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NAFL##A Psalm of Life
—4E#H AL —--What the Heart of the Young Man

1] %% (Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)# 1

Xk # W )IE Said to the Psalmist

ANEFMAH UL Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
N —%)% 1 7 "Life is but an empty dream!"

S 2 TS 46X, For the soul is dead that slumbers,
HYHHAFISAE AR . And things are not what they seem.

NAREDIN L NERIAEN ! Life is real! Life is earnest!

THIETE A ETEIG And the grave is notiits goal;

“PRASEAR L, AT 421", "Dustthou art, to dust returnest,”

OEARINGE, AEIRRB. Was not spoken of the soul.

P 1 E 1) B ARFIIE 2 Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

AHEEEIR, BAEZT: Is our destined end or way;

MAT3h, 1EANHH K Butto act, that each to-morrow

HHRA K, B L. Finds us further than to-day.

BEFTS, Wt ki Artis long, and Time is fleeting,

XLy, HIRTIELESE, And our hearts, though stout and brave,

Qi SR T, Still, like muffled drums, are beating
“FMF, A%, Funeral marches to the grave.

TEIX T A7 1, In the world's broad field of battle,

X NAELRIEDK T In the bivouac of Life,
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Szl NIKSE M %, Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

B — AN YEHE L Be a hero in the strife!

MRSk, NEEZMEA! Trustno Future, howe'er pleasant!
HECHERIT F Kk AEZE ! Letthe dead Past bury its dead!

T — — 2544 KR! Act-—actin the living Present!
ey, ER7Edk ! Heartwithin, and God o'erhead!
A THERFAT:  Lives of great men all remind us
JATRES TR 4F w5 i, We can make our lives sublime,

T 2485 BN I {%,  And, departing, leave behind us

B R EIENLER ) (1975 ;. Footprints on the sands of time;

B VFFRAT 145 — N b 5 Footprints, that perhaps another,
WUATAE ™R N2E Ki#,  Sailing o'er life's solemn main,
YT, A48 %), Aforlorn and shipwrecked brother,
S FIX IR K . Seeing, shall take heart again.
W4, LIATERITEHE, Letus, then, be up and doing,
ST A #ECT-1H#; - With a heart for any fate;

R, RirhissR,  Still achieving, still pursuing

g g, 43445, Learn to labor and to wait.

A

(X EChildrentii 2 hzedt, o SIEMFIH A Aiitk. D

RPGXHL, W, AT
PRI G 1 7

UGS IRPOT
USRS

FEARNTHOT 435

[EIPNIGN

ARHLIGERABLE, QeI
R

AT RS i,
PRATHE B AT KRR,
MR AL HZ R,

HITG -

W, BARAT,

5 £ ERE?
TATHE ARG (1 BRSO R IR
P

AR A s

U NI Ko

HAlEATH RS 2R
A A, ——

AT T
FREZEMT 2 L

RO H IR SMEIE N E
Y] LYIRE R o

RIRIXE, W, AL

PR 55,

RATIIRI R, AR5 LXK,
RILE k-

AT 1
TATFA ) A,
TEARMTZ LIS T
305/

PRATERL VIR iR s ,
NFREE LRI T
MARATTHE 5 (KPR
MR

Children
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Come to me, O ye[1] children!

Farlhaarvan atuanir nlav
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LUl sar yuu atyuur piay,
And the questions that perplexed me
Have vanished quite away.

Ye open the eastern windows,

That look towards the sun,

Where thoughts are singing swallows
And the brooks of morning run.

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine,
In your thoughts the brooklet's flow,

Butin mine is the wind of Autumn

And the first fall of the snow.

Ah!'what would the world be to us

If the children were no more?

We should dread the desert behind us
Worse than the dark before.

What the leaves are to the forest,
With light and air for food,

Ere[2] their sweet and tender juices
Have been hardened into wood, --

That to the world are children;
Through them it feels the glow
Of a brighter and sunnier climate
Than reaches the trunks below.

Come to me, O ye children!

And whisper in my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing
In your sunny atmosphere.

For what are all our contrivings|[3],
And the wisdom of our books,

When compared with your caresses,
And the gladness of your looks?

Ye are better than all the ballads
That ever were sung or said;
For ye are living poems,

And all the rest are dead.

Nature

&

——Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

As a fond mother, when the day is o'er,
B E R BEE, FERERRIGZ b

Leads by the hand her little child to bed,
LI FIL, dh L RECE

Half willing, half reluctant to be led,

R GRS UL SR LT

And leave his broken playthings on the floor,
AR R S 14

Still gazing at them through the open door,
FEIR I B R

Nor wholly reassured and comforted

R AR EHIY,

By promises of others in their stead,
EBRATEAL, AR —

Which, though more splendid, may not please him more;
AROE b BF, ARE R E K

So nature deals with us, and takes away
AR U,

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand
BRI TR — AL,

Leads us to rest so gently, that we go
FHETF, BTN,

Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,
TR#EMET, AmEESR.

Being too full of sleep to understand

W 5k fE

How far the unknown transcends the what we know.
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i F1# THE ARROW AND THE SONG

2 H & Ishotan arrow into the air,
B FH [ It fell to earth,
ANHIZEAT 77 | knew not where;
[RIN'E RAFH 43095 For, so swiftly it flew, the sight
MR F7¥RA FE (1765 Could not follow itin its flight.
1A 32 #K | breathed a song into the air,
E% ML It fell to earth,
ANFITEAT )7 1 knew not where;
R AHER IR 7725718 4 22318 4 58 For who has sight so keen and strong,
W LLERAE FHIFS Y 6 4% Thatit can follow the flight of song?
RAMRALLE  Long, long afterward, in an oak
AL BRAGHG 4RF] 1 HSCH 1 found the arrow,
#eATHiT still unbroke;
TR Ak And the song,
MEJE  from beginning to end,
LRI 1 found again in the heart of a friend

SAIALE VOGE
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Snow Flakes
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Out of the bosom of the Air,

Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken,
Over the woodlands brown and bare,

Over the harvest-fields forsaken,

Silent, and soft, and slow

Descends the snow.

Even as our cloudy fancies take

Suddenly shape in some divine expression,
Even as the troubled heart doth make

In the white countenance confession,

The troubled sky reveals

The griefit feels.

This is the poem of the Air,

Slowly in silent syllables recorded;
This is the secret of despair,

Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded,
Now whispered and revealed

To wood and field.
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HYMN TO THE NIGHT

I heard the trailing germents of the Night
Sweep through her marble halls!

| saw her sable skirts all fringed with light
From the celestial Walls!

| felt her presence, by its spell of might
Stoop o'er me from above;

The calm, majestic presence of the Night,
As of the one | love.

| heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,
The manifold, soft chimes,

That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,
Like some old poet's rhymes.

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air

My spirit drank repose;

The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,—
From those deep cisterns flows.

O holy Night! from thee | learn to bear
What man has borne before!

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,
And they complain no more.

Peace! Peace! Orestes-like | breathe this prayer!
Descend with broad-winged flight,

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,
The best-beloved Night!
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The Rainy Day

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

The vine still clings to the moldering wall,
But at every gust the dead leaves fall,
And the day is dark and dreary.

My life is cold and dark and dreary;

It rains and the wind is never weary;

My though still cling to the moldering past,
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,
And the days are dark and dreary.

Be still, sad heart! And cease repining;
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;
Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.

2012-05-02 10:42:02 2 i =15 5 Bl (S20E F2H N 3L(5 k%5 5 :sahajasz.)

H#iJ1)E % MY LOST YOUTH

IBFET 9 I R PRAE,  Often I think of the beautiful town
CLHETEAE K s Thatis seated by the sea ;

2, RPEAREST T2, Often in thought go up and down
e Z 4 Fok4t, The pleasant streets of that dear old town,
feHR Sl 1] 7 4R/ I 56, And my youth comes back to me.

— T )R ) RF4) And a verse of a Lapland song
—HAFRICIZ M Is haunting my memory still :

“TET IR XU, " A boy's will is the wind's will,
HARMBAE &K A, ” And the thoughts of youth are long, long

thoughts."

B WAET MM AT, 1can see the shadowy lines of its trees,
B2 ZILEI NN % And cateh, in sudden gleams,

L7 I AL )#E: The sheen of the far-surrounding seas.
WS, FLEALHIUAIEL,  And islands that were the Hesperides
/NI EE S Z 0454 L Of all my boyish dreams.

e Z Bk 4 And the burden of that old song.
WEIHTE HA I R CIE: It murmurs and whispers still :
‘TR S KR, " A boy's will is the wind's will.
HHENBAEREKFE-. " And the thoiights of youth are long, long

thoughts.

"L RS A S, | remember the black wharves and the slips,

W RIS EFRIENY; And the sea-tides tossing free ;

WA P PE 4 KT, And Spanish sailors with bearded lips.
—fEREAAN (LR 4%, And the beauty and mystery of the ships.
PEFERIEE N /1. And the magic of the sea.

L E AL 4k And the voice of that wayward song

3R TEH0 O S F:  Is singing and saying still :

“E BRI, " Aboy's will is the wind's will,
AR RS KR . 7 And the thoughts of youth are long, long

thoughts."

RACASE ERIBif T3, 1 remember the bulwarks by the shore,
ek S UAHME ;. And the fort upon the hill ;
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H L, KJaREERE &M, The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,

PR AR, The drum-beat repeated o'er and o'er.

SMAWE AR ZE. And the bugle wild and shrill.

TR AR 4445 111 And the music of that old song

AR SNTER 0 5k: Throbs in my memory still :

TR REE, " Aboy's will is the wind's will.

HHEMIBERE KBS, " And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

BB UG AT, 1 remember the sea-fight far away,

J RS AR % How itthundered o'er the tide !

WK, FESCr424,  And the dead captains, as they lay

i 50 7 B (175 75— In their graves, o'erlooking the tranquil bay

AL A 15 SE YD 17 Where they iu battle died.

TRZE LR A EI ), And the sound of that mournful song

S P R0 5 Goes through me with a thrill

TR R, " Aboy's will is the wind's will,

TR BRI K 3848 . And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

BB WKL MATESE, | can see the breezy dome of groves,

RIS BRI AP ;  The shadows of Deering's Woods ;

IHH A, F4ERZ5H And the friendships old and the early loves

Pz dp i i el 380 B, Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves

S UK A LY ASY . In quiet neighborhoods.

Aty % Rk 1132 77 41) And the verse of that sweet old song.

FTEARIE, TR A1T:  Itflutters and murmurs still ©

TR EE RS, " Aboy's will is the wind's will.

TR RS K 4. " And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

PALFLLL 2L ME R | remember the gleams and glooms that dart

AR IR E MR 0 R Across the school-boy's brain ;

ALK S R ER 2R The song and the silence in the heart,

HIL TS, B4 L4 Thatin part are prophecies, and in part

FEAT G e (Wit t . Are longings wild and vain.

WEI,  FSEARASE (AR And the voice of that fitful song

IAEES, BALAT#E:  Sings on, and is never still :

IR N, " Aboy's will is the wind's will.

WGBS K IE4 . " And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

R 2R K There are things of which | may not speak ;

4 —LeiE SR AN RENIYR:  There are dreams that cannot die ;

ARk, fOF R4, There are thoughts that make the strong heart
weak.

EXUHIK e, & 4, And bring a pallor into the cheek.

FEPHR AR, =% Eil% . And a mist before the eye.

HAEIAVEREKGR 415 And the words of that fatal song

—AEEEFIF Y . Come over me like a chill :

R R EE, " Aboy's will is the wind's will,

HRERBAE LK FER . " And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

LI EIGIXFEZ R I,  Strange to me now are the forms | meet

MR 5 R 2 X fFE2E:  When | visit the dear old town ;

Hik 2 192 M4,  Butthe native air is pure and sweet,

SRR W52, And the trees that o'ershadow each well-known
street,

P R EBAN A1, As they balance up and down.

HRAENEH ) N B, Are singing the beautiful song,

ARSI, 275 mk:  Are sighing and whispering still :

“fEF IR XL, " A boy's will is the wind's will,

TR B AL &K (13848 . ” And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

WHEUH T IR,  And Deering's Woods are fresh and fair,
LA HE KFF;  And with joy that is almost pain
PIEFRMA WM AR ; My heart goes back to wander there,

M——E R 455 HAS ., And among the dreams of the days that were,
RN R T HEE WA 1find my lost youth again.

W MIEAE S Hh IS IE And tlie strange and beautiful song.

TRE3 51 L SEWITFAT:  The groves are repeating it still
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LIRS, " A boy's will is the wind's will,
HRIEBEE LK KB, And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts."

SATATE VA
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| stood on the bridge at midnight,
As the clocks were striking the hour,
And the moon rose o'er the city,
Behind the dark church-tower.

| saw her bright reflection
In the waters under me,
Like a golden goblet falling
And sinking into the sea.

SATATE VA
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1% IR [#] Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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The Children's Hour
Between the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,
Comes a pause in the day's occupations,
Thatis known as the Children's Hour.
I hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet,
Tho sound of a door thatis opened,
And voices soft and sweet.
From my study | see in the lamplight,
Descending the broad hall stair,
Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,
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And Edith with golden hair.
A whisper, and then a silence:
Yet | know by their merry eyes
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.
A sudden rush from the stairway,
A sudden raid from the hall!
By three doors left unguarded
They enter my castle wall!
They climb up into my turret
O'er the arms and back of my chair;
If I try to escape, they surround me;
They seem to be everywhere.
They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms about me entwine,
Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!
Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old mustache as | am
Is not a match for you all!
I have you fastin my fortress,
And will not let you depart,
But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.
And there will | keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day,
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,
And moulder in dust away!
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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i Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Daybreak
A wind came up out of the sea,
And said, "O mists, make room for me."
It hailed the ships, and cried, "Sail on,
Ye mariners, the nightis gone."
And hurried landward far away,
Crying, "Awake! itis the day."
It said unto the forest, "Shout!
Hang all your leafy banners out!"
It touched the wood-bird's folded wing,
And said, "O bird, awake and sing!"
And o'er the farms, "O chanticleer,
Your clarion blow; the day is near."
It whispered to the fields of corn,
"Bow down, and hail the coming morn."
It shouted through the belfry-tower,
"Awake, O bell! proclaim the hour."
It crossed the churchyard with a sigh,
And said, "Not yet! in quiet lie."

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A
The Poets

by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

O ye dead Poets, who are living still
Immortal in your verse, though life be fled,
And ye, O living Poets, who are dead
Though ye are living, if neglect can kill,
Tell me ifin the darkest hours of ill,

With drops of anguish falling fast and red
From the sharp crown of thorns upon your head
Ye were not glad your errand to fulfill?

Yes; for the gift and ministry of Song

Have something in them so divinely sweet,
It can assuage the bitterness of wrong;
Not in the clamour of the crowded street,
Notin the shouts and plaudits of the throng,
Butin ourselves, are triumph and defeat.
HIMEENIET , AEWEE
TEARAF R R, B A AN

AR NG, MBS

RE&—RBmTr, WAz

T URIRIEIREAS 2 I i

T e R

R (1 A R3S S B
FETEBLARAN TG AL AR 2
T, AR HS R AT R i

FEER S P N2 1 ™

A BE SR AL HE S R
HASRES 2T P )
ANBEHERR AT HIARRT: B gy

ELAE B 2 3RAT T S IR B

SAIALE VOGE
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Christmas Bells
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

| heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet

The words repeat

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom

Had rolled along

The unbroken song

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Till, ringing, singing on its way,

The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime

A chant sublime

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then from each black accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound

The carols drowned

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Iltwas as if an earthquake rent

The hearth-stones of a continent,
And made forlorn

The households born

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And in despair | bowed my head;
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"There is no peace on earth," | said;
"For hate is strong,

And mocks the song

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
"God is not dead; nor doth he sleep!

The Wrong shall fail,

The Right prevail,

With peace on earth, good-will to men!"
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The sea awoke at midnight from its sleep,
And round the pebbly beaches far and wide
| heard the first wave of the rising tide
Rush onward with uninterrupted sweep;
A voice out of the silence of the deep,

A sound mysteriously multiplied

As of a cataract from the mountain's side,
Or roar of winds upon a wooded steep.
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So comes to us at times, from the unknown
And inaccessible solitudes of being,

The rushing of the sea-tides of the soul;
And inspirations, that we deem our own,
Are some divine foreshadowing and foreseeing
Of things beyond our reason or control.
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God's-Acre
| like that ancient Saxon phrase, which calls
The burial-ground God's-Acre! It is just;
It consecrates each grave within its walls,
And breathes a benison o'er the sleeping dust.
God's-Acre! Yes, that blessed name imparts
Comfort to those who in the grave have sown
The seed thatthey had garnered in their hearts,
Their bread of life, alas! no more their own.
Into its furrows shall we all be cast,
In the sure faith, that we shall rise again
Atthe great harvest, when the archangel's blast
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chaff and grain.
Then shall the good stand in immortal bloom,
In the fair gardens of that second birth;
And each bright blossom mingle its perfume
With that of flowers, which never bloomed on earth.
With thy rude ploughshare, Death, turn up the sod,
And spread the furrow for the seed we sow;
This is the field and Acre of our God,
This is the place where human harvests grow!
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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King Robert of Sicily

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane

And Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine,
Apparelled in magificent attire,

With retinue of many a knight and squire,

On St. John's eve, at vespers, proudly sat
And heard the priests chant the Magnificat.
And as he listened, o'er and o'er again
Repeated, like a burden or refrain,

He caught the words, "Deposuit potentes

De sede, et exaltavit humiles;"

And slowly lifting up his kingly head

He to a learned clerk beside him said,

"What mean these words?" The clerk made answer meet,
"He has put down the mighty from their seat,
And has exalted them of low degree."
Thereat King Robert muttered scornfully,
"'Tis well that such seditious words are sung
Only by priests and in the Latin tongue;

For unto priests and people be it known,
There is no power can push me from my throne!"
And leaning back, he yawned and fell asleep,
Lulled by the chant monotonous and deep.

When he awoke, it was already night;

The church was empty, and there was no light,
Save where the lamps, that glimmered few and faint,
Lighted a little space before some saint.

He started from his seat and gazed around,

But saw no living thing and heard no sound.

He groped towards the door, but it was locked;
He cried aloud, and listened, and then knocked,
And uttered awful threatenings and complaints,
And imprecations upon men and saints.

The sounds reechoed from the roof and walls
As if dead priests were laughing in their stalls.

At length the sexton, hearing from without

The tumult of the knocking and the shout,

And thinking thieves were in the house of prayer,
Came with his lantern, asking, "Who is there?"
Half choked with rage, King Robert fiercely said:
"Open: 'tis |, the King! Art thou afraid?"

The frightened sexton, muttering, with a curse,
"This is some drunken vagabond, or worse!"
Turned the great key and flung the portal wide;
And man rushed by him at a single stride,
Haggard, half naked, without hat or cloak,

Who neither turned, nor looked at him, nor spoke,
But leaped into the blackness of the night,

And vanished like a spectre from his sight.

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane

And Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine,

Despoiled of his magnificent attire,

Bareheaded, breathless, and besprent with mire,
With sense of wrong and outrage desperate,
Strode on and thundered at the palace gate;
Rushed through the courtyard, thrusting in his rage
To right and left each seneschal and page,

And hurried up the broad and sounding stair,
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His white face ghastly in the torches' glare.

From hall to hall he passed with breathless speed;
Voices and cries he heard, but did not heed,

Until atlast he reached the banquet-room,

Blazed with light, and breathing with perfume.

There on the dais sat another king,

Wearing his robes, his crown, his signet-ring,
King Robert's self in features, form, and height,
But all transfigured with angelic light!

It was an Angel; and his presence there

With a divine effulgence filled the air,

An exaltation, piercing the disguise,

Though none the hidden Angel recognize.

A moment speechless, motionless, amazed,

The throneless monarch on the Angel gazed,

Who met his look of anger and surprise

With the divine compassion of his eyes;

Then said, "Who art thou? and why com'st thou here?"
To which King Robert answered with a sneer,

"I'am the King, and come to claim my own

From an impostor, who usurps my throne!"

And suddenly, at these audacious words,

Up sprang the angry guests, and drew their swords;
The Angel answered, with unruffled brow,

"Nay, not the King, but the King's Jester, thou
Henceforth shalt wear the bells and scalloped cape,
And for thy counsellor shaltlead an ape;

Thou shalt obey my sevants when they call,

And wait upon my benchmen in the hall!"

Deafto King Robert's threats and cries and prayers,
They thrust him from the hall and down the stairs;

A group of tittering pages ran before,

And as they opened wide the folding-door,

His heart failed, for he heard, with strange alarms,
The boisterous laughter of the men-at-arms,

And all the vaulted chamber roar and ring

With the mock plaudits of "Long live the King!"

Next morning, waking with the day's first beam,
He said within himself, "It was a dream!"

But the straw rustled as he turned his head,
There were the cap and bells beside his bed,
Around him rose the bare, discolored walls,
Close by, the steeds were champing in their stalls,
And in the corner, a revolting shape,

Shivering and chattering sat the wretched ape.

It was no dream; the world he loved so much

Had turned to dust and ashes at his touch!

Days came and went; and now returned again
To Sicily the old Saturnian reign;

Under the Angel's governance benign

The happy island danced with corn and wine,
And deep within the mountain's burning breast
Enceladus, the giant, was at rest.

Meanwhile King Robert yielded to his fate,
Sullen and silent and disconsolate.

Dressed in the motley garb that Jesters wear,
With look bewildered and a vacant stare,

Close shaven above the ears, as monks are shorn,
By courtiers mocked, by pages laughed to scorn,
His only friend the ape, his only food

What others left—he still was unsubdued,

And when the Angel met him on his way,

And halfin earnest, halfin jest, would say,
Sternly, though tenderly, that he might feel

The velvet acabbard held a sword of steel,

"Art thou the King?" the passion of his woe

Burst from him in resistless overflow,
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And, lifting high his forehead, he would fling
The haughty answer back, "l am, | am the King!"

Almost three years were ended; when there came
Ambassadors of great repute and name

From Valmond, Emperor of Allemiane,

Unto King Robert, saying that Pope Urbane

By letter summoned them forthwith to come

On Holy Thursday to his city of Rome.

The Angel with great joy received his guests,
And gave them presents of embroidered vests,
And velvet mantles with rich ermine lined,

And rings and jewels of the rarest kind.

Then he departed with them o'er the sea

Into the lovely land of Italy,

Whose loveliness was more resplendent made
By the mere passing of that cavalcade,

With plumes, and cloaks, and housings, and the stir
Of jewelled bridle and of golden spur.

And lo! among the menials, in mock state,

Upon a piebald steed, with shambling gait,

His cloak of fox-tails flapping in the wind,

The solemn ape demurely perched behind,

King Robert rode, making huge merriment

In all the country towns through which they went.

The Pope received them with great pomp and blare
Of bannered trumpets, on Saint Peter's aquare,
Giving his benediction and embrace,

Fervent, and full of apostolic grace.

While with congratulations and with prayers

He entertained the Angel unaweres,

Robert, the Jester, bursting through the crowd,
Into their presence rushed, and cried aloud,

"I am the King! Look, and behold in me

Robert, your brother, King of Sicily!

This man, who wears my semblance to your eyes,
Is an impostor in a king's disguise.

Do you not know me? does no voice within
Answer my cry, and say we are akin?"

The Pope in silence, but with troubled mien,
Gazed at the Angel's countenance serene;

The Emperor, laughing, said, "ltis stange sport
To keep a madman for thy Fool at court!"

And the poor, baffled Jester in disgrace

Was hustled back among the populace.

In solemn state the Holy Week went by,

And Easter Sunday gleamed upon the sky;

The presence of the Angel, with its light,

Before the sun rose, made the city bright,

And with new fervor filled the hearts of men,
Who felt that Christindeed had risen again.
Even the Jester, on his bed of straw,

With haggard eyes the unwonted splendor saw,
He felt within a power unfelt before,

And, kneeling humbly on his chamber floor,

He heard the rushing garments of the Lord
Sweep through the silent air, ascending heavenward.

And now the visit ending, and once more
Valmond returning to the Danube's shore,
Homeward the Angel journeyed, and again
The land was made resplendent with his train,
Flashing along the towns of Italy

Unto Salerno, and from thence by sea.

And when once more within Palermo's wall,
And, seated on the throne in his great hall,
He heard the Angelus from convent towers,
And if the better world conversed with ours,
He beckoned to King Robert to draw nigher,
And with a gesture bade the rest retire;
When they were alone, the Angel said,
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"Art thou the King?" Then, bowing down his head,
King Robert crossed both hands upon his breast,
And meekly answered him: "Thou knowest best!
My sins as scarlet are; let me go hence,

And in some cloister's school of penitence,
Across those stones, that pave the way to heaven,
Walk barefoot, till my guilty soul be shriven!"

The Angel smiled, and from his radiant face

A holy lightillumined all the place,

And through the open window, loud and clear,
They heard the monks chantin the chapel near,
Above the stir and tumult of the street:

"He has put down the mighty of their seat,

And has exalted them of low degree!"

And through the chant a second melody

Rose like the throbbing of a single string:

"I'am an Angel, and thou art the King!"

King Robert, who who was standing near the throne,
Lifted his eyes, and lo! he was alone!

But all apparelled as in days of old,

With ermined mantle and with cloth of gold;

And when his courtiers came, they found him there
Kneeling upon the floor, absorbed in silent prayer.
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The Village Blacksmith

Under a spreading chestnut-tree
The village smithy stands:

The smith, a mighty man is he,
With large and sinewy hands;

And the museles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long,
His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,
He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes notany man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,
With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,
When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from school
Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing-floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,
And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,
He hears his daughter's voice,

Singing in the village choir,
And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother's voice,
Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,
Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,
Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done,
He earned a night's repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught!
Thus at the flaming forge of life

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

Each burning deed and thought.
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(A1) The Golden Sunset [J:] HiZh¥

S KB 8 1 — The golden sea its mirror spreads
BE{EIVLLI K1, Beneath the golden skies,
it b £ ¥ 23 A BJe K—28 — And but a narrow strip between
Fakak KMk, Ofland and shadow lies.
Wz HES, W8z A —The cloud-like rocks,the rock-like clouds
AW@#W&%J% Dissolved in glory float,

8 = AR Y317 2 1F]— And midway of the radiant flood,
/J\ﬂ-lélélﬁéhi&,ﬁlﬂu Hangs silently the boat.

KL A — K% —H%, The sea is butanother sky,

G5 5I0HESR, The sky a sea as well,

6 J L2 Fili i, MR /2 t5 K2 And which is earth and which is heaven,
HJILARRE 8. The eye can scarcely tell.

AR 7 NEF4E,  So when for us life’s evening hour,
KA, Soft fading shall descend,
BRANKIM Ty 508 2 I8, May glory, born of earth and heaven,
K55 A . The earth and heaven blend.

5 BRI IR 1T, Flooded with peace the spirits float,
i, —1F AR, With silent rapture glow,

HEBIS 2, KEJH4E, Till where earth ends and heaven begins,

L RFNTF, —txE. The soul shall scarcely know.
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MY LOST YOUTH

Often | think of the beautiful town

Thatis seated by the sea;

Often in thought go up and down

The pleasant streets of that dear old town,

And my youth comes back to me.

And a verse of a Lapland song

Is haunting my memory still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

| can see the shadowy lines of its trees,
And catch, in sudden gleams,
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,
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And islands that were the Hesperides

Of all my boyish dreams.

And the burden of that old song,

It murmurs and whispers still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

| remember the black wharves and the ships,

And the sea-tides tossing free;

And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,

And the beauty and mystery of the ships,

And the magic of the sea.

And the voice of that wayward song

Is singing and saying still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

| remember the bulwarks by the shore,

And the fort upon the hill;

The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,

The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er,

And the bugle wild and shrill.

And the music of that old song

Throbs in my memory still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

| remember the sea-fight far away,

How it thundered o’er the tide!

And the dead captains, as they lay

In their graves, o’erlooking the tranquil bay

Where they in battle died.

And the sound of that mournful song

Goes through me with a thrill:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

| can see the breezy dome of groves,

The shadows of Deering’s Woods;

And the friendships old and the early loves

Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves

In quiet neighborhoods.

And the verse of that sweet old song,

It flutters and murmurs still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

| remember the gleams and glooms that dart
Across the school-boy’s brain;

The song and the silence in the heart,

Thatin part are prophecies, and in part

Are longings wild and vain.

And the voice of that fitful song

Sings on, and is never still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

There are things of which I may not speak;

There are dreams that cannot die;

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak,
And bring a pallor into the cheek,

And a mist before the eye.

And the words of that fatal song

Come over me like a chill:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

Strange to me now are the forms | meet

When | visit the dear old town;

But the native air is pure and sweet,

And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known street,
As they balance up and down,

Are singing the beautiful song,

https://site.douban.com/151676 /widget/forum /7735054 /discussion /45453774 /

23/28



2017/2/4

https://site.douban.com/151676 /widget/forum /7735054 /discussion /45453774 /

T ABEE (Longfellow) R E B EHE

Are sighing and whispering still:
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair,

And with joy thatis almost pain

My heart goes back to wander there,

And among the dreams of the days that were,

| find my lost youth again.

And the strange and beautiful song,

The groves are repeating it still:

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.”
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The Day is Done

The day is done, and the darkness
Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather is wafted downward
From an eagle in his flight.

| see the lights of the village

Gleam through the rain and the mist,
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me
That my soul cannot resist:

A feeling of sadness and longing,
Thatis not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only

As the mist resembles the rain.

Come, read to me some poem,
Some simple and heartfelt lay,

That shall soothe this restless feeling,
And banish the thoughts of day.

Not from the grand old masters,
Not from the bards sublime,
Whose distant footsteps echo
Through the corridors of Time,

For, like strains of martial music,
Their mighty thoughts suggest
Life's endless toil and endeavor;
And tonight I long for rest.

Read from some humbler poet,

Whose songs gushed from his heart,
As showers from the clouds of summer,
Or tears from the eyelids start;

Who, through long days of labor,
And nights devoid of ease,

Still heard in his soul the music
Of wonderful melodies.

Such songs have a power to quiet
The restless pulse of care,

And comes like the benediction
That follows after prayer.

Then read from the treasured volume
The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet
The beauty of thy voice.

And the night shall be filled with music,
And the cares, that infest the day,

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,
And as silently steal away.
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Aftermath

WHEN the summer fields are mown,
When the birds are fledged and flown,
And the dry leaves strew the path;
With the falling of the snow,

With the cawing of the crow,

Once again the fields we mow

And gather in the aftermath.

Not the sweet, new grass with flowers
Is this harvesting of ours;

Not the upland clover bloom;

But the rowen mired with weeds,
Tangled tufts from marsh and meads,
Where the poppy drops its seeds

In the silence and the gloom.
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Snow Flakes

Qut of the bosom of the Air,

Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken,
Over the woodlands brown and bare,

Over the harvest-fields forsaken,

Silent, and soft, and slow

Descends the snow.

Even as our cloudy fancies take

Suddenly shape in some divine expression,
Even as the troubled heart doth make

In the white countenance confession,

The troubled sky reveals

The griefit feels.

This is the poem of the Air,

Slowly in silent syllables recorded;
This is the secret of despair,

Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded,
Now whispered and revealed

To wood and field.

SAIALE VOGE
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( moon ) H#

As a pale phantom with a lamp

Ascends some ruin's fainted stair,

[171So0 glides the moon along the damp
["Mysterious chambers of the air.
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[JZJNow hidden in cloud, and now revealed,
[111As if this phantom, full of pain,

[1[JWere by the crumbling walls concealed,
[1TJAnd at the windows seen again.
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