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THE MORNING'S HINGES.

_—_—

A solis ortfls cardine.
—SEDULIUS.

L.

Where the Morning's hinges turm,
Where the fires of sunset burnm,
Where the Pole its burthen we
Whirls around the starry hall;
Beings, wheresoe'er ye are
Ether, vapour, comet, sfar, .
There art Thou, Lord God Almighty,
Thou that mad’st and keep'st them all.

ighty

1L

Where, on earth, battalioned foes

In the deadly combat close ; :
Where the plagues have made their s-tntlons,
Dropped from Heaven's distempered a1r';
Where, within the human breast,
Rising hints of thought suggest
Sin’s insane hallucinations,

Dread One, Thou art also there.
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The Jlforning’s Hinges.
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The Morning's IHinges.

VI

What ! does all, then, end in this,
That, amid a world amiss,

Man must ever be but parcel-
Imperfection ? and the soul

Ever thus in poise between

Things contrarient, rest, a mean
Averaged of the universal

Good and ill that make the whole ?

VII.

No, a something cries within ;
No; I am not of your kin
Broods of evil ! all the forces
Of my nature answer No !
Though the world be overspread
With the riddle still unread

Of your being, of your sources,
This with sense supreme [ know ;

VIII.

That, behoves me, and I can,
Work within the inner man

Such a weeding, such a cleansing
Of this moss-grown home-plot here,
As shall make its herbage meet
For the soles of angels’ feet,

And its blooms for eyes dispensing
Light of Heaven’s own atmosphere.
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IX,

L
) g?a, what thoy hast Jast advanced

reature, verily thou eapst s
(Hark, the Master ) « Up
“And, thyt th i e e
Lo U O may'st find the wa
e Ngs Inscrutah]a laid b M

€ content ¢, know thaty,I

’

43 .
Oplng’ loncrin .
« =118, wailtine
Stang beside thee e thee,

Lorq, and js jt Thoy

Takest Pity on
Who nop symh

) il’ldeed,
My need,

ol
Vouching aught Oillow n

s Qear soul.”

o hor tokep
right iy me ?

Bird and Brook.

BIRD AND BROOK.

Bird that pipest on the bough,
Would that I could sing as thou ;
Runnel gurgling on beneath,
Would I owned thy liquid breath ;
I would make a lovely lay
Worthy of the pure-bright day.

Worthy of the freshness spread
Round my path and o'er my head ;
Of the unseen airs that rise
Incensing the morning skies

As from opening buds they spring
In the dew’s evanishing.

Brighter yet, and even more clear
Than that blue encasing sphere,
Worthy of the gentle eyes
Opening on this paradise,

With their inner heavens as deep,
Fresh from youth’s enchanted slecp.
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Bird and Brool.

Oh, ye tracts of heavenly air,
Voices sweet, and sweet eyes fair
Of my darlings, ye must rest
In my rhyme but half-expressed.

Yea, and if I had them all,
Voice of bird and brook at call,
And could speak as winds in woods
Or with tumult of the floods,
Yet a theme there would remain
I should still essay in vain.

For my soul would strive to raise,
If it might, a song of praise,

All unworthy though it were,

To the Maker of the air,

To the Giver of the life

Breathing round me joyous-rife.

Giver of that general joy
Brightening face of girl and boy,
Sender of those soul-reliefs
Hidden in our boons of griefs,
Lest with surfeit and excess

We surcharge life’s blessedness.

Such a lay to frame aright,
Waft me to some mountain-height
Far from man’s resort, and bring,

From the world’s environing.
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Bird and Broof.
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Bird and Brook.

And the worlds that further are
Hold not converse, star with star;
And the comets speeding hither
Through the parted deeps of ether,
Teach through all their lives of law,
Silence is the speech of awe.

So, in awe and wonder mute,
Let the throstle’s warbling flute
And the stream’s melodious babble
Hint the thoughts unutterable,
mill Himself do touch the wire
Of another David's lyre.
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Three Thoughts.

No peevish pride hast thou,
Nor turnest glance of scorn

On aught the laws of life allow
In man of woman born.

Said he, “ No place for us
« Is here : and, be it known,

« You dwell where ways are perilous
« For them that walk alone.

« There needs the surer road,
« The fresher-sprinkl'd floor,

« Else are we not for your abode” :—
And turned him from my door.

111
Then, in my utmost need,
Oh, Holy Thought, I cried,
Come thou, that cleansest will and deed,
And in my breast abide.
« Yea, sinner, that will 1,
« And presently begin”;
And ere the heart had heav'd its sigh,
The Guest Divine came in.
As in the pest-house ward
The prompt Physician stands,
As in the leagur'd castle yard
The Warden with his bands,
He stood, and said, My task
¢« Is here, and here my home ;
« And here am I who only ask
« That T be asked to come.”

-
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Three Seasons.

THREE SEASONS.

I

My breast was as a briary brake
I lacked the rake and shears to trim ;
Or like a deep, weed-tangl'd lake,

Where man can neither wade nor swim :

So full of various discontent
At things I had not height to scan,
Nor breadth nor depth to comprehend,
It secemed as though creation’s end
Were but enigma, and God’s plan

" One knotted, hard entanglement.

IL
Oh ! glad the morning light we greet,
That shows the pathway newly found ;
And grateful to the oaring feet
The touch, at last, of solid ground.
A breath : beheld in clearer air,

The path gurmounts the mountain sides ;
A touch : the knots asunder fall ;
And from the smooth uncoiling ball,

With easy play the shuttle glides

To weave the robe the righteous wear.

13
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Two Voices.

TWO VOICES.

Two voices in my breast
Heard I debate, ere slumber oer me stole :
Conscience was one ; and urgent she addressed
The Intellectual Soul.

CONSCIENCE.

Soul, if the day were come
When thou must part the body's company,
What recompence, thinkest thou, of final doom
Hath the just God for thee ?

SOUL.

In Recompence’s scales
How shall I place in counterpoise aright
The faults wherein the finite creature fails
And goodness infinite ?

CONSCIENCE.

Goodness there cannot be
That is not perfect-just. Put also in
Justice of God, in like infinity,

Then poise, and weigh the sin.
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The Hymn of the Fishermen.
Two Voices.
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The Hymn of the Fishermen.
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By the Isis. 21

BY THE ISIS.

JANUARY 1, 1865.

T.

When the Empress o'er the ice*
Fled before insulting Stephen,
This was artful Maud’s device,
Hinted by the wintry heaven ;
Clad in white, amid the snow,
All unseen the Queen did go.

1L,
Clad in white her maidens all
O'er the Isis trooped beside her ;
Round Oxonia’s leagured wall
Scout or sentry none espied her :
If the robes gleamed white, they thought
These were snows the wind had brought :

IIL.
Flakes, belike, of driven snow,
Sifting down the night-wind’s eddies ;

* Matildis imperatriz regem Stephanum delusit. .+« » . Exc_nbitores regls.cnstmm
obsidentis arte deludens feminea, nocte per Tamenscm fluvium, glacie tunc consnlﬂmtun? ac
nive dealbatum, albis eircumamictn vestibus, cum quibusdam sodalibus per pos.tm.u.m :!.luc
clam de nocte exivit de castello; nec est visa a vigilibus vel exploratoribus, pree similitudine

nivis et eandidi muliebris vestimenti,—2Mat. Lar. Hist, Ang., ad an. 1141



/J'y the Isis.
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Till the cold, grey, tardy morn
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By the lIsis.

VIL
But, for me, past Magd'len tower,
Radcliffe dome and roofs Bodleian,
Even in that wintry hour,
Mounting up the empyrean
Rose the vision of the dome
O'er the palace-tops of Rome ;

VIII.
Such as from the Pincian height,
Past the broad-eav'd roofs Borghesan,
Dawns it on the pilgrim’s sight,
Robed in morning’s amber blazon,
With its wide-armed colonnade
For mankind’s embracing made.

1%,
Such as from the Martian vale
Oft aloft I've seen it swelling,
Grave, serene, majestical,
O'er the mundane High Priest’s dwelling
He who binds, in judgment strong,
True and false, and right and wrong

X,
Yea, and to my visioned eye,
Where the half-thawed lock did bubble,
Very Tiber darted by,
Like a topaz, like an opal ;
Even as when its lustrous wave

These once-sinewy shoulders clave ;

.
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The Widow's Cloak.

THE WIDOW'S CLOAK.

I.

There’s a widow Lady worthy of a word of kindly tonc.
From all who love good Neighbourhood, and true allegiance own

To motherly Humanity in love and sorrow tried,

Who lives some season of the year -
Adown Dee-side.

II.

. he;
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III.
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The Widow's Cloal:.
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VI.
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The Widow's Cloak.
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