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Turn them away from their meaning, and
answer with flattering phrases.

This is not right, is not just, is not true to
the best that is in you;

For I know and esteem you, and feel that
your nature is noble,

Lifting mine up to a higher, a more ethereal
level.

Therefore I value your friendship, and feel
it perhaps the more keenly 50

If you say anght that implies I am only as
one among many,

If you make use of those common and com-
plimentary phrases

Most men think so fine, in dealing and
speaking with women,

But which women reject as insipid, if not
as insulting.’

Mute and amazed was Alden; and lis-
tened and looked at Priseilla,
Thinking he never had seen her more fair,
more divine in her beanty.

He who but yesterday pleaded so glibly the
cause of another,

Stood there embarrassed and silent, and
seeking in vain for an answer.

So the maiden went on, and little divined
or imagined

What was at work in his heart, that made
him so awkward and speechless. 6o

‘Let us, then, be what we are, and speak
what we think, and in all things

Keep ourselves loyal to truth, and the sa-
cred professions of friendship.

It is no seeret I tell you,nor am I ashamed
to declare it:

I have liked to be with yom, to see you, to
speak with you always.

So I was hurt at your words, and a little
affronted to hear you

Urge me to marry your friend, though he
were the Captain Miles Standish.

For I must tell you the truth: much more
to me is your friendship

Than all the love he could give, were he
twice the hero you think him.’

Then she extended her hand, and Alden,
who eagerly grasped it,

Felt all the wounds in his heart, that were
aching and bleeding so sorely, 70

Healed by the touch of that hand, and he
said, with a voice full of feeling:

¢ Yes, we must ever be friends; and of all

Let me be ever the first, the truest, the
nearest and dearest !’

Casting a farewell look at the glimmer-
ing sail of the Mayflower,

Distant, but still in sight, and sinking be-
low the horizon,

Homeward together they walked, with a
strange, indefinite feeling,

That all the rest had departed and left
them alone in the desert.

But, as they went through the fields in
the blessing and smile of the sua-
shine,

Lighter grew their hearts, and Priscilla
sald very archly:

‘Now that our terrible Captain has gone
in pursuit of the Indians, 8o

Where he is happier far than he would be
commanding a household,

You may speak boldly, and tell me of all
that happened between you,_

When you returned last night, and said
how ungrateful you found me.’

Thereupon answered John Alden, azd told
her the whole of the story, —

Told her his own despair, and the direful
wrath of Miles Standish.

Whereat the maiden smiled, and said be-
tween laughing and earnest,

¢ He is a little chimney, and heated hot in
a moment !’

But as he gently rebuked her, and told her
how he had suffered, —

How he had even determined to sail that
day in the Mayflower,

And had remained for her sake, on hearing
the dangers that threatened, — oo

All her manner was changed, and she said
with a faltering accent,

“Truly I thank you for this: how good

you have been to me always !’

Thus, as a pilgrim devout, who toward
Jerusalem journeys,

Taking three steps in advance, and one

reluctantly backward,

Urged by importunate zeal, and withheld

by pangs of contrition;

Slowly but steadily onward, receding yet

ever advancing,

Journeyed this Puritan youth to the Holy
Land of his longings,

Urged by the fervor of love, and withheld

who offer you friendship

by remorseful misgivings.

VIIL

THE MARCH OF MILES STANDISH

Mpaxwomie the stalwart Miles Standish
was marching steadily northward,

Winding through forest and swamp, and
along the trend of the sea-shore,

All day long, with hardly a halt, the fire of
nis anger

Burning and l.E-rackl'u:lg within, and the sul-
phurous odor of powder

Seeming more sweet to his nostrils than all
the scents of the forest.

Silent and moody he went, and much he
revolved his discomfort;

He who was used to success, and to easy
victories always,

Thus to be flouted, rejected, and laughed
to scorn by a maiden,

Thus to be mocked and betrayed by the
friend whom most he had trusted !

Ah! ’t was too much to be borne, and he
fretted and chafed in his armor ! 1

¢TI alone am to blame,’ he muttered,

¢ for mine was the folly. |

What has a rough old soldier, grown grim
and gray in the harness, f

Used to the camp and its ways, to do with
the wooing of maidens ? :

*T was but a dream, — let it pass, —let it
vanish like so many others !

What I thought was a flower, is only a
weed, and is worthless;

Out of my heart will I pluck it, and throw
it away, and henceforward

Be but a fighter of battles, a lover and
wooer of dangers !’

Thus he revolved in his mind his sorry de-
feat and discomfort, :

While he was marching by day or lying at
night in the forest,

Looking up.at the trees, and the constella~
tions beyond them. 20

-

After a three days’ march he came to an
Indian encampment
Pitched on the edge of a meadow, between
the sea and the forest; )
Women at work by the tents, and warriors,
horrid with war-paint,
Seated about a fire, and smoking and talk-
ing together;

Who, when they saw from afar the sudden

Saw the flash of the sun on breastplate and
sabre and musket,
Straightway leaped to their feet, and two,
from among them advancing, :
Came to parley with Standish, and offer him
furs as a present; ; :
Friendship was in their locks, but in their
hearts there was hatred.
Braves of the tribe were these,and brothers,
gigantic in stature, 30
Huge as Goliath of Gath, or the terrible
Og, king of Bashan;
One was Pecksuot named, and the other
was called Wattawamat. :
Round their necks were suspended their
knives in scabbards of wampum,
Two-edged, trenchant knives, with points as
sharp as a needle.
Other arms had they none, for they were
cunning and crafty. ;
«Welcome, English!’ they said, —these
words they had learned from the
traders
Touching at times on the coast, to barter
and chaffer for peltries.
Then in their native tongue they began to
parley with Standish,
Through his guide and interpreter, Hobo-
mok, friend of the white man,
Begging for blankets and knives, but mostly
for muskets and powder, io

Kept by the white man, they said, eon-
cealed, with the plague, in his cellars,

Ready to be let loose, and destroy his

" brother the red man ! :

But when Standish refused, and said he
would give them the Bible,

Suddenly changing their tone, they began
to boast and to bluster. 3

Then Wattawamat advaneed with a stride
in front of the other,

And, with a lofty demeanor, thus vaunt-
ingly spake to the Captdin:

¢Now Waitawamat can see, by the fiery
eyes of the Captain,

Angry is he in his heart; but the heart of
the brave Wattawamat

Is not afraid at the sight.
born of a woman,

But on 2 mountain at night, from an oak-
tree riven by lightning, 50

Forth he sprang at a bound, with all his
weapons about him, :

Shouting, « Who is there here to fight with

He was not

approach of the white men,

the brave Wattawamat ? ¥’
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Then he unsheathed his knife, and, whet-
ting the blade on his left hand,
Held it aloft and displayed a woman’s face
on the handle;
Saying, with bitter expression and look of
sinister meaning:
‘I have another at home, with the face of
a man on the handle;
By and by they shall marry; and there
will be plenty of children !’

Then stood Pecksuot forth, self-vaunting,

insulting Miles Standish :

While with his fingers he patted the knife
that hung at his bosom,

Drawing it half from its sheath, and plung-
ing it back, as he muttered, 60

‘By and by it shali see; it shall eat; ah, ha !
but shall speak not !

This is the mighty Captain the white men
have sent to destroy us !

He is a little man; let him go and work
with the women !’

Meanwhile Standish had noted the faces
and figures of Indians

Peeping and creeping about from bush to
tree in the forest,

Feigning to look for game, with arrows set
on their bow-strings,

Drawing about him still closer and eloser
the net of their ambush.

But undaunted he stood, and dissembled
and treated them smoothly;

So the old chronicles say, that were writ in
the days of the fathers. F

But when he heard their defiance, the boast,
the taunt, and the insult, 70

All the hot blood of his,race, of Sir Hug]
and of Thurston de Standish,

Boiled and beat in his heart, and swelled in
the yeins of his temples.

Headlong he leaped on the hoaster, and,
snatching his knife from its scab-
bard,

Plunged it into his heart, and, reeling back-
ward, the savage

Fell with his face to the sky, and a fiend-
like fierceness upon it.

Straight there arose from the forest the
awful sound of the war-whoop.

And, like a flurry of snow on the whistling
wind of December,

Swift and sudden and keen came a flight of
feathery arrows.

Then came a cloud of smoke, and out of the
cloud came the lightning,

Out of the lightning thunder; and death un-
seen ran before it. 8

Frightened the savages fled for shelter in
swamp and in thicket,

Hotly pursued and beset; but their sachem,
the brave Wattawamat,

Fled not; he was dead. Unswerving and
swift had a bullet

Passed through his brain, and he fell with
both hands clutching the greensward,

Seeming in death to hold back from his foe
the land of his fathers.

There on the flowers of the meadow the
warriors lay, and above them,
Silent, with folded arms, stood Hobomok,

friend of the white man.
Smiling at length he exclaimed to the stal-
wart Captain of Plymouth: —
¢ Pecksuot bragged very loud, of his cour-
age, his strength, and his-stature, —
Mocked the great Captain, and called him
a little man; but I see now oo
Big enough have you been to lay him
speechless before you !?

Thus the first battle was fought and won

by the stalwart Miles Standish.

When the tidings thereof were brought to
the village of Plymouth,

Aud as a trophy of war the head of the
brave Wattawamat

Scowled from the roof of the fort, which at
once was a church and a fortress,

All who beheld it rejoiced, and praised the

Lord, and took courage.

Only Priscilla averted her face from this

spectre of terror,

Thanking God in her heart that she had not

married Miles Standish;

Shrinking, fearing almost, lest, coming
home from his battles,

He should lay claim to her hand, as the

prize and reward of his valor. 100

VIII
THE SPINNING-WHEEL

Montra after month passed away, and in
autumn the ships of the merchants
Came with kindred and friends, with cattle

and corn for the Pilgrims.
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All in the village was peace; the men were
intent on their labors, ]

Busy with hewing and building, with gar-
den-plot and with merestead,

Busy with breaking the glebe, and mowing
the grass in the meadows, =

Searching the sea for its fish, and hunting
the deer in the forest. :

All in the village was peace; but at tumes
the rumor of warfare

Filled the air with alarm,and the appre-
hension of danger. .

Bravely the stalwart Standish was scouring
the land with his forces, :

Waxing valiant in fight and defeating the
alien armies, 10

Till his name had become a sound of fear
to the nations. :

Anger was still in his heart, 1.)ut at times
the remorse and contrition

Which in all noble natures succeed the pas-
sionate outbreak,

Came like a rising tide, that encounters the
rush of a river, o

Staying its current awhile, but making it
bitter and brackish.

Meanwhile Alden at home had built him

a new habitation,

Solid, substantial, of timber rough-hewn
from the firs of the forest.

Wooden-barred was the door, and the roof
was covered with rushes: I

Latticed the windows were, and the win-
dow-panes were of paper,

Oiled to admit the light, while wind and
rain were excluded.

20

There too he dug a well, and around it
planted an orchard:

Still may be seen to this day some trace of
the well and the orchard.

Close to the hounse was the stall, where, safe
and secure from annoyance,

Raghorn, the spow-white bull, that had
fallen to Alden’s allotment ]

Tn the division of cattle, might ruminate in
the night-time

Over the pastures he eropped, made fra-
grant by sweet pennyroyal.

Oft when his labor was finished, with
- eager feet would the dreamer
Follow the pathway that ran through
the woods to the house of Pris-
cilla,

Led by illusions romantic and subtile
deceptions of fancy, ;

Pleasure disguised as duty, and love in the
semblance of friendship. .

Ever of her he thought, when he fashioned
the walls of his dwelling;

Ever of her he thought, when he delved
in the soil of his garden; :

Tiver of her he thought, when he read
his Bible on Sunday :

Praise of the virtuoms woman, as she is
deseribed in the Proverbs,—

How the heart of her husband doth safely
trust in her always, : :

How all the days of her life she will dohim

d, and not evil,

How she seeketh the wool and the flax and
worketh with gladness,

How she layeth her hand to the spindie and
holdeth the distaff,

How she is not afraid of the snow for her-
self or her household, :

Knowing her household are clothed with
the scarlet cloth of her weaving! 4o

So as she sat at her wheel one afternoon

in the Autumn, A

Alden, who opposite sat, and was watching
her dexterous fingers,

As if the thread she was spinning were that
of his life and his fortune,

After a pause in their talk, thus spake to
the sound of the spindle.

¢ Truly, Priscilla,” he said, ‘when I see

" vou spinning and spinning, :

Never )idle Pa mgoment, but thrifty and
thoughtful of others, &

Suddenly you are transformed, ave visibly
changed in a moment;

You are "{ge longer Priscilla, but Bertha
the Beautiful Spinner.’

Here the light foot on the treadle grew
swifter and swifter; the spindle

Uttered an angry soarl, and the thread
snapped short in her fingers; 50

While the impetuous speaker, not heeding
the mischief, continued: :

¢You are the beautiful Bertha, the spmner,
the queen of Helvetia; :

She whose story I read at a stall in the
streets of Southampton, S

Who, as she rode on her palfrey, oer
valley and meadow and monnta_m,

Ever was spinning her thread from a distaff
ﬁxeg to her saddle.
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She was so thrifty and good, that her name
passed into a proverb.
So shall it be with your own, when the
spinning-wheel shall no longer
Hum in the house of the farmer, and fill
its chambers with musie.
Then shall the mothers, reproving, relate
__ how it was in their ehildhood,
Praising the good old times, and the days
_of Priscilla the spinner !’ ‘6o
Straight uprose from her wheel the beau-
tiful Puritan maiden,
Pleased with the praise of her thrift from
him whose praise was the sweetest,
Drew from the reel on the table a snowy
skein of her spinning,
Thus making answer, meanwhile, to the
flattering phrases of Alden;
¢Come, you must not be idle; if I am a
pattern for housewives,
Show yourself equally worthy of being the
model of husbhands.
Hold this skein on your hands, while I wind
it, ready for knitting;
Then W:llO knows but hereafter, when fash-
ions have changed and the manners,
Fathers may talk to their sons of the good
old times of John Alden!’
Thus, with a jest and a laugh, the skein on
his hands she adjusted, 70
He, sitting awkwardly there, with his arms
extended before him,
She, standing graceful, ereet, and winding
the thread from his fingers,
Sometimes chiding a little his elumsy man-
ner of holding,
Sometimes tonching his hands, as she dis-
. entangled expertly
Twist or knot in the yarn, unawares — for
_ how could she help it ? —
Sending electrical thrills through every
nerve in his body.

Lo! in the midst of this scene, a breath-
: _less_ messenger entered,
Bringing in hurry and heat the terrible
news from the village.

Yes; Miles Standish was dead ! — an Indian
. had brought them the tidings, —
Slain by a poisoned arrow, shot down in the

front of the battle, 20
Into an ambush beguiled, cut off with the
whole of his forees;
All the town would be burned, and all the
people be murdered !

Such were the tidings of evil that burst on
- the hearts of the hearers.
Silent and statue-like stood Priscilla, her
_ face looking backward
Still at the face of the speaker, her arms
uplifted in horror;
But John Alden, upstarting, as if the barb
of the arrow
Piercing the heart of his friend had struck
his own, and had sundered
Once and forever the bonds that held him
o bound as a captive,
Wild with excess of sensation, the awful
delight of his freedom,
Mingled with pain and regret, uneonscious
of what he was doing, 90
Clasped, almost with a groan, the motion-
less form of Priseilla,
Pressing her close to his heart, as forever
his own, and exelaiming:
‘Those whom the T.ord hath united, let no
man put them asunder!’

Even as rivulets twain, from distant and
. separate sources,
Seeing each other afar, as they leap from
the rocks, and pursuing
Each one its devious path, but drawing
nearer and nearer,
Rush together at last, at their trysting-place
in the forest;
So these lives that had run thus far in sep-
_ arate channels,
Commg in sight of each other, then swery-
g and flowing asunder,
Parted by barriers strong, but drawing
nearer and nearer, 100
Rushed together at last, and one was lost
in the other.

IX
THE WEDDING-DAY

Forta from the curtain of clouds, from the
tent of purple and searlet,
Issued the sun, the great High-Priest, in
_ his garments resplendent,
Holiness unto the Lord, in letters of light,
on his forehead,
Round the hem of his robe the golden bells
_ and pomegranates.
Blessing the world he came, and the bars

of vapor beneath him
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Gleamed like a grate of brass, and the sea
at his feet was a laver!

This was the wedding morn of Priscilla

the Puritan maiden.

Friends were assembled together; the Elder |
and Magistrate also

Graced the scene with their presence, and |
stood like the Law and the Gospel, |

One with the sanction of earth and one with |
the blessing of heaven. 10

Simple and brief was the wedding, as that |
of Ruth and of Boaz.

Softly the youth and the maiden repeated ‘
the words of betrothal,

Taking each other for husband and wife in ‘
the Magistrate’s presence,

After the Puritan way, and the laudable |
custom of Holland.

Fervently then, and devoutly, the excellent ‘
Elder of Plymouth

Prayed for the hearth and the home, that
were founded that day in affee-
tion,

Speaking of life and of death, and implor-
ing Divine benedictions.

Lo! when the service was ended, a form

appeared on the threshold,

Clad in armor of steel, a sombre and sor-
rowful figure !

Why does the bridegroom start and stare
at the strange apparition ? 20

Why does the bride turn pale, and hide her
face on his shoulder ?

Is it a phantom of air,—a bodiless, spec-
tral illusion ?

Is it a ghost from the grave, that has come
to forbid the betrothal ?

Long had it stood there unseen, a guest un-
invited, nnwelcomed;

Over its clouded eyes there had passed at
times an expression

Softening the gloom and revealing the warm
heart hidden beneath them,

As when across the sky the driving rack of |

the rain-clond

Grows for a moment thin, and betrays the
sun by its brightness.

Once it had lifted its hand, and moved its
lips, but was silent,

As if an iron will had mastered the fleeting
intention. . 0

But when were ended the troth and the
prayer and the last benedietion,

Into the room it strode, and the people be-

held with amazement

Bodily there in his armor Miles Standish,

the Captain of Plymonth !

Grasping the bridegroom’s hand, he said

with emotion, ¢ Forgive me !

I have been angry and hurt, — too long have

I cherished the feeling;

I have been eruel and hard, but now, thank

God ! it is ended.

Mine is the same hot blood that leaped in

the veins of Hugh Standish,

Sensitive, swift to resent, but as swift in

atoning for error.
Never so much as now was Miles Standish
the friend of John Alden’
Thereupon answered the bridegroom: ‘Let
all be forgotten between us, —

40
| All save the dear old friendship, and that

shall grow older and dearer 12

Then the Captain advanced, and, bowing,
saluted Priscilla,

Gravely, and after the manner of old-fasi-
ioned gentry in England,

Something of eamp and of court, of town
and of country, commingled,

Wishing her joy of her wedding, and loudly
Iauding her husband.

Then he said with a smile: ¢TI should have
remembered the adage, —

If you would be well served, you must serve
yourself; and moreover,

No man ean gather cherries in Kent at the
season of Christmas !’

Great was the people’s amazement, and
eater yet their rejoicing,

Thus to behold once more the sunburnt face
of their Captain, 50

Whom they had monrned as dead; and they
gathered and erowded about him,

Eager to see him and hear him, forgetful
of bride and of bridegroom,

Questioning, answering, langhing, and each
interrnpting the other,

'Till the good Captain declared, being guite
overpowered and bewildered,

He had rather by far break into an Indian
encampment,

Than come again to a wedding to which he
had not been invited.

Meanwhile the bridegroom went forth
and stood with the bride at the door-
way,
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Breathing the perfumed air of that warm
and beautiful morning.

Touched with antumnal tints, but lonely
and sad in the sunshine,

Lay extended before them the land of toil
and privation; o

There were the graves of the dead, and the
barren waste of the sea-shore,

There the familiar fields, the groves of
pine, and the meadows;

But to their eyes transfigured, it seemed
as the Garden of Eden,

Filled with the presence of God, whose
voice was the sound of the ocean.

Soon was their vision disturbed by the

noise and stir of departure,

Friends coming forth from the house, and
impatient of longer delaying,

Each with his plan for the day, and the
work that was left uncompleted.

Then from a stall near at hand, amid ex-
clamations of wonder,

Alden the thoughtful, the careful, so happy,
so proud of Priscilla,

Brought out his snow-white bull, cheying | Wild and sweet as the clusters that grew

the hand of its master, 70

Led by a cord that was tied to an iron ring

in its nostrils,

Covered with crimson cloth, and a enshion
placed for a saddle.

She should not walk, he said, through
the dust and heat of the noon-
day;

Nay, she shonld ride like a queen, not plod
along like a peasant.

Somewhat alarmed at first, bet reassured
by the others,

Placing her hand on the cushion, her foot
in the hand of her hushand,

Gayly, with joyous langh, Priscilla mounted
her palfrey.

¢ Nothing is wanting now,’ he said with a
smile, ‘but the distaff;

Then you would be in trnth my queen, my
beautiful Bertha !’

Onward the bridal procession now moved
to their new habitation, 2
Happy husband and wife, and friends eon-
versing together.

Pleasantly murmured the brook, as they
crossed the ford in the forest,
Pleased with the image that passed, like a

dream of love, through its bosom,
Tremulous, floating in air, o’er the depths
of the azure abysses.
Down through the golden leaves the sun
was pouring his splendors,
Gleaming on purple grapes, that, from
branches above them suspended,
Mingled their odorous breath with the
balm of the pine and the fir-tree,

in the valley of Esheol. -

Like a pictnre it seemed of the primitive,
pastoral ages,

Fresh with the youth of the world, and re-
calling Rebecea and Tsaac, 90

Old and yet ever new, and simple and
beautiful always,

Love immortal and young in the endless
succession of lovers.

So through the Plymouth woods passed on-
ward the bridal procession.

1858,

THE CHILDREN’S HOUR?!

BeTwEEN the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,

1 The ideal commentary on this poem is found in a
ieg::_t-ger of Longfellow’s ‘ To Emily A—— August 18,

859 :

‘ Your letter followed me down here by the seaside,
where I am passing the summer with my three little
girls. The oldest is about your age ; but as little girls’
ages keep changing every year, I can never remember
exactly how old she is, and have to ask her mamma,
who has a better memory than I have. Her name is
Alice; I never forget that. She is a nice girl, and
loves poetry almost as much as you do.

*The second is Edith, with blue eyes and beautiful

Comes a pause in the day’s oceunpations,
That is known as the Children’s Hour.

golden locks which I sometimes call her *‘nankeen
hair ” to make her langh. She is a very busy little
woman, and wears gray boots.

¢ The youngest is Allegra; which, you know, means
merry ; and she is the merriest little thing you ever
saw, —always singing and laoghing all over tle
house. . . .

‘I do not say anything about the two boys. They
are such noisy fellows it is of no mnse to talk about
them.” (Life, vol. ii. pp. 392-93.)

Longfellow and Vietor Hugo may perhaps be called
the two greatest poeta of childhood, and Victor Hugo's
letters to his own children are strikingly like the one
just quoted.
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1 hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,
And voices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight,
r]?}esceiding the broad hall stair, 10
Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,
And Edith with golden hair.

A whisper, and then a silence:
Yet I know by their merry eyes
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stairway,
A sudden raid from the hall |

By three doors left unguarded
‘They enter my castle wall !

. They climb up into my turret ;
OXer the arms and back of my chair;
If I try to escape, they surround me;
They seem to be everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms about me entwine,

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old mustache as I am
Is not a match for you alll

1 have yon fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there will I keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day, y
Till the walls shail erumble to ruin,

And moulder in dusk away ! 40

1859. 1860,

PAUL REVERE’S RIDE?

TasTEN, my children, and you shall hear
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

1 Tt is possible that Mr. Longfellow derived the story
from Paul Revere’s acceunt of the incident in a letterr
to Dr. Jeremy Belknap, printed in Mass. Hist. C?_l_!‘_\ :
Mr. Frothingham, m his Siege of Boston, pp. 57-59,
gives the story mainly according toa memorandum T]?f
Richard Devens, Revere’s friend and associate. e
publication of Mr. Longfellow’s poem called out a pro-

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;
Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.
He said to his friend, ¢ If the British march
By land or sea from the town to-night,
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower as a signal
light, — _

One, if by land, and two, if by sea; ©
And I on the opposite shore will be,
Ready to ride and spread the alarm
Through every Middlesex village and fam::,
For the country folk to be up and to arm.

Then he said, ¢Good-night!’ and with
muffled oar

Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,
Just as the moon rose over the bay,

Where swmgin%wide at her moorings lay
The Somerset, British man-of-war;

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 2o
Across the moon like a prison bar, e
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified
By its own reflection in the tide.

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and
street,

Wanders and watches with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears
The muster of men at the barrack door,
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,
‘And the measured tread of the grenadiers,
Marching down to their boats on the shore. zc

i were hung, and as to the friend who hung
EEZ i%::iis. The slfl;ject is discussed and a\ithor}ties
cited in Memorialsﬂmory of Boston, 11i, 101. (Cam-

i dition, p. 663, 7

brir%?;1FReve;e§ Ride)’ is the first story in the Tales
of a Wayside Inn, a series of tales in verse set in a
framework something like that of Chancer’s Canler-
bury Tales, and supposed to be told by a group of
friends gathered at the Red-Horse Inn at Sudburyi
about twenty miles from Cambridge. The story o
Paul Revere is told by the landlord, whose portrait is
thus drawn in the ‘ Prelude:'—

But first the Landlord will I trace;

Grave in his aspect and aitire 5

A man of ancient pedigree,

A Justice of the Peace was he, S
Known in all x=dbury as * The Sqnire.
Proud was he o1 his name and race,

Of old Sir Wil‘lliam[arﬁl Sir _[I‘ugh‘

And in the parlor, full in view,

His enat-of.eaam}m 'well framed and glazed,
Upon the wall in eplors blazed 5

He beareth gules npon his shield,

A chevron argent in the fleld,

With three wolf's-heads, and for the crest
A wyvern part-per-pale addressed

Upon a helmet barred ; helow i
Tge scroll reads, ¢ By the name of Howe.
And over this, no longer bright,
Though glimmering with & Iatent light,
‘Was hung the sword his grandsire bore
In the regelhoua days of yore,

tracted discussion both as to the church from which

Down there in Concord in the fight,
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Then he climbed the tower of the Old North
Church,

By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,

To the belfry-chamber overhead,

And startled the pigeons from their perch

On the sombre rafters, that round him
made

Masses and moving shapes of shade, —

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listen and look down

A moment on the roofs of the town, 40

And the moonlight flowing over all.

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,

In their night-encampment on the hill,

Wrapped in silence so deep and still

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,

The watchful night-wind, as it went

Creeping along from tent to tent,

And seeming to whisper, ¢ All is well !”

A moment only he feels the spell

Of the place and the hour, and the secret
dread

Of the lonely belfry and the dead;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent

On a shadowy something far away,

Where the river widens to meet the bay, —

A line of black that bends and floats

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.

50

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.
J¥ow he patted his horse’s side, 6o
Now gazed at the landscape far and near,
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,

And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;
But mostly he watched with eager search

The belfry-tower of the Old North Church, |

As it rose above the graves on the hill,
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.

And lo! as he looks, on the belfry’s height |

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light !

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he
turns, 70

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight

A second lamp in the belfry burns !

A hurry of hoofs in a village street,

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing,
a spark

Biruck out by g steed flying fearless and
fleets

That was all ! And yet, through the gloom
and the light,

The fate of a nation was riding that night;

And the spark struck out by that steed, in
his flight,

Kindled the Iand into flame with its heat. s,

He has left the village and mounted the
steep,

And be.[xlleath him, tranquil and broad and

eep,

Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;

And under the alders that skirt its edge,

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the
ledge,

Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.

It was twelve by the village clock,

When he crossed the bridge into Medford
town,

He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the barking of the farmer’s dog,

And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rises after the sun goes down.

90

It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,

And the meeting-house windows, blank and
bare,

Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look
upon. 100

It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord
town.

He heard the bleating of the flock,

| And the twitter of birds among the trees,

| And felt the breath of the morning breeze

Blowing over the meadows brown.

And one was safe and asleep in his bed

| Who at the bridge would be first to fall,

| Who that day would be lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket-ball. 110

You know the rest. In the books you havé
read,
How the British Regnlars fired and fled, —
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,
From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,
Chasing the red-coats down the lane,
| Then crossing the fields to emerge again
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Under the trees at the turn of the road,
And only pausing to fire and load.

hrough the night rode Paul Revere;
SAl:i 50 tﬁmugh ti‘e night went his ery of
alarm 120
To every Middlesex village and farm, —
A ery of defiance and not of fear,
‘A voice in the darkness, 2 knoek at the door,
And a word that shall echo forevermore !

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,

Threugh all our history, to the last,

In the hour of darkness and perd and need,

The people will waken and histen to hear

The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,

And the midnight message of FPaul
Revere. 130

1860, 1860,

THE CUMBERLAND

AT anchor in Hampton Roads we lay,
On board of the Cumberland, sloop-of-
war;
And at tixr:es from the fortress across the
bay
The alarum of drums swept past,
Or a bugle blast
From the camp on the shore.

Then far away to the south uprose
A little feather of snow-white smoke,

And we knew that the iron ship of our foes |

Was steadily steering its course 1©
To try the force
Of our ribs of cak.

Down upon us heavily runs,
Silent and sullen, the floating fort;

Then comes a puft of smoke from her guns, |

And leaps the terrible death,
With fiery breath,
From each open port.

We are not idle, but send her straight
Defiance back in a full broadside !
As hail rebounds from a roof of slate,

Rebounds our heavier hail
From each iron scale
Of the monster’s hide.

‘Strike your flag !’ the rebel cries,
In his arrogant old plantation stramn.
¢ Never !> our gallant Morris replies;

¢Tt is better to sink than to yield !’
And the whole air pealed
With the eheers of our men.

Then, like a kraken huge and black,

She erushed our ribs in her iron grasp!
Down went the Cumberland all a wrack,
With a sudden shudder of death,

And the eannon’s breath
For her dying gasp-

Next morn, as the sun rese over the bay,
Still floated our flag at the mainmast head.
Lord, how beautiful was thy day !
Every waft of the air 0
Was a whisper of prayer,
Or a dirge for the dead.

Ho! brave hearts that went down in the
seas |
Ye are at peace in the troubled stream;
Ho ! brave land ! with hearts like these,
Thy flag, that is rent in twain,
Shall be one again,
And without a seam !

1862, 1862,

| THE BIRDS OF KILLINGWORTH!

It was the season, when through all the
and
The ]mm-le and mavis build, and building
sing :
Those lovely lyries, written by his hand,
Whom Saxon Cwdmon ealls the Blithe-
heart King;

When on the boughs the purple buds ex-

pand,
1 The last story in Tales of @ Wayside Inn, First Se-
ries, and the only one of those ‘ tales’ which was almost
wholly original with Longtellow. There isa slight foun-

| dation for it, in the history of the town of Killingworth

in Connecticut. The Cambridge Edition of Longieliow
quotes a letter of Mr. Henry Hull, who, writing from
personal recollection, says: — :

¢ The men of themorthern part of the town did yearly
in the spring choose two leaders, and then the two
sides were formed : theside that got beaten should pay
the bills, Their special game was the hawk, the owl,
the crow, the blackbird, and any other bird supposed
to be mischievous to the corn. Some years each side
would bring them in by the bushel. This was followed_
up for only a few years, for the birds began to grow
scarce.’

In this poem, for once, Longfellow enters a field pe-
enliarly belonging to Lowell : t-‘k_le half-hbumorous treat-
ment of New England country life.

Emerson considered it the best of the Tales, and

called it (perhaps with a little exaggeration !), © Serene,
happy, and immortal as Chaucer.’
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The banners of the vanguard of the
Spring,
And rivulets, rejoicing, rush and leap,
And wave their fluttering signals from the
steep.

The robin and the bluebird, piping loud,
Filled all the blossoming orchards with
their glee; 10
The spam-ovgs chirped as if they still were
Tou
Theig race in Holy Writ should men-
tioned be;
And hungry erows, assembled in a erowd,
Clamored their piteous prayerincessantly,
Enowing ;vho hears the ravens cry, and
said:
‘Give us, O Lord, this day, our daily
bread !’

Across the Sound the birds of passage
sailed,
Speaking some unknownlanguage strange
and sweet
Of tropic isle remote, and passing hailed
The village with the cheers of all their
fleet; 20
Or quarrelling together, laughed and railed
Like foreign sailors, landed in the street
Of seaport town, and with outlandish noise
Of Datl{)s and gibberish frightening girls and
0yS.

Thus eame the jocund Spring in Killing-
worth,
In fabulous days, some hundred years
ago;
And thrifty farmers, as they tilled the
earth,
Heard with alarm the cawing of the crow,
That mingled with the universal mirth,
Cassandra-like, prognosticating woe; 30
They shook their heads, and doomed with
dreadful words
To swift destruetion the whole race of
birds.

And a town-meeting was convened straight-
way
To set a price upon the guilty heads
Of these marauders, who, in lien of pay,
Levied black-mail upon the garden beds
And cornfields, and beheld without dismay
The awful scarecrow, with his fluttering
shreds;

The skeleton that waited at their feast,
Whereby their sinful pleasure was in-
creased. 40
Then from his house, a temple painted
white,
With fluted columns, and a roof of red,
The Squire came forth, august and splen-
did sight !
Slowly descending, with majestic tread,
Three ﬂiglhts of steps, nor looking left nor
right,
Dewngihe long street he walked, as one
who said,
¢ A town that boasts inhabitants like me
Can have no lack of good society !’

The Parson, too, appeared, a man austere,
The instinet of whose nature was to kill; so
The wrath of God he preached from year
to year,
And I{gﬂd, with fervor, Edwards on the
ill;
His favorite pastime was to slay the deer
In summer on some Adirendac hill;
E’en now, while walking down the rural
lane,
He lopped the wayside lilies with his eane.

From the Academy, whose belfry crowned
The hill of Science with its vane of brass,
Came the Preceptor, gazing idly round,
Now at the clouds, and now at the green
grass, 6o
And all absorbed in reveries profound
Of fair Almira in the upper class,
Who was, as in a sonnet he had said,
As pure as water, and as good as bread.

And next the Deacon issued from his door,
In his voluminous neck-cinth, white as
snow;
A suit of sable bombazine he wore;
His form was ponderous, and his step
was slow;
There never was so wise a man before;
He seemed the inearnate ¢ Well, 1 told
you so!’
And to perpetuate his great renown
There was a street named after him in
town.

70

These came together in the new town-hall,

With sundry farmers from the region
round.
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The Squire presided, dignified and tall,
His air impressive and his reasommng

sound;
IIl fared it with the birds, both great and

small;
Hardly a friend in all that erowd they
found,
But encmies enough, who every one
Charged them with all the crimes beneath
the sun. 8o

When they had ended, from his place apart
Rose the Preceptor, to redress the
wrong,

And, trembling like a steed before the

start,
Looked round bhewildered on the expect-
ant throng; ;
Then thought of fair Almira, and took
heart il
To speak out what was in him, elear and
strong, - "
Alike regardless of their smile or frown,
And quite determined not to be laughed
down.

< Plato, anticipating the Reviewers, :
From his Republic banished witheut pity
The Poets; in this little town of yours, o
You put to death, by means of a Cem-
mittee,
The ballad-singers and the Troubadours,
The street-musicians of the heavenly
city, ;
The birds, who make sweet music for us
all X
In our dark hours, as David did for Saul.

¢The thrush that carols at the dawn of
day
From the green steeples of the piny
wood ; :

The oriole in the elm; the noisy jay,
Jargoning like a foreigner at his food;
The bluebird balanced on some topmost

spray, : 101
Flooding with melody the neighborhood;
Linnet and meadow-lark, and all the throng

That dwell in nests, and have the gift of |

song.

*You slay them all! and wherefore ? for
the gain
Of 2 scant handful more or less of
wheat,

Or rye, or barley, or some other graim,
Seratched up at random by industrious
fee
Searehiugtéor worm or weevil after rain!
Or a few cherries, that are not so sweet
As are the songs these uninvited guests 1o
Sing at their feast with comfortable
breasts.

¢ Do you ne’er think what wondrous beings
these ?
Do you neer think who made them, and
who taught :

The dialect they speak, where melodies
Alone are the interpreters of thought ?
Whose household words are songs in many

keys, :
Sweeter than instrument of man e’er
caught !
Whose habitations in the tree-tops even
Are half-way houses on the road to
heaven! 126

¢ Think, every morning when the sun peeps
through :
The dim, leaf-latticed windows of the
grove, ;
How jubilant the happy birds renew
Their old, melodions madrigals of love!
And when you think of this, remember too
*Tis always morning somewhere, and
above
The awakening continents, from shore to
shore,
Somewhere the birds are singing evermore.

¢Think of your woods and orchards with-
out birds !
Of empty nests that cling to boughs and
beams 130
As in an idiot’s brain remembered words
Hang empty ’mid the cobwebs of his
dreams ! :
Will bleat of flocks or bellowing of herds
Make up for the lost music, when your
teams
Drag home the stingy harvest, and mno
more
The feathered gleaners follow to your
door ?

¢ What ! would you rather see the incese
sant stir
Of insects in the windrows of the bay,
And hear the locust and the grasshopper
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Their melancholy hurdy-gurdies play 2140
Is this more pleasant to you than the whir
Of meadow-lark, and her sweet rounde-
lay,
Or twitter of little field-fares, as you take
Your nooning in the shade of bush and
brake ?

¢You call them thieves and pillagers; but
know,
They are the winged wardens of your
farms,
Who from the cornfields drive the insidi-
ous foe,
And from your harvests keep a hundred
harms;
Even the blackest of them all, the crow,
Renders good service as your man-at-
arms,
Crushing the beetle in his coat of mail,
And crymg havoe on the slug and snail.

150

“How can I teach your children gentleness,
And merey to the weak, and reverence
For Life, which, in its weakness or excess,
Is still a gleam of God’s ommnipotence,
Or Death, which, seeming darkness, is no

less
The selfsame light, although averted
henece,
‘When by your laws, your actions, and
your speech, 150
You contradict the very things I teach ?’

With this he. closed; and through the au-
dience went.
A murmur, like the rustle of dead
leaves;
The farmers laughed and nodded, and some
bent
Their yellow heads together like their
sheaves;
Men have no faith in fine-spun sentiment
Who put their trust in bullocks and in
beeves.
The birds were doomed; and, as the record
shows,
A bounty offered for the heads of crows.

There was another audience ont of reach,
Who had no voice nor vote in making
laws,
But m the papers read his little speech,
And crowned his modest temples with
spplause ;

170

They made him econscious, each one more
than each,
He still was victor, vanguished in their
cause.
Sweetest of all the applause he won from
thee,
O fair Almira at the Academy !

And so the dreadful massacre began;
O’r fields and orchards, and o’er wood-
land crests,
The ceaseless fusillade of terror ran.
Dead fell the birds, with blood-stains o
their breasts, ifo
Or wounded erept away from sight of man,
While the young died of famine in their
nests;
A slanghter to be told in groans, not words,
The very St. Bartholomew of Birds !

The summer came, and all the birds were
dead;
The days were like hot coals; the very
eround
‘Was burned to ashes; in the orchards fed
Myriads of caterpillars, and around
The eultivated fields and garden beds
Hosts of devouring insects crawled, and
found 190
No foe to check their march, till they had
made
The land a desert without leaf or shade.

Devoured by worms, like Herod, was the
town,
Because, like Herod, it had ruthlessly
Slaughtered the Innocents. From the trees
spun down
The canker-worms nupon the passers-by,
Upon each woman’s bonnet, shawl, and
gown,
Who shook them off with just a little
Cry;
They were the terror of each favorite
walk,
The endless theme of all the village talk. 200
The farmers grew impatient, but a few

Confessed their error, and would not
complain,

| For after all, the hest thing one can do

‘When it is raining, is to let it rain.
Then they repealed the law, although they
knew

It would not call the dead to life again;
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As school-boys, finding their mistake too
iate 3

Draw 2 wet sponge across the accusing
slate.

That year in Killingworth the Autumn
came : 375
Without the light of his majestic look, 210
The wonder of the falling tongues of ’ﬂmne,
The illumined pages of his Doom’s-Day
book. . :
A few lost leaves blushed erimson with
their shame, i i
And drowned themselves despairing 1n
the brook, ;
While the wild wind went moaning every-
where, b
Lamenting the dead children of the air !

But the next spring a stranger sight was
seen,
A sight that never yet by bard was
sung,
As great a wonder as it would have been
If some dumb animal had found a
tongue ! ; 220
A wagon, overarched with evergreen,
Upon whose boughs were wicker cages

hung,

All full of singing birds, came down the
street, ;

Filling the air with music wild and sweet.

From all the country round these birds
were brought, :
By order of the town, with anxious quest,
And, loosened from their wicker prisons,
sought
In woods and fields the places they loved
best,
Singing loud canticles, which many thought
Were satives to the authorities ad-
dresse{l, 230
While others, listening in green lanes,
averred
Such lovely music never had been heard !

But blither still and Jouder carolled they
Upon the morrow, for they seemed to
know
It was the fair Almira’s wedding-day,
And everywhere, around, above, below,
When the Preceptor bore his bride away,
Their songs burst forth in joyous over-
flow,

And a new heaven bent over a new earth
Amid the sunny farms of Killingworth. 240
1863. 1863,

WEARINESS

O vrrrie feet ! that such long years
Must wander on through hopes and fears,
Must ache and bleed beneath your load;
I, nearer to the wayside inn ”
Where toil shall cease and rest begin,
Am weary, thinking of your road !

O little hands! that, weak or strong,
Have still o serve or rule so long,
Have still so long to give or ask;
1, who so much with book and pen
Have toiled among my fellow-men,
Am weary, thinking of your task.

O little hearts ! that throb and beat
With such impatient, feverish h‘eat,
Such limitless and strong desires;
Mine, that so long has glowed and burned,
With passions into ashes turned,
Now covers and conceals its fires.

O little souls ! as pure and white
And crystalline as rays of light £
Direect from heaven, their souree divina:
Refracted through the mist of years,
How red my setting sun appears,
How lurid looks this soul of mine !

15637 1863,

HAWTHORNE!

How beautiful it was, that one bright day
In the long week of rain !
Though all its splendor could not chase
away
The omnipreseat pain.

The lovely town was white with apple-
blooms,
And the great elms o’erhead
Dark shadows wove on their aerial looms
Shot throngh with golden thread.

1 Hawthorne and Longfellow were friends dfc;r ulmny
t8. This poem records the impressions and feelings
zfeathe day of Hawthorne’s burial, May 23, 1864: * It
was a lovaly day ; the village all sunshine and blossoms
and the song of birds. You camnot imagine anything at
once more sad and beantiful. He is buried on a hill-top
under the pines.’ (See the Life. vol. iii, pp. 36, 38, 39

and Mrs. Hawthorne’s letter to Longiellow, pp. 40-42.)




