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Across the meadows, by the gray old manse,
The historic river flowed :

I was as one who wanders in a tranece,
Unconscions of his road.

The faces of familiar friends seemed
strange;
Their voices I could hear,
And yet the words they uttered seemed to
change
Their meaning to my ear.

For the one face I looked for was not there,
The one low voice was mute;

Only an unseen presence filled the air,
And baffled my pursuit.

Now I look back, and meadow, manse, and
stream
Dimly my thought defines;
I only see —a dream within a dream —
The hill-top hearsed with pines.

I only hear above his place of rest
Their tender undertone,

The infinite longings of a troubled breast,
The voice so like his own.

There in seclusion and remote from men
The wizard hand lies eold,

‘Which atits topmost speed let fall the pen,
And left the tale half told.

Ah! who shall lift that wand of magic
power,
And the lost clew regain ?
The unfinished window in Aladdin’s tower
Unfinished must remain !

21864. 1864.

DIVINA COMMEDIA!

I

OFT have T seen at some cathedral door
A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat,

1 The poet’s life and work were interrupted by the
tragic death, through fire, of Mrs. Longfellow. What
he felt most deeply, he never expressed, and this bur-
den of sorrow is scarcely alluded to in his poetry, ex-
cept in the first of these sonnets, and in * The Cross of
Bnow,’ written eighteen years later, and not published
till after his death. Unable to write, and unable to live
without writing, he took refuge in the work of trans-
lating Dante’s Divine Comedy, which he had begun in
1843, taken up again in 1853, and now continued and
completed, finishing the long task in 1867. From 1861
£0 1869 he wrote hardly anything else, except some

Lay dofwn his burden, and with reverent
eet

Enter, and eross himself, and on the floor

Kneel to repeat his paternoster o’er;

Far off the noises of the world retreat;

The loud vociferations of the street

Become an undistingnishable roar.

So, as I enter here from day to day,

And leave my burden at this minster gate,

Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to

pray,

The tamult of the time disconsolate

To inarticulate murmurs dies away,

While the eternal ages watch and wait.

1864. 1864,
11

How strange the sculptures that adorn these
towers !

This crowd of statues, in whose folded
sleeves

Birds build their nests; while canopied with
leaves

Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bow-
ers,

And the vast minster seems a cross of flow-
ers!

But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled
eaves

‘Watch the dead Christ between the living
thieves,

And, underneath, the traitor Judas lowers!

Ah ! from what agonies of heart and brain,

What exultations trampling on despair,

What tenderness, what tears, what hate of
wrong,

What passionate outery of a soul in pain,

Uprose this poem of the earth and air,

This medizval miracle of song !

1864, 1866.

11

I enter, and I see thee in the gloom
Of the Jong aisles, O poet saturnine !

fragments needed to complete the first part of Zules of
a Weayside Inn.

During the same years Robert Browning was trying
to benumb the intensity of his own sorrow through ab-
gorption in the Ring and the Book; and Bryant, after
the loss of a wife whom he had worshipped, yet whom
he scarcely alludes to in his verse (see * O Fairest of
the Rural Maids,’ ‘The Future Life,’ and “A Life
time’), took for his task the translation of Homer.

Longfellow’s Jouwrnal, and his letters to Sumner,
show also how deeply he felt the life-and-death erisis
through which his country was passing in the same
years, and to which, also, his verse hardly alludes ex-
cept for the first of these sonnets.
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And strive to make my steps keep pace
with thine.

The air is filled with some unknown per-
Lok f the dead make room

congregation of the dead make T0

%"ii: thegzog;ass; the votive tapers shine;

Like rooks that haunt Ravenna’s groves of
pine

The hovering echoes fly from tomb to tomb.

From the confessionals 1 hear arise

Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies,

‘And lamentations from the erypts below;

‘And then a voice celestial that begins

With the pathetic words, ¢ Although your
sins :

As scarlet be,’ and ends with ¢ as the snow.’

1865. 1866.

v

With snow-white veil and garments as of
flame, |

She stands before thee, who so long ago

Filled thy young heart with passion and the
woe

From which thy song and all its splendors
came;

And while with stern rebuke she speaks thy
name,

The ice about thy heart melts as the snow

On mountain heights, and in swift overflow

Comes gushing from thy lips in sobs of
shame.

Thon makest full confession; and a gleam,

As of the dawn on some dark forest cast,

Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase;

Lethe and Eunoé — the remembered dream

And the forgotten sorrow — bring at last

That perfect pardon which is perfect peace.

1867. 1867.

v

1 Tift mine eyes, and all the windows blaze

With forms of Saints and holy men who
died, £

Here martyred and hereafter glorified;

And the great Rose upon its leaves dis-
plays 3

Christ’s Triumph, and the angelic rounde-
lays, il

With qﬂgndor upon splendor multiplied;

And Beatrice again at Dante’s side

No more rebukes, but smiles her words of
praise.

And then the organ sounds, and unseen
choirs

Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and love

_ And benedictions of the Holy Ghost;

And the melodious bells among the spires

O’er all the house-tops and through heaven
above

Proclaim the elevation of the Host!

1866. 1866.

VI

O star of morning and of liberty !

O bringer of the light, whose splendor
shines ;

Above the darkness of the Apennines,

Forermnner of the day that is to be!

The voices of the city and the sea, z

The voices of the mountains and the pines,

Repeat thy song, till the familiar lines

Are footpaths for the thought of Italy !

Thy flame is blown abroad from all the
heights, ) :

Through all the nations, and a sound is
heard,

As of a mighty wind, and men devout,

Strangers of Rome, and the new proselytes,

In their own language hear the wondrous
word,

And many are amazed and many doubt.

1866. 1866.

KILLED AT THE FORD!

He is dead, the beautiful youth,

The heart of honor, the tongne of truth,

He, the life and light of us all,

Whose voice was blithe as a bugle-call,

Whom all eyes followed with one consent,

The cheer of whose langh, and whose plea-
sant word,

Hushed all murmurs of discontent.

Only last night, as we rode along,

Down the dark of the mountan gap,

To visit the picket-guard at the ford, 10

Little dreaming of any mishap,

He was humming the words of some old
song:

1 Th m you speak of was not a record of any
one Ev:ntpﬁnichy came to my knowledge, but of may
which came to my imagination. It is an aftempt to ex-
press something of the inexpressible sympathy which
1 feel for the death of the young men in the war, which
makes my heart bleed whenever I think of it. (Loxa-
FELLOW, in a letter of March 23, 1866.) e

Longfellow’s oldest son, Charles, was a lleutenanb.of
cavalry in the Army of the Potomac before he was
twenty years old. Toward the end of 1863 he was seri-

ously wounded, but recovered. (Life, vol. iii, pp. 21,
24-27.




2 CHIEF AMERICAN POETS

¢ Two red roses he had on his eap

And another he bore at the point of his

sword.’

Sudden and swift a whistling ball

Came ()ultl'.l of a wood, and the voice was
still;

Something I heard in the darkmess fall,

And for a moment my blood grew chill;

I spake in a whisper, as he who speaks

In a room where some one is lying dead; 2o

But he made no answer to what I said.

We lifted him up to his saddle again,

And through the mire and the mist and
the rain

Carried him back to the silent camp,

And laid him as if asleep on his bed;

And I saw by the light of the surgeon’s
lamp

Two white roses upon his cheeks,

And one, just over his heart, blood-red!

And I saw in a vision how far and fleet

That fatal bullet went speeding forth, 30

Till it reached a town in the distant North,

Till it reached a house in a sunny street,

Till it reached a heart that ceased to beat

Without a murmur, without a cry;

And a bell was tolled, in that far-off town,

For one who had passed from cross to
crown,

And thfi neighbors wondered that she should

ie.

1866. 1866,

GIOTTO’S TOWER

How many lives, made beautiful and sweet
By self-devotion and by self-restraint,
Whose pleasure is to run without complaint
On unknown errands of the Paraclete,
Wanting the reverence of unshodden feet,
Fail of the nimbus which the artists paint
Around the shining forehead of the saint,
And are in their completeness incomplete !
In the old Tuscan town stands Giotto’s
tower,
The lily of Florence blossoming in stone, —
A vision, a delight, and a desire, —
The builder’s perfect and centennial flower,
That in the night of ages bloomed alone,
But wanting still the glory of the spire.

1866. 1866.

FINALE OF CHRISTUS
SAINT JOHN

SAINT JOHN wandering over the fuce of the
Earth.

SAINT JOHN:

TaE Ages come and go,

The Centuries pass as Years;
My hair is white as the snow,
My feet are weary and slow,
The earth is wet with my tears !
The kingdoms crumble, and fall
Apart, like a ruined wall,

Or a bank that is undermined
By a river’s ceaseless flow,

And leave no trace behind !

The world itself is old;

The portals of Time unfold

On hinges of iron, that grate
And groan with the rust and the weight,
Like the hinges of a gate

That hath fallen to deecay;

But the evil doth not cease;
There is war instead of peace,
Instead of Love there is hate;
And still I must wander and wait,
Still T must wateh and pray,
Not forgetting in whose sight,

A thounsand years in their fight
Are as a single day.

The life of man is a gleam

Of light, that comes and goes

Like the course of the Holy Stream,
The cityless river, that flows

From fountains no one knows,
Through the Lake of Galilee,
Through forests and level lands,
Over rocks, and shallows, and sands
Of a wilderness wild and vast,

Till it findeth its rest at last

In the desolate Dead Sea!

But alas ! alas for me

Nor yet this rest shall be !

What, then! doth Charity fail ?

Is Faith of no avail ?

Is Hope blown out like a light

By a gust of wind in the night ?

The clashing of creeds, and the strife
Of the many beliefs, that in vain
Perplex man’s heart and brain,

Are naught but the rustle of leaves,
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When the breath of God upheaves

The boughs of the Tree of Life,

And they subside again !

And I remember still

The words, and from whom they came,
Not he that repeateth the name, 51
But he that doeth the will !

And Him evermore I behold
Walking in Galilee,

Through the cornfield’s waving gold,
In hamlet, in wood, and in wold,

By the shores of the Beautiful Sea.
He toucheth the sightless eyes;
Before Him the demons flee;

To the dead He sayeth: Arise ! ()
To the living: Follow me !

And that voice still soundeth on
From the centuries that are gone,
To the centuries that shall be !

From all vain pomps and shows,
From the pride that overflows,
And the false conceits of men;
From all the narrow rules
And subtleties of Schools,
And the craft of tongue and pen;
Bewildered in its search,
Bewildered with the ery:
Lo, here ! lo, there, the Church !
Poor, sad Humanity
Through all the dust and heat
Turns back with bleeding feet,
By the weary road it came,
Unto the simple thought
By the great Master taught,
And that remaineth still:
Not he that repeateth the name,
But he that doeth the will !

1871. 1872.

THE HANGING OF THE CRANE? |

1

TaE lights are out, and gone are all the
guests
That thronging came with merriment and
jests
1 ¢ One morning in the spring of 1867, writes Mr.
T. B. Aldrich, * Mr. Longfellow came to the little home
in Pinckney Street [ Boston], where we had set up honse-
keeping in the light of our honeymoon. As we lingered
a moment at the dining-room door, Mr. Longtellow
turning to me said. ** Ah, Mr. Aldrich, your small round
table will not always be closed. By and by you will
find new young facés clustering about it ; as years go

To celebrate the Hanging of the Crane
In the new house,—into the night are
gone;
But still the fire upon the hearth burns on,
And I alone remain.

O fortunate, O happy day,

When a new household finds its place
Among the myriad homes of earth,

Like a new star just sprung to birth, o
And rolled on its harmonious way

Into the boundless realms of space !

So said the guests in speech and song,

As in the chimney, burning bright,
We hung the iron crane to-night,
And merry was the feast and long.

il

And now I sit and muse on what may be,
And in my vision see, OT Seem to see,

Through floating vapors interfused with
light,

indeterminate, that gleam and
fade, 20
As shadows passing into deeper shade

Sink and elude the sight.

| Shapes

For two alone, there in the hall,

Is spread the table round and small;
Upon the polished silver shine

The evening lamps, but, more divine,
The light of love shines over all;

Of love, that says not mine and thine,’
But ours, for ours is thine and mine.

They want no guests, to come between so
Their tender glances like a sereen,
And tell them tales of land and sea,

on, leaf after leaf will be added until the time comes
when the young guests will take flight, one by one, to
build nests of their own elsewhere. Gradually the long
table will shrink to a circle again, leaving two old peo-
ple sitting there alone together. This is the story of
life, the sweet and pathetic poem of the fireside. Make
an idyl of it. I give the idea to you.” Several months
afterward, 1 received a note from Mr. Longfellow in
which he expressed a desire to use this motif in case 1
had done nothing in the matter. The theme was ona
peculiarly adapted to his sympathetic handling, and out
of it grew The Hanging of the Crane. Just when the
poem was written does not appear, but its first publica-
tion was in the New York Ledger, March 28, 1874. Mr.
Tongfellow’s old friend, Mr. Samuel Ward, had heard
the poem, and off to secure it for Mr. Robert Bon-
ner, the proprietor of the Ledger,  touched * ashe wrotc
to Mr. Longfellow, ‘by your kindness to poor ——,
and haunted by the idea of increasing handsomely
your noble charity fund.’ Mr. Bonner paid the poet
the sum of three thonsand dollars for this poem. (Cam-
| bridge Edition.)
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And whatsoever may betide

The great, forgotten world outside;
They want no guests; they needs must be
Each other’s own best company.

TIT

The picture fades; as at a village fair
A showman’s views, dissolving into air,
Apain appear transfigured on the screen,
So inmy fancy this; and now once more, 4
In part transfigured, through the open door
Appears the selfsame scene.

Seated, I see the two again,

But not alone; they entertain

A little angel unaware,

With face as round as is the moon,
A royal guest with flaxen hair,
Who, throned upen his lofty chair,
Drums on the table with his spoon,
Then drops it careless on the floor,
To grasp at things unseen before.

Are these celestial manners ? these

The ways that win, the arts that please ? |
| Again the drifting vapors intervene,

Ah yes; consider well the guest,

And whatsoe’er he does seems best;

He ruleth by the right divine

Of helplessness, so lately born

In purple chambers of the morn,

As sovereign over thee and thine.

He speaketh not; and yet there lies 6o
A conversation in his eyes;

The golden silence of the Greek,

The gravest wisdom of the wise,

Not spoken in language, but in looks
More legible than printed books,

As if he could but would not speak.
And now, O monarch absolute,

Thy power is put to proof; for, lo!
Resistless, fathomless, and slow,

The nurse comes rustling like the sea, 70
And pushes back thy chair and thee,
And so good night to King Canute.

v

As one who walking in a forest sees

A lovely landscape through the parted
trees,

Then sees it not, for boughs that inter-

vene;

Or as we see the moon sometimes revealed

Through drifting clouds; and then again
concealed,

So I behold the scene.

There are two guests at table now;
The king, deposed and older grown, 8
No longer occupies the throne, —
The crown is on his sister’s brow;

A Princess from the Fairy Isles,

The very pattern girl of girls,

All covered and embowered in curls,
Rose-tinted from the Isle of Flowers,
And sailing with soft, silken sails
From far-off Dreamland into ours.
Above their bowls with rims of blue
Four azure eyes of deeper hue

Are looking, dreamy with delight;
Limpid as planets that emerge

Above the ocean’s rounded verge,
Soft-shining through the summer night.
Steadfast thy gaze, yet nothing see
Beyond the horizon of their bowls;
Nor care they for the world that rolls
With all its freight of troubled souls
Into the days that are to be.

v

Again the tossing boughs shut out the
scene, 100

‘And the moon’s pallid disk is hidden quite;
And now I see the table wider grown,
As round a pebble into water thrown
Dilates a ring of light.

I see the table wider grown,

I-see it garlanded with guests,

As if fair Ariadne’s Crown

Out of the sky had fallen down;
Maidens within whose tender breasts 1o
A thousand restless hopes and fears,
Forth reaching to the coming years,
Flutter awhile, then quiet lie,

Like timid birds that fain would fly,
But do not dare to leave their nests; —
And youths, who in their strength elate
Challenge the van and front of fate,
Eager as champions to be

In the divine knight-errantry

Of youth, that travels sea and land 2
Seeking adventures, or pursues,
Through cities, and through solitudes
Frequented by the lyric Muse,

The phantom with the beckoning hand,
That still allures and still eludes.

O sweet illusions of the brain !

O sudden thrills of fire and frost!

The world is bright while ye remain,
And dark and dead when ye are lost !

VI

The meadow-brook, that seemeth to stand
Stﬂl, 130

Quickens its current as it nears the mill;

And so the stream of Time that linger-

eth

In level places, and so dull appears,

Runs with a swifter current as it nears

The gloomy mills of Death.

And now, like the magician’s seroll,
That in the owner’s keeping shrinks
With every wish he speaks or thinks,
Till the last wish consumes the whole,
The table dwindles, and again 140
1 see the two alone remain.

The crown of stars is broken in parts;
Its jewels, brighter than the day,

Have one by one been stolen away

To shine in other homes and hearts.

One is a wanderer now afar

In Ceylon or in Zanzibar,

Or sumny regions of Cathay;

And one is in the boisterous camp

’Mid clink of arms and horses’ tramp, iso
And battle’s terrible array.

I see the patient mother read,

With aching heart, of wrecks that float
Disabled on those seas remote,

Or of some great heroic deed

On battle-fields, where thousands bleed
To lift one hero into fame.

Anxious she bends her graceful head
Above these chronicles of pain,

And trembles with a seeret dread 160
Lest there among the drowned or slain
She find the one beloved name.

VII
After a day of cloud and wind and rain
Sometimes the setting sun breaks out again,

And, touching all the darksome woods
with light,

Smiles on the fields, until they laugh and |

sing,
Then like a ruby from the horizon’s ring
Drops down into the night.

What see I now ? The night is fair,
The storm of grief, the clouds of care, 70
The wind, the rain, have passed away;
The lamps are lit, the fires burn bright,
The house is full of life and light;

It is the Golden Wedding day.

The guests come thronging in once more,

Quick footsteps sound along the floor,
The trooping childven crowd the stair,
And in and out and everywhere
Flashes along the corridor

The sunshine of their golden hair.  1sc
On the round table in the hall
Another Ariadne’s Crown

Out of the sky hath fallen down;
More than one Monarch of the Moon
Is drumming with his silver spoon;
The light of love shines over all.

O fortunate, O happy day !
The people sing, the people say.
The ancient bridegroom and the bride,
Smiling contented and serene 190
Upon the blithe, bewildering scene,
Behold, well pleased, on every side
Their forms and features multiplied,
As the reflection of a light
Between two burnished mirrors gleams,
Or lamps upon a bridge at night
Stretch on and on before the sight,
Till the long vista endless seems.

1873. 1874,

CHAUCER

Ax old man i a lodge within a park;

The chamber walls depicted all around

With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and
hound,

And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark,

Whose song comes with the sunshine
through the dark

Of painted glass in leaden lattice bound;

He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound,

| Then writeth in a book like any clerk.

He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote
The Canterbury Tales, and his old age
Made beantiful with song; and as I read
I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note
Of lark and linnet, and from every page

‘Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery

mead.
1873, (1875.3

SHAKESPEARE

A vIsION as of crowded city streets,

With human life in endless overflow;

Thunder of thoroughfares; trumpets that
blow
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To battle; clamor, in obscure retreats,

Of sailors landed from their anchored fleets;

Tolling of bells in turrets, and below

Voices of children, and bright flowers that
throw

Q’er garden walls their intermingled
sweets !

This vision comes to me when I unfold

The volume of the Poet paramount,

Whom all the Muses loved, not ome
alone; —

Into his hands they put the lyre of gold,

And, crowned with sacred laurel at their
fount,

Placed him as Musagetes on their throne.

1873. (1875.)

MILTON

I PACE the sounding sea-beach and behold

How the voluminous billows roll and run,

Upheaving and subsiding, while the sun

Shines through their sheeted emerald far
unrolled,

And the ninth wave, slow gathering fold by
fold

All its loose-flowing garments into one,

Plunges upon the shore, and floods the dun

Pale reach of sands, and changes them to
gold.

. So in majestic cadence rise and fall

The mighty undulations of thy song,

O sightless bard, England’s Mzonides !

And ever and anon, high over all

Uplifted, a ninth wave superb and strong,

Floods all the soul with its melodious seas. |

1873, (1875.)

KEATS

TrE young Endymion sleeps Endymion’s
sleep;
The shepherd-boy whose tale was left half
told !
The solemn grove uplifts its shield of gold
To the red rising moon, and loud and deep
The nightingale is singing from the steep;
It is midsummer, but the air is cold;
Can it be death? Alas, beside the fold
. A shepherd’s pipe lies shattered near his
sheep.
Lo! in the moonlight gleams a marble
white,

On which I read: Here liecth one whose
name

Was writ in water.”! And was this the meed

Of his sweet singing ? Rather let me write:

¢ The smoking flax before it burst to flame

Was quenched by death, and broken the
bruised: reed.’

1873. (1875.)

THE SOUND OF THE SEA

THE sea awoke at midnight from its sleep,
And round the pebbly beaches far and wide
I heard the first wave of the rising tide
Rush onward with uninterrupted sweep;
A voice out of the silence of the deep,

A sound mysteriously multiplied

Asof a cataract from the mountain’s side,
Or roar of winds upon a wooded steep.

So eomes to us at times, from the unknown
And inaecessible solitudes of being,

The rushing of the sea-tides of the soul;
And inspirations, that we deem our own,
Are some divine foreshadowing and foresee.

mg
Of things beyond our reason or control.
1874, (1875.)

THREE FRIENDS OF MINE

I

WHEN I remember them, those friends of
mine,

Who are no longer here, the noble three,

Who half my life were more than friends to
me,

And whose discourse was like a generous
wine, 3

I most of all remember the divine

Something, that shone in them, and made us
see

The archetypal man, and what might be

The amplitude of Nature’s first design.

In vain T stretch my hands to clasp their
hands;

I cannot find them. Nothing nowisleft 1

1 Keats® epitaph npon himself, inscribed on the simple
stone that stands at the head of his grave beside the
walls of Rome. Of the many poets’ protests against
its cutting pathos, perhaps the beat is this, by J. E
Spingarn : —

The Star of Fame shines down upon the river,
And answering, the stream of Life repeats:
“Upon prr waters shall be writ forever
‘he name of Keats '
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But a majestic memory. They mean-
while

Wander together in Elysian Iands,

Perchance remembering me, who am bereft

Of their dear presence, and, remembering,
smile.

il
Tn Attica thy birthplace should have been,
On the Ionian Isles, or where the seas
Encirele in their arms the Cyelades,
So wholly Greek wast thou in thy serene
And childlike joy of life, O Philhellene !
Around thee would have swarmed the Attie
bees; 20
Homer had been thy friend, or Socrates,
And Plato welcomed thee to his demesne.
For thee old legends breathed historie
breath;
Thou sawest Poseidon in the purple sea,
And in the sunset Jason’s fleece of gold!
Oh, what hadst thou to do with cruel Death,
Who wast so full of life, or Death with
thee,
That thou shouldst die before thou hadst
grown old !

1 2

1 stand again on the familiar shore,

And hear the waves of the distracted sea

Piteously calling and lamenting thee, 31

And waiting restless at thy cottage door.

The rocks, the sea-weed on the ocean
floor,

The willows in the meadow, and the free

Wild winds of the Atlantie welcome me;

Then why shouldst thou be dead, and come
no more ?

Ah, why shouldst thou be dead, when com-
mon men

Are busy with their trivial affairs,

Having and holding? Why, when thou
hadst read

Nature’s mysterious manuseript,and then 4o

Wast ready to reveal the truth it bears,

Why art thou silent ? Why shouldst thou
be dead ?

1 C. C. Felton, for many years professor of Greek at
Harvard, and president of the University from 1860
till his death in 1862. Bee the ZLife of Longfellow, in
many passages, but especially vol. iii, pp- 4, 7, 9.

2 Agassiz was a constant companion of Longfellow’s.
See note on p. 211, and many passages in the Life.

3 Charles Sumner was lecturer in the Haryard Law
School when Longfellow first came to Cambridge, in
1836, and from that time until his death, in 1874, was
one of Longfellow’s closest friends.

v e

River, that stealest with such silent pace

Around the City of the Dead,* where lies

A friend who bore thy name, and whom
these eyes

Shall see no more in his accustomed

€,

Lingerl:md fold him in thy soft embrace,

And say good night, for now the western
skies

Ave red with sunset, and gray mists arise

Like damps that gather on a dead man’s
face. 50

Good night ! good night ! as we so oft have
said

Beneath this roof at midnight, in the days

That are no more, and shall no more re-
turn.

Thou hast but taken thy lamp and gone to
bed ;

I stay a little longer, as one stays

To eover up the embers that still burn.

v

The doors are all wide open; at the gate

The blossomed lilacs counterfeit a blaze,

And seem to warm the air; a dreamy

. haze

Hangs oler the Brighton meadows like a
fate, 60

And on their margin, with sea-tides elate,

The flooded Charles, as in the happier
days,

Writes the last letter of his name, and
stays

His restless steps, as if compelled to wait.

I also wait; but they will come no more,

Those friends of mine, whose presence sat-
isfied

The thirst and hunger of my heart. Ah
me !

They have forgotten the pathway fo my
door !

Something is gone from nature since they
died,

And summer is not sunmer, nor can be. 7o

1574. (1875.)

¢ The River Charles, whose windings *write the last
letter of his name,’ flows near the Cemetery of Mount
Auburn. There Sumner is buried, on the hillside near-
est the river. Longfellow himself and Agassiz, Lowell,
Folmes, Pierpont, Willis, and Parsons, and the histo-
rians Prescott, Motley, and Parkman now lie buried
there also.
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MORITURI SALUTAMUS!

POEM FOR THE FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY
OF THE CLASS OF 1825 IN BOWDOIN
COLLEGE

Tempora labuntur, tacitisque senescimus annis,
Et fugiunt freno non remorante dies.
Ovip, Fasterum, Lib. vi.

*() CESAR, we who are about to die
Salute you !’ was the gladiators’ cry

In the arena, standing face to face

With death and with the Roman populace.

O ye familiar scenes, — ye groves of pine,
That once were mine and are no longer
mine, —
Thou river, widening throngh the meadows
green
To the vast sea, so near and yet unseen, —
Ye halls, in whose seclusion and repose
Phantoms of fame, like exhalations, rose 1o
And vanished, — we who are about to die,
Salute you; earth and air and sea and sky,
And the Imperial Sun that scatters down
His sovereign splendors upon grove and
town.

Ye do not answer us! ye do not hear!

We are forgotten; and in your austere

And ealm indifference, ye little care

Whether we come or go, or whence or
where.

What passing generations fill these halls,

What passing voices echo from these walls,

1 In October, 1874, Mr. Longfellow was urged to
write a poem for the fiftieth anniversary of the gradua-

tion of his college class, to'be held the next summer. |

At first he said that he could not write the poem, so
averse was he from occasional poems, but a sudden
thought seems to have struck him, very likely upon
seeing a representation of Gerome’s famous picture,
and ten days later he notes in his diary that he had fin-
ished the writing.

The painting by Gerome, referred to, represents a
Roman arena, where the gladiators, about o engage in
mortal combat, salute the emperor, who with a great
concourse of people is to witness the scene. Beneath
the painting, Gerome, following a popular tradition,
wrote the words, Ave Caesar, Imperator, Moriluri te
Salulent : *Hail, Cssar, Emperor! those who go to
their death salute thee.” The reference to a gladia-
torial combat, which these words imply, iz doubted by
some scholars, who quote ancient authors as using the
phrase in connection with the great sea-fight exhibition
given by the emperor on Lacus Fucinus. The comba-
tants on that oceasion were condemned eriminals, who
were to fight until one of the sides was slain, nmless
spared by the mercy of the emperor. (Riverside Lit-
eralure Series.)

Compare Emerson’s ¢ Terminus,” Holmes's * The Iron
Gate,” Whittier’s * To Oliver Wendell Holmes,’ etc.

Ye heed not; we are only as the blast, 2

A moment heard, and then forever past.

Not so the teachers who in earlier days

Led our bewildered feet through learning’s
maze;

They answer us — alas ! what have T said ?

What greetings come there from the voice-
less dead ?

What salutation, welcome, or reply ?

What pressure from the hands that lifeless
lie ?

They are no longer here; they all are

ne

Into the land of shadows, — all save one. 3

Honor and reverence, and the good repute

That follows faithful serviee as its fruit,

Be unto him, whom living we salute.

The great Ttalian poet, when he made

His dreadful journey to the realms of

shade,
Met there the old instructor of his youth,
And cried in tones of pity and of ruth:
¢ Oh, never from the memory of my heart
Your dear, paternal image shall depart,
Who while on earth, ere yet by death sur-
prised, 10
Taunght me how mortals are immortalized;
How grateful am I for that patient care
All my life long my langnage shall de-
clare.’ 2

To-day we make the poet’s words our own,

And utter them in plaintive undertone;

Nor to the living only be they said,

But to the other living called the dead,

Whose dear, paternal images appear

Not wrapped in gloom, but robed in sun-
shine here;

Whose simple lives, complete and without

W, 50

Were part and parcel of great Nature’s
law;

Who said not to their Lord, as if afraid,

¢ Here is thy talent in a napkin laid,

But labored in their sphere, as men who
live

In the delight that work alone ean give.

Peace be to them; eternal peace and rest,

And the fulfilment of the great behest:

‘¢ Ye have been faithful over a few things,

Over ten cities shall ye reign as kings.’

? Dante to Brunetto Latini.

Inferno, Canto XV,
lines 82-87.
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o who fill the places we once filled, 6o
fﬁg ¥ollow in the fuli'rows that we tilled,
Young men, whose generous hearts are

beating high, .
We who are old, and are about to die,
Salute you; hail you; take your hands in
ours, :
And crown you with our weleome as with
flowers !

How beautiful is youth! how bright it
gleams SR

With its illusions, aspirations, dreams !

Book of Beginnings, Story without End,

Each maid a heroine, and each man a
friend !

Aladdin’s Lamp, and Fortunatus’ Puse, -0

That holds the treasures of the universe !

Al possibilities are in its hands,

No danger daunts it, and no foe withstands;

Tn its sublime audaeity of faith, .

¢Be thou removed !’ it to the mountan
saith,

And with ambitious feet, secure and proud,

Ascends the ladder leaning on the cloud !

As ancient Priam at the Sezan gate

Sat on the walls of Troy in regal state

With the old men, too old and weak to
ﬁg‘ht, . 3 . 8o

Chirping like grasshoppers in their delight

To soe the embattled hosts, with spear and
shield, ; '

Of Trojans and Achaians n the field;

So from the snowy summits of our years

We see you in the plain, as each appears,

And question of you; asking, ¢ Who is he

That towers above the others? W hich

may be
Atreides, Menelaus, Odysseus, -
Ajax the great, or bold Idomeneus ?

Let him not boast who puts his armor on go

As he who puts it off, the battle done.

Study yourselves; and most of all note
wel

Wherein kind Nature meant you to excel.

Not every blossom ripens into fruit;

Minerva, the inventress of the flute,

Flung it aside, when she her face sur-
veyed

Distorted in a fountain as she P%a.yed; ]

The unlucky Marsyas found it and his

fate :
Was one to make the bravest hesitate.

Write on your doors the saying wise and
Old, 100

<Be bold ! be bold !’ and everywhere, ‘Be
bold ;

Be not too bold !? Yet better the excess

Than the defect; better the more than less;

Better like Hector in the field to die,

Than like a perfumed Paris turn and fly.

And now, my classmates; ye remaining few
That number not the half of those we knew,
Ye, against whose familiar names not yet
The fatal asterisk of death is set,

Ye I salute! The horologe of Time 110
Strikes the half-century with a solemn
chime, .

And summons us together once agam,
The joy of meeting not unmixed with pain.

Where are the others ? Voices from the
deep

Caverns of darkness answer me: ¢ They
sleep !’ ¢

T name no names; instinetively I feel

Each at some well-remembered grave will
kneel, 3

And from the inseription wipe the weeds
and moss, 5

For every heart best knoweth its own loss.

I see their scattered gravestones gleaming
white ! 120

Through the pale dusk of the impending
night;

Q’er all flik:a the impartial sunset throws

Its golden lilies mingled with the rose;

We give to each a tender thought, and pass

Out of the graveyards with their tangled

S8,

Tnto these scenes frequented by our feet

When we were young, and life was fresh
and sweet.

What shall I say to you? What can I say

Better than silence is? When I survey

This throng of faces turned to meet my
own, 130

Friendly and fair, and yet to me unknown,

Transformed the very landscape seems to
be;

Tt is the same, yet not the same to me.

So many memories ¢rowd upon my brain,

So many ghosts are in the wooded plain,

I fain would steal away, with noiseless
tread,

As from a house where some one lieth dead.
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I cannot go; — I pause; — I hesitate;
My feet reluctant linger at the gate;
As one who struggles in a troubled dreamn 14
To speak and cannot, to myself I seem.

Yanzlsh the dream ! Vanish the idle fears!

Vv :uush the rolling mists of fifty years!

Whatever time or space may intervene

I will not be a stranger in this scene. 5

Heg'e every doubt, all indecision, ends;

Hail, my eompanions, comrades, classmates
friends ! :

Ahme ! the fifty years since last we met

Seem to me fifty folios bound and set

By Time, the great transcriber, on his
shelves, 150

Wherein are written the histories of our-

i selves.

“.hat t_ragedies, ?vhat comedies, are there;

What joy and grief, what rapture and de-
spair !

What chronicles of triumph and defeat,

Qf struggle, and temptations, and retreat!

“What records of regrets, and doubts, and
fears ! :

What pages blotted, blistered by our tears !

What lovely landscapes on the margin

: shine, 5

What sweet, angelic faces, what divine

A'nd‘lmly images of love and trust, 160

Undimmed by age, unsoiled by damp or
dust !

Whose hand shall dare to open and explore |

These volumes, closed and eclasped forever-
more ?

Not mine. With reverential feet I pass;

I hear a voice that cries, ¢ Alas! alas! i
Vf"hatever hath been written shall remain
Nor be erased nor written o’er agcain; ;
The unwritten only still belongs to thee:
Take hte’etz, and ponder well what that shall

.

As children frightened by a thunder-cloud

Are reassured if some one reads aloud 17:

A tale of wonder,with enchantment fraught,

Or wild adventure, that diverts their
thought,

Let me ende_zavor with a tale to chase

The gathering shadows of the time and
place,

And banish what we all too deeply feel

In medizeval Rome, I know not where
There stood an image with its arm in a;ir
And on its lifted finger, shining clear, 15
A golden ring with the device, ¢Strike
here !’
Greatly the people wondered, though none
guessed
The meaning that these words but half ex-
s pressed,
Until a learned clerk who at noonday
With downeast eyes was passing on his
way,
Paused, and observed the spot, and marked
it well,
Whereon the shadow of the finger fell;
And, coming back at midnight, delved, and
A fi{;’ mt?:xi' lead
seeret stairway leading underground.
]_)_own this he passed intoga smciuﬁl; h::g 190
Lit by a flaming jewel on the wall; 3
A_}'lld opposite, in threatening attitude
‘.:.- ith bow and shaft a brazen statue ’stoud,
U pon its forehead, like a coronet,
Were tht:se mysterious words of menace
set:
‘:l'hat which I am, I am; my fatal air
None can eseape, not even yon luminouns
flame !’

Midway the hall was a fair table

lidway C air ta placed,

With eloth of gold, and golden cups en-
= chased

With rubies, and the plates and knives

were gold,

And gold the bread and viands manifold

A}*omul it, silent, motionless, and sad,

Were seated gallant knights in armor clad

And ladies beautiful with plume and zone,’

But they were stone, their hearts within

G thwerc stone;

And the vast hall was filled in eve Tt

With silent crowds, stony in face ar;l;g Ezart.

200

Long at the scene, bewildered and

3 5, T amazed
The tl‘e)'l'lbl:{lg clerk in speechless WonZ;e;
gazed;
Then‘fruig the table, by his greed made
He seized a goblet and a knife of i

old
And suddenly from their seats thge gvzlests
upsprang,

The vaulted ceiling with lond elamors
rang,
The archer sped his arrow, at their eall,

Wholly to say, or wholly to conceal.

Shattering the lambent jewel on the wall,
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And all was dark around and overhead; —
Stark on the floor the luckless clerk lay
dead !

The writer of this legend then records
Tts ghostly application in these words:
The image is the Adversary old, 220
Whose beckoning finger pomnts to realms of
old;
Our lusts and passions are the downward
stair
That leads the soul from a diviner air;
The archer, Death; the flaming jewel,

ife;
Terrestrial goods, the goblet and the knife;
The knights and ladies, all whose flesh and
bone
By avarice have been hardened into stone;
The clerk, the scholar whom the love of

pe
Tempts from his books and from his nobler
self.

The scholar and the world! The endless
strife, 230

The discord in the harmonies of life !

The love of learning, the sequestered nooks,

‘And all the sweet serenity of books;

The market-place, the eager love of gain,

Whose aim is vanity, and whose end is

pain |

But why, you ask me, should this tale be
told

To men grown old, or whoare growing old ?

1t is too late ! Ah, nothing is too late

Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate.

Cato learned Greek at eighty; Sophocles 240

Wiote his grand (Edipus, and Simonides

Bore off the prize of verse from his com-

eers,

When each had numbered more than four-
score years,

And Theophrastus, at fourscore and ten,

Had but bogun his ¢ Characters of Men.’

Chaucer, at Woodstock with the nightin-
gales,

At sixty wrote the Canterbury Tales;

Goethe at Weimar, toiling to the last,

Completed Faust when eighty years were

ast.

These are indeed exceptions; but they
show 250

How far the gulf-stream of our youth may
flow

Into the arctic regions of our lives,
Where little else than life itself survives.

As the barometer foretells the storm

While still the skies are clear, the weather

warm,

So something in us, as old age draws near,

Betrays the pressure of the atmosphere.

The nimble mercury, ere we are aware,

Descends the elastic ladder of the air;

The telltale blood in artery and vein 260

Sinks from its higher levels in the brain;

Whatever poet, orator, or sage

May say of it, old age is still old age.

Tt is the waning, not the crescent moon;

The dusk of evening, not the blaze of
noon;

Tt is not strength, but weakness; not de-
sire,

But its surcease; not the fierce heat of fire,

The burning and consuming element,

Buit that of ashes and of embers spent,

In which some living sparks we still dis-
cern, 270

Enough to warm, bub not enough to burn.

What then? Shall we sit idly down and
sa

The night hath come ; it is no longer day ?

The night hath not yet come; we are not
quite

Cut off from labor by the failing light;

Something remains for us to do or dare;

Tven the oldest tree some fruit may bear;

Not (Edipus Coloneus, or Greek Ode,

Or tales of pilgrims that one morning rode

Out of the gateway of the Tabard Inn, 23

But other something, would we but begin;

For age is opportunity no less

Than youth itself, though in another dress,

And as the evening twilight fades away

The sky is filled with stars, invisible by day.

1874, 1875,

THE HERONS OF ELMWOOD!?

W ARM and still is the stmmer night,
As here by the river’s brink I wander;
White overhead are the stars, and white
The glimmering lamps on the hillside
yonder.

1 ¢ Flmwood ’ was the home of James Russell Lowell,
in Cambridge, abous a half mile distant from the Long
fellow home.
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Silent are all the sounds of day;
Nothing I hear but the chirp of crickets,
And the cry of the herons winging their

way
Q’%r the poet’s house in the Elmwood
thickets.

Call to him, herons, as slowly you pass
To your roosts in the haunts of the exiled
thrushes, 10
Sing him the song of the green morass,
And the tides that water the weeds and
rushes.

Sing him the mystical Song of the Hern,
And the secret that baffles our ntmost
seeking;
For only a sound of lament we discern,
And cannot interpret the words you are
speaking.

Sing of the air, and the wild delight
Of wings that uplift and winds that up-
hold you,
The joy of freedom, the rapture of flight
Through the drift of the floating mists
that infold you; 20

Of the landseape lying so far below,
With its towns and rivers and desert
places;
And the splendor of light above, and the
low

g
Of the limitless, blue, ethereal spaces.

Ask him if songs of the Tronbadours,
Or of Minnesingers in old black-letter,
Sound in his ears more sweef than yours,
And if yours are not sweeter and wilder
and better.

Sing to him, say to him, here at his gate,
"here the boughs of the stately elms are
meetmg, 30
Some one hath lingered to meditate,
And send him unseen this friendly greet-
ing;

That many another hath done the same,
Though not by a sound was the silence
broken;
The surest pledge of a deathless name
Is the silent homage of thoughts un-
spoken.

1876. 1877.

IN THE CHURCHYARD AT
TARRYTOWN?

HERE lies the gentle humorist, who died
In the bright Indian Summer of his fame f
A simple stone, with but a date and name,
Marks his secluded resting-place beside
The river that he loved and glorified.
Here in the autumn of his days he came,
But the dry leaves of life were all aflame
With tints that brightened and were multi-
plied.
How sweet a life was his; how sweet a death!
Living, to wing with mirth the weary hours,
Or with romantic tales the heart to cheer;
Dying, to leave a memory like the breath
Of summers full of sunshine and of showers,
A grief and gladness in the atmosphere.
1876. 1877.

THE POETS

O vE dead Poets, who are living still
Tmmortal in your verse, though life be fled,
And ye, O living Poets, who are dead
Though ye are living, if neglect can kill,
Tell me 1f in the darkest hours of ill,
With drops of anguish falling fast and
red
From the sharp crown of thorns upon your
head,
Ye were not glad your errand to fulfil?
Yes; for the gift and ministry of Song
Have something in them so divinely sweet,
1t can assuage the bitterness of wrong;
Not in the clamor of the erowded street,
Not in the shouts and plaudits of the throng,
But in ourselves, are triumph and defeat.

1876. (1878.)

NATURE

As a fond mother, when the day is o’er,

Leads by the hand her little child to bed,

Half willing, half reluctant to be led,

And leave his broken playthings on the
floor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,

Nor wholly reassured and comforted

By promises of others in their stead,

1 The burial-place of Washington Irving. On Long-
fellow’s great admiration for Irving, see the Life, vol

i, p.12.
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Which, though more splendid, may not
lease him more;

So Nature deals with us, and takes away

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand

Leads us to rest so gently, that we go

Searce knowing if we wish to go or stay,

Being too full of sleep to understand

How far the unknown transcends the what
we know.1

1876, 1877.

VENICE

WrITE swan of cities, slumbering in thy
nest

So wonderfully built among the reeds

Of the lagoon, that fences thee and feeds,

As sayeth thy old historian and thy guest !

White water-lily, cradled and caressed

By ocean streams, and from the silt and
weeds

Tifting thy golden filaments and seeds,

Thy sun-illumined spires, thy crown and
crest !

White phantom city, whose untrodden
streets

Are rivers, and whose pavements are the
shifting

Shadows of palaces and strips of sky;

I wait to see thee vanish like the fleets

Seen in mirage, or towers of cloud uplifting

In air their unsubstantial masonry.

1876. 1877.

VICTOR AND VANQUISHED

As one who long hath fled with- panting
breath :

Before his foe, bleeding and near to fall,

I turn and set my back against the wall,

And look thee in the face, triumphant
Death.

I call for aid, and no one answereth;

I am alone with thee, who conquerest all;

1 Foremost among American somneteers stands
Longfellow, the only member of the supreme group
who uses this form with ease and dignity. Some score
of examples — including the beautiful ® Divina Com-
media * series — might be selected from his works and
compared with twenty by any modern Engl1sh poet,
gave Wordsworth, nor lose thereby for nobility of senti-
ment and graciousness of diction. Wordsworth himsel
might have been proud to include * Nature,’ for in-
stance, among his finest sonneté (Wiziiam Soare,
American Sonnets.)

Yet me thy threatening form doth nof
appall, ;

For thou art but a phantom and a wraith.

Wounded and weak, sword broken at the
hilt

With a.nno’r shattered, and without a shield,

I stand unmoved; do with me what thou
wilt;

I can resist, no more, but will not yield.

This is no tournament where cowards tilt;

The vanguished here is victor of the field.

1876, (1882.)

THE THREE SILENCES OF
MOLINOS

TO JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER ?

Taree Silences there are: the first of
speech,

The sécond of desire, the third of thought;

This is the lore a Spanish monk, distraught

With dreams and visions, was the first to
teach. .

These Silences, commingling each with
each,

Made up the perfect Silence that he songht

And prayed for, and wherein at times he
caught

Mjysterious sounds from realms beyond our

reach.

O thou, whose daily life anticipates

The life to come, and in whose thought and
word

The spiritual world preponderates,

Hermit of Amesbury ! thou too hast heard

Voices and melodies from beyond the gates,

And speakest only when thy soul is stirred !

1877, (1878.)

WAPENTAKE 2
TO ALFRED TENNYSON

Porr ! T come to touch thy lance with mine;
Not as a knight, who on the listed field

2 Written for Whittier's seventieth birthday.

3 When any came to take the government of the
Hundred or Wapentake in a day and place appointed,
as they were accustomed to meete, all the better sort
met him with lances, and he alighting from his horse,
all rise up to him, and he setting or holding his lance
upright, all the rest come with their lances, according
to the auncient cugtome in confirming league and pub-
like peace and obedience, and touch hiz lance or wea-
pon, and thereof called Wapentake, for the Saxon or




