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Dear Reader, 

 

  The poetry that I humbly present to you in this book is, as I 
understand it, the first time it has been presented printed and 
bound since a small memorial booklet was published in 1911 for 
friends and relatives to remember a man named Herbert Kings-
ford by, the author, by. The editor was lucky enough to find 
this booklet some years ago at a jumble sale as a child, and has 
been fortunate enough to have it at his side throughout the 
most inspirational years of his life, much of which stemmed 
from these poems. 

  Entirely unknown when I started to build up some kind of 
knowledge of him a few years ago, the following work is the 
culmination of a project that has finally resulted in the distribu-
tion of some very few copies of his poems in the hope that they 
are as interesting and enjoyable to others as I have found them 
myself. 

  Herbert ‘Van’ Kingsford was born in 1845 and named 
Sampson Herbert Child Kingsford, getting the rather unusual 
middle name Child just to distinguish him from his father, who 
otherwise bore the same name. It seems for some time in his 
youth he served in the army before returning home and marry-
ing, although he never had any children. He died in 1909, hav-
ing written poetry all his life, and the poems that are produced 
here are a collection thought to represent him and his life most 
fully, chosen by those who knew him at the very start of the 
20th century.  

  His poems reflect life in a time that the British Empire was at 
its peak and struggling with its identity as either an empire of 
control or of protection over its colonies. Having lost several 
younger siblings during his life, his poems often have a melan-
cholic note, rivalled only by his zeal in the more patriotic and 



unionistic poems. Overall, his poems are simply an entire re-
semblance of his life, and contain feelings through all the differ-
ent situations he found himself in, and, since the earliest poem 
contained here was written in 1853, when he was eight, and the 
last was written only days before he died, there are certainly a 
huge variation of ideas and thoughts as they appeared to a 
humble man over one hundred years ago. 

  May it please the reader to read and I pray enjoy these honest 
works, and experience the world through the eyes of a man who 
lived and worked much the same as any of us in a world a hun-
dred years distant from now. 

  Your humble servant, 

M. S.  
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Poems by Herbert Kingsford 

 

1 Queen of us all 

 

Hail to Victoria, Queen of Old England! 

Queen of the Islands and Queen of the Seas. 

Here’s to the flag that has fluttered so proudly 

In windtime of winter or summerlike breeze! 

 Ready to be seen, my lads, 

 Here’s to the Queen, my lads, 

Shout it out lustily, sons of the free, 

 Send it along, my lads, 

 Still the old song, my lads, 

God save the queen, on the land and the sea! 

 

Hail to our country, the dearest old home-land, 

Here’s to our soldiers and here’s to our tars, 

Here’s to the freedom our forefathers fought for, 

Guarding our Commerce with death, wounds and scars, 

 Calm self-reliance, 

 Defence, not defiance, 

Shall cause us to weather all storms now unseen, 

 While the old song, my lads, 



 We sing along, my lads, 

God save Victoria, Empress and Queen! 

 

Hail to the Colonies, sons of old England, 

Now shaking hands with us over the main, 

Here’s to our boys in far India and Canada, 

Welcome them over, again and again! 

 Stand by each other, lads, 

She is out mother, lads, 

Bless’d be her name in the hut and the hall, 

 Steady and strong, my lads, 

 Sing the old song, my lads, 

God save Victoria, Queen of us all. 
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2 King Edward the Seventh 

 

The flags mast high are floating by 

 Fair flowers and gay festoons, 

The streets re-echo martial tread 

 And clatter of dragoons- 

The people crowd each vantage point, 

 The merry joy bells ring, 

And tier on tier give cheer on cheer 

 In honour of the King. 

 

And she, the fairest in the land,  

 Is there to grace the scene, 

The daughter from the Viking’s strand 

 Our loved and loving Queen; 

And puissant high ambassadors, 

 The kindly greetings bring, 

From all the nations of the earth, 

 In honour of the King. 

 

Now myriad lamps are all aglow 

 And flashing through the gloom, 

They shine alike from castle keep 

 And humble cottage room, 



The rockets through the midnight air 

 Their fiery passage wing, 

And bon-fires red – their bright light shed, 

 In honour of the King. 

 

And when our children’s children come, 

 To gather round the fire, 

The tale shalt oft be told to them 

 By many a grey-beard sire, 

How thousands cried from every side 

 The Nation’s Song to sing, 

When Prince and clown rode into town 

 In honour of the King! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 Queen and Mother 

January 1902 

 

Mother and Queen of the life of the nation, 

 Reigning supreme in the hearts of us all, 

King of all Kings and God of Salvation, 

 Now has He sounded the clarion call! 

 

England and all her sad daughters together, 

 Locked in one grief on each far away shore, 

Knells that are sounding across the blue heather, 

 Echo where other worlds’ ocean waves roar. 

 

Memory sweet shall enshrine her affection, 

 History tell of her toil and her care; 

Woman was she in her subjects’ affliction, 

 Showing such sympathy, kindly and rare. 

 

Mother and Queen of the life of the nation, 

 Brief was the sound of the clarion call, 

Thou art at peace, be our one consolation, 

 Thou art at rest with the Saviour of all. 
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4 Dawn 

 

Uplift the veil that Time has cast, 

 About the path of years, 

See through the gloom of night now past, 

 An amber ray appears! 

 

Though coy at first, in yonder sky, 

 Enwrapped in softening grey, 

A tings of coral creeps, and fly 

 The morning mists away. 

 

And paler than the pale primrose, 

 The daylight hour is both, 

The sober lines that mark repose, 

 Retire as breaks the morn. 

 

The chilly night-dews on the ground, 

 Or pendent on each stern, 

The damps have left, and now is found 

 A glorious diadem. 

 

And soon the rounding orb shall rise 

 In gold and pinken hue, 



And soon resumes the arching skies 

 That sweetest colour blue. 

 

Then lift the veil that Time has cast 

 About the path of years, 

See, Faith has crowned out hopes at last –  

 A new glad day appears! 
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5 Fragmentary Lines 

 

The same still stars are shining in the sky, 

Sad time by hours and moments fleeting by, 

Widening the gulf since when I stood with thee. 

My father dear! beneath the Sumac tree. 

 

The spreading oaks whose branches oft have bent, 

Their bows above us in our native kent, 

Can never sweeter mem’ry bring to me 

Than that which clings around the Sumac tree. 

u 

 



6 Away! Away! 

 

Away, away, without delay, 

 Impatient Horses snorting,  

Though griefs be rife, there’s no such life 

 As the good old one of sporting. 

When the ‘thin red line’ grows less and less, 

 And the hounds are gaily sailing, 

And the horse you love goes straight and strong 

 Nor shows yet a sign of failing! 

 

‚Away, away,‛ the yachtsmen say, 

 Out anchor’s weighed this morning, 

The sky so blue with azure hue 

 Both storms and tempests scorning. 

The girl you love is on the deck, 

 The sea you love about you, 

While all your many quondam friends 

 Are doing well without you! 

 

Away, away, on an autumn day, 

 We fear not toil or trouble, 

As the speckled feathers take the air 

 And skim across the stubble, 



The sweet dank scent of wood and wold 

 Around our senses linger, 

That faithful friend your dog is nigh, 

 And the trigger’s by your finger! 

 

‚Away, away,‛ the soldier cries, 

 The troopship’s at her moorings, 

Farewell to peaceful joys of home 

 And all their soft allurings! 

And when not fighting freedom’s foes 

 By Ganges or by Niger, 

What sport is there that can compare, 

 To a royal Bengal Tiger? 

 

Away one day, alas, for aye, 

 There will remain no doubt of, 

When Time is sure to mark the score, 

 As ‘all engagements out of,’ 

No matter – if we’ve had our day, 

 And hardships e’er been courting, 

Though run to earth, we’ll cry with mirth, 

 Long live the days of sporting! 
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7 Purleigh Garden, June ’09  

 

Blaze of poppy 

 And scent of rose, 

Song of birds 

 And caw of crows 

As the sun sinks red 

On the long day’s close. 

 

Nothing to do 

But lounda and laze, 

Nothing to do 

 But sing and praise 

The halcyon hours 

 Of the summer days. 

 

Then the rain came down 

On the poet’s lays! 

 

   Eheu! Poor Van 
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8 Hymn to Hythe 

August 1897 

 

If you’re bound for the breezy and brisk, 

If you wish to be bonnie and blithe, 

To flutter and fritter and frisk, 

 Come hither, come hither to Hythe. 

 

The scent from the grass and the hay 

 Just cut by the truculent scythe, 

With ocean ozone in the bay, 

 Make a redolent air about Hythe. 

 

There’s a river with many a pool 

 And trees in contortions that writhe, 

Providing an avenue cool 

 For lovers to flirt in at Hythe. 

 

So all of you wishing to be 

 Exceedingly happy and blithe, 

Take a cruise to the Cantian sea, 

 Come hurry and hie thee to Hythe. 

u 

 



9 Every-Day Ditties 

The Seasons – Especially 1903 

 

Spring, Spring, beautiful Spring, 

But the wind in the East influenza will bring. 

It rains and it snows, and your toes and your nose 

Are nipped in the bud like an elegant rose. 

 

 Here has been dawning 

  Another wet day, 

 Began in the morning 

  It’s pouring away; 

 To praise summer days, 

  I think that it bosh is, 

 The largest umbrellas, 

  Great coats, mackintoshes, 

 The biggest of bootses, 

  The bestest of leather, 

 Not even galoshes 

  Will keep out this weather! 

 

 The wind’s very high, 

  And the crops very low; 

 The harvest they say 



  Has small profits to show 

 And storms more and more 

  Show what they can do. 

 There are wrecks on the shore 

  And the stock exchange too. 

 

Winter is with us, we sit round the fire 

And grumble that taxes grow higher and higher. 

We scowl at Protection and growl at Free Trade! 

And wonder why ever we ever were made. 
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10 A Morning Landscape 

 

The early tints of rosy hue 

 Have flushed the sky from east to west; 

 Behold! at herald morn’s behest, 

The mist ascends from heaven’s dew, 

 The lark’s gay note, so loud and clear, 

 Falls sweetly on the listening ear; 

While carollers of less degree 

With music wake each woodland tree. 



And yet, mid all this din of song 

 From whistling blackbird or from thrush, 

 Upon the senses falls a hush 

As if the night had tarried long; 

As if the earth were sleeping still, 

 Save for the whirring of the mill, 

Or where from yonder cot of thatch 

The gate has clicked upon the latch. 

 

The distant tinkling of a bell 

 Proclaims the waking of the fold; 

 The shepherd turns him stiff with cold, 

For nights fall chilly on the fell. 

 His faithful dogs, who with him share 

 His pallet, now sniff up the air 

Prepared to watch the livelong day 

To guard the sinner who would stray. 

 

And slowly from each cottage porch 

 The good wives ‘gin to come and go 

 To tell their tales of weal or woe, 

While Sol takes up the flaming torch, 

 And mounting high the vapours curl 

 In tints that vie the shelly pearl, 

And clouds released proclaim to view 



The sight of God’s ethereal blue. 

 

Oh! English scenes, so fair and pure, 

 In rustic innocence and grace, 

 Long may we see your smiling face 

In peace and plenteousness secure; 

 Far from the discontents of town, 

 On mossy banks, or heather brown, 

While every floweret of the sod 

‚From Nature points to Nature’s God.‛ 
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11 The Beautiful County of Devon 

 

Niagara falls no doubt are very fine, 

And Germans may boast of their river, 

The castle-crowned, vine-covered banks of the Rhine, 

And Spain praise her famed Guadalquiver. 

The Scotsmen so canny may talk of their home, 

Loch Katrine, Loch Awe, and Loch Leven, 

But there’s no place can vanquish, wherever you roam, 

The beautiful County of Devon. 

 



Tom Moore in rich pathos and poetry sung 

With all of an Irishman’s blarney, 

And a halo romantic has tenderly flung 

O’er the waters and rocks of Killarney; 

Little Wales has been praised by each patriot son, 

Ap Thomas, Ap Rice, and Ap Evan, 

But the spot I can speak of that beats every one, 

The beautiful County of Devon. 

 

Right proud, too, is Britain of Devonshire men, 

So famous for doing their duty, 

Who fought for Queen Bess, and King George, and Queen Vie, 

For England, for home, and for beauty; 

Who fought on the land and who conquered the sea 

When clouds by the tempedt were riven, 

Forever the home of the brave and the free, 

The beautiful County of Devon. 

 

Then here’s to the land of the tor and the moor, 

The Dart, and the Teign, and the Tavy, 

To all of the folk be they rich men or poor, 

Here’s luck to you all and God save ‘ee! 

And when parsons preach to us mighty and grand, 

And give us their notion of Heaven, 

I’ll tell them a foretaste we have in this land, 



The beautiful County of Devon. 
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12 The Old Church by the Sea 

Oh! Lusty waves and strong, 

 That o’er the sands come rolling 

With never ceasing song, 

 Though the passing bell be tolling. 

 

Your deep-toned voices fill 

 The air around God’s acre, 

When on the windy hill 

 The spirit joins its Maker. 

 

Oh! Grey flint house of God 

 Placed there in ages hoary, 

Upon the hallowed sod 

 Made sad by many a story. 

 

Of tempest-smitten wreck 

 Wrapped in the sea foam’s beauty, 

When men stood on the deck 

 And died amid their duty. 



 

Poor dwellers on the shore, 

 Rare are the gleams to gladden 

Your humble lot, far more 

 See ye the sights that sadden! 

 

When lusty waves and strong 

 Along the sands come rolling, 

And mumber fourth their song 

 While the passing bell is tolling. 

 

u 

 

 

13 Song 

 

The silver moon is sailing, 

 Sailing o’er the sea, 

And I am lonely, wailing, 

 Weeping here for thee. 

Oh, it’s well to be a mariner, 

A trusty, lusty mariner, 

Who loves a lass in every port, 

 Wherever he may be. 



 

The stormy wind is drifting 

 The clouds across the sky, 

The curving waves are lifting 

 Their foamy crests on high; 

Above the graves of mariners, 

Of drowned and shipwrecked mariners, 

Who in their seaweed shrouds below 

 In coral caverns lie. 

 

The sun is slowly sinking 

 In glory on the sea, 

And I am sadly thinking, 

 Thinking all of thee; 

Oh, haste me, lusty mariners, 

And crowd your sails, O mariners, 

To bring me to old England 

 And my own lassie. 
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14 Life’s Compass 

 

Look North, and face the dangers ever rife, 

 Turn East, and taste the bitter pangs of sorrow, 

Look South, and there the transient joys of life, 

See West, and find the Heaven of to-morrow! 
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15 A Fair Maid of Kent to her Drawing Room 

 

I envy not the grandly great, 

 Their dresses and fallallery, 

While I can stroll from morn till late 

 With in my small art gallery! 

I wander o’er the distant wold 

 And see the sunset’s gloria, 

I float upon the river’s tide, 

Or steer my bark on ocean wide, 

And feel as pleased as Windsor’s Pride, 

 Her Majesty Victoria! 

 



Such pleasant places are recalled, 

Full many a woodland bowery, 

The sea so sung by bard and skald, 

 And fields and gardens flowery. 

Then off again to tower and fane, 

 Far famed in ancient history; 

And lofty mountain peaks I climb, 

I gaze upon the view sublime, 

Fit subject for the poet’s rhyme, 

 And full of charm and mystery! 

 

And thus the mill stream wanders on 

 A-tint with morning blushes rare, 

I see the water lilies grow 

 Among the reeds and rushes fair; 

No jolting railway do I need, 

 And all the scares of travelery. 

Dame nature’s riches are unrolled, 

Her blue and silver, green and gold, 

The summer sun and winter cold, 

 All in my small art gallery. 
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16 The Boys’ Brigade 

(To be sung to the tune of The White Cockade) 

 

Old Acton Town is roused once more 

With martial ardour as of yore, 

Our boys will now be trained to stand 

For Queen, for Church and their native land. 

 

  Chorus 

 See, forward, march, they come, they come, 

 To the merry merry sound of the fife and the drum, 

 Then up with shout and out with blade 

 And give three cheers for the Boys’ Brigade! 

 

Our young men’s hearts are brave and true, 

And staunch to the old red, white and blue, 

Our maidens’ eyes they sparkle gay 

As soldier ladies march away! 

 

 See, forward, etc. 

 

Defence and not defiance loud 

Shall ever be their motto proud, 

Defending if the sword they draw 



Old England, order, and the law. 

 

 See, forward, etc. 

 

Our dear old Church has lent her hand 

To teach the lads in truth to stand, 

Long may they flourish ‘neath her shade 

In peace with all – our Boys’ Brigade. 

 

 See, forward, etc. 
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17 Lombard’s Kop 

December, 1899 

 

When history shall write the deeds 

 Our gallant men have done. 

How each true-hearted soldier lad 

 Has proved him Britain’s son –  

Then in the farthest Colony, 

 And in old London Town, 

This night shall e’er be counted bright 

 And live in long renown! 



 

 Out in the starless night, 

 There in the fearless fight, 

 Never a gleam of light 

  Over the Kop; 

 Rung out the ringing cheer 

 Sprung like the springing deer 

 Gunner and Grenadier 

  Up to the top. 

 

All silent lay the leaguered town, 

 All silent was the Boer, 

No longer heard the clash of steel, 

 Or musketry’s dread roar. 

Upon the hill the cannon still 

 That havoc wrought each day, 

Soon motionless the sentinel 

 All rested from the fray. 

 

 Stole from the town away, 

 Long e’er the break of day, 

 Rifles in close array 

  Bound for the Kop 

 Over the shoulder rough, 

 Grass that was long and tough 



 Went the brave boys in buff 

  Up to the top! 

 

Then with a ringing cheer the heights 

 Are carried by cold steel, 

The foe fly from their posts and down 

 The sloping ramparts reel; 

Now with cigars the sappers light 

 A fuse in every gun –  

They burst – to be forever still; 

 The dark night’s work is done! 

 

 Out in the starless night 

 There in the fearless fight, 

 Never a gleam of light 

  Over the Kop; 

 Rung out the ringing cheer 

 Spring like the springing deer 

 Gunner and Grenadier 

  Up to the top! 
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18 Waning October 

 

‘Twas in the pleasant Maytime 

 I woo’d a lassie dear, 

Our life was light as daytime, 

 We weened no night was near. 

The joyous summer came then, 

 The sunshine sparkled free; 

Out happiness to frame it then, 

 How sweet it was to me! 

 

Now waning in October –  

 All happiness has fled; 

I would that life were over 

 And I were with the dead! 

Life’s winter lies before me, 

 For though art with the blest; 

October’s leaves lie o’er thee, 

 Where thou art laid to rest. 
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19 The Old Brown Mare 

 

The saddle is empty – I’ve finished alas! 

I’m nearing the post we must all of us pass; 

My last race is run, but what grieves me sair, 

Is what will become of my old brown mare? 

 

How well I remember the direst of days, 

When she carried me right through the battery’s blaze, 

And the shot of the foeman fell heavy as hail, 

But she came out unscathed, and we weathered the gale. 

 

The pride of the corps and the pet of us all, 

Such a clipper she looked as she stood in her stall, 

And all of the fellows were wont to declare 

That the pick of our lot was my bonny brown mare. 

 

And then when I landed at last in the shires, 

And master became in the home of my sires, 

She came with me too – with no weans and no wife, 

I loved my old horse as a man does his life. 

 

In the longest of spins she was ne’er known to tire –  

It wasn’t her fault that her foot caught the wire; 



Whose ever the fault ‘twas not that of the beast, 

That I’m ‘out of engagements’ in this life at least. 

 

Yes, it’s hard to be out of the tumult and fun, 

And to know that I’ve come to the end of the run, 

But it’s harder to think, is there one that will care, 

When I’m under the turn, for my bonnie brown mare? 
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20 March 

 

I’ve come, I’ve come, the wind’s in the East, 

I bring no good tidings to man or to beast, 

The winter is gone, I’m supposed to be spring, 

That beautiful time when Poets all sing; 

But nobody likes me, not even the wise, 

For they grumble I only throw dust in their eyes. 

 

I have breathed a nice chill on the chestnut flowers, 

And damp and unpleasant made wood-nymph’s bowers 

And the budding M.P. who was going to speak, 

Has a cold in his throat, and only able to speak, 

I’m windier by far, deny it who can, 



Than even the garrulous Grand Old Man. 

 

The sturdy oak trees tremble in March; 

I shiver the tassels that hand on the larch, 

I shiver the timbers of mariners brave, 

Flinging the spray o’er the storm-beaten wave, 

I put out your pipes, and despise your cheroots, 

And show you fair ladies wear ten-button boots. 

 

Now chimneys are flying and tiles from the leads, 

Are smashing through ceilings on citizens’ heads, 

And folks on the bank in a fit of the blues 

Catch cold and a glimpse of the ‘varsity crews; 

And the moon is popped at in a queer sort of way 

As I crown all these evils with sweet Lady Day. 
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21 The East Wind 

(A fragment from Macaulay rather blown about.) 

 

It was about the chilly close of a hard winter’s day, 

There came a racking wind that blew the drifting snow away, 

At earliest twilight on the waves it crept for many a mile, 



Until it broke in fury on the shores of Britain’s isle. 

At sunrise it was o’er the land, and coming on apace, 

Flew swifter than the swiftest horse that ever ran in race! 

Forthwith each housewife ran in doors – hard were the doors to 
close, 

For faster as the people ran, more fast the wind arose; 

Many a light fishing barque to gain the coast increased 

Her sail, to reach the harbour, for the wind was in the East! 

 

Then with his hair unbonnetted comes many a stalwart wight, 

The wind had blown his cap away to the left or to the right, 

Had it been in olden time, ‘twould have blown o’er the field, 

Bohemia’s plume and Genoa’s bow, and Caesar’s eagle shield. 

Ho! Place your heels well on the ground that ye may fall no 
more 

Our glorious ’Semper Eadem’ is now upon our shore. 

Out mouths are filled with biting dust, we cannot fight or feast; 

Ho! Keep your doors and windows tight, the wind is in the 
East! 

 

From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to Milford 
Bay, 

No one has slept from fall of dusk, until the ope of day, 

St. Michael’s Mount it blows upon, it blows on Beachy Head; 

To Bristol Town and Clifton Down that same East Wind has 
sped –  



The sentinel at Windsor Keep has crept into his box, 

And shepherds shake and farmers quake for all their young 
flocks; 

And with one start and with one cry the house-tiles are re-
leased, 

And one and all to others call, ‚The wind is in the East!‛ 

 

Then from the heights of wild Blackheath the stormy message 
went, 

It shook the tarred plank cabins of the fishermen of Kent, 

The gallant boatmen in the Downs its fury felt at last, 

And the Jack on Dover Castle flies in ribbons from the mast! 
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22 September 

 

Ah! Shall I ever remember 

 Those pleasant days hallowed to me, 

The beautiful month of September 

 Beside the sad shore of the sea? 

 

How lovingly lingered together 

 And talked in a murmuring key 

Ah! Now we but speak of the weather 



 Then silently sip our Bohea. 

 

How lovely love is at the outset 

 How sweetly you looked upon me 

What glory we saw in the sunset 

 Beside the sad shore of the sea. 

 

Though once when we ventured upon it 

 Old Neptune was really unkind 

He spoiled your immaculate bonnet 

 And I lost my hat in the wind. 

 

We felt as poor as Adam and Eve did 

 Immediately after the fall; 

Since then I can hardly believe it 

 I have weathered full many a squall. 

 

But nevertheless I’ll remember 

 Through years that so silently flee 

The beautiful month of September 

 And two loving hears by the sea. 
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23 September, 1889 

(Gloaming in the Alkham Valley, Kent.) 

 

O’er the hills the mists are curling 

 While the sun with slanting rays 

Lights the leaves in eddies whirling 

 Symbols of lost summer days, 

And the wind in chilly whispers 

 Thro’ the branches chants its vespers, 

Rising now anon and hurling 

 Boughs athwart the wooded ways. 

 

Purple clouds with eagles golden 

 Move across the twilight sky, 

Bright as precious metal molten 

 Lose themselves in space and die. 

Into nearing night are rolling 

While the breeze a dirge is tolling, 

Singing as in ages olden 

 To the day’s last lullaby. 

 

Aspens give a farewell quiver 

 As the dews of evening fall, 

And the shadows on the river 



 Underneath the poplars tall 

Join in one and leave no traces 

 Where but now were gleaming places, 

Like out changing lives that ever 

 Glitter, then in darkness fall. 

 

Now is heard the birds’ last twitter 

 Calling to each tiny mate, 

One by one the pale stars glitter 

 And the moon rides out in state; 

Here and there a humble dwelling 

 Ruddy lights a welcome telling. 

Oh! That life were never bitter 

 And that rest came not too late! 

 

Still forever we seem yearning 

 As thro’ twilight we are roaming 

With a strange and dull discerning 

 Seeing things as in the gloaming. 

Seeing with a dim perceiving 

 Till there comes the final leaving 

When fresh light shall give us learning 

 Tho’ the winds on Earth be moaning. 
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24 The Waning Autumn 

 

There is a lesson in the drift of leaves 

 Which every passing breeze around us brings 

That tells from palace halls to cottage eave 

 The mutability of human things. 

 

There is much good in change the seasons say, 

 The mind of man cannot drift on alone, 

But something learns from ev’ry leaf and spray 

 In summer proud and in the autumn prone. 

 

Tho’ in the waning autumn of the year 

 The sunshine dies so soon adown the West 

It lingers on the boughs of oak trees sear 

 And turns to gold each leaf and sinks to rest. 

 

Then let us sigh not for the falling frond 

 That parts from parent tree to Mother Earth 

October wanes; still shall we not despond 

 But forward look to Spring’s all welcome birth. 
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25 Harvest Home 

 

Though the seed lie in the furrow, 

 And dews of night fall chill, 

Soon will come the sunlit morrow 

 And each ear of corn will fill; 

Let the song go up to Heaven 

 From all those on earth who roam 

Praising God for mercies given 

 And the joys of Harvest Home. 

 

For our lives begin in sorrow 

 And the world is cold and bare 

Till we find the bright to-morrow 

 In our Father’s loving care; 

And our song goes up to Heaven 

 Lord of all, we come, we come, 

Praising Thee for mercies given 

 Praising Thee for Harvest Home. 

 

We, as Autumn leaves are falling 

 We, as Autumn sheaves are bound; 

Hark! The Heavenly Father calling 

 Hark! The herald trumpet sound, 



Calling us to Christ and Heaven, 

 From Earth’s furrowed paths to roam 

Where the sinner stands forgiven 

 In Eternal Harvest Home. 

 

But before we see the blessing 

 Or reach the Promised Land, 

E’er we feel the fond caressing 

 Of the blessed Saviour’s hand, 

We must act on earth, that Heaven 

 Sees us pure as white sea foam 

And the chains of guilt be riven 

 In our last sweet Harvest Home. 
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26 A November Sonnet 

 

The golden days are gone when by the rill, 

We strayed and lingered in the grateful shade, 

And watched the shadows by the rushes made, 

Which scarcely stirred in that sweet calm so still, 

The sun sank down so peacefully to rest, 

The nightingale arose from out her nest, 



The moon shone forth in sweetness of her light, 

We scarce could realise that it was night. 

 

Now all is changed. The hoar frost on the barn, 

The tangles weeds lie lifeless in the tarn, 

The leafless woods, the uplands and the dale, 

Are hid in an impenetrable veil, 

Thus in the Autumn of our lives most that we held so dear, 

Lies dead like withered flowerets in dark November drear! 

 

u 

 

27 November 

 

The last glad rose has shed its sweet perfume, 

 The last sad leaf just lingers on the spray, 

The mist sunbeams scarcely dare illume 

 The weeping world on this November day. 

 

The clouds hang heavy in the low grey sky, 

 The long dank rushes shiver in the air, 

No more they hold their shiny spikes on high 

 As when the argent lilies glittered fair. 

 



So is the heart of many a maid and youth 

 Oft bowed before the world’s polluting breath, 

As fade their visions of the peerless truth, 

 And all that’s good lies shrouded as in death. 

 

Not only youth – but oft-times middle age 

 Bends low before the grey-wrapped blighting chill 

Of disappointment, and the long-lived sage 

 ‘Scapes not the storm upon the downward hill. 

 

The present time is ever with us, so 

 We dwell upon our present pain, and see 

The pleasant past submerged beneath our woe, 

 Nor deem a brighter future e’er can be. 

 

But as the world without is dull and dark, 

 Within the flicker of the firelight glare 

Makes merry in the homely room, and hark, 

 The voice of Love now bids us welcome there. 

 

Thus in the human heart, the flame of Hope 

 Shall warm the coldest ice drops of despair, 

And lend us power and might that all may cope 

 With every evil in its loathsome lair. 

 



From life’s November with its murky nights 

 Look up, nor heed the faded leaf that falls, 

Above, for us there shines the Light of Lights 

 Though storm and mist the Heav’nly watchman calls! 

 

He shall be blessed who lives in order well, 

 Forgiving all, himself shall be forgiven –  

Not in the coward dread of deepest hell, 

 Nor by the greed of guerdon in high Heaven. 

 

u 

 

28 December, 1899 

 

With the breath of war upon us –  

 Dear ones we shall see no more, 

There can be no merry Christmas 

 On Old England’s sea-girt shore. 

 

All the thoughts of all the valour, 

 Of our gallant hero band, 

Shall be hallowed as we gather 

 Sadly in the dear Home Land. 

 



But the coming year we welcome 

 In the City and the glen, 

Praying it may bring us surely, 

 Peace on Earth, good will to men. 

 

u 

 

29 December 

  

We have seen the seed sown in the furrow, 

 The corn has been garnered and mown –  

The autumn winds came on the morrow 

 The swallows have flown. 

 

The sun in its gold we ever remember 

 The beautiful flowers have blown. 

And the year in the days of December, 

 Few hours has to own. 

 

Thus our lives that begin with a greeting 

 Of welcome, so soon shall lie prone, 

As the days of the last month are fleeting 

 We breathe and are gone. 

u 



30 To the Old Year 

 

When the mists of the morning are heavy and chilly, 

 And darken the air with the smoke of their breath, 

When dimly the thoughts of the rose and the lily 

 Appear as mutes at the sad year’s death; 

When days are so dark, if an eye dare scan it 

 The land seems locked in a mask of gloom, 

And the crust of the earth as the rock of the granite 

 Appears one pitiless tomb. 

 

When we rest in the rays that are thrown by the ember 

 From out of the bars of the flickering hearth, 

The days that are dead in the dark of December 

 Are mem’ries flinging athwart our path. 

Fond fancy reveals us the sunlit river 

 With sweet perfume of the new mown hay, 

Where the force of the murmuring wavelets forever 

 Flies on to the sea far away. 

 

To the white waving plumes of the crests of the ocean 

 That change as the days and the months of the year 

As hears in the trouble of life’s commotion 

 Are filled with joy or bedimmed by a tear. 



A touch has released all the thoughts that quicken 

 In throbs and throes of the pulse’s beat, 

All the thoughts as when pebbles by billows are stricken 

 Respond in a melody sweet. 

 

When the phantoms of forms that have brightened and light-
ened 

Our ways by the river and paths by the shore 

When the links in the chain of our love were tightened 

 By kindly words few shall hear no more –  

Arise in an echo our souls are enthralling 

 And wind and cling in a loved embrace; 

Through the dusk of the twilight their voices are calling, 

 Ourselves to the Heavenly grace. 

 

When the loved of our hears have departed and only 

 The memory sweet of their loving is left, 

We feel that our life is a life all lonely 

 From friendship free and of love bereft. 

Still the year is awake with the year’s thanksgiving 

 For meed of mercy – be sure of this –  

And the thoughts of the dead must make way for the living 

 In hopes of the life that is bliss. 

 

And the wreath of the year that is faded and olden 



 Lies low with a deathless and wonderful grace, 

All hallowed by the thoughts of the days so golden, 

 And soft with lines that sad mem’ries trace. 

In faith of the Light that shines so purely 

 We mingle and hope with our last farewells, 

And so loftier joys shall encompass us surely 

 As ring out the welcoming bells. 

 

u 

 

31 The Old Year 

 

The sun has set in glory, 

 On the dark horizon’s verge, 

He leaves a mournful story, 

 And we hear a wailing dirge. 

The wind in branches sighing, 

 And the dead leaves rustle low, 

For thou, yes, thou art dying, 

 In a shroud of crystal snow. 

I know thee by this token, 

 By thy torch with smoke enwrapped 

And the golden bowl is broken, 

 And the silver cord is snapped. 



 

We thought we should be stronger 

 And we deemed we should be brave; 

We cannot think so longer 

 As we stand beside thy grave. 

Oh! Proud were we beginning 

 As we welcomed in the name 

Oh! Why thus leave us sinning 

 In out bitter grief and shame? 

The brave have gone before us 

 For the cowards linger last, 

But yet a light is o’er us 

 To illuminate the past. 

 

Though Time has plied his sickle, 

 And a gentle heart be crushed, 

Yet tears shall cease to trickle 

 And the Angel’s sighs be hushed, 

When Hope takes up the fable 

 As it whispers in the year, 

To do the best we’re able, 

 And to bless the Coming Year; 

To sweep away the token 

 And the torch with smoke enwrapped, 

Though the golden bowl be broken, 



 And the silver cord is snapped. 

 

u 

 

32 The New Year 

‚Two great enemies, the Past and the Future, are forever meet-
ing in the present.‛ 

 

The barque is o’er the harbour bar, 

 The foam behind her trailing, 

Away to unknown lands afar 

 The goodly ship goes sailing, 

Safe guide her captain, brave and true, 

 Across the dim horizon blue! 

 

Through stormy scenes and tempest’s shock 

 O’er ocean’s deep abysses, 

Safe guard her by the sunken rock 

 Amid the sea-foam’s kisses 

Where kiss and hiss each bending wave, 

 Be strong to steer and quick to save. 

 

So as the barque goes out the year 

 On Time’s uncertain ocean; 



‘Mid hope, ambition, love and fear, 

 To calms or storm’s emotion, 

Two great eternities are set, 

 The Past and Future now have met. 

 

The seas will wash o’er many decks, 

 All useless be repining; 

On hidden rocks be hidden wrecks 

 Though beacon lights be shining, 

As evil for the mastery strives, 

 With broken hears and wasted lives. 

 

And disappointments will be keen, 

 And highest hopes be blasted; 

And trust betrayed, a hulk be seen 

 Dismantled and dismasted, 

A stricken vessel tempest tossed 

 With lowered flag and cargo lost. 

 

Oft will the watery waste be calm 

 Where summer suns are shining; 

The wind – a zephyr breathing balm – 

Each cloud with silver lining 

The pebbles on the beach scarce stirred –  

 The faintest echoes only heard. 



 

Thus though the mists of doubt and fear 

 Our ship of life is starting; 

Anon o’er crystal waters clear 

 The prow the bright waves parting, 

Anon the dark sky overhead 

 The bravest fills with darkest dread. 

 

O’er billows fair and storm’s black rage, 

 Or where the whirlpools madden 

One star has shone from age to age, 

 The trusting heart to gladden. 

Oh! Light us all, though heavenly Star, 

 To rest within His harbour bar. 

u 

 

33 Winter 

 

Winter wind and wanton breeze 

Rustle sadly thro’ the trees 

When the dreamy night is nigh, 

Sounding soft a lullaby. 

Naked branches with the grey 

Background of a cloudy day, 



Swing and shake their heads together, 

Sing a chorus to the weather. 

 

 Radiance of Autumn fled, 

 Summer leaves and flowers dead, 

 Wait until the ides of Spring, 

 Light and life and live shall bring! 

 

Cold and sleety rain and hail 

Dripping o’er the landscape pale, 

While the amber sunset mocks 

Wild clematis, silver locks –  

Shrieks the sea mew to the wave, 

Dirges for the drowned brave, 

Foam lace of the billows proud, 

Jewelling the sailors’ shroud. 

  

 Weary waiting here below –  

 Sun and darkness come and go, 

 When past years their shadows fling, 

 What has age to do with spring? 

 

Snow wreaths by the wayside reared 

Are but sad memorials weird 

Of the friends we know no more, 



Parted for the distant shore, 

And each spring but points the truth, 

Youth is love, and love is youth; 

In life’s winter all is cold, 

Dull remorse and rust and mould. 

 

 Radiance of Autumn fled, 

 Summer leaves and flowers dead, 

 When past years their shadows fling, 

 What has age to do with spring? 

u 

 

34 New Year, 1903-4 

 

From the North and the South, 

From the East and the West, 

 O blow o’er the land and the sea, 

The wishes for blessings the brightest and best 

 To the dearest and sweetest to me! 

 

O zephyrs which whisper thro’ tremulous trees, 

 O birds singing over the lea, 

Waft, waft ye the wishes I breathe on the breeze 

 For the dearest and sweetest to me! 



 

O wavelets which break on the pebble-girt shore, 

 So soft with the sigh of the sea, 

Sing love, the old love that has lasted from yore, 

 To the dearest and sweetest to me! 

 

O pine trees that tower the Switzer above, 

 Oh Arden, where joyous were we, 

O gardens of Kent, where I roamed with my love, 

 The dearest and sweetest to me! 

 

Ye stars of the sky hanging bright in the air, 

 Ye moon shining far on the sea, 

O join me in wishing a gladsome New Year 

 To the dearest and sweetest to me! 

 

u 

 

35 Lines written in Sickness 

 

As I lie on my bed in my anguish, 

 The beauties of Nature appear, 

Through my sickening brain as I languish, 

 In tracery clear. 



Now I wander alone by the river, 

 And pause by a leaf-laden tree, 

While the wind-rippled wavelets deliver 

 Their crests to the sea. 

 

Then I’m over the beautiful ocean, 

 And over the crescent-bent waves, 

As they sing their sad dirges in motion 

 O’er coral-girt graves. 

 

Through mossy paves aisles of the forest, 

 Through bracken and tremulous fern, 

Where though, lark, to the azure upsoarest 

 To sing to the burn! 

 

By the burn, as it trembles and babbles, 

 The bronze-headed rushes along, 

Far away from the voices of rabbles, 

 Or urban-bred throng. 

 

Ah! ‘tis thus through a life I would wend me 

 Far, far, from the God-hating town, 

With a lov’d one in love to befriend me, 

And kiss off each frown. 

u 



36 The Maiden in the Temple 

 

Bathed in the sunlight of an Eastern day, 

The mighty temple of Jehovah lay, 

As clear against the ether’s purest blue, 

Stood out each spire and dome of varied hue, 

The brave, broad light, a halo round them presses, 

Where purple shadows hold them in caresses. 

 

Within, the daily sacrifice was o’er, 

The crowd that worshipped kneeling was no more, 

The great High Priest, the Thummin on his breast, 

In wondrous jewels and rich garments dressed, 

Had closed the solemn rites, retiring slowly, 

As fitted one in avocation holy. 

 

Nought of pomp remained, save wreathes on high 

Of cloudlets that above the altar fly, 

Where gentle airs their misty curlings waft, 

Through sunny beams, around each pillar’d shaft, 

And all is calm, as when the restless ocean 

Has ceased its roar and stayed its wild commotion. 

 

How great is silence in expanse of air 



That follows timbrels’ clang and trumpets’ blare! 

In mighty buildings when the crowd is gone, 

How dread the feeling is to be alone! 

Yet one, a maid in that high Temple lingers, 

Who wakes the harpstrings with her trembling fingers. 

 

Her gentle spirit soars far, far away, 

Her eyes are lit with light of Heaven’s ray, 

With loving touch vibrates each tuneful chord, 

Her earthly form is here, but with the Lord 

Her inmost soul – absorbed in soft emotion, 

Enwrapped in trance of true and deep devotion. 

 

So she made joyful tune unto the Lord, 

Communing with her soul in sweet accord, 

Alone, yet not alone, in that vast hall, 

Her harp’s soft symphonies arise and fall, 

The angels heard, the loving word was given, 

The maiden joined her notes with theirs in Heaven. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



37 Ebony and Pearl 

 

While cruising by the Golden Horn 

In slumber wrapt ‘twixt night and morn, 

A vision on my brain was borne, 

 And thus in passing dream 

I saw (what ne’er by mortal man 

Is seen, except Sultan, Khan, 

Or other high Mahommedan) 

 The innermost Hareem. 

 

‘Mid inwrought cushions’ soft array, 

Circassia’s daughter fair as day, 

On amber broidered damask lay, 

 In indolence sublime; 

A peacock feather in her hand 

To tempt, with seeming pleasure fanned, 

A baby beast from Persia’s land 

 Meet toy to pass the time! 

 

Her sharply limbs, but scarce seen through, 

Translucent drapery of blue, 

Her constant beauty doth embue 

 With that intense delight, 



Against which hearts are never steeled 

When beauty is but just concealed, 

And yet sufficient is revealed 

 Of all that’s fair and bright. 

 

Her pearly-lidded amorous eyes 

Are downward cast, and rarely rise, 

With orbs of blue to bluest skies, 

 But in delicious rest, 

Remain in veiled voluptuous calm 

Outstretched a softly shadowed arm, 

The jewelled bracelets add their charm 

 By her fair skin caressed. 

 

While seated on the marble floor, 

Her tiring nymph from Nubia’s shore, 

In laughter stirring mood, no more 

 Her fan can deftly raise, 

Her lips apart in mirthfulness, 

Her head tossed back, with ebon tress, 

The petals fall around her dress 

 From flowers, a crimson blaze. 

 

Then glided on my swift caique 

With silken sail fresh scenes to seek, 



O’er glistening deeps of moonlight creek, 

Through groves of myrrh and bay, 

The bulbul sung his softest air, 

The morning breeze rose fresh and fair, 

The vision of my sleep so rare, 

 Was wafted far away. 

 

The years have fled, and I have been 

By Bagdad’s shrine of silver sheen 

And where great Mahmoud’s banner green 

 Believers good unfurl; 

But still I never shall forget, 

Where, in the curtained minaret, 

I saw that passing picture set 

 In ebony and pearl. 

u 

 

38 Forgotten Gleams 

The sunlight falls athwart the mead, 

 And on the king-cups palest gold, 

And where beside the stream the reed 

 Bends down before the breezes cold, 

As human hearts before the breath 

Of scorn, ere mercy grants sweet death. 



 

The little pathway winding by 

 In varied light and dark is seen, 

Where crossing sombre shadows lie 

 And dancing sunbeams come between; 

Thus Joy and Sorrow both are rife, 

Upon the chequered course of life. 

 

So, as I stray in morning’s prime 

 As falls the long shade of the trees, 

I see the dark days of time 

 My time and all its agonies, 

I see the weary shadows fall 

Of men and things now past recall. 

 

The sunlight gleams should I forget? 

 Should I forget what little cheer 

From rise of sun until it set, 

 And left me in the evening drear; 

When all the sand was nearly run, 

And all the shadows merged in one? 

 

Too oft, alas, do I remember 

 The dullest skies, the fiercest storms, 

The withered leaves of sear November 



 The ghosts of dead and once loved forms; 

Forget that summer once held sway, 

Forget those roses and the May! 

 

Nor is this strange, however bright 

 Above may shine Apollo’s orb, 

‘Tis rarely but a transient light 

 Our poor frail spirits can absorb, 

So many shadows fall between 

They quite obliterate the sheen. 

 

Ah, will the bright sunrise again, 

Ah, will the dark night cease to be? 

And lowly resignation reign 

 Released from its captivity? 

And make me see, though night enthral 

My all in God, my God in all. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



39 Tennyson 

Oh silent singer, who so late has been 

 Hushed in the sighing of the sweetest breath, 

 Calm in that peace that mortals know as death, 

Great Bard of Britain, and Britain’s Queen! 

 

Long had’st thou passed the glory of thy noon –  

 The fiercest rays of criticism’s sun 

 Could never sear thy flame – thy labour done –  

Sleep in the silver night-beams of the moon! 

 

In a great age of teaching, thou has taught 

 And tuned thy lyre to words so pure and soft, 

 Seraphic music of the realms aloft 

Scarcely could glisten with diviner thought. 

 

 

A halo round thy head of brighter sheen 

 Than all the laurel in leaves that deck thy brow, 

 Shall history fling in days to come, as now, 

Oh sweet dead singer of our land and Queen! 

 

u 

 



40 In Futuro 

Weary as the way I wended 

 Wearily, so wearily, 

Oft I wondered where it ended, 

Where the day and twilight blended, 

 In the mist so drearily? 

 

Did it further go and winding 

 Into realms of purity 

Where there is no further finding; 

Where no doubts our reason blinding, 

 In a blest futurity? 

 

Did it leave the past forever 

 Blotted out from history? 

Did it lead me o’er life’s river, 

Where the world’s lost leaflets shiver 

 To a happy mystery? 

 

So I walked and so I wandered, 

 Looking ever wistfully 

To the future – as I pondered 

On the dismal days I squandered 

 In the time spent trustfully! 



 

Still upon this earth a ranger 

 Wearily, so wearily, 

Thou who rose from lowly manger 

Waft the soul of one poor stranger 

 Where no mists hang drearily! 

 

u 

 

41 Woman’s Love 

All things in this vast world must die but one; 

Love cannot die; its sun 

Resolves itself from year to year, into great eternity 

From whence it sprung –  

Round angels first it clung –  

It lives in Heaven still, it lives on this our earth in Charity. 

‘Tis of earth and yet in Heaven above, 

It lives as Lord of us all, for God is Love, 

Who in His love, sent Him He loved so well 

That of His love, His people He might tell. 

 

Malice and hate and all unworthiness 

Must die in a death of direst bitterness; 

But that which conquers hate and eases pain 



And makes despairing wretches live again, 

Gives blessed hope, where erst was dark despair, 

And turns a desert into pastures fair, 

Is Love. And ‘tis brave woman’s love alone, 

When man in lowest depths of sin lies prone, 

That lifts him up, and points at Heaven on high, 

And whispers sweetly, ‚Hope, for love is nigh.‛ 

 

The blackest path shines clear in her pure light, 

She points at the road to duty and to right, 

With lofty thoughts she fills his inmost soul, 

And prays his name be carved on honour’s roll; 

By love she checks his wayward steps, till he 

By mighty deeds has won the victory; 

And she, though oft times spurned, the first is found 

To glory in the wreath by which he’s crowned; 

And History’s page no brighter vision shows, 

Than that where woman’s love a halo throws. 

 

So was thy love for me, my love, my own, 

Too bright for this sad world, alas, it shone, 

The Angels bore thee to a fairer day, 

To realms of love, where only love has sway. 

 

u 



42 Hymn 

(Sung at the Opening Service of St. Barnabas’ Church, Acton 
Vale.) 

 

Hail, the Church of Christ so glorious! 

 Rising o’er the wrecks of time 

Over death and doubt victorious, 

 High it rears the Cross sublime; 

Hark, the sound of our salvation 

 Through the mist of ages rolls 

Spreading wide throughout the nation, 

 Tidings glad for weary souls! 

 

Hail! The Cross of Christ in glory 

 Gleams to conquer coward fears, 

Shines with light of ancient story – 

 Stronger by the flight of years, 

Here on earth the way preparing, 

 One – our Church – our Hope – our Faith, 

That with Him we may be sharing 

 Joys beyond the gates of death! 

 

Praise to God, His Temple rearing, 

 Humble roof or mighty dome, 

Star upon our path appearing, 



 Guiding us to Heaven and home; 

Grateful thanks for mercies given, 

 Praise and prayer forever flow. 

To the Church of Christ in Heaven 

 From the Church of Christ below! 

 

u 

 

43 ‚Mitte sectari rosa quo locorum sera 
moretur.‛ 

Horace, Ode 38, Book 1 

 

Seek not where lies the last sad rose 

That lingers at the summer’s close 

In faded beauty – mar not its repose. 

 

The lines upon the once fair face, 

In kindliness forebear it to trace, 

Sufficient is there left of woman’s grace. 

 

Probe not the young and tender heart, 

In shame of sin, the first sharp dart 

Has seared it deep; thou hast a batter part. 

 



When winter time gives it for reflection, 

In spring, do thou with sweet direction 

New summer give to that poor heart’s affection. 

 

The last farewell to sunny days 

Ere autumn sheds its mellowing rays, 

A sweet and solemn requiem ever plays. 

 

For the last time, there is no sadder thought 

Within our life’s chain ever wrought, 

No hour with greater anguish fraught. 

 

So let it lie, the last fair rose, 

That lingers at the summer’s close 

In quiet beauty – let it there repose. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



44 An Incident at Candahar 

September 1880 

 

 Lieutenant Hector Maclaine, of the Royal Artillery, after 
most gallant behaviour, had his horse killed and was taken 
prisoner by the Afghans. At the moment of victory by the Brit-
ish, he was led out and murdered in sight of the Highlanders, 
who were charging the heights, and who recovered his body a 
few minutes after he had been slaughtered. 

 

Oh! Dinna forget when you’re far from a willow 

 That wearily dropps its sad leaves o’er the burn, 

Where the wind on the hill waves each green grassy billow, 

 And bows down the heads of the heather and fern! 

 

Oh! Dinna forget the same moonlight is shedding 

 Its rays on the waters of the Yarrow and Dee, 

As glints on the steel of the lads you are heading, 

 For God and the Queen and the Mither Countree. 

 

He did na forget when the tulwar was gleaming, 

He did na forget when his bonnie steed fell, 

He did na forget when his life blood was streaming, 

And pibrochs were sounding his requiem knell. 

 

He did na forget us when death and dishonour 



 Dark hovered around him again and again; 

And Scotland, with mem’ries of heroes upon her, 

Will ever remember young Hector Maclaine. 

 

u 

 

45 H.M.S. Serpent 

(Wrecked in the Bay of Camarinas, November 1890.) 

 

Where the coast line is clamped by a girdle of black 

And the rocks are visible as rivets of steel, 

And the froth of the crest of each wave is hurled back 

 To the waters that eddy and wheel. 

Where the green on the waves with white braiding is laced, 

 Where the clouds are as hills on the lea, 

And the lace of the foam in light patterns is traced 

 On the sides of the vales of the sea. 

 

Where the land with a mantle of iron is clad, 

 Is encased in a surcoat of mail, 

And the voice of the wind in deep echoinds sad, 

 Sounds a funeral hymn on the gale, 

Where the bay like a giant outstretches his hands 

 The waters that whirl to embrace, 



When his clasp they resist as they dash on the sands, 

 And the scowl of his pitiless face. 

 

And the tempest is laughing men’s science to scorn, 

 And the billows leap onto the deck 

Of the vessel that over their bosom is borne, 

 To the rocks that lie waiting the wreck –  

In the night shall lie hid with its darkness so deep, 

 The crimes of the wind and the waves, 

And wreaths of white foam-flakes for those that shall weep 

 Shall sea-nymphs strew over their graves. 

 

And this casket of honour committed to those 

 Whose courage was proven and bright, 

In scattered and tossed as the leaves of a rose, 

That has blossomed so fair in the light; 

And the lads that we loved so shall never return 

 To the magical circle of home, 

And the hearts that were wont with affection to burn 

 Are lost in the wrath of the foam. 

 

Where the coast line is bound by a girdle of white, 

 Where the land of our fathers is seen, 

Where the home fires are shining on many a night, 

We will keep the fond memories green. 



Of our lads we had hoped to have fondly caressed 

 In a welcome that ne’er was to be –  

When the bravest and best went down to their rest –  

Sand down to their rest in the sea! 

u 

 

46 Towards the Sunset 

I’m going towards the sunset, 

 My hey-dey now is apst, 

I’ve borne me in the onset, 

 And wounded lie at last; 

The glass in my hand, boys, 

The sand, the golden sand, boys, 

 Is falling very fast. 

 

And friends I’ve had, the wrong ones, 

 And friends that have been true, 

And I have seen the strong ones 

 Bent like a bough of yew, 

Before the Almighty blast, boys, 

There comes to all at last, boys, 

 When wine is changed to rue. 

 

I’ve seen the stripling started 



 Upon the road of life, 

To where the two ways parted, 

 And stand where doubts are rife; 

The right way and the wrong, boys, 

They both are hard and long, boys, 

 On each is storm and strife. 

 

The birds of prey are circling 

 To tear the tender heart, 

The whirlpool black is gurgling; 

 Fresh dangers ever start; 

On every side they’re found, boys, 

At hand and all around, boys, 

 They flash and whirl and dart. 

 

Yes, I have been a ranger 

 Upon these paths of woe; 

Lord help the passing stranger 

 Wherever he may go! 

By daylight or by night, boys, 

The only path that’s right, boys, 

 God in His mercy show. 

 

And when you near the sunset, 

 And stormy days are o’er, 



With faces all to One set, 

 To aid you to that shore; 

May vain regrets be few, boys, 

And I and all of you, boys, 

 See happy times once more! 

 

u 

 

47 Spithead 

February 1st 1901 

 

There lay the warships of the world 

 Concealed from many by eager gaze; 

Around their forms the mists were curled – 

 Black giants in the morning haze. 

Shone forth no intermittent ray 

To light the sadness of the day. 

 

And so the day wore on apace, 

 Until we saw the sun’s red glow, 

Like magic shine the scene to grace, 

 As in the days of long ago –  

He ever shone his best, I ween, 

Upon our Mother dear and Queen! 



 

The requiem of the minute gun 

 Now sounds upon the listening ear; 

The final voyage has begun 

 Of her to all the nations dear; 

The harbour bar of life is past, 

And rest and peace are reached at last. 

 

The thunders roll along the deep, 

 A fiery tongue in every breath –  

They cannon wake her peaceful sleep, 

 Or mar the majesty of death, 

Of warriors’ Queen they sound the kneel –  

The sun salutes, a last farewell! 

 

The sun salutes, a last farewell! 

 The sea-borne bier has crossed the wave, 

Our friend so steadfast and so true, 

 Thy people greet thee at the grave, 

And, silent, weeping, give to thee 

The heartfelt homage of the free! 

 

u 

 

 



48 The Light of Love 

Does the glory go with the setting sun 

 As it sinks in the pathless night? 

Can a sad pale moon and a thousand stars 

 Out-Rival its fading light; 

Or a diamond set in a golden zone, 

Or the lustrous rays of a sapphire stone, 

 Or the dazzling marble white? 

 

Yes the glory goes with the setting sun, 

 When after the after-glow 

The dusky mantle of night is thrown, 

 A pall of peril and woe, 

And the diamond shines with a borrowed light, 

And age with tarnish the marble white, 

 And the sapphire cease to glow! 

 

It’s many are caught by a moment’s glare, 

 The flash of a woman’s eye, 

The sparkle of dross and the glitter of gold, 

 And the hues that so quickly fly, 

That melt away with the rainbow’s form, 

When nothing is left but the echoing storm 

 And the wind that blows through the sky! 



 

But the glory of light that is shed by love –  

 Shall that ever pass away? 

O’er the dull grey earth, ‘neath the clouds above, 

 Through grief and through pain alway, 

Through the darkest night that ever shall be 

When the tempest tosses the turbulent sea, 

 It shall shine with a life-long ray! 

 

Pale and white is poor friendship’s star, 

 True love is the golden sun, 

It guides us near, though it shines afar, 

 Till the Heaven of Hope is won, 

Till the mists of the world have rolled aside, 

And our barque has sailed o.er the ocean wide, 

 And the sands of our lives have run. 

 

u 

 

49 L’Allegro 

I sang about the fleeting world, 

 Its measure full of sadness, -  

My readers to despair were hurled 

 And driven near to madness. 



And so I tuned my lyre afresh 

 To sing a strain Byronic, 

The ghost of Moore came to my aid 

 With ode Anacreonic. 

 

The lively Gaul has often said –  

 ‚Our pleasure, sad we take it!‛ 

And yet the world, I’ve often read, 

 Is much as we all make it. 

The shining sun, the scented breeze, 

 The woods with music ringing, 

Are nought to some, nor leafy trees, 

 Nor lark in heaven singing. 

 

Some find in Nature but decay, 

 Misfortunes ever looming, 

The night they say, must follow day, 

 And woe must be our dooming; 

Away, away, the bright and gay, 

 And all that is jocoso, 

There’s nothing ever can allay 

 His pangs, poor penseroso. 

 

If that is so then mark me well, 

 Ingratitude we don it, 



To Him who made this shining world 

 And all the good things on it. 

Halfway to meet their troubles, some 

 Are ever running panting, 

While others always morals draw 

 With rueful words and canting. 

 

Now rather take a word of cheer –  

 I’ve had my share of trouble –  

Don’t fret and fume at ever woe, 

 And make misfortune double 

The blessing given us on earth 

 (Half valued till we lose them) 

Make much of, make them all of use, 

 Of use – but don’t abuse them! 

 

Just love your neighbour as yourself 

 (And more so if she’s pretty) 

Fight on till laid upon the shelf, 

 And scorn each deed that’s petty; 

A kindly word to others fling, 

 To soften each one’s sorrow, 

Then shall each day contentment bring, 

 And joy shall bless the morrow! 

u 



50 At Heyst – Sept. 1907 

Over the white sand 

 The rolling waves are coming, 

And thro’ the cords of the fishing fleet 

 The wind a wail is humming. 

 

Over the white sand 

 A long white line of lacing, 

Of lace so light where the dark boats lie, 

 The waves each other chasing. 

 

Further to the east 

 The rising mist is darkling, 

Afar to the west where the sea birds rest 

 On crested wavelets sparkling. 

 

Out from the far north 

 The rushing wind is rolling 

The billows onwards to the land 

 In melancholy tolling. 

 

Over the white sand 

 The tide is higher rushing, 

And the anchors are weighed of the fishing fleet 



 By Heyst and Knocke and Flushing. 

 

Back to the white sand 

 Across the hill and hollow 

Of the billows proud and the storm winds loud, 

 ‘Till another tide shall follow! 

 

So shall the white sand 

 Encompass Heyst forever, 

When the fishers are laid in their long last rest, 

 And the boats shall return – Ah, never! 

 

u 

 

51 The Dual Crown 

Oh! There are few who pass life through, as on a tranquil river, 

And most have murmured at the lot send by the great All-giver, 

Some never seem to see the light, but only darken’d days, 

Ungrateful for each blessed gift, forget their hymn of praise. 

 

Forget that ever sombre cloud conceals a precious lining, 

That love, though oft in darkness wrapt, is there forever shin-
ing, 

That in the blackest cavern’d rocks the brightest jewels lie 



And there are smiles for those who seek, though those who seek 
may sigh. 

 

Be sure however sharp the pain, or how severe the sorrow, 

But look around, another’s greater grief perceive tomorrow 

A sadder lot than yours has been, on every hand be found, 

One who must bear a broader cross, with thicker thorns be 
crowned. 

 

Across the peaceful sky serene full many storms have drifted, 

And mists have oft encompassed us, in good time they were 
lifted, 

But while they lasted we rebelled against the wondrous ways 

Of Providence, and ill deserved the sun’s recouping rays. 

 

And by ourselves, thought of ourselves, and in ourselves were 
living, 

Instead of rising up and for the sake of others striving, 

Unmindful that the greatest good comes ever in disguise, 

That He who sends our earthly cares, all loving is and wise. 

 

And so let us be sure that we, as in the grand old story, 

By thorns must be enwreathed ere we can win the crown on 
glory, 

The harder that the durance is, the sweeter the release, 



The harder fought the fight more bright will be the star of 
peace! 
 

u 

 

52 L’Envoi 

I love to wander by the shore, 

 The lonely shore where breezes sigh 

That mingle with the sullen roar 

 Of waves and seabirds’ cry. 

The sun sinks down from heaven high, 

The fisher craft go sailing by. 

The darkness of the night drawn nigh. 

 

My thoughts go out beyond the sea, 

 Across the last long line of foam, 

To friends so far removed from me 

 And far away from home, 

And so the days that used to be 

The glad old days come back to me, 

Then float into eternity. 

 

Across the wold I hear it clang 

 Of distant church bells’ music clear, 



As once in olden times they rang 

 To charm my listening ear. 

Oh! Breezes soft that sing to me 

Oh! Eerie bells that ring to me 

And memories that cling to me! 

 

Dark clouds across a darkening sky 

 In whirling columns grandly roll, 

Soft spirit shadows round me fly 

 And wrap my very soul. 

Oh! Future time that is to be, 

Blot out my life’s sad history 

In this sweet hour of mystery! 

 

u 

 

53 The Night Cometh 

The sinking sun the end of day 

Proclaims, and in the distance grey 

The purple fringe with edge of light 

The king of day’s last vestment bright 

Now fades to sombre dusk, the sad 

  And solemn heralds of the night. 

 



The inky clouds roll o’er the track, 

Forbid the moon and all is black, 

The breeze that whispered in the vale 

Now gasps, then roars a loud voiced gale 

That all the seas shall tell of death, 

  A touching and a mournful tale. 

 

Ye lamps of life how oft we see 

You set, and dim where used to be 

Your light, and we were wont to quaff 

Of friendship’s glass with jocund laugh 

Nor deemed would snap so silently and soon 

  The strong and well loved staff. 

 

The golden bowl is broken, lost 

The silver cord, and tempest tossed 

The bark goes down upon the sea; 

So we too, in the time to be 

Shall follow the beloved, and leave 

  One shadow less upon the lea. 

 

u 

 

 

 



54 The Billows of Life 

The weary winds sweep o’er the sea 

 Where the waves seem never at peace 

Never at rest, with foaming crest 

 Will never their moaning cease? 

Will never they sink and sigh on the breast 

 Of the ocean as white as fleece? 

 

They toss their heads with a moaning sound, 

 And ever anon with a roar 

They smite the weed-tangled rocks around 

 While the pebbles along the shore 

By the force of the mighty breakers, bound 

 And leap with a wild encore. 

 

And now they murmur along the line 

 Where the speckled fair foam lies, 

Then again a mountain of sparkling brine 

 Breaks on the strand and dies; 

The frothy snowflakes shake and shine 

 Till the next huge rollers rise. 

 

Never are they a moment still, 

 Like the pulse of a throbbing heart, 



It’s oh! For the peace of the woodland rill 

 Where a pain has left no smart; 

Where tranquil thoughts arise at will, 

 With no pangs of grief to start. 

 

But life, what is life, were it ever at peace 

 In monotonous daily flow? 

And where the charm, when the dull pains cease, 

 Or excitement’s fervid glow, 

When dangers all around increase, 

 And our courage we need to show. 

 

No, not in the simple brook ‘tis found 

 Nor yet in the woodland glade; 

But ‘tis there in the mighty ocean’s sound, 

 In the waters by storm arrayed, 

In the clouds by the dark horizon bound, 

 And the wind by waves obeyed. 

 

As the warrior draws his blade of steel, 

 To fight in the angry fray, 

Such joy like this is ours to feel, 

 As we struggle to gain the day; 

And the foeman at last is seen to reel, 

 And we know we have won the way. 



And after the storm of the sea comes calm –  

 Our passions of life to quell 

And quietly steals a wondrous balm, 

 Of restful times to tell. 

The billows of life have wrought their harm 

 And we bid them a last farewell. 

 

u 

 

55 Earth’s Glories Pass Away 

Into the west has the glory fled, 

 Fled afar from the night-dew cold, 

The sky is a carpet of rose and red, 

 With cloudlet cushions of grey and gold. 

 

Dusky and dim is the old church spire, 

 Bare and black are the winter trees –  

A constant dark to the crimson fire 

 That flashes out of the cloudland seas. 

 

Weary, worn, so weary am I, 

 Wand’ring over this earth so bare; 

Read me a lesson, thou wondrous sky, 

 Bedecked in colours so red and rare. 



 

Send a ray from your joyous hues, 

 To bright the path that I daily tread, 

Till under the shade of the fane-yard yews 

 I lie in peace and my days are dead. 

 

Wonderful clouds in your crimson clasp, 

 Shadows of earth shall faint and fade, 

When souls shall escape from the clay-born hasp 

 That binds the body to sinful shade. 

 

Bursting the hasp, and bolt and bar, 

 The soul shall live with a new-born breath, 

And every weary wound and scar 

 Be healed by the angel that men call Death. 

 

Gone is the gladsome light of day, 

 Fades the glory in yonder sky; 

But liveth the spirit of man for aye, 

 Tho’ suns shall sink and the day shall die. 

 

Learn this lesson, then, earth-born man, 

 Hours are short and the days are few; 

Hasten to do all the best you can, 

 In Faith far brighter than sunset hue. 



Faithful to death – and the deeds are done, 

 Weighed and reckoned – then toil and strife 

Shall end in the light of the one Great Sun 

 That shines for all in Eternal Life. 

 

u 

 

56 Stormtime and Shadow 

The breezes life the yellow leaves 

 And cast them down so tenderly, 

They wisper thro’ the sylvan sheaves 

 Thus all shall die. 

 

Anon the zephyrs sigh no more 

 In minor strains of melody, 

A rushing tempest on the shore 

 Sweeps from the sea. 

 

The elbowed branches of the oak 

 Crack in the wild wind’s minstrelsy 

The clash and crash and sway and rock 

 In one deep key. 

 

The leaves are whirled amid the dust 



 The owl bethinks him moodily, 

The night about the church-vane’s rust 

 He dare not be. 

 

The clouds race by athwart the moon 

 Then with a sable tapestry, 

Prevent her sweet pale light, and soon 

 The rain winds sigh. 

 

The dreadful night is full of woe 

 For Autumn’s gorgeous heraldry 

The sun at morn in rain shall glow 

 On land and sea. 

 

Ah! Bitter night of blackest woe 

 I, too, have felt thy awful sway 

When death has summer changed to snow 

Ah-well-a-day! 

 

u 

 

 

 



57 To a September Rosebud 

Oh, days of autumn splendour, 

 And tints of burnished gold, 

In ruddy ray’d September 

 When roses still unfold, 

The roses we remember 

 Before the days wax cold! 

 

The hours of light are lessened 

 Since summer time was here, 

The morning breeze has freshen’d 

 The dew-drop – nature’s tear – 

On high the harvest crescent 

 Has left us for a year. 

 

All flowers we hold the sweeter 

 When winter winds are nigh 

Those winds in changing metre 

 That thro’ the branches sigh, 

When clouds are flying fleeter 

 Athwart the troubled sky. 

 

In June with wealth of roses, 

 One rose-bud in the press 



Its petal sweet discloses, 

 Nor stay we to caress –  

We care not where reposes 

 One rose-bud more or less. 

 

But when the fateful fingers 

 Of Time are on each stem, 

When on the bough there lingers 

 A dying diadem. 

We miss the sweet comminglers, 

 And prize thee as a gem. 

 

Oh! Roselet of September 

 That comes to bless the fall 

Ere dusky hued November 

 Enwraps us with its pall, 

Before the kindling ember 

 Is lighting hut and hall. 

 

May no keen blast distress thee 

 In thy young life’s new spring, 

The love of all caress thee, 

 Life’s jewels o’er thee fling, 

The God of Heaven bless thee 

 And shield thee ‘neath His wing! 



And if to Life’s December 

 His mercy lead thee on, 

May you no clouds remember, 

 But how His glory shone 

That morn in bright September, 

 The first you gazed upon. 

 

u 

 

58 Nightfall 

‚Jam te premet nox Fabulaeque Manes.‛ Horace, Ode 4, Book 1. 

Silently, so silently 

 The river glides away; 

With vanished light, the hush of night 

 Steals o’er the landscape grey. 

 

Wind and storm rest quietly, 

 All nature still as death, 

The aspen grieves, its silver leaves 

 Unmoved by faintest breath. 

 

Mead and wold lie peacefully 

 Enshrouded in the gloom, 

No moon has yet a beacon set 



 Above the golden broom. 

 

Daisies close their golden eyes 

 Until the morning dew 

Shall crown and stem with sparkles gem 

 In glistening review. 

 

Singing erst so tunefully, 

 The songsters of the air 

Are mute and still by vale and hill, 

 Each in his leafy lair. 

 

Philomela querulous 

 Is left her tale to tell, 

One ling’ring note from her sweet throat 

 Proclaims her sad farewell. 

 

Night that comes so silently, 

 Oh! Night so soft and calm, 

With care oppressed the weary rest 

 And find their earthly balm. 

 

Soon, so soon and silently 

 Shall come the Night of Death, 

The voice be still by vale and hill, 



 Released our mortal breath. 

 

Day that comes triumphantly 

 To bless the birds and flow’rs, 

In light of love from Heaven above, 

 May that bright day be ours! 

 

u 

 

59 Twilight 

30th September, 1898 

Sing me a song of the gloaming hour, 

 Betwixt the day and night, 

When the darkness yet is scarcely dark 

 With mystery of light. 

 

Sing me a song of long ago 

 When every day was fine, 

For the sun was always shining so 

 In the days of auld lang syne. 

 

You and I were together then, 

 You linked your hand in mine, 

And we roamed o’er hills and thro’ the glen 



 In happy auld lang syne. 
 

Heard we our darling mother’s voice 

 And touched our brother’s hand, 

And we saw our father’s bonnie smile 

 That cheered his little band. 

 

Sing me soft of the dear ones who 

 Are within the Golden Gate, 

While we three linger link’d in love, 

 In love to watch and wait. 

 

Sing me a song of memory, 

 Of light and love and praise 

For joys, altho’ they chastened be 

 Since those glad summer days. 

 

Sing me a song of the sweet sad hour, 

 When tenderly falls the gloom, 

Each mile that we are travelling o’er 

 But brings us nearer home. 

 

u 

 

 



60 Evensong 

‚O, that I had wings like a dove, for then would I flee away and 
be at rest.‛ 

 

Far over there, in the western sphere, the blood-red sun goes 
down, 

Turning the sober distance grey to purple and rich red brown, 

Hither and there in the silent air, the birds, a happy throng, 

Forth into melody break the hush, with farewell evensong. 

 

Merrily tosses the wagoner the last sweet load of hay, 

His is the toil, and the rest at last in his at close of day; 

Stalled are the oxen, in fold the sheep, to kennel the old dog 
goes, 

Silent is Nature, and beast and bird are wrapped in an earn’d 
repose. 

 

Only the weary heart works on with throbs that never cease, 

Only the wearying mind resolves the end that brings release, 

Only the troubling head toils on, when earthly cares increase, 

Know ye the longing, ye weary ones, the sore of heart, for 
peace? 

 

Silently oft, in the stilly night, the sadden’d soul rebels, 

Longing for comfort as sounds the chime, the midnight hour 
that tells 



Darkness envelopes the world without, the soul within that 
dwells 

Parches for want of a loving draught from consolation’s wells. 

 

Yearning for aye for the peace of God, that passes man to 
know, 

O, for the wings of a silver dove, in passage sweet we go! 

Far over there to a God-like land where peaceful rivers flow, 

Weary and heavily laden wail, alas, it should be so! 

 

‚Come unto me,‛ said the blessed voice, and surely He knows 
best –  

‚Come unto me you weary ones, and I will give you rest,‛ 

So it has been, and it is, and will, for countless ages be, 

Grace shall o’ercome, and the soul find rest in God’s eternity. 

 

u 

 

61 Eventide 

‚Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest.‛ 

The light fades in the west 

 The heat of day is o’er, 

And soon the weary world at rest 

 Will lie in peace once more. 



 

Against the amber zone 

 Each trembling branch and spray 

A moment clear and dark are shown 

 Then swiftly fade away. 

 

So mem’ry brings to light 

 The outlines of the past; 

Before the soft sweet hours of night 

 Their shadows o’er us cast. 

 

The yearnings of the soul, 

 The doubtings of the mind, 

Like twilight mists away shall roll, 

 Born on the evening wind. 

 

Oh! Weary heart and sore, 

 So seared with anxious grief, 

Your sufferings shall be no more, 

 All lost in sure relief! 

 

Frail body vexed and torn 

 With struggle of a life, 

Like quiet even is the bourne 

 That ends this mortal strife. 



 

As the one pale star 

 Lights up the dark’ning gloom, 

The ray of hope shall point afar 

 And our dark night illume. 

 

The youth of day is o’er, 

 The light fades in the West 

A voice sounds from the far off shore 

 ‚Come unto Me and rest.‛ 

 

u 

 

62 Night 

‘Mid trailing mists that sweep the sky 

 The moon is shining in her couch of stars 

 Under the guardianship of ruddy mars 

She scintillates the river rolling by. 

 

The lonely plain goes out to the utmost gloom 

 Unseen in the caresses of the night 

 The foliage sombre sheltered from the light 

Condemned till morning to a chastened doom. 

 



Sweet night of long enchantment is the friend 

 So full of joyous mysterious and the doubt 

 Replete with love the soul of man goes out 

And fond imagination knows no end. 

 

Calm night, we love thee, with a tender love 

 A lingering link with great eternity, 

 It comes upon the forest and the sea 

Until the sun brings light from Heaven above. 

 

u 

 

63 Spring of Eternity 

The brown and amber leaves lie on the ground 

 Enwrapped with soft grey mist as in a shroud, 

They shiver, trembling, ere they take the bound 

 From Summer proud 

Into the Winter’s cold and frost, 

Where all their glories shall full soon be lost. 

 

So was the world when Paradise was young, 

 When sin was not, and Summer knew no doom; 

No Autumn winds around the rose leaves sung, 

 No Winter’s tomb. 



Buried the beauty and the night 

Of jewelled day in Everlasting Night. 

 

But comes blest Noël. He gave Winter drear 

 And night. He also gave the sweetest dawn, 

The Spring of Hope, that bids us cease to fear; 

 Since One was born, 

Into the ages as they roll 

To seal the resurrection of the soul. 

 

So as the trees their tender leaves have given, 

 Have we our dear ones lost from day to day, 

With us the Autumn tempests long have striven 

 And will alway, 

Until we, too, reborn shall see 

The promised Spring of God’s Eternity. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 



64 The Second Sunday after the Epiphany 

Be kind to one another, 

Ye know not what may be, 

The soul is oft half hidden, 

The light to us forbidden, 

Then gently judge your brother, 

The right ‘tis hard to see; 

Be kind to one another, 

Ye know not what may be! 

 

Show mercy and be cheery, 

Rejoicing well in hope; 

Be fervent without measure, 

In doing good have pleasure, 

In charity not weary; 

With evil daily cope; 

Show mercy and be cheery, 

Rejoicing well in hope. 

 

Rejoice with them rejoicing, 

And weep with them that weep, 

In tribulation patient, 

Let sorrow not be hastened; 

But join with gentle voice in, 



Ere comes that silent sleep, 

Rejoice with them rejoicing, 

And weep with them that weep. 

 

u 

 

65 Vita Brevis! 

Oh! Boyhood in the happy time 

 When Spring lights up each spray, 

And Nature in its early prime, 

 Grows brighter every day, 

And sad care and mad care 

 No habitations find; 

When joys are borne on every breeze, 

 And every fitful wind, 

And like the fresh leaves on the trees 

 Come new thoughts to the mind. 

 

Oh! Life of youth in summer days, 

 When skies are blue and bright; 

And warm and pleasant are the rays, 

 And soft the sunny light, 

And fair time and rare times 

 That ne’er shall come again, 



Encircle us on land and sea, 

 With scarce a glimpse of pain; 

And pleasure goes where’er we be, 

 Nor count we loss not gain. 

 

Oh! Manhood in the Autumn sear 

 Sad memory shall bring 

The thoughts of wasted moments dear 

 In echoes that shall ring, 

When shy hopes and high hopes 

 Have ended in despair, 

Still mingled with the brighter sheen 

 Of happy moments rare, 

Though dreaming of what might have been 

 Bedims the vista fair. 

 

Oh! Manhood in the Winter time, 

 The snow flakes now of life 

Are falling in frosty rime, 

 The end of storm and strife, 

The light snow, the white snow 

 Thy peaceful end shall bring, 

So soon in blissful rest to be 

 Where herald angels sing, 

‚Oh! Grave where is thy victory, 



 Oh! Death where is the sting?‛ 

 

u 

 

66 The Light of the World 

Far, far away, the stars their vigil keeping, 

While earth’s dull clay lies watching them and weeping. 

 

We cling to earth, whose garments sadly trailing, 

Wrap us from birth in miserable wailing. 

 

Nor lift the head to where in joy above us, 

The Life has fled that He may ever love us. 

 

The darkest leaf of life’s imperfect pages 

May lose its grief, healed by the Rock of Ages. 

 

In peace and calm, the wounded spirit dying 

Shall find its balm on that dear bosom lying. 

 

Far, far away, and yet how near ‘tis shining 

The sweet soft ray that bids us cease repining. 

 

u 



67 Eastertide 

Worn, weary, wan, in agonising death, 

 Mourned by the few, 

Words of forgiveness in His latest breath, 

 ‚Oh‛ God forgive, they know not what they do!‛ 

 

Mourned by the few poor women at His feet, 

 At Him were hurled 

Fierce curses, jeers, whose messages so sweet 

 Shone forth to light the darkness of the world. 

 

Rough soldiers round – indifferent to them 

 Such scenes of pain, 

Far, far away, were those who kissed his hem, 

 These rend His garment for the paltry gain. 

 

Shall we, with no excuse of heathen men, 

 Heed not His word, 

And in indifference now, be blind as then 

 Were those who crucified creation’s Lord? 

 

This is the resurrection time of year, 

 Dark days are dead; 

Rise from your sloth, and as the leaves appear, 



 Shake off past sin, by that bright sad star be led. 

 

Your risen Lord points to His weary life, 

 Watch, watch and pray, 

Be His the peace to end your toil and strife, 

 One faith, one hope, upon this Easter-day! 

 

u 

 

68 Dirge 

Autumn winds and waves are dashing, 

 Telling us of winter near, 

Mighty branches now are clashing 

 Heralding November drear; 

Saddest month of all the year, 

 Bring the withered roses here, 

Strew them on the summer’s bier! 

 

Stormy clouds the rain drops hurling 

 Usher in the darken’d days, 

While the misty vapours curling 

 Hide the pale and fitful rays; 

Saddest month of all the year, 

 Bring the wither’d roses here 



Strew them on fair summer’s bier! 

 

u 

 

69 The Angel of the Lord 

Sometimes amid the trembling buds we see 

 The Angel passing by, 

Guiding the passage to Eternity, 

 Toward the Lord most high; 

Sometimes he breathes upon the fairest flower 

In sunshine’s brightest hour. 

 

Sometimes he hovers by the light hare-bell 

 And by the forest tree, 

Breathing his message over moor and fell 

 That both must cease to be, 

Sometimes the lilies linger drooping long, 

To hear his parting song. 

 

Sometimes in tempest and sometimes in peace 

 The loving message comes, 

Bidding the pulses of our heart to cease, 

 Like sound of muffled drums. 

Ever in lowly cot or castled keep 



He brings His loved ones sleep. 

 

u 

 

70 Song 

The butterflies flit in the noon-day sun, 

 And the bees o’er the blossoms are humming, 

Like snow on the trees is the hawthorn white, 

 Proclaiming that summer is coming. 

  O sweet month of May, 

  You are flitting away, 

Night turns to morning and morning to day. 

 

The chestnuts are hanging with pyramids pink, 

 The rosebuds so coyly are peeping, 

The first of the hay fills the air with perfume, 

 The ice-King of winter lies sleeping. 

  O sweet month of May, 

  You are flitting away, 

Night turns to morning and morning to day. 

 

Rejoice, for the perils and dangers of life 

 Like the storms of the winter are ceasing, 

And spring with new breath shall revive us again, 



 In moments of rapture increasing. 

  O sweet month of May, 

  You are flitting away, 

Night turns to morning and morning and day. 

 

u 

 

71 May 12th, 1892 

The Winter time still lingers 

 About the land in May, 

Though Summer’s gentle fingers 

 About the blossoms stray, 

And clearer skies rejoice our eyes 

 In dear Old England’s May! 

 

Our life is much like May-time, 

 With thoughts of Winter past, 

Stern work in pleasant day-time 

 And night with story blast, 

And glimpses fleet of pleasures sweet 

 With thoughts of Winter past! 

 

*              *              *              *              * 

 



Tho’ Winter come again, dear, 

 With crystal ice and snow, 

Still love with us shall reign, dear, 

 Wherever we may go, 

Love’s sweetest light our paths make bright 

 Tho’ come the crystal snow! 

 

u 

 

72 May 12th, 1895 

In the luminous rays of the new found sun that shine 

 On our paths in May, 

When with blossom and bud both the briar and thorn, 

 And fruit bearing trees are gay! 

Oh! The world is a bright as it used to be 

 Years and years ago, 

But the shadows have crossed our way, ah 

 Me, and left their mark you know. 

Ah! Where was shine is shadow now, 

That’s the way of the world, I trow. 

 

In the woods where the modest violets lie, 

 And heather-bells nod in May, 

And the ferns are sending their silver fronds 



 To bronze in the light of day. 

We cheerily wandered hand in hand, in 

 Childhood’s merry whim, 

And we laughed at the thorns on the brambles then, 

 And the hemlocks looking grim; 

Ah! Where was joy is sorrow now, 

That’s the way of the world, I trow. 

 

It’s oh! For the dreams of a youthful prime, 

 With never a care heigh-ho, 

Ere the wily serpent sucked our blood, and 

 Flushed us as a foe, 

When we lifted the standard of Truth aloft, 

 And flung the gauntlet down, 

When fond hope was the beacon that lured 

 Us on to the prize – a thorny crown! 

Working, waiting, O, Heigh-ho, 

That’s the way of the world, I trow. 

 

u 

 

 

 



73 May 12th, 1897 

Flows the river along 

 Into the silent sea, 

And the soft wind sighs, as the daylight dies 

 In the night that is to be, 

 And the old owl nods on the tree – 

When the sun’s gold crown on the gorse-lit down 

 Has sunk into the western lea. 

 

Flows the river along 

 By golden king-cup meads, 

And the mid-night fays in the star-light rays 

 Ride off on the rushes and reeds. 

On thro’ the valley of gloom, 

 Over and round the rocks, 

Whirling in eddying boom 

 With sound that the thunder mocks. 

 

Slow the river at times, 

 Calm as a solemn pool 

Hiding away from the heat of day 

 ‘Neath shady branches cool. 

Soon it has flowed by the bare high road 

 Where milestones dot the way, 



Till the last is past and its lot is cast 

 In the sea of the unknown Day. 

 

Flows the river of Life 

 Into the unknown sea, 

Every year is a milestone passed 

 To the life that is to be. 

Onward ever, and on, 

 ‘Till the silver chord we sever, 

And the golden bowl is broken 

 For ever and for ever. 

 

And the links of love that bound us 

 In earthly love together, 

Are surrendered to the joined again 

 In that unknown for ever. 

 

Flows the river of Life 

 Into the silent sea –  

So we are borne, my wife, out of this anxious strife, 

 Where all sweet peace will be, 

Out from the streams of life 

Where no dark rocks are rife, 

 Into the seraph sea, 

 Love’s own eternity. 



74 May 12th, 1898 

When morn unfolds the flowers 

 To catch the early dew, 

For noontide’s sunny hours 

 Their fragrance to renew 

 Those sunlit hours that flew, 

That shone betwixt the showers –  

Ah me! How few. 

 

Still blessings which are rarer, 

 Much prized be the more, 

As sun in May is fairer 

 Than winter gone before –  

 Than winter’s winds that roar, 

And summer seems the nearer 

 To us once more. 

 

So in the resurrection 

 Of Nature we may see 

All deathless love, affection 

 And grace ‘twixt me and thee 

Of Heaven the pure reflection 

 That is to be. 

u 



75 May 12th, 1899 

Early light of life and daytime, 

 We have left behind our Spring, 

When our lives were always Maytime 

 Jocund as the birds that sing, 

And the Summer and the haytime 

 Brought no bitterness or sting. 

 

Now the Autumn leaves around us 

 Shower tho’ we are in May, 

Soon the Winter will have bound us 

 And his hand we cannot stay, 

Once the pleasant Maytime found us, 

 Wreathed in hopes – Ah! Where are they? 

 

But, as Winter days are longer, 

 Be they e’er so dread and drear 

So the bonds of love go stronger 

 Binding us together, dear; 

Shorter grows the time and fonder 

 Fonder as the time draws near. 

 

Hopes are buried, and ambition 

 Lies forgotten in the tomb, 



With our Litany petition 

 ‚Lord have mercy‛ in their room, 

And our Autumn of fruition 

 Glimmers thro’ the May in bloom. 

 

Days and minutes fast are flying 

 Rapid runs the stream of life, 

Here the living, there the dying 

 Free from all this toil and strife – 

Still we laugh amid our sighing 

 Still together, darling wife! 

 

u 

 

76 In Memoriam, Nunc et in Futuro 

May 12th, 1900 

 

The sunset shadows o’er the hill are sloping 

 The glories of the day to darkness trend, 

And we are weary, hoping, waiting, hoping 

   To the end. 

 

The halo of sad mem’ry hover o’er us, 

 And as we pass the milestones day by day, 



We dream of those blest spirits gone before us 

   Far away. 

 

Enthralled by them they seem to leave us never 

 But life amongst us every day and night 

And beckon us to follow where for ever 

   All is light. 

 

Now in the valley fast the gloaming creeping 

 Reminds us all that soon our day will cease 

And we shall join our darling ones in sleeping 

   Where is peace. 

 

Faith sees the shadows o’er the hill top sloping 

 Where Love’s bright sunbeams in the mystery blend 

And wistful we are waiting, waiting, hoping 

   To the end. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



77 May 12th, 1901 

The years roll on and hourly we 

Are nearer to Eternity, 

The past beyond recall is gone, 

Before us is the great White Throne 

Of Life in death that is to be. 

 

But tho’ the past no more we see, 

Old pleasant times in memory 

Blot out the sadder thoughts of those 

Dark shadows which around would close 

Upon us in hot rivalry. 

 

‘Tis better that it so should be 

The darker spots in history 

Obliterated by the gleam 

Of many a bright and sunny dream 

Tho’ dimmed in long drawn mystery. 

 

Had it been otherwise to thee 

And me, alas, our memory 

Would long ago have laid us low 

When Summer and Winter snow 

Had found us sleeping peacefully. 



 

But providence is kind, and we 

Together stand courageously 

And still we stem the torrents foam 

Together in our little home 

Nor will we look regretfully 

Upon the past; but on our lee# 

The good ship hope shall ride so free, 

Faithful and true and glad in love 

Until it pleases Him above 

To call us to His sanctuary. 

 

u 

 

78 May 12th, 1902 

The river of life flows on 

 To the future that is to bee, 

To the heaven of rest, which the Lord has blest, 

 By the beautiful crystal sea. –  

Nut until we are called to part, 

 My darling, my own shall be 

For ever and ever, sweetheart, 

 For ever, sweetheart, to me. 

 



By the hills of trouble and toil 

 Through changing smiles and tears, 

‘Neath clouds and sun, the river has run 

 For all these many years –  

And still as we wander along 

 My own sweet wife shall be 

For ever and ever, dear heart, 

 Forever, dear heart, to me. 

 

Though sadness and sorrow intrude 

 As the shadows of life grow long, 

And the sun in the west, sinks down to rest 

 In the peace of the even-song. 

But till it shall rise no more 

 On us, my love shall be 

For ever and ever, sad heart, 

 For ever, sweetheart, to me. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 



79 Sweet A–––– of the Vale 

May 12th, 1903 

 

The sun climbs up into the sky, 

 Then sets o’er land and lea, 

But when, O when will it rise again 

 For you and me. 

 

We trod the heath on the mountain side 

 Beyond the English sea, 

O bright and rare and the days were fair, 

 For you and me. 

 

We wandered o’er the fields in May 

 As blithe as we could be, 

But time has fled and the years are dead 

 To you and me. 

 

The moon rides in the sky to-night 

 The same we were wont to see, 

On the bridge at e’en, with its silver sheen 

 For you and me. 

 

O, happy thoughts of bygone hours 



 Keep us from sadness free! 

And Memory gild our faily years 

 For you and me! 

 

And hearts which ne’er grow old by time 

 Shall still united be 

And love, only love, be the heritage 

 For you and me. 

 

The sun climbs up into the sky 

 Then sets o’er land and lea, 

But when, O when, will it rise again 

 For you and me. 

 

u 

 

80 May 12th, 1908 

The song-birds sing and go out in the twilight 

 The sun sinks low in an amber sky, 

The breezes bow down the heads of the rushes 

 And bid farewell to the day gone by. 

 

And high above the pure star of the evening 

 Is keeping watch by the moon’s soft light, 



The owl alone in the ivy is wakening 

 The silent hour of the new-born light. 

 

The man, who moweth the grass in the daytime 

 And hones his scythe when the early dew 

With spangles sprinkles the green of the morning, 

 Alone are meant for the man-made tomb. 

 

As larks soar high in the ether above us, 

 As rise the rays in the morning mist 

The soul shall leap to the spirits that love us, 

 Where sins repented away are kissed. 

 

As after Winter comes Spring’s resurrection, 

 And husks of buds are shredded away, 

So all in time to a greater perfection 

 Shall leave dark night for Eternity’s day. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



81 July 5th, 1881 

We’ve seen the frost and snow, dear, 

 We’ve seen them both go by, 

We’ve passed through April’s rain, dear 

 Together, you and I. 

 

We’ve gathered the sweet may, dear, 

 In many a pleasant bye 

And thus we are to-day, dear, 

 Together, you and I.  

 

The ripening corn and grain, dear, 

Soon on the earth will lie 

But we’re, in sun or rain, dear, 

 Together – you and I. 

 

So as the Seasons go, dear, 

 With smile or tear or sigh 

We’re both for weal or woe, dear, 

 Together, you and I. 

 

Then long may the bright sun, dear, 

 Shine on, in our July, 

The day that made us one, dear, 



 Together, you and I. 

 

u 

 

82 July 5th, 1888 

Oh! Life is an ocean, that’s constantly swelling 

 By swift flowing rivers of terrible tears, 

While sunlight at times the dark vapours repelling, 

 With radiance lights up the dark vista of years. 

 

Oh! Bright are the hopes of the youth and the maiden, 

 When love hovers o’er with a halo of bliss, 

And life’s cornucopia with blessings seems laden! 

 To perish so soon as the breath of a kiss! 

 

How little they reckon the skies will be leaden, 

 And hearts will be broken and faith disappear! 

The fair light of heaven with clouds will be hidden, 

 And hope leave the van for the wrecks at the rear. 

 

Farewell and farewell, like the harp of a siren, 

 Whose sweet sound floats over the ocean’s calm breast, 

Farewell to all joy now the rough rocks environ 

 The dark waves of woe that are never at rest. 



 

Once more are ye wrong in the way ye have reckoned, 

 The twin stars of Hope and of Faith are not dead, 

The finger of Love by which first ye were beckoned 

 Still holds the blest halo of peace overhead! 

 

u 

 

83 July 5th, 1877 – 1897 

What can I write to thee, who all these years 

 Has been my guiding star, 

True friend alone throughout my hopes and gears, 

Who will remain so till the spirit steers 

 Our barque across the misty harbour bar. 

 

For two score years together we have been 

 Upon this world of doubt, 

Thro’ winter snows and pleasant summers green, 

And tho’ the shadows oft have crossed the scene, 

 The sunbeams ever hovered round about. 

 

Now I am Darby, you a Joan so dear, 

 Await that voice above, 

That summons all in clarion accents clear. 



God grant me grace for yet another year 

 To pray Him guard and bless my darling Love. 

 

u 

 

84 To A.------ 5th July, 1898 

The woods are enveloped in shadow, 

 The moon glistens soft on the dew, 

The azure mist creeps o’er the meadow, 

 And Love, I am dreaming of you –  

Of you and the days which are vanished, 

 Of trouble, and toil, and pain, 

When joys of the spirit were banished, 

 And comes through the gloom this refrain: 

 

 O, sundown in mystery dreary, 

  O, rest at the close of the day, 

 O, peace for the worn and the weary –  

  O, welcome, for ever and aye! 

 

O, Life with its billows so crested 

 With storm-driven flakelets of foam, 

Too few are the hours which have rested 

 In tranquilness over our home. 



For home must at times be invaded, 

 Tho’ seeming from turmoil remote, 

And the nightingale’s bower so shaded 

 But rings with this strain in its note: 

 

 O, sundown in mystery dreary, 

  O, rest at the close of the day, 

 O, peace for the worn and the weary,  

  O, welcome, for ever and aye! 

 

The sands in the glass are descending, 

 We look for the comforting balm, 

We long for the rush to be ending, 

 The end of the prelude to calm. 

When the roll of the musketry rattle, 

 And the boom of the cannon shall cease, 

The clarion note of the battle, 

 Be hush’d in the concord of peace. 

 

 O, sundown in mystery dreary, 

  O, rest at the close of the day, 

 O, peace for the worn and the weary,  

  O, welcome, for ever and aye! 

 

And still I go thinking and dreaming, 



 Dreaming, my darling, of you, 

In hopes that some day may be gleaming 

 The sun on us both in the dew. 

When darkness of night may be banished 

 Of trouble, and toil, and pain, 

All the vexing of spirit have vanished, 

 And joy ripple thro’ our refrain: 

 

 O, sundown in mystery dreary, 

  O, rest at the close of the day, 

 O, peace for the worn and the weary,  

  O, welcome, for ever and aye! 

 

u 

 

85 July 5th, 1900 

I wander by the river’s marge, 

 Amid the rushes tall, 

I see the swallows skimming by, 

I hear the plover’s plaintive cry, 

 And chanticleer’s loud call. 

 

The golden iris bows its head, 

 As if to say, ‚O! let me not 



Seem proud above the lowly bed, 

 Where blooms the blue forget-me-not.‛ 

And here and there a poppy red, 

 Flaunts near the pain forget-me-not. 

 

Wych-elm and willow droop above 

 The rippling river stream, 

And butterflied, as light as love, 

Wood pigeons or a cushat dove, 

 Fly past as does a dream. 

 

The dragon-flies, in peacock blue, 

 And flashing emerald green, 

Like jewels dart across the view, 

 And fly the reeds between. 

And many moths, a motley crew, 

 In brown and silver sheen. 

 

Now high athwart the azure sky 

 The clouds are rolling on, 

The sun is set, the hours fly. 

Soon, soon into eternity, 

 Our summer day is gone. 

 

u 



86 Twenty Five Years 

July 5th, 1877 – 1902 

 

Our morn is past, and now the twilight grey 

Enwraps its mantle round our autumn day, 

The wreath of adverse fortune has been ours, 

And we have plucked the thistles with the flowers. 

But Faith still stands our faintest hopes to crown, 

And we have lived to laugh at fortune’s frown. 

 

For love is with us, love that is divine, 

Its love has mingled with that love of thine, 

Our towers have fallen, but have risen again, 

Thy truth and courage conquered – not in vain, 

Thus making manifest on earth the love 

That can be but inspired by heaven above. 

 

I must be clasped in death ere I forget 

With what calm courage shipwreck you have met, 

Until the sun of hope had risen once more, 

And brought our barque in safely to the shore, 

And time shall ever sweetest memories bring 

And round thy name a saintly reverence fling. 

 



The years are gone  - and they have taken away 

The dear and lov’d ones of our little day, 

And we are left to fight the earthly fight, 

Until the shadows fall and all is night. 

Until the soul’s sure orb shall rise at morn, 

In might of grace to soothe our grief forlorn. 

 

And so tho’ all we wished was never ours, 

We trust to time to give us happier hours. 

Towards that end be it our joy to strive, 

To every little ray of sun alive, 

And see above us, though our heads be bowed, 

A silver lining still in every cloud. 

 

u 

 

87 July 5th, 1877 – 1904 

Long are the years, and often dark and dreary, 

 And we in our small barque 

   Feel worn and weary. 

 

Bright days of youth are gone, 

 And never shall return. 

Now wandering alone 



 By beck and burn, 

In foreign clime, 

Over the morning rime, 

Or on the homeward shore, 

Are they for us no more? 

 

Oh! days of the lang syne 

 Come back again, 

And give to me my darling 

 Back again! 

 

Roll back the clouds 

Across our evening sky, 

And thou, bright sun, 

Light up our canopy, 

And banish dark –  

 But hark! 

 

The echo of our wedding bells shall still 

 Ring hope and life and love 

   Across the distant hill. 

 

u 

 

 



88 July 5th, 1905 

The scythe is in the meadow sweet, 

 Sweet smells the new mown hay, 

And summer hours are flying fleet, 

 To bring again Our Day. 

 

No costly gem I send to thee, 

 Tho’ in each flower I wot, 

A jewel sent from God I see, 

 As this ‚Forget-me-not.‛ 

 

With all the love from my poor heart, 

 In thy poor weary lot, 

The light sent me from God thou art 

 Then dear, Forget-me-not! 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



89 Untitled Lines Written at Christmas 

Where the sea 

 Breaks the strand, 

Inland far 

 Thro’ the old Home-land, 

Xmas joys, 

 And glad New Year –  

These to friends 

 Both far and near. 

 

Heart to heart, 

 And hand to hand, 

Love to love, 

 In our own England. 

Friends we greet you, 

 Far and near, 

Xmas joys, 

 And glad New Year. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 



90 Christmas Greeting 

Ah! me, there was a golden day 

 When joyous mirth and folly 

Combined to keep old Christmas gay, 

 ‘Mid boughs of bay and holly. 

 

The Yule log blazed so bright and threw 

 No shadows on the wall, 

Sad memories they were too few 

 To notice them at all. 

 

But now that I am older grown, 

 And nought but rue to quaff with, 

The young ones leave me all alone, 

 I’ve no one left to laugh with. 

 

Yet may there be some kindness still, 

 Some loving thoughts and laughter, 

The hearts of young and old to fill 

 This Christmastide and after! 

 

u 

 

 

 



91 Untitled Lines Written at Christmas 

Oh! star that shone in ancient days, 

 To point the path to lowly manger, 

Where strains of adorative praise 

 Gave welcome to the new-born stranger. 

 

Still shines thy light, O! blessed star, 

 To guide us o’er life’s ways uneven, 

To where, in greater glory far, 

 A welcome waits for us in Heaven! 

 

u 

 

92 Whither 

We wandered in the summer days 

By mountain, moor, and river, 

The Meuse flowed on by rocks sublime, 

All serried by the hand of Time, 

And seemed to murmur – Whither? 

 

Ah, whither? Memories mirrored in 

Those waters of the clearest. 

The year has fled and sadness lends 



The thought of gone and absent friends –  

Yea, some of them the dearest. 

 

The holy Xmas-time is here, 

And He, the mighty Giver, 

Has ordained I from above, 

We are together still in love 

Till time shall lead us – Whither? 

 

Ah, whither? Over stormy seas, 

Or on the quiet river, 

O’er rocky or thro’ pleasant ways? 

The years go by, and come the days, 

And then the great For Ever! 

 

u 

 

93 Christmas Song 

Merrily sing the lark and thrush 

Over the fields in spring, 

But, alas! for the flower that in winter’s hour 

Fled to its heavenly King. 

 

Merrily shines the summer sun, 



Over the hills so green, 

But the darkening cloud, and the thunder loud, 

Rapidly change the scene. 

 

Bright and gay are the autumn tints, 

Purple and gold and red, 

But a voice in the air, cries ‚All that is fair, 

Moulders now and is dead.‛ 

 

Merrily sound the Christmas bells 

Over the crystal snow, 

With a clink and a tink, one never would think 

This is a world of woe! 

 

Wearily still away, away, 

Life is quickly fleeting, 

But we still can rejoice as a well-known voice 

Carols a Christmas greeting. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 



94 December, 1908 

The light has failed 

There is so much to do, 

The year has passed 

For me and you. 

 

Sun sets so soon, 

The daylight is no more 

And we are near 

The distant shore. 

 

Our thoughts and deeds 

Are crowded in the hour, 

With sorrow, joy 

In shine and shower. 

 

The time is brief 

While we have life and light 

To keep the faith 

To fight the fight. 

 

Earth’s light must fade, 

But o’er the sapphire sea, 

There shines a star 



For you and me. 

 

u 

 

95 Requiem 

Willow weeping by the river 

Aspens sighing as they quiver, 

Wavelets murmur on the shingle, 

Moaning sounds with sad thoughts mingle. 

 

Thoughts of happy days that never 

Can return, now gone for ever; 

Thoughts of all our lov’d ones sleeping, 

Days of mournful memory keeping. 

 

What for us tho’ sun be shining, 

Can it stay our sweet repining? 

What for us bright morn be waking, 

Can it heal the lone heart breaking? 

 

Willow weeping by the river 

Aspens sighing as they quiver, 

Gloomy night, her garments trailing, 

Hides our stars and leaves us wailing. 



Thus our souls in selfish yearning, 

Peace and prayerful comfort spurning, 

Only see the sun sad setting, 

Loss of loving light regretting. 

 

Bow the head in silent sorrow, 

Still shall rise a bright to-morrow, 

And a light be shining o’er us, 

Lead to lov’d ones gone before us! 

 

Willow weeping by the river 

Aspens sighing as they quiver, 

God, who loving hearts may sever, 

Joins them in the Great For-ever. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



96 Resurgam 

However in the present time 

 We strive to live and do our best, 

Or fix our hopes on future days, 

 Of happiness wherein to rest. 

Amid our transient thoughts of bliss, 

 Those mournful words will come between 

To add fresh sorrow to our woe – 

 It might have been, it might have been. 

 

The quiet moments quickly glide, 

 That bring us nearer to our God, 

How mournfully we do recall 

 The many evil paths we’ve trod! 

How willingly would we efface 

 The thoughts of many a hapless scene, 

And murmur in our dire distress – 

 ‚It might have been, it might have been!‛ 

 

Oh! faithful friendships quickly lost, 

 Oh! hollow friends too quickly made, 

Oh! sun that rose to set so soon, 

 And cast a life into the shade! 

Oh! days when all was good and glad, 



 When peaceful skies looked on serene, 

‘Ere those few bitter words rang out –  

 ‚It might have been, it might have been!‛ 

 

But vain regrets can never stay 

 The torrents of life’s weal and woe, 

Far better say, ‚His Will be done.‛ 

 And check the galling tears that flow, 

Gird on a sword of finer steel, 

 Your armour be of brighter sheen, 

By deeds endeavour to replace 

 The happy days that might have been! 

 

u 

97 In Memoriam 

Jan. 10, 1881 

[Possibly written for his mother.] 

 

‚Abide with me,‛ ‘tis now the Lord has spoken, 

‚Abide with me,‛ nor let your hearts be broken. 

Be sure that He who saith He knoweth best – 

Abide with Him and He shall give you rest. 

 

‚Abide with me, Oh! Lord,‛ ‘twas thus she sung, 



Now she has gonef rom us, so fair, so young. 

In half-drawn whispers and with eyelids dim, 

We scarce can realise she dwells with Him! 

 

u 

98 In Memoriam 

(H. W. B.) 

 

In brightest sunshine darkest shadows lie, 

 The mighty tree upstandeth on the sward, 

The tree is felled – the shadow passeth by, 

 ‚So shall it be for ever,‛ saith the Lord. 

 

Death’s shade is but the Herald of the Light 

 The heart that brightened hearts in on earth is still, 

The Lord has called him to the Heaven’s height, 

 Bow we our heads to His almighty will. 

 

In years gone by His mighty namesake won, 

 His fame and name upon the wild sea foam, 

In peace our hero’s courage urged him on, 

 To do his duty round hearth and home. 

 

His valued voice in Council heard no more, 



 The poor – the rich – alike his loss shall mourn, 

His worth our memories long shall keep in store, 

 Till we, too, follow to some distant bourne. 

 

u 

99 In Memoriam 

February 27th, 1882 

[Written in memory of his father.] 

 

I saw my father yesternight, 

 He stood upon the sea-girt pier, 

The moon was riding free and bright 

 Above each solemn cloudlet tier. 

 

Anon he walked with me through burns, 

 Where hung the azure campanel, 

And there we hunted ‘mid the ferns, 

 The celandine he loved so well. 

 

And then the voice of one arose, 

 As if ‘twere born by heavenly breeze; 

I love him now as one of those 

 Who loved of mine the least of these. 

u 



100 In Memoriam 

F.M. – 1891 

 

Oh, mystery of perfect bliss, 

 Inwoven by high Heaven’s breath, 

 That sleep of peace, the peace of death, 

Frail Life’s foregone antithesis. 

 

As after day the twilight falls 

 And closes round our brightest hour; 

 We realise her gentle power, 

The far-off voice that sweetly calls. 

 

The voice now with the spirit throng, 

 We loved and still shall love for aye: 

 So holding her in memory, say 

She loved and suffered and was strong. 

 

Though it is not what we suffer here, 

 That is the saddest side of life, 

 ‘Tis what we lose – a mother – wife –  

That all in all we hold most dear. 

 

Were any sad, I mind me well 



 Hers was the part each one to cheer, 

 To check the sigh, to stay the tear, 

To smooth the brow – ah! who can tell –  

 

The beauty of her magic smile, 

 The Christ-like radiance that streamed, 

 And in her loving eyes that beamed, 

All abnegating self the while. 

 

The weary burden she made light, 

 With gentle charms that still remain 

 To help us bear another’s pain, 

To make another’s way more bright. 

 

May such example last us long 

 And her’s, and be a beacon star 

 To guide us through the days that are 

To love and suffer and be strong. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 



101 Prince Edward 

Duke of Clarence and Avondale 

Born 8th January, 1864 – Died 14th January, 1892 

 

The arch of heaven with clustered cloud is dark, 

 The winter-driven snow lies on the ground; 

In bridal hue the earth is clad – when, hark! 

 The passing bell gives forth its solemn sound. 

 

A sunrise kindled in a rosy dawn, 

 Old England gladly hailed but yesterday! 

And round a youthful pair fond hope was drawn, 

 A hope now shattered in the morning grey. 

 

We fondly looked when Spring should blossom fair, 

 And soft-souled sunshine should each but caress, 

With sweetly scented orange-blossom rare 

 To twine a wreath for our beloved Princess. 

 

The wings of death enfold the pride of life, 

 Alike in this, the peasant and the peer, 

The fair young girl so soon to be a wife, 

 Now weeps in anguish by her lover’s bier. 

 



In English hearts their names were held full dear, 

 And many a prayer went up to Heaven to bless 

Them both in their new home in this New Year –  

 The loved one of our Prince and ‚Our Princess.‛ 

 

For still the nation is a nation yet 

 Where sun ne’er sets upon the ocean foam; 

And all our joys and griefs have ever met 

 Within those magic words of ‚Home sweet Home.‛ 

 

On bastion rocks around our island shore, 

 On many an ancient fane and turret keep, 

The nation’s flag from every mast-head lower; 

 Sad symbol of that soft and solemn sleep‛ 

 

Fall softly, snow – a bridal pall of peace –  

 Pure emblem of a past betrothal love: 

For him our Prince, earth’s troubles now shall cease, 

 With Him the Bridegroom Price of all above. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



102 In Memoriam 

A. M. K.- 11th May, 1893 

‚So He giveth His beloved sleep.‛ – Psalm cxxvii 

 

[The editor adds; this may possibly be Kingsford’s daughter if 
he ever had a child, since it is not long after the date of this po-
em that his poetry sinks into a much darker, more depressed 
tone, and the style of this poem suggests a loved one who, ac-
cording to records that can be found, cannot be accounted for 
amongst his siblings and other close family members.] 

 

Gone – to the land that is brighter and lighter than blossom in 
May-time, 

 The treacherous tortures of earthlings no longer to feel, 

Gone to the glorious lustre that clings to Eternity’s daytime, 

  Gone – to the land of the leal! 

 

Wearily, wearily, wearily drooping our heads as the willow, 

 Be-fettered and bound by the throbs of a heart-tearing 
woe; 

Tossed are the thoughts in our minds as the flakes of the wind-
lifted billow, 

  Gone – and our day drags so slow. 

 

Link after link in the chain of affection in life that has bound 
us, 

 Relinquished and loosened and lost in the mystery above, 



Shadow and rainbow of hope by the Cross of the lord shed 
around us, 

  Gone – to her God in her love. 

 

Gone in her love to His love, that shall never know limit or 
measure, 

 Beneath the sweet wings of the Dove that in holiness 
keep 

All those in pureness of heart to be blest with the pearl beyond 
treasure, 

  Blest in a beautiful sleep. 

 

Sleep that is wakened and quickened in ways of a wonderful 
Heaven, 

 Unknown to the sojourners here who in wistfulness wait, 

Sleep that to all his belov’d has the Godhead of loveliness given 
–  

  God has thrown open His gate. 

 

Frail was her barque on the wavelets of life tossing here now 
and thither, 

 But strong in affection and happy in intellect keen, 

Grace shall be given anon, but not now to the querist of whith-
er? 

  Sealed is the future unseen. 

 



Whither? The sophist and scorner may wrangle and deem they 
have sifted 

 The truth from the ashes of ages, of sand is their rope, 

Listen, the dewdrops that glisten below, to the ether uplifted 

  Live in the rainbow of hope. 

 

Tenderly laid we our darling in God’s acre peacefully sleeping, 

 The lilies kept watch till the stars in the fading of day 

Sentinel stood, while the Angels uplifted the soul to His keep-
ing, 

  Gone – in the beauty of May. 

 

u 

 

103 In Memoriam 

Ernest Tavenor Kingsford 

Born at Dover, April 1, 1852 

Died at Ventnor, Dec. 18, 1894 

 

He is gone from our ken, but his memory lives; 

The Lord who has taken, the Lord is who gives; 

As far as we know in our dimness of sight, 

He lives in the beautiful Land of the Light. 

 At rest by the restless waves – 



 Asleep where the wild winds blow–  

 At rest on the steep, where the shadows creep 

 In the gold of the sunset glow. 

 

By the sound of the sea as it strikes on the strand 

The sea that engirdles his dear native land, 

The land that he loved so unswerving and true, 

We laid him enwrapped in the red, white and blue. 

 The sigh of the sad sea-breeze, 

 The whisper that dies in the dell, 

 By night and by day, the glittering spray 

 Shall re-echo our last farewell! 

 

As the rock on the shore was his tempest torn life, 

When surges break over its head in their strife; 

The rock is no more, and the clashing waves cease, 

To us is the battle, to him is the peace. 

 Oh mystery doubt and grief; 

 Oh! agony born of earth; 

 Vain, vain are our tears, when the Light appears 

 That heralds the glad re-birth! 

 

On the crest of the cliff where the goodness of God 

Has beauty embalmed in each flower-laden sod, 

By the tall waving branches, beneath the warm moss, 



He rests – who was wearily bearing his cross. 

 At rest by the restless waves – 

 Asleep where the wild winds blow – 

 At rest on the steep, where the shadows creep 

 In the gold of the sunset glow. 

 

u 

 

104 In Memoriam 

M.E.C. 

13th May, 1899. 

 

 We laid her in God’s acre lovingly – 

   The tolling bell 

 Rang out on that May morn, 

   Our last farewell. 

 

In the bridal of winter and summer, 

In the month of the sweet scented May, 

When the flowers she loved were in blossom, 

And the sunshine illuminated the day. 

 

How buoyant and bright was the spirit 

Now called from her dear ones away, 



Oh! how she rejoiced in the beauty 

That garlands the meadows in May! 

 

Full often with love have I wandered 

Thro’ groves of the oak and the pine, 

How she cheered us thro’ life’s stormy journey 

In the gone now for-ever lang syne! 

 

But the fairest of flowers are needed 

To brighten e’en heaven’s array – 

And the Lord in His goodness has willed it 

To call her from earth-toil away, 

 

Farewell, then farewell though bright spirit 

Thy smile in our hearts shall remain, 

Till we shall be gathered and garnered 

And released from the bondage of pain. 

 

 We laid her in God’s acre lovingly – 

   The tolling bell 

 Rang out on that May morn, 

   Our last farewell. 

 

u 

 



105 In Memoriam 

Adelaide. M. Kingsford 

18th December, 1900 

 

Gone to her God. So the peace of the gloaming, 

Falls on the tomb at the close of the day, 

Resting in sleep, as the sea froth once foaming, 

Calm lies and hushed on the shores of the bay. 

 

Gone to the joy of the peaceful to-morrow 

Leaving the land where the turmoil is rife, 

Leaving to us the sweet shadow of sorrow, 

Gone to be blest in the beautiful life. 

 

Say we ‘tis death, when from dear ones we sever, 

Surely ‘tis life for the loved called away, 

Life of the highest and purest for ever, 

Life – from death’s bitterness far, far away. 

 

Loving and loved, and her thought but of others, 

Shewing self-sacrifice all her life long, 

Love that could scarce be surpassed by a mother’s, 

Great was her sympathy, kindly and strong! 

 



Bitterly, bitterly, shall we remember, 

Saddest of months in the roll of the years, 

Two of our darlings laid low in December, 

Two sad farewells from this valley of tears. 

 

Tenderly, tenderly, memories bring to us, 

All her sweet brightness in dear auld lang syne, 

All the now hallowed glad songs she would sing to us, 

Joys of the Yule-tide around us to twine. 

 

Fondest of fathers, and dearest of mothers, 

All linked together, farewell, oh farewell! 

Oh! for the voice of that sister’s or brother’s, 

Voices that sound on our heart-strings a knell. 

 

So they passed; but, oh! why should their passing so sadden 

Humanity frail, whom His blessing has blest, 

‚Heavy laden and weary, your way I will gladden, 

Come ye unto me, on my bosom and rest.‛ 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



106 In Memoriam 

C.S. – April 10th, 1900 

 

Brave was the spirit though the barque was frail 

 That bore it on life’s sea, 

Peace, perfect peace, in now for ever thine, 

 In God’s Eternity. 

 

As a weak flower bent beneath the wind, 

 Thy lot was here on earth; 

Now in the resurrection of the year 

 Thou hast thy second birth. 

 

This, this we know thy suffering was borne 

 With loving piety, 

With gentle trust and calm reliance on 

 The life that is to be. 

 

Sleep troubled spirit in God’s gracious time, 

 We too may follow thee; 

‚Peace, perfect peace,‛ is now forever thine, 

 In God’s Eternity. 

 

u 



107 E. S. 

April 18th, 1906 

 

After the long, long march, 

 At the setting of the sun, 

Weary we fall to Mother Earth, 

 And the hard day’s work is done. 

 

Some seem to do little, 

 Some work with zeal and zest. 

Only the God above can judge, 

 When He calls us to our rest. 

 

The autumn leaves have fallen, 

 And the bough from winter’s tree, 

Sweetly the spring is telling us 

 Of Light that is to be. 

 

Flowers their sweetest perfume shed 

 At the setting of the sun, 

Peace, peace, rest to the dead, 

 And the hard day’s work is done. 

 

u 



108 In Memoriam 

J.S. – January, 1907 

 

Another link in life’s long chain, 

 Another link is broken, 

The angel hovered in our midst, 

 And we have seen the token. 

 

Another life returned to Him, 

 Who love and life hath given, 

The loss to us who sojourn here, 

 The gain to her in Heaven. 

 

A little space the moments fly, 

 So quick, then quicker, only 

The briefest time, when we shall part 

 And leave another lonely. 

 

A little space – we linger by 

 Life’s swiftly rolling river – 

‘Till He that shall summon us to Home, 

 And Love and Peace for ever! 

 

u 



109 18th December 

Farewell, oh farewell, when the sad word is spoken, 

Farewell, when we think ‘tis for ever and aye, 

When the love-ties of life seem at length to be broken 

And the past and the present are severed for aye! 

‘Tis then that our thoughts can no longer be uttered, 

And words are too cold out warm love to express, 

For the heart that has fought the brave fight and has fluttered, 

And flown from our ken and our last long caress. 

 

Oh, Time and Eternity, is there a meeting 

Of souls when they part from their god-fashioned clay, 

And after the night for those left, is there greeting 

For us in the realms of perennial day? 

The great book of knowledge is sealed, and for ever 

No seeker or sophist the answer can tell, 

But He in His mercy gives Hope that can never 

Bereave us of Faith as we weep out farewell. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 



110 In Memoriam 

F.K. – 1905 

 

[Understood by the editor to be Frederic Kingsford, a second 
cousin of the poet.] 

 

He came from the land of the cherry and oak, 

 Of a good old Kentish stock, 

Where gardens and fields are bound by the waves, 

 Which dash on the shores of rock. 

His eye was that of the good and true, 

 His hand of a man and friend, 

But the autumn leaf lies dead on the ground 

 When death has a message to send. 

  When the God of Love 

  Claims His above, 

 And the clay-born life must end. 

 

He roamed away o’er the rolling sea, 

 And none of us cared to think 

That any day soon, our dear old friend 

 Might stand on Eternity’s brink. 

So hearty and hale for his many years, 

 We never could deem him old, 

For his heart was younger than all of us here,, 



 That heart of the purest gold. 

  But the God of Love, 

  Has called him above, 

 To shepherd him in His fold. 

 

Farewell, farewell, to the last of the line, 

 Who lived where the skies of blue 

Watched over the gardens of waving hop, 

 From Sturry to Wickham Breux. 

The years have rolled, and the bell has tolled, 

 And we miss our darling’s hand, 

For the kindly spirit has flown to join 

 His own in the distant land. 

  Where the God of Love, 

  In Heaven above, 

 Has gathered His angel band. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



111 Lord Beaconsfield 

Died April 19th, 1881 

 

The weary hours roll by, and die, 

 The weary year is done, 

That points to the day, when our hero lay 

 At rest in the April sun; 

And the fitful ray on each primrose spray 

 Proclaimed that his race was run. 

 

In peace with honour we laid him low 

 In the land he loved so well; 

And the nation’s wail was borne on the gale, 

 A glorious requiem knell. 

 

Oh! bitter, bitter fell the tears 

 Of him our help bereft, 

Now laid in the dust, for we could not trust 

 Full many that he had left. 

 

Oh! Reaper, with thy sickle keen, 

 Thou takest the choicest flower, 

Yet sparest us those, who scorn our woes 

 When stormy tempests lower, 



When the stormy roar breaks on the shore, 

 Would strike our flag and cower. 

 

Would strike the flag he raised so high, 

 Their selfish ends to gain; 

And our native land to a rebel band 

 Would part and rend in twain. 

 

We think of their vacillation weak 

 We think of Mujamba Hill; 

The order to lower our flag to the Boer, 

 And the voices that now are still. 

 

But thanked be God, he left us some 

 Who hold his mem’ry dear; 

Who hold with pride our standard tried 

 With never a doubt or fear, 

Who ever are led with thoughts of the dead 

 And the thoughts of his great career. 

 

Then Englishmen remember him 

 Who in our hour of need, 

Upheld the fame of Britain’s name, 

 By counsel and by dead; 

 



And every year his words so clear 

 Shall rind o’er land and sea, 

Till tumult cease, and we all in peace 

 With the Leader loved shall be. 

 

u 

 

112 Disraeli 

Died 19th April, 1881 

 

Oh! mournfully we saw our country’s laurels droop and lan-
guish 

And gallant men betrayed until we cried out in our anguish; 

Until we saw Old England’s name the bye-word of the world, 

Our noble-hearted lion cowed, our storm-rent banner furled! 

 

The, out of honour’s ashes which had seemed so fast decaying, 

Uprose the Earl of Beaconsfield, his faithful hosts arraying, 

We saw each foreign potentate beneath his power bow, 

And peace with honour twine a wreath around the hero’s brow! 

 

And when we saw the ship of State in safety he was steering, 

Oh! who could help such bearing proud and calm foresight re-
vering! 



Oh! happy was the day he took his country’s helm in hand, 

And long may we enjoy the good he showered o’er the land! 

 

Then came the time our tears fell like raindrops without num-
ber, 

Alas! the silent shadow had enwrapped him in its slumber; 

Alas! the mighty spirit soul was wafted far away, 

That only late had shone its sun on England’s April day! 

 

It seemed full hard that we should part from him who nobly 
bore us 

Through ill repute and evil fame, our free flag floating o’er us, 

We deemed it hard the Reaper should require our choicest 
flower, 

And leave us those who scorned our woes, when in our darkest 
hour 

 

Should leave us one who long the path of wisdom had forsaken, 

And he, the fairest star of all, from our horizon taken; 

But still, while agitators crowd to desecrate our land, 

His sprit bright shall hover o’er each true and loyal band! 

 

And as the simple primrose lights the darksome woods and 
bowers, 

His memory shall cheer us on, though many a tempest lowers; 

So shall his name to Britain’s fame with lustre add its ray 



To shine upon each thorny path, till victory crown the day! 

 

u 

 

113 W. H. Smith – C. S. Parnell 

Died October, 1891 

 

‚Drop upon Fox’s grave a tear 

 Twill trickle to his rival’s bier.‛ 

Sir Walter Scott 

 

The sun has set behind the churchyard yew, 

 The golden light still lingers in the sky, 

 The shades of eve remind us as they fly 

We are but shadows, shadows we pursue. 

 

Two mighty chiefs who late their forces led, 

 One with a daring born of dark despair, 

 The other with a quiet calm so rare, 

Both ‚laid forever in their narrow bed.‛ 

 

Sleep on; no janglings now shall mar your rest, 

 No thunders from the Senate now shall break 

 Your peace; and as your homeward way you take, 



God’s love alone shall show the path that’s best. 

 

u 

 

114 Winter Thoughts 

Oh! Winter, thou art a pleasant time 

 For the wealthy, young and gay, 

Where trees are covered with frosted rime, 

 And so swiftly glides the sleigh; 

And none of you feel cold Winter’s sting 

As merrily out the sleigh bells ring. 

 

And carelessly skims the skater o’er 

 The breast of the frozen sheet, 

Nor thinks of the awful breakers’ roar, 

 And the storms of snow and sleet. 

Oh! never a thought does the skater fling 

Where mariners’ voices dying ring. 

 

‘Tis pleasant to see the children’s glee, 

 In the taper’s softened glow, 

Now gathered around the laden tree, 

 While their mirthful spirits flow; 

And nought do they wist a poor wee thing 



Lies frozen to death while the glee songs ring. 

 

See, robed all in white, with jewels bright, 

 What a fairy form is she; 

So gracefully falls her foot so light, 

 All among the fair and free. 

And time passes by on a lightsome wing, 

And nothing for her but joy bells ring. 

 

Ah! What can she know in the winsome West, 

 ‘Mid the giddy ballroom glare, 

Of her who to-night has just passed to rest, 

 In an East End garret bare. 

Had she but someone a mite to bring, 

We should not have heard the death bell ring. 

 

Yea, such is the world in the Winter time, 

 In the West and in the East; 

For some ‘tis a right, and for others a crime, 

 On the Christmas joys to feast. 

The icy dead to the charnel fling, 

While merrily out the joy bells ring! 

 

u 

 



115 David 

Suggested by a Sermon by the Rev. A. G. H. Dicker. 

 

Stood forth David in front of the hordes, 

Saying ‚The battle, O King, is the Lord’s,‛ 

Such his simple belief in the right, 

Facing Goliath, arrayed in his might. 

 

Free from armour, with only a sling, 

Stood forth David to fight for his King! 

Stood forth David erect on the sod, 

Five smooth stones took he, trusting in God. 

 

But, when David is older in years, 

Scattered those stones we see, mingled with tears, 

Sad lamentations he pours on the gale, 

Sweet though his singing, nought shall avail! 

 

Shall this lesson be lost to the world? 

Shall out banner of Faith be furled? 

Shall we scatter our stones and sling, 

Or do battle for Christ, our King? 

 

See Goliath – our favourite sin – 



Got will show us the way to win; 

He has given us arms for the fight, 

Watch, and keep them ready and bright! 

 

So that giant, that sin that was ours, 

Slain shall be ‘mid the blossoming flowers; 

Crowned as victors we stand on the sward, 

Victors crowned by the might of the Lord. 

 

u 

 

116 To us a Friend and Guide 

How silently and still, how sure the solemn hours roll by, 

How swiftly pass the purple clouds across the evening sky, 

As breaks the surf upon the shore, by varying breezes driven, 

So melt away the fondest hopes for which we each have striven. 

 

The race for wealth, for life and health, for jewels rich and rare, 

Seems doomed to gloom as sable forms that fill the midnight 
air; 

And fancies that in youth each coming day was wont to quicken 

By breath of death and deep decay around us all lie stricken. 

 



The Autumn winds that shrieked about our homes are hushed 
and still, 

The clinging mists and glistening frost enshroud each vale and 
hill, 

Another year its form shall rear, fulfilling history’s pages, 

Another year shall disappear amid the dust of ages. 

 

But crowned are all the darkened days by one bright diadem, 

Still shines the star that shed its light above far Bethlehem, 

The sweetest, purest mystery our loving God has given 

To tear us from the toils of earth and point the way to Heaven. 

 

Sweet memory of the loved ones gone! We hear His gentle 
voice, 

Who wept with those that weep, but cried ‚Rejoice, again, re-
joice;‛ 

Though ours the lot to mourn their loss in grief and sad repin-
ing, 

Far, far away from earth’s dull day, their spirits blest are shin-
ing. 

 

If we must bear a thorny crown, a crown of thorns He wore, 

If we have each a weighty cross, a heavier one He bore, 

So born to us a Friend and Guide, thus saith the grand old sto-
ry, 

The saddest life’s worth living, but to earth His love and glory. 

u 



117 Betwixt the Gloaming and the Mirk 

Lonely, I linger when the day is done 

 And dream of by-gone years; 

Only the passing of another sun 

 With all its joys and fears; 

Only the adding of another day 

To those now passed away. 

 

Lonely, I linger by the embers glow, 

 The night wind howls without; 

Lonely my thoughts if life’s long vistas flow 

 Of many a hope and doubt; 

Only the throbbing of my heart can tell 

How oft they rose and fell. 

 

Lonely, the shadows that I knew so well 

 Are flitting to and fro; 

Only the clang of misty mem’ry’s bell 

 That bids them come and go; 

Only the silence of the sweet sad past 

Around my spirit cast! 

 

Lonely, amid a universe of sin, 

 How oft I feel its thrall; 



Only if virtue could be fashioned in 

 A form to please us all; 

Only if we could seize it on the wing 

Before we meet our King! 

 

Lonely, ah! no – the grandest God has given 

 A friendly light to lead; 

Only, if we have faith and trust, then Heaven 

 Will hearken to our need; 

Lonely, not lonely with that God-like love, 

That links us here on Earth to Christ above! 

 

u 

 

118 The Way of the World 

A red sun on poppies red, 

And a field of corn red-gold, 

With grass blades sheen of emerald green, 

And white sheep going to fold. – 

The breezes through the brown woods creep, 

The poppies nod themselves to sleep 

The grasshopper chirps a lullaby, 

‘Neath a silver moon in a silken sky, 

 And the world goes on as before. 



 

A grey mist – a morning dim, 

And a spider’s spangled nest, 

A ray from the great disc’s yellow rim 

And the world awakes from rest! 

The hammers on the anvil ring, 

The nostrils snort of the great steam-king, 

In city and meadow-land all arise, 

And most of them deem them won’drous wise, 

Till death stalks in at the door. 

 But still the world, the weary world, 

 The world goes on as before. 

 

A sweet smile, a broken heart 

And the river ripples by, 

So the wavelets close on a faded rose, 

All hushed the stifled cry. 

–There’s laughter in the gilded hall, 

The fair arms gleam at Society’s Ball, 

The dark eyes dance with a dazed delight, 

They never dream of the dead that night, 

 And the world goes on as before. 

 

A cold dawn on the gallows black, 

And a soul has left the clay; 



A news-bow with a brazen voice 

And the crowd goes on its way. 

And saints and sinners shout and sing, 

And verse and curse around them fling, 

And they grind at the mill, and work at the forge 

And croak, and joke and drink at ‚The George.‛ 

Till death comes in at the door, 

 And the world, the world, the wicked world 

 The world goes on as before. 

 

A closed book, a brain on fire, 

And eyes that fain would pry, 

To prise and prod the secrets of God, 

With an everlasting why ? 

Solutions still attempt to find 

For mysteries barred to all mankind 

Belauding each pestiferous weed, 

And sowing wide pernicious seed,– 

 But the world goes on as before. 

 

A new cult, a novel doubt, 

And a speculator’s creed, 

A new wide way to go astray 

From wisdom’s trammels freed 

The old sweet lines of honest truth 



Robbed from the tender years of youth 

In wrangle and argument precious time 

Wasted, ‚scorning the voice divine,‛ 

Till death comes in at the door. 

 And the weary world, the wicked world 

 The world goes on as before. 

 

A white face on white sea foam, 

And the wreck of life and hope, 

No time to think on Eternity’s brink 

For sophist, or for pope. 

The rocks resound with the mighty roar 

Of breakers breaking on the shore, 

But the words of a cold philosopher 

Are of no avail out hearts to stir, 

 And the world goes on as before. 

 

A lost NOW, a mis-spent PAST, 

And a phantom future fate, 

As the frothy sounds of a serpent tongue 

Hiss out the words ‚Too late‛ –  

Too late to do all the best ye can, 

For the love of God and the soul of man, 

So the lurid legend crowns the scene 

With a thousand thought of ‚What might have been,‛ 



As death stalks in at the door 

 And laughs as the wicked, weary world, 

 The world goes on as before. 

 

u 

 

119 The Loss of the Cyprian 

1881. 

‚What was the captain doing – John Alexander Strachan, who 
had counselled ‘everyone to look to himself?’ Discipline was at 
an end, the vessel was breaking up; there was no hope of saving 
a rope or spar, and the captain, who had seen the rest take to 
the sea, stood ready to jump with the life belt at his waist.   .   .   
Already he heard the encouraging voices on the friendly beach. 
At the very moment that he was ready to jump for life, for 
home, for safety, he noticed the terror-stricken face of the ne-
glected stowaway. Yesterday he was a young scamp to be held 
worthy of the rope-end, but now the skipper only remembered 
he was a human being, to be saved if possible. Without another 
word Captain Strachan unbuckled the life-belt from his waist 
and lashed it upon the little stowaway, bidding him save him-
self if it were the mercy of Providence that this should be so. ‘I 
can swim’, said the captain; ‘take the belt.’ Over the side went 
the stowaway, lifted upon the surf like a cork: over the side 
went the captain. But swimming was impossible in such a sea. 
The boatswain, struggling for his own life, caught at the cap-
tain, who was still making headway, and both went down, nev-
er to be seen again.‛ 

 



The Cyprian was sinking fast 

 In fierce October’s gale, 

The waves went over helm and mast 

 And told their fearful tale. 

 

Then one by one the boats were sent 

 With passengers and crew, 

Still one stood there with firm intent, 

 The Captain brave and true. 

 

To him a lad crept up in haste, 

 A wretched stowaway; 

He tore the life-belt from his waist, 

 ‚Here, lad, no longer stay.‛ 

 

And in the blessed realms above, 

 Where good men erst have gone; 

One spirit now is chained in love, 

 The gallant Captain Strachan. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



120 Another on the Same, Untitled 

The Cyprian from Liverpool set sail a goodly ship, 

But ere the last and sad farewell had died upon each lip, 

She met the foremost fury of the fierce October gale, 

Then o’er the roar of ocean rose the sinking seamen’s wail. 

 

The boats are down, the shore’s at hand, and through the surg-
ing waves 

They ply their way and leave alone the Captain true and brave; 

‚All save yourselves‛ the skipper said, ‚our ship is sinking fast; 

My ship, my home, my darling one, your Captain leaves you 
last!‛ 

 

‘Tis kindly voices greet him now from off the beaten shore, 

An English cheer is bidding him where he shall be no more; 

For at his feet a stowaway, an outcast kneels in haste, 

The skipper binds his own life-belt about the laddie’s waist. 

 

‚Quick bow,‛ he cried, ‚to yonder shore‛ – then plunged into 
the tide, 

The boy went safely o’er the surf, the Captain sank and died; 

Now when around our own hearth-fires we talk of those 
who’re gone; 

We’ll think of that dread autumn night and gallant Captain 
Strachan. 

u 



121 Drifting Leaves 

There is a lesson in the drift of leaves, 

 Which every passing breeze around us brings 

That tells from palace halls to cottage eaves 

 The mutability of human things. 

 

There is much good in change the seasons say 

 The mind of man cannot drift alone, 

But something learns from ev’ry leaf and spray 

 In summer proud and in the autumn prove. 

 

Tho’ in the warning autumn of the year 

 The sunshine dies so soon adown the west, 

It lingers on the boughs of oak trees sere 

 And turns to gold each leaf and sinks to rest. 

 

Then let us sigh not for the falling frond 

 That parts from parent tree to mother earth 

October warns; still shall we not despond, 

 But forward look to Spring’s imperial birth. 

 

u 

 

 

 



122 Leap Year 

February! Men be wary, 

 For you know it is Leap Year, 

Fanny and the merry Mary 

 Fish to get a loving dear: 

Fight among themselves for Charlie, 

 Fidget for a chance to pop: 

Fred, with hardly any parley, 

 First is caught upon the hop. 

Funny brothers now are quizzing, 

 Fairest sisters, who’s their beau? 

Fittest fellows they’ll be kissing, 

 For to take for weal or woe, 

Frightened are the men with money, 

 Fear the handsome one o’er takes, 

Feeling that with words of honey, 

 Falls he in a brace of shakes, 

Festive Cupid, all caressing, 

 Fells his quiver quite contrary; 

Fortune, though, gives men one blessing, 

 Fewest days has February. 

 

u 

 

 



123 To My Friend, Monsieur le Chevalier 

C. Le Marchand de St. Malo 

 

My friend his brain with art on fire, 

My friend would fain now tune his lyre 

But city paves do not inspire 

  The Poet! 

 

Amid the fumes of coal and coke, 

It’s difficult to make a joke, 

And fog our very thoughts will choke, 

  I know it! 

 

Still thanks for thoughts and thanks for deeds 

And for those odoriferous weeds 

To stay my after dinner needs, 

 No more I want, Sir! 

 

In ‚colour‛, ‚form‛, and ‚tone‛ most ‚true,‛ 

I ‚value‛ as a gift I do 

And now I only hope that you 

  Will like ‚ma chant,‛ Sir. 

 

*      *      *      *      *       



Forgive, forgive, a sad salt tear, 

Fell as I wrote that there line here. 

 

u 

 

124 New Year Reminiscences 

Since listening but for one short hour, 

 A life of joys and cares 

Comes to my memory as I hear 

 Those old familiar airs. 

 

The sunny lights of youthful days 

 Across my pathway creep, 

As sounds the rare old nursery rhyme 

 That tells of ‚Miss Bo-Beep.‛ 

 

And now I am a boy at School, 

 Before I learned to roam, 

Or thought how sad that song would be, 

 The dear ‚Old folks at home.‛ 

 

And now anon the cannons roar, 

 I hear my comrades’ cheer; 

How oft we’ve marched to that old strain, 



 ‚The British Grenadiers.‛ 

 

But soft the scene has shifted now, 

 And she is there to-night, 

And Gounod’s music floats upon 

 The scene so gay and bright. 

 

The music changes and our hands 

 Each other’s now entwine, 

And dear departed spirits rise 

 From days of ‚Auld lang syne.‛ 

 

And I am left to mourn alone, 

 But yet amid my cares 

Around my memory sweetly cling 

 Those old familiar airs. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



125 Acton’s Little Bill 

Oh my temper mighty waxes at our heavy rates and taxes; 

 It really makes us householders begin to look askance; 

Why, even the rent we have to pay on every blessed quarter 
day, 

 Comparatively seems to sink to insignificance. 

 

So now I’ll just the total make, beginning with the local rate, 

 Which touches up our pockets to the tune of four and 
four; 

The Poor Rate will be found at one and ninepence to the 
pound, 

 And a shilling for the School Board which will very soon 
be more. 

 

Overseers will corroborate that fivepence is the Bobby rate, 

 So seven nimble shillings with a little tanner too, 

Is the specific total of our rates and taxes local, 

 No wonder then poor Acton folk are looking rather 
blue. 

 

And then we’re told the platitude, we ought to feel much grati-
tude; 

 Our poor are well looked after, we’ve a splendid force in 
blue; 

Our roads are very beautiful, our children all are dutiful, 



 And know a great deal more than any other children do. 

 

A healthy Recreation Ground, where real roses may be found, 

 And other pretty trees and buds that flourish in the 
Spring. 

Our Councillors are rare men, from the beadle to the chairman, 

 So we ought in very joyousness to chortle and to sing! 

 

But instead of dancing gaily, poor old Acton grumbles daily, 

 For all their rates and taxes, they just want a little more, 

They want a new fire engine bright, that can put out a fire at 
night 

 And all the missing granite they with pleasure will re-
store. 

 

And many other items which, there seems to be a mighty hitch, 

 A little common sense upon the little Local Board; 

But at present temper waxes, very wrath at all these taxes, 

 And the very small advantages with which our bill is 
scored. 

 

– The Poet Lower Rate 

 

u 

 

 



126 An Englishman’s Growls 

We grumble if the weather’s hot, 

 Or if the weather’s cold! 

We grumble that we are too young, 

 And that we’re getting old. 

We grumble if the earth is dry, 

 We grumble if it’s wet; 

We grumble if we see no ice, 

 Or if a frost we get. 

 

We grumble that the country’s slow, 

 And that the town is fast; 

We grumble time so slowly goes, 

 That so quick it’s past; 

We grumble at Republicans, 

 We grumble at the King; 

We grumble at another’s fault, 

 Yet do the self same thing. 

 

We grumble if a man is hung, 

 We grumble if he’s not; 

We grumble if a war is sprung, 

 In peace we cry for shot; 

We grumble at all foreign ways, 



 Yet imitate them here; 

We grumble that the beef is tough 

 And grumble at our beer. 

 

We grumble that one speaks too plain, 

 Another that he mumbles, 

And I am grumbling now that life 

 Is so made up of grumbles. 

 

u 

 

127 The Influenza 

Oh! aching bones and fevered skin, 

The horrid fiends sit around and grin, 

Delighted that one has the In 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 

The imps their tortures round me fling, 

The jabber in my ears and sing 

Strange noises telling of the Ing 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 



Like owl that’s boiled or simple shrimp, 

I feel as stupid and as limp – 

That’s all because I’ve got the Imp 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 

My friends around all send their symp 

–athy and eucalyptus lymph,–  

It’s all no use, I’ve got the Imph 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 

I cannot eat, I cannot drink, 

I cannot, read, or write, or think; 

My very pen has got the Ink 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 – Fluenza, oh! 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 



128 Horace Ode 

In a new Paris dress and an exquisite bonnet, 

Your beauty so bright one can scarce gaze upon it; 

With languishing glances, now eager, now coy, 

You’ve made me your victim, your love-stricken boy. 

 

Young Cupid has shower’d all his arrows around us, 

And wondrous attention is showed us by Venus; 

The altar is laid by a glance from your eye, 

The wood shall be kindled, the victim shall die. 

 

And when I am slain who have loved you so blindly, 

‘Tis likely you then will approach me more kindly, 

Who thro’ life was burning to make you his bride, 

And now on your vanity’s altar has died. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



129 Sonnet 

‚Sunt quibus in satira videor nimus acer.‛ – Horace 

 

 Search round the wide world’s girth, 
 And what is man? 
 Heir to six feet of earth, 
 Grab all he can! 
 Cheating and hustling from his very birth, 
 He gets no more; 
 Ere sails his ship for that far distant shore. 

 

Committing sins of every sort by stealth, 
To ‚do‛ his neighbour in the race for wealth, 
He lives a life of license and of lies, 
Striving to keep his carcase in high health. 
That he may cheat the more – and then he dies, 
Forgetting God and scorning deeds of worth, 
And all this sin stained toil for six short feet of earth. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Poems of Childhood 

130 To My Sister Edith 

Oh! I love thee fairest maiden, 

Thou art the loveliest little flower 

That e’er I yet saw in a bower, 

 And I love thee very much 

 For there are not many such, 

How I love thee fairest maiden! 

 

Pretty are thy eyes so bright 

And thy pretty curling hair 

Waving in the morning light – 

Oh! my little maiden fair! 

 

Oh! my little fairest maiden! 

I can’t express how much I love thee, 

Yet I’ll pray to God above thee 

To make thee ever wise and pure 

And then indeed I shall be sure 

 That thou art good my little maiden. 

 

Eight Years Old 

u 



131 To My Brother Ernest 

(On his first birthday) 

 

Oh! welcome first of April’s ray 

 With golden happiness and joy, 

For ‘tis my brother’s natal day, 

 Sweet darling, lovely baby boy. 

 

Oh! my darling Ernest dear, 

 This glorious day hath come at last 

And the spring flowers now appear; 

 For the long, long winter’s past. 

 

Long I wished to have a brother, 

 And now to me I have one given, 

May we always love each other 

 With the love that is from Heaven. 

 

Eight Years Old 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



132 To Edith Kathleen 

So softly sailing o’er the stream 

 A little boat was seen, 

The shining oar did cut the tide 

 And it was painted green. 

 

Within the little boat was seen 

 A little maiden fair, 

Whose eyes did sparkle like the morn 

 With flowing curling hair. 

 

And as she sailed on the stream 

 She sang with lovely note, 

It made her brother’s heart feel glad 

 For he did row the boat. 

 

Oh! Kathleen how I love that strain, 

 Thou art so fair and deer, 

It makes thy Bertie feel so glad, 

 Thy gentle voice to hear. 

 

So may’st thou on the tide of life, 

 As gently glide away, 

Free from all care and earthly strife, 



 In one unclouded day. 

 

u 

 

133 Hymn 

God is mighty, God is wise, 

He who made thee, made the skies; 

Got He maketh everything. 

He’s Lord of Lords, the Mighty King. 

 

Oh! good and king we ought to be 

For God’s goodness we do see, 

And He loveth everything, 

Then let us praise the Mighty King. 

 

Praise the Lord, for He is kind, 

He constructed head and mind; 

We pilgrims all are made of dust, 

Both the evil and the just. 

 

Eight Years Old 

 

u 

 



134 To My Sister Edith 

After illness 

 

When upon the bed of sickness, 

 And when all around is drear, 

Who and what can soothe your mis’ry 

 But a gentle sister’s care. 

 

Who can sit and watch and tend you 

 And with whom can you compare; 

When you feel a sister’s fondness, 

 When you feel a sister’s care? 

 

When you wake from horrid slumber 

 And wild visions see before you, 

They all vanish on beholding 

 The gentle form that’s bending o’er you. 

 

Then oh! tell me, then oh! tell me! 

 Who can repay a sister’s care, 

Can repay a sister’s fondness, 

 Hard oh! be the task I fear. 

 

Thirteen Years Old 



135 To My Mother 

The birds are singing on each leafy tree, 

The streamlets from their icy bonds are free, 

All wishing happiness and joy to thee 

 My darling Mother. 

 

Now is all nature rich in verdure clad 

And golden sunshine makes the hill tops glad, 

And May the month that’s sung above all others, 

Smiles out its welcome to thee – best of Mothers! 

 

The years now pat in verdant Erin’s Isle, 

As Queen of May thou bless’d all with thy smile. 

And in the woods, the woods of dear old Kent, 

And on the Surrey hills and wheresoe’er thou went, 

 

Thou hast cast thy blessed influence and smiled 

With matchlessess on husband, friend and child, 

Now would I greet thee, Mother dear to me, 

Love and all honour ever be to thee. 

 

 The love that knows not of satiety, 

 The love that will for aye and ever be, 

 The love that lasts into Eternity. 



136 The Fairy Flower 

It was a little floweret, 

 With many a beauteous shade; 

We looked upon its fairy hue, 

 We said ‚It cannot fade!‛ 

 

At morn it shone with dewy gem, 

 At noon the sunbeams kissed it, 

But when the sun sank in the West, 

 The little flower – we missed it. 

 

They say the fairies bore it far 

 O’er moonlit lake and dell, 

And o’er its tender beauty cast 

 An everlasting spell. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Political & Patriotic 

137 How do some Members Behave in the 
House 

 Here they come bustling, 

 Each other all hustling, 

 With mouthing and frothing, 

 All tumult and wrath in, 

They tumble along with words hot and strong, 

 Then one starts up raging, 

 A noisy war waging, 

 With virulent tongue! 

 On benches now leaping, 

 Now fawning and creeping, 

 At Balfour’s throat springing, 

 Their false charges singing, 

 While Gladstone is ringing 

 The changes around, 

 Turning and twisting 

 His words, and resisting 

 All policy sound. 

 Sir Vernon is smiling, 

 His new friends beguiling, 

 A sight they delight in, 

 While Tanner is fighting, 



 Confounding, astounding, 

 And bounding, and hounding, 

His friends to disorder and tumult around! 

 Their falsehoods outpouring, 

 With ranting and roaring, 

 And snorting and snoring, 

 With gross interruption, 

 And monstrous obstruction. 

 Names calling, and crawling and sprawling, 

 And thirsting for cursing and bursting, 

 And jumbling and grumbling +and tumbling, 

 Dividing, deriding and sliding, 

 And flapping and rapping and slapping and clapping, 

 And thumping  and bumping and pumping and jumping, 

 And so never ending, their demon cries blending, 

 Hubbubbling and doubling, to show by their troubling, 

 They’re fit for a House of their own now in Dublin, 

 With good manners never, and questions for ever, 

 Yelling like rioters fresh from carouse, 

 And that’s how some members behave in the House! 

 

u 

 

 



138 The Flag of the Union 

Hail, to the flag which in triumph advances! 

 Honour’d and blest may its triple cross be, 

Long may it wave in each colour that glances, 

 Flourishing over the land of the free; 

 

 Over the bright and true, 

 Britain’s red, white and blue, 

O’er Mother Country and far, far away, 

 While every hill and glen 

 Sends our shout back again, 

Flag for the Union for ever, huzza! 

 

This is the flag that to us has descended, 

 Ne’er to be sullied by traitor or knave; 

Oft by the blood of out noblest defenced, 

 Symbol of all that is gallant and brave! 

 

 Over the bright and true, etc. 

 

Proudly our banner at Waterloo fluttered, 

 Proudly with Nelson it waved o’er the sea; 

Ring out the words in the battle he uttered, 

 Duty, each Englishman’s watchword must be! 



 Over the bright and true, etc. 

 

Unionist cheer! They shall never dismember 

 The land of our fathers, the dread of the world; 

Sooner our homes shall be burnt to an ember –  

 Sooner we’ll die than our flag shall be furl’d! 

 

 Over the bright and true, etc. 

 

u 

 

139 Song of the Union 

To the tune of – ‚Hearts of Oak.‛ 

 

Come, stir ye my lads, for the Union is dear 

To all, and its foes have been busy this year, 

To blot out our history’s glorious tales, 

And spread the infection to England and Wales. 

 

 Hearts of Oak guard our queen 

 Rebels come not between; 

  We’ll always be ready,  

  United and steady; 

 And foremost the flag of the Union be seen! 



 

This nation was oft in a terrible plight, 

Until her brave sons all agreed to unite; 

And Cambria, and Scotia, and Erin have cause 

For  blessing the day that united our laws. 

 

 Hearts of Oak etc. 

 

Divided we never could prosper again, 

But numbers together bear every strain; 

Then cheer up, my lads, all united be seen, 

And stand by the Union, our laws and the Queen. 

 

 Hearts of Oak etc. 

u 

 

140 The Clock at Westminster 

 

Toll, toll thou tongue of iron to the sky 

 Another day is dying; 

Clang from thine eerie in the tower high, 

Sounding the moments and the hours that fly, 

 Warning the world below thee sadly sighing! 

 



Toll for the wasted words spake in conclave 

 By sons unpatriotic; 

Toll, thou, for those who roar and rant and rave, 

Scorning the actions of the bright and brave, 

 Mumming in puerile manners idiotic! 

 

Toll, for the loss of those the good and true, 

 For mourning friends heart-broken; 

Toll, for the time the rebel order flew, 

Irishmen now all honour’s laws undo, 

 Murder with cruelty, this be the token! 

 

Ring in, thou iron tongue, a better day, 

 When men shall tricks be scorning; 

Ceasing as low buffoons at law to play, 

Bringing us peace instead of noisy fray, 

 Giving to all our land a brighter morning! 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 



141 Take Him Away 

Take him away, the Grand Old Man, 

Many a year he’s fought in the van; 

Every dog must have his day, 

Take him away, do take him away! 

 

All can admire a beautiful horse 

Sweeping along in its striding course; 

Old age comes, and there comes a day, 

Friends and foes cry, ‚take him away!‛ 

 

Orator great was he in his might, 

Hardly surpassed by plain John Bright; 

Now he has nothing but twaddle to say, 

‚Mercy upon us, do take him away!‛ 

 

As Chancellor once, he sang a fine song, 

Now his arithmetic’s woefully wrong; 

Fearfully now out of tune is his lay, 

Poor old fellow, do ‚take him away!‛ 

 

Take him away ere the fame he’s won 

Dies and sinks in a mist like the sun; 

While we remember his halcyon days, 



Can’t t’other old gentleman take him away? 

 

u 

 

142 The Battle of Bunkum 

(By the Shade of the Poet Wordsworth) 

 

It was a winter’s evening, 

 Old William’s work was done, 

And he was sorting chips of wood, 

 Assisted by his son; 

When hailed him, their chief by name 

A dismal deputation came. 

 

Wrapt neatly in the Daily News, 

 They brought him something queer, 

That they could hardly understand; 

 And in their doubt and fear, 

They came to ask what they had found 

Engraved with many figures round. 

 

Old William took it from the mob, 

 Who stood dejected by, 

‘Tis one of courses three, he said, 



 And winked his wicked eye; 

‚It is the famous Poll,‛ said he, 

‚That tells our Moral Victory!‛ 

 

‚It was the Tories,‛ William said, 

 ‚Who put us all to rout, 

Though all the world that’s civilised 

 Was with us without doubt; 

And so, of course, you see, says he 

It was a Moral Victory. 

 

‚Oh! dear, it is a shocking sight, 

 Now that the battle’s o’er, 

That you and I in sorry plight, 

 Should feel so very sore, 

But things like this, you know must be 

After a Moral Victory. 

 

‚Great praise the Lord of Salisbury won, 

 And Bomba Balfour, too; 

But oh! it is a wicked thing 

 To treat me as they do; 

But still I feel with inward glee 

It was a Moral Victory.‛ 

 



‚But what good comes of all you do?‛ 

 The deputation said, 

And when will all your words be true – 

 The old man shook his head; 

‚Alas! I cannot tell,‛ said he, 

‚But ‘twas a Moral Victory.‛ 

 

u 

 

143 The Lost Honour of Erin 

There’s a pain at your heart, O Erin, 

 A cloud on your once fair fame, 

And every breeze o’er the sounding seas 

 Sings sad of a tarnished name. 

 

Oh! it’s where are your sons, fair Erin? 

 The foremost in fight to fall, 

When the clarion rang and the poet sang, 

 And heroes obeyed your call. 

 

Though their bodies are cold, O Erin, 

 Their memories still should glow, 

And point the bright way, to the dazzling day, 

 Succeeding dark years of woe! 



 

But it’s not so, alas! false Erin 

 The leaders you choose to-day, 

Not generous and bright, and noble in fight, 

 But branded as cowards they! 

 

Though the Old Man shrieks, O Erin! 

 He never your cause will win, 

While your country is sold for Columbia’s gold, 

 To keep you in shame and sin! 

 

Oh! the dew on the shamrock, Erin! 

 Than your honour was not less bright; 

Then rally once more, ‘neath the flag you bore, 

 Ere crime had o’ercome the right! 

 

And be men once again, O Erin! 

 From murderers cleanse your shore; 

Let the leaf so green with the rose be seen, 

 And Honour be thine once more! 

 

u 

 

 

 



144 A Lay of the Land League 

The Land League came down like a wolf on the fold, 

And its pockets they teemed with American gold, 

And the people who once were so gallant and free, 

To the Plan of Campaign are all slaves forced to be! 

 

And the braggarts are bold in the Island of Green, 

And boast that in dungeons they all would be seen. 

When the prison doors open and welcome them in, 

They change their great minds, and to whimper begin! 

 

When the Spirit of Law spreads his wings on the blast, 

They shriek that in fetters and chains they’ll be cast; 

But the eyes of the keepers soon give them a chill, 

And these heroes proclaim, they are fearfully ill! 

 

Lo! these are the men with deceit on each tongue, 

Who would lead the bright land from which Wellington 
sprung, 

To these pitiful cowards, all splutter and phlegm, 

Yea! the Radicals wish to hand Ulster to them! 

 

As they utter their stories distorted and vile, 

Their hearts beating fainter may last for a while; 

But they soon will be silent ‘neath Balfour’s firm hand, 



Unblown their own trumpets throughout the whole land. 

 

And Gladstone and Morley are loud in their wail, 

And the ‚martyrs‛ in prison are begging for bail? 

And the might of the Land League ere long will lie low, 

And the hopes of the rebels be melted like snow. 

 

u 

 

145 More Than Seven 

I met a simple looking man, 

 He was eighty odd, he said; 

His collards were in many a curl, 

 And twisted round his head. 

 

He had a mighty mystic air, 

 In Cheviot tweed was clad; 

And with an axe he cut his hair – 

 I knew he must be mad. 

 

‚Upon one thing,‛ I said, ‚great man 

 Enlightened I would be.‛ 

‚I’m more than seven,‛ was all he said, 

 And wondering looked at me. 



 

‚For Ireland what is your cure? 

 Come tell it me old chap;‛ 

‚Of this,‛ he said, ‚you may be sure, 

 I’ll fall into no trap.‛ 

 

‚My two bills in the graveyard lie, 

 A sister and a brother; 

And still I talk and feel quite spry, 

 As if I had another.‛ 

 

‚Their graves are green, they may be seen 

 In Hawarden House hard by; 

And there I often post cards write 

 And by them often lie.‛ 

 

‚But what are your great plans?‛ I said, 

 He cast his eyes to heaven; 

And said, ‚Ah well, just ask Parnell, 

 For I am more than seven.‛ 

 

‚But all your mighty plans have failed 

 And reasons none you’ve given,‛ 

‚Twas throwing words away, for still 

The Grand Old Man would have his will, 



 And said, ‚I’m more than seven.‛ 

 

u 

 

146 The Union Jack 

To the tune of ‚Nancy Lee‛ 

 

 Oh, there’s a flag that all do know, 

  Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho, yo ho! 

 And we will not desert it, No! 

  Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho! 

In peace and war, it waves afar on shore and sea, 

In every land where Britons stand, their guide to be, 

And floats on high, where Britons die for Liberty! 

 Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho! 

 

 The Union Jack the Briton’s star shall be, 

 Yo, ho, it floats o’er land and sea, 

 The Union flag the Briton’s star shall be, 

 The flag the Briton’s star shall be! 

 

 Beneath its folds, when breezes blow, 

  Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho, yo ho! 

 We’ve fought and conquered every foe, 



  Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho! 

And true and bright, from morn till night, our flag we’ll see, 

To guard the lives of maids and wives, where e’re they be, 

And we will never let it now divided be, 

 Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho! 

 

 The Union Jack the Briton’s star shall be, etc. 

 

 The Radicals our flag in two would tear, 

  Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho, yo ho! 

 But let them touch it if they dare, 

  Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho! 

It’s loved alike by sweetheart, wife, and mates at sea, 

By those at home, and all who roam, where e’re they be, 

Then give a cheer for our flag so dear, and three times three, 

 Yo ho, lads, ho, yo ho! 

 

 The Union Jack the Briton’s star shall be, etc. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 



147 The Shamrock, Thistle & Rose 

To the tune of ‚The British Grenadiers‛ 

 

For liberty and life, boys, 

 Our fathers long ago, 

Have fought in bitter strife, boys, 

 When steams of blood did flow, 

‘Mid battle’s smoke and thunder, 

 They never turned their back, 

Shall we then rend asunder, 

 Our grand old Union Jack? 

 

 On the Shamrock, Thistle, and the Rose, 

  We’ll never turn our back, 

 Or the flag that led our fathers, 

  The grand old Union Jack! 

 

Though promises come thick, boys, 

 When e’re they want our votes, 

The radicals are quick, boys, 

 To sing to other notes; 

To sing another song, my boys, 

 Directly they are in, 

They care for nought so long, boys, 



 As our suffrages they win! 

 

 On the Shamrock etc. 

 

They talked so loud of ‚Peace,‛ boys, 

 But were so fond of Mars, 

They almost every year, boys, 

 They had some little wars. 

‚Reform‛ they had to leave to us, 

 Each cry did melt like wax, 

‚Retrenchment‛ meant but twopence more 

 Upon the Income Tax! 

 

 On the Shamrock etc. 

 

And what can Mr. Gladstone 

 With all his party do, 

But try to tear in pieces 

 Our old Red, White, and Blue? 

United we have always been 

 Against the Nation’s foes, 

United are, the Shamrock Green, 

 The Thistle, and the Rose. 

 

 On the Shamrock etc. 



148 Dear Morley! 

How blest is he who ne’er consents 

 In sinners’ ways to walk, 

Who always keeps ‚an open mind‛ 

 When men profanely talk. 

 

Who makes his perfect Gladstone law 

 His business and delight, 

Though often what he speaks by day 

 He contradicts at night. 

 

Says G., alas, I see my folly, 

 I find that Charles betrays, 

And thus I write to you, dear Morley 

 And blush for Charlie’s ways. 

 

Ungodly man! beneath my roof 

 Received by Mrs. G.; 

My Catherine! – oh! horrid thought, 

 Suppose it had been she? 

 

His guilt has nearly struck me dumb, 

 His name or mine erase! 

No formal hypocrite can e’er 



 ‘Mid Home Rule saints have place. 

 

And so, though I approve the ways 

 That in destruction end, 

From sinners save me, Morley dear 

 Oh, save me from my friend! 

 

L’Envoi 

[By the Bard] 

 

Thus spake the G.O.M. But who 

 Lies? Gladstone or Parnell? 

Or meddle-muddle Morley? Why, 

 I cannot, cannot tell! 

 

Who touches pitch must be defiled 

 As all can plainly see, 

God grant our native land may soon 

 From all such knaves be free. 

 

u 

 

 

 

 



149 Here’s to Our Cause 

To the tune of ‚Drink Puppy, Drink.‛ 

 

Here’s to our cause, to our Queen, and to our laws, 

 And here’s to the leader whome we follow, 

For as Unionists we fight for the truth and for the right, 

 Instead of making promises so hollow! 

 

  Then cheer, comrades, cheer, 

  And let everybody cheer, 

 Who’s old enough to shout or to holloa! 

 Separation’s not the plan for the British working man, 

 So three cheers for the Chief that we follow. 

 

Here’s to the man who will do the best he can 

 To bring together capital and labour, 

Here’s to the friend who will quickly make an end 

 Of strife ‘twixt everybody and his neighbour. 

 

  Then cheer, etc. 

 

Here’s to the Queen and to Ireland so green, 

 To England and to Scotland and to Wales, too, 

United may they be, in their home amid the sea, 



 And for ever stand the tempests and the gales too! 

 

  Then cheer, etc. 

 

Here’s to the party who shall have our votes so hearty, 

 True friends of the British working men, boys, 

And merrily we’ll shout when the Rads are put to rout, 

 By the Unionist again and again, boys! 

 

  Then cheer, etc. 

 

u 

 

150 January 1st, 1905 

Turn up your collar round your ears, 

 And don your best shoe leather, 

So keep you warm or keep you cold, 

 For it is wintry weather. 

 

There came a man named Chamberlain, 

 Who talked about the tariff, 

That soon his name was known to fame, 

 From London to Glengariff. 

 



He said Free Trade was not Free Trade, 

 Which sounded like a riddle, 

But Bannerman, he up and said 

 ‘Twas all a tarra-diddle. 

 

Let politicians pose and prate, 

 I’ll have roast goose for dinner, 

Let other geese go tariff mad, 

 I will as I’m a sinner. 

 

Turn up your collar round your ears, 

 And don your best shoe leather, 

So keep you warm or keep you cold, 

 For it is wintry weather! 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



151 Loud Roars the Gladstone Thunder 

To the tune of ‚Bay of Biscay‛ 

 

Loud roars the Gladstone thunder, 

 His speech a deluge showers, 

Of plans to rend asunder, 

 The land that shall be ours. 

  His ways are deep and dark, 

  To reason he’ll not hark, 

New tricks he’ll play both night and day, 

 In all his ways so risky oh! 

 

When War we saw around us, 

 And Gordon brave betrayed, 

High taxes did confound us 

 And ruin every trade. 

  To cling to slippery wiles 

  In most mysterious styles, 

Such tricks he’d play, from day to day, 

 In all his ways so risky oh! 

 

At length the wished-for morrow 

 Broke through old England’s sky, 

The Grand Old Man, in sorrow, 



 Bade Downing Street good bye. 

  The dismal wreck to view, 

  Divided son his crew, 

As he lay, at last at bay. 

 With his ways to risky oh! 

 

His firmest friends for ever 

 Now on him turn their back, 

They cry ‚We ne’er will sever 

 The grand old Union Jack.‛ 

  Good Government appears, 

  We hail it with three cheers, 

Then Vote for those who will oppose 

 This ‚Grand Old Man‛ so tricksy oh! 

 

u 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



152 The Unionists’ Song 

To the tune of ‚The Mermaid.‛ 

 

Don’t you think that the Radicals have meddled quite enough 

 With the Army and the Navy and the Church, 

With ‚three acres and a cow‛ they made a grand old row, 

 Then they left the British workman in the lurch, the 
lurch, the lurch. 

  They left the British workman in the lurch! 

 

  For Harcourt and John Morley now may roar 

  And the Grand Old Man may crow, 

 But we jolly Unionists will head the poll again, 

 And the Radicals will all be down below, below, below, 

  The Radicals will all be down below! 

 

For they promise this and that, and especially to Pat, 

 And glory in ‚obstruction‛ and a ‚scene,‛ 

They think that noise and jaw is the way to make good law, 

 But the honest British workman’s not so green, so green, 
so green, 

  The honest British workman’s not so green! 

 

  For Harcourt etc. 

 



While the Radicals are dealing out their promises so big, 

 All good reforms must go to the Wall, 

Then be Unionists, my lads, and leave Radicals their fads, 

 You’ll find it will be best for one and all, for one and all, 

  You’ll find it will be best for one and all. 

 

  For Harcourt etc. 
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153 A New Song to an Old Tune 

I’ll sing you a new song, 

 Of the ‚goings on‛ of late 

Of a grand old English humbug, sir, 

 Who’s quite gone off his pate; 

Who keeps his old tongue wagging 

 At a bountiful old rate, 

To tear asunder Ireland, 

 And laws, and Church and State; 

  Like a grand old English humbug, sir, 

  One of the present day! 

 

Although so old, he hangs around 

 With many a good ‚long bow,‛ 



And with an axe he’s often found 

 Engaged in cutting low; 

‘Tis there this worthy holds his state, 

 When deputations crowd 

To hear him of ‚injustice‛ prate 

 In accents long and loud, 

  This grand old English humbug, sir, 

  One of the present day! 

 

Three years ago brought frost and snow 

 Upon his party’s hopes, 

Though near four score he was in years, 

 He said he ‚knew the ropes.‛ 

Nor is the Irish Squanderer 

 Now driven from his hall, 

For though he sent them all to gaol, 

 He now forgets it all! 

  Like a grand old English humbug, sir, 

  One of the present day! 

 

Now time, though sweet, is strong in flight, 

 And years roll swiftly by, 

But still this grand old humbug, sir, 

 Harps on the same old cry. 

He looked about him tranquilly, 



 Expounds his latest lie; 

Oh! won’t we all sigh thankfully, 

 When we can say ‚good-bye!‛ 

  To this grand Old English humbug, sir, 

  One of the present day! 
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154 En Avant! 

Look to your armour, Conservatives all; 

 See your weapons are polished and bright. 

Steady, aye steady, prepare for the call, 

 Ready be ye for the storm and the fight. 

 

Slumber not in the day of success, 

 Rest not now on the laurels you’ve won, 

Onward still in the battle van press, 

 Deeds of daring are still to be done. 

 

While you so calmly rest on your oars, 

 Foes are busy with tricks and the wile, 

Luring the doubtful ones over in scores, 

 Spreading for ever their mischievous guile. 

 



These are the men that are never at ease, 

 Freedom and liberty mean but to them, 

Licence to pillage whatever they please, 

 Shall we arouse us this torrent to stem? 

 

Energy bright all around us we see, 

 Liberals holding the Union dear, 

Hands joined with ours, that we both thus may be, 

 Stronger the flag to our country to rear.  

 

Sinking all party, like Romans of old, 

 When once in danger beholding the State, 

We in our strength can rejoice and enfold, 

 All these true men in one unity great. 

 

Rouse then, Conservatives, rouse from your sleep! 

 Bring up the laggards and close up the files, 

Register, Register, votes we must keep, 

 If we would conquer the Radical wiles. 

 

Shoulder to shoulder, the peasant and peer, 

 Still with our Beaconsfield’s memory green, 

Rouse, lest ye lose all you hold the most dear, 

 Rouse, for your Country, your Church and your Queen. 

u 



155 Too Late 

We waited too long, and now again we wait 

Good news to hear. Still rind the words, ‚Too late‛ 

Lost are the promises so rashly made, 

All vanished since the mad Midlothian raid. 

Deserted see our gallant Gordon die 

See broken every friendly foreign tie! 

Thus is our England bow’d in saddest woe – 

On every side she sees a starting foe; 

Nor lost Khartoum, nor all we hold most dear, 

E’en seems to check his headlong down career. 
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156 The Progress of Anarchy 

After Shelley 

 

See, where Anarchy doth ride, 

Grim assassins at his side, 

Fiery torches in his train, 

Kindling grief and woe and pain! 

Over Irish land he goes, 

Life and honour are his foes; 



On his brow is writ this mark 

Flourish loathsome deeds and dark. 

 

And the Land League all around, 

With their trampling shake the ground, 

Drunk as with intoxication 

Of the wine of Desolation. 

What care they though thousands sicken, 

By the ‚no rent‛ outcry stricken? 

On their flag these words enrolled: 

‚Saxon blood and foreign gold.‛ 

 

Peasants, priests, a motley crowd, 

Heads to these base planners bowed, 

Whispering in anxious awe, 

‚Down with Order, Peace, and Law!‛ 

See fly past a maniac maid, 

And her name was Hope, she said, 

But she looked more like Despair, 

As fresh howlings rend the air! 

 

Still before that crowd she hies, 

Still to Irishmen she cries, 

‚When shall all these cease to be 

Murder, Fraud, and Anarchy?‛ 



We in England hear the cry, 

Where with good Lord Salisbury 

Balfour holds her out his hand, 

Helps to stay the lawless band. 

 

And one prayer goes up to Heaven 

For our sister island riven, 

And may every son of Britain 

Slumber not till they are smitten 

While the heart of Erin bleeds, 

By your votes and by your deeds, 

Each one help the powers that be 

Crushing out this Anarchy. 
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157 Patriotic Unionist Song 

Here’s to the flag that to us has descended, 

 Fight for it, lads, to the very last breath! 

Blood of our brothers its folds have defended, 

 Guard it from danger, dishonour, and death! 

Up with the flag which to Victory advances 

 Down with all those who would tear it in two; 

Long may it wave in each colour that glances, 



 Mingle the red with the white and the blue! 

 

 Shine o’er the bright and true, 

 Britain’s red, white, and blue, 

  Long as the cycle of ages may run; 

 City and hill and glen, 

 Send the shout back again, 

  England and Scotland and Ireland are one. 

 

Bravely our banner at Waterloo fluttered, 

 Proudly with Nelson it wave o’er the sea, 

Ring out the words in the battle he uttered, 

 ‚Duty!‛ each Englishman’s watchword should be; 

Unionists cheer, let them dare to dismember, 

 Liberty’s land and the dread of the world, 

Sooner our homes shall be burnt to an ember 

 Sooner we’ll die than our flag shall be furled! 

 

 Shine o’er the bright and true, etc. 
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158 King Parnell and the Grand Old Woodman 

See Alice in Wonderland 

 

The ‚uncrowned king‛ and ‚woodchopper‛ 

 Were walking down the Strand 

They wept like anything to see 

 The state of Paddyland. 

If we could only have Home Rule, 

 They say it would be grand! 

 

For seven years the Unionists 

 Will rule that country dear. 

‚Do you suppose,‛ the old man said, 

 ‚That we could get it clear?‛ 

‚I doubt it,‛ said the uncrowned king, 

 And shed a bitter tear. 

 

‚If we had but a three years’ Act, 

 Elections there would be; 

With Home Rulers the house be packed 

 Their leader would be me.‛ 

‚I doubt it,‛ said Parnell again, 

 ‚We might not quite agree!‛ 

 



‚The time has come, the old man said, 

 ‚To talk of many things – 

Of postcards, yarns, and income tax, 

 And salaries of kings, 

And if I am an angel, 

 Why, I haven’t any wings.‛ 

 

‚Of disestablishment in Wales, 

 Of Scottish Home Rule, too.‛ 

‚Oh! Botheration,‛ said Parnell, 

 ‚You’ll talk till all is blue, 

What have you done for Ireland, 

 What are you going to do?‛ 

 

‚I weep for you,‛ the old man said, 

 ‚I deeply sympathise, 

I’ve many grand and generous schemes, 

 All of the largest size.‛ 

‚Your friendship,‛ said the uncrowned one, 

 ‚Of course, I highly prize.‛ 

 

‚But Mr. G., my native land 

 Grows calmer every day. 

It’s grievance here and outrage there 

 The Parnellites that pay.‛ 



‚Trust me,‛ the old man cried, said P. – 

 ‚Thank you so much – good day!‛ 
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159 Peace with Honour 

England and Portugal, January 1890 

 

Peace, with a dignity so calm, so sure, 

 Britannia sends her mandates to the world, 

Content within herself to rest secure, 

  Her flag unfurled. 

Defends the right, if come the avenging hour, 

The dread and terror of each hostile power. 

 

Now always thus; in recent years, alas! 

 We saw it trampled by the savage Boer; 

We saw it triumph in the Kyber Pass, 

  ‘Midst cannons’ roar. 

And then we saw it lowered in disgrace, 

The Russian Eagle soaring in its place. 

 

Then were apologies to Austria sent, 

 And wars and rumours filled the darkened air? 



Thus was the red of St. George’s rent 

  In deep despair. 

And still these traitors would in pieces drag, 

And separate our glorious Union flag. 

 

Peace! and our England ruler of the waves, 

 As she has been, and ever will again, 

While still our flag o’er mighty heroes graves 

  Flies at the main. 

And Salisbury rules; no power shall intervene 

To wreck our homes, our country and our Queen! 
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160 Lord Salisbury 

Now glory to Lord Salisbury, the Premier of the Land 

Who fights for truth and justice with his firm, united hand 

Who cares not for the senseless gibes and low, unceasing jeers, 

But shows a steady front, and high among his country’s peers, 

Who makes the name of Britain flash like precious diamond 
bright 

Among the nations of the world in grand resplendent light! 

Rejoice, all ye who look upon our native land with joy, 

For broken are the ranks of those who would her walls annoy. 



 

Hurrah! Hurrah! for Salisbury and all his henchmen true, 

Who’re fighting for the Union flag – the old red, white, and 
blue, 

Oh! how our hearts have bled to hear of all the murders vile 

Which, ‘neath the league of rebels have befouled the sister isle; 

Egged on by foreign citizens, and backed by foreign gold, 

No mercy have they showed upon the young or on the old, 

There rides the brood of Land Leaguers, the curse of all the 
land, 

And dark Parnell in in their midst, false William at his hand; 

 

And as we look on them, we thank of that empurples flood 

That flowed from Burke to Cavendish, left lying in their blood. 

And then we look on Salisbury, our bright and guiding star, 

The trusted one of Unionists, in friendship or in war! 

Oh! maidens of fair Erin, and oh! ye widows, too, 

Who weep within the churchyard, ‘neath the cypress and the 
yew, 

For those show down in cowardice, laid in an early tomb, 

The rainbow bright of Hope shall now your darkened days il-
lume; 

 

With Salisbury’s help we’ll do our best, your sufferings to allay, 

We do not talk of vengeance, for they are brothers all; 

But down with every foreign gang who pray for Britain’s fall! 



And glory to the Union be of heart and hearth and hand, 

And glory to Lord Salisbury, the premier of the land! 
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161 England 

January, 1980 

[The editor would like to add that this is not the date that this 
poem was written, but the year in which this poem is set.] 

 

The ghost of Christmas-long-ago revisited this shore, 

That he might make some purchases in many a shop and store, 

A ghostly carpet-bag so big he carried in his hand, 

To hold some Christmas presents for the sprites of spectre land. 

He looked at various articles in window and in door, 

But each, to his surprise, a curious sort of legend bore. 

 

Some real English goods he’d buy, alas he sought in vain 

For these were made in Germany, and those were made in 
Spain, 

And such and such he found were Dutch, it made him look 
askance, 

And these were Scandinavian, and the rest were made in France. 

Some English beef or English beer he said would suit his plan, 

But the beer was all Bavarian, the beef American. 



 

Some English wheat and apples sweet, he thought, there’d sure-
ly be, 

But he found these simple articles came also o’er the sea. 

Then over all the country wide he cast his searching eye, 

Saw Poverty and Anarchy were arm-in-arm close by; 

Saw capital embarking for a lengthened foreign trip, 

While trade and commerce hastened by to give our shores the 
slip. 

 

And demagogues were shouting loud for workmen work to 
cease, 

Till they had all got everything exactly as they please. 

Down with all masters; we will have, they said, just what we 
like, 

Though foreign workmen fortunes make while ours are on the 
strike. 

Down with the landlords, down with the law, no taxes, pay no 
rent! 

Then did that ghost retrace his steps, and sadly as he went – 

 

He met a ragged man, who once a farmer rich had been, 

And he asked him in an awe-struck tone, ‚What did these 
changes mean.‛ 

‚Well,‛ said the ancient man, ‚Some call it ‘silent revolution,’ 

And there is one who says that it is only ‘devolution;’ 

But every one with common sense, to speak who’s not afraid, 



Agrees that it is brought about by ‘glorious Free Trade.’‛ 

 

And agitators, backed by those who ought to know much bet-
ter, 

And forging for old England now a heavy, cruel fetter, 

And what will be the end of it, I really do not know 

‚Lord help these foolish people all,‛ said Christmas-long-ago. 
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162 A Misadventure at Westminster 

By Mr. John Bull. 

 

‘Twas at Westminster last summer, and the holidays were near, 

I heard a little vulgar boy, whose speech was very queer; 

The lines upon his ‚downy cheek‛ spoke anything but joy, 

‚Whatever do you mean,‛ I said, ‚You vulgar little boy?‛ 

‚Hark, don’t you hear the clock up there, Big Ben, is striking 
one, 

And all the little Irish boys have finished making fun, 

Run home with little Herbert, it’s quite time to hide your face, 

It’s very wrong for parties so to cry about the place.‛ 

The teardrop in his leary eye again began to spring, 

And he began to spout away, to spout like anything, 



And thus I heard him murmur, with a pitiful grimace, 

‚I haven’t got no ‘Party,’ and I haven’t got no place.‛ 

 

‚My politics are quite at sea, my Party’s dead and gone, 

And I am here; it’s quite a year since I was left alone. 

There’s Hartington, and dear John Bright, who was my cher-
ished joy, 

And then Parnell is such a sell‛ – he was a vulgar boy! 

‚I thought that, if his part I took, the ‘masses’ all would vote, 

And hail me as their Premier (Oh, the postcards that I wrote); 

But, save a bye-election, there’s been nought to cheer my heart. 

Oh! isn’t it extremely hard with friends like this to part?‛ 

I thought so, but I cheered him up, and took him home to see 

My landlady, Britannia – I call her Mrs. B. 

But Mrs. B. was very cross, she made a little noise, 

And said that she was quite worn out by verbose little boys. 

 

So I went out to look about, and see what I could do, 

When I came back – oh! what a sight it was that met my view. 

I could not find my ‚Honesty,‛ I looked but could not see 

Britannia’s honour, but instead some Irish policy! 

My figure of a lion once in wrath his tail would wag, 

But now upon the mantelshelf it feebly seemed to lag; 

My Union Jack and all the laws that honest men employ 

Were lying torn to pieces there, all by that verbose boy! 



 

*            *            *            *            *             

 

I’m glad to say my chattels now are safe in Salisbury’s keep, 

And Smith and Balfour watch my wares, and never go to sleep; 

But there are some who never cease their neighbours to annoy, 

And foremost with Parnell you’ll see that verbose little boy! 

 

u 

 

The End 


