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But ‘he never will die if he lingers below
Till we *ve paid him in love half the hal-

ance we owe !
1877, 1877.

VERITAS!

TrUTH: So the frontlet’s older legend ran,

On the brief record’s opening page dis-
played;

Not yet those clear-eyed scholars were
afraid

Lest the fair fruit that wrought the woe of
man

By far Euphrates — where our sire began

His search for truth, and, seeking, was
betrayed —

Might work new treason in their forest
shade,

Doubling the curse that brought life’s
shortened span.

Nurse of the future, daughter of the past,

That stern phylactery best becomes thee

now :

Lift to the morning star thy marble
brow !

Cast thy brave truth on every warring
blast !

Stretch thy white hand to that forbidden

hough,
And let thine earliest symbol be thy last !

1528 1878.

THE SILENT MELODY

¢ BRING me my broken harp,” he said;
“We both are wrecks,— but as ye
will, —
Though all its ringing tones have fled,
Their echoes linger round it still;
It had some golden strings, I know,
But that was long — how long ! — ago.

! The original motto on the seal of Harvard College,
adopted in 1643. Ina letter enclosing this sonnet and
another entitled * Christo et Ecclesiae,’ to be read at a
meeting of the New York Harvard Club, Holmes EAyS:
*At the first meeting of the Governors of the College
under the Charter of 1642, held in the year 1643, it was
‘‘ ordered that there shall be a College seale in forme
following,” namely, a shield with three open books
bearing the word Feritas. This motto was S001 ex-
changed for Tn Chrisii gloriam; and this again shortly
superseded by the one so long used, Christp et Ecclesine.?

Holmes's sonnet was meant as a plea that the older
and broader motto, Ferilas, be restored. ( See Morse's

‘I cannot see its tarnished gold,
I cannot hear its vanished tone,
Scarce can my trembling fingers hold
The pillared frame so long their own; 1o
We both are wrecks, — awhile ago
It bad some silver strings, I know,

¢ But on them Time too long has played
The solemn strain that knows no change,
And where of old my fingers strayed
The chords they find are new and
strange, —
Yes !iron strings, — I know, — I know, —
We both are wrecks of long ago,
‘We both are wrecks, —a
pair, —
Strange to ourselves in time’s dis-
guise , . .
What say ye to the lovesick air
That brought the tears from Marian’s
eyes ?
Ay ! trust me, — under breasts of snow
Hearts could be melted long ago !

shattered

20

¢ Or will ye hear the storm-song’s crash
That from his dreams the soldier woke,
And bade him face the lightning flash
When battle’s cloud in  thunder
broke? . . .
Wreeks, — nought but wreeks | — the time
was when
We two were worth a thousand men 1° 30
And so the broken harp they bring
With pitying smiles that none could
blame;
Alas ! there’s not a single string
Of all that filled the tarnished frame !
But see ! like children overjoyed,
His fingers rambling through the void !
‘I clasp thee! Ay ..
lyre . . .
Nay, guide my wandering fingers. .
There !
They love to dally with the wire
As Isaae played with Esau’s hair. . .
Hush ! ye shall hear the famous tune
That Marian called the Breath of June !’

. mine ancient

- 40

And so they softly gather round:
Rapt in his tuneful trance he seems:

Life of Holmes, vol. i, pp. 236-240. This has now beern

done, bt without displacing the other motto, Christo
et Ecclesiae,

His fingers move: but not a sound !
A silence like the song of dreams. . . .
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e :

«There ! ye have heard the air,” he cries,

¢ That bryought the tears from Marian’s
eyes!’

ile not at his fond conceit,
Ahflzincllfe; his faney wrought in vainj so
To him the unreal sounds are sweet, —
No diseord mars the silent strain
Scored on life’s latest, starlit page —
The voiceless melody of age.

Sweet are the lips of all that sing,
b“\ifhei Nature’gsmusic breathes unsought,
t never yet could voice or string
BuSontruly 1J:sha.pe our tenderest thought
As when by Iife’s decaying fire !
Our fingers sweep the stringless lyre ! . 6o
578.

THE IRON GATE!

WHERE is this patriarch you are kindly
eeting 7 ;
Not Efl.familiar to my ear his name,
Nor yet unknown to many a joyous meet-

In dau\]rg long vanished, —is he still the
same,

Or changed by years, forgotten and for-
etting,

Duﬂiared%dim—sighted, slow of speech

and thought,

Still o’er the sad, degenerate present fret-

ting, ] :

Where all goes wrong, and nothing as it
ought ?

0ld age, the graybeard! Well, indeed, 1
know him, — o
Shrunk, tottering, bent, of aches and ills
the prey; : 10

In sermon, story, fable, picture, poem,
Oft have I met him from my earliest
day:

: o~ o dlo—
I old Esop, toiling with his bundle,

nl'?iz load ofp ’ sticks, — politely asking

Death

Who comes ,when called for,— would he

lug or trundle ;

His fagot for him ? —he was scant o

breath.

i her,” —
And sad ¢ Ecelesiastes, or the Preacher,
nH:ar.s he not stampe’(]. the image on my
soul,
In that last chapter, where the worn-out
Teacher
Sighs o’er the loosened cord, the broken
bDWl? 20

Yes, long, indeed, I 've known himat a dis-
tance, :
And now my lifted door-latch shows him

here; : :
1 take his ;hrivelled hand without resist-
ance, :
And find him smiling as his step draws
near.

What though of gilded baubles he bereaves
Dearnit,) the heart of youth, to manhood’s
Think E;i;ﬁz;calm he brings, the wealth he
The ]!;:gatgeﬁs;pui}s, the legacies of time !

Altars once flaming, still with incense fra-
rant.
Passi%n’s ;neasy nurslings rocked aslee_p,
Hope’s anchor faster, wild desire less va-
rant 33
L'Lfe’%r flow less noisy, but the stream
how deep !

Still as the silver cord gets worn and
slender, i
Tts lightened task-work tugs with lessen-
ing strain, : .
Hands get more helpful, voices, grown more
tender,
Sontlule witly their softened tones the
slumberous brain.

Youth longs and manhood strives, but age
remembers,
Sits by the raked-up ashes of the past,
Spreads its thin hands above the whitening
bers :
Thaten:«':lnn its ereeping life-blood till
the last. 40

to its heart is every loving token
De’?ﬂat comes unbidden ere its pulse grows
eold
Ere the ast lin: ring ties of life are broken,

1 Read by Holmes at the celebration of his seventieth
birthday. -~

Its labors ended and its story told.
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Ah, while aronnd us rosy youth rejoices,
For us the sorrow-laden breezes sigh,

And through the chorus of its jocund

voices

Throbs the sharp note of misery’s hope-

less cry.

As on the gauzy wings of fancy flying

From some far orb I track our watery

sphere,

Home of the struggling, suffering, duubgj

ing, dying,

The silvered globule seems a glistening

tear.

Bui Naf:ure lends her mirror of illusion
To win from saddening scenes our age-
dimmed eyes,

And misty day-dreams blend in sweet con-
fusion

The wintry landscape and the summer
skies.

So when the iron portal shuts behind us
And life forgets us in its noise and
__ whirl,

Visions that shunned the

find us,

And glimmering starlight shows the
gates of pearl. 60

glaring noonday

I come &lot here your morning hour to sad-
Sri b
A limping pilgrim, leaning on his staff, -
» Who have never deemed it sin to glad-
_den
This vale of sorrows with a wholesome
laugh.

If word of mine another’s gloom has
brightened,
Through my dumb lips the heaven-sent
message came;
If band of mine another’s task has light-
ened, 3

It felt the guidance that it dares not
claim.

But, O my gentle sisters, O my brothers
These thick-sown snow-flakes hint !of
toil’s release;
These feebler pulses bid me leave to ot]:?:
ers

The tasks once welecome; evening asks

Time eclaims his tribute ; silence now ig
golden;

Let 1me not vex the too long suffering

. yre; %

Though to your love untiring still beholden,

The curfew tells me —cover up the ﬁre.,

And now with teful smil
e gra e and accents

And warmer heart than look
. can tell, g “.rord
In simplest phrase —these traitorous eves
are tearful — i
Thanks, Brothers, Sisters, — Children
— and farewell ! o

1879, st
1879,

THE SHADOWS!

‘H r ? 1
I;)W g}a(:nl}é have gone ? * was the question
re Ti i i its j
b;']ﬁ‘t ;)ur bright ring of its jewels
Alas ! for too often the death-bell has tolled,

And the question we ask is, ¢
are left 2’ Aeiliie

Bright sparkled the wine; th
that ({‘laffed; 2 ere were ﬁﬂy

For a decade had slipped and had taken

5 but three,

dow they frolicked and s h )
shouted and laughed,lmg’ o

Like a school full of boy i
benches set free ! arm e

There were speeches and toasts, there were
_ stories and rhymes,

The hall shook its sides with their mer-
riment’s noise;

As they talked and lived over

4 day times, —

No wonder they kept their old name of

¢ The Boys’ !

the co][egéf

The seasons moved on in their rh
flow

With mornings like maid
S ens that pouted

With the bud and the leaf i
e eaf and the fruit

And the year-books of Time in his al-

ythmieal

for peace.

coves were piled.
! For the class reunion, 1880,

There were forty that gathered where fifty
had met;
Some locks had got silvered, some lives
had grown sere,
But the laugh of the laughers was lusty as

yet
And ‘the song of the singers rose ringing
and clear. 20

Still flitted the years; there were thirty that
came;
¢The Boys’ they were still, and they an-
swered their call;
There were foreheads of care, but the smiles
were the same,
And the chorus rang loud through the
garlanded hall.

The hour-hand moved on, and they gath-
ered again;
There were twenty that joined in the
hymn that was sung;
But ah! for our song-bird we listened in
vain, —
The crystalline tones like a seraph’s that
rung !

How narrow the circle that holds us to-
night !
How many the loved ones that greet us
no more, 30
As we meet like the stragglers that come
from the fight,
Like the mariners flung from a wreck
on the shore !

We look through the twilight for those we
have lost;
The strefin rolls between us, and yet
they seem near;
Already outnumbered by those who have
erossed,
Our band is transplanted, its home is not
here !

They smile on us still—is it only a
dream ? —
While fondly or proudly their names we
recall;
They beckon — they come — they are cross-
ing the stream —
Lo! the Shadows ! the Shadows! room
— room for them all ! 40

oo 1880.

AT THE SATURDAY CLUB!

THIS is our place of meeting; opposite

That towered and pillared building: look
at it;

King’s Chapel in the Second George’s day,
Rebellion stole its regal name away, —
Sione Chapel sounded better; but at last
The poisoned name of our provineial past
Had lost its ancient venom; then once more
Stone Chapel was King’s Chapel as before.
(So let rechristened North Street, when it

can
Bring back the days of Marlborough and
Queen Anne !) 10

1 About the time when these papers [The Auiocraf]
were published, the Saturday Club was founded, or,
rather, found itself in existence, without any organiza-
tion, almost without parentage. 1t was naturai enough
that euch men as Emerson, Longfellow, Agatsiz, Peirce,
with Hawthorne, Motley, Sumner, when within reach,
and others who would be good company for them,
ghould meet and dine together once in a while, as they
did, in point of fact, every month, and as some who are
still living, with other and newer merbers, still meet
and dine. If some of them had not adwired each other
they would have been exceptions in the world of letters
and science. [Holmes here alludes to the fact that the
profane sometimes called this club ‘ The Mutual Ad-
miration Society.’ Tt is related that when a book by
one of its members was reviewed by another member
in the *North American Review,’ some outsider wrots
below the heading of the article, * Insured in the Mu-
tual.’] The club deserves being remembered for hav-
ing no constitution or by-laws, for making no speeches,
reading no papers, observing mo ceremonies, coming
and going at will without remark, and acting ouf,
though it did not proclaim the motto, * Shall 1 not take
mine ease in mine inn ?’ (HoLMes.)

Outside the sacred peneiralia which were shut withn
his own front door, nothing else in Dr. Holmes’s hife
gave him so much pleasure as did this Club. He loved
it ; he hugged the thought of it. When he was writing
to Lowell and Metley in Europe, he seemed to think
that merely to name * Club’ was enough to give a
genial flavor to his page. He would tell who were pre-
sent at the latest meeting, and where they sat. He
wonld recur to those who used to come, and mention
their habitual seats, — matters which his correspond-
ents already knew perfectly well. But the names were
sweet things in his month ; and, in fact, he was doing
one of the deepest acts of intimacy in thus touching the
chord of the dearest reminiscence which their memo-
ries held in common. By this he geemed sure that he
would make his letter welcome, however little else of
news or interest it might convey. In the later days
there came to be something pathetic about his attach-
ment to that which still had existence and yet for him
was almost all & memory. In 1883 he wrote to Lowell :
+ T go to the Saturday Club quite regularly, but the com-
pany is more of ghosts than of flesh and blood for me.
1 carry a stranger there now and then, introduce him
to the members who happen to be there, and then sav :
There at that end used to sit Agassiz; here at this
end Longfeliow; Emerson used to be there, and
Lowell often next him; on such an occasion Haw-
thorne was with us, at another time Motley, and Sam-
ner, and smaller constellations, —nebule if you will,
‘but luminous more or less in the provincial firmament.’
(Morse’s Life of Holmes, vol. i, pp. 243, 244.

Cf. Lowell’s * Agassiz,’ and Holmes's Life of Emerson.
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Next the old church your wandering eye
will meet —
A granite pile that stares upon the street —
Our civie Semple; slanderous tongues have
sai
Its shape was modelled from St. Botolph’s
head,
Lofty, but narrow; jealous passers-by
Say Boston always held her head too high.
Turn half-way round, and let your look
survey
The white facade that gleams across the
way, —
The many-windowed building, tall and
wide,
The pa_lﬁce—irm that shows its morthern
side
In gmlteful shadow when the sunbearx:;
beat
The granite wall in summer’s scorching
heat.
This is thfe1 place; whether its name you
Spe
Tavern, or caravansera, or hotel.
Would ﬁI gould steal its echoes ! you should
n
Such store of vanished pleasures brought
to mind:
Such feasts ! the laughs of many a jocund
hour
That shook the mortar from King George’s
tower;
Such guests ! What famous names its re-
cord boasts,
Whose owners wander in the mob of
ghosts ! 30
Such stories! Every beam and plank is
_ filled
With juicy wit the joyous talkers spilled,
Ready to ooze, as once the mountain pine
The floors - laid with oozed 1ts turpen-
tine !

A mmt}:] had flitted since The Club had

met;

:I'he day_came round; I found the table set,

The waiters lounging round the marble
stairs,

Empty as yet the double row of chairs.

I was'a fuil half hour before the rest,

Alone, the banquet-chamber’s single guest.

So from the table’s side a chair I took, 4

And having neither company nor book

To keep me waking, by degrees there crept

Loosed from its chain, along the wreck-
sirown track
Of the dead years my soul goes travelling

back;
My ghosts take on their robes of flesh; it
seems
Dreaming is life; nay, life less life than
dreams,
So real are the shapes that meet my eyes.
They bring no sense of wonder, no sur-
rin prise, 50
No hint of other than an earth-born source:
All seems plain daylight, everything of
course.
How dim the colors are, how poor and
faint
This palette of weak words with which I
paint !
Here sit my friends; if I could fix them so
As te my eyes they seem, my page would
i glow
Like a queen’s missal, warm as if the
brush
Of Titian or Velasquez brought the flush
Of life into their features. Ay de mi!
If syllables were pigments, you should
gee 6o
Such breathing portraitures as never man
Found in the Pitti or the Vatican,

Here sits our Pokt, Laureate, if you will.
Long hats']?e worn the wreath, and wears it
still.
Dead ? Nay, not so; and yet they say his
bust
L(_)oks down on marbles covering royal dust,
Kings by the Grace of God, or Nature’s
grace; -
Dead! No! Alive ! I see him in his place,
Fullfeatured, with the bloom that heaven
denies
Her chil];l.ren, pinched by cold New England
skies, 7
Too often, while the nursery’s happier fe::r
\}.m from a summer cloud its roseate hue.
Kind, soft-voiced, gentle, in his eye there
shines B
The ray serene that filled Evangeline’s.
Modest_ he seems, not shy; content to
wait
Amid the noisy clamor of debate
The looked-for moment when a peaceful
word

A torpor over me,— in short, I slept.

Smooths the rough ripples louder t
have stirred. ok s

- And all its throbbing mysteries laying bare. |
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Tn every tone I mark his tender grace

And all his poems hinted in his face; 2o

What tranquil joy his friendly presence
gives !

How could I think him dead ? He lives !
He lives !

There, at the table’s further end I see

In his old place our Poet’s vis-g-vis,

The great PROFESSOR, strong, broad-shoul- |
dered, square,

In life’s rich noontide, joyous, debonair.

His social hour no leaden care alloys,

His laugh rings loud and mirthful as a
boy’s, —

That Insty laugh the Puritan forgot, —

What ear has heard it and remembers
not ? 50

How often, halting at some wide crevasse

Amid the windings of his Alpine pass,

High up the eliffs, the climbing moun-
taineer,

Listening the far-off avalanche to hear,

Silent, and leaning on his steel-shod staff,

Has heard that cheery voice, that ringing |
laugh,

From the rude eabin whose nomadic walls

Creep with the moving glacier as it crawls !

How does vast Nature lead her living |

train

In ordered sequence through that spacious
brain, 100

As in the primal hour when Adam named

The new-born tribes that young creation
claimed ! —

How will her realm be darkened, losing
thee,

Her darling, whom we call our Agassiz!

But who is he whose massive frame belies
The maiden shyness of his downeast eyes ?
Who broods in silence till, by questions

pressed,
Some answer struggles from his laboring
breast ?
An artist Nature meant to dwell apart, 109
Locked in his studio with a human heart,
Tracking its caverned passions to their lair,

Count it no marvel that he broods alone
Over the heart he studies, — 't is his own;
So in his page, whatever shape it wear,
The Essex wizard’s shadowed self is there,—

Virile in strengh, yet bashful as a girl,
Prouder than

ester, sensitive as Pearl. 120

From his mild throng of worshippers

released,

Our Concord Delphi sends its chosen priest,

Prophet or poet, mystie, sage, or seer,

By every title always welcome here.

Why that ethereal spirit’s frame deseribe ?

You know the race-marks of the Brahmin
tribe, —

The spare, slight form, the sloping shoul-
der’s droop,

| The ealm, scholastic mien, the eclerkly

stoop,
The lines of thought the sharpened features
wear,
Carved by the edge of keen New England
air. 130
List ! for he speaks! As when a king
would choose
The jewels for his bride, he might refuse
This diamond for its flaw, — find that less
bright
Than those, its fellows, and a pearl less
white
Than fits her snowy neck, and yet at last,
The fairest gems are chosen, and made fast
In golden fetters; so, with light delays
He seeks the fittest word to fill his phrase;
Nor vain nor idle his fastidions quest,
His chosen word is sure to prove the best.
Where in the realm of thought, whose
air is song, T41
Does he, the Buddha of the West, belong ?
He seems a winged Franklin, sweetly wise,
Born to unloek the secrets of the skies;
And which the nobler calling, — if *t is fair
Terrestrial with celestial to compare, —
To guide the storm-cloud’s elemental flame,
Or walk the chambers whence the hght-
ning came,
Amidst the sources of its subtile fire,
And steal their effluence for his lips and
15’1‘9 % 150
If lost at times in vague aerial flights,
None treads with firmer footstep when he
lights;
A soaring nature, ballasted with sense,
Wisdom without her wrinkles or pretence,
In every Bible he has faith to read,
And every altar helps to shape his creed.
Ask you what name this prisoned spirit bears

The great ROMANCER, hid beneath his veil
Like the stern preacher of his sombre tale;

While with ourselves this fleeting breath it
shares 7 158
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Till angels greet him with a sweeter one
In heaven, on earth we call him EMERSON.

I start; I wake; the vision is withdrawn;
I:cs figures fading like the stars at dawn‘!m’
Lmsseq from the roll of life their ch:er-

ished names,
And memory’s pictures fading in their
_frax_nes;
Yet life is lovelier for these transient

gleams
Of buried friendships; blest is he who
dreams !

1884,

THE GIRDLE OF FRIENDSHIP!

SHE gathered at her slender waist
The beauteous robe she wore;

Its folds a golden helt embraced
One rose-hued gem it bore.

The girdle shrank; its lesseni
: : senin d
5 Sttlll ke}:{)t the shining gem, i
ut now her flowing locks it b
A lustrous diaderﬁ. s

And narrower still the eir
§ irclet grew;
BBl 5 plitteriz band, ©
Its roseate diamond set anew,
Her neck’s white column spanned. _,

Suns rise and set; the strainir
1z cla
The shortened links resist, i
Yet flashes in a bracelet’s grasp
Tke diamond, on her wrist.

At length, the round of changes
. . t
The thieving years could bgex'i:ngl,mI
The jewel, glittering to the last
Still sparkles in a ring. 4

So, link by link, our friend¥hi
So Ioosgn, bre:a.k, and fall, il
A narrowing zone; the loving heart
Lives changeless through them all
1884, 1 1884

TO JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL 2
Tas is your month, the month of ¢ perfect

Birds in fyusll song and blossoms all ablaze.

Nature herself your earliest welcome
breathes,

Spreads every leaflet, every bower in-

o wg-eathes;

‘arpets her paths for your returning feet

Puts forth iler best your coming Ete;g to
greet;

And H::aven must surely find the earth in
une

When Home, sweet Ho
brea.th,of June. b

These blessed days are waning all ;
; ! too fast
And Jltx;:e s bright visions migngling \:‘ith,
. e past; ;
Elaos have hlpomed and faded, and the ros::
& as (]I'Oppt?d its petals, but the clover blows,
nd fills its slender tubes with honeyed
sweets;
The fields are pearled with milk-white
Thod margarites;
he dandelion, which you sang of old
Has lost its pride of place, its erown of’gold,

But sti.}lbedisplays its feathery-mantled
ope,

e
Which children’s breath or
winds unrobe,
These were your humble friends; your
opened eyes
Nature had trained her common gifts to
Not C i I
ot Cam nor Isis taught you to despi
Charles, with his mudd h ol
i T uddy margin and the
lebeian grasses of the reeking marsh.
New England’s home-bred scholar, well
i _jiou knew
er soil, her speech, he
iL b thro%egh, » her people, through
And loved them ever with the love that
i holds
= sw;slté&fond memories in its fragrant
ough far and wide ingt
e oy your wingéd words
¥9ur daily presence kept you all our own
ill, w1t3_:da sorrowing sigh, a thrill of
pride,
We heas;'geyour summons, and you left mf;
For larger duties and for tasks untried.

wandering

20

How pleased the Spaniards for a while to

1 For the class reunion, 1884
* On his return from E;xgiand

elaim

This frank Hidalgo with the liquid name,
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Who stored their classiés on his crowded
shelves
And loved their Calderon as they did
themselves !
Before his eyes what changing pageants
1

ss !
The bridal feast how mnear the funeral
mass !
The death-stroke falls, —the Misereres
wail;
The joy - bells ring, — the tear- stained
cheeks unveil, 40 |
While, as the playwright shifts his pictured |
scene,
The royal mourner crowns his second
queen.

From Spain to Britain isa goodly stride, —

Madrid and London long-stretehed leagues
divide.

What if I send him, ¢Uncle S., says he,’

THE LYRE OF ANACREON!

TaE minstrel of the elassic lay
Of love and wine who sings
Still found the fingers run astray

That touched the rebel strings.

OFf Cadmus he would fain have sung,
Of Atreus and his line;

But all the jocund echoes rung
With songs of love and wine.

Ab, brothers ! I wonld fain have caught
Some fresher faney’s gleam; 10
My truant accents find, unsought,
The old familiar theme.

Love, Love ! but not the sportive child
With shaft and twanging bow,

Whose random arrows drove us wild
Somie threescore years ago;

To my good cousin whom he calls ¢ J. B.”?

A nation’s servants go where they are
sent, —

He heard his Unele’s orders, and he went.

By what enchantments, what alluring

arts,

Our truthful James led captive British
hearts, — 50

Whether his shrewdness made their states-
men halt,

Or if his learning found their Dons at fault,

Or if his virtue was a strange surprise,

Or if his wit flung star-dust in their eyes, —

Tike honest Yankees we can simply guess;

But that he did it all must needs confess.

England herself without a blush may
claim

Her only conqueror since the Norman
came.

Eight years an exile! What a weary

while

Since first onr herald sought the mother
isle ! 60

His snow-white flag no churlish wrong has
soiled, —

He left unchallenged, he returns unspoiled.

Here let us keep him, here he saw the
light, —

His genius, wisdom, wit, are ours by right;

And if we lose him our lament will be

We have ‘five hundred’—not ‘as good
as he.’

1535, (5

Not Eros, with his joyous laugh,
The urchin blind and bare,

But Love, with spectacles and staff,
And seanty, silvered hair.

Our heads with frosted locks are white,
Our roofs are thatched with snow,
But red, in chilling winter’s spite,
Our hearts and hearthstones glow.

Our old acquaintance, Time, drops in,
And while the running sands

Their golden thread unheeded spin,
He warms his frozen hands.

Stay, winged hours, too swift, too sweet,
And waft this message o’er 30
To all we miss, from all we meet
On life’s fast-crumbling shore:

Say that, to old affection true,
We hug the narrowing chain

That binds our hearts, — alas, how few
The links that yet remain !

The fatal touch awaits them all
That turns the rocks to dust;

From year to year they break and fall, —
They break, but never rust. 4

Sa% if one note of happier strain
his worn-out harp afford, —
1 For the class reunion, 1885
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Or:e throb that trembles, not in vain, —
Their memory lent its chord.

Say that when Faney closed her wi
: 'y clos er wings
And Passion quenched his fire, .
Love, Love, still echoed from the strings
As from Anacreon’s Iyre !

1885, (1888.

AFTER THE CURFEW!1

THE Play is over. While the light
Yet lingers in the darkening hall,

I come to say a last Good-night
Before the final Exeunt all.

We gathered once, a joyous throng:
The jovial foasts went gayly round;
With jest, and laugh, and shout, and song
We made the floors and walls resound,

We come with feeble steps and slow
A little band of four or five, :

Left from the wrecks of long ago,
Still pleased to find ourselves alive.

Alive ! How living, too, are they
Whose memories it is ours to share !

Spread the long table’s full array, —
There sits a ghost in every chair !

One breathing form no more, alas !
Amid our slender group we see; 2
With him we still remained ¢ The Class,” —

Without his presence what are we 2 2o

The hand we ever loved to clasp, —
That tireless hand which knew no rest, —
Loosed from affection’s elinging grasp, ;
Lies nerveless on the peaceful breast.

1 The last of the poems written for L
See the letter from Samuel May go t}!‘le slazenr‘:zs;):
quoted in Morse’s Life of Holmes,vol. i, p. T8: * ¢ After
the Curfew * was positively thelost. ** Farewell ! I let
E:}z,e m.:f‘ta,lr'lfl fall.”” The curtain never rose again for

29.”" We met once more —a year later —at Parker’s
But three were present, Smith, Holmes, and m}-self:
No poem — very quiet — something very like tears
The following meetings —all at Dr. H.’s house — were
quiet, social, falking meetings — the Doctor of course
doing the live talking. . . . At one of these mestings
four were present, all the survivors but one; and the%e
;:‘;?amt-r‘mre general talk. But never another Class
ml‘]%; m, and the three following, appeared in Over

? The persomal reference is o our greatly beloved

The beaming eye, the cheering voice,
That lent to life a generous glow
Whose every meaning said ¢ Rejoic,e ?

We see, we hear, no more below. !

Th(_e‘ air seems darkened by his loss,
Earth’s shadowed features look less fair
And heavier weighs the daily cross :
His willing shoulders helped us bear.

31

“-'11}_' mourn that we, the favored few
'\\',hom grasping Time so long has spared
Life’s sweet illusions to pursue,
The eommon lot of age have shared ?

In every pulse of Friendship’s heart
There breeds unfelt a throb of pain, —
Oirlc: hour must rend its links apart, y
Though years on years have forged the
chain. 40
So ends ¢ The Boys,” —a lifelon '
We too must hear the Prompig?lagf;ll
To fairer scenes and brighter day:
Farewell! 1 let the curtain fall

1889, 1590

LA MAISON D'OR
(BAR HARBOR)

Frowm this fair home behold on either side
: The restful mountains or the restless sea:
50, the warm sheltering walls of life divide
Time and its tides from still eternity.

Look on the waves: their stormy voices
teach

That not on earth may toil and struggle
cease.

Look on the mountains: better far than
speech

Their silent promise of eternal peace.

1890. 1890

TOO YOUNG FOR LOVE

Too young for love ?
Ah, say not so !
Tell veddening rosebuds not to blow !

?ﬁ% hm’]fred classmate, James Freeman Clarke.

Wait not for spring to pass away, —
Love’s summer months begin with May !
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Too young for love ?

Ah, say not so !

Too young ? Too young ?
Ab,mo! no! no!

Too young for love ?
Ah, say not so,
While daisies bicom and tulips glow !
June soon will come with lengthened day
To practise all love learned in May.
Too young for love ?
Ab, say not so!
Too young ? Too young?
Ab, no! no! no!
1890. 1890,

THE BROOMSTICK TRAIN; OR,
THE RETURN OF THE WITCHES!

Look out! Look out, boys! Clear the
track !

The witches are here ! They’ve all come
back !

They hanged them high, — No use! No
use !

What cares a witch for a hangman’s noose ?

They buried them deep, but they would n't
lie still,

For eats and witches are hard to kill;

They swore they should n’t and would n’t

die, —
Books said they did, but they lie ! they lie!

A couple of hundred years, or so,

They had knocked about in the world
helow, 10

When an Essex Deacon dropped in to eall,

And a homesick feeling seized them all;

1 Look here! There are crowds of peopls whirled
through our streets on these new-fashioned cars, with
their witch-broomsticks overhead, — if they don't
come from Salem, they ought to, —and not more than
one in a dozen of these fish-eyed bipeds thinks or cares
a nickel’s worth about the miracie which is wrought
for their convenience. They know that withont hands
or feet, without horses, without steam, 80 far as they
can see, they are transporied from place to place, and
that thers is nothing to account for it except the witch-
broomstick and the iron Or copper eobweb which they
soe stretched above them. What do they know or care
about this 1ast revelation of the omnipresent spirit of
the material universe? We cught to go down on our
knees when one of these mighty caravans, car after
car, spins by us, under the mystic impuise which seems
to know not whether its train is loaded or empty.
(Howues, in Over the Teacups.) The first electric
trolley-cars had just been introduted when this poem
was written, in 1890.

For he came from a place they knew full
well,

And many a tale he bad to tell.

They longed to visit the haunts of men,

To see the old dwellings they knew again,

And ride on their broomstieks all around

Their wide demain of unhallowed ground.

In Essex county there ’s many a roof

Well known to him of the cloven hoof; 20

The small square windows are full in view

Which the midnight hags went sailing
through,

On their well-trained broomsticks mounted
high,

Seen like shadows against the sky;

Crossing the track of owls and bats,

Hugging before them their coal-black cats.

Well did they know, those gray old wives,

The sights we see in our daily drives:

Shimmer of lake and shine of sea,

Browne’s bare hill with its lonely tree, 3o

(Tt was n't then as we see it now,

With one scant sealp-lock to shade its
brows)

Dusky nooks in the Essex woods,

Dark, dim, Dante-like solitudes,

Where the tree-toad watches the sinuous
snake

Glide through his forests of fern and
brake;

Tpswich River; its old stone bridge;

ar off Andover’s Indian Ridge,

And many a scene where history tells

Some shadew of bygone terror dwells, — 40

Of « Norman’s Woe ® with its tale of dread,

Of the Sereeching Woman of Marblehead,

(The fearful story that turns men pale:

Don’t bid me tell it,—my speech would
fail.)

Who would not, will not, if he can,

Bathe in the breezes of fair Cape Ann, —

Rest in the bowers her bays enfold,

Loved by the sachems and squaws of old 2

Home where the white magnolias bloom,

Sweet with the bayberry’s chaste perfume,

Hugged by the woods and kissed by the
sea ! 51

Where is the Eden like to thee ?

For that ¢ couple of hundred years, or so,’

There had been no peacein the world below;

The witches still grambling, ¢ It is n’t fair;

Come, give us a taste of the upper air !
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We’ve had enough of your sulphur springs,

And the evil odor that round them clings;

We long for a drink that is cool and
nice, —

Great buckets of water with Wenham ice;

We’ve served you well up-staits, you
know; 61

You ’re a good old — fellow — come, let us
go!’

I don’t feel sare of his being good,

But he bappened to be in a pleasant
mood, —

As fiends with their skins full sometimes
are

(He’d been drinking with ¢roughs’ at a
Boston bar),

So what does he do but up and shout

To a grayheard turnkey, ¢ Let ’em out !’

To mind his orders was all he knew;
The gates swung open, and out they flew. 70
¢ Where are our broomsticks 7’ the beldams
cried.
‘Here are your broomsticks,” an imp re-
plied.
¢ They °ve been in — the place you know —
so long
They smell of brimstone uneommen strong;
But they ’ve gained by being left alone, —
Just look, and you’ll see how tall they ’ve
grown.’
¢ And where is my cat ?’ a vixen squalled.
‘Yes, where are our cats?’ the witches
bawled,
And began to call them all by name:
As fast as they called the cats, they came:
There was bob-tailed Tommy and long-
tailed Tim, 81
And wall-eyed Jacky and green-eyed Jim,
And splay-foot Benny and slim-legged
Beau;
And Sg'umy and Squally, and Jerry and
oe,
And many another that came at call, —
It would take too long to count them all.
All black, —one could hardly tell which
was which,
But every cat knew his own old witch;
And she knew hers as hers knew her, —
Ah, did n’t they curl their tails and purr! g

No sooner the withered hags were free

I could v’t tell all they did in rhymes,

But the Essex people had dreadful times.

The Swampscott fishermen still relate

How a strange sea-monster stole their bait:

How their nets were tangled in loops and
knots,

And they found dead crabs in their lobster-
pots.

Poor Danvers grieved for her blasted erops,

And Wilmington mourned over mildewed
h()pS. 100

A blight played havoc with Beverly
beans,

It was all the work of those hateful queans !

A dreadful panic began at ¢ Pride’s,’

Where the witches stopped in their mid-
night rides,

And there rose strange rumors and vague
alarms

‘Mid the peaceful dwellers at Beverly
Farms.

Now when the Boss of the Beldams found

That without Lis leave they were ramping
round,

He called, —they could hear him twenty
mik‘s, 169

From Chelsea beach to the Misery Isles;

The deafest old granny knew his tone

Without the trick of the telephone.

¢Come here, you witches! Come here !’
says he, —

¢ At your games of old, without asking me !

I’ll give you a little job to do

That will keep you stirring, you godless
crew !?

They came, of course, at their master’s eall,

The witches, the broomsticks, the cats, and
all;

He led the hags to a railway train

The horses were trying to drag in vain. 2o

*Now, then,’ says he, ¢ you’ve had your
fun,

And here are the cars you’ve got to run.

The driver may just unhitch his team,

We don’t want horses, we don’t want
steam;

Youn may keep your old black cats to hug,

But the loaded train you ’ve got to lug.’

Sinee then on many a ear youll see
A broomstick plain as plain can be;

Than out they swarmed for a midnight
spree;

On every stick there ’s a witch astride, —
The string you see to her leg is tied. 330
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She will do a mischief if she can,
But the string is held by a careful man,
And whenever the evil-minded witch,
Would ent some caper, he gw}t)es a twitch.

for the hag, you can’t see her, .
%it (i:ark! y%:u can hear her black cat’s

purT,

And now and then, as a ear goes by,
You may cateh a gleam from her wicked

eye. i {
Often you ’ve looked on a rushing traix,
But just what moved it was not so plain.
It could n’t be those wires above, 141
For they could neither pull nor s}l).m-'e; }
Where was the motor that made it go l
You could n’t guess, but now you know.

Remember my rhymes when you ride qo;m;:
Cn the rattling rail by the broomstie
train !

1899.
1890. £

INVITA MINERVA!

VEx not the Muse with idle prayers, —

She will not hear thy call;
She steals upon thee unawares,
Or seeks thee not at all.

Soft as the moonbeams when they sought
Endymion’s fragrant bower,

She parts the whispering leaves of thought
To show her full-blown flower.

For thee her wooing hour has passed,
The singing birds have flown,

And winter comes with icy blast
To chill thy buds unblown.

Yet, though the wooeds no longer thrill
As once their arches rung,

1 T find the burden and restrictions of rhyme more
and more troublesome as I grow aolder. The]"e T\re
times when it seems natural enough to employ dt aiat
form of expression, but it is only occasionally ; an L‘we-
use of it as a vehicle of the commonplace 1s so ;rrs—uja.
lent that one isnot much tempted to select it gs ?.I.‘r:f
medium for his thoughts and emotions. The fwb l"l
rhyming has almost become a part of a :hlgllus(.'hoi_]
education, and its practice is 1_‘ar from b_emg_ an evi-
dence of intellectual distinction, Mediocrity is as
much forbidden to the poet in our days as 1‘1: wfai;\n
those of Horace, and the immense majority of ,le
verses written are stamped with hopeless me/dio‘ent_\_.

When one of the ancient poets found he was trying
to grind ont verses which came uawillingly, he said he

Sweet echoes hover round thee still
Of songs thy summer sung.

Live in thy past; await no more
The rush of heaven-sent wings;
Earth still has music left in store
‘While Memory sighs and sings. =
1890.
1890.

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL
1819-1891

Trou shouldst have -sung the swan-song
for the choir s
That filled our groves with music till the

da - |
Lit the la'zt hilltop with its reddening fire,
And evening listened for thy lingering
lay.

But thou hast found thy voice in realms
afar : ;
Where strains celestial blend their notes
with thine; -
Some cloudless sphere beneath a happier
Star - - . .
‘Welcomes the bright-winged spirit we
resign.

How Nature mourns thee in the still re-
treat |
Where passed in peace thy love-enchante
hours ! ; e
Where shall she find an eye like thine to
oreet i :
Spring’s earliest footprints on her open-
ing flowers ?

Have the pale wayside weeds no fond re-
egret
For him who read the secrets they en-
fold ?
Shall the proud spangles of the field forget
The verse that lent new glory to their
gold ?

And ye whose carols wooed his infant
ear, ;
Whose chants with answering woodnotes
he repaid, 25 9
Have ye no song his'spirit still may hear
From Elmwood’s vaults of overarching

was writing Invita Minerva. (HOLMEs, in Over the
Pea-Cups, introducing the poem.)

shade ? 20
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Friends of his studious hours, who thronged
to teach
The deep-read scholar all your varied
lore,
Shall he no lonzer seek your shelves to
reach
The treasure missing from his world-
wide store ?

This singer whom we long have held so dear
Was Nature’s darling, shapely, strong,
and fair;
Of keenest wit, of judgment erystal-clear,
Easy of converse, courteous, debonair,

Fit for the loftiest or the lowliest lot,
Self-poised, imperial, yet of simplest

Ways; 30

At home alike in castle or in ecot,

S |
True to his aim, let others blame or |

praise.

Freedom he found an heirloom from his
sires;
Song, letters, statecraft, shared his years
in turn;
All went to feed the nation’s altar-fires

Whose mourning children wreathe his |

funeral urn.

He loved New England, — people, lan-

guage, soil,
Unweaned by exile from her arid breast,
Farewell awhile, white-handed son of toil,
Go with her brown-armed laborers to thy
rest. 40

Peace to thy slumber in the forest shade !
Poet and patriot, every gift was thine;
Thy name shall live while summers bloom

and fade,
And grateful Memory guard thy leafy
shrine !
1891, 1891.

IN MEMORY OF JOHN GREEN-
LEAF WHITTIER

DECEMBER 17, 1807-SEPTEMBER 7, 1802

Tuou, too, hast left us. While with heads
bowed low,
And sorrowing hearts, we mourned our
summer’s dead,

The flying season bent its Parthian bow,
And yet again our mingling tears were
shed.

Was Heaven impatient that it could not
wait

The blasts of winter for earth’s fruits to
fall 7

Were angels crowding ronnd the open gate

To greet the spirits coming at theircall ?

Nay, let not fancies, born of old bhe-
liefs,
Play with the heart-beats that are throb-
bing still, 10
And waste their outworn phrases on the
griefs,
The silent griefs that words can only
ehill.

For thee, dear friend, there needs no high-
wrought lay,
To shed its anreole round thy cherished
. name, —
| Thou whose plain, home-born speech of
Yea and Nay
Thy truthful nature ever best became.

Death reaches not a spirit such as thine, —

It ean but steal the robe that hid thy
wings;

Though thy warm breathing presence we
resign,

Still in our hearts its loving semblance

elings. 20

Peaceful thy message, yet for struggling
right, —

When Slavery’s gauntlet in our face was
flung, —

While timid weaklings watched the dubi-
ous fight

No herald’s challenge more defiant rung.

| Yet was thy spirit tuned to gentle themes
Sought in the haunts thy humble youth
had known.
Our stern New England’s hills and vales
and streams, —
Thy tuneful idyls made them all their own.

The wild flowers springing from thy native
sod

Lent all their charms thy new-world

song to fill, — . 30

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES 409

loved and saintliest of our singing

o Yie golden— | Best
the mayflower and t . ain, be
e thfﬁi 4 Earti:;(; noblest tributes to thy name

L - B :
To match the daisy and the daffodil e e
i 0
cords of our earlier time | A lifelong {'e:;meza S L
e br%v?i;:d thy generous soul inspired, | A hlag:le e
A 1?11:13;3 ; a legend, told in ringing rhyme, | song. :
n : Lift from its quarried ledge a flawless

stone; ; o
£ and bid the table
i jesthood’s broken Smooth the green tur
E ' L ite ~white surface carve alone
N bmr‘ige;rs caged thee ina bigot’s fold; | An%hzzelt\ioigos“-—wh (1} parhpee @
el 1lable thy creed, s bads
leli‘lf;ﬁlggﬁi:k‘ t(:())u? i’:ther,’ J;md thy creed Here WHITTIE e

wo | 1892,
was told.

The youthful soul with high resolve has
fired.




