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Come, Children, and I 'll sing to you 
Of bright and sad in many a ditty, 

Of great deeds done on land and sea, 
And wondrous things in dale and city 
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t!'"o1r-

'I PING down the valleys wild, 
~ Piping songs of pleasant glee, 

On a cloud I saw a child, 
And he, laughing, said to me:-

" Pipe a song about a lamb." 
So I piped with merry cheer; 

"Piper, pipe th-=i.t song again," 
So I piped ; he wept to hear. 

"Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe, 
Sing thy songs of happy cheer," 

So I sang the same again, 
While he wept with joy to hear. 

"Piper, sit thee down and write, 
In a book, that all may read."

So he vanished from my sight. 
And I plucked a hollow recd. 

And I made a rural pen, 
And I stained the water clear, 

And I wrote my happy songs, 
Every child may joy to hear. 

WILLI AM B L AKE. 



Tnrs little book is intended to supply the 

needs of all children ; not only those of 

tender years, but those who an~ capable of 

appreciating something better than mere baby 

rhy1nes. To this end, pieces in various degrees 

of simplicity and seriousness are admitted ; so 

that the collection may have interest for all 

youthful n1embers of a family. 

, It has been thought advisable to include in 

?the collection many poen1s and verses which 
.. 
: have traditional value and attraction : for 

parents naturally like their little ones to be 

acquainted with the pieces which they them

selves learned when young. At the san1e time, 

care has been taken to give variety to the book 



Vl PREFACE, 

by introducing lyrics less familiarly known, 
though not less acceptable. Preference has 
also been given to poems which offered oppor
tunities for effective illustration. 

Some of the pieces in the collection are copy
right, and for permission to reproduce these I 
have to thank Lord Houghton (for his father's 
verses), 1\/[r. William Allingham, Mr. Austin 
Dobson, l\liss Jean Ingelow, Mrs. Clara Swain 
Dickens (for the lines by Charles Swain), Mr. 
l'viatthias Barr, Messrs. Macmillan and Co. (for 
Charles Kingsley's "Farewell"), and Messrs. 
James Nisbet and Co. (for Miss Havergal's 
"Children's Triun1ph "). 

CARRIE DA VEN PORT. 
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t~ EARKEN, child, unto a 

Ut "'l story! 
For the moon is in the sky, 

And a-:ross her shield of silver 
See two tiny cloudlets fly. 

"\Vatch them closely, mark them sharply, 
As across the light they pass : 

Seem they not to have the figures 
Of a little lad and lass? 

See, my child, across their shoulders 
Lies a Ii ttle pole ! and lo ! 

Yonder speck is just the bucket 
Swinging softly to and fro. 

It is said these little children, 
Many and many a summer night, 

To a little well far northward 
Wan de red in the still moonlight. 

( 



14 THE KITTEN AND THJ!. FALLING LEAVES. 

In the cottage of the rudest peasant, 
In ancestral homes, whose crumbling towers, 

Speaking of the Past unto the Present, 
Tell us of the ancient Games of Flowers; 

In all places, then, and in all seasons, 
Flowers expand their light and soul-like wings, 

Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons, 
How akin they are to human things. 

And with child-like, credulous affection, 
We behold their tender buds expand ; 

Emblems of our own great resurrection, 
Emblems of the bright and better land. 

LONGFELLOW. 

[fie Jftitten anb tf]e Salling !eaves. 
r::€- EE the kitten on the wall, ;;I} Sporting with the leaves that fall-

Withered leaves-oue-two-and three
From the lofty elder-tree! 
Through the calm and frosty air 
Of this morning, bright and fair, 
Eddying round and round they ~ink 
Softly, lowly: one might think, 
From the motions that are made, 
Every little leaf conveyed 
Sylph or fairy hither tending-
To this lower world descending, 
E ach invisible and mute, 
In his wavering parachute. 
-But the kitten, how she starts, 
Crouches, stretches, paws, and dr1.rts ! 
First at one, and then its fellow, 
Tust as light and just as yellow; 
There are many now-now one-
N ow they stop and there are none. 
\ 7V hat intenseness of desire 
In her up-turned eye of fire l 
\IVith a tiger-leap, half-way, 



LITTLE LAMB. 

Now she meets the coming prey, 
Lets it go as fast, and then 
Has it in her power again: 
Now she works with three or four, 
Like an Indian conjurer; 
Quick as he in feats of art, 
Far beyond in joy of heart. 
Were her antics played in the eye 
Of a thousand stand..ers-by, 
Clapping hands, with shout and stare, 

What would little Tabby care 
For the plaudits of the crowd? 
Far too happy to be proud; 
Over-wealthy in the treasure 
Of her own exceeding pleasure! 

WORDSWORTH, 

little lamb. r, ITTLE lamb, who made thee? 
'"31 ~ Dost thou know who made thee, 
,,-. · Gave thee life, and bade thee feed 

By the stream and o'er the mead? 
Gave thee clothing of delight,-
Softest clothing, woolly, bright? 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 

Little lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee ? 

Little lamb, I'll tell thee; 
Little lamb, I'll tell thee: 

He is called by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a lamb. 
He is meek, and He is mild; 
He became a little child: 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are called by his name. 

Little lamb, God bless thee I 
Little lamb, God bless thee ! 

WILLIAM BLAKB. 



16 OLD IRONSIDES. 

©lb Jronsibes. 

i Y, tear her tattered ensign down! 
Long has it waved on high, 

And many an eye has danced to see 
That banner in the sky ; 

Beneath it rung the battle shout, 
And burst the cannon's roar; 

The meteor of the ocean air 
Shall sweep the clouds no more 



ROBIN HOOD'S DEATH AND BURIAL. 17 

Her deck, once red with heroes· blood, 
Where knelt the vanquished foe, 

\,Vhen winds were hurrying o'er the flood, 
And waves were white below, 

No more shall foel the victor's tread, 
Or know the conquered knee; -

The harpies of the shore shall pluck 
The eagle of the sea ! 

Oh, better that her shattered hull~ 
Should sink beneath the wave; 

Her thunders shook the mighty deep, 
And there should be her gr:i ve; 

Nail to the mast her holy flag, 
Set every threadbare sail, 

And give her to th e god of storms, 
The lightning and the gale! 

0. W. HOLI11ES . 

itovin ~oob's ])eat~ anb Burial. 

-X@[HEN Robin Hood and Little John 
'---'f./;)V-9 Went o'er yon b:rnk of broom, 

Said Robin Hood to Little John, 
"We have shot for many a pound; 

"But I am not able to shoot one shot more,-
My arrows will not fl ee ; 

But I have a cousin lives down below, 
Please God, she will bleed me." 

Now Robin is to fair Kirkley gone, 
As fast as he can win ; 

But before he came there, as we do hear, 
He was taken very ill. 

And when that he came to Kirkley Hall: 
He knocked all at the ring, 

But none was so ready as his cousin herselJ 
For to let bold Robin in. 

"Will you please to sit down, cousin Robin," she sai,t. 
" And drink some bee.r with me? "-

B 



I8 ROBIN HOOD'S DEATH AND BURIAL. 

" No, I will r:either eat nor drink 
Till I am blooded by thee." 

"Well, I have a room, cousin Robin," she said, 
"Which you did never see, 

And if you please to walk therein, 
You blooded by me shall be." 

She took him by the lily-white hand, 
And led him to a private room, 

And there she blooded bold Robin Hood 
vVhilst one drop of blood would run. 

She blooded him in the vein of the arm, 
And locked him up in the room ; 

There did he bleed all the livelong day, 
Until the next day at noon. 

He then bethought him of a casement door, 
Thinking for to be gone : 

He was so weak he could not leap, 
And he could not get down. 

He then bethought him of his bugle-horn, 
Which hung low down to his knee; 

He set his horn unto his mouth, 
And blew out weak blasts three. 

Then Little John, when hearing him, 
As he sat under a tree, 

"I fear my master is near dead, 
He blows so wearilee." 

Then Little John to fair Kirkley is gone, 
As fast as he can fl ee; 

B11t wb en he came to Kirkley Hall, 
He broke locks two or three ; 

Until he came bold Robin to, 
Then hP, fell on his knee : 

"A hoon, a boon," cri es Little John, 
"Mast er , I beg of thee." 



ROBIN HOOD ' S DEATH AND BURIAL, 19 

"'\/\That is that boon," quoth Robin Hood7 

" Little John, t lion begs of me? "-
" It is, to burn fair Ki1 kley Hall, 

And all their nunnerie." 

'' Now nay, new nay," quoth Robin Hood, 
" That boon I'll not grant thee; 

I never hurt woman in all my life, 
Nor man in woman's companie. 

" I never hurt fair maid in all my time, 
Nor at my end shall it be. 

But give me my bent bow in my hand 7 

And a broad arrow I'll let flee, 

"And where this arrow is taken up, 
There shall my grave digged be. 

Lay me a green sod under my head, 
And another at my fee t. 

"And lay my bent bow by my side, 
"\i\Thich was my music sweet; 

And make my grave of gravel and green, 
VVhich is most right and meet. 

"Let me have L:ngth and breadth enough, 
With a green sod under my head, 

Thal they may s.1y when I am dead, 
H erc li es bold Robin Hood." 

13'2 



20 THE SPRING 11IORN I ~G. 

These won.ls they readily promised him, 
\i\!hich did bold Robin please ; 

And there they buried bold Robin Hood, 
Near to the fair Kirkleys. 

OLD BALLAD. 

CCf?e S_pttng ITTorninfJ. 
_~ET up, little sister, the morning is bright, 
~ And the birds are all singing to welcome the light; 

The buds are all open ing-the dew's on the flower; 
If you shake but a branch, see, there falls quite a shower. 

By the side of their mothers, look, und c: r th e trees, 
How the young la~1bs are skipping about as they please; 
And by all those nngs on the water I know 
The fishes are merrily swimmin g below. 

The bee, I dare say, has been long on the wing, 
To get honey from every flower of the Spring ; 



THE DISPUTED CASE, 21 

For the bee never idles, but labours all day, 

And thinks (wise little insect!) work better than play. 

The lark's singing gaily; it loves the bright sun, 

And rejoices that now the gay Sprin g has begun ; 

For the Spring is so clrnerful, I thi nk 't would be wrong 

If we did not feel happy to heo. r th e la rk 's song . 

Get up, for when all things are merry and glad 

Good children should never be lazy and sad ; 

For God gives us daylight, dear sister, th a t we 

May rejoice like the lark, and may work like the bee . 

LAD\' FLO RA H AST I NGS. 

[T~e 1Hs1)uteb <[ase. 

~ ETWEEN Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose ; 

~ The spectacles set them unhappily wrong : 

~ The point in dispute was, as all the world knows, 

To which the said spectacles ought to belong. 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 

With a great deal of wit, and a wig full of learning ; 

While chief baron Ear sat to balance the laws, 

So famed for his talent in nicely discerning. 

'In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear, 

And your lordship,' he said, 'will undoubtedly find, 

That the Nose has had spectacles always in wear, 

Which amounts to possession time out of mind.' 

Then holding the spectacles up to th e court-

' Your lordship observes they are made with a straddle, 

As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short, 

Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

'Again, would your lordship a rnomer,t suppcse 

('Tis a case that has happened, and may be again), 

That the visage or countenance had not a Nose, 

Pray who would, or v,·bo coulcl, w< ar spectacles tbE.n? 



22 THE VILLAGE BLACKSIIIITH. 

'On the whole it appears, and my argument shows, 
With a reasoning the court will never condemn, 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them.' 

Then shifting his side (as a lawyer knows how), 
He pleaded again on behalf of the Eyes; 

But what were his arguments few people know, 
For the court did not think they were equally wise. 

So his lordship decreed, with a grave solemn tone, 
Decisive and clear, without one' if' or' but,' 

That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on, 
By day-light, or candle-light, Eyes should be shut. 

c-:, _ _, 

T~J NDER a spreadin g chestnut tree 
(~) The village smithy stands; 

l, The smith, a mighty man is he, 
W ith large and sinewy hands; 

CowPEF. 



THE V lLLAlil!; l:SLACKSMlTH. 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 

His face is like the tan ; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat, 

He earns whate'er he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face , 

For he owes not any man. 

W l'.:ek in, week out, from morn till nigh t , 

You can h ear his bellows blow ; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 

With measurnd beat an d slow, 

Like a. sexton rin ging the village bell 

VVhen the eveni ng sun is lo w. 

And children coming hor.1e from school, 

Look in at the open door; 

They love to see the flaming forge, 

And hear the bellows roar, 

And catch the burnin g sparks that fly 

Like chaff from a threshing floor. 

H e goes on Sunday to the church, 

And sits among his boys ; 

H e hears th e p arson pray and preach, 

H e hears his daughter 's voice 

Singing in the village choir, 

And it makes his heart rejoice, 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice 

Singing in Paradise ! 
He needs must think of her once more , 

How in the grave she lies; 

And with his hard, rou gh hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling,-rejoicing ,-sorrowing, 

Onward through life he goes; 

E ach morning sees some t ask begun, 

Each evening sees it close; 

Something attempted, something done, 

Has earned a night's repose. 

23 



HOHENLINDEN, 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, For the lesson thou hast taught ! 
Thus at the flaming forge of life 

Our fortunes must be wrought ; 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 

Each burning deed and thought! 
Lo:,GF!>LLOW. 

~o~enlinben~ 
~ N Linden, when the sun was low, '3e)) All bloodless lay the untrodden snow; 

---U+\Y' And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sight, 
When the drum beat at dead of night, 
Commanding fires of death to light 

The darkness of her scenery. 
By torch and trumpet fast arrayed, 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade, 
And furious every charger neighed 

To join the dreadful revelry. 
Then shook the hills, with thunder riven; Then rushed the steed, to battle driven ; 
And louder than the bolts of Heaven 

Far flashed the red artillery. 
But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden's hills of stained snow; 
And bloodier yet the torrent Dow 

Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 
'Tis morn; but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 
\ Vhere furious Frank and fiery Hun 

Shout in their sulph'rous canopy. 
The combat deepens. On, ye Brave 
Who rush to glory, or th e grave! 



THE BUTTERFLY'S BALL. 

Wave, Munich! all thy banners wave, 
And charge with all thy chivalry! 

Few, few shall part, where many mee t! 
The snow shall be their winding -sh ee t, 
And every turf ben ea th their feet 

Shall ue a soldier 's sepulchre. 
CAMPBE LL. 

[f?e J3utterff!2'S J3a1L 
cffJi OME, take up your hats, and away let us haste, 
~ To the Butterfly's ball and the Grasshopper'~ 

feast; 
The trumpeter Gad-fly has summoned the crew, 
And the revels are now only waiting for you. 

On the smooth-shaven grass, by the side of a wood, 
Beneath a broad oak, which for ages has stood, 
See the children of earth, and the tenants of air, 
For an evening's amusement together repair. 

There first came the Beetle, so blind and so black, 
Who carried the Emmet, his fri end, on his back; 
And there came the Gnat, and the Dragon-fly too, 
And all their relations, green, orange, and blue. 

And there c;:i.rne the Moth, in his pluma ge of down, 
And the Horn et, in jacket of yellow and brown, 
\.\!bo with him the VVasp hi s companion did urin g ; 
But they promised that evening to lay by their sting. 

And the sly little Dormouse crept out of his hole, 
And led to the feast his blind brother, the Mole; 
J\nd the Snail, v;ith his horns p eeping out from his 

shell, 
C,J me from a great distance-the length of an ell. 

A mushroom their tabl e , and on it was laid 
A wat er-deck leaf, wh ich a tablecloth made ; 
The viands were various, to each of th eir tastC', 
f\ !, d th e B ee bro t1 gbt his hon ey to crown the repast. 



26 THE MONTHS. 

There, close on his haunches, so solemn and wise, 
The Frog from a corner looked up to the skies; 
And the Squirrel, well pleased such diversion to see, 
Sat cracking his nuts overhead in a tree. 

Then out came a Spider, with fingers so fine, 
To show his dexterity on the tight line ; 
r-rom one branch to another his cobweb he slung, 
Then as quick as an arrow he darted along. 

13ut just in the middle, oh ! shocking to tell! 
From his rope in an instant poor Harlequin fell; 
Yet he touched not the ground, but with talons out-. 

spread, 
Hung suspended in air at the end of a thread. 

Then the Grasshopper came, with a jerk and a spring; 
Very long was his leg, though but short was his wing; 
He took but three leaps, and was soon out of sight, 
Then chirped his own praises the rest of the night. 

With steps quite majestic the snail did advance, 
And promised the gazers a minuet to dance; 
But they all laughed so loud, that he pulled in his head, 
And we:1t in his own little chamber to bed . . 

Then as evening gave way to the shadows of night, 
Their watchman, the Glow-worm, came out with his 

light; 
Then ho :-ne let us hasten while yet we can see, 
I• or no watchman is waiting for you and for me. 

WILLIAM ROSCOE. 

[f7e montf~s~ 
~ANUA1-<.Y brings the snow, 
~~ l\.Iakes our fe et and fin gers glow. 
~ February brings the rain, 
Thaws the frozen lake again. 
March brings breezes loud and shrill, 
Stirs the dancing daffodil. 
Aprii brings the primrose sweet, 
Scatters daisies at our feet. 



POOR DONKEY. 

May brings flocks of pretty lambs, 
Skipping by their fleecy dams. 
June brings tulips, lilies, roses, 
Fills the children's hands with posits. 
Hot July brings cooling showers, 
Apricots and gilliflowers . 
August brings the sheaves of corn, 
Then the harvest home is borne. 
Warm September brings the fruit, 
Sportsmen then begin to shoot. 
Fresh October brings the pheasant, 
Then to gather nuts is pleasant. 
Dull November brings the blast, 
Then the leaves are whirling fast. 
Chill December brings the sleet, 
Blazing fire and Christmas treat. 

SARA COLERIDGE. 

poor :Donfteg: 
~j3ooR Donkey, I'll give him a handful of grass, 
~ I'm sure he's a good-natured honest old ass: 

He trots to the market to carry the sack, 
And lets me ride all the way home on his back; 
And only just stops by the ditclf for a minute, 
To see if there's any fresh grass for him in it. 

'Tis true, now and then, he has got a bad trick 
Of standing stock still, though he never will kick ; 
And then, poor old fellow, you know, he can't tell 
(That standing stock still is not using me well) ; 
For it never comes into his head, I daresay, 
To do his work first and then afterwards play. 

No, no, my good Donkey, I'll give you some grass: 
For you know no bdter, because you're an ass: 
But what little donkeys some children must look, 
\Vho stand, very like you, stock still at their book! 
And waste every moment of time as it passes, 
A great deal more stupid and silly than asses. 

TAYLOR 



SUMME'R. 

V 

Su1nmer. 
PE heats of the summer come hastily 

on, 
The fruits are transparent and clear; 

The buds and the blossoms of April 
are gone, 

And the deep-coloured cherries appear. 

The blue sky above us is bright and serene, 
No cloud on its bosom remains ; 

The woods and the fields and the 11edges 
are green, 

And the hay-cock smells sweet from the 
plains. 

Down far in the valley where bubbles the spring, 
Which soft thro' the meadow-land glides, 

The lads from the mountain the heavy sheep bring~ 
And shear the warm coat from their sides. 

Ah! let me lie down in some shady retreat, 
Beside the meandering stream, 

For the sun darts abroad an unbearable heat, 
And burns with his overhead beam. 



SUl\IMER. 29 

There all the day idle my limbs I'll extend, 
Fann'd soft to delicious repose; 

While round me a thousand sweet odours asccnJ, 
:from ev'ry gay wood-flow'r that blows. 

But hark! from the lowlands what sounds do I hear, 
The voices of pleasure so gay ; 

The merry young haymakers cheerfully bear 
The heat of the hot summer's day. 

While some with bright scythe, srnging shrill to thE 
stone, 

The tall grass and butter-weeds mow, 
Some spread it with rakes, and by others 'tis thrown 

Into sweet-smelling cocks in a row. 

Then since joy and glee with activity join, 
This m0ment to labour 1'11 rise: 



THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 

While the idle love best in the shade to recline, 
And waste precious time as it flies. 

To waste precious time we can never recall; 
Is waste of the wickedest kind ; 

An instant oflife has more value than all 
The gold that in India they find. 

l~ot diamonds that brilliantly beam in the mine. 
For one moment's time should be giv'n; 

For gems can but make us look gaudy and fine, 
But time can prepare us for heav'n. 

ANN T AYLC.1:/ 

[f7e <lf?ilbren's ~out~ 
~ ETWEEN the dark and the daylight, 
~ \!Vhen the night is beg inning to lower, 

Comes a pause in the day's occupations, 
That is known as the Children's Hour. 

I hear in the chamber above me 
The patter ot littl e feeL 



THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 

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

From my study I see in the lamplight, 
Descending the broad hall-stair, 

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra, 
And Edith with golden hair. 

A whisper, and then a silence: 
Yet I know by their merry eyes 

They are plotting and planning toGe ther 
To take me by surprise. 

A sudden rush from the stairway, 
A sudd en raid from the hall ! 

By three doors left unguarded 
They enter my castle wall! 

They climb up into my turret 
O'er the arms and back of my ch air; 

If I try to escape, they surround me ; 
They seem to be every where. 

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

Till I think of the Bishop of Bin geu 
In his Mouse-Tower on th e Rhine ! 

Do you think, 0 blue-eyed banditti , 
Because you have scaled the wall, 

Such an old moustache as I am 
Is not a match for you all? 

I have you fast in my fortress, 
And will not iet you depart, 

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

And there I will keep you for ev~r, 
Yes, for ever and a day, 

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin, 
And moulder in du st awc1.y! 

L ONG FELLOW 



LLEWE LLYN AND HIS DOG. 

ff eweU12n anb f71,s 1)og. 
W-HE spearmen heard the bu gle sound, 
~J,~ And cheer'ly smiled the morn; 
V ' And many a dog, and m any a hound, 

Attend Lkwellyn 's horn. 

And still he blew a louder blast, 
And gave a louder cheer; 

"Come, Gelert ! why art thou the last 
Llewellyn's horn to hear? 

"Oh, where does faithful Gelert roam, 
The flower of all his race ? 

So true, so brave,- a lamb a t home, 
A lion in the chase." 

That day Llewellyn little loved 
The chase of hart or hare, 

And scant and small the booty proved, 
For Gelert was not there. 

Unpleased, Llewellyn homeward hied, 
When, near the portal seat, 

His truant G elert he espied, 
Bounding his lord to greet. 

But when he gained the castle door, 
Aghast the chieftain stood ; 

The hound was smeared with gouts of go re, 
His Ii ps and fangs ran blood ! 

Llewellyn gazec with wild surprise; 
Unused such looks to meet, 

His fav'rit e checked his joyful guise, 
And crouched, and licked his feet. 

On ward in haste Llewellyn passed 
(And on went G elert too), 

And still, where'er his eyes were cas t, 
Fresh blood -gouts shocked his ,•iew ! 

O 'erturned hi s infant 's bed he fo un (· 
The blood-stained cover rent: 



LLEWELLYN AND HIS DOG. 

And all around the walls and ground 
With recent blood besprent. 

He called his child-no voice replied; 
He searched with terror wild ; 

Blood ! blood ! he found on every side, 
But nowhere found his child! 

" Hell-hound! by thee my child's devoured! " 
The frantic father cried; 

And to the hilt his vengeful sword 
He plunged in G elert's side. 

-= 

His suppliant, as to earth he fell, 
No pity could impart ; 

.But still his G elert 's dying yell 
Passed heavy o'er his heart. 

Aroused by Gelert's dying yell , 
Somt slumberer wakened nigh; 

C 
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34 ABOU-BEN-ADHEM. 

\iVhat words the parent's joy can tell, 
To hear his infant cry! 

Concealed beneath a mangled heap, 
His hurried search had missed, 

All glowing from his rosy sleep, 
His cherub boy he kissed! 

Nor scratch had he, nor harm, nor dread, 
But the same couch beneath 

Lay a great wolf, all torn and dead,
Tremendous still in death! 

Ah, what ,vas then Llewellyn's pain! 
:for now the truth was clear; 

The gallant hound the wolf had slain, 
To ~ave Llewellyn's heir. 

Vain, vain was all Llwellyn's woe; 
" Best of thy kind, adieu ! 

Tlie frantic deed which laid thee low 
This heart shall ever rue ! " 

And now a gallant tomb they raised, 
\iVith costly sculpture decked; 

Aud marbles, storied with his pra ise, 
Poor Gelert's bones protect. 

H ..: re never could the spearman pass, 
Or forester, unmoved, 

H .re oft the tear-besprinkled grass 
Llewellyn's sorrow proved. 

And here he hung his horn and spear, 
.And oft as evening fell, 

In fancy's piercin g sounds would hea r 
Poor Gelert's dying yell! 

W. SPEN CER . 

.abou=?3en=tlb l7e1n. 
~ BOU-BEN-ADHEM-may his tribe increase I

A woke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw, within the moonlight of his room, 

Making it rich, and like a lily's bloom. 



THE SKYLARK, 

An angel writing in a book of gold. 
Exceeding peace had made Ben-Adhem bold; 
And to the Presence in the room he said, 
" What writest thou ? " The vision raised bis head, 
And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answered, "The names of those who love the Lord. " 
" And is mine one?" said Abou. " Nay, not so," 
Replied the angel. Abou spake more low, 
But cheerily still; and said, " I pray thee, then, 
'vVrite me as one that loves his fellow-men." 
The-angel wrote, and van~hed. The next night 
He came again, with a great wakening light, 
And showed the names whom lvve of God had blest; 
And, lo! Ben-Adhem's name led all the rest! 

35 

LEIGH HUNT . 

i IRD of the wilderness, 
)_. ~ Blithesome and cumberless ; 
~ Sweet be thy matin o 'er moorland and lea! 

Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place,

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee! 

Wild is thy lay and loud, 
Far in the downy cloud; 

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 

C2 



36 THE N!GHTJNGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 

\i\'here, on thy dewy wing, 
\i\'here art thou journeying? 

Thy lay is in heave,1, thy love is on earth. 

O'er fell and fountain sheen, 
O'er moor and mountain green, 

O'er the red streamer that heralds the day 1 

Over the cloudlet dim, 
Over the rainbow's rim, 

l\J usical cherub, soar, singin g , away! 

Then, when the gloaming comes, 
Low in tbe heather blooms 

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be ! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place,

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee! 
J AME S HOGG. 

[fle TTig T7tingale ano ©Ioro=11Jotnt 
"®ri NIGHTINGALE, that all day lon g 
~ Had cheered the village with his song, 

Nor yet at eve his note sus pendeJ, 
Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
Degan to feel,-as well he might,-
Th~ keen demands of appetite ; 
When, looking eagerly around, 
He spied, far off, upon the ground, 
A something shining in the dark, 
And knew the glow-worm by bis spa rk ; 
So, stooping down from hawthorn lop, 
He thought to put him in hi s crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Harang ued him thus , quite eloquen t
" Did you admire my lamp," quoth he, 
"As much as I your minstrelsy, 
You would abhor to do me wrong, 
As much as I to spoil your song ; 
For 'twas the self-same power di vine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine; 



MARCH, 

That you with music, I with light, 

Might beautify and cheer tlie nigb t." 

The songster heard his short oration, 

And, warbling out his approbation, 

Released him as my story tells, 

And found a supper somewhere else. 

MORAL. 

From this short fable, youth may learn 

Their real interest to discern ; 

COWl'ER . 

That brother should not strive with broth e; r, 

And worry and oppress each other; 

But, joined in unity and peace, 

Their mutual happiness increase: 

'\Vell pleaseci another's faults to hicle, 

And in his virtues feel a pride. 

~HE cock is crowing, 

~JJ{ The stream is fl0wing, 

'-'.'.'.7 The small birds twitter, 

The lake doth glitter, 

The green field sleeps in the sun ; 

The oldest and youngest 

Are at work with the strongest ; 

The cattle are grazing, 

Their heads never raising; 

There are forty feeding like one! 

Like an army defeat erl. 

The snow hath retreated, 

And now doth fare ill 

On the top of the bare hill; 

The plough boy is whooping-a 110n-- a11on ! 

There's joy on the mountai11s; 

There's life in the fountc1ins; 

Small clouds are sailing, 

Dlue sky prevailing; 

The rain is over and gone! \Voll ,,s·.\ ori, u. 
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THE THREE FRIENDS. 

,r>-;-

~HREE young girls in friend sh ip met~-
~ l\Tary, Martha, Margaret. 

..,_ · Margaret was tall and fair, 
Martha shorter by a hair; 

If the first excelled in feature, 
The other's grace and ease were greater-; 
Mary, though to rival 10th, 
In their best gifts equa lled bo th. 
They a due proportion kept ; 
lVJ ar t ha mourned if Margaret wept ; 
Margaret joyed when any good 
She of Martha un<ierstood; 
And in sympathy for e ither 
Mary ,vas outdone by neither. 



~ 

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS. 

Thus far, for a happy space, 
All three ran an even race, 
A most constant fri endship proving, 

Equally beloved a nd loving ; 
All their wishes, joys, the same; 
Sisters only not in name. 

CH ARLES LAMB. 

~]; T was the schooner Hesperus 
&, That sailed the wintry sea, 

And the skipper had taken his little daughter, 

To bear him company. 

Blue were her eyes as the fairy flax, 
Her cheeks like the dawn of day, 

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds 

That ope in the month of May. 

The skipper he stood beside the helm, 

His pipe was in his mouth, 
And he watched how the veering flaw did blow 

The smoke now west, now south. 

Then up and spake an old sailor, 
Had sailed the Spanish Main, 

'I pray thee, put into yonder port, 
For I fear a hurricane. 

Last night, the moon had a golden ring, 

And to-night no moon we see!' 
The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe, 

And a scornful laugh laughed he. 

Colder and louder blew the wind, 
A gale from the north-east ; 

The snow fell hissing in the brine, 
And the billows frothed like yeast. 

Down came the storm, and smote amain 

The vessel in its strenglh ; 
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THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS. 

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed, Then leaped her cable's length. 

'Come hither! come hither ! my 
little daughter, 

And do not tremble so; 
For I can weather the roughest 

gale, 
That ever wind did blow.' 

He wrapped her warm in his seamen's coat Agair:st the stinging blast ; 
He cut a rope from a broken spar, 

And bound her to the mast. 
' 0 father! I hear the church-bells ring, 

0 say, what m3.y it be? ' 
' 'Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast 1 ~ 

And he steered for the open sea. 
' 0 father ! I hear the sound of guns; 

0 say what may it be? ' 
'Some ship in distress, that cannot live 

In such an angry sea ! ' 
' 0 father! I see a gleaming light; 

0 say, wha t may it be? ' 
But the father answered never a word,

A frozen corpse was he ! 
Lashed to the helm, all stiff 3.nd stark, 

With his face turned to the skies, 
The lantern gleamed through the falling snow On his fix ed awi g lassy eyes. 



nu: WRECK OF THE HESPERUS, 

Then the maiden clasped her hands and praye.d 
That saved she might be; 

And she thought of Christ who stilled the waves 
0n the Lake of Galilee. 

And fast through the midnight dark and drear, 
Through the whistling sleet and snow, 

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept 
Towards the reef of Norman·s Woe. 

And ever the fitful gusts between 
A sound came from the land; 

It was the sound of the trampling surf, 
On the rocks and the hard sea-sand. 

The breakers were right beneath her bo-r:s, 
She drifted a dreary wreck, 

And a whooping billow swept the crew 
Like icicles from her deck. 

She struck where the white and fleecy waves 
Looked soft as carded wool ; 

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side 
Like the horns of an angry bull. 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice1 

With the masts went by the board ; 
Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank, 

Ho! ho! the breakers roared! 

At day-break, on the bleak sea-beach, 
A fisherman stood aghast, 

To see the form of a maiden fair, 
Lashed close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast, 
The salt tears in her eyes ; 

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed, 
On the billows fall and rise. 

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus, 
In the midnight and the snow! 

Christ save us all from a death like this, 
On the reef of Norman's Woe! 

LONGFELLQ,Y., . 



42 TWO LITTLE BIRDIES. 

[wo J£ittle l3it~ies. 
~ 

~WO little birdies 
~I.- Sat on a tree, 
-~· Two little heads 

You plainly could see. 

Two little birdies 
Taking a rest, 

Two little busy heads 
Planning a nest. 

Naughty pn~sy cat 
Looked from below, 

Srlid, "Here's a chance for me," 
Stealing tiptoe. 

Just at that moment 
A bee came by, 

And whispered to the birdies, 
" Fly, fly, fly ! " 

Sly, sly pussy cat, 
"You've got a cheat; 

You ha Ye not got birdies' wings, 
Though you've got soft feet. 

~ {~[HEN my mother died I was very young, 'Y:J~ And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry, "Weep! weep! weep! weep! ' 

So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 
There·s little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curl'd like a lamb's back, was shaved; so I said, 
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bn.rc, 
You know tha t the soot cannot spoil your white hair. " 
And so he was quiet, and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight! 
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That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe , N ed , and J ack, 

vVere all of.them lock'd up in coffins of black. 

And by came an angel, who had a bright key, 

And he open 'd the coffins, and set them all fr ee ; 

Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing they run, 

And wash in a river, and shine in the sun. 

Then naked and white, all their ba5s left behind, 

They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind ; 

And the angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 

He'd have God for his father, and never want joy. 

And so Tom a woke, and we rose in the dark, 

And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 

Though the morningwascold, Tom was happy and wan'"!1: 

So, if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 
WILLIAM BLAKE.. 

Sir ~um1-1T7reg ©ilbert. 
-g5 OUTHWARD with fl ee t of ice 

~ Sailed the corsair Death ; 
l?'-'-'J Wild and fast blew the blast, 

And the east wind was his breath. 



44 SIR HUMPHREY GILBERT. 

His lordly ships of ice 
Glistened in the sun ; 

On each side , like pennons wide, 
Flashing crystal streamlets run. 

His sails of white sea-mist 
Dripped with silver rain ; 

But where he passed there were cast 
Leaden shadows o'er the main . 

Eastward from Campobello 
Sir Humphrey Gilbert sailed; 

Three days or more seaward he bore, 
Then, alas! the bnd wind faileu. 

Alas! the land wind failed, 
And ice-cold grew the night ; 

And never more, on sea or shore, 
Should Sir Humphrey see the light. 

He sat upon the deck, 
The Book was in his hand; 

11 Do not fear! Heaven is as near," 
He said, " by water as by land ! " 

In the first watch of the night, 
Without a signal's sound, 

Out of the sea, mysteriously, 
The fl ee t of D e:it h rose all around. 

The moon and the evening star 
W ere hanging in the shrouds; 

Every mast, as it passed, 
Seemed to rake the passing clouds. 

They grappled with their prize , 
At midnight black and cold ! 

As of a rock was the shock: 
H eav ily the g round swell rolled. 

Southward, through day and dark, 
Th ey drift in close embrace, 

\ Vi th mist and rain, to the Spani sh main 
Yet there see ms no change of place. 



HARVEST TIME. 

Southward, for ever southward, 

They drift through dark and day; 

And like a dream, in the Gulf-stream 

Sinking, vanish all away. 
LONG FE LLOW. 

~arvest [imc, 

HE fields are foll of opening grain, 

Shading from gold to brown; 

And hazel nuts in yonder copse 

Hang their rich clusters down . 

All day among the wheat and oats 

The peasa nt reaps till night, 

And he will be at work again 

As soon as it is light. 

Ont in the fresh and happy morn, 

Out in the shining dew, 

The women and the little ones 

Are in the corn-field too. 

Oh ! joyous is the harvest-time; 

The corn in golden sheaves; 
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THE BATT~E OF BLENHEIM, 

The apples rosy on the grass; 
The many-tinted leaves. 

U von this pleasant Autumn day 
\N"hen softest south-.winds blow, 

To help to get the harvest in 
Right merrily we'll go. 

[f7e J3attle of J31en~eint. 
Q::=. 

:)11, T was a summer evening, j Old Kaspar's work was done, 
And he, before his cottage door, 

\Vas sitting in the sun ; 
And by him sported on the green 
His little grand-child vVilhelmine. 
She saw her brother Peterkin 

Roll something large and round, 
That he, beside the rivulet, 

In playing there had found; 
She ran to ask what he had found, 
That was so large, and smoolh, and round 
Old Kaspar took it from the boy, 

\N"ho stood expectant by; 
And then the old man shook his head, 

And with a natural sigh, 
''Tis some poor fellow's skull,' said he: 
'Who fell in the great victory. 

'I fincl them in my garden, for 
There's many here-about; 

And often when I go to plough, 
The ploughshare turns them out; 

For many thousand men,' said he, 
'Were slain in that great victory.' 
'Now tell us what 'twas all about,' 

Young Peterkin, he cries, 



THE BATTLE OF BLENHEIM. 

And little Wilhelmine looks up 
\i\Tith wonder-waiting eyes;

N ow tell us all about the war, 
AnJ what they fought each other for? 

'It was the English,' Kaspar cried, 
' Who put the French to rout; 

But what they fought each other for, 
I could not well make out; 

But everybody said,' quoth he, 
'That 'twas a famous victory. 

'My father lived at Blenheim then, 
Yon littlP. stream hard by; 
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WHAT THE WINIJS BRING. 

They burned his dwelling to the ground, 
And he was forced to fly: 

So with his wife and child he fled, 
Nor had he where to rest his head, 

'With fire and sword the country round 
Was wasted far and wide ; 

And many a wretched mother then, 
And new-born baby died;-

But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

'They say, it was a shocking sight 
After the field was won ; 

For many thousand bodies here 
Lay rotting in the sun !-

But things like that, you know, must be 
After a famous victory. 

' Great praise the Duke of Marlborough won 
And our good prince Eugene.' 

'Why, 'twas a very wicked thing !' 
Said little Wilhelmine. 

'Nay-nay-my little girl,' quoth he, 
' It was a famous victory ! 

' And everybody praised th e Duke, 
Who this great fight did win: ' 

' But what good ca me of it at last? 1 

Quoth little Peterkin: 
' Why, that I cannot teJl,' said he, 
' But 'twas a famous victory.' 

SOUTHEY. 

WQat tf?e IDinbs bring. 
~@ THI CH is the wind that bring~ th e cold? 
'Y/;J~ The North Wind, Freddy, and all the 

snow. 
And the sheep will scamper into the fold 

"\Vh en the North b egins to blow. 



THE LIGHTHOUSE , 

Which is the wind that brings the heat? 
The South Vlind, Katy, and corn will grow . 

And peaches renden for you to eat, 
\Vhen the South begins to blow. 

Which is the wind that brings the rain? 
The East \i\Tind, Arty, and farmers know 

Tlu t cows com e shiveri ng up the lane 
\i\Then the East begins to blow. 

Which is the wind that brings the flowers ? 
The West Wind, Bessie, and soft and low 

The birdies sing in th e summer hours 
\i\Then the West begins to blow. 

E. C. STEDM AN. 

Cil]e figf?tf?ouse. 
~ HE rocky ledge runs far into the sea, 
-;~ And on its outer point, some mil es away, 

V The Lighthouse lifts its mas- _.,. __ . 
sive masonry, -r':"'·.: ;:-: - ~ .. _/ 

A pillar of fire by night, of cloud " -
by day. 

D 

49 



50 THE LIGHTHOUSE, 

Even at this distance I can see the tides, 
U phea ving, break unheard along its base, 

A speechless wrath, that rises and subsides 
Io the white Jip and tremor of the face . 

And as the evening darkens, lo! how bright 
Through the deep purple of the twilight air, 

B eams forth the sudden radiance of its ligb t 
With strange, unearthly splendour in its glare I 

Not one alone; from each projecting cape 
And perilous reef '.llong the ocean 's verge, 

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape, 
Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge. 

Like the great giant Christopher it stands 
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave, 

vVading far out among the rocks and sands, 
The night-o'ertaken mariner to save. 

And the great ships sail outward and return, 
Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells, 

And ever joyful, as they see it burn, 
They wave their silent welcomes and farewells. 

They come forth from the darkness, and their sails 
Gleam for a moment only in the blaze, 

And eager faces, as the light unveils, 
Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze. 

The mariner remembers, when a ohild, 
On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink ; 

And when, returning from adventures wild, 
H e saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink. 

Steadfast, serene, immoveable, the same 
Year after year, through all the silent night, 

Burns on for evermore that quenchless flame, 
Shin es on that inext inguishable light! 

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp 
The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of pc ace; 

It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp, 
And hold it up, and shJ.ke it like a fleece. 



THE DOG AT HIS MASTER'S GR AVE , 

The st.1rtled waves leap over it; the storm 
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain, 

And steadily against its solid form 
Press the great shoulders of th e hurricane. 

The seabird wheeling round it, with the din 
Of wings and winds and solitary cries, 

Blinded and maddened by the light within, 
Dash~s himself against the glare, anJ cl ies. 

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock, 
Still grasping in his hand the fire of J ovc, 

It does not hear the cry, nor heed the shock, 
But hails the mariner with words of love. 

'Sail on ! ' it says, ' sail on ye stately ships! 
And with your floating bridge the ocean span ; 

Be mine to guard this light from all L!clipse, 
Be yours to bring man nearer unto man! ' 

LONGFELLO\\ 

"STo:J E will 11ot co11te," s:-1.id the gentle child, ~-:1 And she patted the poor dog's head, 
-a And she pleasantly called him and foncll _, 

smiled, 
But he heeded her not, in his anguish wild, 

Nor arose from his lowly bed. 
'Twas his master's grave where he chose to rest. 

He guarded it ni ght and day, 
Th e love that glowed in his grateful breast. 
For the fri end who had fed, controlled, carest, 

Might never fade away. 
And when the long grass rustled T:.ear, 

Beneath some hasting tread, 
He started up with a quivering ear, 
For he thought 'twas the st ep of his master de:H. 

Returning from the dead. 
But sometimes when a storm drew nigh, 

And the clouds were dark and fl ee t, 
D2 
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5'2 GOUD NIGIIT AND GOOD MORNU:G. 

Ile tore the tnrf with a mournfu 1 cry, 
As if he would force his way, or die, 

To his much-loved master's feet. 

So there through the summer's heat be by 
Till autumn nights gr ew bleak, 

tlll bis eye grew dim with his hope's decay 
And he pin ed , and pined, and wasted away, 

A skeleton gaunt and weak. 

And oft the pitying children brought . 
Their offerings of meat and bread, 

And to coax him away to their !tomes they sought, 
Dut his buried master he ne'er forgo t, 

Nor strayed from his lonely bed. 

Cold winter came with an angry sway, 
And the snow lay deep and sore, 

Then his moaning- grew fainter day by day, 
Till close where the broken tomb-ston e by, 

He fell, to rise no more. 

And when he struggled with mortal pain, 
And Death was by his side, 

\ Vith one loud cry that shook the plain, 
He called for his master ;-but called in vain , 

Then stretched himself, and died. 
M1~s. Src;ouR~ITY 

©0ob TTio l~t anb ©oob morning. 
~~ FAIR liltl e girl sat under a tree, 
~ Sewing as long as her eyes could see ; 

Then smoothed her work, and folded it r :ght, 
And said, "Dear work! Good night! Good night!" 

Such a number of rooks came over her head, 
Cry.ng "Caw! caw!" on their way to bed; 
She1 said, as she watched their cmious flight, 
"Little black thin gs ! Good night! Good night ! '' 

The horses neighed and the oxen lowed; 
The sheep's" Bleat! bleat! " came over the road; 



THE DEATH OF NELSON. 

All seemin~ to say, with a quiet delight, 
"Good little girl! Good night! Good night! 

She did not say to the sun "Good night!" 
Though she saw him there like a ball of light; 

For she kn ew that he had God's time to keep 

All over the world and never could sleep. 

The tall pink foxglove bowed his head ; 
The violets curtsied, and went to bed ; 
i\nd good little Lucy tied up her hair, 
And said, on her knees, her favourite prayer. 

And while on her pillow she softly lay, 
She knew notliin~ more till again it was day; 
And all things ~aiJ to th e bea utiful su.11, 
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·· C: 'iod morning ! Good morning ! our work is begun!" 
LORD HOUGHTON. 

r--.~ 

''~-; VV AS in Trafalgar's bay 
7- MI~_, \Ve saw tlic Frenchmen lay; 
U Each heart was bounding thca. 

V\1 e scorned the foreign yoke, 
Our ships were British oak, 

And hearts of oak our men. 
Our Nelson marked them on the wave, 
Three cheers our gallant seamen gave, 

Nor thought of home and beauty. 
Along the line this signal ran,--
" England expects that every man 

This day will do his duty." 

J\nd now the cannons roar 
Along t~1e affrightcd shore ; 

Brave Nelrnn led the way: 
His ship the Victory named; 
Long be that victory famed! 

For victory crowned the day. 
nut dearly was that conquest bou!!ht, 
Too well the gal lant hero fought 

For E11glauJ, home, and beauty. 



54 A FAREWELL. 

He cried, as 'midst the fire he ran,
" England shall find that every man 

This day will do his duty! " 

At last the fatal wound 
Which shed dismay around, : 

The hero's breast received. 
"Heaven fights on our side; 
The day 's our own ! " he cried; 

"Now long enough I've lived. 
· In honour's cause my life was passed, 

In honour's cause I fall at last, 
For England, home, and beauty!" 

Thus ending life as he began ; 
England confessed that every man 

That day had done bis duty. 
S. J. ARNOLD. 

'::-) fa\~W/f Y fair~st child, I have no song tc 
'-=~~=..::..:cc.....';;.,,, ~ g1 ve you ; 

No lark could pipe in skies so 
dull and grey ; 

Yet, if you will, one quiet hint I '11 leave you, 
For every day. 

I'll tell you how to sing a clearer carol 
Than lark who hails the dawn or breezy down; 

To earn yourself a purer poet's laurel 
Than Shakespeare's crown. 



THE ANGELS' WHISPER. 

Be good, sweet maid, and let who can be clever; 

Do lovely things, not dream them, all day long ; 

And so make Life and Death, and that For Ever, 

One grand sweet song. 
R EV . CHAS . K IN G SL E Y. 
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[f7e tlngels' IDT7is,per. 
~ BABY was sleeping, its mother was weeping, 

~ For her husband was far on the wild raging sea; 

And th '3 tempest was swelling round the fisher

man's dwelling, 

And she cried," Dermot, darling, oh! come back to me." 

Her beads whil e she numbered, the baby still slumbered, 

And smiled in her face while she bended her knee, 

"Oh! blessed be that warning, my child, thy sleep 

ad-Jrning, 
For I know that the angels a_re whispering with thee. 

" And while they are keeping bright watch o'er thy 

sleeping, 
Oh! pray to them softly, my baby, with me; 

And say thon wouldst rather they'd watch o'er thy father, 

For I know that the angels are whispering with thee." 



FATHER WILLIAM. 

The dawn of the morning saw Dermot returnrng, And the wife wept with joy her babe's father to see; And closely caressing her child, with a ble~sing,_ . Said, " I knew that the angels were whispering with thee." 
SAMUEL LOVER. 

Satf7er Wilfia111. 
"*OU are old, Father William," the young man ~ cried; 

r(L "The few locks that are left you are gray; You are hale, Father William, a hearty old man ; Now tell me the reason, I pray." 
:, In the days of my youth," Father William replied, " I remembered that youth would fly fast ; And abused not my health and my vigour at first, That I never might need them at last." 
"You are old, Father William," the young man cried, " And pleasures with youth pass away; And yet you lament not the days that are gone; Now tell me the reason, I pray." 
"In the days of my youth," Father William replied, " I remembered that youth could not last ; 



THE FAKENH.i\.M GHOST. 

I thought of the future, whatever I did , 
That I never might grieve for the past. ·· 
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" You are old, Father vVilliam," the young nian cried, 
"And life must be hast'ning away; 

You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death ; 
Now tell me the reason, I pray." 

11 I am cheerful, young man," Fath er vVilliam replied, 

"Let the cause thy attention engage: 
In the days of my youth I remembered my G od, 

And He hath not forgotten my age. ·· 

[f?e Sakenf?am ©f?ost. 
A TRUE TALE-A.D. 1790. 

;IHE lawns were dry in Euston Park; 
') (Here truth inspires my tale ;) 

The lonely footpath, still and dark, 
Led over hill and dale. 

Benighted was an ancient dame, 
And fearful haste she made 

To gain the vale of Fakenham, 
And hail its willow shade. 

S OUTHEY. 
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f-ler footsteps knew no idle stops, 
But follow'd faster still; 

And echo'd to the darksome copse 
That whispered on the hill, 

vVhere clam'rous rooks, yet scarcely hush'd, 
Bespoke a peopled shade ; 

And many a wing the foliage brush'd, 
And hov'ring circuits made. 

The dappled herd of grazing deer 
That sought the shades by day 

Now started from her path with fear, 
And gave the stranger way. 

Darker it grew; and darker fears 
Came o'er her troubled mind; 

Vv'hen now, a short quick step she hears 
Come patting close behind. 

She turn'd; it stopt !-nought could she see 
Upon the gloomy plain ! 

But, as she strove the sprite to flee, 
She heard the same again. 

Now terror seized her quaking frame: 
For, where the path was bare, 

The trotting Ghost kept on the same! 
She mutter'd many a prayer. 

Yet once again, amidst her fright, 
She tried what sight could do ; 

When, through the cheating glooms of night, 
A MONSTER stood in view ! 

R egardless of whate'er she felt, 
It followed down the plain ! 

She own'd her sins, and down she kn elt, 
And said her prayers again. 

Then on she sped; and hope grew strong, 
The white park-gate in view; 

\Vhich pushing hard, so long it swung 
That GHOST and all pass'd through. 



THE FAKENHAM GHOST 

Loud fell the gate against the post ! 

Her heart-strings like to crack ; 

,For much she fear'd the grisly ghost 

Would leap upon her back. 

Still on, pat, pat, the goblin went, 

As it had done before; 
Her strength and resolution spent , 

She fainted at the door. 

Out came her husband, much surprised ; 

Out came her daughter dear ;

Good-natured souls ! all unad viseu 

Of what they had to fear. 

The candle's gleam pierced through the night, 

Some short space o'er the green; 

And there the little trotting sprite 

Distinctly might be seen. 

An Ass's FoAL had lost its dam 

Vvithin the spacious park; 

And, simple as the playful lamb, 

Had followed in the dark. 

No Goblin he; no imp of sin; 

No crimes had ever known; 

They took the shaggy stranger in, 

And rear'd him as their own. 

His little hoofs would rattle round 

Upon the cottage floor : 

The matron learn'd to love the soun<l 

That frightened her before. 

A favourite the Ghost became; 

And 'twas his fate to thrive ; 

And long he lived, and spread his fame, 

And kept the joke alive. 

For many a laugh went through the Vale, 

And some conviction too:-

Ec1 ch thought some other goblin tale, 

Perhaps, was just as true. 
I3LO Oll!FIELD 
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60 HECTOR. 

·------
' 

~ector. 
'J 
~ 

~ ;,;· /i:: EE the daring little fell ow, 
-~ 'f;J} Laugh1r.g , shoutmg , full of 

glee; 
At the boat's prow standing, wind

blown, 
Drifting, drifting, out to sea. 

Little reeks he of hi s danger, 
Heeding not the far-off shore; 

Up and down the tiny boat rocks, 
Dancing , da ncing, more and mor2. 

Oh, so strong the cru el wind is
He a baby, helpless, fr a il; 

High and higher leap the billows, 
Stronger, fiercer, blows the gale. 

Another moment-sudden, ruthleEs, 
Sweeps a great blast o'er the pro w; 

S ee the white waves, glancing , gleaming , 
O'er their sweet prize bend and bow. 



THE CHILDREN'S TRlUMJ-'M, 

Yonder stz111cl his mother, sister, 
\Vceping t ears of wild despair-

" Oh GoJ, save him, save our da rlin g , 

]\J ust we see him perish there ? " 

Wh .:1. t is tha t which, dashing past them, 

Plungin g wildly in the waves, 
Battling , struggling , sinking , ri sing , 

The pitiless stormy ocean bra vcs ? 

'Tis noble H ector, \i\l,dt er 's pl ayma te, 

The dear old dog so staunch and true, 

\Vho loves so well his littl e master 

He'd follow him the ocean through. 

Look how he presses onward, onward! 

A dash-a cry! one instant more, 

And H c..:clor, bearing his pale burden, 

Turns, swimming slowly to the shore . 

"Will he, can he, rea ch us, Mary?" 

The trembling, anxious mother cries; 

"Surely he is nearer, Mary? 
Ob notle dog, so loving, wise! " 

Th ~n-with heart foll, throbbin g , eager, 

And face lit up with radi ant joy, 

Cl ose the mother clasps her baby, 

'Her dearly loved and only boy . 

. /\s for H ector, gallant Hector, 
H e was honoured all his days; 

i\:-: d, rich in Walter 's fond caresses, 

Cared not for the whole world's oraise. 
. E. D . A. 

{[f~e ([f7Hbren's {[riumpf]. 

~HE Sunbeams cam e to my window, 

tU!/ And said , "Come out and see 
~ - · Tlie sparkle on the river, 
The blossom on the tree! " 
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Th~ P.ET LAMB. 

Dut never a moment parleyed I 
W ith the bright-haired Sunbeams' call! 

Though their dazzlin g hands on th e leaf they laid, 
I drew it away to th e curtain shade, 

Where the Sunbeams could not fall. 

The Robins came to my window, 
And said '' Come out and sing! 

Come out and join in the chorus 
Of the Festival of Spring!" 

But never a carol would I trill 
In the Festival of May! 

But I sat alone in my shadowy room, 
An<l worked away in the quiet gloom, 

And the Robins flew away. 

The Children came to my window, 
And said "Come out and play! 

Come, play with us in the sunshine, 
'Tis such a glorious day! " 

Then never another word I wrote, 
And my desk was put away! 

When the Children called me, what coulu ~ do? 
Th e Robins rnight fa il and the Sunbeams too, 

But the Children won the day ! 
F RANCE S R IDLEY H AVERG AL. 

[f7e l)et f[antv ~ 
~HE d ew was falling fast, the stars b egan to blink; 
'lJI\ I heard a voice; it sa id, " Drink, pretty creature, 
® drink! " 

And, Jool( ing o'er the hedge , before me I espied 
A snow-wh ite mountain lamb, with a Maiden at its side. 

Nor sheep nor kine \Vere near; the iamb was all alone, 
And by a slender cord was te th ered to a stone; 
\Vith on e knee on the grass did the little Maiden kn eel, 
vVliile to th a t mount a in la mb sbe gave its evening mea l. 



THE PET LAMB, 

The lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper took, 

Seemed to feast with bead and ears; and his tail with 

pleasure shook. 
" Drink, pretty creature, drink," she said in such a tone 

That I almost received her heart into my own. 

'Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty 

rare! 
I watched them with delight, they were a lovely pair; 

Now with her empty can the Maiden turned away; 

1 ~ut ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she stay. 

Right towards the lamb she looked, and from a shady 

place 
I unobserved could see the workings of her face; 

If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers bring, 

Thus,. thought I, to her lamb that little Maid might 

smg:--

" What ails thee, young one? what ? why pull so at 

thy cord? 
Is it not well with thee? well both for bed and board? 

Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be; 

Rest, little young one, rest; what is't that aileth thee? 

"What is it thou wouldst seek? What is wanting to 

thy heart? 
Thy limbs are they not strong? And beautiful thou art; 

This grass is tender grass; these flowers they have no 

peers; 
And that green corn all day is rustling in thy ears! 

,: If the sun be shi!1ing hot, do but stretch thy woollen 

chain, 
The beech is standing by, its covert thou canst gain; 

For rain and mountain storms ! the like thou need'st 

not fear-
The rain and storm are things which scarcely can come 

here. 

"Rest, little young one, rest! hast thou forgot the day 

\,Vhen my father found thee first in places far a way? 

Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert owned by 

none, 
i'.nd thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone. 



TIIE PET LAMB. 

"He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought tl1ec 
home : 

A blessed day for thee! then whither wouldst thou 
roam? 

A faithful nurse thou hast; the dam that did thee yean 
Upon the mountain tops no kinder could have been. 

"Thou know'st that t wice a day I bave brought thee in 
this can 

Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran: 
And twice in the day, wben the ground is wet with dew, 
I bring tbee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new. 

" It will not, will not rest !-Poor creature, can it be 
That 'tis thy mother's heart which is working so in 

thee? 
Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear, 
And dreams of things which thou canst neither see nor 

hear. 

"Alas! the mountain tops, that look so green and fair! 
I've hea rd of fea rful winds and darkness that come 

there; 
The little brooks that seem all pasti:ne and all play, 
\Vh cn they are angry, roar like lions for their prey. 

" H ere thou need'st not dread the raven in the sky; 
Night and day thou art safe-our cottage is hard by. 
\ Vhy blea t so after me? why pull so at thy chain? 
Sleep-and at break of day I will come to thee again!" 

As homeward through the lane I went with lazy feet, 
This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat; 
And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad line by line, 
That but half of it was hers, and one-half of it was mine. 

Again, and once again, did I rep eat the song; 
" Nay," said I, "more than half to the dam sel must 

belong ," 
F or she looked with such a look, and she spake with 

such a tone, 
Th at I almost received her heart into my own. 

WORDSWORTH . 



LUCY GRAY; OR, SOLITUDE. 

{UCJ2 ©ra~; ori .Solitubc. 

~ FT I bad heard of Lucy Gray; 
~ And, when I crossed the wild, 
'"'C.-/-4-0~ I chanced to see, at break of 

day, 
The solitary child. 

No mate, no comrade Lucy knew; 
Sbe dwelt on a wide moor, 

The sweetest thing that ever grew 
Beside a human door! 

z Yon yet may spy the fawn at rlay, 
The hare upon the green ; 

· r But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 

" To-night will b~ a stormy night,-
You to the town must go; 

And take a lantern, child, to light 
Your mother through the snow." 

E 
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. ;; That, father, will I gladly do; 
'Tis scarcely afternoon,-

The minster clock has just struck two, 
And yonder is the moon ! " 

At this the father raised his hook 
And snapped a faggot-band; 

He plied his work; and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe: 
vVith many a wanton stroke 

Her feet disperse the powdery snow, 
That rises up like smoke. 

The storm came on before its time: 
She wandered up and down; 

And many a hill did Lucy climb: 
But never reached the town. 

The wretched parents all that night 
Went shouting far and wide; 

But there was neither sound nor sight 
To serve them for a guide. 

At daybreak on a hill they stood 
That overlooked the n:ox; 

And thence they saw the bridge of wood, 
A furlong from their door. 

You yet may spy the fawn at play, 
The hare upon the green; 

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 

They wept, and, turning homeward, cried, 
" In heaven we all shall meet! " 

When in the snow the mothn spied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 

Then downwards from the steep hill's edg~ 
They tracked the footm arks ~mall ; 



!IIY MOTHER. 

And through the broken hawthorn hed .;c. 
And by the long stone wall ; 

And then an open field they crossed : 
The marks were still the same; 

Tbey tracked them on, nor ever lost; 
And to the bridge they came. 

They followed from the snowy bank 
Those footmarks, one by one, 

Into the middle of the plank; 
And further there were none ! 

Yet some maintain that to this day 
She is a living child,-

That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome wild. 

O'er rough and smooth she trips along, 
And never looks behind ; 

And sings a solitary song 
That whistles in the wind. 

WORDSWORTH . 

mll motf7er. 
i@[HO fed me from her gentle breasi, 
'Y:JV-/ And hush'd me in her arms to rest, 

And on my cheek sweet kisses prest? 
My Mother. 

\1'7hen sleep forsook my open eye, 
\Vho was it sung sweet hushaby, 
And rocked me that I should not cry ? 

My Mother. 

\i\fho sat and watch'd my infant head 1 

\Vhen sleeping on my cradle bed, 
And tears of ~weet affection shed ? 

My Mother. 
E2 
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\Vben pain and sickness made me cry, 
vVbo gaz'd upon my heavy eye, 
And wept, for fear that I should die? 

My Mother. 
\i\Tho drest my doll in clothes so gay, 
And taught me pretty how to play, 
And minded all I'd got to say? 

My Mother. 
Who ran to help me when I fell, 
And would some pretty story tell, 
Or kiss the place to make it well? 

My Mother. 

\Vho taught my infant lips to pray, 
And love God's holy book and day, 
Aud walk in wisdom's pleasant way? 

And can I ever cease to be 
Affectionate and kind to thee, 
Who wast so yery kind to me, 

My Mother. 

My Mother. 

Ah! no, the thought I cannot bear, 
And if God please my life to spare, 
I hope I shall reward thy care, 

My Mother. 

\Vhen thou art feeble, old, and grey, 
My healthy arm shall be thy stay, 
And I will soothe thy pains away, 

My Mother. 

And when I see th ee hang thy head, 
'Twill be my turn to watch thy bed, 
And tears of sweet affection shed, 

My Mother. 

For God, who lives above the skies, 
\ \' ould look with vengeance in His eyes. 
If I should ever dare despise 

My Mother. 
ANN TAYLOR. 



THE CUCKOO. 

[~e ([uckoo. 

~ AIL, beauteous stranger of the grove, 

~,,_ Attendant on the Spring! 
-, Now Heaven repairs thy vernal seat, 

And woods thy welcome sing. 

Soon as the daisy decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear; 

Hast thou a star to guide thy path, 

Or mark the rolling year? 

Delightful visitant! with thee 
I hail the time of flowers; 

And hear the sound of music sweet 

From birds among the bowers. 

The schoolboy, wandering in the wood 

To pull the primrose gay, 

Starts-the new voice of Spring to hear, 

And imitates thy lay. 

Soon as the pea puts on the bloom, 

Thou fliest the vocal vale ; 

An annual guest in other lands, 

Another Spring to hail. 

Sweet bird! thy bower is ever green, 

Thy sky is ever clear ; 
Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 

No winter in thy year. 
LOGAN. 

69 



• 

CASABIANCA, 

([asabianca. 
~ HE boy stood on the burning deck ff: Whence all but him had fled; 
\B' The flame that lit the battle's wreck 

Shone round him o'er the dead. 
Yet beautiful and bright he stood, 

As born to rule the storm ; 
A creature of heroic blood, 

A proud, though childlike form . 
The flames rolled on- -he would not go 

Without his father's word; 
That father, faint in death below, 

His voice no longer heard. 

H e called aloud, "Say, father, say, 
If yet my task is done! " 



MEDDLESOME MATTY, 

He knew not that the chieftain lay 
Unconscious of his son. 

·' Speak, father!" once again he cried: 

" If I may yet be gone! " 
And but the booming shots replied , 

And fast the flames rolled on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath, 
And in his waving hair, 

And looked from that lone post of death, 

In still yet brave despair ; 

And shouted but once more aloud, 
" My father! must I stay?" 

vVhile o'er him fast through sail and shroud, 

The wreathing fires made way. 

They wrapt the ship in splendour wild, 

They caught the flag on high, 
And streamed above the gallant child 

Like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound

The boy-oh ! where was he? 
Ask of the winds, that far around 

With fragments strewed the sea! -

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair, 

That well had borne their part; 

But the noblest thing that peri shed there 

\!Vas that young faithful heart ! 
MR S , HEMANS. 

mebbf esonte mattg. 
'V 

H, how one ugly trick has spoiled 
The sweetest and the best ! · 

~+'---"" Matilda, though a pleasant child, 

o~e ugly trick possessed, 

Which, like a cloud before the skies, 

Hid all her better qualities. 
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72 MEDDLESOME MATTY. 

Sometimes she'd lift the tea-pot lid, 
To peep at what was in it; 

Or tilt the kettle, if you did 
But turn your back a minute ; 

In. vain you told her not to touch, 
Her trick of meddling grew so much. 

Her grandmamma went out one day, 
And by mistake she laid 

Her spectacles and snuff-box gay, 
Too near the little maid. 

"Ah! well," thought she, "I'll try them on 1 

As soon as grandmamma is gone." 

Forthwith she placed upon her nose 
The glasses large and wide ; 

And looking round, as I suppose, 
The snuff-box too espied : 

'' Oh, what a pretty box is this, 
I'll open it," said little Miss. 

"I know that grandmamma would Sciy 1 

'Don't meddle with it, dear;' 
But then she's far enough away, 

And no one else is near ; 
Besides, what can there be amiss, 
In opening such a box as this? " 

So thumb and finger went to work 
To move the stubborn lid; 

And presently a mighty jerk, 
The mighty mischief did; 

For all at once, ah! woful case, 
The snuff came puffing in her face! 

Poor eyes, and nose, and n10uth, and chin, 
A dismal sight presented; 

And as the snuff got further in, 
Sincerely she repented. 

In vain she ran about for ease, 
She could do nothing else but sneeze I 

She dashed the spectacles away, 
To wipe her tingling eyes, 



A LITTLE GOOSE, 

And as in twenty bits they lay, 

Her grandmamma she spies. 

" Heyday ! and what's the matter now ?" 

Cried grandmamm a , with lifted brow. 

lVIatilda, smarting with the pain, 

And tingling still, and sore, 

Made many a promise to refrain 

From meddling ever more; 

And 'tis a fact, as I have heard, 

She ever since has kept her word. 

.a fittr e ©oose. 

ANN TAYLOR . 

~HE chill November day was done, 

~ - The working world home faring; 

The wind came roaring through the streets, 

And set the gaslights flaring; 

And hopelessly and aimlessly 

The scared old leaves were flying,

When, mingled with the soughing wind, 

I head a small voice crying. 

And, shivering on the corner, stood 

A child of four, or over; 

No cloak or hat her small soft arms 

And wind-blown curls to cover; 

Her dimpled face was stained with tears; 

Her round blue eyes ran over ; 

She cherished in her wee, cold hand 

A bunch of faded clover. 

And, one hand round her treasure, while 

She slipped in mine the other, 

H alf-scared, h alf-confidential, said, 

"Oh! please, I want my mother."-

" Tell me your street and number, pet. 

Don't cry: I'll take you to it." 

Sobbing she answered, " I forget: 

The organ made me do it. 
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74 A LITTLE GOOSE, 

" He came and played at Miller's step,
The monkey took the money ; 

I followed down the street because 
That monkey was so funny. 

I've walked about a hundred hours 
From one street to another; 

The monkey's gone; I've spoiled my flowers; - 
Oh, please, I want my mother." 

"But what's your mother's name? and what 
The street? Now think a minute."-

" My mother's name is Mother Dear; 
The street-I can't begin it."-

" But what is strange abou t the house, 
Or new,-not like the others?"-

" I guess you mean my trundle-bed,
Mine and my little brother's. 

H Oh aear ! I ought to be at home 
To help him say his prayers,-



THE INCHCAPE ROCK, 

He's such a baby he forgets; 

And we are both such players ; 

And there's a bar between to keep 

From pitching on each other, 

Jtcr Harry rolls when he's asleep; 

Oh dear! I want my mother. " 

The sky grew stormy ; people passed 

All muffled, homeward farin g. 

"You'll have to spend the night with me," 

I said at last, despairing. 

I tied a kerchief round her neck: 

•' What ribbon's this, my blossom?"-

" Why, don't you know? " she, smiling, sa iJ, 

And drew it from her bosom. 

A card with number, street, and name ! 

My eyes astopished, met it; 

" For," said the little one, "you see 

I might some time forget it, 

And so I wear a little thing 

That tells you all about it ; 

For moth er says she's very sure 

I should get lost without it.'' 
ELIZA SPROAT TUR '.'IE R. 

cr:~e Jnc~care itocft ; 
OR, THE ROVER'S FAT E . 

~ 0 stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 

~~ The ship was as still as she could be ; 

,.e...J " H er sails from heaven received no mot ion, 

H er keel was steady in the ocean. 

\Vithout either sign or sound of their shock, 

The waves fl oa ted over the In chcape Rock; 

So little th ey rose , so littl e they fell, 

They did not move the In chcape bell. 

Th e good old abbot of Aberbrothock 

Had fl oa ted th a t bell on the Inchcape Rock; 
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THE IN-..,HCAPE ROCK. 

On the waves of the storm it floated and 
swung, 

And louder and louder its warning rung. 

\i\Then the rock was hiJ by the surge's swell, 
The mariners heard the warning bell; 

,-. And then they knew the perilous rock, 
And blessed the priest of Aberbrothock. 

The sun in heaven was shining gay, 
All things were joyful on that day; 

The sea-birds screamed, as they wheeled around , 
And there was pleasure in the sound . 

The float of the Inchcape bell was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean green; 
Sir Ralph the rover walked the deck, 
And he fixed his eye on the darker speck. 



THE INCHCAPE ROCK. 

He felt the cheering power of spring; 

It made him whistle, it made him sing; 

His heart was mirthful to excess-

But the rcver's mirth was wickedness. 

His eye was on the bell and float; 

Quoth he," My men, put out the boat, 

And row me to the Inchcape Rock, 

And I'll plague the priest of Aberbrothocl-." 

The boat is lowered, the boatmen row, 

And to the Inchcape Rock they go; 

Sir Ralph bent over from the boat, 

An_d cut the warning-bell from the float ! 

Down sank the bell with a g-urgling sound: 

The bubbles arose and burst around ; 

Quoth Sir Ralph," The next who comes to the rock, 

Will not bless the priest of Aberbrothock." 

Sir Ralph the rover sailed away; 

He scoured the seas for many a day; 

And now, grown rich with plundered store, 

He steers his course for Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze o'erspread the sky, 

They could not see the sun on high ; 

The wind had blown a gale all day, 

At evening it had died away. 

On deck the rover takes his stand; 

So dark it is, they see no land; 

Quoth Sir Ralph, "It will be ligh ter soon, 

For there is the dawn of the rising moon." 

"Canst hear," said one, "the breakers; roar? 

Yonder, methinks, should be the shore; 

Now, where we are, I cannot tell, 

But I wish we could hear the Inchcape bell." 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong, 

Though the wind has fallen, they drift along, 

Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock-

" Alas! it is the Inchcape Rock! 
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78 EXCELSIOR, 

Sir Ralph t!1e rover tore his hair, 
He beats himself in wild despair; 
Dut the waves rush in on every side, 
And the vessel sinks beneath the tic.le. 

<frcefsior~ 

SOUTEE'i, 

~jE HE shades of night ';'ere ~alling fast, 
1.j_\ As through an Alpme village passed 
~ A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and ice, 

A banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior! 

His brow was sad; his eye beneath 
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath; 
And like a silver clarion rung 
The accents of that unknown tongue, 

Excelsior I 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warh1 and brig! : t; 
Above, the spectral glaciers shone, 
And from his lips escaped a groan, 

Excelsior! 

"Try not the Pass!" the oid man said; 
"Dark lowers the tempest overhead, 
Tbe roaring torrent is deep and wide!" 
And loud that clarion voice replied, 

Excelsior! 

'' Oh stay," the maiden said," and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast!" 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
Dut still he answered with a sigh, 

Excelsior! 
'' Beware the pine-tree's withered branc!1 l 
Deware the awful avalanche!" 
This was the peasant's last Good-night: 
A voice replied, far up the height, 

Excelsior I 



JACK FROST. 

At break of day, as heavenwanl 
The pious monks of St. Bernanl 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried through the startled air, 

Excelsior! 

A traveller, by the faithful hound, 
Half-buried in the snow was found, 
Still grasping in his hand of ice 
That banner with the strange device, 

Excelsior! 

There, in the twilight cold and grey, 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay, 
And from the sky, serene and far, 
A voice fell, like a falling star, 

Excelsior I 
LON GFELLOW. 

Jacft Srost. 

7 9 

~~ HE Frost looked forth on a still, clear night, 

1-"J.!, And whispered," Now, I shall be out of sight; 

'5f' So through the valley and over the height, 
In silence I'll take my way. 

I will not go on like that blusterin g train, 

The wind and the snow, the hail and the rain, 

That make such a bustle and noise m vain; 
But I '11 be as busy as they!" 

So he flew ta ~he mountain, and powdered its cres t, 

I-::T e lit on the trees, and th eir boughs he dressed 

Vv' ith diamonds and pearls; and over the brcJ.s t 

Of the quivering lake be spread 
A coat of mail, that it need not fear 
The glitterin g point of many a spear 
Which he hung on its margin, far and near> 

\ ,\T here a rock could rear its head. 

He went to th e window of those v,1ho slept, 

And over each pan e 1ike a fairy crept : 
\.Vhercver he breathed, wherever he stopped , 

Dy the morning light were scc:1 



80 THE THREE BELLS, 

Most beautiful things !-there were flowC:;rs and trees, 

There were bevies of birds, and swarms of bees; 

There were cities, and temples, and towers; and these 

All pictured in silvery she:en ! 

But he did one thing that was hardly fair, 
He peeped in the cupboard : and finding there 

That all had forgotten for him to prepare, 
" Now, just to set them a-thinking, 

I 'll bite this basket of fruit," said he, 
" This costly pitcher I'll burst in three ! 
And the glass of water they've left for me, 

Shall ' tchick ' to tell them I'm drinking." 
HANNAH FLAGG GO ULD. 

[f]e [f7ree l3ells .. 

~ ENEATH the low-hung night cloud 
;LJ~ That raked her splintering mast, 
~_, The good ship settled slowly, 

The cruel leak gained fast. 

Over the awful ocean, 
Her signal guns pealed out. 

Dear God ! was that thy answer 
From the horror round about? 

A voice came down the wild winu, 
" Ho ! ship ahoy ! " its cry; 

'' Our stout Three Bells of Glasgow 
Shall lay till daylight by!" 

Hour after hour crept slowly, 
Yet on the heaving swells 

T ossed up and down the ship-lights, 
The ligh ts of the Three Bells! 

And ship to ship made signals, 
Man answered back to man, 

While oft, to beer and hearten , 
The Three Bells nearer ran ; 



THE THREE BELLS. 

And the captain from her taffrail 
Sent down his hopeful cry ; 

" Take heart ! Hold on ! " he shouted, 
" The Three Bells sh2.ll lie by ! " 

All night across the waters 
The tossing lights shone clear ; 

All night from reeling taffrail 
The Three Bells sent her cheer. 

And when the dreary watches 
Of storm and darkness passed, 

Just as the wreck lurched under, 
All souls were saved at last. 

Sail on, Three Bells, forever, 
In grateful memory sail ! 

Ring on, Three Bells of rescue, 
Above th e wave and gale! 

F 
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LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER. 

Type of the Love eternal, 
Repeat the Master's cry, 

As tossing through our darkness 
The lights of God draw nigh. 

J. G. WHITTIER. 

··=·:~ 

~· ,,,,;•·"' 
CHIEFTAI to the Highlands 

bound, 
""~ Cries, '' Boatman, d o. not 

t~ rry ! 

And I 'll give thee a silver pound 
To row us o'er the ferry.'' 

"Now, who be ye would cross Locbgyle, 
This dark and stormy water ? " 

"Oh, I'm the chief of Ulva's isle, 
And this, Lord Ullin's daughter. 



LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER. 

-' And fast before her father's men 
Three days we've fled together; 

For, should he find us in the glen, 
My blood would stain the heath er. 

H His horseman h ard behind us ride; 
Should they our steps discover , 

Then who would cheer my bonny bridc 
When they had slain her lover?" 

Out spoke the hardy Highland wigh t, 
"I'll go, my chief-I 'm ready:-

It is not for your silver bright, 
But for your winsome lady; 

"And by my word, the bonny bird 
In danger shall not tarry; 

So, though the waves are ragin g white, 
I'll row you o'er the ferry." 

By this the storm grew loud apace, 
The water-wraith was shriek ing; 

And in the scowl of Heaven each face 
Grew dark as th ey ·were speaking. 

But still as wilder blew the wind, 
And as the night grew drearer, 

Adown the glen rode armed men, 
Their tramping sounded nearer. 

;, Oh, haste thee, haste!" the lady cries; 
"Though tempests round us gather; 

I 'Jl meet the raging of the skies, 
But not an angry father." 

T he boat has left a stormy land, 
A s tormy sea before her,-

'.Y hen, oh! too s troni for human hand, 
Th e tempest gathered o'er her. 

-~11J still they rowed amidst the roar 
Of waters fast prevailing; 

Lord Ullin reachcJ that fatal shore,
His ,,_, rath was changed to wailing. 

:~o r sore dismayed, through storm and sli acie , 
His child he did discover 
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TIIE FAIRIES, 

One lovely hand she stretched for aid, 
And one was round her lover. 

"Come back! come back! " he cried in grief, 
"Across this stormy water; 

And l '11 forgive your Highland chief, 
l\I y <laughter !-Oh, my daughter! " 

'Twas vain :-the loud waves lashed the shore, 
R eturn or aid preventing; 

The waters wild went o'er his child, 
And he was left lamenting. 

CAMPBELL. 

[f ?e 5airies. 
!~ P the airy mountain, 
~ Down the rushy glen, 

\Ve daren ' t go a-hunting 
For fear of little men; 

Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together; 

Green jacket, red cap, 
And white owl's feather ! 

D ) Wn along the rocky shore 
S0rne make their home, 

They live on crispy pancakes 
Of yellow tide-foam ; 

Some in the reeds 
Of the black mountain-lake. 

With frogs for their watch-dog~, 
All night a wake. 

IIi ,'~ h on the hill -top 
The old King sits ; 

H e is now so gray and old 
H e's nigh lost his wits. 

With a bridge of white mist 
Columbkill he crosses, 

On his stately journeys 
From Slieveleag ue tGl R osscs ; 



1 HE FAIRY KING. 

Ur going up with music 
On cold sta rry nights 

To sup wilh the Queen 
01 the ga y orthern Ligl: ts. 

They stole little Bridget 
For seven years long ; 

\7Vhen she came d own again, 
Her f1i ends were all gone. 

They took her lightly back, 
Between the nig ht and morrow, 

They thought that she was fast a ~1ee; , 
But she was dead with sorrow. 

They have kept her ever s ince 
Deep witbin the lake, 

On a bed of flag-leaves, 
Vv atching tili she w:.1 ke . 

.Gy the craggy hill-side, 
Through the mosses bare, 

They have planted thorn-trees 
For pleasure here and there. 

Is any man so daring 
As dig them up in spite, 

He shall find their sharpest tho~·n3 
In his bed at night. 

Up the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen, 

\Ve daren't go a-hunting 
For fear of little men; 

\ \ ,7 ee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all toge ther; 

G rcen jacket, red cap, 
And white owl's fea ther! 

WILLIAM ALLING~IAM 

[:f?e Sait~ Jfting. 
~ HE Fairy King was old. 
~ He met th e \Vitch of the \Vold. 

"Ah ha, King!" quoth sh e, 



06 WINTER. 

" Now thou art old like me.' 1 

"Nay, Witch!" quoth he, 
" I am not old like thee." 

The King took off his crown, 
It almost bent him down; 
His age was too great 
To carry such a weight. 
" Give it me ! " she said, 
And clapt it on her head. 

Crown sank to grounJ ; 
The Witch no more was found. 
Then sweet spring-songs were sung, 
The Fairy King grew young, 
His crown was made of flow'rs, 
He lived in ,,roods and bow'rs. 

\\"ILLIAM A L LINGH !. :~ 

Winter~ 
~ EHOLD the grey branches that stretch from 
')..}._? the trees, 
~ Nor blossom nor verdure they wear ! 
They rattle and shake to the northerly breeze , 

And wave their long arms in the air. 

The sun hid es bis face in a mantle of cloud, 
Dark vapours roll over the sky; 

Th e: wind thro' the wood holloas hoarsely and lou cl, 
And sea- birds across the land fly . 

How many poor wretches, without house or hom e. 
Are wandering naked and pale; 

Oblig'd on the snow-cover'd common to roam, 
And pierc' d by the pitiless gale : 

No house for their shelter, no victuals to eat, 
No bed for their limbs to repose; 



THE S AIL. 

Or a crust dry and mouldy, the best of their meat, 

And their pillow, a pillow of snows. 

Be thankful, my child, that it is not your lot, 

To wander an orphan and poor; 
A father, and mother, and home you have got, 

And yet you deserv'd them no more. 

Be thankfnl, my child, and forget not to pay 

Your thanks to that Father above, 

Who gives you so many more blessings than tbey, 

And crowns your whole lite with His love. 
A NN T AYLOR. 

[:f?e SnaiL 

O grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall, 
The snail sticks close, nor fears to fall, 

As ii he grew there, house and all 
Together. 



88 THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE. 

Within that house secure he hides, 
When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

Of weather. 
Give but his horns the slightest touch, 
His self-collecting power is such, 
He shrinks into his house with much 

Displeasure. 
\,\: liere'er he dwells, he dwells alone, 
E xcept himself has chattels none, 
Well satisfied to be his own 

Whole treasure. 

Thus, hermit-like, his life he leads, 
Nor partner of his banquet needs, 
And if he meets one, only feeds 

The faster. 

\Vho seeks him must be worse than blind, 
(He and his house are so combined) 
If finding it, he fails to find 

Its master. 
C OW!' F ' ' 

[f7e ~are ano tf]e [orto·ise. 

i FORWARD hare, of swiftness vain , 
The genius of the neighbouring plain , 
Would oft deride the drudging crowd ; 

For geniuses are ever proud. 
He'd boast his flight 'twere vain to follow, 
For dog and horse he'd beat them hollow; -
Nay, if he put forth all his strength, 
Outstrip his brethren half a le11gt-h. 
A tortoise heard his vain oration, 
And vented thus his indignation: 
"0 puss ! it bodes thee dire disgrace 
When I defy thee to the race. 
Come, 'tis a match; nay, no denial, 
I lay my shell upon the trial." 



THE RETIRED CAT. 

'Twas 'done' and 'done,' 'all fair, ' ' a bet,' 

Judges prepared, and distance set. 
The scampering hare outstripped the wi nc.l ; 

The creeping tortoise lagged behind, 
And scarce had p assed a sing le p ole 
\Vhen puss had almost reached the goa l. 

" Friend tortoise," quoth the jeeri ng h a re, 

"Your burden's more than you can bear ; 

To help your speed it were as well 
Th a t I should ease you of your shell ; 
] og on a little faster, prithee: 
I'll take a nap and then be with th ee ." 

The tortoise heard his taunting jeer , 
But still resolved to persevere ; 
On to the goal secu rely crept, 
vVhile puss, unknowing , soundly slept. 

The bets were won, the hare awoke, 
vVhen thus the victor tortoise spoke : 

"Puss, though I own thy quicker p a rt s, 

Things are not always done by starts: 
You may deride my awkward p ace; 
But slow and steady wins the race! " 

[f7e ~etireb <lat. 

LLOYD. 

POET'S cat, sedate and grave 
As poet well could wish to have, 
Was much addicted to in q uire 

For nooks to which she might reti re , 
And where, secure as mouse in chink, 
She might repose , or sit and think . 
I know not where she caught the tri ck-

Nature perh aps h erself had cast her 

In such a mould philosophique, 
Or else she learned it of her maste r. 

Sometimes ascendin g , debonnair, 
An apple-tree, or lofty pear, 
Lodged with convenience in the fork, 
She watched the gardener at his work; 
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go THE RETIRED CAT. 

Sometimes her ease and solace sought 
In an old empty watering pot; 
There, wanting nothing save a fan, 
To seem some nymph in her sedan 
Apparelled in exactest sort, 
And ready to be borne to court. 

But love of change, it seems, has place 
Not only in our wiser race; 
Cats also feel, as well as we, 
That passion's force, and so did she. 
Her climbing, she began to find, 
Exposed her too much to the wind, 
And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless within : 
She therefore wished instead of those 
Some place of more serene repose, 
Where neither cold might come, nor 2.ir 
Too rudely wanton with her hair, 
And sought it in the likeliest mode 
Within her master's snug abode. 

A drawer, it chanced, at bottom liued 
With linen of the softest kind, 
\ i\Tith such as merchants introduce 
From India, for the ladies' use-
A drawer impending o'er the rest, 
Half-open in the topmost chest, 
Of depth enough, and none to spare, 
Invited her to slumber there; 
Puss with delight beyond expression 
Surveyed the scene, and took possessi, n . 
Recumbent at her ease, ere long, 
And lulled by her own humdrum song, 
She left the cares of life behind, 
And slept as she would sleep her last , 
\i\Then in came, housewifely inclined, 
The chambermaid, and shut it fast ; 
By no malignity impelled, 
But all unconscious whom it held. 

Awakened by the shock, cried Puss , 
"Was ever cat attended thus! 
The open drawer was left, I see, 



THE RETIRED CAT. 

.Ierely to prove a nest for me, 

L'Or soon as I was well composed, 

fhen came the maid, and it was closed. 

How smooth these 'kerchiefs, and how swecL ! 

Oh, what a delicate retreat! 

I will resign myself to rest 

l'ill Sol, declining in the west, 

Shall call to supper, when, no doubt, 

Susan will come and let me out. " 

The evemng came, the sun descended, 

And Puss remained still unattended. 

The night rolled tardily away, 

(\Nith her indeed 'twas never day), 

The sprightly morn her course renew .:d, 

The evening gray again ensued, 

And Puss came into mind no more 

Than if entombed the day before. 

With hunger pinched, and pinched for room , 

She now presaged approaching doom, 

Nor slept a single wink, or purred, 

Conscious of jeopardy incurred. 

That night, by chance, the poet watching, 

Heard an inexplicable scratching; 

His noble heart went pit-a-pat, 

And to himself he said-" What's that ? " 

He drew the curtain at his side, 

And forth he peeped, but nothing spied; 

Yet, by his ear directed, guessed 

Something imprisoned in the chest, 

And, doubtful what, with prudent care 

Resolved it should continue there. 

At length a voice whi::h well he knew, 

A long and melancholy mew, 

Saluting his poetic ears, 

Consoled him, and dispelled his fears: 

He left his bed, he trod the floor, 

He 'gan in haste the drawers explore , 

The lowest first, and without stop 

The rest in order to the top ; 

For 'tis a truth well known to most, 

That whatsoever thing is lost, 
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A WASP AND A BEE, 

We seek it, ere it come to light, 
In every cranny but the right. 
Forth skipped the cat, not now replete 
As erst with airy self-conceit. 
Nor in her own fond apprehension 
A theme for all the world's attention, 
But modest, sober, cured of all 
Her notions hyperbolical, 
And wishing for a place of rest 
Auything rather than a chest. 
Then stepped the poet into bed 
With this reflection in his head:-

MORAL. 

Beware of too sublime a sense 
Of your own worth and consequence: 
The man who dreams himself so great, 
And his importance of such weight, 
That all around, in all that's done, 
Must move and act for him alone, 
Will learn in school of tribulation 
The folly of his expectation. 

CowPEit. 

tr Was,p anb a 23ee. 

i WASP met a Bee that was just buzzing by, 
And he said, "Little cousin, can you tell me why 
You are loved so much better by people than I? 

"My back shines as bright and as yellow as gold , 
And my shape is most elegant, too, to behold; 
Yet nobody likes me for that, I am told ! " 

"Ah ! cousin," the Bee said, "'tis all very true, 
But if I were half as much mischief to do, 
Indeed they would love me no better than you. 

"You have a fine shape, and a delicate wing, 
They own you are handsome, but then there's one thing 
They cannot put up with, and that is your sting. 



POOR DOG TRAY. 

:, ]\1y coat is quite homely and plain as you see, 

Yet nobody ever is angry with me, 

Because I'm a humble and innocent Bee!" 

From this little story let people beware, 

Because like the wasp, if ill-natured they are, 

They will never be loved , if they're ever so fai r. 
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J ANE T A YLOR . 

poor :Dog [ra~. 
ve-Tf'N 

,~ N the_green banks of Shannon when Sheelah wa s 

\Jf3' mgh, 
\...;"

0 No blithe Irish lad was as happy as I ; 

No harp like my own could so cheerily play, 

And wherever I went was my poor dog Tray. 

vVhen at last I was forced from my Sheelah to part, 

She said, (while the sorrow was big at her heart,) 

Oh ! remember your Sheelah when far, far away: 

And be kind, my hear Pat, to our poor dog Tray. 

Poor dog! he was faithful and kind to be sure, 

And he constantly loved me althouglt I was poor; 

When the sour-looking folk sent me heartless away, 

I had always a friend in my poor dog Tray. 

vVhen the road was so dark, and the night was so cold , 

And Pat and his dog were grown weary and old, 

How snugly we slept in my old coat of grey, 

And he licked me for kindness-my poor dog Tray. 

Though my wallet was scant I remembered his case, 

Nor refu sed my last crust to his pitiful face; 

But he died at my feet on a cold winter day, 

And I played a sad lament for my poor dog Tray. 

\Vhere now shall I go, poor, fors aken, and blind? 

Can I find one to guide me, so faithful and kind ? 

To my sweet native village, so far, far away, 

l can never more return with my poor dog Tray. 
CA~!! J.:EI .L 



9-} THE COW AND THE ASS, 

I ESIDE a green meadow, a stream us'd to flow, 
So clear one might see the white pebbles belo\v; 
To this cooling brook the warm cattle would stray, 

To stand in the shade on a hot summer's day. 
A cow, quite oppress'd with the heat of the sun, 
Came here to refresh as she often had done, 
And standing quite still, leaning over the stream, 
\Vas musing, perhaps; or perhaps she might dream. 
But soon a brown ass, of respectable look, 
Came trotting up also, to taste of the brook, 
And to nibble a few of the daises and grass. 
"How d 'ye do? " said the cow: " How d'ye do? " saicl 

the ass. 

"Take a seat," cried the cow, gently waving her hand. 
,; By no means, dear madam, " said he, "while you 

stand." 
Then stooping to drink, with a complaisant bow, 
"Ma'am, your health," said the ass; "Thank you, Sir," 

said the cow. 

"\Vhen a few of these compliments more had been pa st, 
They laid themselves down on the herbage at last ; 
And waiting politely (as gentlemen must), 
The ass held his tongue, that the cow might speak first. 

·[hen with a deep sigh, she directly began, 
"Don't you think, Mr. Ass, we are injured by man? 
'Tis a subj ect that lies with a weight on my mind: 
vVe certainly are much oppress'd by mankind. 

" Now what is the reason (I see none at all) 
That I always must go when Suke chooses to call ? 
\ Vhatever I 'm doin g ('tis certainly hard), 
I'm forc'd to leave off to be milked in the yard. 

" I've no will of my own, but must do as they please, 
And give them my milk to make butter and cheese; 
l 've often a great mind to kick down the pail, 
Or give Suke a box on the ears with my tail." 
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,' But, ma'am," said the ass, "not presuming to teach 
O dear, I beg pardon,-pray finish your speech; 
I thought you had finish'd indeed," said the swain , 
"Go on, and I'll not interrupt you aga in." 

"\Vhy, Sir, I was only just going to observe, 
l'm resolved that these tyrants no longer I'll serve: 
But leave them for ever to do as they please , 
/\.nd look somewhere else for their butter and cheese ." 

Ass waited a moment, to see if she'd done, 
And then, " Not presuming to teach," he begun, 
" With submission, dear madam, to your better wit, 
I own I am not quite convinced by it yet. 

"That you're of great service to them is quite true, 
But surely they are of some service to you. 
'Tis their pleasant meadow in which you regale; 
They feecl yon in \vinter, when gra ss and weeds fail. 

-" And th en a \Vann covert they always provide, 
Dear madam, to shelter your delicate hide. 
For my own part, I know l receive much fro:n man, 
_~.i_nd for him, in return, I do all that I can .. , 

The cow, upon this, cast her eyes on the grass, 
Not pleas'd at thus being reprov'd by an ass; 
Yet, thought she, I'm determined I '11 benefit by't, 
For I really belieYe that the fellov-1 is right." 

JANE TAYLOR, 

f ittr e l)ussn. 
~illL LOVE little pussy, her coat is so warm; 
@!( And if I don 't hurt her she'll do me no harm; 

I '11 not pull her tail, nor drive her a way, 
But pussy and I together will play! 

She'll sit by my side, and I'll give her some food; 
She loves me because I am gentle and good; 
~o I'll not pull her tail, or drive her away, 
but pu sc:y ancl I toge ther will play. 



THE BETTER LAND, 

[f7e ?3etter f anb. 
~ "~T~ HEAR thee speak of the better land; 
J!( Thou call'st its children a happy ban<l; 

Mother! oh, where is that radiant shore? 
Shall we not seek it, and weep no more? 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 

And the fire-flies glance through the myrtle 
boughs?"-

" N ot there, not there, my child! " 

" Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise, 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies? 
Or midst the green islands of glittering seas, 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze, 
And ~trange, bright birds, on their starry 

wmgs, 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things?"-

" Not there, not there, my child!" 

"Is it far away, in some region old, 
\i\There the rivers wander o'er sands of gold ? 
\,Vhere the burning rays of the ruby shine, 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 



COillE OUT TO PLAY. 

And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand? 

Is it there, sweet mother, that better land?"-

" Not there, not there, my child ! " 

" Eye hr1.th not seen it, my gentle boy ! 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy; 

Dreams cannot picture a world so fair, 
Sorrow and death may not enter there; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom 

For beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb,-
It is there, it is there, my child ! " 
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:\1:Rs. HEMANS, 

·, _ ,_. , , 
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-c.:- - .. -

<Lome ©ut to l)lag. 
_ ~ IRLS and boys come out to play, 
V The moon doth shine as bright as day ; 

Leave your supper and leave your sleep, 

And come with your playfellows ~nto the street. 
G 



9S LOCHINVAR. 

Corne with a whoop, come with a call, 
Come with a good will or not at all. 
Up t.lie ladder and down the wall, 
A half penny roll will serve us all. 
You finc.1 milk, and I'll find flour, 
And we'll have a pudding in half an hour. 

&_ H, young Lochinvar is come out of the west; 
\@ Through all the wide Border his steed was the 

c;:; best ; 
;\nd save his good broadsword, he weapons had none, 
He rode all unarmed and he rode all alone . 
. ::io faithful in love and so dauntless in war, 
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 

He stayed not for brake, and he stopped not for stone, 
He swam the Eske river where ford there was none; 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 
The bride had consented, the gallant came iate: 
F or a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 
\1'/ as to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he entered the Nether by hall, 
Among bride's-men and kinsmen, and brothers and all: 
Then" spake the bride 's father, his hand on his sword, 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word), 
'' Oh, come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 
Or to dan ce at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar? ,, 

" I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied;- · 
Love swells like the Solw~y, but ebbs like its tide ; 
And now am I come, with this lost love of mine 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far 
Tha t "\Yould gladly be bride to the young L ochinvar." 

The bride kissed th e goblet ; the knight took it up ; 
l:~ C./::.;.:[; __ J cff lhe w:~: :: , 2-:1d he threw down the cup. 
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She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh, 
vVith a smde on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,-
" Now tread we a measure!" said young Lochinvar. 

So stately his form, and so lovely her fac e, 
Th a t never a hall s ll ch a galliard did grace; 
\iVhile her mother did fret, and her father did fum e, 
And the bridegroom stood dan gling his bonnet and 

plume; 
And the bride-maidens whispered, " 'Twere better by far 
To have matched uur fair cousin with young Lochinvar. " 

One touch to her h and, and on e word in her ear, 
When they reached the hall door, and the charger stood 

near; 
G2 
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So light to th e c.-rnupe the fair lady he swung, 
o ligh L Lo the sac.Idle before her he sprung ! 

" She is won ! we are gone, over bank, bush, and sca.ur; 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow," quoth young 

Lochinvar. 

fhere was mouu Ling 'mong Greem es of the Nether by 
clan; 

Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they 
ran; 

There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee; 
But the lost bride of Nether by ne'er did they see. 
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, 
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar? 

SIR WALTER SCOTT 

c )H ! lady-bird, lady-bird, why do you roam ® So far from your children, so far from your home? 
"C.J-4--\Y' Why do you, who can revel all day in the air, 
And the sweets of the grove and the garden can share, 
In the fold of a leaf who can find a green bower, 
And a palace enjoy in the tube of a flow~r,-
Ah ! why, simple lady-bird, why do you venture 
The dwellings of men so familiar to enter? 
Too soon you may find that your trust is misplaced, 
\Vhen by some cruel child you are wantonly chased; 
And your bright scarlet coat, so bespotted with black , 
Is torn by his barbarous hand from your back: 
Ah ! then you'll regret you were tempted to rove 
From the tall climbing hop, or the hazel 's thi ck gro, r·. 
And will fondly remember each arbour and tree, 
\i\lhere lately you wandered co·1tented and free:
Tb en fly, simple lady-bird !-ffy away home, 
No more from your nest and your children to roam. 

Cll ARLOTTE S1111 T H, 



THE SPANISH ARMADA, IOI 

~ TTEND, all ye who list to hear our noble Eng
land's praise; 

I tell of the thrice famous deeds she wrought in 

ancient days , 
When that great fleet invincible against her bore in vain 

The richest spoils of M ~xico, the stoutest hearts of Spain. 

It was about the lovely close of a warm summ er day, 

There came a gallant merchant- sh ip full sail to 

Plymouth Bay; 
Her crew hath seen Castile's I.Jhck fleet, beyond 

Aurigny's isle, 
At earliest twilight, on the waves lie heavin g m:iny a 

mile. 
At sunrise she escaped their van, by God's especi ;cd 

grace; 
And the tall Pinta, till the noon, had held her close in 

chase. 
Forthwith a guard at every gun was placed along the 

wall; 
The beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgcumbe's lofty 

hall; 
Many a ligl1t fishing-bark put out to pry along the coast; 

And with loose rein and bloody spur rode inland many 

a post. 
With his whit e hair unbonn eted the stout old sheriff 

comes; 
Behind him march the halberdiers, before him sound 

the drums; 
His yeomen round the market-cross make clear an 

ample space, · 

For th ere behoves him to set up the standard of her 
Grace. 

And haugh tily the trumpets peal, and gaily dance the 
bells, 

As slow upon th e labouring wind the royal blazon 
swells. 

Look how th e Lion of th e sea lifts up his ancient crown, 
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And uncl crnc:1.th his deadly paw treads the gay lilies 
down. 

So stalked lie when he turned to :flight, on that famed 
Picard field, 

Bohemia's plume, and Genoa's bow, and Ccesar's eagle 
shield. 

So glared he when at Agincourt in wrath he turned to 
bay, 

And crushed and torn beneath his claws the princely 
hunters lav. 

Ho! strike the flag-staff deep, Sir Knight: ho! scatter 
flowers, fair maids : 

Ho ! gunners, fire a loud salute: ho ! gallants, draw 
your blades: 

Thou sun, shine on her joyously: ye breezes , waft her 
wide; 

Onr glorious SEMPER EADEM, the bann er of our pride. 
The freshening breeze of eve unfurled tha t banner's 

massive fold; 
The parting gleam of sunshine kissed that haughty 

scroll of gold ; 
Night sank upon the dusky beach, anJ on the purple 

sea, 
Such rnght in England ne'er h ad been, nor ne'er again 

shall be. 
From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from L ynn to 

Milford Bay, 
Tlnt time of slumber was as bright and busy as the 

clay; 
For swift to east and swift to west the ghastly war-flame 

spread; 
High on St. Michael's Mount it shone: it shone on 

Beachy H ead. 
Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern 

shire, 
Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling 

points of fire. 
The fish er left his skiff to rock on Tamar 's glittering 

waves: 
The rugged miners poured to war from Menclip's 

sunless caves ! 
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O'er Longleat's towers, o'er Cranbourne's oaks, the 

fiery herald flew : 
He roused the shepherds of Stonehenge, the rangers of 

Beaulieu. 
Right sharp and quick the bells all _night rang out from 

Bristol town, 
And ere the day three hundred horse had met on 

Clifton down ; 
The sentinel on Whitehall Gate looked forth into the 

night, 
And saw, o 'erhanging Richmond Hill, the streak of 

blood-red light. 
Then bugle's note and cannon's roar the death-like 

silence broke, 
And with one start, , _and with one cry, the royal city 

woke. 
At once on all her stately gates arose the answering 

fires; 
At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling 

spires; 
From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud the 

voice of fear ; 
And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a 

louder cheer ; 
And from the farthest wards was heard the rush of 

hurrying feet; 
And the broad streams of pikes and flags dashed down 

each roaring street ; 
And broader still came the blaze, and louder still the din, 

As fast ~ron~ every village round the horse came 

spurnng m: 
And eastward straight, from wild Blackheath, the 

warlike errand went, 
And raised in many an ancient hall the gallant squires 

of Kent. 
Southward, from Surrey's pleasant hills flew those 

bright couriers forth; 
High on bleak Hampstead's swarthy moor they started 

for the North ; 
And on, and on, without a pause, untired they bounded 

still : 



TRY AGAIN. 

All night from tower to tower they sprang; they sprang 
from hill to hill : 

Till the proud peak unfurled the flag o'er Darwin'~ 
rocky dales, 

Till like volcanoes flared to Heaven the stormy hills of 
Wales, 

Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern's 
lonely height, 

Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin's 
crest of light, 

Till broad and fierce the star came forth on Ely's 
~tate1y fane, 

And tower and hamlet rose in arms o'er all the 
boundless plain; 

Till Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sen t, 
And Lincoln sped tl1e message on o' er the wide vale of 

Trent; 
Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt's 

embattl ed pile, 
And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of 

Carlisle. MACAULAY. 

<ir~ tlgain. 

'j IS a lesson you should hee<l, 
Try, try, try 8gain. 

If at Brst you don't succeed, 
Try, try, try again. 

Then your courage should appear; 
For if you will persevere, 
You will conquer, never fear; 

Try, try, try again. 
Once or twice, though you may fail : 

Try, try, try again; 
If at last you would prevail, 

Try, try, try again; 
If we strive, 'tis no disgrace 
Though we may not win the race. 
What should we do in that case ?-

Try, try, try again . 
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If you find your task is hard, 
Try, try, try again; 

Time will bring you your rewarcl 
Try, try, try again. 

All that other people do, 
\tVhy, with patience, should not you? 
Only keep this rule in view-

Try, try, try again. 
w. E. IIICKSON. 

[T]e ito~al !ine. 

rc5 

~~[ILLIAM I. The sturdy conq' ror, politic, 
\..\f!--Y-2 severe ; 
"el 1Nilliam II. Ligbt-minded Rufus, dying like 

the deer; 
Henry I. Beau-cl~rc, who everything but virtue knew; 
Stephen. Stephen, who graced the lawl'3ss sword h e 

drew; 
Henry II. Fine Henry, hapless in his sons anu priest; 
Richard I. Richard, the glorious trifler in the East ; 
J olm. John, the mean wretch, tyrant and slave, a li ar; 
H enry I II. Imbecile Henry, worthy of his sire; 
Ed ward I., Longs hanks, well nam 'd, a great encroacher 

he; 
Edward II. Edward the minion, dying dreadfully; 
Edward III. The splendid veteran, weak in his decline; 
Richard II. Another minion, sure untimely sign; 
Henry IV. Usurping Lancaster, whom wrongs advance; 
Henry V. Harry the Fifth, the tennis-boy of France; 
Henry VL The beadsman, praying while his Margaret 

fought; 
Cdwar.d IV. Edward, too sensual for a kindly thought; 
Cd ward V. The little head that never wore the crown; 
Richard III. Crookback, to nature giving frown for 

frown; 
Henry VII. Cl~se-hearted Henry, the shrewd carking 

Henry VITI. 
Edward VI. 

sire; 
The Dritish Bluebeard, fat and full of ire; 
The sickly boy, endowing and endow'd; 
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Mary. Ill Mary, lightrng many a living shr011d; 
Elizabeth. The lion queen, with her stiff muslin mane; 
James I. The shambling pedant, and his minion train ; 
Charles I. Weak Charles, the victim of the dawn of 

right ; 
Cromwell. Cromwell, misuser of his home-spun might; 
Charles II. The swarthy scapegrace, all for ease and 

wit; 
James II. The bigot out of season, forc'd to quit ; 
\.Villiam III. The Dutchman, call'd to see our vessel 

through; 
Anne. Anna, made great by conquering Marlborough; 
George I. George, vulgar soul, a woman-hated narnc; 
George II. Another, fonder of his fee than fame; 
George III. A third, too weak, instead of strong, to 

swerve; 
George IV. And fourth, whom Canning and Sir Wi;J 

preserve. 
LEIGH HUNT. 

[f,e ([ontenteb ?31inb ?3o~. 
~ H ! say, what is th~t thin_g called light, 
~ \,Vh1ch I must ne er enJoy? 
't/4-\.Y'\Vhat are the blessings of the sight? 

Oh! tell a poor Blind Doy ! 

You talk of wondrous things you see ; 
You say the sun shines bright; 

I feel him warm, but how can he 
Or make it day or night? 

My day or night myself I make 
Whene'er I sleep or play; 

And could I always keep awake, 
With me 'twe11e always day. 

With heavy sighs I often hear 
You mourn my hapless woe; 

But sure with patience I can bear 
A loss I ne'er can know-



ONLY A BABY SMALL, 

Then let not what I cannot have 
My cheer of mind destroy; 

\\"bile thus I sing, I am a king, 
Although a poor Blind Boy. 

COLLEY CIBBER. 

<Dnlll a ?3ab~ S1nalt 

~ ,NL Y a baby small, 
~ Dropt from the skies; 
~ Only a laughing face, 
Two sunny eyes; 

Only two cherry lips, 
One chubby nose; 

Only two little hands, 
Ten little toes. 

Only a golden head, 
Curly and soft; 
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Only a tongue that wags 
Loudly and oft; 

Only a little brain, 
Empty of thought; 

Only a little heart, 
Troubled with nought. 

0 n l y a tender flower 
Sent us to rear ; 

Only a life to love 
vVhile we are here ; 

Only a baby small, 
Never at rest ; 

Small, but how dear to us, 
God knoweth best. 

MATTHIAS BARR. 

[f7e ~omes of tnglano. 
HE stately homes of England, I How beautiful they stand, 

Amid their tall ancestral trees, 
O'er all the pleasant land! 

The deer across th eir greensward bound, 
Through shade and sunny gleam; 
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/wd the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

The merry homes of England! 

Around their hearths by night, 

Wl1at gladsornc looks of household love 

l\I eet in the ruJcly light! 
There woman's voice Dows forth in song, 

Or childhood's tale is told, 

Or lips move tunefully along 

Some glori'Jus page of old. 

Tbe blessed homes of England! 

How so ftly on their bowers 

Is la id the holy quietness 
That breathes from Sabbath hours! 

Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bells chime 

Floats thro11gh their woods at morn; 

All other sounds, in that still time, 

Of Lreeze and leaf are born. 

The cottage ho 11es of England! 

By thousands on her plains, 

They are smi ling o'er the silvery brooks, 

And round th e hamlet fanes. 

Through glowing orchards forth they p eep, 

Each from its nook of leaves; 

And fearless there the lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, fair homes of England! 

Long, long, in hut and bal l, 

Lay hearts of n8.li ve proof be reared 

To guard each hallowed wall! 

And g reen for eve r be the groves, 

And bright the flowery sod, 

Where first the child's glad spirit loves 

Its country and its Gud ! 
MRS. HEMAN 
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C IO LITTLE BO-PEEP, 

little ?.3o=1)eep. 
~ ITTLE Bo.peep has lost her sheep, 
'sl rE, And can't tell where to find them ; 
~ Leave them alone, and they'll come home, 

And bring their tails behind them. 

Little Bo-peep fell fast asleep, 
And dreamt she heard them bleating; 

But when she awoke, she found it a joke, 
For they still were all fleeting. 

Th en up she took her little crook, 
Determin'd for to find them; 

She found them indeed, but it made her heart bleed, 
For they'd left all their tails behind 'em. 

fullab~ of an Jnf ant <£f?ief. 
~~ ,H ! hush thee, my baby, thy sire was a knigh t, 
~ Thy mother a lady both lovely and bright: 
·-v~ The woods and the glens, from these to wer.:: 

wbich we see, 
They all are belonging: dear baby, to thee. 

Oh! fear net the bugle, though loudiy it blows, 
It calls but the warders that guard thy repose; 
Th eir b0ws would be bended , their blades would be red, 
Ere tbe step of a foeman drew near to thy bed. 

Oh! hush thee, my baby, the time soon will come, 
\Vben thy sleep sha~l be brokc.n by trumpet and drum . 
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Then hush thee, my darling, take rest while you may. 
Fer strife comes with manhood, and waking wit l 

day. 

/ 

SIR WALTER SCOTT 

JoT7n ©Hvin. 
OHN GILPIN was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
Cl A train-band captain eke was he 

Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin 's spouse said to her dear, 
" Though wedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
N6 holiday have seen. 

"To-morrow is our wedding-day, 
And we will then repair 

Unto the 'Bell' at Edmonton, 
All in a chaise and pair. 

" My sister, and my sister's child, 
Myself, and children three, 

\Vill fill the chaise; so you must ride 
On horseback after we." 

He soon replied, "I do admire 
Of womankind but one ; 

And you are she, my dearest dear, 
Therefore it shall be done. 

" I a m a linen-draper bold, 
As all the world doth know, 

And my good friend the calender 
Will lend his horse to go." 

Quoth l\1rs. Gilpin," That's well said; 
And for that wine is dear, 
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We will be furnished with 
our own, 

Which is both bright anJ 
clear." 

The morning came, the chaise was brought, 
But yet was not allowed 

To drive up to the door, lest all 
Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stayed, 
\iVhere they did all get in ; 

Six precious souls, and all agog 
To dash through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels 1 

\iV ere never folks so glad, 
The stones did rattle underneath 

As if Cheapside were mad. 
John Gilpin at his horse's side 

Seized fast the flowing mane, 
. And up he got, in haste to ride, 

But soon came down again; 



JOHN GILPIN. 

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he, 

His journey to begin, 
\tVhen, turning round his head, he saw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he came; for loss of time, 
Although it grieved him sore, 

Y ct loss of pence, full well he knew, 
\tVouid trouble him much more. 

'Twas long before the customers 
Were suited to their mind, 

When Betty screaming came downstairs, 

1r The wine is left behind ! " 

" Good lack ! " quoth he; " yet bring it me, 

My leathern belt likewise, 
In which I bear my trusty sword, 

When I do exercise." 

Now, Mistress Gilpin ( careful soul I ) 
Had two stone bottles found, 

To hold the liquor that she loved, 
And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 
Through which the belt he drew, 

And hung a bottle on each side, 
To make his balance true. 

Then over all, that he might be 
Equipped from top to toe, 

His long red cloak, well brushed and neat, 

He manfully did throw. 

Now see him mounted once again 
Upon his nimble steed, 

Full slowly pacing o'er the stones, 
With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 
Beneath his well-shod feet, 

The snorting beast began to trot, 
Whi~h galled him in his seat. 

H 
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JOHN GILPIN. 

So, " fair and softly, John," he cried, _ 
But John he cried in vain : 

That trot became a gallop soon, 
In spite of curb and rein. 

So, stooping down, as needs he must 
Who cannot sit upright, 

He grasped the mane with both his hands , 
And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 
Had handled been before, 

What thing upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought; 
Away went hat and wig: 

HC; little dreamt, when he set out, 
Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly 
Like streamer long and gay, 

Till, loop and button, failing both, 
At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 
The bottles he had slung,-

A bottle swinging at each side, 
As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children screamed , 
Up flew the windows all, 

And every soul cried out, "Well done! " 
As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin-who but he? 
His fame soon spread around : 

·' He carries weight ! he rides a race l 
'Tis for a thousand pound ! " 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 
'Twas wonderful to view, 

How in a trice the turnpike-men 
Their gates wide open threw. 



JOHN GILPIN. 

And now, as he went bowing down 
His reeking head full low, 

The bottles twain behind his back 
vVere shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 
Most piteous to be seen, 

\Vhich made his horse's flanks to smoke 
As they had basted been. 

But still he seemed to carry weight, 
With leathern girdle braced; 

For all might see the bottle-necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 
These gambols be did play, 

Until he came unto the W:ish 
Of Edmonton so gay; 

And there he threw the vVash about 
On both sides of the way, 

Just like unto a trundling mop, 
Or a wild goose at play, 

At Edmonton his loving wife 
From the balcony espied 

I Ier tender husband, wond'ring much 
To see how he did ride. 

"Stop, stop, John Gilpin ! Here's the house,' 
They all aloud did cry ; 

:, The dinner waits, and we are tired; '·' 
Said Gilpin," So am L" 

But yet his horse was not a whit 
Inclined to tarry there! 

f<'or why ?-his owner had a house 
Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew, 
Shot by an archer strong; 

So did he fly-which brings me to 
The middle of my song. 
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II6 JOHN GIL PT!'-. 

d.way went Gilpin, out of breath, 
And sore against his will, 

Till at his friend the calender's 
His horse at last stood still. 

The calender, amazed to see 
His neighbor in such trim, 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 
And thus accosted him : 

"What news? what news? your tidin gs tell; 

Tell me you must and shall; 
Say why bareheaded you are come, 

Or why you come at all?" 

Now, Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 
And loved a timely joke, 

And thus unto the calender 
In merry guise he spoke: 

" I came because your horse would come, 

And, if I well forebode, 
My hat and wig will soon be here

They are upon the road." 

The calender right glad to find 
His friend in merry pin, 

Returned him not a single word, 
But to the house went in; 

\iVhence straight he came with hat and wig; 

A wig tbiat flowed behind, 
A hat not much the worse for wear, 

Each comely in its kind. 

Ile held them up, and in his turn 
Thus showed his ready wit : 

" My head is twice as big as your3 1 

They therefore needs must fit. 

"But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face; 

Arid stop and eat, for well you mJj' 
De in a hungry case." 



JOHN GILPlN. 

Said John.'' It is my wedding-day, 
And all ;:he world would stare, 

If wife should dine at Ejmonton, 
And I should dine at Ware." 

So, turning to his horse he said, 
" I am in haste to dine ; 

'Twas for your pleasure you came here, 
You shall go back for mine." 

Al:i, iuckless speech, and bootless boast! 
F Gr which he paid full dear; 

For, while he spake, a braying ass 
Pid sing most loud and clear; 

Whereat his horse did snort, a :: 
he 

Had heard a lion roar, 
And galloped off with all his might, 

As he had done before, 

Away went Gilpi!.1, and away 
Went Gilpin 's hat and wig; 



I I 8 JOHN GILPI.t-.:. 

He lost them sooner than at first; 
For why ?-they were too big. 

Now, Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 

Into the country far away, 
She pulled out half-a-crown; 

And thus unto the youth she said 
Th :1 t drove them to the " Bell," 

" This shall be yours, when you bring back 
l\Iy husband safe and well." 

T he youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John corning back amain; 

VI/ horn in a trice he tried to stop 
By catching at his rein; 

Dut not performing wl1at he meant, · 
And gladly would have done, 

The frighted steed he frighted more, 
And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
\ Ve nt postboy at his heels, 

The post boy's horse right glad to misJ 
The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road, 
Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 

\Vith postboy scamp'ring in the rear, 
They raised the hue and cry: 

" Stop thief! stop thief! a highwayman ! · 
Not one of them was mute; 

And all and each that passed that way 
Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike-gates again 
Flew open in short space; 

The tollmen thinking, as before, 
That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did, and won it too, 
Fnr he g-ot first to town; 



SEVEN TIMES ONE. 

Nor stopped till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, Long live the king! 
And Gilpin, long live he! 

And when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to see! 

II9 

COW?ER. 

Seven Climes ©ne. 

rEPHERE'S no dew left on the daisies and clover, 

~b~ There's no rain left in heaven: 
V' I've said my "seven times" over and over, 

Seven times one are seven. 

I am old, so old, I can write a letter; 
My birthday lessons are done; 



!20 IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF. 

The lambs play always, they know no better; 
They are only one times one. 

Oh moon! in the night I have seen you sailing, 
And shining so round and low; 

You were bright ! ah, bright! but your light is failing,
You are nothing now but a bow. 

You moon, have you done something wrong in heaven 
That God has hidden your face? 

I hope if you have you will soon be forgiven, 
And shine again in your place. 

0 velvet bee, you're a dusty fellow, 
You've powdered your legs with gold ! 

0 brave marsh mary buds, rich and yellow, 
Give me your money to hold ! 

0 columbine, open your folded wrapper, 
Where two twin turtle-doves dwell! 

0 cuckoo-pint, toll me the purple clapper 
That hangs in your clear green bell! 

And show me your nest with the young ones in it; 
I will not steal them away ; 

I am old! you may trust me, linnet, linnet,
! am seven times one to-day. 

JEAN lNGELOW. 

Jbleness anb tl1iscf1ief. 
)il OW doth the little busy bee 
~l Improve each shining hour, 

And gather honey all the day, 
From every opening flower. 

How skilfully she builds her cell ; 
How neat she spreads the wax ; 

And ]abours hard to store it well 
With the sweet food she makes. 



LOVING AND LIKING, 

In works of labour or of skill 
I would be busy too ; 

For Satan finds some mischief still 
For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play, 
Let my first years be passed; 

That I may give for every day 
Some good account at last. 

DR. WATTS. 

loving anb !iking. 
ADDRESSED TO A CHILD. 

~ 

~ AY not you /.ove a roasted fowl, 
f?JJ But you may love a screaming owl; 

And, if you can, the unwieldy toad 
That crawls from his secure abode 
Witl-i.in the grassy garden wall, 
\Nhen evening dews begin to fall. 
Oh, mark the beauty of his eye : 
V\lhat wonders in that circle lie ! 
So clear, so bright, our fathers said 
He wears a jewel in his head ! 
And when, upon some showery day, 
Into a path or public way 
A frog leaps out from bordering grass: 

I2I 



122 LOVING AND LIKING. 

Startling the timid as they pass, 
Do you observe him, and endeavour 
To take the intruder into favour; 
Learning from him to find a reason 
For a light heart in a dull season. 
And you may love the strawberry-flower, 
And love the strawberry in its bower: 
But when the fruit, so often praised 
For beauty, to your lip is raised, 
Say not you love the delicate treat, 
But like it, enjoy it, and thankfully eat. 

Long may you love your pensioner mouse, 
Though one of a tribe that torment the house: 
He dislikes for her cruel sport the cat, 
D eadly foe both of mouse and rat; 
R emember she follows the law of her kind, 
And Instinct is neither wayward nor blind. 
Then think of her beautiful gliding form, 
Her tread that would scarcely crush a worm, 
And her soothing song by the winter fire, 
Soft as the dying throb of the lyre. 

I would not circumscribe your love ; 
It may soar with the eagle and brood with the dove, 
May pierce the earth with the patient mole, 
Or track the hedgehog to his hole. . 
Loving and liking are the solace of life, 
Rock the cradle of joy, smooth the death-bed of 

strife. 
You love your father and your mother, 
Your grown-up and your baby-brother; 
You love your sister and your friends, 
And countless blessings which God sends : 
And while these right affections play, 
You live each moment of your day; 
They lead you on to full content, 
And likings fresh and innocent, 
That store the mind, the memory feed, 
And prompt to many a gentle deed : 
B ut likings come, and pass away; 
'Tis love that remains till our latest day. 

DOROTHY WORDSWORTH. 



NAPOLEON AND THE SATLOR. 

'"'.- .... - -
-::--....:___.) -.., 

~ T APOLEON 'S bann ers a t Bou logne 
1:).i-..:~ Armed in our isla nd every freeman , 
· His navy chanced to capture one 

P oor B ritish seaman. 

They suffered him-1 know not how--
U n prisoned on the shore to roam ; 

And aye was bent his longing brow 
On England's home. 

His eye, methinks, pursued the flight 
Of birds to Britain half-way over; 

W ith envy they could reach the white 
D ea r cliffs of D over. 

A stormy midnight watch , he thought, 
Than this sojourn would have been dea rer, 

If but the storm his vessel brought 
To England nearer. 

At last, when care had banished sleep, 
He saw one morning-dreaming-doting, 

An empty hogshead from the deep 
Come shoreward floatin g. 

H e h id it in a cave, and wrou ght 
The livelong day laborious; lurking 

U ntil he launched a tiny boat 
By mighty working . 
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124 NAPOLEON A~D THE SAILOR. 

Heaven help us! 'twas a thing beyond 
Description wretched: such a wherry 

Perhaps ne'er ventured on a pond, 
Or crossed a ferry. 

For ploughing in the salt sea-field, 
It would have made the boldest shudder ; 

U ntarred, uncompassed, and unkeeled, 
No sail-no rudder. 

From neighbourin~ woods he interlaced 
His sorry skiff with wattled willows; 

And thus eq_uipped he would have passed 
The foaming billows-

But Frenchmen caught him on the beach, 
His little Argo sorely jeering; 

Till tidings of him chanced to reach 
N apoleon's hearing. 

With folded arms Napoleon stood, 
Serene alike in peace and danger ; 

And, in his wonted attitude, 
Addressed the stranger:-

" Rash man, that wouldst yon Channel pass 
On twigs and staves so rudely fashioned ; 

Thy heart with some sweet British lass 
Must be impassioned." 

'
6 I have no sweetheart," said the lad; 

"But-absent long from one another
Great was the longing that I had 

To see my mother." 

"And so thou shalt," Napoleon said, 
"Ye've both my favour fairly won; 

A noble mother must have bred 
So brave a son." 

He gave the tar a piece of gold, 
And with a flag of truce commanded 

He should be shipped to England Old, 
And safely landed. 



MY MOTHER. 

Our sai10r on could scantlv ~hift 

To find a dinner, plain a'nd hearty; 

But neve1' changed the coin and gift 

Of Bonaparte. 
CAMPBELL. 

~ 

ill MUST not tease my mother, 

r For she is very kind, 

And everything she says to me 

I must directly mind ; 

For when I was a baby, 

And could not speak or walk, 

She let me in her bosom sleep, 

And taught me how to talk. 

I must not tease my mother; 

And when she likes to read, 

Or has a headache, I will step 

Most silently indeed. 

I will not choose a noisy play, 

Nor trifling .troubles tell, 

But sit down quiet by her side, 

And try to make her well. 
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126 THE REAPER AND 'l"r-IE FLOWERS, 

I must not tease my mother ; 
I've heard dear father say, 

\!Vhen I was in my cradle sick, 
She nursed me night and day. 

She lays me in my little bed, 
She gives me clothes and food, 

And I have nothing else to paj, 
But trying to be good. 

I must not tease my mother; 
She loves me all the day, 

And she has patience with my faults 1 

And teaches me to pray. 
How much I'll strive to please her, 

She every hour shall see ; 
For should she go away, or die, 

What would become of me? 
MRS. SIGOURNEY. 

[~e :Rearer ano tl]e Sforoers. 
HERE is a Reaper whose name is D eath, 

And, with his sickle keen, 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath , 

And the flowers that grow between. 
"Shall I have nought that is fair? " saith he; 

"Have nought but the bearded grain? 
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 

I will give them all back again." 
He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kissed their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 
"My Lord has need of these flowerets gay," 

The R eaper said, and smiled; 
"Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where he was once a child. 
" They shall all bloom in fields of light, 

Transplanted by my care, 



ROBIN AND PUSSY. 

And saints, upon their garments white, 
These sacred blossoms wear.·· 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 
The flowers she most did love; 

She knew she should find them all again 
In the fid<is of light above. 

Oh, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 
The Reaper came that day; 

'Twas an angel visited the green 
earth, 

And took the flowers away. 
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LONGFELLOW . 

~obin anb l)uss~. 

~ ITTLE Robin Red-breast sat upon a tree, 
'sl [Ei Up went Pus!:>y-cat, and down went he; 

~ Down came Pussy-cat, and away Robin ran; 

Says little Robin Red-breast, "Catch me if you can." 

Little Robin Red-breast jump'd upon a wall, 
Pussy-cat jump'd after him, and almost got a fall; 

LittJ.e Robin chirp'd and sang, and what did Pussy say? 

Pussy-cat said" r/[ew," and Robin jump'd away. 



THE BOAT OF GRASS, 

[rye Boat of ©rass. 
~ 

~OR years the slave endured his yoke, 
~ Down-trodden, wronged, misused, oppressed; 
"' Yet life-long serfdom could not choke 

The seeds of freedom in his breast. 

At length, upon the north wind came 
A whisper stealing through the land; 

It spread from hut to hut like flame,-
" Take heart : the hour is near at hand!" 

Th e whisper spread, and lo! on high 
The dawn of an unhoped-for day! 

"De glad: the N orthero troops are nigh,
The fleet is in Port-Royal Bay!" 

R esponsive to the words of cheer, 
An inner voice said, "Rise and flee! 

Be strong, and cast away all fear: 
Thou art a man, and thou art free!" 

And, full of new-born hope and might, 
He started up, and seaward fled: 

By day he turhed aside; by night 
He followed where the North Star led. 

Through miles of barren pine and waste, 
An endless breadth of swamp and sedge, 

By streams, whose winding path is traced 
In tangled growth along their edge; 

Two nights he fled,-no sound was heard, 
He met no creature on his way; 

Two days crouched in the bush ; the third, 
H e hears the blood-hounds' distant bay. 

1 hey drag him back to stripes and shame, 
And bitter, unrequited toil; 

\Vith red -hot chains h is feet they maim, 
All future thought of flight to foil. 

But the celestial voir:e, that spake 
Clear in his soul, might not be hushed; 



THE BOAT OF GRASS, 

The sense of birthright, once awake, 
Could never, never more b€ crushed. 

And, brave of heart and strong of will, 
He kept his purpose, laid his plan ; 

Though crippled, chained, and captive still, 
A slave no longer, but a man. 

Eleven months his soul he steeled 
To toil and wait in silent pain, 

But in the twelfth his wounds were healed,
He burst his bonds, and fled again. 

·- .... 
~r-L __ 
6"~,,=-, 

c?- ----
A weary winding stream he sought, l!c 

And crossed its waters to and fro,
An Indian wile, to set at nought 

The bloody instinct of his foe. 
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THE BOAT OF GRASS. 

The waters widen to a ±en, 
And,-when he hid him, breathless, there,

With brutal cries of dogs and men, 
The hunt went roun.d and round his lair. 

The baffled hounds had lost the track: 
With many a curse and many a cry 

The angry owners called them back ; 
And so the wild pursuit went by. 

The deadly peril seerned to pass; 
And then he dared to raise his head 

Above the waving swampy grass, 
That mantled o'er the river-bed. 

Thuse long broad leaves that round him grew 
He had been wont to bind and plait; 

And well, with simple skill, he knew 
To shape the basket and the mat. 

Now, in their tresses sad and dull 
He saw the hope of his escape, 

And patiently began to cull, 
And weave them in canoe-like shape. 

To give the reedy fabric slight 
An armor 'gainst the soaking brine, 

With painful care he sought by night 
The amber weepings of the pine. 

And, since on the Egyptian wave 
The Hebrew launched her little ark, 

Faith never to God's keeping gave 
So great a hope, so frail a bark. 

0 silent river of the South, 
Whose lonely stream ne'er felt the oar 

In all its course, from rise to mouth, 
What precious freight was that you bore! 

But still the boat, from dawn to dark, 
'Neath overhanging shrubs was drawn: 

/\ nd, loosed at eve, the little bark 
Safe floated on from dark to dawn. 



HE NEVER S !VIILED AGA I N . 

At leng th, in that rnysterions hour 
That comes before the break of day, 

The current gained a swifter power, 
The boat began to rock and sway. 

He felt the wave beneath him swell, 
His nostrils drank a fresh salt breath, 

The boat of rushes rose and fell ;-
" Lord ! is it life, or is it death ? " 

He saw the eastern heaven spanned 
With a slow-spreading belt of g ray ; 

Tents glimmered, ghost-like , on the sand ; 
And phantom ships before him lay. 

The sky grew bright, the day awoke, 
The sun flashed up above the sea, 

From countless drum and bugle broke 
The joyous Northern reveille . 

0 white-winged warriors of the deep ! 
No heart e'er hailed you so before ; 

No castaway on desert steep, 
Nor banished man, his ex ile o'er , 

Nor drowning wretch lashed to a spar, 
So blessed your rescuing sails as he 

Who on them first beheld from far 
The morning-light of Liberty ! 

MRS . WI ST E R _ 

~e never Sn1ifeb tlgain. 
HE bark that h eld a prince went down

1 

The sweeping waves rolled on; 
And what was England 's glorious crown 

To him that wept a son ? 
He lived-for life may long be borne 

Ere sorrow break its chain; 
Why comes not death to those who mourn?

He never smiled again ! 
I 2 
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132 THE STRANGE CHILD'S CHRISTMAS, 

There stood proud forms around his throne, 
The stately and the brave; 

But which could fill the place of one, 
That one beneath the wave? 

Before him passed the young and fair, 
In pleasure's reckless train; 

But seas dashed o'er his son 's bright hair,-
He never smiled again! 

H e sat where festal bowls went round, 
H e heard the minstrel sing , 

H e saw the Tourney 's victor crowned 
Amid st th e knightly rin g : . 

A murmur of the restless deep 
Was blent with every strain, 

A voice of winds that would not sleep
H e never smiled again! 

H earts, in that tim e , closed o'er the trace 
.Of vows once fondly poured, 

And strangers took the kinsman's place 
At many a joyous board; 

Graves, which true love had bath ed with tears, 
Were left to Heaven's bright rain; 

Fresh hopes were born for other years,-
H e never smiled again ! 

M RS . HE MAN S. 

{[f7e Strange <[f7il~'s <Christmas. 
~HERE went a stranger child, 
~J[ As Christmas E ve closed in, 
\..5 Through the streets of a t own , whose windows 

shone 
With the warmth and light within. 

It stopped at every house, 
The Chri stmas-tree to !:Ce 

On that festive night , when they shone so br ight
And it sighed right bitterly. 

Then wept the child, and said, 
" This night h ath every one 



THE STRANGE CHILD'S CHRISTMAS, 133 

A Christmas-tree, that he glad may be, 
And I alone have none. 

"Ah! when I lived at home, 
From brother's and sister's hand 

I had my share, but there's none to care 
For me in the stranger's land. 

"Will no one let me in ? 
No presents I would crave, 

But to see the light, and the tree all bright, 
And the gifts that others have." 

! -·~- •. _ -=·-· 

At shutter, and door, and gate 
It knocks with a timid hand ; 

But none will mark where alone in the dark 
That little child doth stand. 

Each father brings home gifts, 
Each mother, kind and mild ; 

' ..... ;: 
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There is joy for all, but none will call 
And welcome that lonely child. 

" Mother and father are dead-
0 Jesus, kind and dear, 

I've no one now, there is none but Thou, 
For I am forgotten here ! " 

The poor child rubs its hands, 
All frozen and numbed with cold, 

And draws round its head, with shrinking dread, 
Its garment worn and old. 

But see-another Child 
Comes gliding through the street, 

And its robe is white, in its hand a light; 
It speaks, and its voice is sweet : 

" Once on this earth a Child 
I lived, as thou livest yet; 

Though all turn away from thee to-day, 
Yet I will not forget. 

" Each child, with equal love, 
I hold beneath mv care,-

In the street's dull gloom, -in th e ligh ted room, 
I am with them everywhere. 

" H ere, in the darkness dim, 
I 'll show thee, child, thy tree; 

Those that spread their light through the chambers 
bright 

So lovely scarce can be." 

And with its white hand points 
The Christ-child to the sky, 

And, lo ! afar, with each lamp a star, 
A tree gleamed there on high. 

So far, and ye t so near, 
The light shone overhead; 

And all was well, for the chi ld could tell 
For whom that tree was spread . 



THE SLUGGARD. 

It gazed as in a dream, 
And angels bent and smiled, 

And with outstretched hand to that brighter land 
They carried the stranger child. 

And the little one went home 
With its Saviour Christ to stay. 

All the hunger and cold and the pain of old 
Forgotten and past away. 
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FROM THE GERMA , . 

[l)e Siuggarb. 

'~'( IS the . voice of the sluggard ; I heard him com
plam, 

"You have waked me too soon, I must slumber 
again:" 

As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed 
Turns his sides, and his shoulders, and his heavy head 

"A little more sleep and a little more slumber;" 
Thus he wastes half his days, and his hours without 

number, 
And when he gets up he sits folding his hands, 
Or walks about saunterin g, or trifling he stands. 

I pass'd by his garden, and saw the wild brier, 
The thorn and the thistle grow broader and higher ; 
The clothes that hung on him are turning to rags, 
And his money still wastes till he starves or he begs. 

I made him a visit, still hoping to find 
That he took better care for improving his mind: 
He told me his dreams, talked of eating and drinking ; 
But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, " Here's a lesson for me ; 
This man's but a picture of what I might be; 
But thanks to my friends for their care in my breeding, 
Who taught me betimes to love working and reading." 

DR. WATTS. 



136 THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

[~e l3urial of Sir JoT7n moore. 
~ OT a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 
~~ As his corse to the rampart we hurried; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O'er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning; 

By the struggling moonbeams' misty light, 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 
Not in sheet nor in shroud we wound him ; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 
\!Vith his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said, 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow, 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead, And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 



WE ARE SEVEN, 

We thought, as we hollowed his narrow bed 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 
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That the foe and the stranger would tread o:er 
his head, 

And we far away on the billow! 

Lightly they 'll talk of the spirit that's gone, 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him,

But little he 'll reek, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our weary task was done 
When the clock struck the hour for retiring; 

And we heard the dis tant and random g un 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone 
But we left him alone with his glory. 

CH ARLE S WOLFE. 

We are .Seven. 
@ SIMPLE child, 
~ That lightly draws its breath, 

And feels its life in every limb, 
What should it know of death? 

I met a little cottage girl ; 
She was eight years old, she said ; 

Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That clustered round her head. 

She had a rustic, woodland air, 
And she was wildly clad; 

Her eyes were fair, and very fair ; 
Her beauty made me glad. 

" Sisters and brothers, little maid, 
How many may you be?" 

" How many? Seven in all," she said, 
And wondering looked at me. 
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"And where are they? I pray you tell." 
She answer'd, "Seven are we; 

And two of us at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 

"Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
My sister and my brother; 

And in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother." 

"You say that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea, 

Yet ye are seven! I pray you tell, 
Sweet maid, how this may be?" 

Then did the little maid reply, 
" Seven boys and girls are we: 

Two of us in the churchyard lie, 
Beneath the churchyard tree." 

"You run about, my little maid, 
Your limbs they are alive; 

If two are in the churchyard laid, 
Then ye are only five." 

"Their graves are green, they may be seen," 
The little maid replied, 

"Twelve steps or more from my mother's door, 
And they are side by side. 

" My stockings there I often knit, 
My kerchief there I hem ; 

And there upon the ground I sit, 
And sing a song to them. 

"And often after sunset, Sir, 
When it is light and fair, 

I take my little porringer, 
And eat my supper there. 

"The first that died was sister Jane; 
In bed she moaning lay, 

Till God released her of her pain, 
And then she went away. 
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' So in the churchyard she was laid; 
And, when the grass was dry, 

Together round her grave we played, 
My brother John and I. 

And when the ground was white with snow, 

And I could run and slide, 
My brother John was forced to go, 

And he lies by her side." 

"How many are you, then," said I, 
"If they two are in heaven? " 

Quick was the little maid's reply, 
" O, master! we are seven." 

" But they are dead: those two are dead, 
Their spirits are in heaven." 

'Twas throwing words away: for still 
The little maid would have her will, 

And said," Nay, we are seven!" 
W0RDSWORTH . 

ne mariners of <£ng{anb~ 

~E mariners of England, 
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::!\., That guard our native seas! 
r- Whose flag has braved, a thousand 

years, 
The battle and the breeze! 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe! 

And sweep through the deep 
While the stormy winds do blow; 

While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave!-

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And ocean was their grave : 
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Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell, 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep 
While the stormy winds do blow; 

While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 
Nor towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o'er the mountain-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below, 

As they roar on the shore, 
When the stormy winds do blow ; 

When the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific burn; 

Till danger's troubled night depart, 
And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors! 
Our song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name, 
When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow. 

CAMPBELL . 

[f?e ])og anb tf]e IDater==fil~. 
~HE noon was shady, and soft airs 
@:f, Swept Ouse's silent tide, 

When, 'scaped from literary cares, 
I wandered by its side. 

My dog, now lost in flags and reeds, 
Now darting into sight, 
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Pursued the swallow o'er the meads, 
With scarce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse displayed 
Its lilies newly blown ; 

Their beauties I intent surveyed, 
And one I wished my own. 

With cane extended far, I sought 
To steer it close to land ; 

But still the prize, though nearly caught, 

Escaped my eager hand. 

B eau marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fixed considerate face, 

And puzzling set his puppy brains 
To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong, 
Dispersing all his dream, 

I thence withdrew, and followed long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I returned ; 
Beau, trotting far before,-: 

The floating wreath again discerned, 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropped 
Impatient swim to meet 

My quick approach, and soon he dropped 

The treasure at my feet. 

Charmed with the sight-" the world, " I cried, 

" Shall hear of this thy deed : 
My dog shall mortify the pride 

Of man's superior Lreed. 

But chief myself I will enjoin, 
Awake at duty's call, 

To show a love as prompt as thine 
To Him who gives me all." COWPER . 
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f,AZY sheep, pray tell me why 
~ In the pleasant fields you lie, 

llJ.---> Eating grass and daisies white 
From the morning till the night ? 
Everything can something do, 
But what kiI-ld of use are you ? 
Nay, my little Master, nay, 
Do not serve me so, I pray: 
Don't you see the wool that grows 
On my back to make your clothes ? 
Cold, and very cold, you'd get, 
If I did not give you it. 
True, it seems a pleasant thing 
To nip the daisies in the spring; 
But many chilly nights I pass 
On the cold and dewy grass, 
Or pick a scanty dinner where 
All the common's brown and bare. 
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Then the farmer comes at last, 
When the merry spring is past, 
And cuts my woolly coat away, 
To warm you in the winter's day: 
Little Master, this is why 
In the pleasant fields I lie. 

{[fle ~obin's petition. 
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TAYLOR. 

" ~ SUPPLIANT to your window comes, 
~ Who trusts your faith and fears no 

guile, 
He claims admittance for your crumbs, 

And reads his passport in your smile. 

For cold and cheerless is the day, 
And he has sought the hedges round; 

No berry hangs upon the spray, 
Nor worm or ant-egg can be found. 

Secure his suit will be preferred, 
No fears his slender feet deter, 

For sacred is the household bird, 
That wears the scarlet stomacher." 

Lucy the prayer assenting heard, 
The feathered suppliant flew to her, 

And fondly cherished was the bird, 
That wears the scarlet stomacher. 

Emboldened then, he'd fearless perch 
Her netting or her work among! 

For crumbs among her drawing search, 
And add his music to her song; 

And warbling on her snowy arm, 
Or half entangled in her hair, 

Seemed conscious of the double charm 
Of freedom and protection there. 

A graver moralist, who used 
From all some lesson to infer, 
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Thus said, as on the bird she mused, 
Pluming his scarlet stomacher. 

"Where are his gay companions now, 
Who sung so merrily in spring ? 

Some shivering on the leafless bough, 
With ruffled plume, and drooping wing. 

The migrant tribes are fled away 
To skies where insect myriads swarm, 

They vanish with the summer day, 
Nor bide the bitter northern storm. 

But still is this sweet minstrel heard, 
While lowers December dark and drear; 

The social, cheerful, household bird, 
That wears the scarlet stomacher. 

And thus in life's propitious hour, 
Approving flatterers ronnd us sport, 

But if the faithless prospect lower, 
They the more happy fly to court. 

Then let us to the selfish herd 
Of fortune's parasites prefer, 

The friend like this our winter bird 
That wears the scarlet stomacher.'' 

CHARLOTTE S M ITH. 

[f]e cCT7ilbren in tf]e Woob. 
~ OW ponder well, you parents dear, 
~, These words which I shall write ; 

A doleful story you shall hear, 
In time brought forth to light. 

A gentleman of good account 
In Norfolk dwelt of late, 

Whose wealt°h and riches did surmount 
Most men of his estate. 
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Sore sick he was, and like to die, 
No help his life could save; 

His wife by him as sick did lie, 
And both possess one grave. 

No love between these two was lost,
Each was to other kind ; 

In love they lived, in love they died, 
And left two babes behind : 

The one a fine and pretty boy, 
Not passing three years old ; 

The other a girl more young than he, 
And made in beauty's mould. 

The father left his little son, 
As plainly doth appear, 

When he to perfect age should come, 
Three hundred pounds a year. 

And to his little daughter Jane 
Two hundred pounds in gold, 

To be paid down on marriage-day, 
Which might not be controlled. 

But if the children chanced to die 
Ere they to age should come, 

Their uncle should possess their wealth,
For so the will did run. 

"Now brother," said the dying man, 
"Look to my children dear; 

Be good unto my boy and girl, 
No friends else have th ~y here. 

" To God and you I do commend 
My children night and day: 

A little while be sure we have 
Within this world to stay. 

' 
You must be father and mother· both, 

And uncle, all in one ; 
God knows what will become of them, 

When I ;im dead and gone.". 
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With that bespake their mother dear, 
" 0 brother kind," quoth she, f 

"You are the man must bringmybabes ~ 
To wealth or misery: 

" If you do keep them carefully, 
Then God will you reward ; 

~ %, 

If otherwise you seem to deal, 
God will your deeds regard." 

, With lips as cold as any stone 
They kissed the children small : 

" God bless you both, my children dear ! - " 
With that the tears did fall. 

These speeches then their brother spoke 
To this sick couple there: 

"The keeping of your children dear, 
Sweet sister, do not fear. 
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" God never prosper me or mine, 
Nor aught else that I have, 

If I do wrong your children dear, 
When you are laid in grave." 

Their parents being dead and gone, 
The children home he takes, 

And brings them both unto his house, 
And much of them he makes. 

He had not kept those pretty babes 
A twelvemonth and a day, 

When, for their wealth, he did devise 
To make them both away. 

He bargained with two ruffians rude, 
Who were of furions mood, 

That they should take the children young 
And slay them in the wood. 

He told his wife, and all he knew, 
He would the children Eend 

To be brought up in fair London 
With one that was his fri end. 

Away then went the pretty babes, 
Rejoicing at that tide, 

Rejoicing with a merry mind 
They should on cock-horse ride. 

They prate and prattle pleasantly, 
As they ride on the w ay, 

To those that would their butchers be, 
And work their lives' decay: 

So that the pretty speech they had 
Made murderers' hearts relent; 

And they tha t took the deed to do 
Full sore they did repent. 

Yet one of them, more ha rd of heart, 
Diel vow to do hi s c hargc , 

B ecause the wretch that hired him 
Had paid him very large. 
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The other would not agree thereto, 
So here th ey fell at strife; 

With one another they did fight 
About the children 's life . 

And he that was of mildest mood 
Did slay the other there, 

"' \ i\f ithin an unfrequented wood, 
While babes did quake for fear. 

He took the chilJren by th e hand, 
\ iVhen tears stood in their eye, 

And La le tb em come and go with him, 
And look th ey did not cry. 

And two long miles he led them thus, 
While they for bread complain: 

"Stay here," quoth he; I 'll bring ye 
bread 

When I do con"}e again." 
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These pretty babes, with hand in hand, 
\\1ent wandering up and down; 

But never more they saw the man 
Approaching from the town. 

Their pretty lips with blackberries 
Wer'?- all besmeared and dyed, 

And when they saw the darksome night 
They sat them down and cried. 

Thus wandered these two pretty babes 
Till death did end their grief, 

In one another's arms they died 
As babes wanting relief. 

No burial these pretty babes 
Of any man receives, 

Till Robin Redbreast painfully 
Did cover them with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrath of God 
Upon their uncle fell ; 

Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his house,
His conscience felt a hell. 

His barns were fired his goods consumed, 
His lands were barren made; 

His cattle died within the field, 
And nothing with him stayed. 

And in a voyage to Portugal 
Two of his sons did die ; 

And, to conclude, himself was brought 
Unto much misery. 

He pawned and mortgaged all his lands, 
Ere seven years came about; 

And now, at length, this wicked act 
By this means did come out : 

The fellow that did take in hand 
These children for to kill 

Was for a robbery judged to die, 
As was God's blessed will. 
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Who did confess the very truth 
That is herein expressed: 

The uncle died, while he, for debt, 
Did in a prison rest. 

A Word of Advice to Execittors. 
All ye who be executors made 

And overseers eke, -
Of children that be fatherless, 

And infants mild and meek, 

Take you example by this thing, 
And yield to each his right; 

Lest God, by such like misery, 
Your wicked deeds requite. 

[f?e mountain an~ tf]e Squirret 
HE mountain and the squirrel 

Had a quarrel; 
And the former called the latter " Little 

prig.'' 
Bun replied, 
"You are doubtless very big, 
But all sorts of things and weather 
Must be taken in together 
To make up a year, 
And a sphere. 
And I think it no disgrace 
To occupy my place. 
If I'm not so large as you, 
You are not so small as I, 
And not half so spry: 
I'll not deny you make 
A very pretty squirrel track; 
Talents differ ; all is well and wisely put ; 
If I cannot carry forests on my b3:ck, 
Neither can you crack a nut." 

EMERSON, 
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[~e f[oss of tT7e no~al ©eorge~ 

I OLL for the brave! 
The brave that are no more! 

All sunk beneath the wave, 
Fast by their native shore! 

Eight hundred of the brave, 
Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel, 
And laid her on her side. 

A land breeze shook the shrouds, 
And she was overset ; 

Down went the Royal George, 
With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave! 
Brave Kempenfelt is gone: 

His last sea-fight is fought; 
His work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle; 
No tempest gave the shock; 

She sprang no fatal leak; 
She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath, 
His fingers held the pen, 

When Kempenfelt went down 
With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel up 
Once dreaded by our foes! 

And mingle with our cup 
The tears that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 
And she may fl.oat again 

Full charged with England's thunder, 
And plough the distant main. 
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But Kempenfelt is gone 
His victories are o'er; 

And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plough the wave no more. 

COWPER. 

23attle of trye 23altic. 
~,F Nelson and the North :§ft_ Sing the glorious day's renown, 
~~ When to battle fierce came forth 
All the might of Denmark's crown, 
And her arms along the deep proudly shone; 
By each gun the lighted brand, 
In a bold determined hand, 
And the Prince of all the land 
L ed them on. 
Like leviathans afloat, 
Lay their bulwarks on the brine; 
While the sign of battle fl ew 
On the lofty British line : 
It was ten of April morn by the chime : 
As they drifted on their path, 
There was silence deep as death; 
And the boldest held his breath, 
For a time. 
But the might of England flushed 
To anticipate the scene; 
And her van the fleeter rushed 
O'er the deadly space between. 
"Hearts of oak!" our captain cried; when each g un 
From its adamantine lips 
Spread a death-shade round the ships, 
Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. 
Again ! again ! again ! 
And the havoc did not slack, 
Till a feeble cheer the Dane 
To our cheering sent us back;-
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Their shots along the deep slowly boom:
Then ceased-and all is wail, 
As they strike the shattered sail; 
Or, in conflagration pale, 
Light the gloom. 

Out spoke the victor then, 
As he hailed them o'er the wave; 
" Ye are brothers ! ye are men ! 
And we conquer but to save:-
So peace instead of death let us bring ; 
But yield, proud foe, thy fleet, 
With the crews, at England's feet, 
And make su b:nission meet 
To our King." 

Then Denmark blessed our chief, 
That he gave her wounds repose; 
And the sounds of joy and grief 
From her people wildly rose, 
As Death withdrew his shades from the day. 
While the sun looked smiling bright 
O'er a wide and woeful sight, 
Where the fires of funeral light 
Died away. 

Now joy, Old England, raise! 
For the tidings of thy might, 
By the festal cities' blaze, 
Whilst the wine-cup shines in light; 
And yet amidst that joy and uproar, 
Let us think of them that sleep, 
Full many a fathom deep, 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 
Elsinore! 

Brave hearts! to Britian's pride 
Once so faithful and so true, 
On the deck of fame that died;
With the gallant good Riou; 
Soft sigh the winds of H <? aven o'er their grave! 
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While the billow mournful rolls, 
And the mermaid's song condoles, 
Singing glory to the souls 
Of the brave! 

CAMPBELL. 

!ittr e :Danb.elion. 
_~A Y little Dandelion 
~ Lights up the meads, 

Swings on her slender foot, 
Telleth her beads, 

Lists to the robin's note 
Poured from above; 

\/Vise little Dandelion 
Asks not for love. 

Cold lie the daisy banks 
Clothed but in green, 

Where, in the days agone, 
Bright hues were seen. 

Wild pinks are slumbering, 
Violets delay; 

True little Dandelion 
Greeteth the May. 

Brave little Dandelion ! 
Fast falls the snow, 

Bending the daffodil's 
Haugh.ty head low. 

Under thy fleecy tent, 
Careless of cold, 

Blithe little Dandelion 
Counteth her gold. 

Meek little Dandelion 
Groweth more fair, 

Till dies the amber dew 
Out from her hair. 

High rides the thirsty sun, 
Fiercely and high ; 
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Faint little Dandelion 
Closeth her eye. 

Pale little Dandelion, 
In her white shroud, 

Heareth the angel-breeze 
Call from the cloud ! 

Tiny plumes fluttering 
Make no delay; 

Little winged Dandelion 
Soareth away. 

HELE N B . BOSTWICK . 

1 55 

HE fox and the cat, as they travelled one day, 

With moral discourses cut shorter the way: 

"'Tis great," said the fox, "to make justice our 

guide!" 
"How god-like is mercy! " Grimalkin replied. 

Whilst thus they proceeded, a wolf from the wood, 

Impatient of hunger, and thirsting for blood, 

Rushed forth-as he saw the dull shepherd asleep

And seized for his supper an innocent sheep. 

"In vain, wretched victim, for mercy you bleat, 

When mutton's at hand," says the wolf," I must eat." 

Grimalkin's astonished !-the wolf stood aghast 

To see the fell beast at his bloody repast. 

"What a wretch! " says the cat, " 'tis the vilest of 

brutes; 
Does he feed upon flesh while there's herbage and 

roots? " 
Cries the fox, " While our oaks give us acorns so 

good, 
What a tyrant is this to spill innocent blood!" 

Well, onwan.l they marched, and they moralized stili, 

Till they came where some poultry picked chaff by a 

mill; 
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Sly Reynard surveyed them with gluttonous eyes, And made, spite of morals, a pullet his prize. A mouse, too, that ehanced from her covert to stray The greedy Grimalkin secured as her prey. 
A spider that sat in her web on the wall 
Perceived the poor victims, and pitied their fall; She cried, " Of such murders how guiltless am I! " Then ran to regale on a new-taken fly. 

CUNNINGHAM. 

23ruce anb t~e Sriber. 
~ 

~OR Scotland's and for freedom's right 
~ The Bruce his part has played, 

In five successive fields of fight, 
Been conquered, and dismayed : 

Once more against the English host 
His band he led, and once more lost 

The meed for which he fought; 
And now from battle, faint and worn, 
The homeless fugitive forlorn 

A hut's lone shelter sought. 

And cheerless was that resting place 
For him who claimed a throne; 

His canopy, devoid of grace ; 
The rude, rough beams alone ; 

The heather couch his only bed
Yet well I ween had slumber fled 

From couch of eider down ! 
Through darksome night till dawn of day. 
Absorbed in wakeful thought he lay 

Of Scotland and her crown. 

The sun rose brightly, and its gleam 
Fell on that hapless bed, 

And tinged with light each shapeless beam 
Which roofed the lowly shed; 

When, looking up with wistful eye, 
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The Bruce beheld a spider try 
His filmy thread to fling 

From beam to beam of that rude cot; 

And well the insect' s toilsome lot 
Taugh t Scotland's future king. 

Six times the gossamery thread 
The wary spider threw ; 

In vain the filmy line was sped, 
For powerless or untrue 

Each aim appeared, and back recoiled, 

The patient insect, six times foiled, 
And yet unconquered still ; 

And soon the Bruce, with eager eye, 

Saw him prepare once more to try 
His courage, strength, and skill. 

One effort more, his seventh and last! 

The hero hailed the sign ! 
And on the wished-for beam hung fast 

That slender, silken line ; 
Slight as it was, his spirit caught 

The more than omen, for his thought, 

The lesson well could trace, 
Which even he " who runs may read," 

That Perseverance gains its meed, 
And Patience wins the race. 

BERNARD 3ARTON . 

.{;p HEY grew in beauty side by side, 

1-.tl!-; They filled one hom e with glee ; 
't±} Their graves are severed far and vvide, 

By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night 

O'er each fair sleeping brow; 
She h ad each folded flower in sight: 

"\iVb ere are tbose sleepers now? 
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One, 'midst the forest of the \i\T est, 
By a dark stream is laid; 

The Indian knows his place of rest, 
Far in the cedar-shade, 

The sea, the blue, lone sea, hath one; 
He lies where pearls lie deep ; 
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He was the loved of all, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are dressed 
Above the noble slain; 

He wrapped the colors round his breast 
On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one-o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fanned; 

She faded 'midst Italian flowers
The last of that fair band. 

And parted thus, they rest who played 
Beneath the same green tree ; 

Whose voices mingled as they prayed 
Around one parent knee. 

They that with smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheered with song the hearth; 

Alas for love ! if thoit wert all, 
And nought beyond, 0 Earth! 

MRS. HEMAN S 

f£itt1e ~ainbro,ps. 
WHERE do you come from, 

You little drops of rain, 
Pitter-patter, pi tter-pa tter, 

Down the window pane ? 

They won't let me work, 
And they won't let me play, 

And th~y won't let me go 
Out of doors at all to -day. 

They took away my playthings , 
Because I broke them all, 

And then they locked up all my bricks, 
And took away my ball. 

Tell me, little raindrops 
Is that the way you play, 
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Pitter-patter, pitter-patter, 
All the rainy day? 

They say I'm very naughty, 
But I've nothing else to do, 

But sit here by the window; 
I should like to play with you ! 

The little raindrops cannot speak, 
But pitter-patter-pat 

Means, "We can play on this side, 
Why can't you play on that?" 

mar~'s f[amb. 
~ ARY had a little lamb, 
~ Its fl eece was white as snow; 

And every where that Mary went 
The lamb was sure to go. 

He followed her to school one day
That was against the rule ; 

It made the children laugh and play 
To see a lamb at school. 

So the teacher turned him out; 
But still he lingered near, 

And waited patiently about 
Till Mary did appear. 

And then he ran to her, and laid 
His head upon her arm, 

As if he 'd say-" I 'm not afraid ; 
You'll keep me from all harm." 

"What makes the lamb love Mary so? " 
Th e .eager children cry ;-

" Oh, Mary loves the lamb, you know, " 
The teacher did reply: 

"And you each gentle animal 
In confidence may bind, 

And make them follow at your call, 
If you are always kind. " 
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[able itures for 1£itt!e 5olft, 
~ 

fil N silence I must take my seat, 
~ And givs God thanks before I eat; 

Must for my food in patience wait, 
Till I am asked to hand my plate; 
I must not scold, nor whine, nor pout, 
Nor move my chair or plate about; 
With knife, or fork, or any thing, 
I must not play; nor must I sing; 
I must not speak a useless word, 
For children must be seen-not heard; 
I must not talk about my food, 
Nor fret if I don't think it good; 
I must not say, "The bread is old;" 
"The tea is hot ; " "the coffee's cold ; " 
I must not cry for this or that, 
Nor murmur if my meat is fat; 
My mouth with food I must not crowd, 
Nor, while I'm eating, speak aloud; 
Must turn my head to cough or sneeze, 
And, when I ask, say "If you please; " 
The table-cloth I must not spoil, 
Nor with my food my fingers soil; 
Must keep my seat when I have done, 
Nor round the table sport or run ; 
TNhen told to rise, then I must put 
My chair away with noiseless foot; 
And lift my heart to God above, 
In praise for all His wondrrus love. 

itanget's ©rave. 
Sil E'S dead and gon~ ! he's dead and gone l 
~ And the lime-tree branches wave, 

~ And the daisy blows, 
And the green grass grows, 

Upon his grave. 



RANGERS GRAVE. 

He's dead and gone! he's dead and gone! 
And he sleeps by the flowering lime, 

Where he loved to lie, 
When the sun was high, 

In summer time. 

We've laid him there, where the 
blessed air 

Disports with the lovely light, 
And raineth showers 
Of those sweet flowers, 

So silver white. 

Where the blackbird sings, and 
the wild bee's wings 

Make music all day long, 
And the cricket at night 
(A dusky sprite!) 

Takes up the song. 

He loved to lie where his wakeful eye 
Could keep me still in sight, 

Where a word or a sign, 
Or a look of mine, 

Brought him like light. 



THE PLOUGH-BOY. 

Nor word nor sign, nor look of mine, 
From under the lime-tree bough, 

With bark and bound, 
And frolic round, 

Shall bring him now. 

Bnt he taketh his rest, where he loved best 
In the days of his life to be, 

And that place will not 
Be a common spot 

Of earth to me. 
MRS. SOU THEY. 

~ 

~~ · M a little husband man, d!( Work and labour hard I can ; 
I'm as happy all the day 

At my work as if 'twere play. 
Though I 've nothing fine to wear, 
Yet for that I do not care. 

L2 



164 TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR. 

vVhen to work I go along, 
Singing loud my morning song, 

vVith my wallet at my back, 
Or my waggon-whip to smack, 

Oh! I am as happy then 
As the idle gentlemen. 

I've a hearty appetite, 
And I soundly sleep at night; 

Down I lie content , and say, 
" I've been useful all the day ; " 

I 'd rather be a plough-boy than 
A useless little gentleman. 

TAYLOR . 

[winkle, [winkle~ .U:ittle Star, 
l'WINKLE, twinkle, 
'I dt~ little star ; 
® How I wonder what 

you are! 

Up above the world so high, 
Like a diamond in the sky. 

When the glorious sun is set, 
When the grass with dew is wet, 
Then you show your little light, 
Twinkle, twinkle. all the night. 



THE PET LAMB, 

In the dark blue sky you keep, 
And often through my curtains peep ; 
For you never shut your eye 
Till the sun is in the sky. 

As your bright and tiny spark 
Lights the traveller in the da rk , 
Though I know not what you are, 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star. 

PART I. 

rvn 
~NCE on a time, a shepl". : rd lived 
~ Within a cottage small; 
~ The grey thatched roof was shad cu Ly 
The elm-tree dark and tall ; 

While all around, stretched far away, 
A wild and lonesome moor 1 

E xcept a little daisiecl field 
Before the trellised door. 

Now, it was on a cold March day, 
When on the moor land wide 

The shepherd found a trembling lamb 
By its dead mother's siue ; 

And so pitiful it bleated, 
As with the cold it shook, • 

He wrapped it up beneath his coat, 
And home the poor lamb took. 

He placed it by the warm fireside, 
And then his children fed 

This little lamb, whose mother died, 
With milk and sweet brown bread , 

Until it ran about the floor, 
Or at the door would stand; 

And grew so tame, it ate its food 
F ro11 out th e children's hand. 
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It followed them where'er they went, 
Came ever at their call, 

And dearly was this pretty lamb 
Beloved by them all. 

And often on a market-day, 
When cotters crossed the moor, 

They stopped to praise the snow-white lamb 
B eside the cottage Goor; 

They patted it upon its head, 
And stroked it with the hand, 

And vowed it was the prettiest lamb 
They'd seen in all the land. 

PART II, 

Now, this kind shepherd was as ill, 
As ill as he could be, 

And kept his bed for many a week, 
And nothing earned he; 

And when he had got well again, 
He to his wife did say, 

"The doctor wants his money, and 
I haven't it to pay. 

"What shall we do, what can we do? 
The doctor 's made me well, 

There's only one thing can be done, 
We must the pet lamb sell; 

We've nearly eaten all the bread, 
And how can we get more, 

Unless you call the butcher in 
When he rides by the door? " 

" Oh do not sell my white pet lamb," 
Then little Mary said, 

" And every night I'll go up stairs 
Without my tea to bed; 

For if the butcher buys my lamb, 
He'll take away its life, 



THE PET LAMB, 

And make its pretty white throat bleed 
With his sharp, cruel knife ; 

"And never in the morning light 
Again it will me meet, 

Nor come again to lick my hand, 
Look up to me and bleat. 

Oh! do not sell my sweet, pet lamb; 
And, 1f you'll let it live, 

The best half of my bread and milk 
I will unto it give." 

The doctor at that very time 
Entered the cottage door, 

As, with her arms around her lamb, 
She sat upon the floor. 

PART III. 

" Why do you weep, my pretty girl? " 
The doctor then did say. 

"Because I love my little lamb, 
Which must be sold to-day; 
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It lies beside my bed at night, 
And, oh, it is so still, 

It never made a bit of noise 
When father was so ill. 

"Oh, do not let them sell my lamb, 
And then I'll go to bed, 

And never ask tor aught to eat 
But a small piece of bread." 

"I'll buy the lamb and give it you," 
The kind, good doctor said, 

"And with the money that I pay 
Your father can buy bread. 

"As for the bill, that can remain 
Until another year." 

He paid the money down, and said, 
"The lamb is yours, my dear: · 

You have a kind and gentle heart, 
And God, who made us all, 

He loveth well those who are kind 
To creatures, great and small; 

"And while I live, my little girl, 
Your lamb shall not be sold, 

But play wit}} you upon the moor, 
And sleep within the fold." 

And so the white pet lamb was saved, 
And played upon the moor, 

And after little M a.ry ran 
About the cottage-floor. 

It fed upon the cowslips tall, 
And ate the grass so sweet, 

And on the little garden-walk 
Pattered its pretty feE.t; 

And with its head upon her h p 
The little lamb would lay 

Asleep beneath the elm-tree's shade, 
Upon the summer's day, 

While she twined flowers around its neck, 
And called it her "sweet May." 

THOMAS MtLLER . 
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ITT~ ~eart's in tf7e ~ig T7lan~s. * Y heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here; 
~ My heart's in the Highland's a-chasing the deer, 

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the north, 
The birthplace of valour, the country of worfo; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below; 
fi arewell to the forests and wild -hangin g woods; 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here; 
My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go! 

BURNS. 

tr 5air~'s Song. 
$ VER hill, over dale, 
'W' Through bush, through briar, 
---v-4-\.Y' Over park, over pale, 

Through flood, through fire, 
I do wander everywhere, 
Swifter than the moon's sphere; 
And I serve the Fairy Queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green. 
The cowslips tall her pensioners 1 c ; 
In their gold coats spots you see,-
These be rubies, fairy favours, 
In those freckles live their savours. 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's c::i r. 

SHAKESPEAR I: 



SUMMER SONG. 

Sumnter Song. 
~HE sun is careering in glory and might, 
@-. 'Mid the deep blue sky and the cloudlets white; 

The bright wave is tossing its foam on high, 
And the summer breezes go lightly by; 
The air and the water dance, glitter, and play, 
And why should not I be as merry as they? 
The linnet is singing the wild wood through : 
The fawn's bounding footstep skims over the dew; 
The butterfly flits round the flowering tree, 
And the cowslip and blue-bell are bent by the bee ; 
All the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay, 
And why should not I be as merry as they? 

MAR'," RUSSELL MITFORD. 

c.Creut be !ion at tf7e ?3iet of f]is 5atf]et. 
~ORCHES were blazing clear, © Hymns pealing dee:;p and slow, 

\iVhere a king lay stately on his bier 
In the church of Fontevraud. 

Banners of battle o'er him hung, 
And warriors slept beneath, 

And light, as Noon's broad light, was flung 
On the settled face of death. 
On the settled face of death 
A strong and ruddy glare ; 

Though dimmed at times by the censer's breath, 
Yet it still fell brightest there: 

As if each deeply-furrowed trace 
Of earthly years to show,-

Alas ! that sceptred mortal's race 
Had surely closed in woe! 
The marble floor was swept 
By many a long dark stole, 

As the kneeling priests round him that slept 
Sang mass for the parled soul; 
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And solemn were the strains they poured 
Through the stillness of the night, 

\tVith the cross above, and the crown and sworJ, 

And the silent king in sight. 

There was heard a heavy clang 
As of steel-girt men the tread, 

And the tombs and the hollow pavement rang 
With a sounding thrill of dread ; 

And the holy chant was hushed awhile , 
As, by the torch's flam e, 

A gleJ.m of arms , up the sweeping aisle, 
\\Tith a mail-clad leader came. 

He came with haughty look, 
An eagle glance and clear, 

But his proud heart through his breastplate shonl<, 

When he stood beside the bier ! 
He stood there still with a drooping brow, 

And clasped hands o'er it raised;-
For his father lay before him low;

It was Creur-de-Lion gazed! 

And silently he strove 
With the workings of his breast ; 

But there's more in late repentant love 
Than steel may keep suppressed! 

And his tears broke forth, at last, like rain ;
Men held their breath in awe, 

For his face was seen by his warrior-train, 
And he recked not that they saw. 

He looked upon the dead, 
And sorrow seemed to lie, 

A weight of sorrow, even like lead, 
Pale on the fast-shut eye. 

He stooped-and kissed the frozen check , 
And the heavy hand of clay, 

Till bursting words-yet all too weak, 
GJ.ve ~is soul's passion way. 

"Oh, father! is it vain, 
Th is late remorse and deep ? 
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Speak to me, father, once again: 
I weep,-behold, I weep! 

Alas ! my guilty pride and ire ! 
Were but this work undone, 

I would give England's crown, my sire~ 
To hear thee bless thy son ! 

Speak to me ! mighty grief, 
Ere now the dust hath stirred! 

Hear me, but hear me! father, chief, 
My king! I must be heard! 

Hushed, hushed ;-how is it that I call, 
And that thou answerest not ? 

\Nhen was it thus? woe, woe for all 
The love my soul forgot ! 

Thy silver hairs I see, 
So still, so sadly bright ! 

And father ! father! but for me 
They had not been so white ! 

I bore thee down, high heart ! at last, 
No longer couldst thou strive ; 

Oh, for one moment of the past 
To kneel and say-' Forgive!' 

Thou wert the noblest king 
On royal throne e'er seen ; 

And thou didst wear, in knightly ring, 
Of all, the stateliest mien ; 

And thou didst prove, where spears are proved 
In war, the bravest heart-

Oh, ever the renowned and loved 
Thou wert ;-and there thou art ! 

Thou, that my boyhood's guide 
Didst take fond joy to be!-

The times I've sported by thy side, 
And climbed thy parent-knee! 

And there before the blessed shrine, 
My sire ! I see thee lie ; 

How will that sad still face of thine 
Look on me till I die! '' 

MR S. H E MA N S. 
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SoliloquJ] of a IDater=wagtaiL 

" W EAR your sovereign 's procl ama tion , 

~ All good subjects, young and old ! 

I'm the Lord of the Creation, 

I-a water-wagtail bold ! 
All around, and all you see, 
All the world was made for ME ! 

"Yonder sun , so proudly shining, 
Rises-when I leave my nest ; 

And, behind the hills declining, 
Sets-when I retire to rest. 

Morn and evening, thus, you see, 

Day and night, were made for i,rE ! 

"Vernal gales to luve invite me; 
Summer sheds for me her beams ; 

Autumn's genial scenes delight me ; 

Winter paves with ice my stream ::; ; 

All the year is mine you see; 
Seasons change like moons for M E ! 

"On the heads of giant mountains) 

Or beneath the shady trees; 
By the banks of warbling fountains 

I enjoy myself at ease: 
Hills and valleys, thus you see, 
Groves and rivers, made for me ! 

"Boundless are my vast dominions ; 

I can hop, or swim, or fly; 
When I please, my towering pinions 

Trace my empire through the sky: 

Air and elements, you see, 
Heaven and earth, were made for ME! 

"Birds and insects, beasts and fishes, 

All their humble distance keep ; 

Man, subservient to my wishes, 
Sows the harvest which I reap: 

Mighty man himself, you see, 
All that breathe, were made for ME ! 
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"'Twas for my accommodation 
Nature rose when I was born ; 

Should I die-the whole creation 
Back to nothing would return : 

Sun, moon, stars, the world, you see, 
Sprung-exist-will fall with ME." 

Here the pretty prattler, ending, 
Spread his wings to soar away; 

But a cruel hawk, descending, 
Pounced him up-a helpless prey. 

Couldst thou not, poor wagtail, see 
That the hawk was made for THEE ? 

JAMES MONTG '..J MERY. 

i@[I-IEN I the memory repeat 
~V-' Of the heroic actions great, 

Which, in contempt of pain and death, 
Were done by men who drew their breath 
In ages past, I find no deed 
That can in fortitude exceed 
The noble boy, in Sparta bred, 
\ iVho in the temple ministered. 
By the sacrifice he stands, 
The lighted incense in his hands; 
Through the smoking censer's lid 
Dropped a burning coal, which slid 
Into his sleeve , and passed in 
Between the folds, e'en to the skin. 
Dire was the pain which then he proved, 
But not for this his sleeve he moved, 
Or would the scorchrng ember shake 
Out from the folds, less it should make 
Any confusion, or excite 
Disturhance at the sacred rite; 
But close he kept the burning coal, 
Till it ate itself a hole 
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In his :flesh. The standers-by 
Saw no sign, and heard no cry. 
All this he did in noble scorn, 
And for he was a Spartan born. 

[f]e [1ger. 

~IGER, tiger, burning brigh t 
@ In the forests of the night! 

·what immortal hand or eye 
Framed thy fearful symmetry ? 

In what distant deeps or skies 

MARY LAMB. 

Burnt that fire within thine eyes? 
On what wings dared he aspire
What the hand dared seize the fire? 

And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
When thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand formed thy dread feet? 

What the hammer, what the chain, 
Knit thy strength and forged thy brain ? 
vVhat the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dared thy deadly terrors clasp ? 

When the stars threw down their spears, 
And watered heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 
Did He Who made the lamb make thee? 

WILLIAM BLAKE. 

[f]e <[f7ilb musician. 
STu:r E had played for his lordship's levee, 
~ He had played for;her ladyship's whim , 

Till the poor little head was heavy, 
And the poor little brain would swim. 
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And the face grew peaked and eerie, 
And the large eyes strange and bright, 

And they said-too late-" He is weary ! 
He shall rest for, at least, To-night! " 

But at dawn, when the birds were waking, 
As they watched in the silent room, 

With the sound of a strained cord breaking, 
A something snapped in th e gloom. 

'Twas a string of his violoncello, 
A.nd they heard him stir in his bed: -

" Make room for a tired little fellow, 
Kind God! "-was the last that he saiJ. 

AUSTIN DOB SO:-i , 

<f vening ~}Jmn. 
~ EFORE I close my eyes to-night 
~ Let me myself these questions ask:

Have I endeavoured to do right, 
Nor thought my duty was a task? 

Have I been gentle, lowly, meek, 
And the small voice of conscience heard ? 

When passion tempted me to speak, 
Have I repressed the angry word ? 

Have I with cheerful zeal obeyed· 
vVhat my kind parents bade me do, 

And not by word or action said 
The thing that was not strictly true ? 

In hard temptation's troubled hour, 
Then have I stopped to think and pray, 



rHE CHILD'S TALENT. 

That God would give my soul the power 
To chase the sinful thought away? 

0 Thou who seest all my heart, 
vVilt Thou forgive and love me still? 

Wilt Thou to me new stren gth impart, 
And make mt; love to do Thy will? 

1 77 

E. LEE F OLLE N . 

[f}e <fJ7Hb's [alent. 

-~-OD entrusts to all 
~ Talents, few or many; 

None so young and small 
That they have not any. 

Though tbe great and wise 
Have a greater number, 

Yet my one I prize, 
And it must not slumber. 

God will surely ask, 
Ere I enter heaven, 

Have I done the task 
Which to me was given? 

Little drops of rain 
Bring the springing flowers, 

And I may attain 
Much by little powers. 

Every little mite, 
Every little measure, 

Helps to spread the light, 
Helps to swell the treasure. 

J. EDMESTO '.'< . 

M 



A CHILD'S EVENING HYMN, 

tr !ittfe <lQi(b's <Evening ~gmn. 
~ESUS, tender Shepherd, hear me, 
~ Bless thy little lamb to-night; 

Through the darkness be Thou near me, 
Keep me safe till morning light. 

Through this day Thy hand hath led me, 
And I thank Thee for thy care ; 

Thou hast warmed and clothed and fed me, 
Listen to my evening prayer. 

Let my sins be all forgiven, 
Bless the friends I love so well ; 

Take me, when I die, to heaven, 
Happy there with Thee to dwell. 

MARY LUNDIE DUNCAN · 

[Qe :Destruction of Sennacf7erib. 
· IHE Assyrian carrie down like a wolf on the fold, 

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and 
gold; 

And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen; 
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 
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For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the bl a~t, 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; 
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew 

still ! 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide , 
But through it there rolled not the breath of his 

pride; 
And the-foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 
And cold as the spray of the rock -beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 
\Vith the dew on his brow, and the rust on his ma il; 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alon e , 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, 
And the idols are brok e in the temple of Baal; 
And the might of the G entile 1 unsmote by the sword, 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord ! 

L OR D B Yl<ON. 

©uatTel(inn. 
~ ET dogs delight to bark and bite, 
'S I 

1l/. For God hath made th em so ; 
<>:::;-, Let bears and lions growl and nght, 

For 'tis their nature too. 

But children, you should never let 
Such angry passions ri se ; 

Your little hands were never ma de 
To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your actions run, 
And all your words be mild ; 

Live like the blessed Virgin 's Son, 
That sweet and lovely Child. 

His soul was gentle as a lamb ; 
And as His sta ture grew, 

r-1 2 
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He grew in favour both with man 
And God His Father too. 

~ow, Lord of all, He reigns above, 
And from His heavenly throne 

He sees what children dwell in love, 
And marks them for His own. 

DR . WATTS. 

[f?e Star in tf7e <East. I RIGHTEST and best of the sons of the morning, 
;k '. Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid ! 
- Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid! 

Cold on His cradlP. the dew-drops are shining, 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall; 

Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining, 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all! 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine; 



CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 

Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
Vainly v.-ith gold would his favour secure; 

Richer by far is the heart 's adoration, 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid! 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is la id! 

181 

BI S II OP H EDER. 

<£T7ristntas ~~1nn. 

~®[HILE shepherds watch'd their flocks by night, 

~Y:JV-' All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 

And glory shone around. 

"Fear not," said he (for mighty dread 
Had seiz'd their troubled mind); 

"Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind. 

"To you, in David's town, this day 
Is born, of David's line, 

The Saviour, who is Christ the LorJ; 

And this shall be the sign : 

" The heavenly Babe you there shall find 

To human view display 'd, 
J\11 meanly wrapp'd in swathing ba~1ds, 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith 
Appear'd a shining throng 

Of angels, praising God, and thus 
Address'd their joyful song: 

"All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace; 

Good-will henceforth from heav'n to men 

Begin, and never cease." 
NAHUM TATE. 
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tr ITTissionarg ~gntn. 

~ Jlfl'ROM Greenland's icy m oun -
~ I cf tains, 
~ ~ From India's cornl strand, 
'N here Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their go ld en sand; 
From many an ancient river, 

From many a p 3. lmy plain, 
They call ns to deliver 

Their land fr om error's ch::i.in ! 

What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isl e, 

Though every prospect pleases 
And only man is vile : 



THANKFULNESS. 

In vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strewn, 

The heathen in his blindness 
Bows down to wood and stone ! 

Can we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 

Can we to men benighted 
The lamp of life deny? 

Salvation! oh, Salvation! 
The joyful sound proclaim, 

Till each remotest nation 
Has learn 'd Messiah's name ! 

Waft, waft, ye winds, His sto ry, 
And you, ye waters, roll, 

Till like a sea of glory 
It spreads from pole to pole I 

Till o'er our ransom'd nature, 
The Lamb for sinners slain, 

Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign ! 

BI SHOP HEBER. 

[~anftfulness. 
-X@ THENE'ER I take my walks abroad 
'¥.~ How many poor I see : 

r-.CV What should I render to my God, 
For all His gifts to me? 

Not more than others I deserve, 
Yet God has given me more ; 

For I have food while others starve, 
Or beg from door to door. 

How many children in the street, 
H alf naked, I behold; 

While I am clothed from head to feet, 
And covered from the cold. 
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While some poor wretches scarce can tell 
\i\There they may lay their head, 

I have a home wherein to dwell, 
And rest upon my bed. 

·vlhile others early learn to swear, 
And curse, and lie, and steal, 

Lord ! I am taught Thy name to fear, 
And do Thy holy will. 

Are these Thy favours day by day, 
To me above the rest ? 

Then let me love Thee more than thf.y, 
And strive to serve Thee best. 

DR. WATTS . 

FROM THE GERMAN. 

~ N the cross the dying Saviour W Heavenward lifts His eyelids calm, 
"C../-4-\Y" Feels, but scarcely feels, a trembling 

In His pierced and bleeding palm. 
And by all the world forsaken, 

Sees He how with zealous care 
At the ruthless nail of iron 

A little bird is striving there. 
Stained with blood and never tiring 

With its beak it doth not cease, 
From the cross 'twould free the Saviour, 

Its Creator's Son release. 
And the Saviour speaks in mildness: 

" Blest be thou of all the good ! 
Bear as token of this moment, 

Marks of blood and holy rood!" 
And that bird is called the crossbill; 

Covered all with blood so clear, 
In the groves of pine it singeth 

Songs, like legends, strange to hear. 
Lo ::-; GFE LLOW. 



A CHILD'S PRAYER. 

~ ORD, look upon a little child, 
~I le By nature simple, rude, and wild ; 
~ Oh! lay Thy gracious hands on me, 

And make me all I ought to be. 

Make me Thy child, a child of God, 
Washed in my Saviour's precious blood, 
And my whole heart, from sin set free, 
A little vessel full of Thee;-

A star of early dawn, and bright, 
Shining within Thy sacred light; 
A beam of grace to all around, 
A little spot of halrowed ground. 

Dear Jesus, take me to Thy breast, 
And bless me, that I may be blest; 
Both when I wake and when I sleep, 
Thy little lamb in safety keep. 

J. BucKWORTH. 

!ittle [f]ings. 
~ ITTLE drops of water, 
~I rEi Little grains of sand, 
~ Make the mighty ocean, 

And the beauteous land. 

And the little moments, 
Humble though they be, 

Make tlie mighty ages 
Of eternity. 

So our little errors 
Lead the soul away 

From the paths of virtue, 
Oft in sin to stray. 

Little deeds of kindness, 
Little words of love, 

( • 
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Make our earth an Eden, 
Like the heaven above. 

Little seeds of mercy, 
Sown by youthful hands, 

Grow to bless the nations, 
Far in heathen lands. 

~ clf}ilb's ~gntn. 
~AME of God, I look to Thee; 
~I [Pi Thou shalt my example be; 
~ Thou art gentle, meek and mild ; 

Thou wast once a little child. 

Fain I would be as Thou art; 
Give me Thy obedient heart! 
Thou art pitiful and kind; 
Let me have Thy loving mind! 

Meek and lowly may I be; 
Thou art all humility! 
Let me to my betters bow ; 
Subject to Thy parents Thou. 

Let me above all fulfil 
God my heavenly Father's will; 
Never His good Spirit grieve ; 
Only- to His glory live! 

Thou didst live to God alone ; 
Thou didst never seek Thine own ; 
Thou Thyself didst never please; 
God was all Thy happiness. 

Loving Jesu, gentle L amb, 
In Thy gracious hands I am; 
Make me, Saviour, what Thou art ! 
Live Thyself within my hear t ! 



MIRIAM'S SONG. 

I shall then show forth Thy praise, 
Serve Thee all my happy days; 
Then the world shall always see 
Christ, the Holy Child, in me. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 

ffiiriam's Song~ 

187 

'r(;J!. OUND the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's uark sea! 
'f;J} Jehovah has triumphed ! His people are free! 

Sing ! for the pride of the tyrant is broken ; 
His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave. 

How vain was their boasting! The Lord hath bu1 
spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea! 
Jehovah has triumphed! His people are free! 

Praise to the Conqueror! Praise to the Lord! 
His word was our arrow, His breath was our sword! 
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride? 
For the Lord hath looked out from His pillar of glory, 

And all her hrave thousands are dash'd in the tide. 
Sound the loud timbrel o·er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah has triumphed ! His people are free ! 

THOM:\S MOORE. 

©race for a ([f?Hb. 

~ ERE, a little child, I stand, 
~'_?- Heaving up my lither hand, 

-. Cold as puddocks though they be, 
Here I 1 i it them up to thee, 
For a 11c11 ison to fall 
On our meat, and on us all. Amen. 

R o uERT H E RRTcx 



188 THE CHILD AND THE ANGELS. 

& ·. 

HE Sabbath's sun wassdting low, 
Amidst the clouds at even; 

" Our Father," breathed a voi ce 
below,-

" Our Father, who art in heaven." 

Beyond the earth, beyond the clouds, 
Those infant words were given; 

"Our Father,'' angels sang aloud-
" Father, who art in heaven." 

" Thy kingdom come," still from the ground, 
That childlike voice did pray; 

"Thy kingdom come," God's hosts resound, 
Far up the starry way. 

"Thy will be done," with little tongue, 
That lisping love implores; 

"Thy will be done," the angelic throng 
Sing from tr.e heavenly shores. 

"Forever," still those lips repeat 
Their closing evening prayer; 

"Forever, " floats in music sweet, 
High midst the angels there. 

CHARLES S WAIN. 
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-Bookselle;-. 

"A useful book indeed for the family 
library." - Printing cind Paper Tnides' 
Jou1·nal . 

"The book is so practical and compre
hensive that we cannot do less than 
reco=end it."-British Mail. 

" r o house, especially in the country, 
should be without this excellent hand
book."-Perthshire Adu-,rtiser. 

" From the firRt page to the last the 
present volume is fuJJ of sound reasoning. 
.... Under the various headings Dr. 
Bridger finds room for a thoroughly prac
tical survey of tl!e whole question. "-Man
chester Giiardian. 

CHAP. 15. DISORDERSOFTIIE L UNGS, THROA T 
AND WINDPIPE. 

No. II.-The l ·lm·vous System. 

" 16. FUNCTIONAL NERVE DISORDERS. 
17. ORGANIC Ni,:RVE DISORDERS. 

No·. III.-The JJ'lotol' System. 
18. DISORDERS OF THE MOTOR 

SYSTEll. 

No. TV.-The Ileprodiictive System . 
,, ltl. DISORDERS OF TRE REPRODUGTI VE 

SYSTEM. 
.APPENDICES :-1. FORi\fULIE.-2. HINTS ON 

DIET.-3. THE SICK-ROOltf. 

"It sets forth in language inteUigible to 
a general reader as much medicine as a 
man need know who is not in actual want 
of a doctor. "-Scotsman. 

"It deserves a place in all our homes, 
and it will prove a family frienn. of great 
value. "-Bury Free Press. 

"'l'he style of the author is clear, and 
his explanations lucid and easily followed." 
-Abe?·clr.en Journal. 

"It certainly is a departure from the 
usual style of books on t he domestic treat
m eut of disease .. . .. We hope this book 
will be read by many. "-Literary World. 

"It would perhaps be well for suffering 
humanity if some of the views so ably ex
puunaed were more generally J+eld by ... 
the medical profession.''-Morning Post. 

•· An honest attempt to popuhtrise certain 
hygienic truths which cannot be too 
w1ctely known. "-Grciph-ic. 

"A seusible practical guide to physical 
well-being and tbe mental well-being which 
is so closely allied to it. . . . . We m~y . 
generally commeud the sound sense and 
good feeling of this manual. "-Spectator. 

"Dr. BriJger deals with his subject in a 
skilful aud orderly way. . . . . The book 
deserves to be not merely read but 
studied. "-Glrl,sgow Daily Mail. [Express. 

"A veritable magnum opiis."-Folkestone 
"An excellent featm-e in the book is the 

clearness of its arrangement." - Sh~ffield 
lndepen dent. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. (5) 



THE TOWN AND COUNTRY LIBRARY. 
Crown Svo., price ls. each. 

With Pictorial Wrapper and Illustrations. 

I. WANTED, A WIFE! A Story of the 
60th Dragoons; and other Tales. By JOHN STRANGE WINTER, Author 
of "Booties' Baby," '' Houp-la !" &c.; A.NGELO J. LEWIS, and W. W. 
FENN. With Illustrations by F. W. Burton. 20th Thousand. 

"The opening tale is as successful in its portrayal of military life as it is brimful of 
hurnow-. "-Literary World. 

2. THE QUEEN AT HOME (Windsor, 
Osborne, Balmoral, Mentone). A. Collection of Palace Anecdotes and 
Royal Reminiscences. With Portraits. 

"~ very excellent supplement to any biography of the Queen, and as such should have 
considerable vogue." -Globe. 

3. A PROFESSIONAL SECRET; and 
other Tales. By W. W. FENN. With Illustrations by H. W. 
PETHERICK. 

"Told with fine dramatic power."-Perthshire Advertiser. 

* * * Other Voliimes in preparation. 
"Brightly written, sound and wholesome in tone, this series deserves great success."--., 

Nonconformist and Independent. _ , ··- --· ____ __ __ ______ _ _ ___ __ _ 

THE ALDINE IMPERIAL LIBRARY. 
Crown Svo., cloth, price 4s. 6d. each. 

1. Golden Girls : A Picture Gallery. By ALAN 
Murn, Author of" Children's Children," "Lady Beauty," etc. A. New 
Edition, revised by the Author. With a Frontispiece by F. W. Burton. 

"' Golden Girls is as pretty a story as Mr. Muir has written."-Athenceum. 
"The scene between sweet Violet Walsingham and Dr. Jubilee, by itself, is sufficient to 

establish its author's position as a novelist."-Literary porld. 

2. A Noble Name, and How it was Up-
held. The last Novel by the Author of " J enni.e of the Prince's," etc. 
A. New and Revised Edition. With a Frontispiece by F . W. Burton. 

"It is long since we have read anything which has charmed and interested us more."
Manchester Examine,· and Times. 

3. Soldiers' Stories and Sailors' Yarns. A 
Book of Mess-Table Drollery and Reminiscences picked up A.shore and 
A.fl.oat, by Officers, Naval, Military, and Medical. Second and cheaper 
Edition. With Illustrations by Harry Furniss, Percy Macquoid, and 
D. H. :B'riston. 

"We must read on till the last story is finished." -Oldham Chronicle. 
SEE ALSO 

4. Makers of British India. Page 7. 
5. The Story of our Colonies. Page 7. 

* iC·iC· Other Volumes in preparation. 
" The system of issuing sound aud attractive books, well printed and well bound, a.t a 

cheap price, must be strongly commended."-Nonconjormist and Independent. 
"A series of cheap and popular books."-Scotsinan. • 

(6) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 



WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATI0::-1S 0~ 1'0~ED PAPEH. 

Crown 8vo., 256 pp., cloth , price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 
Bound in the New and EJJ'ective Chromatic Style (Four Coloiirs and Gold ). 

Brave Little Women. Tales of the Heroism 
of Girls. Founded on Fact. By MARIE T REVELYAN, Author 
of "The Spectre Boatman,"" That Figure-head," "Rain Songs," 
" Professor Clare," etc. With Illust rations by W. H. PETHERICK. 

'May be placed in the first rank as a 
book for young folk."-Brighton He1·ald. 

"These are the stories which the gfrls 
should read and lend to the boys. "-Sword 
and T1'owel. 

"It will Lave no superior, either in 
character, composition, value, or useful
ness. "-Congregational .Magazine. 

"Will be welcomed at every fireside."
Shejfield l ndevrndent. 

"We could wish for no better volume for 
a girl's reward. It is excellence itself."
Teachers' A id. 

"Young people who open the book will 
hardly pnt it down before they reach tho 
end."-Bookseller. 

WITH A MAP AND TWELVE ILLUSTRATI0£ S. 

C!own 8vo. , 480 pp. , cloth, price 4s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 5s. 

The Makers of British India. His-
t orical and Biographical. F rom 1600 to the P resent Time. By 
W . H ; DAVENPORT ..8..DAMS. 

" Exactly the book that is wanted to give 
to E nglish schoolboys an account of the 
way in wb.ich our Indian Empire was 
built up. The story is told in simple 
language, without any stiiving after effect, 
a.nd the main facts are brought into proper 
relief, and not buried under a mass of 
ti.etail . .. The utility of this bright little 
Tolume is much increased by well-arranged 

tables of contents, and by a careful index.' 
-Pall Mall Gazette. 

"A story that goes to make one of the 
most fasc inating chaptP.rs in th0 romanco 
of history." -Daily Telegraph. 

"Would make an excellent school-book." 
-Athenceuni. 

"Deserving of perusal by every European · 
in India."-Allahabad Morning Post. 

WITH SIX MAPS. 

A New and Revised Edition, crown 8vo., 392 pp., cloth, price 4s. 6d. ; 
gilt edges, 5s. 

The St ory of O ur Colonies. By H. R. 
Fox BOURNE. Author of ".A Memoir of Sir Philip Sidney," etc . 

"The story, which might form the sub
joct of an epic, is told by Mr. Fox Bourne 
with vigour and freshness. A good book 
it is. "-Homeward 1l:fail. 

"lllxcellent."-Athenceum. 
"Now that 'federation' is a common 

topic of discussion, a book of this kind is 
peculiarly serviceable."-Liverpool Courier. 

" Boys-and their elders too, for that 
matter-will be as interested in this true 
story as in fiction."-Bradjord Observer. 

"Should be read by all who think of 

going abroad, and by all who intend to 
stay at home. "-Swo1'Cl and T1·owel. 

"An excellent account of the rise, 
progress, and present condition of tha 
colonial possessions of Great Britain."
Calculta Bnglishmcm. 

"Admirably schemed and executed."
Gtasgow H erald. 

"A sterling work in every respect.''
British Mail. 

"It is a marvellous , story of British 
enterprise, clearly, acrurately, and plea
santly told."- Weekly Dispatch. 

" T he peculiarity of Mr. Hogg is that all his publications have a healthy 
moral tone, whilst most of them are eminently calculated beneficially to im
press the minds of both sexes. Commercially, the publisher attaches to them. 
a very modest value ; mentally and morally, the value cannot be estimated." -
LINCOLNSHIRE FREE PRESS. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. (7) 



ILLUSTRATED NATURAL }{ISTORY BOOKS, 
INCULCATING KINDNESS TO ANIMALS. 

WITH UPWARDS OF 300 ENGRAVINGS BY BEWICK AND OTHERS. 
FIFTH AND CHEAP EDITION. 

Large crown 8vo., 520 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

1. The Parlour Menagerie: Wherein are ex
hibited, in a Descriptive and Anecdotical form, the Habits, 
Resources, and Mysterious Instincts of the more Interesting 
Portions of the Animal Creation. Dedicated by permission 
to the Right Hon. the Baroness Burdett-Coutts (President) 
and the Members of the Ladies' Committee of the Royal Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

MR. JJ1ORWOOD'S NATURAL HISTORY BOOKS. 
From the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

"I am directed by the Literature Committee to inform you that Mr. Morwood's books 
(' Facts and Phases of A.nimal Life' and 'Wonderful Animals ') are calculated greatly to _pro
mote the objects of this Society, and, therefore, it is our earnest hope that they will be 
purchased by all lovers of animals for circulation among young persons, and in public 
mstitutions.-JOHN CoL.A.M, Secretary." 

WITH SEVENTY-FIVE WOOD ENGRAVINGS. 
Second Edition, small crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

2. Facts and Phases of Animal Life, and 
the Claims of Animals to Humane Treatment. With Original 
and Amusing Anecdotes. By VERNON S. MORWOOD, Lecturer to 
the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

WITH EIGHTY-ONE ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Second Edition, small crown 8vo., 288 pp. , cloth, price 2s. 6d.; gilt edges, 3s. 

3. Wonderful Animals: Working, Domes-
tic, and Wild. Their Structure, Habits, Homes, and Uses-De
scriptive, Anecdotical, and Amusing. By VERNON S. MORWOOD. 

Dedicated by permission to the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 
SECOND EDITIO:N", WITH FIFTY-:tfINE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

128 pp., small crown 8vo., boards, price ls. ; or bound in cloth, ls. 6d. 

4. The Band of Mercy Guide to Natural 
History. An Elementary Book on Zoology: Instructive, 
Amusing, and Anecdotical. By VERNON S. MORWOOD. 

WITH THIRTY ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Attractively bound in the New and Effective Chromatic Style (Four 

Colours and Golrl). Crown 8vo., 192 pp., cloth, price ls. 6d. 

5. An Easy Guide to Scripture Animals. 
Being a Description of all the Animals mentioned in the Bible, 
with the Scripture References, Numerous Anecdotes, etc. For 
Home Use and for Day and Sunday Schools. By VERNON S. 
MoRWOOD. 

"Mr. Hogg is, without qitestion, a specialist in the art of catering for the 
literary tastes of the young."-SHROPSHIRR GUARDIAN. 

(10) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 



MR. ASGOTT R. HOPE'S BOOKS. 
"Mr. Ascott R. Hope now occupies the foremost place as a writer of fiction for the 

schoolboy, and as he never produces a weak book, and never di.'lappoints his clients, his 

name i.'l always a sufficient passport. "-School Board Chronicle. 

"The friend of all British boys."-Manchester Examiner. 

"As a writer of boys' books, Mr. Hope has discovered a vein for himself which he has 

worked with perseverance and success." -Aberdeen Journal. 

l:lii' For JJ'fr. Hope's New Volume, see front page of Oatalogi~e. 

WITH TWELYE ILLUSTRATIO:NS ON TONED PAPER. 

Crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

1. THE ROM ANCE OF THE IYIOUNTAINS. 
Mountain Myths.-The Playground of Europe.-.An Exploit at the Antipodes.-Bandits 

and Brigands.-Mountain Warfare.--The Hunters of the Mountains.-Rocky l\Iountain 

Scenes and Tragedies. -.An Adventure in Wonderland.-Lost on the :i'IIountains. 

"There is no boy who will not be en- I 
grossed in its pages."-Pall Mall Gazelle. 

" One of the most entertaining works I 
Mr. Ascott Hope has produced."-Graphic. 

"Will thrill and interest his readers as 

greatly as ev~r. ''-Glct,Sgow Herald. 
"Full of entertainment and marvels for 

wonder-loving boys."-Sctturday Review. 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER, 

Third edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

2. Stories of Young Adventurers. 
WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

3. A Book of Boyhoods. 

4. 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED 

Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

Our Home-made Stories. 

PAPER 

gilt edges, 4s. 

WITH NINETEEN ILLUSTRATIONS BY GORDON BROWNE. 

Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

5. Evenings aw ay from Home. 
A Modern Miscellany of Entertainment for Young Masters and 

Misses. 
WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TO 1 E D PAPER. 

Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

6. Stories out of School-time. 
WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PA.PER. 

Small crow~8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

7. Young Days of Authors. 
~'-./

~~~~~
~ 

"A series of excellent books for boys is piiblished by Mr. John Hogg, 

L ondon." -SooTSMAN. 

London : J ohn Hogg, 13, ~aternoster Row, E.C. (11) 
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Third and Cheap Edition, with Twetve Portraits. 
Small crown 8vo., 472 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Landmarks of English Literature. 
By HENRY J. NICOLL, Author of' Great Movements,' etc. 

'We can warmly commend this excellent manual. Mr. Nicoll is a fair and sensible critic himself, and knows how to use with skill and judgment the opinions of other critics. His book has many coml?etitors to contend with, but will be found to hold its own with the best of them.'-St. Jarnes s Gazette. 
'Mr. :N"icoll's facts are commendably accurate1 l!,nd his style is perfectly devoid of pretentiousness, tawdriness, and mannerism, for wnich relief in the present day an author always deserves much thanks from his critics.'- Satwrday Review. 'Mr. N icoll has _ _performed his task with great tact much literary skill, and with great critical insight. No better book could be put into the hands of one who wishes to know something of our great w11.ters, but who has not time to read their works himself; and no better$Uide to the man of.leisure who desires to know the best works of our best writers and to stuay these in a thorough manner. Mr. Nicoll's literary estimates are judicious, wise, and just in an eminent degree.'-Edinburgh Daily Review. 
'Mr. Nicoli's well-arranged volume will be of service to the student and interesting to the general reader. Biography and history are combined with criticism, so that the men are seen as well as their works .. .. The copious and careful table of chronolo~y gives a distinct value to the book as a work of reference. The volume is without pretens10n, and deserves praise for simplicity of purpose, as well as for careful workmanship.'-Spectator. 

Second and Cheap Edition. 
WITH EIGHT PORTRAITS, 464 pp., crown 8vo., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4e. 

Great Movements, and those who 
Achieved Them. By HENRY J. NICOLL, Author of 'Land
marks of English Literature,' etc. 

'.A. useful book. . . . . Such work .... should always find its reward in an ajle too busy or too careless to search out for itself the sources of the great streams of modern civilization.' -Times. 
'.A.n excellent series of biographies. . . . . It has the merit of bespeaking our sympathies, not as books of this class are rather apt to do, on the ground of mere success, but rather on the higher plea of adherence to a lofty standard of duty.'-Daily News. 'Immense benefit might be done by adopting it as a prize book for young people in the upper classes of most sorts of schools.'- School Board Chronicle . 

Second edition, small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

A Popular Technical Dictionary of 
Commercial and General Information. By EDWARD T. 
BLAKELY, F'.S . .A. .. (of the Board of Trade). 

'To young people destined for business, 
this Manual supplies a variety of Technical 
information such as no other book in the 
language offers so compactly.' - Extract from 
the Author's Preface. 

'.A. brief account of the principal natural 
and industrial products of the whole world.' -Glasgow Herald. 

'Well adapted for educational purposes. -Daily NP,WS. 
'Especiallydowecommend this Technical 

Dictionary to youn~ men about to enter com
mercial or official life.'-Monthly Review. 

'We know of no other book which would 
fill the place in the ordinary reference library 
which this volume will so satisfactorily 
occupy. The work of compilation has been 
most admirably clone. It should certainly 
find a place in commercial schools as well as 
upon merchants' tables.'-Bristol Mercury. 

' In view of the projlress of Technical 
Education and the jlrowrng necessity of im
proved education rn commerce, this is a 
valuable addition to our works of instruction 
as well as to the commercial literature of the nineteenth century.'- British Journai of Commerce. 

'JOHN HOGG on th_e title-pa,qe of a publication is always a gitarantee that it is wholesome and instructive as well as entertaining, and may be eagerly welcomed into the most fastidious home. Mr. Hogg prints nothing but works of a high order, whose 
infiitence for good is as evident as their artistic get-up, and whose price is as low as their interest is deep and healtliful. "-OLDHAM CHRONICLE. 

London John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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Dedicated by permission to Sir RICHARD TEMPLE, Bart., G.C.S.I., etc., 
late Governor of Bombay. 

WITH SIXTEEN ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

Crown Bvo., 544 pp., cloth, bevelled boards, price 6s. ; gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 

'In Perils Oft.' Romantic Biogra-
phies Illustrative of the Adventurous Life. By W. H. DAVEN
PORT ADAMS, Author of' Plain Living and High Thinking,' etc. 

'The Author is no dry historian, and 'A book to rouse a spirit of generous 
these stories of adventurous lives are sure emulation in the young.'-Christian World. 
to be popular.'-Standard. 'The book is a capital one.'-Glnsgow 

'The plan is admirable.'-Scotsm,an. HFald. . . 
'Fiction cannot hope to rival in interest Here surel.y 1s enough o set every boy ,m 

the actual doings of these wonderful men, the town longmg to get hold of the book. -
whose noble lives are an ornament to S11(!.ffielcl independent. . 
humanity.'-Braclford Observer. The 1:ecords of many adveI!tur~us liv;es 

• This handsome volume tells f d d f dea~t with ably and conscient10usly. -
. . . 0 . ee 8. 0 Dailu Telegraph. 

danngandcoura~e thatwil;forall t1me pomt • 'vVell wi·itten, well printed, well got up, 
a moral for English youth. -Yorks Gazette. and well illustrated.'-Guardian. 

Crown 8vo., 576 pp., cloth, price 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 

Woman's Work and Worth in Girl-
hood, Maidenhood, and Wifehood. With Hints on Self
Culture and Chapters on the Higher Education and Employ
ment of Women. By W. H. DAVENPORT ADAMS. 

'It is a small thing to say that it is excellent, and it is only justice to add that this all-im 
p~rtant supject is _de~lt with in a style at on<?e ~asterly, erudite, charming.'-Social J;votes. 

_As an aid and mc1tement to self-culture m girls, and pure and unexceptionable m tone, 
this book may be very thoroughly recommended, and deserves a wide circulation.'-English
woinan's Review. 

'It is a noble record of the work of woman ...... and one of the very best books which 
can be placed in the hands of a girl.'-Schola.~tic Worlcl. 

Dedicated, by express permission, to Sir JJ'REDERICK LEIGHTON, P.R.A. 
PRINTED IN BROWN INK, WITH TWELVE FLORAL ILLUSTRATIONS, 

Medium 16mo., bevelled boards, gilt edges, interleaved, 432 pp., price 3s. 6d. 

The Birthday-Book of Art and Artists. 
Compiled and Edited by ESTELLE DAVENPORT .A.DAMS, Editor 
of 'Rose Leaves,' 'Flower and Leaf,' etc. 

' Few of the infinite variety of birthday 'May really be very useful, and concludes 
books have been planned more ingeniously, with an excellent index.'-Saturday .Review. 
or to more useful purpose, than this, which ' Q.uite a dictionary of dates as to the 
ou~ht to secure a large share of the popu- birthdays of eminent artists. The quota-
lanty lavished on these pretty manuals.'- tions are well made. The book itself is a. 
Gla.~gow Herald. work of art.'-Sword and Trowel. 

120 pp., small crown Bvo., boards, price ls.; or bound in cloth, ls. 6d. 

Self-Help for Women: A Guide to 
Business. With Practical Directions for Establishing and Con
ducting Remunerative Trades and Business Occupations imitable 
for Women and Girls. By A WOMAN OF BU~INESS. 

'Her shrewd practical hints cannot fail 'A shillino- laid out in the purchase of 
to be of value to an increasing class of the this little book will prove a far better invest-
community, the women who are left to fight ment than the waste of postage stamps in 
their own way in the world.'-Echo. replying to letters.'-Stationer. 

'This is not a trumpery talk about busi- It fully fulfils its object in clearly shqw-
ness suitable for women, but a serious pro- ing the variety of businesses and lucrative 
duction, in which specific trades and occupa- em)..)loyment which women may follow, as 
tions are dealt with in an intelligent and well as ~iving useful information as to how 
candid manner.'-Manchester Weekly Post. to start -Welclon's Ladies' Journal. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

"Fifth Edition, small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Secret of Success; or, How to 
Get on in the World. With some Remarks upon True and 
False Success, and the .A.rt of making the Best Use of Life. 
Interspersed with Numerous Examples and Anecdotes. By 
W. H. DAVENPORT .A.DAMS, Author of "Plain Living and High 
Thinking," etc. 

Mr . .Adams's work is in some respects more practical than 1l1r. Sm-iles's. He takes the illustrations Tu.ore from the world of business and co=erce, and their application is unmistakable. . . . . There is much originality and power displayed in the manner in which he impresses his advice on his readers."-.AberdeenJournal. "There is a healthy, honest ring in its advice, and a wise discrimination between true and false success. . . . . Many a story of success and failw·e helps to point its moral." - B1·adjord Observer. 
"The field which Mr. Adams traverses is so rich, extensive, and interesting that his book is calculated to impart much sound moral philosophy of a kind and in a form that will be appreciated by a. large number of readers. . . . . The book is otherwise a mine of anecdote relating to men who have not only got on in the world, but whose names are illustrious as benefactors to their kind."-Dundee .Advertiser. 

WITH TWO COLOURED PLATES AND EIGHT PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Fourth edition, crown 8vo. , 432 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

Our Redcoats and Bluejackets: War 
Pictures on Land and Sea. Forming a Continuous Narrative 
of the Naval and Military History of England from the year 
1793 to the Present Time, including the War in Egypt and in the 
Soudan. Interspersed with Anecdotes and Accounts of Personal 
Service. By HENRY STEWART, Author of " The Ocean 
Wave," etc. With a Chronological List of England's Naval 
and Military Engagements. 

".A. capital collection of gxaphic sketches of plucky and brilliant achievements afloat and ashore, and has, moreover1 the advantage of being a succinct narrative of histolical events. It is, in fact, the naval ana military history of England told in a series of effective tableaux." - World. 
"It is not a mere collection of scraps and anecdotes about our soldiers and sailors, but a history of their principal achievements since the beginning of the war in 1793. The book has charms for others than lads."-Scotsman. 
"Besides being a work of thrilling interest as a mere story-book, it will also be most valuable as a historical work for the young, who are far more likely to remember such interesting historical pictures than the dry lists of dates and battles which they find in their school-books ..... Possesses such a genuine interest as no work of fiction could surpass."-Aberdeen Journal. . 

"Among the multitude of publishers who issue books suitable for presents, Mr. Hogg holds a high place. A catalogue of his publications, samples of which lie before us, contains a number of useful and interesting works eminently suitable for presentation to yoimg people of both sexes, and they contain as much reading at as low a price as any books in the market. "-PALL 
MALL GAZETTE. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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A NEW BOOK FOR GIRLS. 
WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s . 

A Few Good Women, and what they 
T each Us . .A.Book for Girls. By CATHERINE MARY MACSORLEY, 
Author of" May Lane,"" His Chosen Work," etc. 

"It would be well for the girlhood of England if such books as this were more read by 
the girls."-Methodist World. 

".A. nice gift-book for thoughtful girls."-Graphic. 

A NEW BOOK FOR BOYS. 
WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Master Minds in Art, Science, and 
Letters. .A. Book for Boys. By W. H . DAVE rTPORT 
Author of "The Secret of Success," etc. 

.A.DAMS, 

"Skilfully adapted to the capacity of the young reader. "-Saturdciy Review. 

WITH TWENTY ILLUSTRATIONS BY EML ENT ARTI. 'T, , 

INCLODING A PORTRAIT OF KEBLE. 

Imperial l 6mo., bevelled boards, price 3s. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

The Christian Year: Thoughts 
. 
In 

Verse for the Sundays ancl Holy-days throughout the Year. With 
a Biographical Sketch of John Keble, together with some 
Remarks upon the Influence of "The Christian Year," by 
ALEX. H. GRANT, M .A., .A.uthot of " The Church Seasons,'' etc. 

"A very beautiful reprint. The memoir is pretty full and eympathetic."-Glasgow 
Herald. 

"This pretty edition is enriched with a biographical sketch of Keble, a.nd is full of 
information of a new and interesting character."-Surrey Comet. 

WITH 32 ILLUSTRATIONS BY WILLIAM MULREADY, R.A., AND PORTRAIT OF GOLDSMITH. 

Imperial 16mo., bevelled boards, price 3s. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

The Vicar of Wakefield. With a Bio-
graphical Sketch of Oliver Goldsmith, by HENRY J. NICOLL, 
Author of "Landmarks of English Literature,'' etc. 

"A charming edition. With Mulready's pretty illustrations it is a book doubly to be 
desired. "-Surrc11 Comet. 

"What could be better, as a gift, than Goldsmith's 'Vicar of Wakefield,' beautifully 
printed and bound, and with Mulready's Illustrations ?"-Scotsrnan. 

"JYir. Hogg is a fcimous caterer in the way of books /01· youth. All his 
books are excellent of their class ; they are amply illit,Strated , ancl it seems as 
though Mr. 1-logg had resolved to be the special caterer in healthy literature 
for the youngsters, ancl his piiblications are well adapted to the various sta[JP-S 
of youth of both sexes."-lNDIAN DAILY NEWS. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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WITH EIGHT I LLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 
T hird edition, crown 8vo., 352 pp ., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

Boys and their W ays: A Book for and 
about Boys. By ONE WHO KNOWS T HEM. 

Chap. l. The Boy at Home.-2. T he Boy at School.- -3. The Boy in the Pl ay
ground .-4. The Boy in his L eisure Hours.-5. Bad Boys.-5. Friend
ships of Boys.-7. The Boy in the Country.-8. How and W hat to Read . 
-9. Boyhood of Famous Men.- 10. The Ideal Boy. 

"The table of contents gives such a bill of fare as will render the boy into whose hands this book falls eager to enjoy the feast prepared for him .. .. We venture to predict for this charming book a popularity equal to 'Self-Help.' . .. No better gift could be put into a boy's hands, and it will btcome a standard work for the school library."- Scholastic World. 
"Who the author of tbe book is has been kept a secret, and the anonymity we regret, because the work is one with which no writer need be ashamed to identify bis name and stake his reputation. "-Edinburgh Daily Review. 
'' It is a boy's book of the best style."-Aberdeen Journal . 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 
T hird edition, crown Svo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d, ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Girls and t heir W ays: A Boo k for and 
about Girls. By ONE WHO KNOWS THEM. 

1. THE GIRL AT ROME. 7. THE GIRL'S LIBRARY- WHAT TO READ.' ' 2. THE GIRL IN HER LEISURE HOURS. 8. THE GIRL IN THE COUNTRY-PASTIME 3. THE GIRL AT SCHOOL. FOR LEISURE HOURS. ! ,1 4' . THE GIRL ABROAD. 9. WHAT THE GIRL MIGHT AND SHOULD 6. A GIRL'S GARDEN. [CALENDAR. "BE: EXAMPLES OF NOBLE GIRLS FROM 6. THE GIRL'S AMATEUR GARDENER'S THE LIVES OF NOBLE . WOMEN. 
" It aims high, and it hits the mark."-Literary World. "Books prepared for girls are too often so weak and twaddly as to be an insult to the intel-lect of girlhood. This new work is an exception."- Daily Review (Edinburgh). , ..:: - •i "A long list of books is given both for study and amusement. This list is selected with care and without prejudice, and should prove a great assistance to girls in doubt what to read ..... lt is a sensible and well-written book, full of information and wholesome tho_l!l?;hts for and about girls."-St. Jam es's Budget. "Home duties, amusement, social claims, and appropriate literature, are subjects successively treated, and treated with both knowledge and sound judgment."-Pall Mall Gazette. 

WITH EIGHT PORTRAITS ON TONED PAPER. 
Dedicated by permission to the Rt. Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P., &c. 

Fourth edition, small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 
Plain L ivi ng and High Th inking; or, 

P ractical Self-Culture : Moral, Mental, and Physical. By W . 
H. D AVENPORT ADAMS, Author of "The Secret of Success,' ' etc. 

"We lik e the thorough way in which Mr. Adams deals with' Self-Culture: Moral, Mental, and Physical.' His chapter on the courtesies of home life, and the true relation between parent and child, is specially valuable nowadays. . . . . He certainly answers the question, • Is life worth living?' in a most triumphant aflirmative."-Grciphic. •· Books for young men are constantly appearing-some of them genuine, earnest, and useful;and many of them mere products of the art of book-making. We have pleasure in sayin~ that this volume by Mr. Adams deserves to take its })lace among the best of the firstment10ned class. It is fresh, interesting, varied, and, above all, full of common-s1.. nse, manliness, and right principle."-Inv ·ness Coivrier. "Young men who wish to make something of themselves should invest seven sixpences in this most valuable volume."-.Sword and Trowel. "A better book of the class in all respects we have seldom had the pleasure to notice . ... We cannot too strongly recommend it to young men."-Y. 1t1I. C. A. Monthly Notes. 

London: John Hegg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS BY FRANK ABELL, PRIN'l'ED ON TONED PAPER. 

Large crown 8vo .. 422 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Adventures of Maurice Drum-
more (Royal Marines), by Land and Sea. By LINDON 
MEADOWS, Author of " Whittlings from the West," " College 
Recollections and Church Experiences," etc. 

"Every boy who is lucky enough to get would wish to place in the hands of a pure-
these adventures once into his h<l-nds will minded, high-spirited boy." - Nottinohain 
be slow in parting with them until he has Gua,:clian. 
brought the hero safely home through them "We are inclined, after much delibera-
a.11"-British Mail. tion, to call it the best book for boys ever 

"A very good sort of story it is, with more written. W_hoevcr wishes to give ~o a bo~ a 
of flavour than most "-World book that will charm and enthral him, while 

"It · 1m · . · ,, imparting the noblest and healthiest im-
. 1s a ost equal to Robrnson Crusoe. pulses, let him choose • The Adventures of 

- ~,heffield_ Independent. .M:amice Drummore.'"-Uhri~tian Leader. 
A capital story. The adventures are ex- "The book is simply crammed with ad-

cellently told. Many of such books are ventures frolic, and fun depicted in racy 
m,ere imitations, and have no originality. style."-Uiiernsev Mail and l eleg,·aph. 
µp.don Meadows' st9ry }:as originality, and "It would be a pity ir the merits of such 
it 1s well worth readrng. -Scot~m,an. a story were lost in the crowd, and we trust 

"It is thoroughly healthy, not 'goody' in it will receive the recogmtion which is its 
the least; in short, just such a book as one due."-Aberdeen lJa·ilv 1"r~e Ptess. 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

Third Edition, Crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Exemplary Women: A Record of 
Feminine Virtues and Achievements ( abridged from " Woman's 
Work and Worth"). By W. H. DAVENPORT ADAMS. 

CHAP. 
I. WOMAN AS MOTHER. 

II. WOJ11AN AS WIFE. 
III. WOMA.N AS MAIDEN. 
IV. WOMAN IN THE WORLD OF LETTERS. 

CHAP. 
V. WOMAN IN THE WORLD OF ART. 

VI. WOMAN AS THE HEROINE, ENTHUSIAST 
AND SOCIAL REFORMER. 

"The qualifications and influence of women in different spheres of life are detailed and 
illustrated by notices of the lives of many who have been distrnguished in various positions." 
-Bazaar. 

"The best book of the kind." 
"A complete Society Encyclopredia." ~ Vide Critical Notices. 

With Frontispiece, small er. 8vo. , 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Glass of Fashion: A Universal 
Handbook of Social Etiquette and Home Culture for Ladies 
and Gentlemen. With Copious and Practical Hints upon the 
Manners and Ceremonies of every Relation in Life-at Home, 
in Society, and at Court. Interspersed with Numerous 
Anecdotes. By the LOUNGER IN SOCIETY. 

"The most sensible book on etiquette that we remember to have seen."-Pall Mall Gazette. 
"Useful, sensibly written, and full of amusing illustrative anecdotes."-Morning Post. 
"Creditable to the good sense and taste, as well as to the special information of its author." 

-Teleoraph. 
~~~-""'--"'/'-''--"'/'-'~~~~~~~--..,.._,,www,____...,~.....,._./',,~~~/'-'~~~~~~. 

"Mr. John Hogg is always succes.eful in proclitcing an attractive array of 
books for youthjut readers, . . . . and we ought to add, that att his 
publications are prettily got up. "-BRISTOL MERCURY. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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L arge crown 8vo., 402 pp., clot h, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Pilgr im ' s Progress. In Two 
Parts. By JOHN BUNYAN. With Bibliographical Notes, and 
a Life of the Author, by ROBERT SOUTHEY ; Portrait and Auto
graph of BUNYAN, and Thirty Wood Engravings by W. 
HARVEY, from the Original Blocks. The Text in large type. 

"This reprint, at a very moderate price, may be regarded as a popular boon.'"-Daily 'l'elegraph. 
"An excellent edition of the great allegory. It contains Southey's' Life,' which certainly stands first for literary merit.''-Pall J.'\1all Gazette. -" Costlier editions are on sale, but none produced with more taste than this one."-Dispatch. "A real service bas been rendered for those who want a thoroughly readable copy of 'Thi! Pilgrim's Progress.'"-Literary Worlcl. 
"The whole book is reproduced in excellent fasbion."-Scotsnian. "This edition bas exceptional claims ]!pon public favour, The late poet laureate's bioirrapby is in his best manner, while Harvey's effective woodcuts are in themselves a feature of very considerable interest to lovers of British art. In the matter of typography and general get-up the reprint is in every respect superior to the original edition, and the low ).)rice at which the book is published should tempt many to obtain a copy. The binding and decorations are very effective, and the volume is fitted to grace any drawing-room table."-0:r,/ord 'llimes. 

Second Edition, with E ight Engravings after Celebrated Painters. 
Small crown 8vo., 392 pp., cloth, pric7 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Church Seasons. Historically 
and Poetically Illustrated. By ALEXANDER H . GRANT, M.A., 
Author of "Half-Hours with our Sacred Poets." 

ls" The aim has been to trace the origin and history of the Festivals and Fasts 
of the Ecclesiastical Year, and to illustrate in poetry the circumstances 
under which they began and continue to be celebrated, and the principal 
ideas and doctrines which they severally incorporate. 

"Our festival year is a bulwark of orthodoxy as real as our confessions of faith."-PRO· .Fl!:SSOR ARCHER BUTLER. --------------
" :Mr. Grant's scholarship is endorsed by authorities; his method is good his style clear, a.nd his treatment so impartial that his work has been praised alike by Churcit fime.s, Record, Watchman, Freeman, and Nonconformist. No words of ours could better prove the catholicity of a most instructive and valuable work."-Peterborouah Advertiser. "The work shows very plainly that much care and judgment has been used in its compilation ..... The intrinsic worth of its contents and their lasting usefulness admirably adapt it for a present. The eight engi:avings have been chosen so as to give examples of the hip.best samples of sacred art."-0:i;ford fimes. 
'A very delightful volume for Sunday reading, the devotional character of the hymns ,iving an especial charm to the work. The historical information will be proved full of interest to young Churchmen, and young ladies especiallf will find the work to be one well adapted to inform the mind and gladden the bea1t."-Bibbe Christian lll[agazine. ".Mr. Grant's volume is worthy of high praise, alike for its careful research and its diseriminative quotations. There is so much religious literature which is below the level of criticism, that we cannot but welcome a volume which commends itself to a. cultivated Christian audience."-Echo. 

" The youth of both sexes are under deep obligations by the publication of 
Mr. Hogg's very interesting and attractive vol·umes. It is a great object to 
attract the young to the habitual practice of reading. That can only be ac
complished by putting into their hands books which will interest and amuse 
them, and at the same time fiirnish them with use/ ul knowledge, and with 
sound lessons of a moral, judicious, and sensible character, calculated to be 
usejitl to them as they advance in years." -DUNDEE COURIER AND ARGUS. 

London: J ohn Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 

/ 
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WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS ON TONED PAPER. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Ocean Wave : Narratives of s o m e 
of the Greatest Voyages, Seamen, Discoveries, Shipwrecks, and 

Mutinies of t he World. By HENRY STEWART, Author of 

"Our Redcoats and Bluejackets," etc . 
"A delightful volume of adventure. Rebellions and mutinies come jostling up against 

hair-breadth escapes and mournful disasters; while the south seas and the north, the equator 
and the poles are all brought to notice."-Bedfordshire Mercur y. 

"It may fairh claim to be a popular volume, combining entertainment with instruction. 
The book is well written."-.Athenceum. 

"A flight through the air on the enchanted prayer-carpet would not surpass in interest the 
movement of these narratives from 'summer isles of Eden lying in dark purple spheres of 
sea ' to the iron coast of Nova Zembla."-~hdfi,eid Independent. . 

"A singularly interesting volume. The narratives are well told , and the illustrations 
plentiful." - Guardian. 

'''The Ocean Wave' is far more interesting than nine-tenths of the story books. Co~ng 
down to more modern times, Mr. Stewart gives us some stining episodes in the last Amen can 
War, the moving tale of A.retie Exploration, from the time of Cabot to the Jeannette 
Expedition, and concludes a most interesting and useful volume with an account of the 
famous shipwrecks in recent times."-Literary Churchman. 

WI'l'H TWELVE ILLUSTRA'TIONS BY THOMAS STOTHARD, R.A., 

A1'"'D A PORTRAIT OF DEFOE. 

I n one volume, 512 pp. , large crown 8vo., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Life a nd Adve ntures of Robinson 
Crusoe, of York, Mariner. With an Account of his Travels 

round Three Parts of the Globe. 

~ A complete, unabridged Edition of both Parts, with no curtailment of the 
" Further Ad ventures. " 

"It ha3 every feature for becoming the boy's favourite edition of 'Robinson Crusoe.'"
Schooi B 1ard Chronicle. 

"This handsome volume cannot fail to command an extensive sale; it contains both parts 
of the immortal hero's adventures, and is therefore properly styled a 'coml)lete edition.' A 
portrait and brief Memoir of Defoe precedes his tale."-Manchester Weekl,y Post. 

"This edition of 'boyhood's classic' will take rank among the best. Every boy sh<;mlcJ 
read 'Robinson Crusoe,' and will if he has the chance1 and no better copy could be provided 
than the one published by Mr. Hogg."-Wesievan Melnodist Sunday Schooi Magazine. 

"In no more complete or attractive style could it be presented than as issued the other day 
by .l','[r_ Hogg. The volume makes fully 500 pages, one half of the whole being taken up with 
the 'Further Adventures,' frequently abridged or omitted altogether from this ever-f~·esh 
triumph of the story-teller's art. Printed on ~ood paper, with large clear type, and radiant 
outwardly in purple and gold, this new edit10n is also illustrated with copies of a dozen 
drawings by i::itothard and engraved by the elder Heath."-Glasgow Heraid. 

HINTS FOR THE SELECTION OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. 

Second edition, 176 pp., cloth, price ls. 6d. 

The Poc k et Dictionary of One 
T housand Christian Names (Masculine and Feminine) : with 

t h eir Meanings Explained and Arranged in Four Different Ways 

for Ready Reference. With an Historical Introduction. 

trlif' Every Parent should consult this Dictionaru before 
deciding on a Child's Name. 

"This will be a u seful and interesting book for those who like 4(:, le~rn ~he meaning of 
their own and their friends' appellations. Parents should purchase it, a8 1t might help them 
t o name their children a little more originally than they do."-Glasgow Heraid. ' 

"A useful little etymological book."-Manchester W eeldy Post. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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WITH PORTRAIT OF NATHAN MEYER DE ROTHSCHILD. 

Second edition, crown Bvo., cloth, bevelled boards, price 2s. 6d. 

Fortunate Men: How they made 
Money and Won Renown. A Curious Collection of Rich Men's Mottoes 
and Great Men's Watchwords; their Financial Tests and Secrets; 
their Favourite Sayings and Guiding Rules in Business, with Droll and 
Pithy Remarks on the Conduct of Life, mostly taken down in their 
own words. To which is added many New and Authentic Sayings of 
"Poor Richard,' ' with Sundry Pie·ces of Useful Advice to Persons 
Entering the World, and Practical Hints for those Desirous of Im
proving their Position in it. 

"The real value of its contents consists in its asserting the claims to respect of virtues, such as perseverance, method, and punctuality, which are often contemptuously treated, but which are invaluable, whether for making money or, which is much more important, for formation of character. We wish the book success."-Glasgow Herald. '' There is encouragement for others in its anecdotes, and its advice is dictated by morality and common-sense."- Chri.stian World. '' He will be a dull and stupid boy indeed, who, whether fifty or fifteen years of age, does not learn something that will be valuable from 'Fortunate Men."'-11'Ianchester Weekly Post. "There are passages among these selections which are worthy to be inscribed in brass in every place of business. Of worldly wisdom we have here huge nuggets, and in the mingled mass much of pure gold may be seen. Every young man may read this book with profit.".':iword and Trowel. 

WITH FIVE WOODCUTS, ILLUSTRATING "THE HAND OF GOOD FORTUNE,'' ETC. 

Fourth Edition, crown 8vo., 304 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d, 

Your Luck's in Your Hand; or, The 
Science of Moae·rn P almistry, chiefly according to the Systems· 
of D'4,rpentigny and Desbarrolles, with some Account of th e 
Gipsies. By A. R. CRAIG, M.A.., A.uthor of " The Philosophy 
of Training," etc. 

"The glove-makers ought to present the author with a service of gold plate. He will be a rash man who lets anybody see his bare hands after this. "\V'e are anxious to find a lost pair of gloves before we go out for a breath of fresh air after such an exhausting study as this book has furnished us."-Sheffield and Rotherham Independent. "Palmistry, chiromancy, and their kindred studies may be mystical indeed, but never unworthy. There is more in them than the mass imagine, and to those who care to wade into them, Mr. Craig will prove himself a capital guide."-Manchester Weekly Post. " The illustrations are curious. Those who care to study the matter of hands, fortunate or unfortunate, will find abundant materials be1,e."-Literwry World. "The work is of surpassin;? interest."-Aberdeen Journal. "Gives the fullest rules for interpreting tile lines and marks on the handsJ fingers1 _an cl wrists, as well as the points of character indicated by their shape. We can imagme this little book, which is illustrated by fl ve diagrams, being a source of a large amount of amusement." -Bookseller. 
"A careful student of Mr. Craig's work should make his way successfully through the world."-Illustrcited London N ews. 

".As in every book which JJ!fr. Hogg has sent us, so in this; we have to praise the typography, the paper, and the strong but also ornamental binding.''MANCHESTER WEl,KLY POST. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 



FOR THE LIBRARY, PRESENTATION, &c. 21 

PROVERB STORfES FOR BOVS AND GIRLS. 
Small crown 8 vo. , cloth, 256 pp., with 36 Illustrations, 2s. 6d. ; gi lt edges, 3 

1. Every Cloud has its Silver Lining, 
and other Proverb Stories for Boys and Girls. First Series. 
By MRS. J. H. RIDDELL, MRS. M. DOUGLAS, MARIA J. GllEER, 
and other Authors. With Thirty-six Illustrations by A. W . 
COOPER, A. CHASE;\IORE, A. CLAXTON, and other Artists. 

Small crown 8vo., cloth, 256 pp., with 33 Illustrations, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

2. One Thing at .a Time, and other 
P roverb Stories for Boys and Girls. Second Series. 1By ETHEL 
COXON, MRS. DOUGLAS, MADAME COLOMB, and other Authors. 
With Thir ty-three Illustrations by A. CHANTREY CORBOULD, 
A. W. COOPER, HARRIET BENNETT, and other Artists. 

"Capi tal prize books, with plentiful illus- " Pleasant gift books for boys and girls." 
trations. "-School Board Chronicle . -Yorks Gcizetle. [Examiner. 

"These volumes are very good. "-Liter- "Thoroughly satisfactory. "-Mancheste?· 
ciry World. "Well and briskly told." - Pall Mall 

" The stories are generally excellent, and Gazette. [man. 
are plentifully illustrated ." -Seo tsinan. " The idea is excellent." - Literary Church-

WITH SIX PORTRAITS PRINTED ON TONED PAPER. 
Second edition, small crown 8vo. , cloth, 288 pp., price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

Plodding On; or, The Jog-trot to 
Fame and Fortune. Illustrated by the Life-StorieR of GEORGE 
PEABODY, JO HN KITTO, ROBERT CHAMBERS, CHARLES KNIGHT, 
HUGH MILLER, GEORGE ROMNEY, M. W. WATSON, THOMA 
BRASSEY, ABRAHAM L INCOLN. By HENRY CURWEN, Author 
of '' A H istory of Bookseller s," etc. 

" A splendid book for boys and young men, illustrating the way in which successful 
men have triumphed uver early disadvantges, and have arrived at a great and good name 
and ample wealth by quiet perseverance in the path of duty."-.Diindee Cowrie1·. 

WITH TWENTY-EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Small crown 8vo. , 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6cl.; gilt edges, 3s . 

The Shoes of Fortune, and other Fairy 
Tales. By HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN. With a B iographical 
Sketch of the Author, a Portrait, and Twenty-seven Illustra
tions by OTTO SPECKTER and obhers. 

"This beautifully illustrated edition of Andersen's exquisite stories is sure to be a 
favourite with all young people who become its fortunate possessors. The biographical 
sketch is admirably w ritten ,"-Sh~ffleld Jndevendent. 

WITH SEVENTY-EIGHT ILLU$TRATIONS 
Small crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s . 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

Far-Famed Tales from the Arabian 
Nights' Entertainments. Illustrated _with Seventy-eight wood 
Engravings, and carefully revised for Young Readers. 

"The print is good, there is a profusion of good illustrations, aud the voluD?-e may be 
thoroughly recommended as well supplying an acknowledcl"ed want of a select10n of the 
most familiae of the stories from the 'Arabian Nights,' in a form fit for childish reading." 
- Guardian. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C . 

• 
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WITH STOTHARD'S ILLUSTRATIONS, ENGRAVED BY HEATH. 

Richly bound in blue, black, and gold, gilt edges. 

In one volume, demy Svo. , cloth, price 7s. 6d. ; ~alf calf extra, 12s. 6d. 

The Life and Adventures of Robinson 
Crusoe, with a Sketch of Defoe, by HENRY J. NICOLL. 

(Printed from ci new fount of old-fa ced type.) 

NoTE.-Tbis is a complete, unabridged edition of Defoe's masterpiece, with all th e 
22 beautiful illustrations from the Drawings by THOMAS STOTHARD, 
R.A., engraved by CHARLES H EATH. These illustrations are now 
printed from the Original Copper Plates, which were produced at grent 
cost, and are still in perfect condition, having been steel-faced to pr~
serve them. Copies of the Original Edition with these same plates , 
published by Messrs. Ca.dell and Davis in 1820, now fetch a high price. 

'Mr. Hogg is to be thanked for re-issuing the" Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe," 
with Stothard 's twenty-two designs engraved on copper by Charles Heath. Their charm 1s 
irresistible, and as book prints they rank among the classics of English art. They are 
deli~htful works. The text before us is complete, and well printed in a clear type. Tbi:s 
editwn is, therefore, excellent.'-Athenreum. 

'It was a happy idea of Mr. Hogg to secure the original copper-plates, and to present bis 
handsome editwn of Defoe's masterpiece with the most appropriate illustrations that it 
ever received. The whole of the twenty-two engravings are 0 iven, and we can congratulate 
the admirers of the immortal tale, which has been more truthfully and tenderly illustrated 
by Stothard than by any other artist.'-Queen. 

'The plates come out in this edition with the sharpness of their earliest days, and are full 
of force and grace. Those who get this copy of Defoe's great work will indeed have a 
pleQsure. '-Scotsm nn. 

' This is one of the handsomest editions of Defoe's immortal work which we have seen. 
Mr. Hogg has spared no expense in the production of what is at once a beautiful gift-book, 
and an equally beautiful volume for the drawing-room tabl e.'-Man('hester Weekly Post. 

'Everybody mav not be aware of this latest and ruost beautiful edition of the adventures of 
the old York mariner. We may say then, ,vitbout qualification, that this volume is one of 
the most elegant that has come out of the press this season. The sketch of Defoe is very 
well done.'-Yorkshire Gazette. 

SECOND AND CHJJ:APEI{. EDITION. In t wo vols., crown 8vo., cloth, price 12s. 

Eminent Doctors: Their Lives and 
Their Work. By G. T. BETTANY, M . .A.. (Camb.), B.Sc. (Lond.), 
F.L.S., Author of 'First Lessons in P ractical Botany, 
'Elementary Physiology,' etc., and late Lecturer on Botany in 
Guy's Hospital Medical School. 

'There is to me an inexpressible charm in the lives of the good, brave, learned men 
whose only objects have b een , and ar e, to alleviate pain and to save life.'-G. A. SALA. 

Manuals of Self-Culture for Young 
Men and Women. 
1. The Secret of Success. See page 14. 
2. Platn Living and H ig h Thinking . See page 16. 
3. Woman's Work and Worth. See page 13. 
4. Hood's Guide to English Versification. See page 23. 
5. Landmarks of English Literature. See page 12. 
6. B l ake ly ' s Techn ical Dictionary. See page 12. 

London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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A HANDBOOK OF REFERENCE AND QUOTATION. 
Second edition, fcap . 8vo., cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

Mottoes and Aphorisms from Shake-
speare : Alphabetically arranged; with a Copious Index of 
9,000 References to the infinitely varied Words and Ideas of 
the Mottoes. Any word or idea can be traced at once, and the 
correct quotation (with name of play, act, and scene) had 
without goinQ" further. 

• The collection is, we believe, unique of its kind. . . . . It solves in a momen t the often 
difficult question of where a proverb, or aphorism, or quotation from Shakespeare can be 
found.'-0:i;ford Times. 

'As neat a casket of Shakespearian gems as we ever remember having met with.'-Pubiic 
Opinion. 

'The writer who delights now and then to embellish his productions by some of the well
pointed and telling mottoes and aphorisms from Shakespeare has here a most valuable book 
of reference.'-Yorkshire Gazette. 

'Everything, in these cases, depends on the index, and the index here seems to have been 
carefully made.'-She_f!i.eld Independent. 

Second edition of a new and enlarged edit ion, fcap. 8vo., cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

A Practical Guide to English Versifica -
tion , with a Compendious Dictionary of Rhymes, an Examina
tion of Cln.ssical Measures, and Comments upon Burlesque and 
Comic Verse, Vers de Societe, and Song Writing. By TOM 
Hoon. A new and enlarged edition, to which are· added 
B:vssbe's 'RULES FOR MAKING ENGLISH VERSE,' etc . 

' We do not hesitate to say, that Mr. Hood's volume is deserving of a place on the shelves 
of all who take an inte1iest in thP. structure of verse.'-Daiiy News. 

'The book is compiled with great care, and will serve the '(>Urpose for which it is designed. 
. . . . We may add that it contains a good deal of information which will be useful to stu
dents who have no wish to be numbered amongst verse-makers.'-Pall 1\!l a ll Gazette. 

'.A. dainty little book on English verse-making. The Dictionary of Rhymes will be found 
one of the most complete an<l i;>ractical in our language.'-Freeman. 

'.A.like to the t.vro in versify.mg, the student of literature, and the general reader, this 
i:u ide can be confidently recommended.'-Scotsman. 

Crown 8vo., cloth extra, bevelled boards, price 7s. 6d. 
The Manuale Clericorum : A Guide for 

the Reverent and Decent Celebration of Divine Service, the 
Holy Sacrament, and other Offices, according to the Rites, 
Ceremonies, and Ancient Use of the United Church of England 
and Ireland. Abridged from the 'Directorium Anglicanum.' 
With Additions of Special Value in the Practical Rendering of 
the Services of the Church. Edited by the Rev. F. G. LEE. 

Red Line Edition (the Fourth), with Illustrations, qt1arto, price 21s. 
CAREFULLY- REVISED, WITH NUMEROUS EMENDATIONS. 

The Direct orium Anglicanum: Being a 
Manual of Directions for the Right Celebration of the Holy 
Communion, for the saying of Matins and Evensong, and for the 
Performance of other Rites and Ceremonjes of the Church, ac
cording to ancient uses of the Church of England. Edited by 
the Rev. FREDERTCK GEORGE LEE. D.C.L .. F .S.A. 

'The existence of one sucb work d credit and reputation must do something to diminish 
the V"l.rieti es of Ritualism into which the tastes or studies of independent explorers might 
lead them.' -Ouarclian. 

London : J ohn Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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New Illustrated Shilling Juvenile Books. 

1. 

Attractively bound in the New and Effective. Chromatic Style 
(Four Colours and Gold). 

Small crown 8 vo., 128 pp., cloth, price l s. each. 

We Four Children. By M. A. 
H OYER, Author of " Little Margit," etc. With a F rontispiece by 
R. J . Key, and other Illustrations. 

CH.AP. 
1. AGNES'S GREAT IDEA . 
2. THE FIRST MEETIKG OF THE NEW 

SOCIETY. 
3. HOW UNCLE TOM HEARD ABOUT PRINCE 

F lVE·STARS. 

CHAP. 
4. THE BALL.AD OF THE BRUCE'S HEART AND 

UNCLE'S STORY. 
5. THE LITTLE BROWN MAN A.,."ID HIS THREE 

WOKDERFf'L THINGS. 
6. OUR LAST MEETING. 

2 . The Ups and Downs of a Six-
pence ; or, G uess the many Curious Places I've been in. By M. 
SEYMOUR, Author of " If W ishes were Horses," " Little Artb ur 
at the Zoo,'' etc. With Illustrations by 0. L . T HOMAS. 

CHAP. CHAP. 
1. IN AND OUT OF A G.RAJ."1DFATHER'S POCKET. 7. GOING CHEAP. 
2. NOTHING FOR DINNER. 8. IN A STOCKING. 
3. THE LYTTLE HEIRESS . 9. OVER THE SEA. 
4. COUSIN DICK. 10. HIDE AND SEEK . 

11. GOOD FOR NOTHINC. 5. 01\'LY SIXPENCE EACH! 
• NERO. 12. RETIRED FROM ACTIVE SERVICE . 

3. Dol ly's Ad ventures ; or, Happy 
Days at Cranberry. By YVONNE, Author of "Worth a 
Threepenny B it ,"" P op and P eggy,'' etc. W ith Illustrations by 
R. J. KEY. 

CH.AP. CH.AP. 
1. A JOURNE Y . . 9. A REAL ADVENTURE. 
2. SJGHT-SEEI::<;G . 10. A F RIE~D IN NEED. 
3. LITTLE JACK. 11. THE PURSl FOUND . 
4. A PLEASANT SURPRISE. 12. THE BABY. 
5. A WET ADVENTURE. 13. EXPLANATIONS. 
6. A HAPPY DAY FOR JACK . 14. A HIGH WIND. 
7. TEA AND CONl'ERSATION. 15. A SATISFACTORY LE1'fBR . 
8. A TASK AND A TROUBLE. 16. A WINTER DAY. 

4. Exiled; or, When G reat-Grand-
mother was Y oung. By CA'£HERINE M ARY MACSOR LEY, Author 
of " May L ane," ''A Few Good Women and What they Teach 
Us,'' etc. With Illust rations by O'. L. T HO:MAS. 

CHAP. CHAP. 
1. WHEN THE COACH CA.ME IN. 6. CHRISTllIA S-TTME. 
2. AT THE BLACK LION. 7. MARGERY'S GODMOTIIJ::R . 
3. AN OLD-FASHIONED SCHOO L. 8. '' WHERE ·rs BILL ?" 
4. JACQUELINO:'S TROUBLE. 9. FRIENDS IN NEED. 
5. THE FIRST SNOW. 10. THE END. 

ffiii° Others in preparation. 
~~~-~~~-~.~~.~-~~-~,-c~~~~~~~~~--.,,-..,,_.,.~.,..,,......-..~~~ 

" A glimpse through Mr. H ogg's catalogue shows how admirably 
for the young of both sexes."-WOLVERHAMPTON CHRONICLE. 

(24) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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