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Poems No. 1-99 
 

1 

Awake ye muses nine, sing me a strain divine, 
Unwind the solemn twine, and tie my Valentine! 
 
Oh the Earth was made for lovers, for damsel, and hopeless swain, 
For sighing, and gentle whispering, and unity made of twain. 
All things do go a courting, in earth, or sea, or air, 
God hath made nothing single but thee in His world so fair! 
The bride, and then the bridegroom, the two, and then the one, 
Adam, and Eve, his consort, the moon, and then the sun; 
The life doth prove the precept, who obey shall happy be, 
Who will not serve the sovereign, be hanged on fatal tree. 
The high do seek the lowly, the great do seek the small, 
None cannot find who seeketh, on this terrestrial ball; 
The bee doth court the flower, the flower his suit receives, 
And they make merry wedding, whose guests are hundred leaves; 
The wind doth woo the branches, the branches they are won, 
And the father fond demandeth the maiden for his son. 
The storm doth walk the seashore humming a mournful tune, 
The wave with eye so pensive, looketh to see the moon, 
Their spirits meet together, they make their solemn vows, 
No more he singeth mournful, her sadness she doth lose. 
The worm doth woo the mortal, death claims a living bride, 
Night unto day is married, morn unto eventide; 
Earth is a merry damsel, and heaven a knight so true, 
And Earth is quite coquettish, and beseemeth in vain to sue. 
Now to the application, to the reading of the roll, 
To bringing thee to justice, and marshalling thy soul: 
Thou art a human solo, a being cold, and lone, 
Wilt have no kind companion, thou reap'st what thou hast sown. 
Hast never silent hours, and minutes all too long, 
And a deal of sad reflection, and wailing instead of song? 
There's Sarah, and Eliza, and Emeline so fair, 
And Harriet, and Susan, and she with curling hair! 
Thine eyes are sadly blinded, but yet thou mayest see 
Six true, and comely maidens sitting upon the tree; 
Approach that tree with caution, then up it boldly climb, 
And seize the one thou lovest, nor care for space, or time! 



Then bear her to the greenwood, and build for her a bower, 
And give her what she asketh, jewel, or bird, or flower -- 
And bring the fife, and trumpet, and beat upon the drum -- 
And bid the world Goodmorrow, and go to glory home! 

  

 
2  

There is another sky, 
Ever serene and fair, 
And there is another sunshine, 
Though it be darkness there; 
Never mind faded forests, Austin, 
Never mind silent fields -- 
Here is a little forest, 
Whose leaf is ever green; 
Here is a brighter garden, 
Where not a frost has been; 
In its unfading flowers 
I hear the bright bee hum: 
Prithee, my brother, 
Into my garden come! 

3 

"Sic transit gloria mundi," 
"How doth the busy bee," 
"Dum vivimus vivamus," 
I stay mine enemy! 
 
Oh "veni, vidi, vici!" 
Oh caput cap-a-pie! 
And oh "memento mori" 
When I am far from thee! 
 
Hurrah for Peter Parley! 
Hurrah for Daniel Boone! 
Three cheers, sir, for the gentleman 
Who first observed the moon! 
 
Peter, put up the sunshine; 
Patti, arrange the stars; 
Tell Luna, tea is waiting, 
And call your brother Mars! 



 
Put down the apple, Adam, 
And come away with me, 
So shalt thou have a pippin 
From off my father's tree! 
 
I climb the "Hill of Science," 
I "view the landscape o'er;" 
Such transcendental prospect, 
I ne'er beheld before! 
 
Unto the Legislature 
My country bids me go; 
I'll take my india rubbers, 
In case the wind should blow! 
 
During my education, 
It was announced to me 
That gravitation, stumbling, 
Fell from an apple tree! 
 
The earth upon an axis 
Was once supposed to turn, 
By way of a gymnastic 
In honor of the sun! 
 
It was the brave Columbus, 
A sailing o'er the tide, 
Who notified the nations 
Of where I would reside! 
 
Mortality is fatal -- 
Gentility is fine, 
Rascality, heroic, 
Insolvency, sublime! 
 
Our Fathers being weary, 
Laid down on Bunker Hill; 
And tho' full many a morning, 
Yet they are sleeping still, -- 
 
The trumpet, sir, shall wake them, 
In dreams I see them rise, 
Each with a solemn musket 



A marching to the skies! 
 
A coward will remain, Sir, 
Until the fight is done; 
But an immortal hero 
Will take his hat, and run! 
 
Good bye, Sir, I am going; 
My country calleth me; 
Allow me, Sir, at parting, 
To wipe my weeping e'e. 
 
In token of our friendship 
Accept this "Bonnie Doon," 
And when the hand that plucked it 
Hath passed beyond the moon, 
 
The memory of my ashes 
Will consolation be; 
Then, farewell, Tuscarora, 
And farewell, Sir, to thee! 
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On this wondrous sea 
Sailing silently, 
Ho! Pilot, ho! 
Knowest thou the shore 
Where no breakers roar -- 
Where the storm is o'er? 
 
In the peaceful west 
Many the sails at rest -- 
The anchors fast -- 
Thither I pilot thee -- 
Land Ho! Eternity! 
Ashore at last! 
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I have a Bird in spring 
Which for myself doth sing -- 
The spring decoys. 
And as the summer nears -- 
And as the Rose appears, 
Robin is gone. 
 
Yet do I not repine 
Knowing that Bird of mine 
Though flown -- 
Learneth beyond the sea 
Melody new for me 
And will return. 
 
Fast is a safer hand 
Held in a truer Land 
Are mine -- 
And though they now depart, 
Tell I my doubting heart 
They're thine. 
 
In a serener Bright, 
In a more golden light 
I see 
Each little doubt and fear, 
Each little discord here 
Removed. 
 
Then will I not repine, 
Knowing that Bird of mine 
Though flown 
Shall in a distant tree 
Bright melody for me 
Return.  

  

 
6  

Frequently the wood are pink -- 
Frequently are brown. 
Frequently the hills undress 
Behind my native town. 
Oft a head is crested 



I was wont to see -- 
And as oft a cranny 
Where it used to be -- 
And the Earth -- they tell me -- 
On its Axis turned! 
Wonderful Rotation! 
By but twelve performed! 
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The feet of people walking home 
With gayer sandals go -- 
The Crocus -- till she rises 
The Vassal of the snow -- 
The lips at Hallelujah 
Long years of practise bore 
Till bye and bye these Bargemen 
Walked singing on the shore. 
 
Pearls are the Diver's farthings 
Extorted from the Sea -- 
Pinions -- the Seraph's wagon 
Pedestrian once -- as we -- 
Night is the morning's Canvas 
Larceny -- legacy -- 
Death, but our rapt attention 
To Immortality. 
 
My figures fail to tell me 
How far the Village lies -- 
Whose peasants are the Angels -- 
Whose Cantons dot the skies -- 
My Classics veil their faces -- 
My faith that Dark adores -- 
Which from its solemn abbeys 
Such resurection pours. 
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There is a word 
Which bears a sword 
Can pierce an armed man -- 
It hurls its barbed syllables 
And is mute again -- 
But where it fell 
The saved will tell 
On patriotic day, 
Some epauletted Brother 
Gave his breath away. 
 
Wherever runs the breathless sun -- 
Wherever roams the day -- 
There is its noiseless onset -- 
There is its victory! 
Behold the keenest marksman! 
The most accomplished shot! 
Time's sublimest target 
Is a soul "forgot!" 

9  

Through lane it lay -- through bramble -- 
Through clearing and through wood -- 
Banditti often passed us 
Upon the lonely road. 
 
The wolf came peering curious -- 
The owl looked puzzled down -- 
The serpent's satin figure 
Glid stealthily along -- 
 
The tempests touched our garments -- 
The lightning's poinards gleamed -- 
Fierce from the Crag above us 
The hungry Vulture screamed -- 
 
The satyr's fingers beckoned -- 
The valley murmured "Come" -- 
These were the mates -- 
This was the road 
Those children fluttered home. 

  



 
10  

My wheel is in the dark! 
I cannot see a spoke 
Yet know its dripping feet 
Go round and round. 
 
My foot is on the Tide! 
An unfrequented road -- 
Yet have all roads 
A clearing at the end -- 
 
Some have resigned the Loom -- 
Some in the busy tomb 
Find quaint employ -- 
 
Some with new -- stately feet -- 
Pass royal through the gate -- 
Flinging the problem back 
At you and I! 
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I never told the buried gold 
Upon the hill -- that lies -- 
I saw the sun -- his plunder done 
Crouch low to guard his prize. 
 
He stood as near 
As stood you here -- 
A pace had been between -- 
Did but a snake bisect the brake 
My life had forfeit been. 
 
That was a wondrous booty -- 
I hope 'twas honest gained. 
Those were the fairest ingots 
That ever kissed the spade! 
 
Whether to keep the secret -- 
Whether to reveal -- 
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