voice, thou moaning autumn wind!

V.

Thee the sad mourner lists, and turns to weep,

In the blank silence of her lonely home;

The sick man hears, and starts from broken sleep,
And the night-wanderer sighs--compell'd to roam;
While the poor shiver, for their huts unkind
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Bar thee not out, thou searching autumn wind!
VI.

Back to the barren hill and lonely glen!

Here let the wandering of thy echoes cease;

Sadly thou soundest to the hearts of men,--

Hush thy wild voice, and let the earth have peace;
Or, if no chain thy restless will can bind,

Sweep thro' the desert, moaning autumn wind!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Banner Of The Covenanters

HERE, where the rain-drops may not fall, the sunshine doth not play,
Where the unfelt and distant breeze in whispers dies away;

Here, where the stranger paces slow along the silent halls,

Why mutely art thou hanging thus against the massive walls?

Thou, that hast seen blood shed for thee--that midst the battle-tide
Hast faintly lit the soldier's eye with triumph ere he died;

Bright banner, which hath witness'd oft the struggles of the free,
Emblem of proud and holy hope, is this a place for thee?

II.

Wake! wave aloft, thou Banner! let every snowy fold

Float on our wild, unconquer'd hills, as in the days of old:

Hang out, and give again to Death a glory and a charm,

Where Heaven's pure dew may freshen thee, and Heaven's pure sunshine warm.
Wake, wave aloft!

I hear the silk low rustling on the breeze,

Which whistles through the lofty fir, and bends the birchen trees;

I hear the tread of warriors arm'd to conquer or to die;

Their bed or bier the heathery hill, their canopy the sky.

ITI.

What, what is life or death to them? they only feel and know

Freedom is to be struggled for, with an unworthy foe--

Their homes--their hearths--the all for which their fathers, too, have fought,
And liberty to breathe the prayers their cradled lips were taught.

On, on they rush--like mounitain streams resistlessly they sweep--

On! those who live are heroes now--and martyrs those who sleep!

While still the snow-white Banner waves above the field of strife,

With a proud triumph, as it were a thing of soul and life.

IV.

They stand--they bleed--they fall! they make one brief and breathless pause,
And gaze with fading eyes upon the standard of their cause;--

Again they brave the strife of death, again each weary limb

Faintly obeys the warrior soul, tho' earth's best hopes grow dim;--

The mountain-rills are red with blood, the pure and quiet sky

Rings with the shouts of those who win, the groans of those who die;
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Taken--re-taken--raised again, but soil'd with clay and gore,
Heavily, on the wild free breeze, that Banner floats once more.
V.

I hear the wail of women now: the dreadful day is done:

God's creatures wait to strive and slay until to-morrow's sun:

I hear the heavy breathing of the weary ones who sleep,

The death-sob and the dying word, 'the voice of them that weep;'
The half-choked grief of those who, while they stifle back their breath,
Scarce know if what they watch be hush'd in slumber or in death;
While mournfully, as if it knew and felt for their despair,

The moon-lit Banner flaps and falls upon the midnight air.

VI.

Morning! the glad and glorious light! the waking of God's earth,

Which rouses men to stan with gore the soil that gave them birth.

In the still sunshine sleeps the hill, the stream, the distant town;

In the still sunshine--clogg'd and stiff--the battle-flag hangs down.
Peace is in Heaven, and Heaven's good gifts, but war is amongst men--
Red blood is pouring on the hill, wild shouts are in the glen;

'T is past--they sink, they bleed, they fly--that faint, enfeebled host,
Right is not might--the Banner-flag, the victory, are lost!

VII.

Heaven's dew hath drunk the crimson drops which on the heather lay,
The rills that were so red with gore, go sparkling on their way;

The limbs that fought, the hearts that swell'd, are crumbled into dust,
The souls which strove are gone to meet the spirits of the just;

But that frail silken flag, for which, and under which, they fought,
(And which e'en now retains its power upon the soul of thought,)
Survives--a tatter'd, senseless thing--to meet the curious eye,

And wake a momentary dream of hopes and days gone by.

VIII.

A momentary dream! oh! not for one poor transient hour,

Not for a brief and hurried day that flag exerts its power;

Full flashing on our dormant souls the firm conviction comes,
That what our fathers did for theirs, we could for our homes.

We, too, could brave the giant arm that seeks to chain each word,
And rule what form of prayer alone shall by our God be heard:
We, too, in triumph or defeat, could drain our heart's best veins,
While the good old cause of Liberty for Church and State remains!
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The Blind Man’s Bride

WHEN first, beloved, in vanish'd hours
The blind man sought thy love to gain,
They said thy cheek was bright as flowers
New freshen'd by the summer rain:

They said thy movements, swift yet soft,
Were such as make the wingéd dove
Seem, as it gently soars aloft,

The image of repose and love.

I1.

They told me, too, an eager crowd

Of wooers praised thy beauty rare,

But that thy heart was all too proud

A common love to meet or share.

Ah! thine was neither pride nor scorn,
But in thy coy and virgin breast

Dwelt preference, not of PASSION born,
The love that hath a holier rest!

ITI.

Days came and went;--thy step I heard
Pause frequent, as it pass'd me by:--

Days came and went;--thy heart was stirr'd,
And answer'd to my stifled sigh!

And thou didst make a humble choice,
Content to be the blind man's bride,

Who loved thee for thy gentle voice,

And own'd no joy on earth beside.

IV.

And well by that sweet voice I knew
(Without the happiness of sight)

Thy years, as yet, were glad and few,--
Thy smile, most innocently bright:

I knew how full of love's own grace
The beauty of thy form must be;

And fancy idolized the face
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Whose loveliness I might not see!
V.

Oh! happy were those days, beloved!

I almost ceased for light to pine

When thro' the summer vales we roved,
Thy fond hand gently link'd in mine.

Thy soft, 'Good night' still sweetly cheer'd
The unbroken darkness of my doom;

And thy 'Good morrow, love,' endear'd
Each sunrise that return'd in gloom!

VI.

At length, as years roll'd swiftly on,

They spoke to me of Time's decay--

Of roses from thy smooth cheek gone,
And ebon ringlets turn'd to grey.

Ah! then I bless'd the sightless eyes
Which could not feel the deepening shade,
Nor watch beneath succeeding skies

Thy withering beauty faintly fade.

VII.

I saw no paleness on thy cheek,

No lines upon thy forehead smooth,--

But still the BLIND MAN heard thee speak

In accents made to bless and soothe:

Still he could feel thy guiding hand

As thro' the woodlands wild we ranged,--
Still in the summer light could stand,

And know thy HEART and VOICE unchanged.
VIII.

And still, beloved, till life grows cold,

We'll wander 'neath a genial sky,

And only know that we are old

By counting happy years gone by:

For thou to me art still as fair

As when those happy years began,--

When first thou cam'st to soothe and share
The sorrows of a sightless man!

IX.
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Old Time, who changes all below,

To wean men gently for the grave,

Hath brought us no increase of woe,

And leaves us all he ever gave:

For I am still a helpless thing,

Whose darken'd world is cheer'd by thee--
And thou art she whose beauty's spring
The blind man vainly yearn'd to see!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Boatswain’s Song

A CHEER to keep our hearts up,

A cup to drown our tears,

And we'll talk of those who perished,
Our mates in former years.

The Betsey was a vessel

As tight as ship could be--

And we cheered to keep our hearts up,
As she tossed upon the sea.

Thro' one dark day we struggled
To stem the foaming tide;

Night came--the straining vessel
All helplessly did ride.

The storm was raging loudly,
The angry heavens did frown--
A cheer to keep your hearts up--
The Betsey, she went down!

The morning broke which many
Might never see again,

And thick and blind and heavy
Came down the drenching rain
We got the smallest boat out,
Jack, Tom, and I, and gave

A cheer to keep our hearts up,
As we toiled against the wave.

Three days we struggled onward,
Without a sight of land;

And we grew so faint and failing,
We could scarcely bear a hand.
It's a bitter thing to battle

With the ocean for your foe:

We cheered to keep our hearts up,
But the cheer was hoarse and low.

Then we thought, with sinking spirits,

Of the shore we'd never see:
Tom wept, and thought of Mary--
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Jack talked of home with me.
Each brawny arm grew fainter,
The boat was thinly stored:

A cheer to keep your hearts up--
Poor Jack went overboard!

At last, somehow we landed

Where the cliff was steep and high;
We told Jack's poor old mother,

(We were too much men to cry.)
They'd ha' liked to see me Boatswain,
The Betsey's gallant crew.

Come, a cheer to keep our hearts up,
We shall all of us die too.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Bride

SHE is standing by her loved one's side,
A young and a fair and a gentle bride,
But mournfulness hath crost her face
Like shadows in a sunny place,

And wistfully her eye doth strain
Across the blue and distant main.

My home! my home!-I would I were
Again in joyous gladness there!

My home! my home!-I would I heard
The singing voice, like some small bird,
Of him, our mother's youngest child,
With light soft step, and features mild.-
I would I saw that dear one now,

With the proud eye and noble brow,

Whose very errors were more loved
Than all our reason most approved.
And she, my fairy sister, she,

Who was the soul of childish glee;
Who loved me so-oh, let me hear
Once more those tones familiar, dear,
Which haunt my rest; and I will smile
Even as I used to do erewhile.

I know that some have fall'n asleep-

I know that some have learnt to weep-
But my heart never feels the same

As when those light steps round me came:
And sadness weighs my heavy eye
Beneath this cheerless stranger sky:
Tho' fewer now might round me come-
It is my home-my own old home!

She is back again in her sunny home,

And thick and fast the beatings come

Of that young heart, as round she sees

The same sweet flowers, the same old trees;
But they, the living flowers she loved,

Are they the same? are they unmoved?-
No-time which withers leaf and stem
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Hath thrown his withering change o'er them.

Where there was mirth, is silence now-
Where there was joy, a darkened brow-
The bounding step hath given place

To the slow stealing mournful pace;

The proud bright eye is now less proud,
By time, and thought, and sickness bowed.
And the light singing voice no more

Its joyful carols echoes o'er,

But whispers; fearful some gay tone

May wake the thought of pleasures gone.
It is her home-but all in vain

Some lingering things unchanged remain:
The present wakes no smile-the past
Hath tears to bid its memory last.

She knew that some were gone-but oh!
She knew not-youth can never know
How furrowed o'er with silent thought
Are brows which grief and time have taught.
The murmuring of some shadowy word,
Which was a name-which now, unheard,
May wander thro' the clear cold sky,

Or wake the echo for reply:

The lingering pause in some bright spot
To dream of those who now are not:

The gaze that vainly seeks to trace

Lost feelings beaming on a face

Where time and sorrow, guilt and care,
Have past and left their withering there:-
These are her joys; and she doth roam
Around her dear but desert home;

Peopling the vacant seats, till tears arise,
And blot the dim sweet vision from her eyes.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Captive Pirate

THE captive pirate sate alone,
Musing over triumphs gone,
Gazing on the clear blue sky

From his dungeon window high.
Dreamingly he sate, and thought
Of battles he had seen and fought;
And fancy o'er him threw her spell.
He deemed he had not bid farewell
To the friends who loved him best:
O'er the white wave's snowy crest
Seems he now once more to sail,
Borne by the triumphant gale:
Cheerily the light bark bounds,

In his ears the music sounds

Of hoarsely mingling waves and voices,
And his inmost soul rejoices!

He gives the signal of command,

He waves-he drops-the lifted hand!

It was a sound of clashing steel-

Why starts he thus? what doth he feel?
The clanking of his iron chain

Hath made him prisoner again!

He groans, as memory round him brings
The shades of half-forgotten things.
His friends! his faithful friends!-a sigh
Bursts from that bosom swelling high.
His bark! his gallant bark!-a tear
Darkens the eye that knew not fear.
And another meaner name

Must lead his men to death or fame!
And another form must stand

(Captain of his mourning band)

On the deck he trod so well,

While his bark o'er ocean's swell

Is sailing far, far out at sea,

Where he never more may be!
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Oh! to be away once more

From the dark and loathsome shore!
Oh! again the sound to hear

Of his ship's crew's hearty cheer!
Souls who by his side have stood,
Careless of their ebbing blood,

Wiped the death-dew from their brow,
And feebly smiled their truth to show!
Little does the Pirate deem

Freedom now were but a dream;
Little does the chieftain think

That his lost companions drink
Strugglingly by the salt sea wave,
Once their home, and now their grave!
And the bark from which they part,
(While his sad and heavy heart
Yearns to tread her gallant deck,)
Helpless lies, a heaving wreck!

And little will they deem, who roam
Hereafter in their floating home,
While their sunlit sail is spread,
That it gleams above the dead-
That the faithless wave rolls on
Calmly, as they were not gone,

While its depths warm hearts doth cover,

Whose beatings were untimely over!
And little will they deem, who stand
Safe upon the sea-girt land,

That to the stranger all it gave
Was-a prison and a grave!

That the ruin'd fortress towers
Number'd his despairing hours,
And beneath their careless tread,
Sleeps-the broken-hearted dead!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Careless Word

A WORD is ringing thro' my brain,
It was not meant to give me pain;
It had no tone to bid it stay,

When other things had past away;
It had no meaning more than all
Which in an idle hour fall:

It was when first the sound I heard
A lightly uttered, careless word.

That word--oh! it doth haunt me now,
In scenes of joy, in scenes of woe;

By night, by day, in sun or shade,
With the half smile that gently played
Reproachfully, and gave the sound
Eternal power thro' life to wound.
There is no voice I ever heard,

So deeply fix'd as that one word.

When in the laughing crowd some tone,
Like those whose joyous sound is gone,
Strikes on my ear, I shrink--for then
The careless word comes back again.
When all alone I sit and gaze

Upon the cheerful home-fire blaze,

Lo! freshly as when first 'twas heard,
Returns that lightly uttered word.

When dreams bring back the days of old;
With all that wishes could not hold;

And from my feverish couch I start

To press a shadow to my heart--

Amid its beating echoes, clear

That little word I seem to hear:

In vain I say, while it is heard,

Why weep?--'twas but a foolish word.

It comes--and with it come the tears,

The hopes, the joys of former years;
Forgotten smiles, forgotten looks,
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Thick as dead leaves on autumn brooks,
And all as joyless, though they were

The brightest things life's spring could share.
Oh! would to God I ne'er had heard

That lightly uttered, careless word!

It was the first, the only one

Of those which lips for ever gone
Breathed in their love--which had for me
Rebuke of harshness at my glee:

And if those lips were here to say,
'Beloved, let it pass away,'

Ah! then, perchance--but I have heard
The last dear tone--the careless word!

Oh! ye who, meeting, sigh to part,

Whose words are treasures to some heart,
Deal gently, ere the dark days come,
When earth hath but for one a home;
Lest, musing o'er the past, like me,

They feel their hearts wrung bitterly,

And, heeding not what else they heard,
Dwell weeping on a careless word.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Chapel Royal St. James’s, On The 10th February,
1840

ONCE more the people meet,

With glad expectant faces: once again

The fair young monarch and her lovely train,
With slow and gentle feet,

Move in a solemn ceremony on;

And jewels glitter in the morning sun!

IT.

Not long, oh! Time, not long

It seems, since crown'd as Britain's welcome Queen,
The like fair sight in fair array was seen;

And the hush'd listening throng,

Watching those steps thro' Westminster's proud aisle,
Wept with full hearts, tho' joyous all the while.

I1I.

And they come forth anew,

In bridal white, that gentle virgin band,

The chosen flowers of Britain's happy land;
For holy love and true

Hath wrought an hour of hope without alloy--
A fairy sight of splendour and of joy.

IV.

There,--with her locks of light,

Gleaming like gold around her noble head,--

The orphan'd ELEANOR, with stately tread,

Went by, a vision bright;

Bidding sweet thoughts of love and triumph start
Into a father's nd a sister's heart.

V.

There,--in her beauty, pass'd

Young FRANCES COWPER; her transparent cheek
Blushing the greetings which she might not spea,
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As on the crowd she cast

The shy soft glances of those dark-blue eyes,
In whose untom'd depth such sweetness lies!
VI.

There, with her spotless name,

The gentle HOWARD, good, and fair, and mild,
And bright-eyed BOUVERIE, noble Radnor's child,
And rose-bud VILLIERS came;

And, with her sweet frank smile, young IDA HAY,
Looking all gladness, like a morn in May.

VII.

There, brilliant LENNOX moved;

The Paget beauty shining from her brow,

And the dark, deer-like eyes that glanced below:
While, gentle and beloved,

Amid the glories of that courtly throng,
DELAWARE'S youthful daughter pass'd along.
VIII.

There, (theme for poet's praise!)

With swanlike throat, and clear majestic eye,
VERULAM's stately MARY glided by,

And, with her quiet gaze

Fixed smiling on the scene which she survey'd,
The soldier ANGLESEA'S bright ADELAIDE.

IX.

And she, whose orbs of blue,

Like mountain lakes beheld by moonlight, gleam
With all the shadowy softness of a dream

Such as Endymion knew:

Whose glossy locks with rich luxuriance twine
Around her brow: the Lady WILHELMINE.

X.

Young were they all--and fair,--

But thou, VICTORIA, held'st thy fitting place,
As amongst garden-flowers the lily's grace,
Blooms with a royal air;

And from that lovely various group, apart,
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Dids't stand, and gently look the Queen thou art.
XI.

The smile thy young lip wore,

Spoke joy to Him, who, from his distant home,
Hath sped in wintry time o'er ocean's foam--
To seek our island shore,

With his frank heart, and brow so fair and true,
Claiming thy love-and England's welcome too.
XII.

Oh! may that welcome prove

The herald of deep gladness;--since in thee
Old England's brightest hopes renew'd we see,
All-hallow'd be thy love;

And still with proud content the day allied,
When Princely ALBERT claim'd his Royal Bride!
XIII.

May He, whose gifted hand,

Hath twined sweet wreaths of Poetry and Song;
Live happy among English heart so long

That, native to the land,

He shall forget that e'er his harp was strung

To any accents but our mother-tongue:

XIV.

And Thou,--Oh! may the Crown

Which in youth's freshest, earliest moment, graced
The brow, whose childhood's roses it replaced,
Ne'er weigh thy spirit down;

Nor tearful hours, nor careful thoughts, beguile
One ray of gladness from thy gracious smile:

XV.

But brightly to the last,

Fair Fortune shine, with calm and steady ray,
Upon the tenor of thy happy way;

A future like the past:

And every prayer by loyal subjects said,
Bring down a separate blessing on thy head!
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The Child Of Earth

FAINTER her slow step falls from day to day,
Death's hand is heavy on her darkening brow;
Yet doth she fondly cling to earth, and say,

' am content to die, but, oh! not now!

Not while the blossoms of the joyous spring
Make the warm air such luxury to breathe;

Not while the birds such lays of gladness sing;
Not while bright flowers around my footsteps wreathe.
Spare me, great God, lift up my drooping brow!
I am content to die--but, oh! not now!'

II.

The spring hath ripen'd into summer-time,

The season's viewless boundary is past;

The glorious sun hath reach'd his burning prime;
Oh! must this glimpse of beauty be the last?
'‘Let me not perish while o'er land and lea

With silent steps the lord of light moves on;

Nor while the murmur of the mountain bee
Greets my dull ear with music in its tone!

Pale sickness dims my eye, and clouds my brow;
I am content to die--but, oh! not now!'

ITI.

Summer is gone, and autumn's soberer hues
Tint the ripe fruits, and gild the waving corn;
The huntsman swift the flying game pursues,
Shouts the halloo, and winds his eager horn.
'Spare me awhile to wander forth and gaze
On the broad meadows and the quiet stream,
To watch in silence while the evening rays
Slant thro' the fading trees with ruddy gleam!
Cooler the breezes play around my brow;

I am content to die--but, oh! not now!'

IV.

The bleak wind whistles, snow-showers, far and near,
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Drift without echo to the whitening ground;
Autumn hath pass'd away, and, cold and drear,
Winter stalks on, with frozen mantle bound.

Yet still that prayer ascends:--'Oh! laughingly

My little brothers round the warm hearth crowd,
Our home-fire blazes broad, and bright, and high,
And the roof rings with voices glad and loud;
Spare me awhile! raise up my drooping brow!

I am content to die--but, oh! not now!'

V.

The spring is come again--the joyful spring!

Again the banks with clustering flowers are spread;
The wild bird dips upon its wanton wing:--

The child of earth is number'd with the dead!

'Thee never more the sunshine shall awake,
Beaming all redly thro' the lattice-pane;

The steps of friends thy slumbers may not break,
Nor fond familiar voice arouse again!

Death's silent shadow veils thy darken'd brow;
Why didst thou linger?--thou art happier now!"

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Child Of The Islands - Autumn

BROWN Autumn cometh, with her liberal hand

Binding the Harvest in a thousand sheaves:

A yellow glory brightens o'er the land,

Shines on thatched corners and low cottage-eaves,
And gilds with cheerful light the fading leaves:
Beautiful even here, on hill and dale;

More lovely yet where Scotland's soil receives

The varied rays her wooded mountains hail,

With hues to which our faint and soberer tints are pale.
II.

For there the Scarlet Rowan seems to mock

The red sea coral--berries, leaves, and all;

Light swinging from the moist green shining rock
Which beds the foaming torrent's turbid fall;

And there the purple cedar, grandly tall,

Lifts its crowned head and sun-illumined stem;
And larch (soft drooping like a maiden's pall)
Bends o'er the lake, that seems a sapphire gem
Dropt from the hoary hill's gigantic diadem.

ITI.

And far and wide the glorious heather blooms,

Its regal mantle o'er the mountains spread;

Wooing the bee with honey-sweet perfumes,

By many a viewless wild flower richly shed;
Up-springing 'neath the glad exulting tread

Of eager climbers, light of heart and limb;

Or yielding, soft, a fresh elastic bed,

When evening shadows gather, faint and dim,

And sun-forsaken crags grow old, and gaunt, and grim.
IV.

Oh, Land! first seen when Life lay all unknown,
Like an unvisited country o'er the wave,

Which now my travelled heart looks back upon,
Marking each sunny path, each gloomy cave,
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With here a memory, and there a grave:--

Land of romance and beauty; noble land

Of Bruce and Wallace; land where, vainly brave,
Ill-fated Stuart made his final stand,

Ere yet the shivered sword fell hopeless from his hand--
V.

I love you! I remember you! though years

Have fleeted o'er the hills my spirit knew,

Whose wild uncultured heights the plough forbears,
Whose broomy hollows glisten in the dew.

Still shines the calm light with as rich a hue

Along the wooded valleys stretched below?

Still gleams my lone lake's unforgotten blue?

Oh, land! although unseen, how well I know

The glory of your face in this autumnal glow!

VI.

I know your deep glens, where the eagles cry;

I know the freshness of your mountain breeze,

Your brooklets, gurgling downward ceaselessly,

The singing of your birds among the trees,

Mingling confused a thousand melodies!

I know the lone rest of your birchen bowers,

Where the soft murmur of the working bees

Goes droning past, with scent of heather flowers,
And lulls the heart to dream even in its waking hours.
VII.

I know the grey stones in the rocky glen,

Where the wild red-deer gather, one by one,

And listen, startled, to the tread of men

Which the betraying breeze hath backward blown!
So,--with such dark majestic eyes, where shone
Less terror than amazement,--nobly came
Peruvia's Incas, when, through lands unknown,
The cruel conqueror with the blood-stained name
Swept, with pursuing sword and desolating flame!
VIII.

So taken, so pursued, so tracked to death,
The wild free monarch of the hills shall be,
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By cunning men, who creep, with stifled breath,
O'er crag and heather-tuft, on bended knee,
Down-crouching with most thievish treachery;
Climbing again, with limbs o'erspent and tired,
Watching for that their failing eyes scarce see,--
The moment, long delayed and long desired,
When the quick rifle-shot in triumph shall be fired.
IX.

Look! look!--what portent riseth on the sky?

The glory of his great betraying horns;
Wide-spreading, many-branched, and nobly-high,
(Such spoil the chieftain's hall with pride adorns.)
Oh, Forest-King! the fair succeeding morns

That brighten o'er those hills, shall miss your crest
From their sun-lighted peaks! He's hit,--but scorn
To die without a struggle: sore distrest,

He flies, while daylight fades, receding in the West.
X.

Ben-Doran glows like iron in the forge,

Then to cold purple turns,--then gloomy grey;

And down the ravine-pass and mountain-gorge

Scarce glimmers now the faintest light of day.

The moonbeams on the trembling waters play,
(Though still the sky is flecked with bars of gold

And there the noble creature stands, at bay;

His strained limbs shivering with a sense of cold,

While weakness films the eye that shone so wildly bold.
XI.

His fair majestic head bows low at length;

And, leaping at his torn and bleeding side,

The fierce dogs pin him down with grappling strength;
While eager men come on with rapid stride,

And cheer, exulting in his baffled pride.

Now, from its sheath drawn forth, the gleaming knife
Stabs his broad throat: the gaping wound yawns wide:
One gurgling groan, the last deep sigh of life,

Wells with his gushing blood,--and closed is all the strife!
XII.
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'Tis done! The hunted, animal Despair,

That hoped and feared no future state, is past:

O'er the stiff nostril blows the evening air;

O'er the glazed eye real darkness gathers fast;

Into a car the heavy corse is cast;

And homeward the belated hunter hies,

Eager to boast of his success at last,

And shew the beauty of his antlered prize,

To Her he loves the best,--the maid with gentle eyes!
XIII.

And she, whose tender heart would beat and shrink
At the loud yelping of a punished hound,

With rosy lips and playful smile shall drink

The Highland health to him, that circles round.

And where the creature lies, with crimson wound,

And cold, stark limbs, and purple eyes half-closed,
There shall her gentle feet at morn be found!

Of such strange mixtures is the heart composed,

So natural-soft,--so hard, by cunning CUSTOM glozed.
XIV.

But, lo! the Sabbath rises o'er those hills!

And gathering fast from many a distant home,

By wild romantic paths, and shallow rills,

The Highland groups to distant worship come.
Lightly their footsteps climb, inured to roam

Miles through the trackless heather day by day:
Lasses, with feet as white as driven foam,

And lads, whose various tartans, brightly gay,

With shifting colour deck the winding mountain way.
XV.

And some, with folded hands and looks demure,

Are nathless stealing lingering looks behind,

Their young hearts not less reverently pure

Because they hope to welcome accents kind,

And, in that Sabbath crowd, the Loved to find;

And children, glancing with their innocent eyes,

At every flower that quivers in the wind;

And grey-haired shepherds, calm, and old, and wise,
With peasant-wisdom,--drawn from gazing on the skies.
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XVI.

And Auld-Wives, who with Sabbath care have donned
Their snowy mutches, clean, and fresh, and white;
And pious eyes that well The BOOK have conned;
And snooded heads, bound round with ribands bright;
And last,--an old man's grandchild, treading light

By his blind footsteps; or a Mother mild,

Whose shadowy lashes veil her downcast sight,
Bearing along her lately christened child:--

And still by friendly talk their journey is beguiled.
XVII.

Oh, Scotland, Scotland!--in these later days,

How hath thy decent worship been disgraced!
Where, on your Sabbath hills, for prayer and praise,
Solemn the feet of reverend elders paced,

With what wild brawling, with what ruffian haste,
Gathering to brandish Discord's fatal torch,

Have men your sacred altar-grounds defaced;
Mocking with howling fury, at the porch,

The ever-listening God, in his own holy Church!
XVIII.

The Taught would choose their Teacher: be it so!
Doubtless his lessons they will humbly learn,

Bowing the meek heart reverently low,

Who first claim right to choose him or to spurn;

Drop sentences of suffrage in the urn;

And ballot for that Minister of God,

Whose sacred mission is to bid them turn

Obedient eyes toward the chastening rod,

And walk the narrow path by humbler Christians trod!
XIX.

Choose,--since your forms permit that choice to be,--
But choose in brotherhood, and pious love;

Assist at that selection solemnly,

As at a sacrifice to One above.

What! fear ye Rome's high altars? Shall THEY prove
The error and the stumbling-block alone?

Their crucifixes, meant your hearts to move,--
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Their pictured saints--their images of stone--
Their Virgins garlanded--their Jesu on his Throne?
XX.

Yea! rather fear 'the image of a Voice,'

Set up to be an idol and a snare:

Fear the impression of your prideful choice,

The human heart-beat mingling with the prayer;
The heavy sigh that comes all unaware;

The sense of weeping, strugglingly represt;

The yearning adoration and despair,

With which unworthiness is then confest;

Mortal disturbance sent to break Religion's rest!
XXI.

Fear the excitement--fear the human power

Of eloquent words, which 'twixt you and the skies,
Stand like a fretted screen; and, for that hour,
Confuse and mar the tranquil light that lies
Beyond, unbroken! Fear the glow that dies

With the occasion: darkest dangers yawn

'Neath the foundation where your hope would rise:
For true light fadeth not, nor is withdrawn,

The Lamb's calm City wrapt in one Eternal Dawn!
XXII.

Children, who playing in their ignorant mirth,

Behold the sunbeam's warm reflected ray,

Reaching to grasp it, touch the blank cold earth,

Their eyes averted from the Source of Day,

Not knowing where the Actual Glory lay.

Fear YE to snatch at glittering beams, and lose

The light that should have cheered your mortal way:
Tremble, responsible yet weak, to choose;

'Ye know not what ye ask,'--nor what ye should refuse!
XXIII.

Say, was it word of power, or fluent speech,
Which marked those simple men of Galilee,
For Christ's disciples? was it theirs to preach
With winning grace, and artful subtilty,

The Saviour's message,--'Die to live with me?'
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Bethsaida's fisherman, who bare the spite
Of heathen rage at Patras,--or those three
Who saw HIM glorified on Tabor's height,

And bathed in bloody sweat on dark Gethsemane's night?

XXIV.

The homeliest voice that weakly leads the van

Of many prayers, shall sound as sweet among
The angel host,--as his, the eloquent man,

Who with miraculous sweet, and fervent tongue,
Charms with a spell the mute, applauding throng;
No better, (as respects his human gift)

Than many a Heathen Poet, whose great song,
Age after age continues yet to lift,

As down the Stream of Time melodious treasures drift.

XXV.

Brothers, why make ye War? and in His Name,
Whose message to the earth was Peace and Love;
What time the awful voice to Shepherds came,

And the clear Herald-Star shone out above?

When shall the meaning of that message move
Our bitter hearts? When shall we cease to come
The patience of a gentle God to prove;

Cainlike in temper,--though no life we doom,--

Our prayer a curse, although our altar be no tomb?
XXVI.

When that indulgence which the PERFECT grants,

By the IMPERFECT also shall be granted;

When narrow light that falls in crooked slants,
Shines broad and bright where'er its glow is wanted;
When cherished errors humbly are recanted;

When there are none who set themselves apart,

To watch how Prayers are prayed, and sweet hymns chanted;

With eyes severe, and criticising heart,--
As though some Player flawed the acting of his part.
XXVII.

From Saints on Earth,--defend us, Saints in Heaven!

By their un-likeness to the thing they ape;
Their cheerlessness, where God such joy hath given,
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(Covering this fair world with a veil of crape)
Their lack of kindliness in any shape;

Their fierce, false judgments of another's sin;
And by the narrowness of mind they drape

With full-blown fantasies, and boasts to win

A better path to Heaven, than others wander in!
XXVIII.

And ye, calm Angels in that blissful world,

From whence (close knit in brotherhood of strife)

The strong rebellious spirits, downward hurled,

Came to this Earth, with love and beauty rife,

And poisoned all the fountain-wells of life;

Spread the soft shelter of your peaceful wings,

When hard looks stab us like a two-edged knife,

And hearts that yearned for Pity's healing springs,

Are mocked, in dying thirst, by gall which Malice brings.
XXIX.

From the cold glare of their self-righteous eyes,--

From scornful lips, brimful of bitter words,--

From the curled smile that triumphs and defies,--

From arguments that sound like clashing swords,--

Save us, ye dwellers among music-chords!

Whose unseen presence doubtless lingers nigh,

Although no more our blinded sense affords

Your radiant image to the craving eye,

Nor sees your herald-wings, swift-spreading, cleave the sky!
XXX.

No more to Ishmael's thirst, or Hagar's prayer,

The suffering or the longing heart on Earth;

No more to soothe funereal despair;

No more to fill the cruise in bitter dearth,

Or turn the widow's wailing into mirth;

Shall they return who watched in holy pain

The Human Death, that closed the Heavenly Birth!
Rebellious earth, twice sanctified in vain,

Lonely from those pure steps must evermore remain.
XXXI.

But deep in each man's heart, some angel dwells,--
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Mournfully, as in a sepulchral tomb;

Set o'er our nature like calm sentinels,

Denying passage to bad thoughts that come
Tempting us weakly to our final doom,

Patient they watch, whatever may betide;
Shedding pure rays of glory through the gloom,
And bowing meek wings over human pride,--
As once in the lone grave of Him, the Crucified!
XXXII.

Angels of Grief,--who, when our weak eyes tire

Of shedding tears, their sad sweet lessons teach;
Angels of Hope,--who lift with strong desire

Our mortal thoughts beyond a mortal reach;

Angels of Mercy,--who to gentle speech,

And meek, forgiving words, the heart incline,
Weaving a link of brotherhood for each;

Angels of Glory,--whose white vestments shine
Around the good man's couch, in dying life's decline.
XXXIII.

Need of such heavenly counterpoise have we

To bear us up, when we would grovel down;

To keep our clogged and tarnished natures free

From the world-rust that round our hearts hath grown
Like mouldering moss upon a sculptured stone;

To soften down the cruelty and sin

Of crabbéd Selfishness, that stands alone,

With greedy eyes that watch what they may win,

The whole wide world a field to gather harvest in!
XXXIV.

To gather Harvest! In this Autumn prime,

Earth's literal harvest cumbers the glad land!

This is the sultry moment--the dry time,

When the ripe golden ears, that shining stand,

Fall, rustling, to the Reaper's nimble hand:

When, from those plains the bright sheaves lie among,
(Whose fertile view the sloping hills command,)

Float cheerful sounds of laughter and of song,

And merry-making jests from many a rural throng.
XXXV.
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Sweet is the prospect which that distance yields!

Here, honest toil;--while there a sunburnt child

Sleeps by the hedge-row that divides the fields,

Or where the sheltering corn is stacked and piled;

And as the groups have one by one defiled,

(Leaving unwatched the little sleeper's place,)

You guess the Mother, by the way she smiled;

The holy Love that lit her peasant-face,

The lingering glance, replete with Feeling's matchless grace.
XXXVI.

He lieth safe until her task be done--

Lulled, basking, into slumber sound and deep;

That Universal Cherisher, the Sun,

With kindly glow o'erlooks his harmless sleep,

And the rough dog close neighbourhood shall keep,
(Friend of the noble and the lowly born)

Till careful shepherds fold the wandering sheep,

And wearied reapers leave the unfinished corn--
Resting through dewy night, to recommence at morn.
XXXVII.

Oh, picture of Abundance and of Joy!

Oh, golden Treasure given by God to Man!

Why com'st thou shaded by a base alloy?

What root of evil poisons Nature's plan?

Why should the strain not end as it began,

With notes that echo music as they come?

What mournful silence--what mysterious ban--
Hushes the tones of those who onward roam,

With choral gladness singing,--'happy Harvest-Home?"
XXXVIII.

What altered cadence lingers in the Vale,

Whose mass of full-eared sheaves the reapers bind?
A sound more sad than Autumn-moaning gale,
More dreary than the later whistling wind

That ushers Winter, bitter and unkind.

Again!--it soundeth like a human sigh!

A horrid fear grows present to my mind:

Here, where the grain is reaped that stood so high,
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A Man hath lain him down: to slumber?--no,--to die!
XXXIX.

Past the Park gate,--along the market-road,--

And where green water-meadows freshly shine,

By many a Squire and Peer's unseen abode,--

And where the village Alehouse swings its sign,
Betokening rest, and food, and strengthening wine,--

By the rich dairy, where, at even-tide,

Glad Maidens, singing, milk the lowing kine,--

Under blank shadowing garden-walls, that hide

The espaliered fruit well trained upon their sunnier side,--
XL.

Jaded and foot-sore, he hath struggled on,

Retracing with sunk heart his morning track;

In vain to HIM the Harvest and the Sun;

Doomed, in the midst of plenteousness, to lack,

And die unfed, beneath the loaded stack,

He hath been wandering miles to seek RELIEF;

(Disabled servant--Labour's broken hack!)

And he returns--refused! His Hour is brief;

But there are those at home for whom he groans with grief.
XLI.

My pulse beats faster with the coming fear!

I cannot lift his dull expiring weight:

What if the fainting wretch should perish here?
Here,--sinking down beside the rich man's gate,--
On the cropped harvest;--miserable fate!

He tells me something--what, I cannot learn:
Feeble--confused--the words he fain would state:
But accents of complaint I can discern,

And mention of his wife and little ones in turn!
XLII.

He's DEAD! In that last sigh his weak heart burst!
An end hath now been put to many woes:

The storm-beat mariner hath reached the worst,--
His 'harbour and his ultimate repose.'

He to a world of better justice goes,

We to the Inquest-Room, to hear, in vain,
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Description of the strong convulsive throes,

The mighty labour, and the petty gain,

By which a struggling life gets quit at last of pain.
XLIII.

To hear, and to forget, the oft-told story,

Of what forsaken Want in silence bears:

So tarnishing commercial England's glory!

To hear rich men deny that poor men's cares

Should be accounted business of theirs;

To hear pale neighbours (one degree less poor

Than him who perished) prove, all unawares,

The generous opening of THEIR lowly door,

The self-denying hearts that shared the scanty store.
XLIV.

To hear, and acquiesce in, shallow words,

Which make it seem the sickly labourer's fault,

That he hath no accumulated hoards

Of untouched wages; wine, and corn, and malt;

To use when eyesight fails, or limbs grow halt;

To hear his character at random slurred,--

'An idle fellow, sir, not worth his salt;'

And every one receive a bitter word

For whom his clay-cold heart with living love was stirred:
XLV.

His Wife, a shrew and slattern, knowing not

(What all her betters understand so well)

How to bring comfort to a poor man's lot,

How to keep house,--and how to buy and sell;

His Daughter, a degraded minx, who fell

At sixteen years,--and bore a child of shame,

Permitted with th' immoral set to dwell!

His eldest Son, an idiot boy, and lame,--

In short, the man WAS starved--but no one was to blame.
XLVI.

No one:--Oh! 'Merry England,' hearest thou?
Houseless and hungry died he on thy breast!
No one: Oh! 'Fertile England,’ did thy plough--
Furrow no fields; or was their growth represt
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By famine-blights that swept from east to west?
No one:--'Religious England,' preach the word
In thy thronged temples on the Day of Rest,
And bid the war of Faith and Works accord:--
'Who giveth to the Poor, he lendeth to the Lord!'
XLVII.

Trust me, that not a soul whose idle hand

Stinted to spare, and so declined to save;

Not one of all who call it 'Native Land,’

Which to their dead and starved compatriot gave

A humble cradle,--and a lowlier grave,--

Stands blameless of this death before the face

Of judging Heaven! The gathered store they have,
That shall condemn them. National disgrace

Rests on the country cursed by such a piteous case.
XLVIII.

And yet not once, nor twice, but countless times,

We, in blind worship of the golden calf,

Allow of deaths like these! While funeral chimes

Toll for the rich, whose graven paragraph

Of vanished virtues (too complete by half),

The heirs of their importance soothe and please.

The poor man dies--and hath no EPITAPH!

What if your churchyards held such lines as these,

The listless eye to strike,--the careless heart to freeze?
XLIX.

'Here lies a man who died of Hunger-pain,

In a by-street of England's Capital.

Honest, (in vain!) industrious, (in vain!)

Willing to spend in useful labour all

His years from youth to age. A dangerous fall

Shattered his limbs, and brought him to distress.

His health returned: his strength was past recall:

He asked assistance (earnings growing less,)

Received none, struggled on, and died of Want's excess.'
L.

'Here rests in Death, (who rested not in Life!)
The worn-out Mother of a starving brood:
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By night and day, with most courageous strife,
She fought hard Fortune to procure them food:

(A desert-pelican, whose heart's best blood

Oozed in slow drops of failing strength away!)
Much she endured; much misery withstood;

At length weak nature yielded to decay,

And baffled Famine seized his long-resisting prey.'
LI.

Oh! the green mounds, that have no head-stones o'er them,
To tell who lies beneath, in slumber cold;

Oh! the green mounds, that saw no Mutes deplore them,

The Pauper-Graves, for whom no church-bells tolled;

What if our startled senses could behold,

(As we to Sabbath-prayer walk calmly by,)

Their visionary epitaphs enrolled;

Upstanding grimly 'neath God's equal sky,

Near the white sculptured tombs where wealthier Christians lie!
LII.

Then we should THINK: then we should cry, ALAS!

Then many a pulse would flutter mournfully,

And steps would pause, that now so reckless pass:

For, in this chequered world of ours, we see

Much Carelessness, but little Cruelty;

And (though Heaven knows it is no boast to tell,)

There dwelleth in us a deep sympathy,

Too often, like the stone-closed Arab well,

Sealed from their helpless thirst whose torments it should quell.
LIII.

We shelter SELFISHNESS behind the mask

Of INCREDULITY: we will not own

What, if admitted, leaves a heavy task

To be performed; or spurned if left undone,

Stamping our frozen hearts as made of stone.

Or, if we grant such suffering exists,

Wide-spread and far, we plead,--"how vain for ONE

To strive to clear away these hopeless mists,

'Striking a few sad names from off these endless lists!'
LIV.
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'WHAT CAN I DO? I know that men have died

'Of their privations; truly, I believe

'That honest labour may be vainly plied:

'But how am I this sorrow to relieve?

'Go, let our Rulers some great plan achieve,

'It rests with These to settle and command,--

'We, meaner souls, can only sigh and grieve.'

So, sitting down, with slack and nerveless hand,
Supine we hear the cry that waileth through the land.
LV.

But let us measure help, by their deep woe:

Are we, indeed, as powerless to aid

As they to struggle? Conscience whispers, 'NO!'
Conscience, who shrinks uneasy and afraid,
Condemned,--if that brief answer must be made.
Though, in the Cowardice that flies the pain,

A spark of better nature is betrayed,

Proving, if their appeal could entrance gain,

Our hearts would not be roused and spoken to in vain.
LVI.

But because generous minds stand few and far,
Like wholesome ears of grain in fields of blight:--
Because one earnest soul, like one great star,
Rises,--without the power in single light

To break the darkness of surrounding night:--
Because the sufferings of the Mass require

The Many, not the Few, their wrongs to right;-
Therefore, Great Hearts grow sick with vain desire,
And, baffled at each turn, the weaker spirits tire.
LVII.

The GRADUAL is God's law. And we all fail

Because we will not copy it, but would

Against deep-rooted obstacles prevail,

(Which have the change of centuries withstood)

By hurried snatching in our rashest mood:

So, leaving dying branches in our grasp,

Vanishes all the growth of promised good;

Or from the green leaves darts some poisonous asp,

And stings the hand outstretched the fruitage fair to clasp.
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LVIII.

So the Mock-Patriot leaves the Poor man's home
A thousand times more wretched, than when first
Loud declamation, full of froth and foam,

Weak discontent to strong rebellion nurst!

By those to whom he proffered aid, accurst,--
Called to account for days of helpless woe,--

The bubble promises give way, and burst,

Which left his rash lips with such ready flow:

The Idol of Himself,--the Orator for show!

LIX.

Solemn the malediction set on him

Who doth 'pervert the judgment' of the poor,

Mislead the blind and ignorant, and dim

The meagre light which led them heretofore.

Faces he knows not,--weak ones who deplore

The ruin wrought by him,--in dreams shall rise;
Night's veil of darkness cannot cover o'er

The wild reproaching of their blood-shot eyes,

Nor its deep silence hush their hoarse lamenting cries!
LX.

While those whom he opposed, pronounce it Sin,

That, with mad Discord in his meteor track,

Some shallow theory of hope to win,

He hounded on a wild infuriate pack:

The feet he taught to leave the quiet track,

Who shall prevent, or whither shall they tread?

What mighty force shall dam the waters back,

When the swoln torrent hath found room to spread?
Rolling and fierce it comes, and whelms his reckless head!
LXI.

Yet, let no man who feels himself secure
That Wrong exists, believe that humble tools
May not amend, what pining they endure.
Let him not fear the ridicule of fools,

Nor sneers of cold utilitarian schools,

To whom enthusiasts ever seem insane:

Nor to old laws and inappropriate rules

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

134



Bow slavish down because his lot is plain,
Unstarred by Rank or Power, ungilt by Wealth or Gain.
LXII.

What! were they demi-gods and angels, then,

Who have done deeds of glory in our land?

Or only honest, earnest-hearted men,

Born their great mission here to understand,

And nobly labour at it, heart and hand?

Were they all Princes and great Lords, who trod

Their share of Earth in natural command?

No! THEY believed the Breath that woke the clod,

And honoured in themselves the sentient spark from God!
LXIII.

HE did not breathe a different breath of life

Into the noble and the lowly born:

Sprung from one clay, though now in parted strife,
Brothers,--though some may crouch and some may scorn.
WE framed a difference, such as bids the Morn

Shine veiled or bright; but, sent through latticed pane,

Or mullioned arch, or prison-bars forlorn,

Or gleaming through dim aisles with painted stain,

God's outward light it was, God's light it must remain!
LXIV.

Not in the body, or the body's gauds,--

Not in the coronet a goldsmith wrought,--

Not in the pomp a gaping crowd applauds

(Like a pleased child when spangled toys are brought,)
But in the proud pre-eminence of THOUGHT

Lies the true influence that shall aspire:

The Victory in a battle mutely fought:

For that light, none can trample out,--that fire

The breath of fierce disdain but teaches to rise higher!
LXV.

Hath Science, in her march, avowed no claims

But theirs, first trained in Academic letters?

Doth History give no roll of patriot-names,

Peasants themselves, of peasant sons begetters,

Who taught that light to some, miscalled their BETTERS?
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Men, who with iron hands, and hearts as stout,

Filed through the links of Folly's golden fetters;

And rough smith's work they made of it, no doubt,

Small choice of tools, when Souls from Prison would break out.
LXVI.

Yet doubly beautiful it is to see

One, set in the temptation of High Class,

Keep the inherent deep nobility

Of a great nature, strong to over-pass

The check of circumstance and choking mass

Of vicious faults which youthful leisure woo;

Mirror each thought in Honour's stainless glass;

And, by all kindly deeds that Power can do,

Prove that the brave good heart hath come of lineage true.
LXVII.

His gladdest welcome shall be giv'n by those

Who seemed to hold aloof from gentle blood:

Men, falsely deemed RANK'S democratic foes,

Because they love not FASHION'S selfish brood,

And look on idle Pomp with bitter mood.
Straightforward is their judgment; true, and keen;

The English Oak disowns the grafted wood,--

Spurns the high title, linked with spirit mean,--

And scorns the branch whereon the Lowly dare not lean!
LXVIII.

Oh! Graceful seems the bending of his brow;
Lovely the earnestness that fills his eyes;

Holy the fire that gave his heart its glow

(Spark of that same great Light which never dies.)
With hope, not fear, they watch his gradual rise:--
His youth's glad service in his age recall:--

Cheer in the race,--and glory in the prize,--

For his sake loving Rank, and Pomp, and all,--
Deeming such statue needs a lofty Pedestal!

LXIX.

CHILD OF THE ISLANDS! May such men as these

Alone be teachers of thy childhood pure;
Greet thy fair youth with friendly courtesies,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 136



And to thine age with happy bond endure.

Feel with them; act with them; those ills to cure
That lie within the reach of brotherhood;

For these are men no shallow hopes allure,

Whose loyalty is current in their blood,

But who the people's claims have wisely understood.
LXX.

Hear a brief fable. One, with heedless tread,

Came o'er the wild fair grass that ne'er was mown:
Then said the grass,--'Your heel is on my head;

And, where in harmless freedom I have grown,

Sorely your iron foot hath tramped me down;

But God,--who to my veins such freshness gave,

Shall heal me with a healing of his own,

Till I, perchance, may lift my head to wave

Above the marble tomb that presses down your grave.'
LXXI.

If he had trod the path within his reach,

And let the wild grass hear the cricket sing,

Think you it would have turned with bitter speech?

No! but saluted him as Nature's king.

Oh, fable,--but not folly,--for the thing

We trample down, if life from God be in it,

Sooner or later takes the upward spring;

And sorely we may rue the reckless minute

We strove to crush its strength, and not in peace to win it.
LXXII.

And not alone in this same trampling strife

Consists Oppression's force; that creeping eft,

That lizard-blooded, frozen death-in-life,

NEUTRALITY, the cursed of Heaven, hath left

More misery to be borne by those bereft

Of power to strive against ill-fortune's spite.

The dagger hath gone home unto the heft;

And those stood by, who would not, but who might

Have turned the assassin steel, and stayed the unequal fight.
LXXIII.

Oh! there are moments of our lives, when such
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As will not help to lift us, strike us down!

When the green bough just bends so near our clutch,
When the light rope so easily were thrown,

That they are murderers who behold us drown.

Well spoke the Poet-Heart so tried by woe,

That there are hours when left despairing, lone,

'Each idle ON-LOOKER appears a FOE:'

For Hate can scarce do worse, than no compassion show.
LXXIV.

Neutrality Is Hate: the aid withheld,

Flings its large balance in the adverse scale;

And makes the enemy we might have quelled,

Strong to attack, and certain to prevail;

Yea, clothes him, scoffing, in a suit of mail!

Those are the days which teach unhappy elves

No more such callous bosoms to assail;

The rocky soil no more the weak-one delves;

Upright we stand, and trust--in God, and in ourselves.
LXXV.

'The flesh will quiver when the pincers tear;'

The heart defies, that feels unjustly slighted;

The soul, oppressed, puts off its robe of Fear,

And warlike stands, in gleaming armour dighted;

And whensoe'er the Wronged would be the Righted,
There always have been, always must be, minds

In whom the Power and Will are found united;

Who rise, as Freedom fit occasion finds,

Skilled Workmen in a Craft which no Apprentice binds.
LXXVI.

And therefore should we aid who need our aid,

And freely give to those who need our giving;

Look gently on a brother's humbler trade,

And the coarse hand that labours for its living,

Scorn not because our fortunes are more thriving;

Spurn the cold rule,--'all BARTER, no BESTOWING,'

And such good plans as answer our contriving,

Let no false shame deter from open shewing;--

The crystal spring runs pure,--though men behold it flowing.
LXXVII.
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But granting we in truth were weak to do

That which our hearts are strong enough to dream;
Shall we, as feeble labourers, wandering go,

And sit down passive by the lulling stream,

Or slumber basking in the noon-tide beam?

Shall we so waste the hours without recall,

Which o'er Life's silent dial duly gleam;

And from red morning to the dewy fall,

Folding our listless hands, pursue no aim at all?
LXXVIII.

Would not the lip with mocking smile be curled,

If some poor reaper of our autumn corn,

Some hired labourer of the actual world,

Treated our summons with neglect forlorn;

Pleading that Heaven, which made him weakly-born,
Had thus excused him from all settled task?

Should we not answer, with a kind of scorn,

'Do what thou canst,--no more can Reason ask,

But think not, unemployed, in idleness to bask?'
LXXIX.

In Heaven's own land,--the heart,--shall we put by

All tasks to US allotted and assignhed,--

While thus the mote within a Brother's eye

Clearly we see, but to the beam are blind?

How can we set that reaper sheaves to bind,

According to his body's strength; yet seek

Excuse for our soul's indolence to find?

Oh! let the red shame flush the conscious cheek,--

For duties planned by God, NO man was born too weak!
LXXX.

Task-work goes through the world! the fluent River
Turneth the mill-wheels with a beating sound,

And rolleth onward toward the sea for ever!

The Sea heaves restless to its shoreward bound;
The Winds with varying voices, wander round;

The Branches, in their murmur, bend and thrill;
Flower after flower springs freshly from the ground;
The floating Clouds move ceaseless o'er the hill;
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Nothing is set in calm; nothing (save Death) is still.
LXXXI.

That glorious orb of Heaven, the blessed Sun,

A daily journey makes from East to West;

Nightly the Moon and Stars their courses run.

Yea, further we may learn our Lord's behest,

Taught by the pulse that heaves each living breast,
Our folding of the hands is in the GRAVE

And fixed in HEAVEN the Sabbath of our Rest!
Meanwhile, with Sun, and Wind, and Cloud, and Wave,
We ply the life-long task our great Creator gave.
LXXXII.

CHILD OF THE ISLANDS! when to thy young heart

Life's purpose pleads with mighty eloquence,--

Hear, Thou, as one who fain would act his part

Under the guiding of Omnipotence;

Whose clay-wrapped Spirit, looking up from hence,

Asketh what labour it may best perform

Ere the NIGHT cometh; when quick life and sense

Are fellow-sleepers with the slow blind worm,--

And Death's dark curtain hides the sunshine and the storm!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Child Of The Islands - Conclusion

MY lay is ended! closed the circling year,

From Spring's first dawn to Winter's darkling night;
The moan of sorrow, and the sigh of fear,

The ringing chords of triumph and delight

Have died away,--oh, child of beauty bright,--

And all unconscious of my song art thou:

With large blue eyes of Majesty and might,

And red full lips, and fair capacious brow,

No Leader of the World,--but Life's Beginner, now!
II.

Oh, tender human blossom, thou art fair,

With such a beauty as the eye perceives

Watching a bud of promise rich and rare

In the home-shadow of surrounding leaves.

THOUGHT, the great Dream-bringer, who joys and grieves
Over the visions of her own creating,

Resting by Thee, a sigh of pleasure heaves;

The fever of her rapid flight abating

Amid the golden hopes around thy cradle waiting.

III.

Thou--thou, at least, art happy! For thy sake

Heaven speaks reversal of the doom of pain,

Set on our Nature when the Demon-Snake

Hissed the first lie, a woman's ear to gain,

And Eden was lamented for in vain!

THOU art not meant, like other men, to thirst

For benefits no effort can attain:

To struggle on, by Hope's deceiving nurst,

And linger still the last, where thou wouldst fain be first.
IV.

The royal canopy above thy head

Shall charm away the griefs that others know:--

Oh! mocking dream! Thy feet Life's path must tread:
The Just God made not Happiness to grow

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 141



Out of condition: fair the field-flowers blow,

Fair as the richer flowers of garden ground;

And far more equally are joy and woe

Divided,--than they dream, who, gazing round,

See but that narrow plot, their own life's selfish bound.
V.

True,--in thy Childhood's Spring thou shalt not taste
The bitter toil of factory or mine:

Nor the Strong Summer of thy manhood waste

In labour vain, and want that bids thee pine:

The mellow Autumn of thy calm decline--

The sheltered Winter of thy happy Age--

Shall see home-faces still around thee shine--

No Workhouse threatening, where the heart's sick rage
Mopes like a prisoned bird within a cheerless cage.

VI.

True, that, instead of all this weary grief,

This cutting off what joy our life affords,

This endless pining for denied relief,

All Luxury shall hail thee! music's chords

Shall woo thee,--and sweet utterance of words

In Minstrel singing: Painting shall beguile

Thine eye with mimic battles, dark with swords,--

Green sylvan landscapes,--beauty's imaged smile,--

And books thy leisure hours from worldly cares shall wile.
VII.

There ends the sum of thy Life's holiday!

WANT shall not enter near thee,--PLEASURE shall:

But Pomp hath wailed when Poverty looked gay,

And SORROW claims an equal tax from all:

Tears have been known from Royal eyes to fall

When harvest-trudging clowns went singing by:

Sobs have woke echoes in the gilded hall:

And, by that pledge of thine Equality,

Men hail thee BROTHER still, though thou art set so high.

VIII.

DEATH, too, who heeds not poorer men's regret,
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Neither is subject to the will of Kings;

All Thrones, all Empires of the Earth are set

Under the vaulted shadow of his wings:

He blights our Summers, chills our fairest springs,

Nips the fresh bloom of some uncertain flower,

Yea, where the fragile tendril closest clings,

There doth his gaunt hand pluck, with sudden power,
Leaving green burial-mounds, where stood Affection's bower.
IX.

Where is young Orleans? that fair Prince of France,
Who 'scaped a thousand threatening destinies
Only to perish by a vulgar chance?

Lost is the light of the most lovely eyes

That ever imaged back the summer skies!
Widowed the hapless Wife, who seeks to train
Childhood's frail thread of broken memories,

So that her Orphan may at least retain

The haunting shadow of a Father's face,--in vain!
X.

Oh! Summer flowers, which happy children cull,

How were ye stained that year by bitter weeping,

When he, the stately and the beautiful,

Wrapped in his dismal shroud lay coldly sleeping!

The warm breeze through the rustling woods went creeping,
The birds with gladdening notes sang overhead:

The peasant groups went laughing to their reaping,

But, in the gorgeous Palace, rose instead,

Sobs,--and lamenting Hymns,--and Masses for the Dead!
XI.

Where, too, is She, the loved and lately wived,

The fair-haired Daughter of an Emperor,

Born in the time of roses, and who lived

A rose's life; one Spring, one Summer more,

Dating from Girlhood's blushing days of yore,--

Fading in Autumn,--lost in Winter's gloom,--

And with the opening year beheld no more?

She and her babe lie buried in the tomb,

The green bud on the stem,--both withered in the bloom!
XII.
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Then, RUSSIA wept! Then, bowing to the dust

That brow whereon proud Majesty and Grace

Are chiselled as in some ideal bust,--

All vain appeared his power, his realm's wide space,
And the high blood of his imperial race!

He sank,--a grieving man,--a helpless Sire,--

Who could not call back to a pale sweet face

By might of rule, or Love's intense desire,

The light that quivering sank, in darkness to expire.
XII.

Where is the angel sent as Belgium's heir?

Renewing hopes so linked with bitter fears,

When our own Charlotte perished young and fair,--

The former love of long departed years!

That little One is gone from earth's cold tears

To smile in Heaven's clear sunshine with the Blest,

And in his stead another bud appears.

But when his gentle head was laid to rest,

Came there not boding dreams to sting his Father's breast?
XIV.

Of Claremont? of that dark December night,

When, pale with weary vigils vainly kept,--

Crushed by the destiny that looked so bright,--
Dark-browed and beautiful, he stood and wept

By one who heard him not, but dumbly slept!

By one who loved him so, that evermore

Her young heart with a fervent welcome leapt

To greet his presence! But those pangs are o'er,

And Heaven in mercy keeps more smiling days in store.
XV.

God hath built up a bridge 'twixt man and man,
Which mortal strength can never overthrow;
Over the world it stretches its dark span,--

The keystone of that mighty arch is WOE!

Joy's rainbow glories visit earth, and go,
Melting away to Heaven's far-distant land;

But Grief's foundations have been fixed below:
PLEASURE divides us:--the Divine command
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Hath made of SORROW'S links a firm connecting band.
XVI.

In the clear morning, when I rose from sleep,

And left my threshold for the fresh'ning breeze,

There I beheld a grieving woman weep;

The shadow of a child was on her knees,

The worn heir of her many miseries:

'Save him!' was written in her suppliant glance:

But I was weaker than its fell disease,

And ere towards noon the Dial could advance

Death indeed saved her babe from Life's most desperate chance.
XVII.

The sunset of that day,--in splendid halls--

Mourning a little child of Ducal race

(How fair the picture Memory recalls!)

I saw the sweetest and the palest face

That ever wore the stamp of Beauty's grace,

Bowed like a white rose beat by storms and rain,

And on her countenance my eyes could trace,

And on her soft cheek, marked with tearful stain,

That she had prayed through many a midnight watch in vain.
XVIII.

In both those different homes the babe was dead:
Life's early morning closed in sudden night:

In both, the bitter tears were freely shed,

Lips pressed on lids for ever closed from light,
And prayers sobbed forth to God the Infinite.
From both, the little one was borne away

And buried in the earth with solemn rite.

Oneg, in @ mound where no stone marked the clay,
One, in a vaulted tomb, with funeral array.

XIX.

It was the last distinction of their lot!

The same dull earth received their mortal mould:
The same high consecration marked the spot

A Christian burying-place, for young and old:
The same clear stars shone out all calmly cold
When on those graves the sunset hour grew dim:
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And the same God in glory they behold,--

For Life's diverging roads all lead to Him

Who sits enthroned in light among the Cherubim!
XX.

None could revoke the weeping Beggar's loss,--

None could restore that lovely Lady's child,--

Else untold sums had been accounted dross

To buy, for one, the life that moved and smiled:

Else had my heart, by false regret beguiled,

Recalled the other from his blest abode:

One only power was left by Mercy mild,

Leave to give alms,--which gladly I bestowed

Where the lone tears had fall'n, half freezing while they flowed.
XXI.

Beautiful Royal Child, that art to me

Only the sculptured image of a thought:

A type of this world's rank and luxury

Through whom the Poet's lesson may be taught:
The deeds which are by this world's mercy wrought,
Lie in the compass of a narrow bound;

Our Life's ability,--which is as nought,--

Our Life's duration,--which is but a sound,--

And then an echo, heard still faintly lingering round!
XXII.

The sound being sweet, the echo follows it;

And noble deeds should hallow noble names:
The very Ancestry that points a right

To all the old hereditary claims,

With a true moral worldly triumph tames.

What vanity Earth's riches to amass,--

What folly to incur its thousand shames,--

When bubble generations rise and pass,

So swiftly, by the sand in Time's returning glass!
XXIII.

Pilgrims that journey for a certain time--
Weak Birds of Passage crossing stormy seas
To reach a better and a brighter clime--
We find our parallels and types in these!
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Meanwhile since Death, and Sorrow, and Disease,

Bid helpless hearts a barren pity feel;

Why, to the POOR, should checked compassion freeze?
BROTHERS, be gentle to that ONE appeal,--

WANT is the only woe God gives you power to heal!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Child Of The Islands - Opening

OF all the joys that brighten suffering earth,

What joy is welcomed like a new-born child?

What life so wretched, but that, at its birth,

Some heart rejoiced--some lip in gladness smiled?
The poorest cottager, by love beguiled,

Greets his new burden with a kindly eye;

He knows his son must toil as he hath toiled;

But cheerful Labour, standing patient by,

Laughs at the warning shade of meagre Poverty!
I1.

The pettiest squire who holds his bounded sway

In some far nook of England's fertile ground,

Keeps a high jubilee the happy day

Which bids the bonfires blaze, the joybells sound,

And the small tenantry come flocking round,

While the old steward triumphs to declare

The mother's suffering hour with safety crowned;

And then, with reverent eyes, and grey locks bare,
Falters--'GOD bless the Boy!' his Master's Son and Heir!
ITI.

The youthful couple, whose sad marriage-vow
Received no sanction from a haughty sire,

Feel, as they gaze upon their infant's brow,

The angel, Hope, whose strong wings never tire--
Once more their long discouraged hearts inspire;
Surely, they deem, the smiles of that young face,
Shall thaw the frost of his relentless ire!

Homeward they turn in thought; old scenes retrace;
And, weeping, yearn to meet his reconciled embrace!
IV.

Yea, for this cause, even SHAME will step aside,
And cease to bow the head and wring the heart;
For she that is a mother, but no bride,

Out of her lethargy of woe will start,
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Pluck from her side that sorrow's barbéd dart,

And, now no longer faint and full of fears,

Plan how she best protection may impart

To the lone course of those forsaken years

Which dawn in Love's warm light, though doomed to set in tears!
V.

The dread exception--when some frenzied mind,
Crushed by the weight of unforeseen distress,

Grows to that feeble creature all unkind,

And Nature's sweetest fount, through grief's excess,

Is strangely turned to gall and bitterness;

When the deserted babe is left to lig,

Far from the woeful mother's lost caress,

Under the broad cope of the solemn sky,

Or, by her shuddering hands, forlorn, condemned to die:
VI.

Monstrous, unnatural, and MAD, is deemed,
However dark life's Future glooms in view,

An act no sane and settled heart had dreamed,

Even in extremity of want to do!

And surely WE should hold that verdict true,

Who, for men's lives--not children's--have thought fit
(Though high those lives were valued at their due)
The savage thirst of murder to acquit,

By stamping cold revenge an error of crazed wit!

VII.

She--after pains unpitied, unrelieved--

Sate in her weakness, lonely and forlorn,

Listening bewildered, while the wind that grieved,
Mocked the starved wailing of her newly born;

Racking her brain from weary night till morn

For friendly names, and chance of present aid;

Till, as she felt how this world's crushing scorn,
Passing the Tempter, rests on the Betrayed,--
Hopeless, she flung to Death the life her sin had made!
VIII.

Yes, deem her mad! for holy is the sway
Of that mysterious sense which bids us bend
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Toward the young souls new clothed in helpless clay,--
Fragile beginnings of a mighty end,--

Angels unwinged,--which human care must tend

Till they can tread the world's rough path alone,

Serve for themselves, or in themselves offend.

But God o'erlooketh all from His high throne,

And sees, with eyes benign, their weakness--and our own!
IX.

Therefore we pray for them, when sunset brings

Rest to the joyous heart and shining head;

When flowers are closed, and birds fold up their wings,
And watchful mothers pass each cradle-bed

With hushed soft steps, and earnest eyes that shed
Tears far more glad than smiling! Yea, all day

We bless them; while, by guileless pleasure led,

Their voices echo in their gleesome play,

And their whole careless souls are making holiday.

X.

And if, by Heaven's inscrutable decree,

Death calls, and human skill be vain to save;

If the bright child that clambered to our knee,

Be coldly buried in the silent grave;

Oh! with what wild lament we moan and rave!

What passionate tears fall down in ceaseless shower!
There lies Perfection!--there, of all life gave--

The bud that would have proved the sweetest flower
That ever woke to bloom within an earthly bower!
XI.

For, in this hope our intellects abjure

All reason--all experience--and forego

Belief in that which only is secure,

Our natural chance and share of human woe.
The father pitieth David's heart-struck blow,
But for himself, such augury defies:

No future Absalom his love can know;

No pride, no passion, no rebellion lies

In the unsullied depth of those delightful eyes!
XII.
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Their innocent faces open like a book,

Full of sweet prophecies of coming good;

And we who pore thereon with loving look,

Read what we most desire, not what we should;
Even that which suits our own Ambition's mood.
The Scholar sees distinction promised there,--
The Soldier, laurels in the field of blood,--

The Merchant, venturous skill and trading fair,--
None read of broken hope--of failure--of despair!
XIII.

Nor ever can a Parent's gaze behold

Defect of Nature, as a Stranger doth;

For these (with judgment true, severe, and cold)
Mark the ungainly step of heavy Sloth,--
Coarseness of features,--tempers quickly wroth:
But those, with dazzled hearts such errors spy,

(A halo of indulgence circling both

The plainest child a stranger passes by,

Shews lovely to the sight of some enamoured eye!
XIV.

The Mother looketh from her latticed pane--

Her Children's voices echoing sweet and clear:
With merry leap and bound her side they gain,
Offering their wild field-flow'rets: all are dear,
Yet still she listens with an absent ear:

For, while the strong and lovely round her press,
A halt uneven step sounds drawing near:

And all she leaves, that crippled child to bless,
Folding him to her heart, with cherishing caress.
XV.

Yea, where the Soul denies illumined grace,

(The last, the worst, the fatallest defect

SHE, gazing earnest in that idiot face,

Thinks she perceives a dawn of Intellect:

And, year by year, continues to expect

What Time shall never bring, ere Life be flown:

Still loving, hoping,--patient, though deject,--
Watching those eyes that answer not her own,--

Near him,--and yet how far! with him,--but still alone!
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XVI.

Want of attraction this love cannot mar:

Years of Rebellion cannot blot it out:

The Prodigal, returning from afar,

Still finds a welcome, giv'n with song and shout!
The Father's hand, without reproach or doubt,
Clasps his,--who caused them all such bitter fears:
The Mother's arms encircle him about:

That long dark course of alienated years,

Marked only by a burst of reconciling tears!

XVII.

CHILD OF THE ISLANDS! if the watch of love

To even the meanest of these fates belong,

What shall THINE be, whose lot is far above

All other fortunes woven in my song?

To guard THY head from danger and from wrong,

What countless voices lift their prayers to Heaven!

Those, whose own loves crowd round, (a happy throng!)
Those, for whom Death the blessed tie hath riven;

And those to whose scathed age no verdant branch is given!
XVIII.

There's not a noble matron in the land,

Whose christen'd heir in gorgeous robes is drest,--
There's not a cottage mother, whose fond hand

Rocks the low cradle of her darling's rest,--

By whom THOU art not thought upon and blest!

Blest for thyself, and for HER lineage high

Who lull'd thee on her young maternal breast;

The Queenly Lady, with the clear blue eye,

Through whom thou claimest love, and sharest loyalty!
XIX.

They pray for THEE, fair child, in Gothic piles,
Where the full organ's deep reverberate sound
Rolls echoing through the dim cathedral aisles,
Bidding the heart with inward rapture bound,
While the bent knee sinks trembling to the ground.
Till, at the signal of some well-known word,

The white-robed choristers rise circling round;
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Mingling clear voices with divine accord,
In Hallelujahs loud, that magnify the Lord!
XX.

They pray for THEE in many a village church,

Deep in the shade of its sequester'd dell,

Where, scarcely heard beyond the lowly porch,

More simple hymns of praise less loudly swell;

Oft led by some fair form,--remember'd well

In after years among the grateful poor--

Whose lot it is in lordly halls to dwell,

Thence issuing forth to seek the cotter's door,

Or tread with gentle feet the sanded schoolhouse floor.
XXI.

They pray for THEE, in floating barks that cleave

Their compass-guided path along the sea;

While through the topmast shrouds the keen winds grieve,

As through the branches of some giant tree;

And the surf sparkles in the vessel's lee.

Par from thine Albion's cliffs and native home,

Each crew of loyal mariners may be,

But, mingling with the dash of Ocean's foam,

That prayer shall rise, where'er their trackless course they roam.
XXII.

And where, all newly on some foreign soil

Transplanted from the o'erpeopled Fatherland,

(Where hardy enterprise and honest toil

Avail'd them not) the Emigrant's thin band,

Gather'd for English worship, sadly stand;

Repressing wandering thoughts, which vainly crave

The Sabbath clasp of some familiar hand,

Or yearn to pass the intervening wave

And wet with Memory's tears some daisy-tufted grave:--
XXIII.

There, even there, THY name is not forgot--
Child of the land where they were children too!
Though sever'd ties and exile be their lot,

And Fortune now with different aspect woo,--
Still to their country and religion true,
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From them the Indian learns, in broken phrase,

To worship Heaven as his converters do;

Simply he joins their forms of prayer and praise,

And, in Thy native tongue, pleads for Thy valued days.
XXIV.

Yea, even Earth, the dumb and beautiful,

Would seem to bid Thee welcome--in her way;

Since from her bosom thou shalt only cull,

Choice flowers and fruits, from blossom and from spray.
Spring--Summer--Autumn--Winter--day by day,

Above thy head in mystery shall brood;

And every phase of glory or decay,

And every shift of Nature's changeful mood,

To THEE shall only bring variety of good!

XXV.

No insufficient harvest's poverty,

One grain of plenty from thy store can take;

No burning drought that leaves green meadows dry,
And parches all the fertile land, shall make

The fountains fail, where thou thy thirst shalt slake!

The hardest winter that can ever bind

River, and running rill, and heaving lake,

With its depressing chain of ice, shall find

An atmosphere round THEE, warm as the summer wind!
XXVI.

From woes which deep privations must involve,

Set in luxurious comfort far aloof,

THOU shalt behold the vanishing snow dissolve,

From the high window and the shelter'd roof;

Or, while around thee, webs of richest woof

On gilded pillars hang in many a fold;

Read, in wise books, writ down for thy behoof,
(Sounding like fables in the days of old!)

What meaner men endure from want and pinching cold.
XXVII.

Oh, since this is, and must be, by a law
Of God's own holy making, shall there not
Fall on thy heart a deep, reflecting awe,
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When thou shalt contemplate the adverse lot

Of those by men, but not by Heaven, forgot?
Bend to the lowly in their world of care;

Think, in thy Palace, of the labourer's cot;

And justify the still unequal share

By all they power to aid, and willingness to spare!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 155



The Child Of The Islands - Spring

WHAT shalt THOU know of Spring? A verdant crown
Of young boughs waving o'er thy blooming head:
White tufted Guelder-roses, showering down

A fairy snow-path where thy footsteps tread:
Fragrance and balm,--which purple violets shed:
Wild-birds,--sweet warbling in commingled song:
Brooklets,--thin murmuring down their pebbly bed;
Or more abundant rivers,--swept along

With shoals of tiny fish, in many a silver throng!

II.

To THEE shall be unknown that weary pain,

The feverish thirsting for a breath of air,--

Which chokes the heart of those who sigh in vain

For respite, in their round of toil and care:

Who never gaze on Nature fresh and fair,

Nor in sweet leisure wile an hour away;

But, like caged creatures, sullenly despair,

As day monotonously follows day,

Till youth wears on to age, and strength to faint decay.
III.

A feeble girl sits working all alone!

A ruined Farmer's orphan; pale and weak;

Her early home to wealthier strangers gone,

No rural beauty lingers on her cheek;

Her woe-worn looks a woeful heart bespeak;
Though in her dull, and rarely lifted eye,

(Whose glances nothing hope, and nothing seek,)
Those who have time for pity, might descry

A thousand shattered gleams of merriment gone by!
IV.

Her window-sill some sickly plants adorn,

(Poor links to memories sweet of Nature's green!)
There to the City's smoke-polluted morn

The primrose lifts its leaves, with buds between,
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'Minished and faint, as though their life had been
Nipped by long pining and obscure regret;

Torn from the sunny bank where erst were seen
Lovely and meek companions, thickly set,--

The cowslip, rich in scent, and humble violet!

V.

Too fanciful! the plant but pines, like her,

For purer air; for sunbeams warm and kind;

Th' enlivening joy of nature's busy stir,

The rural freedom, long since left behind!

For the fresh woodlands,--for the summer wind,--

The open fields with perfumed clover spread;--

The hazel copse,--whose branches intertwined

Made natural bow'rs and arches overhead,

With many a narrow path, where only two could tread.
VI.

Never, oh! never more, shall these afford

Her stifled heart their innocent delight!

Never, oh! never more, the rich accord

Of feathered songsters make her morning bright!

Earning scant bread, that finds no appetite,

The sapless life she toils for, lingers on;

And when at length it sinks in dreary night,

A shallow, careless grave is dug,--where none

Come round to bless her rest, whose ceaseless tasks are done!
VII.

And now, the devious threads her simple skKill

Wove in a quaint device and flowery line,

Adorn some happier maid, whose wayward will

Was struck with wishing for the fair design:

Some 'curléd darling' of a lordly line,

Whose blooming cheek, through veils of texture rare,
Mantling with youth's warm blood is seen to shine;
While her light garments, draped with modest care,
Soft as a dove's white wings, float on the breezy air.
VIII.

Oh, there is need for permanent belief
In the All-Equal World of Joy to come!
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Need for such solace to the restless grief

And heavy troubles of our earthly home!

Else might our wandering reason blindly roam,

And ask, with all a heathen's discontent,

Why Joy's bright cup for some should sparkling foam,
While others, not less worthy, still lament,

And find the cup of tears the only portion sent!

IX.

But for the Christian's hope, how hard, how cold,
How bitterly unjust, our lot would seem!

How purposeless and sad, to young and old!

How like the struggles of a torturing dream,

When ghastly midnight bids us strive and scream!
All fades--all fleets--of which our hearts grow fond;
Pain presses on us to the last extreme,--

When lo! the dawn upriseth, clear beyond,

And, radiant from the East, forbids us to despond.
X.

And many a crippled child, and aged man,

And withered crone, who once saw 'better days,'

With just enough of intellect to scan

This gracious truth; uncheered by human praise,

Patient plods through the thorn-encumbered ways:

Oh, trust God counts the hours through which they sigh,
While His green Spring eludes their suffering gaze,

And flowers along Earth's spangled bosom lie,

Whose barren bloom, for them, must unenjoyed pass by!
XI.

So lives the little Trapper underground;

No glittering sunshine streaks the oozy wall;

Not e'en a lamp's cold glimmer shineth round

Where he must sit (through summer days and all,
While in warm upper air the cuckoos call,)

For ever listening at the weary gate

Where echoes of the unseen footsteps fall.

Early he comes, and lingers long and late,

With savage men, whose blows his misery aggravate.
XII.
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Yet sometimes, (for the heart of childhood is

A thing so pregnhant with joy's blessed sun,

That all the dismal gloom that round him lies

Can scarce suffice to bid its rays begone)

In lieu of vain complaint, or peevish moan,

A feeble SONG the passing hour will mark!

Poor little nightingale! that sing'st alone,

Thy cage is very low, and bitter dark;

But God hears thee, who hears the glad upsoaring lark.
XIII.

God seeth thee, who sees the prosperous proud
Into the sunshine of their joy go forth:

God marks thee, weak one, in the human crowd,
And judgeth all thy grief, (as all their mirth,)
Bird with the broken wing that trails on earth!
His angels watch thee, if none watch beside,

As faithfully--despite thy lowly birth--

As the child-royal of the queenly bride,

Or our belief is vain in Christ the Crucified!

XIV.

In Christ! who made young children's guileless lives
The cherished objects of His love and care;

Who bade each sinner that for pardon strives,

Low, at Heaven's feet, a child-like heart lay bare;
Opening the world's great universal prayer

With these meek words: 'Our Father!' Strange, that we
The common blessings of His earth and air

Deny to those who, circling round His knee,

Embraced, in mortal life, His immortality!

XV.

Those 'common blessings!' In this chequered scene
How scant the gratitude we shew to God!

Is it, in truth, a privilege so mean

To wander with free footsteps o'er the sod,

See various blossoms paint the valley clod,

And all things into teeming beauty burst?

A miracle as great as Aaron's rod,

But that our senses, into dulness nurst,

Recurring Custom still with Apathy hath curst.
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XVI.

They who have rarest joy, know Joy's true measure;

They who most suffer, value Suffering's pause;

They who but seldom taste the simplest pleasure,

Kneel oftenest to the Giver and the Cause.

Heavy the curtains feasting Luxury draws,

To hide the sunset and the silver night;

While humbler hearts, when Care no longer gnaws,

And some rare holiday permits delight,

Lingering, with love would watch that earth-enchanting sight.
XVII.

So sits the pallid weaver at his loom,

Copying the wreaths the artist-pencil drew;

In the dull confines of his cheerless room

Glisten those tints of rich and living hue.

The air is sweet, the grass is fresh with dew,

And feverish aches are throbbing in his veins,

But his are work-day Springs, and Summers too;

And if he quit his loom, he leaves his gains--

That gorgeous, glistering silk, designed with so much pains!
XVIII.

It shall be purchased as a robe of state

By some great lady, when his toil is done;

While on her will obsequious shopmen wait,

To shift its radiance in the flattering sun:

And as she, listless, eyes its beauty, none

Her brow shall darken, or her smile shall shade,

By a strange story--yet a common one--

Of tears that fell (but not on her brocade,)

And misery weakly borne while it was slowly made.
XIX.

For while that silk the weaver's time beguiled,
His wife lay groaning on her narrow bed,

The suffering mother of a new-born child,
Without a cradle for its weakly head,

Or future certainty of coarsest bread;

Not, in that hour of Nature's sore affright,

A fire, or meal that either might be fed;
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So, through the pauses of the dreadful night,
Patient they lay, and longed for morning's blessed light.
XX.

Not patient--no; I over-rate his strength

Who listened to the infant's wailing cry,

And mother's weary moan, until at length

He gave them echo with a broken sigh!

Daylight was dawning, and the loom stood nigh:

He looked on it, as though he would discern

If there was light enough to labour by.

What made his heart's-blood leap, and sink, in turn?
What, in that cold gloom caused his pallid cheek to burn?
XXI.

What made him rise, with wild and sudden start?
Alas! the poor are weak, when they are tried!

(Can the rich say, that they, with steadfast heart,
Have all temptations constantly defied?)

He counts the value of that robe of pride;

And while the dawn clears up, that ushers in

His child's first morn on life's uncertain tide,

He keeps its birthday with a deed of sin,

And pawns his master's silk, bread for his wife to win.
XXII.

Let none excuse the deed, for it was wrong:--

And since 'twas ruin to the wretch employed,

No doubt the hour's despair was wild and strong

Which left that loom of silken splendours void:

Let Virtue trust their meal was unenjoyed,

Eaten in trembling, drenched with bitterness,--

And that the faint uncertain hope which buoyed

His heart awhile, to hide his guilt's excess,

And get that silk redeemed, was vain, from his distress:
XXIII.

So that true Justice might pursue her course;
And the silk, finished by 'a different hand,’
Might in good time (delayed awhile perforce)
Be brought to clothe that lady of the land
Whom I behold as in a vision stand.
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Lo! in my vision, on its folds are laid

The turquoise-circled fingers of her hand;

While by herself, and her attendant maid,

Its texture, soft and rich, is smiled on and surveyed.
XXIV.

Indifferent to her, the heavy cost

Of that rich robe, first pawned for one poor meal;
She that now wears it, and her lord, may boast

No payment made,--yet none dare say THEY steal!
No, not if future reckoning-hours reveal

Debts the encumbered heir can never pay;

But whose dishonest weight his heart shall feel
Through many a restless night and bitter day,
Hearing what cheated men of the bad dead will say.
XXV.

Onward she moves, in Fashion's magic glass,
Half-strut, half-swim, she slowly saunters by:

A self-delighting, delicate, pampered mass

Of flesh indulged in every luxury

Folly can crave, or riches can supply:

Spangled with diamonds--head, and breast, and zone,
Scorn lighting up her else most vacant eye,

Careless of all conditions but her own,

She sweeps that stuff along, to curtsey to the throne.
XXVI.

That dumb woof tells no story! Silent droops

The gorgeous train, voluminously wide;

And while the lady's knee a moment stoops
(Mocking her secret heart, which swells with pride,)
No ragged shadow follows at her side

Into that royal presence, where her claim

To be admitted, is to be allied

To wealth, and station, and a titled name,--

No warning voice is heard to supplicate or blame.
XXVII.

Nor,--since by giving working hands employ,

Her very vanity must help their need
Whom, in her life of cold ungenerous joy,
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She never learned to pity or to heed,--

Would sentence harsh from thoughtful minds proceed;
But that the poor man, dazzled, sees encroach

False lights upon his pathway, which mislead

Those who the subject of his wrongs would broach,
Till Rank a bye-word seems,--and Riches a reproach.
XXVIII.

How oft some friendly voice shall vainly speak
The sound true lessons of Life's holier school;--
How much of wholesome influence prove weak,
Because one tinselled, gaudy, selfish fool,

Hath made the exception seem the practiced rule!
In Luxury, so prodigal of show,--

In Charity, so wary and so cool,--

That wealth appeared the poor man's open foe,
And all, of high estate, this language to avow:--
XXIX.

'A life of self-indulgence is for Us,

'A life of self-denial is for them;

'For Us the streets, broad-built and populous,

'For them, unhealthy corners, garrets dim,

'And cellars where the water-rat may swim!

'For Us, green paths refreshed by frequent rain,

'For them, dark alleys where the dust lies grim!

'Not doomed by Us to this appointed pain,--

'God made us, Rich and Poor--of what do these complain?’
XXX.

Of what? Oh! not of Heaven's great law of old,

That brightest light must fall by deepest shade;

Not that they wander hungry, gaunt, and cold,

While others in smooth splendours are arrayed;

Not that from gardens where they would have strayed
You shut them out, as though a miser's gem

Lay in the crystal stream or emerald glade,

Which they would filch from Nature's diadem;

But that you keep no thought, no memory of THEM.
XXXI.

That, being gleaners in the world's large field
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(And knowing well they never can be more,)

Those unto whom the fertile earth must yield

Her increase, will not stand like him of yore,
Large-hearted Boaz, on his threshing-floor,

Watching that weak ones starve not on their ground.
How many sills might frame a beggar's door,

For any love, or help, or pity found,

In rich men's hearts and homes, to help the needy round!
XXXII.

Meanwhile, enjoy your Walks, your Parks, your Drives,
Heirs of Creation's fruits, this world's select!

Bask in the sunshine of your idle lives,

And teach your poorer brother to expect

Nor share, nor help! Rouse up the fierce-toned sect

To grudge him e'en the breeze that once a-week
Might make him feel less weary and deject;

And stand, untouched, to see how thankful-meek

He walks that day, his child close nestling at his cheek.
XXXIII.

Compel him to your creed; force him to think;

Cut down his Sabbath to a day of rest

Such as the beasts enjoy,--to eat, and drink,

And drone away his time, by sleep opprest:--

But let 'My lady' send, at her behest,

A dozen different servants to prepare,

Grooms, coachmen, footmen, in her livery drest,

And shining horses, fed with punctual care,

To whirl her to Hyde Park, that she may 'take the air.'
XXXIV.

Yet, even with her, we well might moralise;

(No place too gay, if so the heart incline!)

For dark the Seal of Death and Judgment lies
Upon thy rippling waters, Serpentine!

Day after day, drawn up in linkéd line,

Your lounging beauties smile on idle men,

Where Suicides have braved the Will Divine,
Watched the calm flood that lay beneath their ken,
Dashed into seeming peace, and never rose again!
XXXV.
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There, on the pathway where the well-groomed steed
Restlessly paws the earth, alarmed and shy;

While his enamoured rider nought can heed

Save the soft glance of some love-lighted eye;

There, they dragged out the wretch who came to die
There was he laid--stiff, stark, and motionless,

And searched for written signs to notify

What pang had driv'n him to such sore excess,

And who should weep his loss, and pity his distress!
XXXVI.

Cross from that death-pond to the farther side,
Where fewer loiterers wander to and fro,
There,--buried under London's modern pride,
And ranges of white buildings,--long ago

Stood Tyburn Gate and gallows! Scenes of woe,
Bitter, heart-rending, have been acted here;
While, as he swung in stifling horrid throe,
Hoarse echoes smote the dying felon's ear,

Of yells from fellow-men, triumphant in his fear!
XXXVII.

Not always thus. At times a Mother knelt,

And blest the wretch who perished for his crime;

Or a young wife bowed down her head, and felt

Her little son an orphan from that time;

Or some poor frantic girl, whose love sublime

In the coarse highway robber could but see

Her heart's ideal, heard Death's sullen chime

Shivering and weeping on her fainting knee,

And mourned for him who hung high on the gallows-tree.
XXXVIII.

Nowhere more deeply stamped the trace of gloom
Than in this light haunt of the herding town;
Marks of the world's Forgotten Ones, on whom
The eye of God for ever looketh down,

Still pitiful, above the human frown,

As Glory o'er the Dark! Earth's mercy tires!

But Heaven hath stored a mercy of its own,
Watching the feet that tread among the briars,
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And guiding fearful eyes, when fainter light expires.
XXXIX.

Yet no such serious thoughts their minds employ,
Who lounge and wander 'neath the sunshine bright,
But how to turn their idleness to joy,

Their weariness to pleasure and delight;

How best with the ennui of life to fight

With operas, plays, assemblies, routs, and balls--
The morning passed in planning for the night
Feastings and dancings in their lighted halls;

And still, as old ones fade, some newer pleasure calls.
XL.

Betwixt the deathly stream and Tyburn Gate

Stand withered trees, whose sapless boughs have seen
Beauties whose memory now is out of date,

And lovers, on whose graves the moss is green!

While Spring, for ever fresh, with smile serene,

Woke up grey Time, and drest his scythe with flowers,
And flashed sweet light the tender leaves between,
And bid the wild-bird carol in the bowers,

Year after year the same, with glad returning hours.
XLI.

Oh, those old trees! what see they when the beam
Falls on blue waters from the bluer sky?

When young Hope whispers low, with smiles that seem
Too joyous to be answered with a sigh?

The scene is then of prosperous gaiety,
Thick-swarming crowds on summer pleasure bent,
And equipages formed for luxury;

While rosy children, young and innocent,

Dance in the onward path, and frolic with content.
XLII.

But when the scattered leaves on those wan boughs
Quiver beneath the night wind's rustling breath;
When jocund merriment, and whispered vows,

And children's shouts, are hushed; and still as Death
Lies all in heaven above and earth beneath;

When clear and distant shine the steadfast stars
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O'er lake and river, mountain, brake, and heath,--

And smile, unconscious of the woe that mars

The beauty of earth's face, deformed by Misery's scars;
XLIII.

What see the old trees THEN? Gaunt, pallid forms
Come, creeping sadly to their hollow hearts,
Seeking frail shelter from the winds and storms,

In broken rest, disturbed by fitful starts;

There, when the chill rain falls, or lightning darts,
Or balmy summer nights are stealing on,

Houseless they slumber, close to wealthy marts

And gilded homes:--there, where the morning sun
That tide of wasteful joy and splendour looked upon!
XLIV.

There the man hides, whose 'better days' are dropped
Round his starvation, like a veil of shame;

Who, till the fluttering pulse of life hath stopped,

Suffers in silence, and conceals his name:--

There the lost victim, on whose tarnished fame

A double taint of Death and Sin must rest,

Dreams of her village home and Parents' blame,

And in her sleep by pain and cold opprest,

Draws close her tattered shawl across her shivering breast.
XLV.

Her history is written in her face;

The bloom hath left her cheek, but not from age;
Youth, without innocence, or love, or grace,

Blotted with tears, still lingers on that page!

Smooth brow, soft hair, dark eyelash, seem to wage
With furrowed lines a contradiction strong;

Till the wild witchcraft stories, which engage

Our childish thoughts, of magic change and wrong,
Seem realised in her--so old, and yet so young!
XLVI.

And many a wretch forlorn, and huddled group
Of strangers met in brotherhood of woe,

Heads that beneath their burden weakly stoop,--
Youth's tangled curls, and Age's locks of snow,--
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Rest on those wooden pillows, till the glow

Of morning o'er the brightening earth shall pass,
And these depart, none asking where they go;

Lost in the World's confused and gathering mass,--
While a new slide fills up Life's magic-lantern glass.
XLVII.

CHILD OF THE ISLANDS! in thy royal bowers,

Calm THOU shalt slumber, set apart from pain;

Thy spring-day spent in weaving pendent flowers,

Or watching sun-bows glitter through the rain,
Spanning with glorious arch the distant plain;

Or listening to the wood-bird's merry call;

Or gathering sea-shells by the surging main;

And, wheresoe'er thy joyous glances fall,

The wise shall train thy mind, to glean delight from all.
XLVIII.

But most thou'lt love all young and tender things,

And open wide and bright, in pleased surprise,

When the soft nestling spreads its half-fledged wings,
Thy innocent and wonder-loving eyes,

To see him thus attempt the sunny skies!

Thou shalt enjoy the kitten's frolic mood,

Pursue in vain gay-painted butterflies,

Watch the sleek puppy lap its milky food,

And fright the clucking hen, with all her restless brood.
XLIX.

Eager thou'lt gaze, where, down the river's tide,
The proud swan glides, and guards its lonely nest;
Or where the white lambs spot the mountain's side,
Where late the lingering sunshine loves to rest;
Midst whom, in frock of blue and coloured vest,
Lies the young shepherd boy, who little heeds

(The livelong day by drowsy dreams opprest)

The nibbling, bleating flock that round him feeds,
But to his faithful dog leaves all the care it needs.
L.

In time, less simple sights and sounds of Earth
Shall yield thy mind a pleasure not less pure:
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Mighty beginnings--schemes of glorious birth--

In which th' Enthusiast deems he may secure,

By rapid labour, Fame that shall endure;

Complex machines to lessen human toil,

Fair artist-dreams, which Beauty's forms allure,

New methods planned to till the fertile soil,

And marble graven works, which time forbears to spoil.
LI.

For, like the Spring, Man's heart hath buds and leaves,
Which, sunned upon, put forth immortal bloom;

Gifts, that from Heaven his nascent soul receives,
Which, being heavenly, shall survive the tomb.

In its blank silence, in its narrow gloom,

The clay may rest which wrapped his human birth;
But, all unconquered by that bounded doom,

The Spirit of his Thought shall walk the earth,

In glory and in light, midst life, and joy, and mirth.
LII.

Thou'rt dead, oh, Sculptor--dead! but not the less
(Wrapped in pale glory from th' illumined shrine)
Thy sweet St. Mary stands in her recess,
Worshipped and wept to, as a thing divine:
Thou'rt dead, oh, Poet!--dead, oh, brother mine!
But not the less the curbed hearts stoop low
Beneath the passion of thy fervent line:

And thou art dead, oh, Painter! but not so

Thy Inspiration's work, still fresh in living glow.
LIII.

These are the rulers of the earth! to them
The better spirits due allegiance own;

Vain is the might of rank's proud diadem,
The golden sceptre, or the jewelled crown;
Beyond the shadow of a mortal frown

Lofty they soar! O'er these, pre-eminent,
God only, Sovran regnant, looketh down,
God! who to their intense perception lent

All that is chiefest good and fairest excellent.
LIV.
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Wilt thou take measure of such minds as these,

Or sound, with plummet-line, the Artist-Heart?

Look where he meditates among the trees--

His eyelids full of love, his lips apart

With restless smiles; while keen his glances dart,
Above--around--below--as though to seek

Some dear companion, whom, with eager start,

He will advance to welcome, and then speak

The burning thoughts for which all eloquence is weak.
LV.

How glad he looks! Whom goeth he to meet?

Whom? God:--there is no solitude for him.

Lies the earth lonely round his wandering feet?

The birds are singing in the branches dim,

The water ripples to the fountains' brim,

The young lambs in the distant meadows bleat;

And he himself beguiles fatigue of limb

With broken lines, and snatches various sweet,

Of ballads old, quaint hymns for Nature's beauty meet!
LVI.

Love is too earthly-sensual for his dream;

He looks beyond it, with his spirit-eyes!

His passionate gaze is for the sunset-beam,

And to that fainting glory, as it dies,

Belongs the echo of his swelling sighs.

Pale winged Thoughts, the children of his Mind,

Hover around him as he onward hies;

They murmur to him 'Hope!"' with every wind,

Though to their lovely Shapes our grosser sight is blind.
LVII.

But who shall tell, when want and pain have crost

The clouded light of some forsaken day,

What germs of Beauty have been crushed and lost,
What flashing thoughts have gleamed to fade away?
Oh! since rare flowers must yet take root in clay,

And perish if due culture be denied;

Let it be held a Royal boast to say,

For lack of aid, no heaven-born genius died;

Nor dwindled withering down, in desert-sands of Pride!
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LVIII.

The lily-wand is theirs! the Angel-gift!

And, if the Earthly one with failing hand

Hold the high glory, do Thou gently lift,

And give him room in better light to stand.

For round THEE, like a garden, lies the land

His pilgrim feet must tread through choking dust;
And Thou wert born to this world's high command,
And he was born to keep a Heavenly Trust;

And both account to ONE, the Merciful and Just.
LIX.

Youth is the spring-time of untarnished life!

Spring, the green youth of the unfaded year!

We watch their promise, midst the changeful strife

Of storms that threaten and of skies that clear,

And wait, until the harvest-time appear.

CHILD OF THE ISLANDS, may those springs which shed
Their blossoms round thee, give no cause for fear;

And may'st thou gently bend, and meekly tread,

Thy garlanded glad path, till summer light be fled!

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
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The Child Of The Islands - Summer

FOR Summer followeth with its store of joy;

That, too, can bring thee only new delight;

Its sultry hours can work thee no annoy,

Veiled from thy head shall be its glowing might.
Sweet fruits shall tempt thy thirsty appetite;

Thy languid limbs on cushioned down shall sink;

Or rest on fern-grown tufts, by streamlets bright,
Where the large-throated deer come down to drink,
And cluster gently round the cool refreshing brink.
II.

There, as the flaked light, with changeful ray

(From where the unseen glory hotly glows)

Through the green branches maketh pleasant way,
And on the turf a chequered radiance throws,

Thou'lt lean, and watch those kingly-antlered brows--
The lustrous beauty of their glances shy,

As following still the pace their leader goes,

(Who seems afraid to halt--ashamed to fly,)

Rapid, yet stately too, the lovely herd troop by.

ITI.

This is the time of shadow and of flowers,

When roads gleam white for many a winding mile;
When gentle breezes fan the lazy hours,

And balmy rest o'erpays the time of toil;

When purple hues and shifting beams beguile

The tedious sameness of the heath-grown moor;
When the old grandsire sees with placid smile
The sunburnt children frolic round his door,

And trellised roses deck the cottage of the poor.
IV.

The time of pleasant evenings! when the moon
Riseth companioned by a single star,

And rivals e'en the brilliant summer noon

In the clear radiance which she pours afar;
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No stormy winds her hour of peace to mar,

Or stir the fleecy clouds which melt away

Beneath the wheels of her illumined car;

While many a river trembles in her ray,

And silver gleam the sands round many an ocean bay!
V.

Oh, then the heart lies hushed, afraid to beat,

In the deep absence of all other sound;

And home is sought with loth and lingering feet,

As though that shining tract of fairy ground,

Once left and lost, might never more be found!

And happy seems the life that gipsies lead,

Who make their rest where mossy banks abound,

In nooks where unplucked wild-flowers shed their seed;
A canvass-spreading tent the only roof they need!

VI.

Wild Nomades of our civilised calm land!

Whose Eastern origin is still betrayed

By the swart beauty of the slender hand,--

Eyes flashing forth from over-arching shade,--

And supple limbs, for active movement made;

How oft, beguiled by you, the maiden looks

For love her fancy ne'er before pourtrayed,

And, slighting village swains and shepherd-crooks,

Dreams of proud youths, dark spells, and wondrous magic books!
VII.

Lo! in the confines of a dungeon cell,

(Sore weary of its silence and its gloom!)

One of this race: who yet deserveth well

The close imprisonment which is her doom:

Lawless she was, ere infancy's first bloom

Left the round outline of her sunny cheek;

Vagrant, and prowling Thief;--no chance, no room

To bring that wild heart to obedience meek;

Therefore th' avenging law its punishment must wreak.
VIII.

She lies, crouched up upon her pallet bed,
Her slight limbs starting in unquiet sleep;
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And oft she turns her feverish, restless head,
Moans, frets, and murmurs, or begins to weep:
Anon, a calmer hour of slumber deep

Sinks on her lids; some happier thought hath come;
Some jubilee unknown she thinks to keep,

With liberated steps, that wander home

Once more with gipsy tribes a gipsy life to roam.
IX.

But no, her pale lips quiver as they moan:

What whisper they? A name, and nothing more:

But with such passionate tenderness of tone,

As shews how much those lips that nhame adore.

She dreams of one who shall her loss deplore

With the unbridled anguish of despair!

Whose forest-wanderings by her side are o'er,

But to whose heart one braid of her black hair

Were worth the world's best throne, and all its treasures rare.
X.

The shadow of his eyes is on her soul--

His passionate eyes, that held her in such love!

Which love she answered, scorning all control

Of reasoning thoughts, which tranquil bosoms move.

No lengthened courtship it was his to prove,

(Gleaning capricious smiles by fits and starts)

Nor feared her simple faith lest he should rove:

Rapid and subtle as the flame that darts

To meet its fellow flame, shot passion through their hearts.
XI.

And though no holy priest that union blessed,

By gipsy laws and customs made his bride;

The love her looks avowed, in words confessed,
She shared his tent, she wandered by his side,

His glance her morning star, his will her guide.
Animal beauty and intelligence

Were her sole gifts,--his heart they satisfied,--
Himself could claim no higher, better sense,

So loved her with a love, wild, passionate, intense!
XII.
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And oft, where flowers lay spangled round about,

And to the dying twilight incense shed,

They sat to watch heaven's glittering stars come out,
Her cheek down-leaning on his cherished head--

That head upon her heart's soft pillow laid

In fulness of content; and such deep spell

Of loving silence, that the word first said

With startling sweetness on their senses fell,

Like silver coins dropped down a many-fathomed well.
XIII.

Look! her brows darken with a sudden frown--

She dreams of Rescue by his angry aid--

She dreams he strikes the Law's vile minions down,

And bears her swiftly to the wild-wood shade!

There, where their bower of bliss at first was made,
Safe in his sheltering arms once more she sleeps:

Ah, happy dream! She wakes; amazed, afraid,

Like a young panther from her couch she leaps,

Gazes bewildered round, then madly shrieks and weeps!
XIV.

For, far above her head, the prison-bars

Mock her with narrow sections of that sky

She knew so wide, and blue, and full of stars,

When gazing upward through the branches high

Of the free forest! Is she, then, to die?

Where is he--where--the strong-armed and the brave,
Who in that vision answered her wild cry?

Where is he--where--the lover who should save

And snatch her from her fate--an ignominious grave?
XV.

Oh, pity her, all sinful though she be,

While thus the transient dreams of freedom rise,
Contrasted with her waking destiny!

Scorn is for devils; soft compassion lies

In angel-hearts, and beams from angel-eyes.

Pity her! Never more, with wild embrace,

Those flexile arms shall clasp him ere she dies;
Never the fierce sad beauty of her face

Be lit with gentler hope, or love's triumphant grace!
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XVI.

Lonely she perishes; like some wild bird

That strains its wing against opposing wires;

Her heart's tumultuous panting may be heard,

While to the thought of rescue she aspires;

Then, of its own deep strength, it faints and tires:

The frenzy of her mood begins to cease;

Her varying pulse with fluttering stroke expires,

And the sick weariness that is not peace

Creeps slowly through her blood, and promises release.
XVII.

Alas, dark shadows, press not on her so!

Stand off, and let her hear the linnet sing!

Crumble, ye walls, that sunshine may come through

Each crevice of your ruins! Rise, clear spring,

Bubbling from hidden fountain-depths, and bring

Water, the death-thirst of her pain to slake!

Come from the forest, breeze with wandering wing!
There, dwelt a heart would perish for her sake,--

Oh, save her! No! Death stands prepared his prey to take.
XVIII.

But, because youth and health are very strong,

And all her veins were full of freshest life,

The deadly struggle must continue long

Ere the free heart lie still, that was so rife

With passion's mad excess. The gaoler's wife

Bends, with revolted pity on her brow,

To watch the working of that fearful strife,

Till the last quivering spark is out. And now

All's dark, all's cold, all's lost, that loved and mourned below.
XIX.

She could not live in prison--could not breathe
The dull pollution of its stagnant air,--

She, that at dewy morn was wont to wreathe
The wild-briar roses, singing, in her hair,--
She died, heart-stifled, in that felon-lair!

No penitence; no anchor that held fast

To soothing meditation and meek prayer,
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But a wild struggle, even to the last--
In death-distorted woe her marble features cast!
XX.

And none lament for her, save only him

Who choking back proud thoughts and words irate,
With tangled locks, and glances changed and dim,
Bows low to one who keeps the prison-gate,

Pleading to see her; asking of her fate;

Which, when he learns, with fierce and bitter cries
(Howling in savage grief for his young mate)

He curseth all, and all alike defies;--

Despair and fury blent, forth flashing from worn eyes!
XXI.

With vulgar terror struck, they deem him wild--

Fit only for the chains which madmen clank.

But soon he weepeth, like a little child!

And many a day, by many a sunny bank,

Or forest-pond, close fringed with rushes dank,

He wails, his clenched hands on his eyelids prest;

Or by lone hedges, where the grass grows rank,
Stretched prone, as travellers deem, in idle rest,
Mourns for that murdered girl, the dove of his wild nest.
XXII.

Little recks he, of Law and Law's constraint,

Reared in ill-governed sense of Liberty!

At times he bows his head, heart-stricken, faint;
Anon--in strange delirious agony--

He dreams her yet in living jeopardy!

His arm is raised,--his panting breast upheaves,--
Ah! what avails his youth's wild energy?

What strength can lift the withering autumn leaves,
Light as they drifting lie on her for whom he grieves!
XXIII.

Her SPRING had ripened into Summer fruit;

And, if that fruit was poison, whose the blame?

Not hers, whose young defying lips are mute--
Though hers the agony, though hers the shame--
But theirs, the careless crowd, who went and came,
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And came and went again, and never thought

How best such wandering spirits to reclaim;

How earnest minds the base have trained and taught,
As shaping tools vile forms have into beauty wrought.
XXIV.

The land that lies a blank and barren waste

We drain, we till, we sow, with cheerful hope:
Plodding and patient, looking yet to taste

Reward in harvest, willingly we cope

With thorns that stay the plough on plain and slope,
And nipping frosts, and summer heats that broil.
Till all is done that lies within the scope

Of man's invention, to improve that soil,

Earnest we yet speed on, unceasing in our toil.
XXV.

But for the SOUL that lieth unreclaimed,

Choked with the growth of rankest weeds and tares,
No man puts forth his hand, and none are blamed;
Though plenteous harvest might repay his cares,
Though he might 'welcome angels, unawares.'

The earth he delves, and clears from every weed,
But leaves the human heart to sinful snares;

The earth he sows with costly, precious seed,

But lets the human heart lie barren at its need.
XXVI.

Once I beheld (and, to my latest hour,

That sight unfaded in my heart I hold)

A bright example of the mighty power

One human mind, by earnest will controlled,

Can wield o'er other minds--the base and bold,
Steeped in low vice, and warped in conscious wrong;
Or weaker wanderers from the Shepherd's fold,
Who, sinning with averted faces, long

To turn again to God, with psalm and angel-song.
XXVII.

I saw one man, armed simply with God's Word,

Enter the souls of many fellow-men,
And pierce them sharply as a two-edged sword,
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While conscience echoed back his words again;

Till, even as showers of fertilising rain

Sink through the bosom of the valley clod,

So their hearts opened to the wholesome pain,

And hundreds knelt upon the flowery sod,

One good man's earnest prayer the link 'twixt them and God.
XXVIII.

That amphitheatre of awe-struck heads

Is still before me: there the Mother bows,

And o'er her slumbering infant meekly sheds
Unusual tears. There, knitting his dark brows,
The penitent blasphemer utters vows

Of holy import. There, the kindly man,

Whose one weak vice went near to bid him lose
All he most valued when his life began,

Abjures the evil course which erst he blindly ran.
XXIX.

There, with pale eyelids heavily weighed down

By a new sense of overcoming shame,

A youthful Magdalen, whose arm is thrown

Round a young sister who deserves no blame;

(As though like innocence she now would claim,
Absolved by a pure God!) And, near her, sighs

The Father who refused to speak her name:

Her penitence is written in her eyes--

Will he not, too, forgive, and bless her, ere she rise?
XXX.

Renounce her not, grieved Father! Heaven shall make
Room for her entrance with the undefiled.

Upbraid her not, sad Mother! for the sake

Of days when she was yet thy spotless child.

Be gentle with her, oh, thou sister mild!

And thou, good brother! though by shame opprest;
For many a day, amid temptations wild,

Madly indulged, and sinfully carest,

She yearned to weep and die upon thy honest breast.
XXXI.

Lost Innocence!--that sunrise of clear youth,
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Whose lovely light no morning can restore;

When, robed in radiance of unsullied truth,

Her soul no garment of concealment wore,

But roamed its paradise of fancies o'er

In perfect purity of thought--is past!

But He who bid the guilty 'sin no more'

A gleam of mercy round her feet shall cast,

And guide the pilgrim back to heaven's 'strait Gate' at last.
XXXII.

By that poor lost one, kneel a happier group,

Children of sinners, christened free from sin;

Smiling, their curled and shining heads they stoop,
Awed, but yet fearless; confident to win

Blessings of God; while early they begin

(The Samuels of the Temple) thus to wait

HIS audible voice, whose Presence they are in,

And formally, from this auspicious date,

Themselves, and their young lives, to HIM to dedicate.
XXXIII.

While, mingling with those glad and careless brows,

And ruddy cheeks, embrowned with honest toil;

Kneels the pale artisan (who only knows

Of Luxury--how best its glittering spoil,

Midst whirring wheels, and dust, and heat, and oil,

For richer men's enjoyment to prepare);

And ill-fed labourers of a fertile soil,

Whose drunkenness was Lethe to their care,--

All met, for one good hope, one blessing, and one prayer!
XXXIV.

I will not cavil with the man who sneers

At priestly labours, as the work of hell;

I will not pause to contradict strange fears

Of where the influence ends, begun so well;

One only thought remained with me to dwell,

For ever with remembrance of that scene,

When I beheld hearts beat and bosoms swell,

And that melodious voice and eye serene

Govern the kneeling crowd, as he their God had been.
XXXV.
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I thought, in my own secret soul, if thus,

(By the strong sympathy that knits mankind)

A power untried exists in each of us,

By which a fellow-creature's wavering mind

To good or evil deeds may be inclined;

Shall not an awful questioning be made,

(And we, perchance, no fitting answer find!)

'Whom hast THOU sought to rescue, or persuade?

Whom roused from sinful sloth? whom comforted, afraid?'
XXXVI.

For whom employed,--e'en from thy useless birth,--
The buried Talent at thy Lord's command?

Unprofitable servant of the earth!

Though here men fawned on thee, and licked thy hand
For golden wealth, and power, and tracts of land;

When the Eternal Balance justly weighs,

Above thee, in the ranks of heaven, shall stand,

Some wretch obscure, who through unnoticed days,
Taught a poor village school to sing their Maker's praise.
XXXVII.

A mournful memory in my bosom stirs!

A recollection of the lovely isle

Where, in the purple shadow of thy firs

Parkhurst! and gloomy in the summer smile,

Stands the CHILD'S PRISON: (since we must defile

So blest a refuge, with so curst a name)

The home of those whose former home was vile;

Who, dogged, sullen, scoffing, hither came,

Tender in growth and years, but long confirmed in shame.
XXVIII.

Alas! what inmates may inhabit there?

Those to whose infant days a parent's roof,

In lieu of a protection, was a snare;

Those from whose minds instruction held aloof,
No hope, no effort made in their behoof;
Whose lips familiar were with blasphemy,

And words obscene that mocked at all reproof,
But never uttered prayer to the Most High,
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Or learned one gentle hymn, His name to glorify.
XXXIX.

Th' Untaught, Uncared-for, 'neath whose stolid look
The Scriptures might have lain, a block of wood,
Hewn to the shape and semblance of a book,

For any thing they knew in it of good,

Or any text they heard or understood.

THESE are your Prisoned Children! Germs of Men,
Vicious, and false, and violent of mood,

Such as strange carelessness first rears, and then
Would crush the sting out by a death of pain!

XL.

But skilful hands have drawn the arrow's barb
From the unfestered wound which Time shall heal!
And though 'tis mournful, in their prison garb,

To see them trooping to their silent meal;

And though, among them, many brows reveal
Sorrow too bitter for such childish hearts;

Yet the most pitiful (if just) must feel

(E'en while the tear of forced compassion starts)
That blessed is the hope their suffering imparts!
XLI.

The Saved are there, who would have been the Lost;

The Checked in crime, who might have been the Doomed;
The wildbriar buds, whose tangled path was crost

By nightshade poison trailing where they bloomed!

The Wrecked, round whom the threatening surges boomed,
Borne in this Life-boat far from peril's stress;

The Sheltered, o'er whose heads the thunder loomed;
Convicts (convicted of much helplessness

Exiles, whom Mercy guides through guilt's dark wilderness.
XLII.

I saw One sitting in that Island Prison
Whose day in solitude was going down,

E'en as in solitude its light had risen!

His little savage sullen face, bent down,
From all kind words, with an averted frown--
A world of dumb defiance in his scowl!
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Or, looking up, with gaze that seemed to own,

'T scorn the smiting of your forced control;

My body scourge or slay, you shall not bend my soul!"
XLIII.

But one was weeping--weeping bitter tears!

Of softer mould his erring heart was made;

And, when the sound of coming steps he hears
Advancing to his lone cell's cheerless shade,

He turns, half welcoming and half afraid,

Trustful of pity, willing to be saved;

Stepping half way to meet the proffered aid;

Thankful for blessings kind and counsel grave;

Strange to this new sad life, but patient, calm, and brave.
XLIV.

Brave! for what courage must it not require

In a child's heart, to bear those dreadful hours?
Think how WE find the weary spirit tire,

How the soul sinks with faint and flagging powers,
Pent in, in these indulgent lives of ours,

By one monotonous day of winter's rain!

Woe for the prisoned boy, who sadly cowers,

In his blank cell, for days of dreary pain,

Pining for human looks and human tones in vain.
XLV.

Nor let it be forgot, for these young spirits,
(Although by gross and vulgar sin defiled,)

How differently judged were their demerits,

Were each a noble's or a gentle's child.

Are there no sons at college, 'sadly wild?'

No children, wayward, difficult to rear?

Are THEY cast off by Love? No, gleaming mild
Through the salt drops of many a bitter tear,

The rainbow of your hope shines out of all your fear!
XLVI.

For they are YOUNG, you say; and this green stem
With shoots of good shall soon be grafted in:
Meanwhile, how much is FROLIC, done by them,
Which, in the poor, is punishable SIN?

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 183



Nor mark I this, a useless sigh to win,

(They lose their ground, who falsely, lightly chide,)
But to note down how much your faith you pin
Upon the worth of that, to them supplied--
Revealed Religion's light, and Education's guide.
XLVII.

Yea, for yourselves and sons, ye trusted it,

And knew no reed it was you leaned upon;
Therefore, whoso denies that benefit

To meaner men in ignorance chained down,

From each this true reproach hath justly won:--
'Oh, self