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P R E F A C E .

1

A P REFACE to Fresc oes is a lmost unnec essa ry ,
sinc e

‘

its c irc u la t ion
is c onfined to a sm a ll num ber o f subsc ribers and priva te friends,
to w hom the intent ion has been su ffi c ient ly ,

if no t fu l ly ,
expla ined .

I t is
,
how ever, w ithin the bo unds o f the possib le tha t an odd c opy

m ay su rvive the m u ta tions o f the nex t ha lf - c entury ,
when probab ly

few , if a ny , o f the o rigina l subsc ribers w il l be ex ist ing und er the

present c ondit ions o f be ing ; and shou ld suc h a surviving c o py fa l l
into the hands o f a c u rio us ant iqua ry ,

the absenc e o f a pre fa c e
m a y c a use m u c h tro ub le to his so u l

,
and perha ps o rigina te m any

c unningly devised spec u la t ions,
whose dev ia t ion from the t ru th will

probab ly be in ex a c t pro po rt ion to t he ingenuity o f the reasoning .

T o obvia te even so rem o te a c ont ingenc y it m ay be we l l to w rite

a pre fa c e , even if it be read by no o ther person than the supposititous

ant iquary o f the twent ie th c entury .

T he first int ent ion w as to w rite a sho rt po em for ea c h day o f

the year, and to dea l c hiefly w ith inc idents o f Hu l l or Yo rkshire
histo ry . Fresc oes being m y last produ c t ion , I reso lved t o add to

it a l ist o f subsc ribers, sim ply fo r the persona l p leasure to be derived

from su c h an asso c ia t ion. A fterwards it o c c urred to m e tha t , by

a t t a c hing the nam es o f the subsc ribers to the po em s, the assoc ia tion

w ou ld be m ore d irec t , and m o re pleasing to m ysel f. C onsiderab l e
de l ic a c y was fe l t by m any o f the subsc ribers, bu t their sc ruples
were sa t isfied by the explana t ion tha t there w as no intent ion to give



vi.

hono ur, o r to dea l w ith em p ty c om plim ents, the asso c ia tion being

rea l ly to inc rease the interest o f the boo k ,
whic h pa rta kes la rge ly

o f the c hara c ter o f a souvenir vo lum e .

My c onnec t ion w ith the Hu ll Literary C lub sinc e its fo unda t ion
in I 880

,
suffi c ient ly expla ins my dea l ing w ith a few o f its lec ture

subjec ts.

There isno pretent ion to fine writing in Fresc oes,
"
the histo ric

p ic tures being rude ly c u t , the intent ion being to reflec t the o ff - hand ,

impu lsive expression o f those who were spec ta tors, or a c to rs in the

sc enesrec orded .

The only indu lgenc e c la im ed from my readers is t ha t o f re

m inding them o f the bonds in w hic h I have wo rked—being in m ost

c ases c onfined to c erta in subjec ts, and in a ll c ases l im ited to a

c ert a in number o f l ines. O nc e c ommenc ed ,
the book had to be

c om ple ted qu ic k ly , and c erta inly it has been produc ed under ex c ep t .

iona l diffi c u l t ies.

I had ho ped to inc l ude in Fresc oes a la rger number o f po ems
from the pen o f my bro ther, D . D . Lam plough , bu t his unt im ely
dea th deprived m e o f this p leasure .

T he produc tion o f “ Fresc o es" has invo lved muc h c orrespondenc e ,

frequent ly o f grea t interest ; and if , in som e instanc es, I ha ve no t

responded so fu l ly as I c o u ld have w ished , it has no t been through

any neg lec t , bu t the resu l t o f unavo idab le pressure , beyond my

c ontro l .
T o the fo l low ing gent lem en who have kind ly assisted m e by

c ontribu t ing to Fresc o es,
”
I beg to express my best thanks : the

R ev . C . B est Norc liffe
,
M .A . , D . D . Lam plough , B ernard B a tigan,

J . R . Tu t in, F . L . Shil l ito ,
G . A c kroyd , Geo . W ilson,

H . Ha l l .

S PR ING B ANK , HULL ,

November 7th , 1 888 .
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Sresc oes

WHAT I S A YEAR p

\VHAT i s a yea r P A po i n t of Tim e

M a rked o ff by pu llies, whee l s , a nd ch im e

By Sea son s
,
whi ch prove i t t o be

A fra gm en t of E tern i ty

Wh a t i s a yea r ? Though qu i ck ly sped ,
H ow m a ny hopes i n i t a re fled !

Chequered wi th good and i l l i t gl ide s
,

Know ing i t s low a nd ful l Spri ng - t ide s .

Wh a t i s a yea r Al l m orta l s s igh

To see the end o f l i fe draw n igh

They fea r the s i len ce of the t om b
T he pa i n s o f dea th , the Day of Doom .

Wha t i s
'

a yea r The Ch r i st i a n k nows

And a t the t hough t wi t h rapt u re glows
’Tis one m ore s tage th a t he has t rod ,
Ere he , worn p i lgrim , res t s in God !

THE REV . CHARLES B EST N-ORCL IFFE , M. A.



2 F R E SCOE S .

SPEC IMEN DAYS .

A YEA R o f days , br igh t , s t ori ed leaves o f t im e ,
Yie lds u s the g l amou r o f d epart ed yea rs
Life ’ s pa ss i ng moods , i t s t r i umphs a nd i t s fe a rs
Perchance b u t d im ly rende red i n rough rhyme ,
Not i n th a t melody o f t ru e l i fe - ch im e
Wh i ch br i ngs old j oys and u n forgo t t en t ea rs

The o ld ear t h m us ic , r i ng i ng i n ou r ea rs
F rom lowe r rea lms a s .h ighe r s teeps w e c l imb .

’Ti s bu t one l i fe from Eden u n to doom

On e love and h a t e , one pa s s ion a nd one to i l ,
Work t h rough t he ages , wi th one a rt and t omb
O ne sword o r scy th e t o feed or reap t h e so i l :
Thu s i n t hese days , i n s un l igh t sp read or gloom ,

Bend we above ou r own dim d ross o r pea rly spoi l .

To Wa lt W /zztman
,

Camden
,

New
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4 FRESCOES .

7ANUA RY

SWE ET babe t ha t comet h i n t he co ld
,
c lea r n igh t ,

When Win t er p resses to h er i cy b reas t
Th e pal e N ew - yea r ,

’m id Nat u re ’ s fi erce un res t ,
We welcome t hee wi t h pu re and d eep del igh t ,
A v i s ion o f God

’

s mercy t o o u r s igh t ,
So l ong by s t orm and t empes t fierce possesst
O u r yea rn ing fi nds i n t hee , fra i l , t end e r gues t

D im augu r i es of peace , o f da i s ie s wh i t e ,
Sweet v io le t s

,
green pat hways of t h e Spr i n g

Dea r
,
holy babe o u r pass ion s i n ks t o pea ce

,

The wh i t e h em of thy robe w e bend t o k i ss
,

And hea r
,
a s i n o u r ch i ldhood , a ngel s sm g

The pra i se o f o ur dear Lord , w ho b rough t re lease

Th rough storm and pass ion , wi t h ri ch fru i t o f b l i ss .

To A lf red A ust in,

Swz
’

nford Old Manor ,
A slzford , Kent .



FR E SCOE S .

@a nu a rrp 1 .

THE THRESHOLD OF THE YEAR .

LA RG E S S E hast t ho u fo r m e P whose h e a r t i s s ad ,
Whose sp i r i t t akes t h e tone of doub t a nd gr ief,
And wa i t s upon t h e ch a ng i ng Au t umn lea f ,
To t ra ce los t su nsh i n e t h a t t h e Summer h a d .

Perchan ce i f not for m e t hy Sp r i ng be glad ,
Thy go ld en , happy Summer al l t oo b r ief,
N ot fo r my j oy t h e fa i r A u t umna l sh ea f

,

Nor s t rengt h o f Win te r , i n fa i r e rm in e cl ad l

Yet shal l t hy Spring th e bl ue - eyed babes del igh t
G l ad ch i ld ren i n th y S ummer - path s rej o i c e

Age se e t hy Aut umn - l i gh t a t even t id e
,

And i n t hy Win te r pra ise God ’ s sovran m igh t
Why sho ul d my weakness ra i se i t s p l a i nt iv e vo i c e

Al l fu l l n ess sh a l l i n t hy fa i r course ab i d e .

To A ust in Dobson,

Ea ling ,

London.



6 F RE S COES .

gla nu a rp 2 .

S I R THOMAS FA IRFA ! ON CAPTA IN

HOTHAM’

S DEATH

SHAM E l h e was t oo young to d i e
How we rode , h e and I ,
In t h e fi rst days of the wa r ,
Driv in g ou r foes a fa r
Spu rr i ng amai n
Th rough s t orm and ra in
Wi t h ou r ride rs , s t ern an d s t rong ,
C lose beh i nd

,
a m igh ty th rong ;

Cou n t i ng no foes ,
Spa ri ng no b lows
N ot a fra id ! da r i ng t o d ie ,
And i f d riven to fly ,
Re in i ng i n , and spu rr ing ba ck ,
With th e s t eed ’ s bri d le sl a ck

M eet i ng t h e foe ,
Bea r i ng h im low ,

Ti l l t h e ea rt h a nd t h e sky rang

\Vi th t he wra th of ou r wa r - c lang
Then

,
sm i l i ng , t ogeth e r

\Ye brea st ed t h e weat h er

T0 7 cm. S toole,
Hu ll .



FR ESCO E S .

gia n im r ip

S I R MATTHE\Y BOYNTON ON S IR JOHN

HOTHAM
’

S DEATH .

I HAT E t he sca ffo ld —m an t o man

I ’ l l fa c e th e s t rongest i n t h e v an
O ffe r fa i r

,
h ea rt o r h ead a l ike

Open to a t t a ck swo rd or p ike

Aga in s t good b u ff a nd st eady hand

Tha t gu i des and gove rn s my good b rand .

I l oved no t Hotham kn ew h i s fen ce ,
H is finesse va i n

,
h i s poor p re t en ce

Yet somewha t p i t i ed h im , so i l l
H e bore th e yok e upon h i s w i l l

Too c losely wa t ch ed by t hose st e rn band s

Who hold ou r honou r i n t h e i r h ands .

No tea rs have I fo r t ra i t o r
’s tomb ,

'

Nor b lam e th e Commons fo r h i s doom l

The b lood upon t h e sca ffo ld shed

Rest s o n h i s own mi sgu ided head

Yet ra t h e r h ad I seen h im l i e
A fie ld , i n h arness , under s ky ,
Than tha t t h e a x e , ou r Common

'

s t ru s t
,

Shou ld sm i t e s tou t h ea rt and h and t o d us t .

To Geo . B . Nez
l

vton,

Hu ll.



8 FRE SCOE S .

ga nu amp .4 .

THE DEATH OF R ICHARD HAN SON ,

MAYOR OF HULL .

C LOU D S o ’

er t h e sk y , a b i t t e r wi nd

Adds i t s d i s com fort t o t he m ind
The gat es a re c losed

,
and scarce a soun d

I s h ea rd w it h i n t h e b u lwarked bound .

Hul l mou rn s h e r los s 1 Her Ch i e ft a i n sl a i n
’M id cla ng o f st eel and m iss i l e ra i n
When , wit h proud fa lcon soa r i ng h igh ,
Duke R i ch a rd i ssu ed for t h t o d ie

Then Sanda l saw t h e su rges red

Around he r h e roes wid ely spread ,
Heard C l i fford ’ s fi e rce ,

'

ex u l t i ng cry

Pea l h oa rsely to t h e moan i ng sky ,
As bat t l e b i l lows met an d b roke
Wit h sh iv e red lan ce and dead ly s t roke ,
Where wh i rl i ng a rrows th rough th e a i r

The manda t e o f th e Deat h K ing ba re ,
And t he wh i t e ve i l

,
by Win t er sp rea d

O ’ er \Va k efie ld -Green
,
grew s laugh t er - red .

Cold l i e s t h e ch i ef , i n dea t hs d im res t ,
With sh a t t e red fram e , and r i ven cres t ,

To 701m B inks,
Wa kefield.



FRE SCOE S .

ga rm ent )? 5 .

GREET INGS FROM THE HULL L ITERARY

CLUB .

Yo u h ave l ived— t h e yea r h a s rende red

Golden gra i n u n t o you r t o i l

N at u re ’ s r iven b rea s t su rrende red

Th e r i ch t r i b u t e o f i t s spoi l .

I t i s Win t e r
,
ea rt h i s d ead ,

I t s l eafy coron a l i s spread

G rey and sere upon i t s t omb ,

U nde r VVinter’s l ead en gloom .

Time , t h e s ub t l e ! bore away

The b loom - d r i ft of o u r h appy May

Yo u h ave l iv ed— you r p en c i l
'

s t reasu re

G i lds some beau t ie s o f t h e y ea r

We rej o i ce i n old en plea su re ,
Born o f Apri l

'

s sun ny t ea r .

Here i s Sp ri ng t i d e
’

s t i n t a nd s ta i n ,
Fa i r co ron al o f Summer

'

s re ign
B loom o f Aut umn , c rim son leaves ,
Golden t r i b u t a ry sheaves ,
W on from Win te r ’ s d im decay

F ru i t ion o f you r S ummer ’ s day .

To the Lady Members of the Hu ll S ketch ing Club .



I O FR ESCOE S .

gunma n ? 6 .

OUR VOLUNTEERS .

N APOLEON ’ S l au rel s , fresh and green ,
Awed Eu rope wi th t he i r g lo r iou s sheen

And Eng la nd , held t oo cheap th a t day ,
Pro ud , l i on - hea rted

,
s t ood a t bay .

The b i t t e rn ess of blood and t ea rs

Rest ed on sad , h e ro i c yea rs ;
The C r imea

’

s long
,
deadly s t ra i n

H eralded the Mu t iny ’s da rk s t a i n
And gr ief so m ingled wi t h ou r p r id e

S ca rce th rough t h e Cypress wa s d esc ri ed

The lau rel -bough , so s t e rn ly t orn
F rom dea th ’ s g r im j aws on bat t l e mo rn ,
We had los t h e roes , no t du l l c lay ,
Ou r gr i e f w a s open a s t h e day
And in ou r gr i ef t he re came t h e s t i ng
O f c ru el th rea t—so cheap t o fl i n g
Then Englan d a rmed ~—no rth

,
sou th , and wes t ,

The b ugle rang ! I n br igh t a rms d res t
O u r volun tee rs , fo r Fa t herl a nd

I n leg i on s h eld ou r sacred st rand
S t ern ly defian t t o th e w o r ld ,

Benea t h ou r b rav e old fl ag un fur led .

To L2
'

eu l . -Col . H. Fa lwel l Pudsey ,

Hu ll .
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1 2 FR E S COE S .

gla numep 8 .

EDUCAT ION AND CULTURE .

THE m in d , o u r nob ler pa r t , w e hol d i n fee
Th rough d ri ft i ng t ime

,
wi t h keen

,
correc t i ve rod

,

E re we feed n a t u re , sl eep i ng under sod

To see
,
fu l l s igh t ed , ea rt h

’ s rea l i ty .

H igh reason
’ s bonds a re for t he on ly free

Wi th i nner s igh t a l on e we seek ou r God
,

Head bend i ng lowly w here h e meek ly t rod
,

God ’ s son , who t a ugh t and p reach ed i n Ga l i l ee .

We l i t t l e w in of w isdom
'

s gold en gra i n
,

Brow -wrinkl ed t o i l e rs i n t h i s school be low
,

Touched w it h t im e ’ s d ri ft , a nd pass ion
’ s c l i ngi ng s t a i n

Delv i ng
’m id Wi n te r

’

s cold , o r S ummer
’ s g low

And hold i ng prec ious to dea t h ’ s door ou r ga i n ,
Immort a l Wi sdom

,
t h a t sha l l pass th e ri ve r ’ s flow I

Educa tion
'

and Cultu re ,

"

Br
Hu ll L itera ry Club , 1 883 .



FR E SCOE S .

gunm a n ; 9 .

BEACON SF I ELD AND GLAD STONE .

D I SRA E L I c l a im s h i s p la c e among th e peers ,
Gu ides an d d i rec t s t h e w a r wi t h ca u s t i c sm i l e ,
Doubt s no t t o ga i n h i s po i n t by art o r wi l e ,
And l ead s th e t i l t i n b reak i ng o f b r igh t spea rs .

Glad ston e , wi t h fron t t h a t n ev er g looms t o fea rs ,
Gu ides and d i rec t s , ch i e f o f t h e ra nk an d fi l e

,

Sm i t es wi t h h i s i ron s t reng t h who wou ld begu i l e ,
S u s ta i n s t h e fron t , an d al l t h e b at t l e chee rs .
Kn igh t - e rran t o ne , w ho reaps t he la u re l led field

,

And k ind les t o th e echo o f h i s n ame !
King , pri est , t h e o t he r , wi t h b road b reas t t o sh i e l d

The na t ion , a nd ma in t a i n i t s a n c i en t fame .

Peers , l eaders , bot h th e i r l a u re l w e must y i e ld ,
To fade o r br ight en , as t i m e j u st ifi es t h e i r a im .

Two Litera ry Premiers, ”
B y }

’
ohn Leng ,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 88 1 .

I 3
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gunma n ; 1 0.

THE RETURN O F THE D IANA .

No flag o r ga rla nd decked t h e mast ,
The Arc t i c s t orms an d i cy b l as t

Had bl eached th e sh rouds and co rdage wh i t e
And as we wat ch ed t h e sh ip d raw n igh
Each o ne s upp ressed t h e r i s i ng c ry
O f pl ea su re a t t he we l come sigh t ,
Which rose u n c onsc iou s t o each l i p ,

Aga i n t o V i ew t he b rave ol d s h i p ,

A nd welcome ba ck h er ga l lan t c rew .

For over t h a t devot ed band

S t ern dea th had swept h i s s t i l l , co ld h and ,
And cla imed as h i s t h e b rave and t rue .

Benea t h her busy deck sh e bore
H er l i fel ess m a s t e r t o t h e shore

john G ravel , g rey wi t h length ened yea rs

A nd sad ness fi l led ou r h ea r t s t o see

The sh i p re t u rn , and know t h a t b e

We o ft h ad wel comed j oyou s ly ,

Cou ld on ly c l a im o u r s igh s and t ea rs .

D . D . LAM PLO UG H .

To Thomas S tra tten,

Hu ll .



rnesc o es. 1 5

gra mma r» 1 1 .

ON THE DEATH OF THE LADY MAYORESS .

B UT yes t e rday l i fe mos t s e ren e a nd fa i r ,
At res t , wi th sca rc e t h e sh adow o f a ca re ,
As flowers i n sun ny meadows gay
Bat he i n th e wea l th of S ummer ’ s ray ,
So th i s fa i r l i fe— in hope and honou r cl a d ,

Al l ble s t a nd b less i ng , r igh teous ly glad ,
The cen t re of t h a t sweet home - l i fe

Whi ch ma keso u r Eden i n t h i s s t r i fe

Wi th cu l t u re , l ove , t o b less i t s golden noon ,
Rej o ic ed i n t h ankfu l g l adn ess fo r t h e boon .

Tod ay — t h e be ll s sad clangou r
,
l i fe

’

s d ecay
T ime’ s twil igh t , dawn ing of et e rna l day

The sob and sor row of ch i ld - gri e f
Tha t end s i n s l umber ’ s soft re l i ef.
Fa i r , s leep ing ch i ld no mo re a mother ’ s h an d
Sha l l sooth e t hy sorrow

,
and t hy love command .

N o more a moth e r ’s h ea r t behold

Each t rea s u re o f t h e m ind un to ld ,
And

,
yea rn ing o ’ e r th i n e in n ocen ce a nd grace ,

Fo r t hee the fee t o f ou r dea r Lord embrace .



I6 FRESCOE S .

ga nu a r
‘

xp 1 2 .

JOHN RU SK IN .

W E do app roach thee w i t h a reveren t t rea d ,
I n class i c measu re o f t h e son net clea r

To a l l wh o love t he poe t ’ s a rt most dear

I n stu dent ohom age bend ing low t he h ead .

We come a s guest s mos t d eli c a t ely fed
,

Thy wi sdom ’ s h a rmony upon o ur ea r
Mak ing .t hy e t h i cs more s ub l i me appea r ,
So c losely a re thy words and subs tance w ed .

At t imes we feel t hy t ea ch ing do t h impose

T oo much au thor i ty upon ou r m ind

To o c lose , t o o r ig id , t hy u nbend ing laws ,
Somewha t we doub t , yet s ca rcely may w e fi nd

D issen t t h e measu re o f a n adverse ca use

Wi t h su ch relu c ta n ce Reason i s. to Law res igned .

“
yolzn R usk in,

"

B y F. R . Chapman, M B .

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 885 .
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GEOLOGY .

GEOLOGY ! a sc i ence cold and dead ,
Buri ed , age - long , i n d r i ft ings of o ld t im e ;
The flow of m u s i c , o r of rudes t rhyme ,
S t i rred no t t h e ba rren l and o f NO -man

’

s-b read

I t i s ou r corn - l a nd now ; o n i t i s fed
The st reng th an d gen i u s o f o ur old world ’s p rime
H igh o ’er i t d r i ft swee t not es o f song su bl im e ,
I t s cave rns echo t o ou r myri ad t read
Bar i ng i t s g i a n t -ri bs u n t o t he sky

I t hold s b road pla in
,
and fen ces s tormy sea

O n t h e green bosom of i t s gra ve w e l i e ,
And from i t w i n t he s t rengt h t h a t m akes u s free .

O ld d eat h—new l i fe So , heav i ng d ay
’ s l as t s igh ,

We leave o ur progeny to work o u t l i fe
’ s dec ree

“Geology of the Cave District ,
”

B y F. F. Wa lton, (3 6.

H ull Litera ry Club , 1 886.
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gunm a n ; 1 4 .

OBSOLETE PUN ISHMENTS .

O UR forefa t hers were w i s e an d s t rong ,
And br id led woman ’s re s t l ess t ongu e

Ye t no t t o o n ice , i t m us t be sa id ,
The br id le - spikes were s t a i ned and red .

To st op th e s cold ’ s u n ru ly b rea t h
They du cked he r—somet imes un t o deat h .

’Twas ba rba rou s , v ery ; bu t t h e age

Was a t i t s rough - a nd - ready s tage

O ut s ide t h e ga t e t h e ga llows h igh
L i ft ed men up from ear t h t o sky ;
No r w as i t d i fficu l t to ga i n
A qu ick t ran s i t io n from l i fe ’ s pa i n
Un le ss t h e j udge w as

.

s low t o pay
H is v is i t , when d isea se , decay
M igh t cu t th e v i c t im O ff be fore
The lega l Open i ng o f dea th ’ s doo r .
Such mea s u res kept t h i ngs p ret ty s t ra igh t ,
W ho l oved h i s l i fe wou ld walk a righ t .
To balance all , “

it
a

m ay be sa id
Pr ies t s p rayed a t le i su re fo r t he dead .

“Obsolete Punishments
,

"

B y Wm . A ndrews
,

Secreta ry , Hu ll Litera ry Club , I SSI
'

.
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THROUGH MAZ ES D IM .

THE m i n d may reach un to th a t day remot e
When Cmsa r u rged invas ion ’ s c r imson t id e
And grea t Rom e ’ s s t rength

,
i t s valou r and i t s pr ide ,

The B ri t on met , a nd i n wa rs t u rmoi l smot e .

In th e v ast mazes o f fa r Old er though t
The st ra nge , d im myst e ry o f Asian dese rt s w ide ,
Where th e fi rs t fa t h ers O f t h e ra ce s h ide

The t o i l fu l pleasu re of ou r sea rch i s wrough t .
N igh t o th e w ide mou t h o f Time ’ s r i ver , w e

Gaze wh ere i t s volume dwind les t o a th read ,
Beyond t h e sh i ft i ng glooms o f myst e ry ,
The O ld -world ’ s c rad le

,
wh ere un numbered dead

Repose ; a nd sca rce t h ei r l i fe
’ s rea l i ty

Un to ou r rea son ’s bou nded grasp i s shed .

“The S hem itic O rig in of the B rit ish R a ce ,

”

B y the Rev. 7ames B il ling ton,

Hu ll Lritera ry Club, 1 883 .
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SEQUEL TO THE STORY OF OTHELLO .

I s t h i s the end o f two grea t l ovi ng hea r t s

And sh al l t h e s orrow
,
wrong

,
and s i n nowhere

B e rect ified ? Sha l l none t h e b roken part s

O f th i s sad shat t e red h i s tory repa i r ,
But wrong , s t i l l w rong remai n for eve rmore

W i l l no Power even make th ese ghast ly odds ,
N or any Jus t Alm igh t y yet res tore
To those gr i eved sou ls , now s i len t

’neat h t he sods ,
Love ’ s swee t fru i t ion , fo r a momen t s l a i n 7’

Shal l gen t l e Desdemona and he r lo rd ,
Who loved too wel l ,

” no more
,
nowhere , rega i n

The L I FE fi lc hed from them by th at kn ave abho rr’d 9

Yea : God doth re ign an d He sha ll r igh t t h e wrong ,
And d iss ipa t e al l m yst e r ies e re long .

B ERNA RD B AT ICAN .

“The Tragedy of O thel lo ,
”

B y Berna rd B a tigan,

Hu ll Litera ry C lub, 1 88 1 .
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KING EDW IN ’S LAMENT .

VA LOU R and weal t h I see
A rou nd m e bend th e knee ,
A nd bea u ty ba sh fu l ly
Weav i ng so ft spel l s fo r me

Whi le sad an d mou rnfu l ly
My sou l s t i l l yea rn s fo r t hee .

Eum er, beloved by me

I s t he swee t memory
Tha t b r ings t hee ba ck to me .

Pr i n ce of F i del i ty !

S t rong was t hy love for me
Thy m a n ly sou l , se t free

SO V i l e a nd ru t h less ly ,
My danger cou ld foresee ,
When ot h e rs b lameless ly
F a i l ed

,
an d Dea t h

’

s s t e rn dec ree

Fell
,
Eum er , upon t hee ,

Leav i ng b u t memory

To b r ing t h ee ba ck t o me ,
Pri nce of F i del i ty

D . D . LA M P LOUGH .

Ha rroga te.
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THE CROWN OF THORN .

O H Pri n ce o f Peace ! Thy b row was t o rn

By the keen ange r o f the t ho rn

B ut from t h e so rrow o f t hy c l o uded fa ce

Shone t h e ca lm bless i ng o f t h e F a t her ’ s gra ce .

Thy hand has moved i n dea th
’

s da rk n igh t

To spread t h e glo ry Of t hy l igh t ,
And t o i l and wrong are fled away

I n t h e ca lm dawn ing Of t he Ea st e r day .

Grie f an d sha rp sorrow pass no more
The sleepe r ’ s t ranqu i l fo reh ead o

’

er

Deat h ’s pass io n passes i n the s t o rmy n igh t

Before th e dawn i ng o f the day
’

s clea r l igh t .

The t ea r s o u r gri ef and ange r sh ed

Before ou r bu rn i ng eyes a re red ,

Taking h i s l i fe - t i de ’ s deep and sangu i n e s t a i n

W ho was by gri ef and wrong u n t imely s la in .

When t hey whom yel low d us t makes s t rong
\Vork o u t t h e i r w i l l , ou r pa i n and wrong ,
O h , Son of God ! i n t h e low manger bo rn ,
Thou drawest nea r u s i n t hy C rown of Thorn .

To the Memory of my B rother

2 3
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MELANCHOLY .

Nor tha t black s i ckn ess of t h e sou l , when hope
O bsc ured

,
t h e fren zy o f despa i r a nd doubt

Shu t s a l l b r igh t d reams Of pea ce and co mfor t ou t ,
Whil e Hat e th e sou l g ib es w i t h I sca r io t ’ s rope !
But ca lmer gri e f

,
when rea son da res t o cope

Wit h m i lder sh ades th a t t h rong th e sou l abou t ,
And pu t , by Fa i t h , l i fe

’ s d arker glooms to rou t
O ’ e r a l l Hope ci rc l i ng i n i t s wid er scope .

Soft fa l l s th e pen s ive awe o f even t id e ,
Calm con t empl a t ion in t he au tumn - t ime

,

The fa r - off sadness Of t h e swee t bel l - ch ime
,

And al l t h e pens ive memori e s t h a t p res i de

O
’

erOlden season s , wi t h t h e low , clea r rhyme

Tha t calm s a nd st i ll s t h e pass i on O f o ur pri de .

“Melancho ly as a form of Pleasure,

”

B y H . Woodhouse, B .A . , LL .M . ,

Hull L iterary Club , 1 886.
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DRU lDISM.

THE Dru id ’ s p re - h is t or i c age h as fled

Tim e w i t h i t s change h as mod ified t h e race ,
Whose an ci en t vigou r i n S t oneh enge we t ra ce
G rea t monumen t s Of gen e ra t ions dead
Where

'

e r we see t he oak ’ s green b ra n ches spre ad ,
We conj u re for t h t h e D ru i d ’ s reve ren t fa c e

Pr ies t es s and Euba t e t h rong th e holy plac e

The s acr ifice i s bound , t h e kn i fe s t reams red .

Whi te - foot ed p ri est es ses , t h e pea rly sp ray
O f m is t le t oe cu t down , wi t h holy r i t e

The Ba rd s emb race each O ld hero i c day
I n songs th a t rend th e d im ba rba ri c n igh t .
Ru le rs ! ast ronomers t h rough d im decay

Thei r fl i t t i ng sh adows pas s , a rrayed i n robes Of wh i te .

“D ru idism ,

”

B y M . Wrigg lesworth.

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 88 I .

25
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Sta -t ra cin g 22 .

THE TRUE POET .

HE moves wi th i n an i n ne r world , whose shade

O u r sou l s d r i ft loosely by , i n long ing qu es t

Fo r God ’ s swee t i nn er - vorc e
,
t o g ive u s res t

Abo ve th e va i n t rad i t ions m en h ave made .

He weeps above t h e ashes o f dea t h ’ s ra id ,
As when o u r Sav iou r ’ s so rrow d id a t t es t
D eat h ’ s pass i ng t ri umph o ’ e r h is s i l en t gues t ,
SO pass ive i n decay

’ s i n ves tmen t l a id .

H is sea rch i ng V i 5 1on see s beyond l i fe
’ s ch ange

,

He feel s t h e fl u t t e r o f t h e a ngel ’ s robe .

Behold s Ea rt h
’

s spi r i t s i t s g reen meadows ra nge ,
And b rea t h es t h e l i fe fo r wh ich men va i n ly probe

,

As N at u re wi th a vo i ce mos t sweet ly s t ra nge

F i r s t ha i l s h im Lord
,
t hen l ift s h im high above ear t h

’ s
globe .

“ The True Poet , ”
B y A rth ur A . D . Bay ldon,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 887.
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A MEMOR IAL ,
1 887 .

Too ea rly gone ! Too l i t t le l e ft beh i nd
O f th e deep i n ne r l i fe tha t t ook del igh t
I n al l t ha t d awn s upon t h e ar t i s t ’ s s igh t ,
And adds i t s t reas u re t o t h e c u l t u red m ind .

Too few th e sca t t ered t rea su res t h a t we find

Bequea thed u s e re d ea t h -glooms of s udden n igh t
Pu t poesy and fa i r romance to fl igh t ,
And ’ tw ix t u s d rew t h e sudden ve i l u nk ind .

Some t reas u res of t he a r t i s t ’s pen we hold ,
Some shreds o f verse , soft , mus i ca l a nd t ru e

Wave -bea ten Pau l l b enea t h t h e s ummer
’

s b lu e
S l eeps i n i t s set t i ng ch ast e o f l i qu id gold
Some sca t t e red ske t ch es , al l , al as t oo few

A re ou r poor ga i n from t rea su re man i fold .

Fred de Coninck Good ,
HisDanish Majesty

’

s Vice Consu l , Hu ll .
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DEAN SW I FT .

HE loved th e t ru th , and held h i s weapon s br igh t

NO mean and mercen a ry to i le r h e ,
B u t yield ing kn igh t ly serv i ce to make free

Abu s ed I bern ia , sh r iek i ng fo r h er ri gh t .
Ye t poor th e meed o f a l l h i s ca u st i c m igh t ,
Who , l i k e some p roud sh ip d ri ft i ng o

’

e r t h e sea ,
S t eered no grea t cou rse

,
t o p rove V i c t or iously

Wha t holy sp i r i t u rged h im to th e figh t I
Fa i r women honou red h im wi t h t ende r grace

,

S t rewed cost ly la rges s e t o h i s w i t a nd p ri de
,

And wi t h swee t weal t h o f s e rv i ce d i d emb race

The st rength o ft t u rn ing on th em t o der ide !
Alas , no b lame —beho ld t h e da rk ened fa c e

Tha t wa i t s i n gloomy sor row dea t h ’s t oo t a rdy s t r id e .

“ Dean Swift ,”

B y R . G . Heys, B .A .

,

Hull L itera ry Club , 1 886 ,

29
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CHARLES I . UNDER J UDGMENT .

IT i s t h e V i c t o r ’ s g ra ce to sh ea t h e h i s s t ee l
When th e s t r i cken foe

,
fi gh t i ng t o t he las t ,

Owns defea t
,
an d th e day of wa rfa re pa st .

Wipes t h e red from sha t t e r
’

d b lade , s tops th e pea l
O f t h e t rump i n wa i ’ s wi ld and d iz zy reel ,
Con fess i ng , wi t h fl ushed brow and eye down cas t ,
Tha t h i s ban ner ca nno t flou t t h e w ar blas t ,
Nor one ch arge more h i s sh at t e red squad rons dea l .
I s i t t hen the proud V i c to r ’ s t im e t o p ra t e

i udgm ent
,
b roken law , and due red res s

Fo r t h e crimes o f c iv il wa r— b i t t e r h a te ,
Red fields , bat te red towns , and w ide - sp read d i s t ress ?

Let God dea l w i t h t he de faul t e r ! H is fa t e

R i se s above ou r law
,
l e t God h i s c rim e assess .

“Fa irfax Remonstra tes.

"

To Men
-

h ell C la rkson, Hull.
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CHARLES UNDER J UDGMENT .

W IT H i t s d evast a t ion
,
s torm , and d eep d read ,

Sorrow o f the weak
,
dea t h - t h ro e O f t h e s t rong

Deep - h idden bi t t e rn ess and open wrong ,
Be th e wa r ’ s s t rong , deep cu rse i n sorrow sh ed

Upon t h e S t ua rt , i t s grea t a u tho r
’

s head .

We are no j ou s t e rs fo r the m eed of s ong
Blood - cu rsed , i n ba t t l e - to i l we ’ve wres tled long ;
Heart - sea red , hom i c ides , wi t h ha nd s d r ippi ng red
I n God ’ s name

,
fo r t h e l aw

, we cla im th i s K ing
Has not blood enough been shed Tha t ’ s o ur plea

Th is war ’ s be reavement , wi t h i t s b i t t e r st i ng ,
Sheds a l l i t s b u rt hen by on e man ’ s dec ree .
Who ra i sed be fo re H u l l wa r - c la s h a n d st ee l r i ng

Who bu t t h i s man ? S lay h im ! Then i s t h is nat ion free .

“ I reton’

sDemand .

"

To W i l l iam S hipstone ,
Hessle.
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ga nu a rn

HOPE .

FORT U N E may frown , and rudely overth row

The che r i shed p roj ec t s o f o ur ea rly yea rs ,
When Hope

,
t r i umphan t ove r doubt s and fea rs ,

Pa in t s th e fa i r fu t u re wi t h t he rosea t e glow

Her subt le h a nd so lovet h t o best ow
O n Fancy ’ s d ream

,
t h a t s t imu la t es and c heers

L i fe ’ s da i ly t o i l
,

’

t i l l T ime unk i ndly t ea rs

Th e ve i l decep t iv e from ou r eyes , t o sh ow

How fra i l the power t o wh ich we bl i ndly bow .

Yet when l i fe ’ s bi t t e r t r ia ls o n u s fa l l
,

And poign an t so r rows fi l l t h e h ear t w i th pa i n ,
Hope i s t h e fi rs t to ren d t he som bre pa l l ,
And as sh e reasser t s h er gen t l e re ign ,
We

,
ch i ld - l i ke , reve l i n her d reams aga i n .

D . D . LA M PLO UGH .

To C . E . Wa tson,

B eaconthorpe, Cleethorpes.
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THE L IFE - STAGE .

IN a l l , t h rough a l l , o
’

er a l l , we own o u r God ,
Al l -migh ty Sp i r i t w hose c rea t ive fo rce

W
'

orks i n age - l a bou r of t im e ’ s s i l en t cou rse
,

Unt i l pl a i n , fores t , mounta i n , and green sod

By wondrou s m an , God
’ s la t e r work

,
a re t rod .

To u s , oh ea rt h t h o u a rt a m igh ty corse ,
The stage of o u r b ri e f pass i on a nd remorse ,
W he reon t im e sm i t es u s wi t h correc t iv e rod .

Thou a rt our s chool , where i n o u r sp i ri t ga i n s
I t s i n ne r ca lm

,
th rough s t orm ,

de fea t
,
and grie f

,

And G od , i n sweet compass ion wipes ou r s ta i n s ,
And yield s o ur yea rn in g sp i r i t lov e ’ s rel i e f,
Unt i l w e en t e r t h rough l i fe ’ s la t es t p a in s

The realm ete rna l o f o u r sp i r i t
’

s d im bel i e f.

“ Genesis and Recent Knowledge, ”
B y the Rev. H . Lowthe-r Cla rhe

, M .A . , (York )
Hu ll L itera ry Club , 1 883 .

33
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AFTER E ! ECUT ION .

CHARLES i s dead
Va i n ou r valou r , Mars ton

’s wo e
,

Red dea t h - heaps t h a t N aseby saw
Heroes sped

,

Valou r ’ s h ead
La id i n gri e f and sorrow low
By defeat ’ s da rk ove rt h row
Grieve we no t fo r sh ivered s t ee l ,
Bre t h ren Sl a in i n ba t t l e- reel

Ch arles i s dead

Charles i s dead

Now o ur deep and b i t t e r gr ief

Knows no measu re of rel i ef.
R igh t h and red ,
Vanqu i sh ed head ,

C urse u s for t he u sel es s toi l

VVrest ing u s no V i c t o r
'

s spo i l

N o proud ra i s i ng o f t h e c row n
From war’ s deb r i s , widely s t rown

Charl e s i s dead

To Council lor T . Woodhouse
,

H u ll .
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FEB RUA RY

S L E EP babe
,
t o Love ’ s soft l u l laby wi th i n

Ben d i ng above t h i ne i n nocen t , sweet res t
Wi th s t ra i n of tw in i ng fi ngers , i n d eep quest

Ch r is t ’ s b less ings on thy dea r wh i t e - sou l to w i n .

S leep babe , t hough su l len , wa i l ing winds beg in
Thei r w rest l e fie rce

,
and brood ing s t orm s a t t es t

Ear th ’ s t h roes of l abou r
,
e re fa i r Sp ri ng ’ s beh est

Ch arm Sooth ing zephyrs from sad VVinter’

S d i n .

Through st ream ing wi ndow - panes sweet baby - eyes
Beho ld g r ie f of g rey Sk ies , t he ea rt h in t ea rs ,
Bare h edgerow

,
Sodden fi eld

,
and m i ry lan e

To g l adly flash wi t h i nfan t i l e s u rpr i se
Whe n su nsh i ne

,
pu re as h e r own sm ile , appea rs ,

Snowd rop s to ch ee r
,
an d gi ld t h e c rocus ’ s ta i n .

To the Rev . R icha rd lVilton,

Londesborough Rectory ,

Ma rket Weigh ton.
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ENGLAND
’

S FAME .

O UR b lood i n th e ea r th
,
by grea t d eed s Sprea d

O u r colon i es a re na t ions
,
and ou r fam e

The banded powers o f Eu rope can no t sh ame .

Beyond wide w ave esweeps rest s o u r rega l h ead

We weave green b ays fo r ou r immort a l dead ,
Whose t r i umph s t ou ch th e l ion - soul t o flam e
Where ’er o ur you t h main t a i n th e old - wo r ld n ame .

Not ca refu l we to s t a in ou r hands i n red ,

Whose honou r i s abov e t h e ups t a rt s corn

O f E u rope ‘s pa rvenu s o f yest erday ,
Who , br iefly res t ed from t he c rescen t

’s ho rn ,
Before t h e Cors i can , i n d i re d i sm ay
S t ruggled a nd fel l , un t i l ou r fla g was borne

Tri umphan t t h rough t h e l as t red su rges o f t h e fray .

To Co lonel W . E . Godda rd ,

A nla by ,
nea r Hu ll.
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PRODUCT ION .

WHAT i s t h e meed o f t h i s product i on Gold
The bad man ’s demon and th e good man ’s a id

Whereby one
’

s fi t t er for Geh enna made ,
And d raws t he o th e r nea re r t o God ’s fold .

The na rrow face , so mean ly p roud and cold ,

IS bu t t h e s t amp and image of low t rade

The open brow , eye clea r a nd und i smayed ,
Bespeak th e freedom Mammon can not hold .

’Tis t h e world ’s measu re of o ur r igh t or wrong ,
The bo l d u su rpe r o f o ur mora l l igh t
And few th ere a re wi t h eye s so keen a nd s t rong
A S t o endu re i t s l us t re

,
co ld ly br igh t .

I
’

ve gold , to wrap my s i n i n sec ret n igh t ;
I
’

ve gold , un seen , I can not sooth e t h e h umblest wrong .

“ The Increased Productiveness of Industry ,

"

B y Wm . S a unders,
Hull Litera ry Club , 1 885 .
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THE M IGRAT ION OF MYTHS .

THAT common cen t re
,
ou r p r imeva l h ome ,

Cu rta i ned i n m is t s no h a nd may now unfold ,
Hat h sp read some t rea s u re o f i t s w isdom ’ s gold

To gl i t t e r wh ere Time ’s su rge s break to foam .

East , West , o r Sou th , where
’e r ou r foot s t eps roam ,

We t ra ce the grey t rad i t io n ’ s c l i ngi ng ho ld

Comfo rt o r t rea su re o f t h e weak or hold

St o red i n th e Eas t ern m ind o r West ern t ome
Brough t for t h

,
pe rch ance

,
i n i nfan cy of Time

,

I t m ingle s i n t h e s i ft i ng of t h i s age
,

To make t h e m us i c of o ur ch i ld ren ’ s rhyme
,

And be reh ea rsed when w e h ave fled t h e s tage .
To - day a Babe l - heigh t w e fa i n wou ld c l imb

,

Yet shake no t o ff t h e wisdom of some t ime - los t sage .

The M igra tion of Myths, ”

B y the Rev. S ir Geo . W . Cox ,
Ba rt ,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 882 .
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PRE -H I STOR IC HULL .

R EEDY t angl e , hem of mud ,

Wide b rea s t of the Humbe r -flo od

H igh er up bramble and t horn

Sp read t o pat ch es of b rown corn ,
S can t and few

,
where th e t rees

A i r t h e i r l ea fage i n t h e breeze .

Here a nd th e re . s to rm - bea t en , b rown ,

The peasan t ’ s home nes t l es down ,

I n th e Sh el te r o f t he wood ,
Hidden from win t er - st o rm and flood .

Golden gorse and g ra ss - banks g reen

B righ t en i n th e warm sun - Sh een

Wolf and boa r roam the wi ld -wood ,
Porpo i se swel t e r i n th e flood
B i rds a re fi sh ing

,
and a fa r

R i ngs t he keen a x e i n i t s wa r ,
T he fo rest ’ s pr ide b ring in g low

To th e in road o f t h e plough

E choes of th e hu nt e r
’

s horn

Are on Aut umn bre ezes born .

To 7oseph Temple,
Hu ll .
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PRE H I STOR IC HULL : SETTLERS AND
DAN ES .

THE h a rves t , somewha t scan t , w as ga th ered i n
The breezes fre sh ened ; and t h e fol i age th i n

Showed cl ea r t h a t au t um n ’ s work was wel l begu n
Swin e fed i n th e fo res t

,
where t h e w a rm sun

Shed i t s soft gold upon th e ch angi ng l eaves

And we rej o i c ed benea t h o ur cot t age e ves
Th e r i ver b road w as fu l l o f fi sh . No sa i l

Saw we for many week s
,
Spread to th e gal e

W hen o n one ev i l n igh t
,
ca lm , s t i l l , a nd da rk ,

We saw a gal l ey - c resse t , l i ke a Spa rk

A l l g lowm g red , and wi t h u nwon t ed fea r

We ga th ered wi fe a nd ch i ld
,
t ook bow and Spea r

,

And sough t a qu i e t fa s t ness i n th e wood ,
VVhere in, n igh t t h rough , we ga th ered a l l we cou ld .

I t w as t h e Dane ! Morn saw ou r cot s aflam e ,

And w e
, rage - s t r i cken to t ake ru i n t ame

C rept on th e i r t rack
,
and sen t some a rrows t ru e

To t h i n th e n umbe r o f t h e gal ley ’ s c rew ,

Poor vengeance ! bu t grea t sol ace of ou r wrong
,

Who , weak i n n umber , were i n cou rage s t rong .

To W . B ing ley, j
’
r. ,

Hu ll .
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ERIN : OUR S I STER LAND .

O H , E ri n i sl an d o f t h e s tormy sea ,
O u r s i s t e r - l and

,
so t ran qu i l a nd so fa i r

Dea r Obj ec t o f o u r t ender love an d care

Ar t t hou
,
hea rt - held by deep a ffec t ion

’

s fee .

Thy wi t
,
t hy spa rkl i ng h umou r

,
now i s free

Th is boon ungrudg i ngly w i t h t h ee w e Sh a re ,
And sha rp coe rc ion for t hy wan t s prepare ,
By o ur shor t - s igh t ed Gove rnment

’s decree .

Fol d pa t ien t a rms upon thy th robbi ng breas t
Afa r t h e day - s t a r cl eaves th e edge of n igh t
F rom long t o i l o f t hy so rrow t hou shal t res t

,

Thy da y i s rism g 1n u nclouded l igh t .

The peop le see , and to t hy wrong at t es t
O u r ru le r ’ s wa r sha l l b e who fi rs t sh a l l do t h ee r igh t .

“ I rish Wit , B ulls, and B la rney ,

”

B y S hea han,

Hu ll L itera ry Club , 1 882 .
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GRAVE S IDE THOUGHTS .

SOM E l i t t le mounds of da i s i ed t u rf w e hol d
The hol i es t spo t s i n a l l t h e grea t , roun d ea rth ,

F rom wh ich o ur d ead u n to a secon d b i rt h

Sha l l r i s e
,
when th e las t t rumpet - peal i s rol led .

Dea r ea rt h th a t doth so t enderly en fold
Beneat h t hy l i v i ng green depa r t ed worth ,
Whi le gen t l e da i s i es sm i l e se ren ely fort h

I n a ngel t i n ts o f pea rly wh i t e and gold
A p rophecy o f holy t h i ngs beyond
The w i s t fu l s t ra i n i ng o f o ur t ea rfu l eyes ,
Seek ing wi t h ch i ld - l i ke ea rnest n ess t h e sk i es

,

Tha t seem to ou r poor fa i t h a ho ly bond
O f th e Ch r i s t - prom i se th a t o u r dead sha l l r i se ,
And i n God ’ s rea lm un to o u r pu rer love respond .

To the Memory of Wa lter Clifford Deniss,
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MU S IC .

T HE flow o f mus i c i s a n end les s fame ,
E scap i ng da rk obl iv i on ’s movel ess n igh t

The swee t a ccompan imen t o f you t h an d l igh t
A so lac e soft , o ur u tmos t gr i et t o t ame .

We know not th e wide bound o f i t s fa i r a im
,

T o wh at fa r reg ion , past o ur mor t a l s igh t ,
I t s echoes qu ive r in s ub l imest h e i gh t ,
Beyon d th e leve l o f o ur pri de an d sh ame .
The d r i ft i ng o f i t s h a rmony o

’

er eart h

Sooth es t he deep sor row of th e wea ry h ea rt

And l i ft s swee t memories t o a secon d b i r t h ,
Some Se raph

’

s ho ly message t o impar t .
Ah , Ba lfe t he i r fam e i s of t h e h igh e r wort h

W ho a re H igh - pr iest s o f t h i s most holy a rt .

“ The L ife and Musica l Genius of B a lfe,
”

B y R ich a rd Toogood ,

Hu ll L itera ry Club , 1 883 .
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HUMBER .

O UR dark wra th - t i de came ! fa r and wide
Edd i ed and spread th e wi ld war - t i d e .

Spread i n a h el l o f b lood and smoke ,
And edd i ed where t he fie rce Wa r broke .

Broke as t h e Sax ons , few bu t b rave ,
Turn ed t h e edge of th e s weep ing wave

B i t deep , and s t rewed t he smok ing so i l

Wit h t he wi ld sea -wolves and the i r spo i l .

Then t h e br igh t w a r-wave wrapped arou nd
,

Eddy ing over t h e t rampled groun d .

E choed and rang th e w i l d wa r - c lash

Then ceased t h e sword s t o wave and flash .

Ove r the war - groun d , wi th i t s d ead ,
For t h from i t s co i l th e w a r-wave sp read .

To W . Bethell ,
R ise Pa rk

,
Hu ll.
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MEDIZEVAL HULL .

SEE t h e o ld t own , s l eep ing i n th e s u n ,
E re t h e day ’ s w i ld c lam ou r i s begu n .

Up th e r ipp l i ng Humber , broad and free
Proud ly s t eers a gal l ey from t h e sea

Mak i ng fo r t h e h a rbou r , whe re t h e ch a i n

Gua rds o u r wea l t h an d freedom—won w i t h pa i n
Wi t h i n i t s l i nked folds ga l l i es l i e

See t h e i r t a l l mas t s s t r ik i ng th e b l u e Sky
And th e sh een o f a rmou r on t h e wa l l

,

Where i n s i l en ce s t a lk yeomen t a l l

Here and t here a ca n non
,
s t range and gr im

,

Threa t s w i t h i t s s i len t mou t h l i fe a nd l im b .

S t rong t he l i ne o f rampar ts
,
s t re t ch ing fa r

,

Hold i ng , wi th t h e r ivers , sa fe from war

Al l t h e wea l th and honour o f t h e t own
,

S t rongly he ld a nd n u rt u red by t he c row n .

Now t he bel l ’s soft m u s i c wakes to l i fe ,
Cal l i ng up t h e sleepe rs t o t he s t ri fe .

Rol l s t he s t rong ga t e open , t h e b r i dge fa l l s ,
As th e vo i ce of l abou r l oudly ca ll s .

To A lf red H . Young ,

Manchester.
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OUR ADVOCATES .

GREAT was th e t e rror of t he i r a rmed sway

Whose glo ri ous mon umen t s ou r t hought s engage
Pa la ce and mo s que th a t t ime ’ s relen t less rage
Has fa i led t o vanqu i sh t o t he i r su re decay .

The fame , t he g lo ry of t h ei r olden day ,
W i t h pomp and warfa re fi l l s a s t i rr i ng page

Bu t did t h i s fame t h e to i le r ’ s woe assuage
,

And m i t igat e th e t rava i l o f h i s w ay
?

O u r Sin, o ur greed o f gold , o ur bloody h and

I n accu sat ion fi erce a nd st rong we hea r

And yet o ur monumen t s t h roughou t t h e l and

Were w rough t t h e toi le r
’

s lo t t o a id an d ch ee r .
O u r roads , o u r ra i lways , a nd ou r br idges , s tand

The advoca t es fo r ou r ensangu i n ed sword and spea r .

“ D umpty Pice A Rem iniscence of Indian Travel , "
B y Edwin G . Eeles,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 884.
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NOT LOST .

NOT los t th e cu l t u re a nd t h e lov i ng a rt

Tha t fa i r memoria l s fo r o ur t reasu re wrough t
I n m ingl i ng of sweet poesy and t hough t

,

O l d j ewels i n new set t i ngs to impa rt .
No t los t t h e flash i ng of Deat h ’ s fat a l d a r t

N o t imeless m id n igh t o f obl i vion b rough t
No r s i lence t o h i s sou l who sagely t augh t

F rom th e deep ri ches o f t h e m ind an d h ea rt .
They who wo rk well , t h e cu l t u red a nd th e t ru e ,
I n swee t remembrance l i ve beyond t he i r years ;
Throned by o u r hea rt h s , t h e fa t he rs o f ou r ra ce ,
Young h ea rt s w i t h peace and v i r t u e t o imbue
To ra i se t h e d roop i ng sou l above i t s fea rs

,

Gird ing th e na t i on i n t he i r s t rong embrace .

Dean S tanley ,

”

B y the Rev. Geo . Rob inson,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 882 .
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THE INCOME TA ! .

’Tis bad ! offended sense makes i t s pro t es t
Aga in s t th e t ax . I t s r igou r dot h embrace
Th e marge o f pover ty

,
and sh ows n o gra ce

Where S i ckness makes i t s s t ern a nd sh arp reques t
,

O r du ty t o t he fu l l hou se adds i t s guest .
I t s imp iou s S c ru t i ny wou ld da re t o t ra ce

The sacred ledge r ’ s b road bu t sec ret fa ce
Wi t h equa l doub t to plague o ur wors t a nd best .
Rogues pa l t e r

,
l i e t h e t ru e an d hones t pay

Perchance t h e doub t and sc ru t i ny t o bear .
Thus pass t he ga in s of t hri ft a nd ca re away ,
To leave , mayhap , some b u rthen on th e yea r
Deb t ’s d im shadow darken ing many a day .

Who ga in s t h e least doth from h i s n eed bea r large r

sha re .

“ The Income Tax ,

”

To A lderman Sea ton, Hu ll .
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CLUBS .

AROU N D o ur C l ub wha t grac ious t hough t s combi n e ,
What gran d Old fa ces t h rough t he shades of t im e
L ive i n ou r memory

,
by t he i r W i t s ub l i m e

,

And find young h ands t he i r l au re l to en twi n e
Fo r gen i u s n eve r d i es I t s s t a rry Sh in e
I r rad ia t es ea rt h I t s vo i ce , sweet as th e ch ime

O f dist ant bel l s , now soo thes o ur manhood
’ s p r ime

,

O r fi res ou r you th w i th pass io n ha l f d iv i ne !

Assoc ia t e wi t
,
t h e touch o f t empered st eel

,

The st erl i ng sympat hy o f hea r t wi t h h ea rt ,
The league of t riflers, with sm a l l w i t t o dea l

,

Connoi sseu rs i n t h e beef- s t eak cook i ng a rt

Su ch a re some memori es th a t to u s appeal
,

And in t h i s hou r th e sp i r i t o f t h e c l ubs impar t .

Clubs
,

”

B y A ld. Fraser ,
President ’s A ddress,
Hu ll Litera ry Club, 1 880 .
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THE DE LA POLES .

GENT LE and wi se , t h e lo rd ly De l a Poles
Merch an t s and benefa c tors o f ou r town

Whose h igh m unifi c enc e w as b rave ly shown

Respons i ve t o th e k in g o r n at ion ’s c a l l s

Passed has t he i r glo ry t he i r ba ron i a l h a ll s
By changefu l t im e an d ru i n a re o ’

erthrown

Dust a re th e h ands t h a t a l l bu t c lu t ch ed th e c rown ,
E re t h e l as t s t rand ing on revo l t

’

s d i re shoals .

The m ercha n t was t h e weed t h e p r i n ce ly hea r t
Beat nobly u ndernea t h i t s modes t gu i se ,
No r fa i l ed to b reas t t he fa lch ion an d t h e da r t
When Henry ’s s t andards reddened Ga l l i a ’ s Sk ies

Good a lmon ers we re t hey
,
an d d id impa r t

Thei r gold t o chase th e gr i ef from pove rty
’

s d im eyes ;

To the Rev. H . W . Kemp, M.A . ,

Canon of York ,
Master of the Cha rterhouse, Hu ll .
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THE COU S IN S .

(E. C . H . LA M PLOUGH and J. N. B RUCE).

NOT much between t h em Ch i ldhood ’ s h appy bowe rs

M igh t wel l h ave she l te red t hem in t he i r Spr ing - t ime

And chee red th em wi t h bi rd - song and gen t le rhyme ,
Am id th e t i nc t u re o f g reen l eaves an d flowers .

They m igh t h ave bu i l t togeth er a i ry t owers
,

F rom base t o t u rre t hand - in-h and to c l imb ,

True kn igh t s , th e reby t o pun ish B luebeard
’ s c r ime

O r shake al l gi an t - l a nd before t h ei r powers .

I t was no t so dec reed— t h ey never met

Wi th i n t he n a rrow c i rc le o f o u r yea rs ,
Bu t p remat u rely pa id l i fe ’s changeless deb t
And left u s bu t o ur memories and ou r t ea rs .

So t h ey res t wel l
,
beyond ou r gri e f a nd fre t

No t fa r apar t i n d ea t h each smal l green grave appea rs !

To R . M . and E . G . Bel l ,
Hu ll.
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BONDS AND FETTERS .

BO U N D ? we who walk wi t h head e rec t a nd free ,

Eyes l i fted to t h e wea l t h of Summer sky

B rea s t i ng rude Win t e r , t empes ts sweepi ng by

O u r pr i de— t h e ro ck t h at gi rds a fre t t i ng sea !

Fe t t e rs ? who Sh a l l t h e i ron bonds dec ree
What field , what t e rro r , shal l o u r manhood fly

What tyra n t mock to s co rn ou r capt ive s igh

Whose r i c h a n ces t ra l b lood en r i ched the l ea ?

Bound i s t he hea rt t h a t fre t s and t h robs i n pa i n

A sea tha t su rges i n i t s fie rce un res t ,
A wh i rlpool sh ak ing i t s wh i te breas t of s torm
Tha t n ever more sha l l Summer ca lm rega i n
U n t i l t h e re st ea l s t h at long forb idden gues t

I n to ou r hea rt , t o c l asp a mu te an d ne rve l es s fo rm .

To Rymer Young ,

Wa rrington.
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S I! DAYS ON A MAST .

THE form o f a frag i l e woman ,
Bound t o a t rembl ing mast ,

The w i ld wav es sh r i ek i ng rou nd he r

And th e win te r’ s b i t i ng bla s t .

A group o f s t rong men n ea r he r

F igh t ing for ve ry l i fe ,
’Ti l l rea son an d sense su ccumbing ,
Yie ld up t h e b i t t e r st r i fe .

The voi ce o f th a t gen t le woman
Cha rm ing t hem back aga i n

,

I n to th e s t ern rea l i ty
O f t h e i r peri l a n d t he i r pa i n .

Ch ee ring wi t h h opefu l soo th i ng s
Th e weary hou rs t h a t passed

,

Wh i l e t h e glaz ing eyes of th e dying

On he r slende r fo rm were cas t

Th us , t hough Despa i r w as sh ri ek ing
Deat h

’

s d i rges in
’

t h e b las t ,
Her brav e , t ru e h ea r t sus ta in ed h e r ,
S i x days on the t rembl ing mas t .

D . D. LA M PLOUGH ,

(Mrs. M. H. Newton) .
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A TRI P TO THE CAPE .

TH RO UGH many a danger a nd escape
The t a l l Sh ip s passed th e s t o rmy Cape ,

”

Haun t o f t h e F ly i ng Dut chman ’ s sa i l ,
O ft seen i n hou r s Of s t orm and ga le ,
Then h u rr i c an e and t empest

'

s wa r
A great e r t e rro r t o the t a r

S t r i fe o f t h e wind an d raging wave

May daun t t h e b raves t of th e b rave ,
Where Cabra l

’

s flee t wa s t ossed a nd ren t

Un t i l t he t h ree -week ’ s st o rm was spen t

And many a sha t t e red b u lk and
'

spa r

Bore wi t n es s to t he fu r iou s w a r,

I n wh i ch grea t D i a z sank t o doom
Benea th t he s torm ’s imperv iou s gloom

,

No hand to a id
,
no e y e t o see

The fa t e t h a t se t h i s spi r i t free
No reveren t h and to deck h is b ie r

Wit h l au rel t o t he hero cl ea r :
Bu t i n requ i t a l C amoen ’ s st ra i n
Has spread h is t r i umph and h i s pa i n .

“ A Trip to the Cape,

”

B y l . lVilk inson,

Hu ll Literary Club , 1 883 .
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W . BLAKE .

YEA
, we are b l i nd , o r see wi t h part i a l s igh t

Some d im ex t e rna l fo rm s o f th i s s t range ea r th ,
I n wh i ch we s t ruggle on from b i rt h t o b i rt h ,
Unt i l i n o ur ecl i pse we rea ch t he l igh t .
Yet seers there a re

,
who th rough t ime -mist and n igh t

See angel s , sp i r i t s , prophet s , i ss ue fo rt h
’Mid st range

,
deep mus i c Of t ran scenden t wort h

Sweet a l t a r - d r i ft i ngs o f some h id den r i t e

Sad seer s a nd ex i l es
,
wandering fa r apa rt

F rom man mos t lonely when t he i r ra imen t b ru sh
Ea r th ’s C unn ing an d S uccess i n crowded ma rt ,
Where fo r t h i n - bea t en go ld t he v u lga r c rush
Yet s t r iv i ng , l ike poor B lake , wi t h grac i ous ar t

To float some sou l -notes o
’

er day ’s wane and fl ush .

“W . Bla ke : A rtist and Poet , "
B y the Rev. T . Freeth

,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 886.
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VOWS OF CH IVALRY .

TH EY t ook st range vows upon th em i n the i r p rid e
Those s t o rmy s i res who kept th e b rave old l and ,
Fenc i ng o u r honou r wi t h red axe and b rand

A l iv i ng rampart i n t h e ba t t l e - t i d e .

The sword t he i r l aw , a l l c au ses t o de c id e ,
I n th e red va n o f wa r t h ey took the i r st a nd .

Not s low wi th s teel t o meet ea ch fa i r demand
An d wi ld est fu ry of th e st o rm ab ide .

Glor iou s l au rel a nd red deat h th ey w o n,

Vowed t o s t range explo i t s o f t er r ific wa r ,
O ft fa l l ing p roud ly ’n ea th emblazoned sh ie ld ,
Leav ing swee t lov e t o wa i l i t s hopes undone ,
And i n n igh t - d reams to wander lone and fa r

In search for i t s loved dead upon t h e field .

Vowsof Ch iva lry ,

”

B y Edwa rd Lamplough ,
Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 880 .
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THE TEMPEST .

WRONG ED Prospero ! t hy gr ie f swee t com for t fou nd
I n fa i r a ffect ion an d h igh wi sdom

’

s gra ce ,
With loved M i ran da on ench an t ed grou nd ,
Ch a rmed by t hy Ari e l , so rrow to e fface
U n t i l t h e s t o rm wi t h p i n ion s b road and s t rong ,
W rapped i n i t s t e r ro r a l l t h e i s la nd st ra nd .

As wisdom smot e t h e s t rengt h o f gna rled wrong

And mercy sough t t he h ea rt o f Ferd i n and
Whereby fo rg i ven es s , t h rough t h e grace o f Love ,
The Spo i l o f roa r in g Tempest s d id res t o re ,
M ira nd a nest l i ng t o t h e Pri n ce , Sweet dove ,
And sm i l ing t h rough soft t ea rs

,
al l t e rro r o ’e r

Thu s gu i l t b reeds wrong , an d wi sdom
’ s reve ren t a r t

Do t h mercy t h rough wh i t e I nnocence impa r t

The Tempest ,
"

B y ThomasB rogden,

Hu l l Litera ry Club , 1 883 .
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THE DEATH OF NORTHUMBERLAND .

IN t h e mon th o f s torm and t ea rs
,

While t h e ea r th was bare ,
Came t h e Old Ea rl , wi th h i s spea rs ,
B lanched a nd wr i nkled by t h e yea rs

,

With t he i r we igh t o f ca re .

He , an exi le , l and l ess a l l ,
S t r iv i ng to work ou t

Fame a nd honou rs b rave recal l
To t h e old ancest ra l ha l l

,

By war ’s bloody bou t .

B ramham Moor th e wi ld wind swep t
,

Spears were i n a rray
,

Swords i n t o the sunsh in e leap t
,

I n the van t h e o ld man kept ,
Like a boa r a t bay .

Pou red the w a r- sha ft s t h ick and fast
,

Brave men k issed th e so i l
,

F i e rcely was t he dea t h - storm cas t
,

O
’

er h i s long , wh i t e ha i r i t pa ssed ,
S lew h im i n the coi l

To Major Cla rke,
Hu ll.
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LONGFELLOW .

THE greene r lau rels o f thy fame
Tim e - long sha l l e l e va t e t hy n ame ,
Great poe t o f a fr u i t fu l l a nd

Fa r re fuge o f ou r p i lgr im band .

No t fo r t h e c lass i c few t hy lay ,
But , l i ke t h e b en i son o fMay ,

I t gives t h e t rea s u re o f i t s grace
A rea lm o f r i ches to embrace
T o t ea ch th e r i ch man i n h i s p r id e

,

And not les s gra c iou s ly confide

U n to t h e wider world of t o i l

The lays and l egends o f t h e so i l .
More t h an a k ing , t h ou , poet a r t ,
Wit h g rea t e r r i ch es t o impa r t .
A Creoesus s tops h i s n iggard h and

,

“His l im i t
— bu t a co urt ly ba nd

D ispense r o f a pu rer gold ,

Thy boun ty dot h a worl d e n fo ld

And t ime , t h at s l ays th e monarch
’ s name

Serves to ex tend t hy poe t ’s fame

TheB irthday of Longfellow,

”

B y john H . Leggatt ,
Hu ll Literary Club , 1 882 .
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S I R ARTHUR HELPS .

A C HA ST E and cu l t u red wri t e r t h i s , held h igh
By al l who love t ru e a rt . Not one t o force

The age to fo l low o r commend h is cou rse
Nor one i n open r ival ry t o v ie .

I n con sc ious fa i t h h e wrough t benea t h God ’ s sky

To prove the t ru th , and win men t o endorse ,
I t s cla im

,
and t u rn , perch ance wi t h fa i n t remorse ,

To u rge t he good th ey m ig h t no more deny .

A c o unc ello r, whose wi sdom
’ s qu i e t vo ice

No t a lways rose t o rea ch the people
’

s ea r ;
Alt hough u nconsc iou sly t h ey m igh t rej o i c e
I n h im , when l abou r

’

s fru i t age d id appea r .
Albe i t res t i ng from h i s labour ’ s cho i ce

Shal l no t t ran sm i t t ed wisdom work from yea r to yea r

S ir A rth u r Helps a B ib liograph ica l S tudy ,

"

B y the Rev. W . C ra ke,
Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 887 .
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ARGENT INE .

A H , Argen t ine a l i ly pu re and swee t

D r i ft s sad ly ’nea t h t h e moon l igh t on t h e m ere ,
Lost i n t h e fa i n t M ay - sweet ness of i t s yea r ,
E re S ummer wi t h t he pa ss ion of i t s h ea t

K i ss ed pea rl t o gold
,
and cast i t a t t h e fee t

O f Au tumn , whose fru i t ion , gus t an d t ea r
Bu t wa i t s on VVinter’

s d i rge and cold , wh i t e b i e r ,
The dr i ft i n g wo rl d , t h e grave

’ s ca lm , sad re t r ea t .

N ot a lways i s i t wi se t o cou n t a s loss
The fad ing of th e j oy t h a t l i fe hol ds d ea r .
Tho ugh w i th e red l i l i e s cou n t ed are a s d ross ,
I n casquet s qu a i n t some hold , wi t h gen t l e fea r ,
Dry s t a lk and l eaf t ha t t o t h ei r eyes appea r

As fa i r as wh en t h e i r S ummer d id the ea rt h embos s .

“A rgentine and other Poems,
B y S h irley Wynne,

To M issCook , Hu ll.
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MA RCH .

B LOW
,
winds o f March a lo ng th e fu rrows ba re

,

And b rea t he i n t o t he bosom of the ea rt h
The secre t st i rr ings o f mos t sub t l e b i rth

,

En fold ing a ll th ings beau t i fu l a nd ra re

R i c h buds to deck t h i s t rippi ng maiden
’ s h a i r ,

Dai s i es to ca l l h er happy foot s t ep s fo r th
,

B lu e vi ol e t s , swe e t types o f h idden worth ,

T o t each he r sou l , i n sermon s deep a nd fa i r
The meek t heology o f ea rth , whose pra i se
I n beau ty o f sweet flowers b reaks fort h aga i n

,

B i rd ly ri cs mak ing al l th e h edge rows gay .

Dear ch i ld t hy h appy sp i r i t m eekly ra i se
Am id eart h ’ s lau ghte r an d i t s fresh green st a i n

,

F rom sun ri se un to su n se t of t h e da y .

To Mrs. G . M . Tweddell ,
S tokesley .
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A TA IL -P I ECE .

STO RM - B EAT EN c l i ff, wave - fre t t ed ro ck
,

Ye bear t h e impr in t of t he shock
O f u nreco rded t ime

Waves foam and lash i n fierce un re s t
Wh i t e su rges of t h e b i l lows ’ c res t
You r pass ion i s s ubl i m e

The stormy sea , t h e s tormy sky ,
Profo undly sympat he t i c l i e
Lon e myst ery of sky a nd wave
Tha t dwarfs u s to t he grave

Gu ll s c i rcl e o ’ er t he s to rmy heigh t

Wi th i n the pass ion o f t h e n igh t
,

So su l len , sad , and lone

One b i rd bes ide t h e foamy sea
,

A S wild ly pass iona t e and free
,

S t and s on t h e fre t t ed s tone
,

With eye t h a t da res t he clos i ng n igh t
,

Broad wings th a t t rembl e t o t he fl igh t
A u n i ty o f s to rm and s t r i fe

,

O f n at u re a nd w i ld l i fe

“ThomasBewick ,”
B y T. T inda ll Wi ldridge,
Hu ll L itera ry Club , 1 885 .
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THREE IND IAN C IT I ES .

PA LAC E an d t emp le i n s t range beau ty l i e
Benea t h the su n -flo od of a n or i en t sky ,
Where t h e da rk

,
t u rban ’d H i ndoo t h rongs each st ree t

N o r d reads th e a rdou r o f h i s n a t iv e hea t .

Mosqu e , m inare t , and palm , i n m ingled g ra ce

R i se o ’e r t he na t ive ’ s h umbler res t i ng pla ce ;
The s t reet ’s b righ t d r i ft of co lou r ch a rms t he s igh t ,
And t akes fresh beau ty from the rad i an t l igh t .

The ch a rm s o f a r t and fa i r romance embrace

Th e scene
,
and to uch i t w i t h a h igh e r gra ce .

But , 10 above th e fa i r s t ree t ’ s sh i ft i ng flow

Passes t h e deep to ne of ou r wes te rn glow

O ld Englan d ’s b road flag sp reads i t s ru ddy s t a i n ,
And sounds the rumb le of a pass ing t ra i n .

The t hunde r O f t h e adaman t i n e wes t
Shakes the soft l angou r of th e o r i en t b rea s t ,
As spreads t h e i ron s i n ew of ou r i s l e

The so rrows of a n Empi re t o b egu i l e

Th e scou rge of i n t e rneci n e s t r i fe t o ba r ,
And she l te r sm i l i ng peace beh ind t he fron t o f wa r .

“Th ree Indian C it ies,"
B y Capt . Campbell-Thompson, C .E .,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 886.
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STAFFORDSH IRE WAR PLACQUES .

SOM E ba t t le -mounds bes t u d t h in e anc i en t so i l
,

F rom wh ich d im legen ds , br igh t ened by romance ,
With d reams o f l ove a nd wa r o u r hea rt s en t ran ce

,

Yield i ng from days o f old some s i lve rn Spoi l
Wi th c lang i ng hammers o f o ur la t e r t oi l
Mi ngles sword . c lash a nd gl immer o f t h e la nce

,

Where red spark s rou nd t he sound ing an v i l d an ce ,
A S warr io r - faces , won from t ime

’

s d im coi l
,

’M id wrea t h ing cloud s , s t a re wi t h se t feat u res down

Upon t h e l abou rs o f o u r peacefu l d ays
Sh ades o f t h e m igh ty dead , whose i ron hand s
F l ash ed ready s t ee l t o fence th e fa l l i ng c rown

O f H en ry or g rave Cha rles , when st ormy frays

Ra ined blood on t rampled fie lds and sea -washed st rands .

To W . H . Hutton,

Wo lverhampton.
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QU ITE READY .

A H ,
p re t ty N el ly wi t h d im eyes we see

The pale gold o f t hy ha i r , thy sweet Wh i t e face

Passed th ro ugh such suffe r ing from o ur sad embrace ,
By Ch r i st ’s dea r lov e of Pa rad i se m ade free

La i d l i s t less on t h e ma rge O f dea th
’ s d im sea

,

Th ine eyes behe ld t h a t ch i ld , a l l h ea l t h a nd
’

gra ce ,

Quite Ready , w i t h h e r dog , h er mu ff and la ce ,
Fo r t h e b r i sk d riv e by h edge row and green lea

Sm i les ch ased th e so rrow o f t hy wea ry s t r i fe ,

Quite Ready , t h e l ow wh i spe r o f t hy vo i ce ,
Soo th ed t o dea t h ’s s i l en ce on t hy moth e r

’

s b reas t .

Ah , la s t dear
‘ word s of sympa t hy w i th l i fe

Whose sweet a ssu ra n ce cal l s u s t o rej o i ce
O ’er t h e t i red babe , qu i t e ready for e t e rna l res t .

To the Memory of Nel ly B ruce.
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THE C ID .

YEA , I h ave w on t hee , who a rt v ic to r s t i l l ,
And by the K ing ’ s behes t may c la im t hy h an d
Yet how my pr ide , my st rength , t o t hy command ,
And wa i t t h e swee t dec is i on of thy wi l l
Alas , for my st rong band t h a t wrough t su ch i l l ,
Whose va lou r t hy proud s i re cou ld no t wi th s tand
I t s c u nn i ng fo i l s i t s j u st i ce o f dem and

,

Foredoomed to w in and los e by over - Sk i l l

W on i s t h e dea res t pr i ze benea th t h e sky ,
Yet may I n o t thy bea u ty ’s bl i ss embrace ,
But from t h e queen of love , u npre s sed , must fly ,
To wiel d ru de a rms , and o f t hy v i rg i n grace
D ream th rough d u l l n igh ts , unsat i sfied t o s igh ,
Unt i l

,
pa i n o ’ er , I p res s warm kisse s on t hy face .

The Cid ,

"

B y Cha r lesMason,

Hu ll and East R iding Portfo lio , june, 1 887.
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FATHER MATHEW .

H IS l i fe w as t ru e a nd h igh , no empty d ream ,

NO cold secl u s io n from l i fe
’

s fre t and t oi l

I n rock - gi rt cel l , o n bare an d st e r i l e so i l

Sou l cen tred i n i t se l f, wi thou t one g l eam

O f love t h a t moved o u r Sav i o u r to redeem

Lost
,
fe t t e red sl aves from pass i on’ s s t ra i n i ng co i l

He moved , a ch amp ion s t rong i n fa i t h , t o fo i l
Th e loat h ly foe t h a t da res o ur l i fe bla spheme

Wit h mu rder s t a i ned , and r u i n s o f Swee t peace
A ll fou l w i t h h a rlot ry

,
a nd t a in t ed gold

S t rew ing with graves an d tea rs t he weary land .

Grea t be h i s honou r , who , fo r o ur re lease ,
To sel f a lone grew i ron ha rd an d cold ,
O u t st re t ch ing to t h e s t a i ned and los t a sav i ng h and .

Fa ther Ma thew,

”

B y Edmund Wrigglesworth,

Hull Litera ry Club , 1 88 1 .
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COCH RANE AT LAUDER BR IDGE .

MA R
, i n th e grandeur of h i s feuda l s t a t e ,

Met a t La uder Chu rch , h i s pee rs— and fat e .
To Scot l a nd ’s n obles b u t

,

t h e mason
,
he ,

The upst art Coch rane , wi thou t ped igree ;
Peers t hey to h im , bu t he ld SO rough aud rude ,
Mere so ld ie r

’

s i n m i nd and S im i l i t ude .

A Cowa rd —No he met t h ei r dead ly hat e
U nmoved , a nd snee r ing a t impend i ng fa te .

A rope ! His fe l low s , pee rs SO ro ugh a nd r ude ,
Sank i n th a t scene benea t h t h e common c rowd .

S ilk be it , lords my tent will furnish one.

”

A horse - ha i r h a lt e r t hen t h ey h i t upon .

And so on Laude r Br idge th ey st r ung h im h igh
And st e rn ly sc o ffing as t hey saw h im d ie ,
C ursed h is b l i nd prid e , n or saw th e cov er t sn eer
Al l one to th em d id s i lk o r hemp appea r ,
Save as t h e v u lga r med i um o f th a t pr ide

They cu rsed
,
and had no sk i l l t h emselves t o h ide .

Scot t t e l l s th e O ld , gr im s to ry on t hei r l i n e ,
F a i l i ng th e rough S cot ’s fi bre to refi ne .

To W . Tireh-uch,
L iverpoo l .
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EARL GOWR IE AT DUNDEE .

GR IM was the w a r. T he old house s t ood i t well ,
The cen t re o f a fi erc e t um u l t uou s swe l l ,
Whose surge s fla shed brigh t stee l , and bu rs t t o flam e

As the s low m uske teers t ook ca re fu l a im .

Spea rs hedged the doorwa ys , the deep wi ndows he ld ,
And e a ch w i ld onse t ’s fu ri ou s va lour que l led .

The play of sword and spea r w as fierce and fa s t ,
Ea ch ebbing surge i n fury w as reca s t
Em ergen t from the powder- sm oke

’s wide flow ,

To foam and dri ft ’

m id roa r a nd cra sh ing blow ,

A nd lap the bu i ld i ng
’s fron t wi th gleam i ng wa r,

Tha t sou gh t t o flood or crum ble the s tou t ba r.

Shot a nswe red shot the m u ske t ’ s bl i nd ing ire
P ierced the wh i te - sm oke dri ft wi th red sh a ft s o f fire .

The S t ua rt ’s w a r- c ry , Gowrie
’ s a nsweri ng shou t ,

Rose h igh a bove the t um u l t o f the rou t
U nt i l fre sh ba nds cam e rush i ng to the spot ,
And poured i n cessa n t ly the m uske t - shot ,
Whe n Gowrie , hope less o f the bu rghers

’

a id

Re - shea thed h i s sword , and proud subm i s sion m a de .

" A n A uld S cotch Town,

”

B y David Maxwel l ,
Hall L iterary C lub , 1 884 .
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PA IR ROSAMOND .

W E m ay ge t som ewh a t s t i ff and dry
Th roa t - s t re t ched wi th look in g up too -h igh
So now and t hen a s tory old
I s we l com e , a lm ost , asfine gold .

More we l com e s t i l l i f Pri n ce o r Ki ng

M a k e s love with ou t the wedd ing ring ,

I n som e rem ote o ld feu da l age

O ur l ove of s ca nda l t o e nga ge ,

Withou t the need t o hea ve one s igh

O
’

er s i n ne rs so long dead and dry

The K i ng and Rosam ond— swee t dove
We re s im ply c lose as h a nd and glove

,

But he was fe t tered wi th a quea n ,
O f repu ta t i o n beyond screen
Where fore he v i s i ted—oh , fie

H i s l i t t le da rl i ng on the s ly
So did h i s Queen wi th , poi son cold
And da gge r, fo r the m i n x so bold I
I f you don ’ t t h i n k t h i s s tory t rue ,

Re fe r t o Leech
,
h i s pi ct u re V iew

The Fable of Fa ir Rosamond,

”

B y Thos. Wa lton, (3 5 .

Hu l l L iterary C lub.
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THE QUEST ION .

WH ERE doe s the e lect ri c im pu lse lie
In pre ssure o f a t i n y h a nd ,
O r w i t ch cra ft of a tende r eye

W as i t Ompha le
'

s tender s igh
Th a t H ercu les cou ld no t wi t hs ta nd P

Where doe s the e lec tri c im pu lse lie

None m ay i t s pote nt a rt de ny ,
None m a y i t s sub t le course comm a nd
The wit ch cra ft of a tender eye .

E
'

en Dia n ’s cold brea s t m a de reply

She cha ste s t of the H e a t hen ba nd
Where doe s the e lec t r i c im pu lse lie

And Vu lca n of the swa rt hy dye
Me t sm i l i ng Ve nus

’

s dem a nd ,

The wi t ch cra ft of he r tender eye .

W e ask , as love and be i ng fly
Throughou t t he gay i dyl l i c la nd ,

Pra y doe s the e lec tri c impu lse lie
I n wi t ch cra ft o f a tender eye

?

E lec tric ity and the E lec tric ity of L ife,
”

B y
Hul l L iterary C lub, 1 883.
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EDWARD IV . SHUT OUT OF HULL .

YES , he
’

s la nded stormy sea s
G a ve ou r i sla nd no re lea se
And wi th ba nner i n the ga le
Toss ing o ’

er h i s bu rn i shed m a i l
,

Edwa rd m a rches through the la nd
\V i t h h i s F lemm i ngs , gu n - in- h a nd .

Sha l l w e t hrow the st rong ga te s wide
For the .Yorki s t , i n h i s pri de P

W e who m a rch ed w i t h H a nson ou t
Fo r red S a nd a l ’ s s torm y bou t ,
When Duke R ich a rd m e t h i s doom

,

I n the old yea r ’ s dy i ng gloom .

I n the hou r t ha t Bol ingbroke
Fa ir bu t fa l se ly t o u s spoke
D id o ur fa t he rs sla cken cha i n
L e t the drawbridge fa l l aga i n

Nay ! wi t h a rrow on the s tri ng ,
W a rn ed they o ff the ir fu t u re K i ng
And t h u s w e , w i t h spea r and sword ,

Men a ce ba ck o ur la te l iege l o rd.

To Geo . P . Craven
,

Ro land Ga rden,

London,

79
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DAWSON , THE ART I ST .

HE i s beyond ou r p i ty la id a t re st ,
And honoured wi th the guerdon o f just fam e ,

So long de layed u n to h i s e a rnes t a im
Approv ing h im wit h long con t i nued test .
R i ch i n h i s pove rt y

,
of love opprest ,

And of h i s da i ly worsh ip rea p ing blam e

Th a t cou ld not que n ch the a rdour of h i s flam e
,

Devour ing of h i s Summ er days the bes t .
H a rd w as the t o i l , t h ri ce ea rned the a r t i s t

'

s brea d ,
As gen i u s won the wri nkle s of du l l ca re ,

The t hough t - vex t brow , the grey - be spri nk led h ea d
,

Bu t kept the i nne r j oy , the pre sen ce fa i r ,
The spiri t

'

s holy tri umph to de cla re
,

As eve decl i ned , by n igh t
'

s deep gloom s o ’

e rspread .

“ Dawson, the A rtist ,
”

B y yolm Potter B riscoe,
Hull L iterary Club , 1 88 1
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HOTHAM DEMANDS ADM ISS ION .

ATT EN D my fr iends I for on ce let p ruden ce rule
O u r pa rty a im s , and y ie ld the town i t s due .

W e mu s t su rrende r governa n ce .

’Ti s t rue

W e h a ve ou r cha r tered righ t s—yet he
’

s a foo l

O r kna ve (of King o r Comm on s the poor too l),
Who hope s t o keep the old whe n t im e s a re new ,

And h igh preroga t i ve fa l l s i n ou r V iew .

You snee r l—Wha t ca re I fo r you r rid i cu le
I s t a nd on m y j u s t r igh t . Th is th re a tened t own

I s no King ’s t own i t i s the na t i on ’ s ch a rge
W e ca nnot hold , o r y ie ld i t t o the c rown .

S i r J oh n m ust e nter—le t the bri dge s down
T he King and Comm on s m ay t he i r c la im e n la rge ,
’G a i n s t the im pend i ng storm be Pa rl iam en t ou r t a rge .

The Mayor, Thos. Ra ikes, in Deba te.

”

To Samuel
'

Davis,

Hul l .
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BOOKSELLERS ’ S IGN S .

BOOKS E LLE R S ' S ign s a plea sa n t them e

To floa t u s down t im e
’s rol l i ng stream ,

Through London - stree t s , dim ,
qu a int , and old ,

Bu t touched w i t h though t s th a t t urn to gold
The sca t tered re l i c s o f a n age

Whose im pri n t g i lds t he h i s to ri c page .

Here from th i s corner t a ke the row

A fa ir perspe c t i ve—a ll a g low
With sun se t ’ s gold and crim son s ta i n
F l a sh i ng from s ign and w indow - pa ne
And te l l m e i f t h e se p i ct ure s fa ir
C la im n ot the cri t i c ’ s gen t le ca re .

Draw ne a r, and t a ke t h em o ne by one

Ere day ’ s red su n se t gleam be done
Fo r th ey a re no m ere da ubs

,
t o sham e

The a rt i s t ’ s sk i l l , t heir owner
’ s n am e

But drawn i n such good fa i t h and a rt
,

The w orth o f know ledge t o im pa rt
,

Tha t a rt i s t
’

s sk i l l and a u t hor’ s gra ce ,

B ookseller’s S igns of London,

"

B y W . G . B . Page .

Hull L iterary C lub, 1 886.
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A MEMOR IAL

SAD day of u n forgot ten tears ,
O f dea t h ’s u n t im e ly ga i n ,
As w e ga ze ba ckwa rd through the yea rs

W e t h ri l l t o sorrow ’ s pa i n .

W i t h gi rl s and stu rdy boy a t knee ,

Ou r c i rc le seem s com ple te
O ur ch i ldren m i s s n o t one of glee

,

No pa le fa ce
,
ca lm and swee t .

Th ey t ou ch the ba be ’ s green , gra ssy bed ,

The roses on h i s tree
They wh i sper of the i r brother dea d
H i s fa ce th ey neve r see .

W e see i t wa xen , l i ly -wh i te ,
Through dim m i s t s of o u r tea rs
Dea t h -bea ut ified u n to o ur s igh t ,
Th rough la pse of ch a nge fu l ye a rs .

Young l ive s
,
o ur bond of love to -day ,

Draw close r hea rt to h ea rt
The c loser bond o f grie f’s sad sway
Doth deepe r love impa rt .

To M . A . Lamplough ,

Hul l,
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“ THE DRAMA .

”

IN wi ld rom ance, i n tragic scenes , the s tage
Exh i b i t s l i fe ’s v i c i ss i t ude and rage I

The m orn ing s un th a t pra nks l i fe ’ s fie ld i n gold
Se t s o ’

er the lone ly gra ve , i n dea t h -m i s t s cold .

Bea u ty ’ s a l l uring spe l l , we a l t h , honour , fam e ,

Att ra c t , em bra ce . a nd st i l l de fe a t o u r a im

W e gra sp the subs ta nce— when dea t h , sorrow ,
t im e

Re la x ou r a rm s , a nd t u rn s t o d irge the ch im e ,

Tha t
,
so ft a nd low , ra ng hea ven ly hope on ea rth ,

Ere s l ow expe r ie n ce la boured to i t s b irt h .

From ea rly t im e the s t age , wi th fa ci le a rt

H a t h l a boured wi t and wisdom t o im pa rt
Though foi led by prost i t u t ion to the age ,

W i t
,
sa t i re , pa ss ion , with the world enga ge .

Grea t m i nds , u nh appy l i ve s , a nd sorrows deep ,
Be fore o ur a ud ience i n su cc e ss ion sweep
Above old gra ves w e pa u se ’ twix t hope and s igh ,
The l i fe re a ds fa i l ure , bu t the tex t i s h igh .

Ou rs less t o j udge t h a n s i ft the go ld from d ross ,
O u r wea l t h t o che r i sh , a nd deplore t he ir loss .

“ The Drama in Eng land ,

”

B y S idney W . C larke,

Hul l Literary C lub, 1 887 .
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HOTHAM DEMANDS ADM I SS ION .

PROV ED friends ! t he a ncient fam e of th i s good town

H a t h eve r been entrusted to i t s son s ,
And sh a l l be , so i t s a n cien t ch a rte r ru ns ,
Bu t he ld i n due dependence on the crown .

Now a re w e ca l led to lay ou r h onou rs down ,
Su pi ne ly y ie ld ou r wa l l s and shot ted guns
To those whose cou n se l Ch a rle s , i nd ign a n t , sh u ns
Sha l l we t h u s tam e ly cru sh ou r o ld renown ?
’

TisPa rliament
’

sbehest ! Weplay with heads

A ye bu t no v iolen ce u rge upon ou r sou ls
,

Im morta l sen t i n e l s , i n fleshly cowls

Foredoom ed to end in d i ssolu t ion ’ s sh reds
I say ,

when trum pe t sou nds , and w a r- drum rol l s ,
Men die Choose t he n the r igh t—awa y wi t h cra ven

drea ds '

“ A lderman Parkins in Deba te,
"

To f a iries Rnsby ,

Regents Park ,
London.
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THE PEN .

STYLU S , stee l - n ib , grey qu i l l , o r a n cien t reed ,
F rom Ea s t or We s t , benea th wh a t o ld world gloom

Inkst a ined, and la i d upon the wri ter
’s tom b ,

O r born of la ter- t im e
’ s prohflc seed

S team -wrough t t o m ee t the grea t world ’s presen t need

W e hold you gre a te r t ha n the sword and pl um e

Th a t wa ve and g l i t ter o
’

er the ba t t les ’ doom .

Ra re pen t ha t doth ou r h ungry sp i r i t feed ,
And wren ch es from l i fe ’ s wa s te of dim de ca y

The poe t ’s dream , the leg i s la t or
’ s pla n

Tra nsm i t ted wi sdom of ea ch flee t ing day ,
To prove the imm orta l i ty of m an,

And yie ld a vo i ce from t ha t dim rea lm whose ray ,

Bu t for the pen,
were los t be fore o ur day bega n .

Writing Ma teria ls, A nc ient and Modern
,

”

B y john Linford,

Ha l l Literary C lub, 1 886 .



FRE SCOE S .

2 3 .

A CATALOGUE OF BOOKS .

A L I ST o f books reple te w i t h va ried ch a rm s ,
With long l i fe - la bou r of the true and wise

,

Who saw o ld ea rt h a nd t im e i n fa ire st gu i se ,
A nd h ea rd a ga i n the cla ng of G re c i a n a rm s
Loud t rum pe t b la s t s , and ba t t le

’s fierce a la rm s .
Who sa ng the ch a rm s o f Da ph n e

’

s k i l l i n g eye s ,
The cla ss i c a rt of S trephon ’ s dy ing sigh s

,

A nd a ll the m ea sured fu l l ness o f love ’ s h a rm s ,
The g i a n t m i nds , t h a t ch a sed the n igh t o f t im e ,

Gl ide l i ke dim ghost s be fore ou r m en ta l eye ,

To wa ve o ld la ure l s , and o ld l i fe renew ;
To ch a se Eve ’ s curfew wi th m orn ’ s Ea s te r ch im e

,

And u rge the c lo uds t h a t ve i led ou r c lea rer sky

Wi th the ca lm la bou r of the wise and true .

To f a iriesM iles,
Trinity S treet ,

Leeds.
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get a r c fi 24 .

EP IDEM IC D I SEASES .

FORC ED from the breezy up la nd t o the pla i n
And c a s t i ng fa r o ur lea fy sylva n crown ,
W e m ix ,

and t o i l t o bu i ld the d rea ry t own ,
Whe reby w e m ay se curi ty a t ta i n .

The re find w e m a ny a sub t le wo e a nd pa i n
Pe rcha n ce i n s i len ce Pla g ue

’ s dea t h - seeds a re s t rown ,
And su fferi ng t urns t o fre nzy ’ nea th dea t h ’ s frown ,
So deep t he terror of i t s tyra n t re i gn .

So H u l l has s u ffered , closed u n t o the world ,

Gra ss i n i t s s tree t s , and e a ch grim drawbr idge ra i sed ,

With s i len t wh a rve s , a nd flag of comm erce furled ,

C losed ch urche s , the Al l -Fa t her
’s love unpra i sed ,

T he unble ssed de a d i n pe s t - p i t s rude ly h urled
While pi ty i ng Engl a nd looked upon the s cene ama zed .

“Epidemic D iseases,
”

B y W . Ho lder,

Hul l L iterary C lub , 1 884.



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


92 FRE SCOE S .
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TR ICH INUS SPIR IL IS .

SPIR ILIs our i ns id ious , wre t ched fo e ,

Th a t c u t s u s prem a t ure ly o ff a t m ea t
,

Whe reby the s trength t ha t did o ur foe s de fe a t
O ur fo i l be com e s , and bri ngs o ur m a nhood l ow .

O ld La te r -Tim e , wi th h arsh unk ind ly b low ,

“

W ipes ou r t h in l ips a sw e prepa re t o e a t ,

And wa rns us o ff, from ta ble t o re t rea t
Wherea t w e sl i nk awa y , wit h gra ce le s s bow .

’Twere su re ly k i nd t o le t u s die i n pea ce ,

S trong fea s ters o f i nnum era ble foes ,
Nor by lea n fam i ne doom o ur swi ft de crea se ,

With length en ed v i sage and l ow droop ing j aws .

To d ie fu l l fle sh ed ,

’

m id s irlo i n
,
ham ,

a nd grea se ,

Were j us t fu l film en t of o ld N a t u re ’ s fa i th fu l laws .

“Trichinas St iritis,
"

B y W . Fraser,
Hu l l L iterary Club , 1 88 1 .
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ga u n t} 2 7
'

PUBL IC OP I N ION .

BOU N D i s t ha t m an i n w orse t h a n i ron ch a i n s
\Vh o finds n o sp i ri t a nswer t o h i s que s t ,
No echo t o h i s c ry fo r sou l s d i s tre s t ,
Where tyra n ny , se cure i n s i len ce , re i gn s .
Upon h i s sp iri t p re ss a t hou sa nd pa i n s ,
Whose fi e rce con vu l s ions a re , perforce , represt
H i s keen eye burns i n fe ve r fo r t he gue s t

O f equ a l hea rt t o c le a nse d i shonour
'

s st a i n s .
I n s i len ce hea rd ,

h i s pa ss i on sca t tered fa r,
T he p re ss becom e s the serva n t o f h i s zea l

Ten t housa nd ba ck him i n h i s H oly W a r
,

As type w i n s honour from the w a rrio rs
’

s s tee l .

So h a t h i t bee n—upon th i s fa te fu l b a r
H a th Pride de c l i ned ,

asju s t i ce rose t o the a ppe a l .

“ Public Opinion,

”

B y W . H unt ,

Hul l Litera ry Club, 1 88 2 .

93
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W a rd} 2 8 .

HOTHAM DEMAND S ADM I SS ION .

To h i s own ru in o r o ur overthrow

The h eadstrong da ri ng of ou r m on a rch t ends
’T i s pruden t , t here fore , for h i s sake t o bow ,

A nd y i e ld the fort re ss t o the n a t ion ’ s friends .
Tim es su ch as t h ese bri ng a n cien t honou rs low
\Ve m ay not wa i ve the da nge r t ha t im pends

\Va r- surges fi erce t h a t m ay t he la nd o
’

e rflo w ,

Ere t h ese da rk days a nd t h i s sh a rp t rouble ends .
W h a t n eeds deba te ! O u-c e ha ve w e t hrown o ur ga tes
W ide t o the roya l troops , a nd lo st a ll power ;
And ere the s truggle ,

w i t h i t s deepen i ng h a tes
Tends t o i t s c l ose , we sh a l l , som e fa tefu l h our

,

For Crown a nd Comm ons end t hese du l l deba tes ,
And h a u l the Three Crowns from e a ch lo ftv t ower;

“ Peregrine Pethani , M . B . , in Deba te,
”

To Edwa rd H . Ga rbett ,
Hul l .
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H I STORY AND POETRY .

THE fie ld i s set , and the m ona rch
’ s sh ie ld

Se t s a ll the van a bla ze
The w a r begi n s , a nd the bra ve kn igh t s wie ld
Fa l ch ion and la n ce ’ t i l l the s torm - s trewn fie l d

Reddens i n sunse t - rays
’

Twa s nob ly fough t i n the ca use o f righ t
Fa ir day ! thy la u re l sh a l l know no n igh t .

O ld m en grow
l

wea ry , th e ir win te r cold
G loom s t o i t s frozen n ight !

They t e l l the ta le of t he ir w a r- pa t h bold .

The ir Winter i s t ou ch ed by S umm er
’ s go ld

To J u ly ’s sunny l igh t
The m onk wi th h i s pen wri te s down the deed ,
Tha t the cen t u rie s ye t to com e m a y rea d .

The poe t re ads , and h i s h ea rt t hrobs fa s t

O ld glories t o rehe a rse

The l igh t of h i s l iv i ng m i nd i s ca s t
On du st a nd a she s of a ge s pa s t

The old fam e l i ve s i n ve rse

The t ru th w as never m ore true t ha n now
I n righ t of i t s wide poe t ic flow .

“ History and Poetry ,

”

B y S . Ha rris,
Hul l Literary C lub, 1 885
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A TOUR IN NORWAY .

IT was a t ime t o dwe l l upon i n a fter yea rs ,
When through the m a ze of t im e , i t s la ugh ter a nd i t s tea rs ,
W e t u rn to ou r forsa ken you th , a nd conj ure fort h
From i t s dim rea lm the t rea su re of i t s pu re r wort h !
How la ugh te r br imm ed ou r h ea rt s The rock and rol l o f

wa ve
I t s t ri bu te c la im ed—and , true phys i c ia n , v irt ue ga ve
By steam and su rge a cross the w ide sea qu i ckly born e

W e sk irted Norwa y ’ s cra ggy hem one ra i n - dimm ed m orn .

Thenceforth the a ll too sw i ft , bu t ra re ly h appy da ys
Pa ssed l ike a t ra nqu i l dream—and now a Summ e r ’ s m a ze

O f rock and s t ream ,
w i ld wa terfa l l s

,
and l ofty t rees

B lend wi th i ndented cl i ffs , deep fi ords, a nd rol l i ng sea s
The s tem m a gn ifi cen ce of N a t ure

’

s wi lde r m ou ld
Blue canopied , and i n soft rega l s un sh i ne rol led
Yo u see t h a t ra d i u s P A Norsem a n ’ s s trong righ t a rm
On ce nou ri shed i t w i t h l i fe - blood , flowmg strong and

wa rm ,

And grea t broa d ba nds of m u sc le ga ve i t ne rvou s powe r
When raged the s torm i n w a r o r hea ve n ’ s tem pes t uou s

houn
I t i s an old a n ce st ra l re l i c , and whene

’

e r
I ga ze upon i t

, the Norse he ro
’s la nd grows nea r !

“ A Tour in Norway ,

"

B y C . H . M ilburn, M .E . ,

Hul l Literary Club .
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A P R I L .

TREA S U R E S of tendernes s i n t hy bl u e eye s

The h idden gra ce of wom a nhood bespea k
Ve i led i n the j oyou sne ss , so shy and m eek ,
Th a t l ove sh a l l s ta rt le w i t h i t s gla d surpri se .

Blue a re the ch a nge fu l , ha ppy Apri l sk ies ,
Woo i ng the la ndsca pe , la te so co ld and blea k ,

O r drenchi ng wi t h soft sh owers , In frol i c frea k
,

The m ea dow ’s ve rdure a nd fa i n t flora l dye s .
All

,
na t ure wa ke s t o sm i le and l ow bi rth - so n g

,

F l u shed i n swee t i ncense o f the budd i ng flowe rs ,
Whose wea l th se t s a ll t he gay ,

gree n e a rt h a b loom .

Oh , h appy l i fe and ea rth to wh i ch be long
Fa ir hope and sun sh ine of those fe rt i le hou rs ,
With i nsec t - hum , and fla sh ing of b ird plum e .

To Geo . Ma rkham Tweddell ,
S tokesley .
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THE FATE OF LORD CL IFFORD .

TH ERE had been hea vy blows
, and i n the snow

The b lood glowed wi th a deep , a c c u s i ng red

Aga i n s t the wa xen fe a t ure s of the dead ,

Torn , bea ten , by deep st a b o r he a vy b low
C l i fford Spu rred h a rd , hot wra t h upon h i s brow ,

For we l l had Fa lc onberg
’

s fie rce ch a rge s sped
,

And pou red de fea t upon h i s h a ugh ty h e a d ,

H i s blood - fra ugh t
,
h a rd ea rned la u re l s bringing low .

’

Twa s bu t a ski rm i sh ere the ba t t le burs t ,
And C l i fford ’ s hea rt be a t proud ly a t the th ough t ,
As , re i n ing in , bes ide a qu ie t brook ,
He ra i sed the c up to quench h i s b urn i ng th irs t
When , lo a head le ss a rrow swi ft dea t h brough t ,
And ba t t le hopes h i s la bo u ri ng bre a s t forso ok .

Dr. G . H . Crowther, @ c .
,
6 r.

Wa kefield .
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THE CELL ON THE MOOR .

A LON E , l ow m oor, s t re t ched undernea t h a sky

Tha t frowns upon i t , cold wi th clouds and awe ;

Spa rse , n a ked bu she s sh ive r t o a nd fro ,
Whe re bl igh t i ng wi nds , with low , sad m oa n ings fly .

He re bones o f u n rem em bered t ra ve l lers l ie ,
Murdered , o r doom ed to die i n m idn igh t wo e
Grim W olve s , o f m ore a bhorred hum a n fo e ,
S tern - hea rted , law or p i ty to de fy ,
He re prowl , t o se i ze and rend t he i r h e lp less p re y ,
When the Short day d ies i n the a rm s o f n igh t .
Ye t , i n th i s s cene , so de sola te and d rea d ,
Two holy fa thers m a ke t he i r h om e , t o pray
For sou l s , t o gu ide the t ra ve l le rs a righ t ,
And from storm , wolf, and fe lon sh ie ld h i s hea d .

To Geo . B ohn,

Tranby Park , Hessle.
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FR IENDSHIP .

SOM E fr iendsh ips l ive am i d l i fe ’s s tra i n and fre t
U nch a nged ,

nay , strengthe ned by the troubled yea rs
And they who m i ngled you th fu l hopes a nd fea rs ,
Sha ll c la s p the h a nd s , grown wri nk led Si n ce t hey m e t

I n boyhood ’ s da ys ; and wi l l ,
’

ere s un s sha l l set ,
Recou nt the glory , tragedy , and tea rs
Th a t fi l led the i r da ys : and sh a l l

,
as di sa ppea rs

The la st , renew the i r vow s—Sh a l l w e forge t

The pa st Not so , dea r friend I hea r the ca l l
O f va nished yea rs the ir m us i c fi l l s my dream s ,
And oft my heart goe s ou t to t hee , fo r a ll

The yea rs com e ba ck . As lads the m orn ing beam s
Spoke o f o ur t roth . O m ay , as shadows fa l l ,
O ur ha nds be cla sped bene a t h the s u n ’ s la s t gleam s

F . L . SH ILL ITO .

To an Old Friend (E L . )
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A SP IR IT -W
’

REATH .

WEAV I NG swee t m em ories , l i fe
’s d i v ine r bloom s ,

To form a sp iri t -wrea t h on th i s sa d day ,

Un fa ding tri b u te t ha t o ur Sp iri t s pay ,

As olde n breeze s , burthened w i t h perfum es
,

S igh soft ly ’

m id the s i len ce of t he tom bs
,

W e bury not o u r love , bu t m eekly lay
O ur wre a t hed m em ories , t ha t sh a l l ne

’

e r decay
Above the s i len t gra ve , to cha se i t s gloom s .

The tende r servi ce of thy m a ny yea rs
I n ge n t le though t s u n to o u r h ea rt s re t urn ;
The fires o f hom e upon i t s h ea rt h st one burn ,
Seen in the twi l ight t h rough a m i s t o f tea rs .
No m ore o ur hea vy gr ie f, desponden t fears ,
H ope - a she s th a t w e s trove i n va i n t o u rn ,
Thy tender love sh a l l fea rfu l ly d is cern
Bu t

,
Oh how deep ly i t s los t gra ce endea rs .

To the Memory of my Mother.
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SPR ING FRESCOES .

THE fa l l ing o f cold , fe r t i le ra i n
On spri nging gra ss of tender s ta i n .

The flow of wa te r cle a r and cold ,
Li fe - odou rs from the m o i s t brown m ou ld .

A spra y o f m oss , a b la de of gra ss ,
Dim sh a dows as the grey c loud s pa ss .

A da i sy wh i te , w i t h golde n eye
B i rd - twi t ter whe re the b rown w ings fly .

A sudden j oy , a bu rst o f b loom ,

A world o f l igh t a nd m i ld perfum e .

G reen gra ss a nd lea ve s—a bu nda n t bi r th
Grea t hope and prom i se i n the ea rth .

La burn um and pa le l i la c s t a i n ;
T he brown ea rth c la d i n spri nging gra i n .

A swee t ch i ld i n a s nowy bed ,

Buds wrea t hed a bou t i t s golden hea d .

To Dr. C . F. Forshaw,

B radford, Yorks.
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ALL SA INTS ’

, DR IFF IELD .

IN olden days of wa rl i ke t hroe s
U n to the Lord th i s ch u rch a rose
Bu i l t

,
i t may be , by m a i led h a nds

Not s low i n fla sh ing o f red bra nds :
Rough h a nds , t o s core ea ch gu i l ty s ta i n
Deep i n the h ea rt ’ s d u l l yea rning pa in .

Seek ing the Lord , t he ir s i n s t o hea l ,
The bu i lders wrough t wi th holy ze a l ,
And o ’

e r the re l i cs o f a ruder day
God ’ s hou se a rose from i t s de cay .

The i r cre s t s a re l ow , t he ir ba n ners ren t ,
The i r a rm s be ne a t h the ba t t lem en t
Bra ve the rude e lem ent s t o -day

Tex t s of m u ta t i on and deca y ;
But

,
i n the Fa t her’ s h a nd possesst ,

Fa i t h v iews ea ch ra n som ed sou l a t re s t ,
Heari ng wh ere ba t t le - cr ies a rose

The h ea l ing wi sdom of God
’ s laws ,

And whe re the s i n ne r los t h is ca re

Fa r echoes o f swee t pra i se and pra ye r .

To the Rev. Canon Newton, M .A . ,

Driflield.
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DA Y DREAM S AT HOWDEN .

SLow o
’

er the surfa ce of the broad , ca lm s t ream

W e dri ft , and wea ve i n l igh t ou r go lden d ream ,

Hea r i ng t hy be l l s t h rough cent u ries swee t ly ch im e

I n happy pa use s o f t h i s t ra nqu i l t im e

The Ba rons pa ss , wi th sword and la nce
Wrea t hed w i th the F leur-de - l i s of F ra nce
O r seek far Ca lva ry ’ s m ou n t of pa i n ,
Benea t h the c ross of ruddy s ta in I
Page ,

j ongleur , squ i re , and port ly p r ies t

One m oment t hrong to praye r and fea s t ,
Then H owden fee l s the Tudor

’

s h a nd
O u ts t re t ched i n ru i nou s comm a nd

And fol l ows fa st the wi ld w a r-pea l ,
The terror o f the Rou ndhea ds ’ s tee l ;
Then j oy - be l l s sh a ke the lea ve s o f May ,

F la unt s Ch a rles o ’

e r Cromwe l l ’ s dim de cay

Fa ir dream s wi t h day depa rt—
’ t i s evensong ,

So d ust and t ime o
’

erhap l i fe
’ s righ t and wrong ,

And i n the tw i l igh t ’ s dim re l igio u s ca lm

Afte r hot su n and dream , fa l l s swee te r ba lm

To theRev. W . H utchinson, M .A .
,

The Vicarage,

Howden.
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1 1 .

FOREST LEAVES .

FOREST lea ve s u n fold to fade
I n the woodla nd ’ s su nny glade ;
Born i n wea kness , s torm and tea r ,
I n Au t um n -gu st s t hey d i sappea r .
Fra i l as the lea f, i n wea knes s born ,
How soon m an from the ea rth i s t orn
So fra i l h i s record on the so i l ,
So dim the la ure l s o f h i s to i l !
The honours of h i s sh ie ld decay ,
As Sun se t bounds h i s flee t i ng day .

Fo re s t lays the swee t b i rd - song
Doth ou r Summ e r j oy p rolong
B u t no m u si c swee t and clea r
Dot h ch a rm the dea t h - gu st s o f the yea r .
Now m emory m a kes the green wood ring
\Vi t h wi ld w a r- sh o u t and twa ngi ng s tri ng

,

And bri ng s the o ld l i fe ba ck aga i n ,
\Vi t h fla sh i ng spe a r s and ba nner

’ s s ta i n
\Vhere e choe s of the woods em bra ce
The a xe ’ s s troke and h u rry ing ch a se .

Laysand Leavesof the Forest of It
'

ua resborough ,

”

B y the Rev. Thos. Pa rhinsou ,

Northa llerton
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THE F IGHT AT SELBY
,
A .D . I 643 .

SOFT LY the Apri l su n shone down
On the red - t i led roofs of Se lby town ,
Where m a ny a ga l la n t Ca va l ier

Ren t the a ir wit h a loya l cheer,
Mee t i ng the ch a rge t h a t Fa irfa x m a de ,
Wh en st orm i ng trench and ba rri ca de ,

W i t h pi s to l , h a l berd ,
sword a nd p ike ,

Qu i ck to parry and keen to stri ke ,

F i l l ing the ba lm y a ir of Spri ng
Wi th the loya l c ry , God sa ve the K ing .

”

S t rong en trenchm en t and ba rri ca de
Fa i led t o s top the Roundh ea d ra id

Over the debri s , over the de ad ,
The ga l la n t ch a rgers swi ft ly sped

I n to the m elee ’ s dead ly st ri fe ;
I n to the struggle of dea t h and l i fe ,

Sca t teri ng le ft and s ca t teri ng righ t
The Ca va l iers i n h urried fl igh t ;
Sh a ki ng K ing Cha rles ’s roya l crown
I n the ga l la n t figh t a t Se lby town .

To 70hnH . Wurtzburg . D . D . LAMPLOUCH.

A rm ley Road,

Leeds
,
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YORKSH IRE SCENES .

ST ORMY cla ngou r
,
m orta l foes

Wrest l i ng i n the i r red dea t h - t hroes ,
Undernea t h the s torm - cu rs t sk ie s
Whe re the Rom a n eagles ri se .

Through such agoniesof birth
Rise the Na tions of the earth.

Sm i t ten by the Sa xon s tee l
P i ct a nd Scot i n ru i n ree l ;
And King Art hu r, wh i rl i ng by ,
Ca s t s Ex ca l i bur on h igh .

Demigodsmust tread the earth
’

Ere a Na tion bleeds to birth.

Sm oke and blood and fiery sta i n
Pa i n ts the pa ss ion o f the Da ne ,

’

Ere the Norm a n ’s iron h a nd

Cu rb s wi th wa l ls the m ighty la nd .

Relicsof a Na tion
’

s birth ,

Sha ttered cha insbestrew the earth.

Old Yorkshire,
”

B y Wil liam Smith
,

Morley.
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IN THE C ITY.

W I T H h i s grea t he a rt , p i t i fu l and s t rong ,
Bu rs t s the new -world poe t i n to song
He who loves the gree nwood st i l l and wi ld ,

Hea rs the pla i n t ive weep ing of a ch i ld ;
We ep ing , dyi ng , i n the c i ty grim ,

Poi soned by the fou l a ir,
t h i ck a nd d im

Fa d i ng l ike a w i ld flower t orn a w ay
From green m e a dow s wh ere the s u nbe am s play

The n responds the poe t t o the ch i ld ,

From h i s m a ze of fa iry dre a m s begu i led ,

H o ld s t o e a rth t he dead form
,
w an and t h in

,

Po i n t s the gi lded c i t y t o it s S in '

So hold s the pa le ba be i n the s un sh i ne ,

In the glory o f its l igh t d i v i ne ,

Th a t the cru e l w rong wrough t t o t he de a d

Sh a l l fa r o
’

er the broad , w ide ea rth be spre a d

For the poe t ’ s m i ss ion i s to t e ll
T he o ld ,

com m o n crim e s th a t spring from he l l ,
A nd so wri ng the hea rt to l i fe and sh am e

Th a t i t a n swers t o the tea cher’ s c la im .

“
City B a llads

,

"

B y Will Ca rleton.

W il l C arle t o n w as the g uest o f the Hu l l Litera ry C lub a t their
A nnua l D inne r, O c to be r 8t h , 1 884
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’

1 6 .

THE OLD HOME ROAD .

’

T Iswise old t ra ve l -m em or ie s t o re ta i n ,
B e the s cene d i sta n t , or the old h om e - roa d
Through fert i le Yorksh ire t o ou r hea rt -a bode ,

By plea sa n t m ea dows a nd broa d fie lds o f gra i n .

Wit h pensi ve j oy t hrough yea rs of fre t and s ta i n
W e sca n the pa t h , a nd fa i n wou ld ca st o ur loa d
Aside—Ca res bu rt he n tha t wi l l s t i l l co rrode ,

Un t i l re l u c ta n t fee t ou r la st s ta ge ga in .

Pri de , Sin, m ay com e be twee n u s and ou r God ,

Ye t h a ve we rende red un a ffected love ,
I n tha t ou r l ips ha ve tou ched ea rt h ’ s fa i r green Sod
Ou r N a t ure ’ s hom age to the Lord a bove ,

Through H i s grea t system , a ll too wea k ly t rod
Ye t of su ch a dora t ion wi l t Thou no t a pprove

A Topographica l Tour,
”

B y G . H . Lennard ,

Hul l L iterary C lub , I 8SO .
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THROUGH NATURE

O H ea rth ! ou r i dol worsh ip , pure a nd dim ,

O f b i rd o r flowe r , broa d pla i n o r m ou nta i n h igh ,

Robbed not the Sp i ri t o f the shroud ing sky
O f o ne sou l -pra yer, o r pra i se - perva ded hym n
S i n ce t h irsty l ip s h a ve t ou ch ed the gob le t ’ s br im
Low m u si c m i ngle s wi t h ea ch yea rn i n g si gh ,
And hope supe rna l , th a t sh a l l neve r die ,
Though dea t h ’ s cold p a l sy sm i tes ea ch fe t tered l im b .

I t 1 8 one un i ty of sky and ea rt h ,
One holy Lord wh o re ign s suprem e a bove !
And we , who knee l i n a dora t ion deep ,
And t rem ble th rough long sorrow to ou r b irth ,
Re sponsi ve t o one u n i ty of l ove ,

The hol ier hom age t o our M a ker keep .

To C laude Lea tham ,

The Red House,

I'Ventbridge , Poutefrac t ,



FR ESCOES .

l t t f 1 9 .

SANCTUARY AT BEVERLEY .

W AY for the red- h a nded sla ye r o f m an

W a y t h rough the te rror and tempes t o f n igh t

C louds of grim b la cknes s are t orn by the l igh t

W ay fo r the fugi t i ve under dea t h
’ s ban.

Wa ve the keen sword and the sha rp pa rt i sa n ,
Bra nd i shed by strong ha nds the sla ye r t o sm i te

W ay fo r him , ree l i ng and d i z zy i n fl igh t
,

C lose on h i s t ra cks the pu rsuer’ s fie rce van !

Open the ga te s ! he i s sa ved from h i s doom
Lea ve him to sob . i n h i s pa ss ion for brea t h ,
Wipi ng red s ta i n s from h i s gu i l t y righ t -h a nd
S i len t h i s v i c t im , a rra yed for the tom b
Pa le wom en and ch i ld ren wa i l i ng his dea t h ,
Yes te rda y s ta nd ing a lord i n the la nd

To the Rev. H. E. No l loth , B .D . ,

The Minster Vicarage,
B everley .

1 1 7



1 1 8 FRESCOES .

ghprif 20.

THE F IELD OF TOWTON .

IN Sa x ton Chu rch the pea sa n t s m et ,

The holy m a ss to hea r ;
O n Towton fie ld the w a r w as set

With ba n ne r and brigh t spea r !

The ea rt h waswh i te wit h frozen snow

The Sky h ung da rk and low

Proud m an comm i ngled spea r and pa lm
O n God ’ s h igh day of pea ce and ca lm .

The t rum pe t s ra ng , the a rrows flew ,

A dr i ft i ng ga le of dea t h

The fie rce ly swi rl i ng tem pes t b lew
The ba nne rs on i t s b rea t h .
Upon the t rampled snow were sprea d

The cold form s of the dea d

The bla st w as cha rged wi t h m i ss i le ra i n

Th a t sm ote , t o spread wa r
’

s d rea d fu l s ta i n .

And a ll the day ,

’

m id c la ngour wi ld
,

W a r- colum n ’s flow and d ri ft ,
The fie ld o f Towton was defiled
By the keen fa l ch ion

’s t h ri ft.

To }
’
ohn R . Cordingley ,

B radford.
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THEN AND NOW .

THE l i fe -dra ugh t b ubbles t o the s i lver rim ,

F lowe r -pe ta l s qu ive r 1n the Summ er sheen
Nough t u nde r God

’

s b lue sky i s ba se or m ea n I

The fu t ure—Fa i ry - la nd ve i led , swee t ly dim
Behold brigh t m a i l , w i ld O rson

’ s brawny l im b
,

Pa t hfinde r , Unca s , and m eek Verda n t Gree n
Ara bia n N igh t s dri ft s ta r- glow o

’

er the scene
,

Whe re J a n u s -F i c tion ’s sm i le grows da rk and grim .

My m i rt h ’ s low la ugh te r e choes through the yea rs
,

O ld fea t ure s l igh ten t o t he ir ea r ly gra ce
Th rough a fa r dri ft ing m a ze of ca re and fea rs
I see ,

i n swee t seren i ty , t ru th
’ s fa ce

O ld eyes grow dim t he de a th - t o l l sm i tes my ea rs ;
O ld fr iends fa l l o ff ; I nea r the la s t goa l of t he ra ce

To the Rev. E . B radley ,
(Cuthbert B ede),

Lenton Vicarage,
Grantham.
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CHARLES 1 . AT H ULL .

U NHAPPY Ch a rle s why did no t Apr i l gloom
To m id Decembe r , and fa i r m orn t o n igh t ,
As t hou purs ued the pa t hwa y of t hy m igh t ,
Nor dre a mpt i t lea d u n to a t ra gi c doom P

’Twa s bu t the pre l ude t o the s tri fe— the boom
O f ca nnon , a nd the m u ske t

’ s fierce red l i gh t ,
Su cceeded , as the fa l ch io n , fl a sh i ng bri gh t ,
La id i n red sw a ithes the h a rves t of the t om b .

S ad w as the day , whe n a t the ga tes o f H u l l
The loud note s of thy trum pe t s ra ng i n va i n ,
Grim ca nnon frown i ng i n thy roya l fa ce ,
As Hoth am ,

i n s tern ze a l u ndu t i fu l ,
D a red the o ld t own aga i n s t i t s Ki ng m a i n ta i n

,

And scorned the pledge s of t hy roya l gra ce .

To the Rev. L . S aywell ,

(Yorkshire H istoria u)
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THE DUKE OF YORK AT HULL .

CHAR LES was a t York ! the w a r w as drawing nea r ,
And Hotham he ld old H u l l wi th j ea lou s fea r.

Day
- long t ried troops we re on the gu a rd—a t n igh t

The ga tes were ba rred— red cre sse t s ga ve t he i r l igh t .
With jar and j a ngle pea ce wa sset a dri ft
Som e wa i ted bu t the s ign brigh t swords t o l i ft .
One Apri l day young York se t s ta te a s ide
And sough t the t own , to v iew i t s bu lwa rked pride .

Bra ve m en we re w i t h him i n the m a rke t t hrong
We l l known we re they—t he ir presen ce m ight m ea n wrong !
Soon cam e the m ayor— hea rt - ve i led , i n courteou s gu i se
To show the p ri n ce h igh honour, and devi se
Ba n que t and fea s t , t hose p a gea n tries of s ta te
Which ve i l so oft the m idn igh t of o ur h a te
So a ll wen t we ll . N igh t sped , a nd dawned t he day
King Cha rle s w a s a t the ga te i n proud a rra y

,

To find the bri dge s ra i sed
,
the ca nnon ou t ,

Arm ed H u l l prefiguring the n a t i on
’ s doubt .

La ter
,
da y drawing on i t s ve i l o f grey ,

C am e York
,
with h i s rejected Si re t o spu r awa y .

To F. W . Pa ttison,

B urwood Place,
London, W.
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A MEMOR IAL .

THE a nge l s wou ld not le t t hee trea d ea rt h ’ s t h rong
O f fre t t ing ca res . Thy fee t we re neve r s ta i ned
By m i re or cla y no r was t hy sp iri t pa i ned
By cross or spea r . Two yea rs T he t im e seemed long
To th em —and now thy sta i n less fee t am ong

The flowe rs of Eden trea d , and Hea ven hasga i ned ,
Bu t ou rs the bi t ter loss . O ur Summ er wa ned
When thou d ids t pa ss—ou r s un l igh t a nd ou r song
O Ed ie ch i ld of love—ou r hea rt s a re sore ,

And t im e hea l s n ot W e ca l l by day and n igh t
For t hee , and wa i t , and l i ft up e verm ore
To H ea ven o ur p ie rced h a nds . The re a ll i s l igh t I

And thou a rt t here Enough —Keep nea r the door
,

Revea l thv glory to ou r t ea r - d imm ed s igh t

F . L . SH ILL ITO .

To Edie,
In Sunny Paradise.
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THE LEGEND OF VVATTON ABBEY .

POOR la dy , i n t h a t league red hold d istresst ,
’Mid fie rce a la rm , wi ld s torm ,

loud t rum pe t pea l ,
And m idn igh t dream s o f red im pend i ng stee l ,
Her com fort was the swee t ba be a t her brea s t
Her hope , t ha t som e fa i r day her h usba nd

’

s cres t
Should top the s urge s of the ba t t le ree l ,
H i s gen t le ca re her leng t h ened sorrows h ea l
Her droopi ng bea u ty i n h i s a rm s impresst .
I t m i gh t no t be— her wea l th o f j ewe l s won

Her qu i ck despa t ch from a ll the i l l s of t im e .

I n m i d n igh t s torm the dreadfu l deed w as done ,

And m orn stole soft ly on the s cen e of crim e ,

L i t by the tender sorrow of the su n ,
Wh i le rol led the solem n requ iem from the d ista n t gun.

To 7amesL ister,

Rockwood House
,

I lkley .
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A REMON STRANCE FROM HULL , A .D . , 1 642 .

Bend , Cha r les , t hy m ona rch
’ s w i l l be fore the sum

O f Engla nd ’s strength , on Freedom a ll - i n ten t
S tri ke i l l a dvi ce and low am b i t i on d um b ,
And hea l , by k i ngly gra ce , the woe fu l re n t
Wh ich severs heart s , and feeds sh a rp d i scon ten t

Thy sons a re free ! Va i n n ote of trum p and drum ,

With clangour fierce of a rm s and a rm our blen t ,
To awe one Bri t i sh hea rt . i t s coura ge n um b ,
And h url i t s hope s down ru i n ’ s swi ft d e s cen t .
S ta rt ba ck —The Sh a dow of im pend i ng yea rs
O ’

erg lo oms the te rrors of t hy he lm ed brow ,

I t s dim , de nse ve i l i nvo lv ing b l ood and te a rs
Whi ch th y am b i t ion ’ s crim e m ay c a use to flow .

W e t rem ble not—no r t hou Life
’

s cra ven fe a rs
Sm i te not ou r s trength , nor bri ng thy pu rpose low .

To W . Hil l ,
Hul l .
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M I SS B RADDON
’

S “ BARBA RA .

”

A H , Ba rba ra as the wh i te rose pure and swee t ,
So m a iden ly and t r ue wi th c ling Ing hea rt
S t ra i ned to the bre ak ing , w i th dea r hope s t o pa rt ,
W e fo l low the sad pa t hwa y of t hy fee t
Where oft thy sold ier- lover th ou d ids t m ee t ,
I n a ll shy loya l ty a bove the a rt

Whereby the coque t te fea th ers C up id ’s da rt ,
To wa i l her fo l ly

'

s guerdo n in de fe a t .

Her h ea ven she burie s i n the pa re nt ea rt h
Where l i ly - be l l s Sh ed fragra nce 1n the Spring ,
Th en

,
w an a nd pa le, a bru i sed dove , She flits

From gra ve to brida l , sm i l i ng hope t o dea rt h
So desola te ,

nor b ud no r swa l low ’ s w ing

O ne prom i se of swee t b l oom o r song adm i t s .

To Miss Louise
t
E lliott

,

The H o llies,

Nutley .
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M A Y

O H , N a t ure ’ s Pri nce s s ! i n the pa t h o f May ,

The swee tes t bud of a ll the ga rde n
’

s b loom
,

S tra y i ng am i d i t s t i n ct ure a nd perfum e

Wit h sm i le s th a t a nswe r t o the ha ppy da y .

All though t s d iv ine t hy sp iri t dot h obey ,
Sw i ft as the l igh t gleam of an a nge l ’ s p l um e ,

C lea vi ng the sh adow of o ur l ower gloom

A t God
’

s behes t , wi t h o ne brie f, he a ven ly ray !

Thy w h i te robe flits am i d the spri nging flowers ,
B irds m e l t i n song a bou t thy h a ppy w ay ,

Wh i te da i sie s fri nge the pa t hwa y of t hy fee t ,
And love i s l urk i ng round thy s cen ted bow

’

e rs .

Oh , su n ny sk ies t h a t se ldom gloom to grey ,
Gi ld the green May

- t im e of th i s m a iden swee t .

To Mrs. Susan K . Phillips,
Greenroyd , Ripon.

1 2 9
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IN LOVE AND GR IEF

MY dea r o ld friend
,
I ’ l l n ote t o da y

One sorrow of the few w e note
,

A S o
’

er the o ld foot - trodden w ay

Ou r pi lgrim - t o i l i s dum b ly w rough t
T he May

-day S a bba t h woke m y fe a r
My l i t t le da ughter

,
pa le and sad ,

Too bra ve t o Shed a S ingle te a r
,

Must lea ve her hom e , a nd b la nke t - cla d ,

B e ca rried t o the fe ver- hom e ,

Fo r l i fe or dea t h - so bea t the rhym e

I n h ea rt and bra i n No r wou ld i t roam ,

Bu t wrough t i n du l l and rhyt hm i c t im e .

Poor ba be ra cked hea rt and bra i n th a t w rough t

The ja r and c langour of the be l l
Sm ote m y du l l e a r ; the po s tm a n bro ugh t
A sm a l l wh i te ca rd , known bu t too we l l ,

And i n i t w i th dim eye s I rea d

D ea t h ’ s m e ss age , t hy be re a vem en t sa d
Th en bowed , w i t h a dded gri e f, m y he a d ,

A nd ye t t o t ouch t hy so u l w asgla d .

To the Rev. F . L . Shillito
,

B lackburn.
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THE DRAMA .

BETT E R ou r tea rs fo r m im i c woes Shou ld fa l l ,
O u r hone st tribu te t o the a c tor’ s a rt ,

Th a n w e shou ld hold , dry - eyed , o u r cyn i c pa rt ,
Un t i l l i fe

’s c urta i n fa l l s—w i thou t rec a l l .
Ye t has l i fe w o e and m irt h e nough fo r a ll ,

F u l l exerc i se fo r gen t le , lov ing hea rt ,
For tender h a nds t o sooth e i t s t hrobb i ng sm a rt ,
Fo r-hone s t servi ce , bea u ty to e n thra l .

Nay ,
fa i t h fu l a rt , th a t brea t he s i t s pa ss ion c le ar,

And s t a nds be fore u s In I ts sen t ien t l i fe
,

I t s la ure l a ll und im m ed by blood o r t ea r,

Shou ld ga i n som e pla ud i t from o ur pa i nfu l s t ri fe
While o u r dem a nd a pproved o ur Sp iri t ’ s ga i n ,

And clea nsed h igh a rt from S i n
’

s defi ling st a i n .

The Drama ,

"

B y Hy . Rose ,

Hull L itera ry C lub , Ill ay 3rd, 1 880 .



FR E S CO E S . 1 33

gum; 4 .

AURORA AND THE S UN GOD .

C LOU D S bar the green ea rth from h i s s t ra i n i ng e yes ;
The golden - ga te s o f m orn h i s sha ckle s a re ,

He t hrobs to see the pa le st a rs fa de a fa r
,

As the firs t b l u she s of Aurora ri se :

Ea s twa rd her glory floods the trem bl i ng sk ies

She dri ft s a nd l i nge rs o
’

er e a ch burn ing bar,
Dr iving the bla ck cloud - c urta i ns wi t h her c a r,
Unt i l the golden ga te w ide open fl ie s .
The rose t i n t s o f her robe o ne m om en t Sh a de
The burn i ng glory of h i s gra c iou s fa ce ,

Then , l i ke a nother Sem e le ,
her cha rm s

I n to the burn ing godhea d meek ly fa de
,

Lost i n the fervour of h i s h o t em bra ce ,

As the re spon si ve ea r th to l i fe and p a ss ion w a rm s .

To R . Tutin,

Hul l .
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HOW PR INCE OLAVE SA ILED DOWN THE
HUMBER .

SU LLEN and d a rk e a ch brow
,

A S w e poin ted the cre s ted prow
Downwa rd a ga i n s t the ri ver’ s flow

,

A nd stra i ned a t the bendi n g o a r !

Along the vesse l
’

s S ide

The rush o f the flowing t ide
’

Roa red as i n scorn a t o ur s ubdu ed pr ide ,
As i t s a dverse cou rse i t bore ;

A nd t he cha rne l shore aswe p a ssed
Ta i n ted the e a s t -w inds ch i l ly b la s t

Th a t s u l len a ga ins t u s t ore
W ith i t s a ngry rush and roa r.

Oh how we cursed the day
Tha t we sa i led from Norrowa y
\V i t h ou r ra ven - b a nne rs fl u t tering g ay ,

And sa i ls t o the North -w ind spread .

Kingless and conquered no w
,

Wit h o ur bra ves t buried low ,

Sha m e and de spa ir dwe l l u pon ea c h brow
,

As we m ou rn fo r the m ighty de a d .

D . D . LAMPLOUGH .

To A . Duesbury ,

Postmaster,

Hull L iterary C lub .
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THE NUM I SMAT I ST .

CO I N S a re m y books — Rom a n ce and

Love and w a r, M a rs ’ sword , C up id
’ s da r t ,

I sca ri ot
’

s p a ssion
,
T im on ’ s ca ve ,

Mida s ’ grie f, Danae
’

s golden wa ve ,

Spea k i n the c irc le of t h isgold
Whose co iners re s t i n H a des ’ fold .

Coin s a re the w orldl i ng
’

s golden sun ,
Round wh i ch h i s na rrow l i fe i s sp u n .

I , you see , t a ke i t otherw i se ,

F i x on the se coi n s a h igh e r pri ze
The sum of Grec ia n strength a nd gra ce
Behold i n th i s J ove - s tri cken fa ce
Th i s broa d -piece spea ks of Cha rle s ’ s re ign ,
Th i s gold doub l oon of Ph i l ip ’ s Spa i n .

An e vi l glam our yo u m ay see

S tam ped i n ea ch a n cien t de i ty
For t hese cold d i scs were poten t gods ,
Sm i t ing the e a rt h wi th swords and rods ,
A nd tra m pl ing under b l ood -w e t fe e t

The ebb i ng surge s o f re trea t .

To Counc illor C . E . Fewster,
Hul l L iterary Club.
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LOAN S FOR CHARLES I .

O UR gener ou s h a nd had y ie lded gold
Profuse ly t o the King

O u r love h i s honour would en fold
Wi t h a d am a nt i ne ri ng

Ye t boot less w as o ur wi l l i ng a id

By fresh dem ands a lone repa id ,
Wh i le pa ss ion shook the la nd

And da rke r gloom ed ea ch pa ss i ng ye a r
W i t h sh adow of im pe nd i ng fea r,
Th a t w e cou ld not w i t h s ta nd .

G rim pla gu e had brough t o ur fort u ne s low ,

And scourged u s to the dea t h ;
Then cam e revol t

’

sd a rk overflow ,

’

Ere w e cou ld ga t her brea t h .

A S frie nds i l l -u sed , bu t lov ing st i l l ,
W e sa dly strove t o m ee t h i s w i l l ,
Bu t saw w i t h doub t a nd gloom ,

The ebb a nd t u rn ing of the t i de ,

The l oss of l oya l ty ’ s h igh pr ide ,
Presa g ing Ch a rle s

’

s doom !

To jesse Ma lco lm ,

Hul l .

I 37
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THE MAYOR AND THE ARCHB I SHOP

A G I LDED m a ce , as you m ay see

A toy fo r ga la day and glee
Ah

,
we l l , perh a ps bu t I op ine

Th i s m a ce w ou ld
‘

m a t c h t ha t sword of t h ine .

I
’

ve see n a fra i ler c1ub -

a sta ff
O r cros ier—wri te an epi t aph

,

O r nea t ly score a prie s t ly crown
As the poor fa t her flopped him down .

The o ld di spu te of ta s ting wine
Once m ade our bl u ff old M a yor Sh i ne

The proud Archb i shop and h i s fo lk
Though t t o begu i le h im by m e re t a lk
Bu t I , who be t ter knew h i s m ood ,
Wa t ch ed wi t h de l igh t h i s m a n t l i ng blood .

Unt i l i n sudde n hea t he tore

The s ta ff from t he poor m onk who bore

The ba uble , and t hen s triki ng ou t ,
Pu t the sad pr ie s t s t o wofu l rou t
O f course w e len t som e t im e ly a id

A nd i n due cou rse subm i s s io n m a de .

To Robert Leslie A rmstrong ,
Wood View,

Shipley .
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HULL SH IPP ING OF THE PAST .

DARK we re the t imes and fro u ght the s t o rm y sea
W i t h peri l s gre a t and m a n ifo ld , t o t hwa rt
T he m a ri ne r ’ s bra ve t o i l and sk i l fu l a rt ,
Who oft be fore the corsa ir t urned to flee
Ye t bold the m e rcha n t

,
win n i ng golden fee

Fo r m erch a nd i se brought sa fe ly t o the m a rt
,

Nor s low h i s wea l t h i n bou n ty t o im pa rt ,
Re spons i ve to the Ch urch , t o wa n t

’s low ple a .

W a r se i zed h i s Sh ip s , a nd t urned h i s ga i n t o loss
A t S l uys our ga l ley sa nk benea t h the wa ve
Goods were un sh ipped i n ha s te upon the qu a y ,
And the proud ga l ley m u s t the ch a n ne l c ross ,
And bea r to Fra n ce fierce w ie lders of the gl a i ve ,

To reap red fie ld s , and spre ad wa r
’s tyra n ny .

“ Hul l Shipping of the Past,
”

B y S uddaby ,

Re The Hu l l and East Riding Portfo lio , f une, 1 887.
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HOME FROM SEA .

H ow l i t t le t hough t you , i n you r l i fe
’ s you ng day ,

With your old Norse love of the s torm y se a ,

I t s hea l th fu l ga le s a nd b i l lows rol l i ng free

The sa dness t h a t wou ld One la te voya ge repa y ,
When vi c tor Dea t h s tole t h ree swee t ba bes away
I n four brie f days Dea r ba be s , whom t h ou sh a l t see
Wh e n a ll fa ir t h i n gs of ea rt h com e ba ck to t hee ,

I n tha t fa r la nd th a t l ie s beyond de ca y .

For
’

t is one l i fe
,
w i th b u t a gra ve be tween ,

To hold the wonderou s du st w e need n o m ore
And keep u s sepa ra te from the re a lm un seen
Un t i l o ur los t e sta te God sh a l l res t ore !
Wh erefore we

,
bend i ng o

’

er the gra vessoft green ,
I n com fort

,
sa dly s i gh , O u r ba be s h a ve gone be fore "i

To Wm. Lamplough ,

Hul l .
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THE M IN I STRY OF FLOWERS .

AH , flowe rs so fa ir, a nd swee t , and pure ,

Whose bea u ty m ake s o u r spi ri t gla d
Your short - l i ved cha rm s m ay not endure ,

B u t nu rt ured of wa rm su n and Shower,
Ye glori fy a s um m er

’ s hou r
,

I n rega l be a u ty cla d
How sha l l w e own your gen t le sway ,
The trea s ure of your gra ce rep a y ,
Th a t soothes depre ssi on ’ s m om e n t s sad ,

And sun s t o Sum m er add P

Ch ri s t ’ s words h a ve t ou ch ed yo u r S i len t gra ce ,

E xposi tors o f God
’

s h igh lore

You wrea the fa ir ch i ldhood
’

s h appy fa ce

W e y ie ld ou r dea d to your em bra ce

W i t h pens ive so u ls your fa d i ng tra ce

When Summ e r brie f i s o
’

er I

G od 5 du s t t o du st — we own one b i rt h ,

A nd fa de i n to one comm on ea rt h

B u t tru st God
’ s Summ er Sh a l l re s tore

You r m in i s try on ce m ore

“ The Ministry of Flowers,
”

B y the Rev. H ilderic Friend, E .L .S .
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ON THE DEATH OF ALDERMAN FOUNTA IN .

IN the swi rl o f the Autum n bla s t
T he brown o ak - le aves a re ea rt hwa rd ca s t ,
Fa i n t type of o ur deca y l

Who th rough e a rth
’

s trem ou r a nd rude s tri fe
Bra ve ly m a i n ta i n o u r ch a nge fu l l i fe ,

’Ti l l s u n se t c lose s da y
And as the le a f, swi rled on the breez e ,

W e dri ft b e nea t h the g i a n t tree s

And the sound of the Au t um n ra i n

IS the sole requ iem of o ur pa i n .

Ye t som e a re as the oa k s th a t sta nd
Sent ine l s i n the fa ir wood - la nd ,

As a ge s dri ft a l o ng !

Th ey b ra ve the s torm s tha t bea t the ea rth ,

Long cen t urie s o f sun a nd de a rt h
S o proud a re t hey , a nd s trong !

The s tri ker com e th , t he o a k m u st fa l l ,
Howeve r st a te ly , h igh , a nd t a l l !

Bu t a t t he i r fa l l e a rt h ’ s sob of pa i n
F i nds e ch o i n o ur hea rts aga i n

To Mrs. Gleadow, Hul l .
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NEWS OF STRAFFORD
’

S DEATH .

K IN G PYM haswon a t la s t grea t S t ra ffo rd ’

shea d ,
T he Splend id t ra i t or l ies i n ru i n—dea d
So we l l he bore h im se l f, wi t h nob le a rt ,

The v i c tor ’ s la ure l a lm ost decks h i s pa rt .
Grea t m ind was h is , t o sh ine i n any s tri fe
We l l the s i ck l io n ’ s gra ndeu r fe nced h i s l i fe .

So grea t i n ru i n
,
he dwa rfed a ll the re st ,

And Pym showed badly i n h i s b loody quest .
Ye t w as t h i s nob le E a r l the people ’ s fo e ,
A tra i tor

,
t u rn i ng o ur j u s t h ope t o wo e

And i f t h i s quarre l end i n ba t t le red ,

Sh a l l n ot fa r pure r l i ve s t ha n h i s be Sh ed P
How tamed i s s t ubborn Ch a rle s by se lfi sh fea r,
To le t t h i s da rk dea th -pagea n t t h u s a ppea r .
Who ’ l l dare t o trus t him , who draws co ld ly ba ck
When N em e s i s i s on h i s serva n t

’

s t ra ck P

I n S tra fford he s u rrende red a ll— fo r he
M igh t h a ve wrough t o u t h i s K i ng ’ s p rospe r i ty .

Aba ndoned S tra fford by la te friends ba yed down ,
Wh a t so rrows o ’

er t hy t ragi c gra ve be st rown
To B . Col lishaw,

Hul l Literary C lub.
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CHARLES FROST .

NOT sa t i sfied w ashe t ha t Edwa rd ’s. day
Shou ld fix the bounds o f ou r h i st or i c t hough t
H i s keen eye ca ugh t a n epoch m ore rem ote

,

Ve i led i n the ha ze t ha t oversprea ds de ca y
Beyond the ba n ne rs o f the Northern fra y
The flags of comm e rce he behe ld a floa t ,
And to i led un t i l the tru t h , a pproved , was brough t
From dim dea t h - sha des , h i s a rdour t o repa y .

He added lengt h of days u n to the town .

Nor Shook one la ure l from K i ng Edwa rd ’ s crown
And now h i s la bour dignifies h i s na m e ,

To s ta nd when w i fe and friends ha ve pa ssed the t om b ,
The ol i ve ga rla nd of h i s pea cefu l fa m e

Who won som e re l i cs from t im e
’

s a ncien t gloom .

Cha rles Frost ,
A u thor of Notic esRela tive to the E a rly H istory of the Town and Port of H u ll .

”

To Perc iva l Frost ,
Cambridge.
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SAER DE SUTTON ’S CR IME .

STORM - B EAT EN , a fter m on th s of to i l
A stra nge sh ip sigh ted Yorksh ire so i l
Entered the H um ber, a nchored fa s t
I n ou r wi ld ri ver IIu ll a t la s t .

M ercha nd i se ri c h and j ewe l s ra re
Were the fre igh t th a t the s tra nge sh ip ba re .

Sa er de Su t ton , ben t on ga in ,
B lurred h i s s c u t cheon wi th da rk red s ta i n .

Th a t n igh t the s tra nge rs woke in w o e ,

And sca rce the m urderers ’ v i sage saw .

Dea d m en cum bered the b loody de‘ck
I n the you ng day ’ s firs t s un -flec k .

Sa e r had jewe l s e nough i n s tore
Al l looked ruddy w i th h um a n gore
Men t a lked , and t urned a s ide i n fea r

S a er
’

s j ewe l s we re bough t t oo dea r.

J u st ice ,
b l ind , and w ie ld i ng he r sword ,

Her h a nd s tre t ch ed ou t , and shook a cord .

Wicked Sa er wi th j ewe l s bough t
Pea ce fo r the crim e so va i n ly wrough t .

TO yoseph S oulsby ,

Hul l .
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OLD K ILN SEA CHURCH .

TH I S i s Greenwood ’ s work , from Po u lson
’

s book
Ki ln sea old ch urch ,

’

ere the w i ld Se a t ook
C l i ff, chu rch , God

’ s a cre , a ll, t o i t s brea s t
I n the a rdou r o f i t s fierce unres t .
Twen ty yea rs a go I t ro d the sa nd
I n Summ e r , one of a gay young ba nd ,
J us t t o see , a t l owe s t ebb of t ide ,

Two or th ree s t one s by the sea -m a rge w ide
,

N eve r d ry , sa nd buried , se ldom seen ,
La s t worn re l i cs wh ere the ch u rch had been .

How va i n o ur da ys —Tim e
’ s t oo - sk i l fu l h a nd

I n l i fe ’ s hou r -gla ss has lowe red the sa nd
Turned la ugh ing g i rl s i n to wom e n s ta id
A nd m y hos te ss st i l l and low has la i d

Ye t , Unc le m i ne , you te l l me , long a go

You pla yed ,
a ch i ld , where the w i ld wa ves flow ;

I n the churchya rd , wi th i t s so ft , cool breeze ,

You ch a sed the bu t te rfl ies and wi ld bees ,
De spoi led the bee t les of t he i r brigh t m a i l ,
And ga th e red the w ild flowe rs swe e t a nd fra i l .

To Daniel Dunn,

Leeds.
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DO I LOVE THEM NOW AS THEN ?

Do I l ove t hem now as then .

9

Wildlings fa ir of wood and g len
F lowe rs th a t fla sh ed e a rt h ’ s be a u ty dim

From the rivu le t ’ s cool rim

G iving bea u ty ’ s firs t swee t ga i n
I n fa i r flora l sh ade and st a i n ,
Ere the sense of pa i n and doub t
C irc led ea rt h ly j oys a bou t
Then I l oved t hem as a ch i ld ,

I n one j oy a ll sense begu i led
Now experience gives n o j oy
W i th o u t som e sh adow of a l l oy
Fa i n t hea rt - t hri l l of pens i ve pa i n
Wra pped up i n rose - pe t a l ’ s st a i n
Now i n fo lded bud and lea f
Som e l i fe - se rm on cla im s be l ie f,
A nd the vi o le t ’ s swee t Spri ng—bre a t h
Ti nct ured i s w i th A u t um n

’s dea th .

Much of legend , m uch of lore

Ga th ers i n m y flora l st ore
B u t l i fe , knowledge , cu l t ure , a rt ,

Do not Ch i ld hood ’ s love impa r t .

To my A unt Ma ry Dunn,

Easing ton.
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THE P IRATES OF THE HUMBER .

W E conque red t hem far ou t a t sea
They m a de no va i n a t tem pt t o flee
Me t us l ike fiends , w i t h sword and p ike ,

The sort of fo e a m an m ay l ike
Who b i t es the b loody hem of s tri fe
F rom u t ter we a rin ess of l i fe .

A few we spa red—bu t h ow , Ma rs knows ,
Am id th a t s torm of sla sh ing b lows

Pa le , blood - s ta i ned , t o t t eri ng , and h a l f- de ad ,

C la im ed by the law , t he ir sen te n ce sa id ,

W e led th em fort h one su n ny day
The s te rn dea th - pen a l ty t o pay !

G ibbe t s were fixed a long the m a rge
O f cl i ffs th a t brea st the wi ld sea - cha rge ,

A nd t here w e s tru ng them ,
sca rce a word

U t tering aswe fi xed the cord
There , long yea rs t hrough ,

i n s t orm y b la s t

They h ung , unt i l de ca yed a t la s t ,
The wh i te bone s lay upon the e a rt h
Awa i t i ng God ’s s t ra nge second b i rth .

To T . Monkman
,

Hul l.
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H I STOR ICAL NOTES ON SHORTHAND .

IN h igh re spect he h e ld shortha nd ,
O ld Fosco of the m a ss ive m i nd
B u t o f the unh eroi c bra nd .

Am ong the p ri nces of the la nd
He m oved

,
good pay i ng fre igh t s to find ,

And keep a ba la n ce w e l l i n h a nd .

O f le t ters he ha d sm a l l comm a nd ,

Fo r N a t ure neve r had designed

H i s words t o be h i s m ea n i ng
’

s bra nd .

H i s flow of la ngua ge w as no t gra nd ,
And doub t le ss he w a s oft re s igned
To c la ss i c H ade s— in Short h a nd

B y t h o se who to i led a t h i s com m a nd ,

And va i n ly s t ro ve h i s sense t o find
W

’

hose words we re no t h i s m e n t a l b ra nd I

Th en on h igh grou nd he ’

d take h i s s ta nd ,
A nd vow he neve r had des igned

The words th a t m e t h im i n longh a nd

O ld Fosco o f the he a vy bra nd .

“ H istorica l No tes on Shorthand ,

”

B y W . Gould
,

Hull Literary C lub . 880 .
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THE SALLY ON BEVERLEY
,

1 642 .

O H wh a t h u rry and s curry and ri o t
When we m a rched i n to Beverley town ,

How we la ughed whe n we saw the ga tes open ,
And k new t ha t the drawbridge wa sdown

Fo r none seem ed to heed o r to h ea r u s ,
T i l l the gua rds were a t ta cked and o

’

e rthrown.

Oh wha t h urry and s curry and ri o t ,
Whe n they rush ed t o repe l o ur a t ta ck
Wha t sh ou t i ng and cla sh i ng of weapons ,
I n term i xed wi t h the p i sto l ’ s Sha rp cra ck
As bra ve ly w e s t rove t o pre ss forwa rd ,

A nd as bra ve ly the fo e bore us ba ck .

Oh ! wha t h urry and sc u rry a nd t um u l t ,
Whe n foi led ,

and i n de spera te fl igh t ,
W e re - en tered t he ga te s of o ur fortre ss

,

Friends gree t i ng u s b a ck w i t h de l igh t .
Bu t o u r hea rt s were sore s tri cken w i th sorrow
Fo r the h eroes who fe l l i n the figh t .

D . D LA M PLO UGH .

To M iss A . M . B ly the Rob inson
,

La irga te,

B everley .
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POP I SH RECU SANTS BROUGHT TO HULL .

WHAT i s t he ir crim e P V
’

Vha t deed of blood
C a s t s t hem a dri ft upon th i s flood
O f wra th and h a te ; so w an and pa le
Th a t so ft com pa ss ion should preva i l

O
’

er ra ge , and soot h e t h e ir deep d i s tress ,
We re t he i r dark i n ner crim e the le ss .
They a re Re c u sa n ts—Ah , you s ta rt !
Th a t s t one w en t cra sh i ng i n the ca rt .
B lood on h i s fa ce— you l ike i t no t
Spea k lo w , t h i s i s a crowded spot .
They ca nno t bri ng t he i r con scien ce down
To own the God - he a d o f the crown
Perch a nce d i spu t e E l i za ’ s c la im

To Hen ry ’ s c row n and Roya l n am e .

li onest ! ymni say . lBut then,
nu/ fi iend ,

S uch h one sty bri ngs sham e fu l end .

The y n ea r the pri son we l com e res t
To re com pense t he i r sou l ’ s protes t .
B e sorrow short—the dungeon ’ s gloom
I s bu t t he ir ga tewa y t o the t om b .

To T . B rocklehurst ,

Hul l .
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HULL W ITCHES .

To be forsa ken , old and wea k ,
Da rk wi tchcra ft ’ s horror d id bespea k

I n Engla nd ’ s good old t im e .

S t ra nge t h a t the young , and ri ch
, and fa ir,

E s caped the T’

em pter
’

s da zz l i ng sn a re ,

And never wrough t the c r im e

W e know they se i zed the poor a nd old
I n the town ’ s records i t i s t o ld

One , w i t h p i l l ory
’ s fi l t h bespren t ,

To a deep dungeon ’ s g loom was sen t .

Wit che s e nough
,
wi t h spa rk l ing eye ,

Soft cheek and l ip of ruby dye ,

Wrough t m i s ch ie f i n the town
I ndu lged i n frol i c , song and da nce ,
Se t s t rong m en by the ea rs , perch a nce ,

Bu t no one pu t t hem down
’Twa s bad , t h i s heap ing crim e on age

Too wea k t o t hwa rt the fou l ou t ra ge ,

Ye t gra ce t o t wo poor c re a t u re s Shown
Spea k grea t t h i ngs fo r ou r good o ld town .

To Thos. Norman
,

Hull .
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AT WALTON HALL
,

1 864.

YES , som e th i ng m ore t h a n two decades
H a ve pa ssed the ir p lea sures and dea t h - sha des

O
’

er ou r young l ives s i nce t h a t green May

Th a t len t u s one gold -flo oded day ,

With Wa l ton H a l l and i t s dom a i n

G ay t i n ted wi t h the young Spri ng - s t a i n
The gold -flush of the Sky , the a ir

All perfum ed , a nd the flow ere ts fa ir,
W i t h b i rd s a nd in se ct s throng ing round
Life - tre a su re of t ha t s a cred grou nd
A re m i ne aga i n and I behold
The wa ter- ga te , w a r- ba t tered , old ,
Th a t fe l t the s t orm of w a r and h a te
Which bore the S tua rt to h i s fa te
Young bea u ty ’ s fl ush has cha nged or sped

,

Som e sha rers of o u r j oys a re de a d
And Wa terton ta ke s de a t h ’ s long s leep
Where the two o ld oa ks a bove him weep
And I rea p plea sure to th i s day
F rom the old m em ories of t ha t May .

To A . B ray ,

Goole.
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THE REV . J AMES S IBREE .

As Mose s ,
’ twix t the l i v i ng and the dea d ,

I n yea rs swept d im ly down the t ide of t im e

I see t hee s ta nd ing i n thy m a nhood ’ s prim e
,

Pray i ng by open gra ve s , wi th re veren t head .

Above the town con ta gion ’ s ve i l i s sprea d
Dea t h - terrors s t i l l the hope fu l m a rri age ch im e ,

And love , i n tender offices su bl im e ,

Tends wa t ch fu l ly the s u fferer’ s dread fu l bed .

F rom gra ve t o dungeon F igh t i ng crue l wrong
,

With prayer a nd ea rnes t a c t ion
,
to res tore

To God ’ s fa ir ea rt h the vi ct im of the s trong
,

I see t hee la bour, a nd , the confl i c t o
’

er,

Rej o i ce wi t h Co lborne , obj e ct o f t hy long ,
Bra ve t oi l of m ercy , t h a t t hrew wide the ca pt ive

’s door !

To the Rev. yames S ibree,
A uthor of

“ Recollec tions of H ull .
"
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ROS E -flush upon a m a iden
’s soft wa rm c h e ek

Swee t b ird - song inLthe h a ppy p a th s of J u ne ,
Al l ea rt h respon si ve t o the l ow ,

glad t une
,

Too shyly t im orous a ll i t s love t o spea k
S unsh i ne

,
t h a t woos the th robb i ng e a rt h t o seek

Expre ssi on i n the green yea r ’ s gen t le noon .

C l o the her fa i r b row w i t h l i gh t , her bea u ty
’ s bo c n,

Who th ri l l s t o love , so i nnocen t ly m eek !
Dream s , soothe her spiri t i n you r fa ir em bra ce
Hope , de ck the pa th way of her sleep i ng yea rs ,
Love lea d i n g her wi th fi rm ,

bu t gen t le h a nd

.Ah ,
la ughhug June ! her inno c ent swc fi t fa c e

D a sh wi th t he dewdrops of t hy fre sh , wa rm tea rs
T he swee te s t bride i n a ll t he sun ny la nd .

To Pa tty Honeywood,
Leeds.
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“ RAMBLES AND MU S INGS .

”

F RE S H i s the Spri n g w i th bud and bloom ,

And odour cha s te of young perfum e

The prom ise of the v i rg in yea r,
Al l b loom -flushed t h rough i t s cryst a l te a r
So Wa l ler wa ve s the l i la c fa ir,
And b ids u s ba n i sh wri nkled Ca re

Fa ir i s the Summ er
’s golden hem ,

And ri ch her flora l d iadem

Her flowi ng robe s a re ba t hed i n dew ,

Her a ureola ’ s sa pphire b l ue
And a t he r fee t the da i s ie s wh i te
Pour pea rl s and gold i n th e i r de l igh t .

Fa st follows A u t um n
,
swa rt h and brown ,

The bea rer of a Rom a n crown ,
I n tri um ph gu id ing a huge wa i n
Where ripe fru i t s b l u sh on golden gra i n
Beh ind her s tre t ch the st ubb le fie lds
Be fore t he storm i t s fury w ie lds
H e re \Va l ler sh ake s t he popp i e s red ,

And w rea the s wi t h v i ne h i s ha ppy he a d .

To G . R . Wa ller
,

Wa l lsend-on-Tyne.
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SCARBOROUGH .

O LD m em ories on the breeze s s igh ,
And brood a bove the S umm er wa ve ,

T he old y ea rs dri ft ing slowly by .

Thy sha t tered rampa rt s p i erce the sky

O ur dim m em ori a l s of t he bra ve

O l d m em orie s on the breeze s S igh .

Se rene ly ca lm t hy h eroe s lie ,

With d in ted he lm and sh a t tered gl a i ve ,

The o ld yea rs dri ft ing s l owly by .

O
’

er ruined wa l l s the wh i te gu l l s fly ;
As ocea n tem pes t s w i ld ly ra ve ,

O ld m em ories on the b reezes S ig h .

L i fe t o t hy ru i n s m a ke s reply

I n tender vows by s tra nd and ca ve ,

The o ld ye a rs dri ft ing slowly by .

O ld days i n crim son sunse t die ,

New m orn i ng
’ s g i ld the fla sh ing wa ve

While m em ories on the bre e zes s igh ,
The o ld yea rs dri ft i ng slow ly by .

To Mrs. T . Tinda l l Wildridge,
B everley .
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Shane 4 .

YORK BLOCKADED , 1 643 .

( S ir Thomas G lenham
’

s Protest .)

W A R presses fa s t to work o ur wo e

Whose ba nners la te were floa t i ng far,
F ie ld -w ide defi a n t t o ou r fo e ,
No r t hough t to droop beh i nd th i s ba r,
Where bra ve m en t hrong t oo close ,

N or find fa i r fie ld t o use t he ir m a rt ia l fo rce .

W e so ugh t not a rm s ; ye t were w e gla d
Fo r ou r K ing

’ s cause good stee l t o draw ;
Albe i t o ur firs t pride grew sad ,

Frie nds , k in sm en , fron t i ng us as foe
Ye t , swe l l i ng to the sky ,
For Honour , Chu rch , and Ki ng !

”
a rose ou r c ry .

Sooner wi t h Dougla s wou ld we hea r
B ird - song and tw i t te r i n the fie ld ,
Tha n squea ki ng of the m ou se i n fea r
C l ose pe n t beh ind th i s fortre ss sh ie l d
G ive u s the fla sh i ng fron t

O f wa r, when bra ve m en da re th e ba t t le - bru n t

Not ou rs to choose O ur loya l ty ’s h igh gra ce
All loss , save honour, sha l l for Ch a rles em bra ce .

To George Knott ,
York .
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ga me 5 .

GREGORY THE OBST INATE .

I HAT E a crowd ’ s unre a son i ng ra ge
You sold ier, ca lm , seda te , and sage ,

Pray wh a t has y on old fe l l ow done ,
Th a t t h u s h i s e a rs the ir cu rse s stu n
Why st a lk s he proud ly through the ga te ,

So ca lm am i d th i s s torm o f ha te .

Hashe t urned tra i tor , or a Jew ,

Th a t t hese poor fool s m ake su ch ado P

Wh a t Sh eri ff m ade , ye t wou ld not s ta nd
D i sda i ned the honour, your com m a nd

Too bad wh ere i s the fe l low ’ s t a ste ?
No wonde r t h a t you bid him h a s te .

Wh a t ! fi ned a hundred pounds
,
t urned ou t ,

Dis fra nch i sed—ru ined , j u s t a bou t
And by the Q ueen and Coun ci lsw i l l .
Idae breezes h ere a re ra ther c hiH. ;

M e th i nks I ’ l l m ove —Frie nd , good -day ;

Mind you a re pruden t , a nd obey !
My pa t h l i es th rough th i s open ga te ,
I ’ l l lea ve t hese good folk a nd t he i r h a te .

To Council lor T . Smith,

Hul l.
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OUTPOSTS AT HULL BR ID GE . 1 642 .

HERE on th i s spot , one tra nqu i l Sa bba t h n igh t ,
Ch a rle s urged the firs t wa ve s of the fa te fu l w a r,

C a lm m oon a bove , and m a ny a s i lvern s tar
Shedd i ng on h e lm and cu ira ss i t s cold l igh t .

Soon the first ri pple s surged to tem pes t - he i gh t ,
Break ing i n flam i ng cres t s t h a t sprea d a fa r

T he ru i n of grim wo unds a nd dea t h , t o ba r

Ca lm j us t i ce by the m adne ss of red figh t .

S lowly the grea t wa ves swep t un t o the sea ,

Lea v i ng a world of ru i n on the bea ch ,
W a t

’

s red debri s , sad wrecka ge of the stri fe ,

With one grea t sca ffold , the sh arp sword
’ s de cree ,

Wh en the proud v ictor da red h i s King im pea ch ,
And Cha rle s su rrendered s cept re , sword , and l i fe .

To Col . B . B . Haworth-B ooth ,

Hul l B ank House,

Hul l .
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3mm 8 .

S IR ROBERT H ILDYA RD .

IN W i nestea d Ch u rch , bes ide h i s la dy wi fe ,

The good kn igh t s l um bers t h rough the world
’s un res t

,

The sword , the sh ie ld , the h e lm
’s despoi led cres t ,

La id by , no m ore t o s tem t he t ide of s t ri fe .

Fa ir kn igh t o f fert i le Holde rness h i s l i fe
\Nas edged by wa rfa re

’

s fie rce and b loody ques t ,
As York , w i th awfu l fury , wrough t t o wre s t

The crown from L a n ca s ter, wi th sword and kn i fe .

The lea de r o f a w i ld a nd fierce revol t ,
Th a t da red the block , and he ld the sword a t bay ,

’M id dea t h - dri ft o f the fea t he red - Sh a ft and bol t
,

He h e a rd the la s t loud trum pe t c lose the fra y ,
As sunse t sh a dows crept o

’

er m ea d and hol t ,
And pe a ce fu l be l l s to l led ou t h i s l i fe

’ s long day .

To Councillor B rown,

York .
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gam e 9 .

DEATH OF ARCHB I SHOP SCROOPE .

HAD w e los t him i n the l u r i d l i gh t
When the c r im son s un se t h e ra ld s n igh t

,

And i n the grey the fi rs t pa le s ta r a ppea rs
Above the s tormy cla sh i ng of the spea rs ,
The n w e had rendered him wi th ha nds ba thed red

From brea st - ga sh , and wide h a rve s t o f the dea d
Rendered him as l i fe ’ s la s t sobbi ng ga sp
Ga ve de a t h the pa lm , and t ore h im from our gra sp .

Ala s no crim son sm ote the green th a t day
To gi ve the ea rt h wa r’s guerdon of deca y

,

Bu t fa l sehood , w i t h soft word and J uda s - sm i le ,

Arou nd o ur m a nhood wove i t s b i t te r w i le ,

And won o ur good Archb i s hop , he ld so dea r ,
Without the redden i ng of a s i ngle spear.

To -day he d ied , am i d the fa ir hom e - scene
At B i shopt horpe , as na t ure sm i led serene
Benea t h the gen t le hea ven

’

s flee c e - d ri fted blue ,

And lea fage , s t irred w hen s oft J une breeze s b lew
Then the rough b lock re ce i ved h i s p a t ient he ad ,
By the rude h eadsm a n ’ s a x e so b a se ly shred .

TO T. M . Fa l low, M .A . ,

Coa t/tam House ,

Coa t/tam, Redca r.



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


1 72

Suggested by Mr. C lem ents G o od
’

s sk e tc h o f B e l le V ue Ter

FRESCOES .

(inu re 1 1 .

BELLE VUE TERRACE .

F LED a re t hy plea su re s now ,
Be l le V ue ,

At m em ory ’s ca l l t o l i ve a ga in,

’N ea t h su n sh i ne gla d , a nd sky of bl ue ,

As when thy pa rterre s rose s grew
,

La bu rnum s swung the i r golden - ra i n ,
And l i fe was plea sa n t i n Be l le V ue .

Swee t w as the dream when love w as t rue ,
Benea t h the Li la c

’

s tender s ta i n ,
Benea t h the sky ’s u nclouded bl ue .

Rom a n ce w as poten t to renew
The glam our of Hope ’ s sm i l i ng re ign
Whe n roses i n thy pa r te rre s grew .

Be fore the yea rs thy plea sures flew ,

Be fore a u tum n a l s t orm a nd pa i n ,
As l i fe grew long a nd sorrow true
Thy pea ce fu l hom es a re los t , Be l le V ue

Lost i s t he ir m us i c ’s gen t le s t ra i n
As o ld yea rs va n i sh i n the new .

ra c e in the Hul l and East R iding Portfolio, for J une, 1 887 .
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ga me 1 2 .

EARL L INCOLN ’S DEATH .

FAR be t te r had he d ied by bla ck D i ck ’ s s ide
Th a n va i n ly poured a t S toke the red w a r- t ide
And ye t m e th i nks th i s wre t ch ed l o ss and s t a i n
Less sh am e t h a n rid ing i n the Tudor s t ra i n .

T he old stock had good b l ood , t hough va i n and fierce ,

Not ca re fu l where t he daggerspoin t m igh t p ierce
And R i ch a rd , wi th h i s cold a nd awfu l crim e

Wen t j u s t t oo - fa r fo r e ven t h i s da rk t im e

True , be i t sa id , un to h i s kn igh t ly Sh ie ld ,
A t Boswort h h e ld t he bra ve s t m an a fie ld

Sh am e w as i t S t a n ley ga ve h i s a rm no cha n ce
Whe n burs t h i s la s t fie rce cha rge w i t h spea r a nd la n ce

,

The Tudor t hen , wi t h Bra ndon fa i rly s la i n ,
Had le ft the c rown fo r Li ncol n ’ s nob ler re i gn
The De la Pole s , grea t , ge nerou s , and bra ve ,

Seem doom ed t o fa i l u re a nd u n t im e ly g ra ve
Ah , we l l ! w e m u st t h i s m u shroom Tudor h a i l ,
Fo r l oya l t y goe s w i t h the la te s t ga le ,

I n those m e a n t im e s of ch a nge and fre quen t s tri fe ,

When hold we on poor ten ure wea l t h and l i fe ,

To 7ames Ya tes,
Public Librarian,

Leeds.
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OUR LOST BABES .

SWE ET l i t t le ba bes t h a t we h e ld so dea r,
A re you los t i n the gre a t world

’

s fre t a nd wea r ?

Whose l i ve s were brie f as the young Spring day ,
With flu sh of b lossom on su n - k i ssed spra y ,
Th a t tou ched o ur sou l wi t h colou r and scen t ,
W i t h hope and prom i se d i v i ne ly b len t
So ca lm ’nea t h sh a dow of broa d bl ue sky ,

Su re ly i t s prom i se sh ou ld never die
The sudden b la s t of an i cy wind ,
O r ra i n and ba il i n the st orm com b ined
And fa ir wh i te pe t a l s a re bea t en down
Wi th tw igs and lea ve s on the s torm - swept ground .

Summ er sh a l l p a ss wi th i t s crown of gold ,
None of your fru i t .sh a l l its swa y un fold
O u r ba be s

,
l ike blossom s , h a ve sped awa y

I n dea t h - storm s cold of the young Spring day ,

And Summ er w i l l m i ss n o t one of glee
I n m eadows fa ir where the ba bes a re free
Bu t , dea r l os t ba be s ! in o u r i nm os t h ea rt
Yo u a re h id so deep w e c an never pa rt .

To W .

'

C. N ibbs,
Portsmouth.
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gune 1 5 .

THE DEATH OF S IR JOHN MELDRUM , 1 642 .

HAU L ou r flu t t e r i ng banner h al f-mast down ,
Sad dea t h - s igna l fo r the wa i t i ng t own

O ft repea ted i n these war - l ike days
Wi t h the i r s i eges

,
sto rms , and les ser frays

We hav e fol lowed where h e s tou t ly led ,
Gl i t t e r i ng ba t t l e - su rges b reak i ng red
Cannon wi ld ly booming

,
flank and rea r

Th rea tened by th e ga l l an t Cav al ie r .

N eve r fa lt ’ring , t rue hea rt a l l aflam e ,

Wi th us h onou r ‘s las t i ng s um to c la im
Winn ing st ep by st ep wi t h sword and spea r ,
Th rough the serr i ed col umn pass i ng shee r ,
By the d in t o f w e ilded po i n t and edge ;
Al l a toss

,
l i ke wi n t e r - bea t en sedge

,

Pikes and banne rs o f th e sc ou rged foe
Dri ft i ng , eddy ing fa r t he White ‘ sm o k e flow .

Died a t Scarboro ’ t orn by l ead and st eel
I n the wild ru sh o f t h e bat t l e - reel
Honoured by us o f t h i s good o ld t own ,
Hau l o ur t a t t e red banner ha lf-mast down

I n W . Smith ,
Morley.
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Sl im e 1 6 .

THE DEATH OF CAPTA IN W ILL IAM
NEWTON ,

1 886.

AFT ER l i fe ’ s s to rm and t rava i l pas t

The sa i lo r en t e r s po rt a t l as t
N ot b ronzed and grey w i t h weigh t o f yea rs

No r weary of t he sea - s torm ’ s fea rs

But res t i ng on a t ranqu i l sh o re
O n wi ld sea - t ra ve l ben t no more ,
B lest w i t h p rospe r i ty ’ s fa i r noon ,
Why shou ld dea t h c los e h i s day so soon P

Wh i l e vo t ive w rea th s bes t rew h i s bie r ,
And fa l l s t h e t r i bu t a ry t ea r ,
O ld fr ie nds recal l t h e d ist a n t day
When angry s eas res tored t he i r prey ,
And deep e xc i t emen t se ized t h e t own
As th e Ex ce l s ior ’ s fa t e was known .

Suspense had passed t o s i l en t g r ie f
E re came ou r sorrow

’ s s t range re l ie f
The story of th e s i x days ” s t r i fe

Between en c roach i ng dea t h and l i fe ,
When rescued from the spray - swep t m ast

From death
’s grim jaws th e sa i lo r pass ed .
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A TRAGEDY AT BEVERLEY
,
A .D .

,
I 385 .

HERE ages past gr im pa ss i on smot e a blow
Tha t l a id t h e hop e o f manhood i n th e d us t
When reve rend age before th e t h rone ben t l ow ,

C l a im ing t h e block ’s requ i t a l , s t ern bu t j u s t
Wherea t t he K ing

,
sou l - s t r i cken , bade t h e la w

I t s t e rrors h u rl on gu i l ty Ho l la nd ’ s h ead

Al l Kn igh thood s i len t , i n a maze of aw e ,

Whi le wid e a nd fa r t h e dread fu l n ews was sp read
O ne moth er bore t h e mu rdere r and th e K ing
I n agony sh e c l a im ed th e roya l grace ,
Death sm i t i ng her fond hea rt w i t h sorrow ’ s s t i ng

,

E re mercy mo ved her su ffe r i ng t o embrace
Th rough hea rt - break th u s the moth er sough t her t omb

,

Whil e Kn igh t hood ha i led da rk Hol la nd
‘

s h a ugh ty p lume .

To yames M i l ls,
Town C lerk , Beverley.
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game 1 9 .

THE HULL SUBSCR I PT ION L IBRARY .

THE gen iu s o f t h e l iv i ng a nd th e dead
I s s tored w i t h i n these wa l l s

,
ou r pr i celes s ga i n ,

Won by th e st uden t ’ s
,
th e exp lo re r ’ s pa i n ,

Wi th h ea r t - ach e so re
,
and th robb i ng of grey h ead

Won wi t h wh at j oy
,
sun s inki ng lo w an d red

Beh in d th e su rges o f t h e w est e rn ma i n ,
Aft e r l ong search th rough nat u re ’ s maze and s t a i n
Perchance t h e ma r tyrs s igh

,
t h e V i c t or ’s bed ,

A C rammer ’ s crow n
,
a Wolfe

'

s most glo r io u s d ay
,

Speak t o t h e h ea r t from th i s d im , yel low page
Wh i le here a poet ca l l s u s t o rej o ice ,
A thunder i ng Knox exho rt s u s t o obey ,

And t h e sweet plead i ng of some an c i en t sage
Blends wi th th e d ign i ty o f Darw in ’ s vo i ce .

To A lfred M i lner ,
The L ibra ria n .
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gum ? 20.

BEREAVED .

I DO remember w h en , w i t h mou rnfu l t ea rs ,
I l a i d m y fi r s t swee t babe t o solem n rest
Sky - bi rd tha t cou ld no t b rook an ea r th ly n es t
You smo te few word s upon my w ea ry ea rs

,

But ga ve t he sympa t hy th a t t ime endea rs
The s i l en t h ea rt - t o uch th a t w e l ove th e bes t

,

Unt i l
,
eyes cl ea r

,
we see t h e angel - gu est

,

And wa i t t h e s low, s u re comfor t o f t h e yea rs .
Now t h e Deat h -Angel

'

s wings have passed above
You r babe ’s w a n fa ce , an d from i t s res t fu l s l eep
I t neve rmo re sh a l l w ake t h e h ea r t o f love
By baby - t ea rs t h a t make t he s t ronges t weep .

O u r babes h ave passed ou r wi sdom , t o rep rove ,
Perch an ce

,
ea rt h - c lingings t ha t we Va i n ly keep .

To Clues. and Haselden ,
Hull .
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SUMMER .

’T i s glowing Summer I from the sunny cl ime
She came , t h e fol lower aft e r j ocund Spr ing ,
W h ich made o ur va les and budd i ng woodlands r ing

W i t h m us i c . Though t hose s t i rr i ng l ays s ub l ime
Are nea rly ceased

, (bu t to res ume i n th e i r d ue t ime),
Yet j oyou sn ess dot h peacefu l Summer b r i ng

To a l l , i f n igh t i nga les no longe r s i ng ,
And t h ru sh ’ s voi ce i s pas t i t s d u lcet p r ime .

The eye i s
.

upward cas t to a c lear sky ,
So cloudless , qu i e t , and i n t en sely bl ue .

Then as t he Sun s inks e re the twi l igh t hou r ,
The wes t ern sky ’s a l iv ing flame yet few
Th is pass i ng scene rece ive—t h i s heaven ly dower ,
God ’ s gift bestowed

,
for every human eye .

R . TUTIN.

To M issM . Tutin
,

Fencote.
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@une 2 3 .

BEVERLEY DUR ING THE PEASANTS ’ W AR .

J OH N Bal l a nd Tyler sh a l l amend o ur wrong
The t ower and c i ty t h e i rs

,
a m igh ty t h ro ng

,

Dai ly i n c reas i ng , as t h e pea san t s dr i ft
L ondonwa rd , t h e rude scyth e - spea r t o l i ft
Aga in s t th e Lords

,
devou re rs o f t he spo i l

Del ved by ou r l abou r from t he grudging so i l .
Th is b rot he r came las t n igh t , sh arp peri l s pas t ,
And brough t t h i s bu r then of good n ews at l as t .
Now le t u s form ou r ranks

,
no more dela y

Grea t b e t he pe r i l t h at sh a l l ba r o u r w a y

The noble s , wont to fl ash the spea r a nd sh i eld ,
Ba r th e i r s t rong gat es , desert i ng t h e w ide fi eld .

There ’s been no bat t l e— few t h e b lood - drops sh ed
Perchance a j udge or l awyer ’ s los t h i s head
What messenger i s t h i s , w ho fol lows fast
Upon h is t rack s who brough t good news th e l as t l

What ! Tyle r s la i n , ou r b re t h ren s ca t t ered , fl ed
Heaven ’ s cu rse be on the V i c t o r ’s gu i l ty head
H eaven

,
eart h

,
no su ccou r bri ng l—yet t ake you r s t eel ,

O ne brave s t roke ea ch sh a l l work o u r m isery
’

s long repea l !

To Edwin F. Wlley ,

B rouglz.
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game

EARL MORTON
’

S V I S IT .

HERE rides Lord Morton—List e n to t h e ch ee rs I
No

,
none of m ine ; I

’d soon e r lose my ea rs .

Gu ide h im
,
good Sher i ff, t h rough s t rong Hessle -gat e ,

U nde r t h e ga l lows - t ree , h i n t i ng h i s fa t e .
Why shou ld t h i s Scot be t h rus t under ou r nose P
Who honou r ou r Q ueen and keep ou r old l aws .
Th i nk o f h is fa i t h l—With h i s n eck to t h e b lo ck
At h igh Heaven ’s ga t e h e

’

l l m ake h i s fi rs t knock .

Haven ’ t w e rogues enough
,
t ru e Engl i sh born

Hadn ’ t we be t t e r pu t t h i s to th e ho rn ?
Brave I d id yo u say P Yea , o ur ga l lows - t ree o ld
O ft d an ces su ch he roes ou t i n t h e cold .

Are b rave m en so sca rce P Why here i n o ur t own
Have w e n ot h eroes o f equa l renown P

Fou l fa l l t h e day wh en men gal la n t a nd good
F i n d the i r j u s t cl a im to h igh hon our w ith s t ood .

Why shou ld we honou r t h e w i cked an d bold
,

Va i n ly p re tend ing mere copper i s gold P

C ri me and rebel l i o n d ishonou r h i s n ame
Al l o ur l o ud plaud i t s won ’ t cove r h i s shame .

To Fred . W. Ho lder ,
Hul l.
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IN SANCTUARY AT BEVERLEY .

THE c ross i s over me repea led , I l ive

It dawns how Jesu
’ s me rcy dot h fo rgive I

At m idn igh t
,
c rou ch i ng i n th e hou se o f G od ,

A wounded m an, ben ea th s i n
’ s i ron rod

I hea r t h e sh ri ek i ng st orm , t h e t hu nder
’s boom

Lat e pant ing th rough i t s fu ry from my doom .

S t e rn men beh i nd me press ing , sw i ft an d s t rong ,
To cla im my l i fe ’ s re qu i t a l for t he i r wrong .

I cannot see—al l forms a re ba t hed i n n igh t ,
Sav e one red h and th a t w i l l n ot l eave my s igh t .

Alas I t h a t one wi ld momen t ’s rage shou ld close
My sou l i n t h ese fierce agon i z i ng woes
B ri ng shame upon my fa th e r

’

s h on ou red n ame
,

Bl igh t every p rospect of my sp i r i t ’ s a im
A wife ’s

,
a moth er

’

s b i t t e r t ea r s a re sh ed
For t he poor wre t ch whose fool i sh yea rs are fl ed
H is babes , poor i nnocen ts w i t h m i n e may weep
The h at e whereby s uch b i t t e r fru i t we reap .

A h ,
see h i s eyes gla re fiercely t hrough t h e n igh t ,

Oh
,
Mary Moth er sh ie ld me from t he s igh t .

To ’

j
’
oseplz Dodgson .

Leeds.
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game 2 7 .

THE REVOLT IN HOLDERNESS .

PEA L t h e be l l s ! rouse t he w ide l and
Who ’l l obey such h arsh command P
We wil l render j us t t h e a i d
That i n j u st i ce may be made

Have we eve r fa i led the. c row n
When th e Scot came swoop i ng down P

Though t o f r ipe c rops
,
wounds

,
o r doom

,

Ma rched i n ange r or in gloom P
Where

’ s t he u se o f donn ing mai l

When no valou r doth ava i l P

Let th e Ki ng h i s fo re ign fr i end s

Lead where bat t l e - t h roe impends
I f t h ey fa l l i n th e i r sh ed gore
We the ba t t l e w i l l res to re !

Chea t ed , cozened , not aga i n
Wil l w e r i sk o ur honou r ’ s s ta i n

Let t h e Ba ron s come in a rms
,

Holde rness r i ngs wi t h al a rms
Yeomen gather , br idges fa l l ,
At Sut ton G range meet w e a l l .

To A lder m a n S . Woodh ouse,
The last H igh Consta b le of Ho lderness.



FR E SCOE S .

game 2 8 .

ANLAF ENTERS THE HUMBER .

W IT H flow ing sa i l a nd st ra i n i ng o ar

Up the broad H umber A nla f bo re
Sou l -mad to pu l l down A the l s t an

And on h i s own b road , k i ngly b row

The honou rs of t h e c rown best ow .

F rom beacon s red t h e w a rn ing ran
B righ t a rmou r gl eamed by fen and c rag

Ben ea t h th e wide - spread Saxon flag ;
And soon a r rayed i n ba t tl e gu i se

,

Wi th t h i ck dea th - s l ee t o f fl i n t a nd dar t

Th e d ri ft i ng w a r- flo o ds fo rwa rd s ta rt ,
With t h u nder of w i l d ba t t l e - cr ies .
The lapp ing su rges fre t t o foam

,

Dark b lood -fla k es st rew t h e bea t en loam
,

Where K ingly A nla f heads th e va n
,

And , h igh above t he leve l spea rs

H is b road b la ck Raven -flag appea rs
Abov e t h e h elm o f Athels t an

The dyi ng day
’

s red beam i s shed
,

A v i c t or h e ,
’mid host s o f dead

To the Me m ory of S i m eon Rayner ,
Pudsey , Nr. Leeds,

I 89
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game 2 9 .

A LEGEND OF THE PRESS GANG .

New LAND
’

smaidens , j oyous and fa i r ,
F i l l ed the b rea t h o f t h e summer a i r
Wi th th e merry mus ic o f l augh te r gay ,
Toss i ng on h igh t he scent ed hay ;
When , l ou d a nd cl ea r , a c ry fo r a id
Ca ugh t t h e ear o f ea ch W i n some ma id ,
W ho , t o h e r womanly in s t i n c t s t ru e ,
O ve r the meadow qu i ck ly fl ew ;

Modes t o r t im id
,
ne i ther s tayed ,

Ru sh i ng to render wi l l i ng a id
To wh ere a seaman lay fo rlorn

,

By th e c ruel p ress - gang overbo rn e

The i r po in t ed ha y forks deft ly pl i ed ,
Tu rn i ng th e ruffian gang as id e ;
And a s they held t he foe a t bay
S t opped a ca rri e r on the way

,

Then t roop i ng arms wi t h m art ia l p ride
O u t h rough t h e bu sy tow n t hey h i ed
F i l l i ng t h e st ree t s w i t h t he i r me rry cri es
E scor t i ng home the i r gra t efu l pr ize .

D . D. LAM PLOUGH .

To y . N . Dick inson ,
Pa rk Lane, Leeds.
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7 U L Y

REIGNs t h e swee t F lora i n h e r robes O f s t a t e ,
Al l gorgeous she , t he glad yea r

’ s happy queen
,

With coron al of go ld , long robes o f green

Sm i l i ng a nd t ender
,
wi t h deep love e la t e

Al l h appy c rea t u res on h e r sm i le awa i t
,

SO gra c iou s t h e ca lm honou r O f he r m ien
B looms fl ush and wi th e r i n th e Summer sh een ,
R ip e fru i t s h er golden noont i de celeb rat e .

Ah
,
glad young mat ron , most se ren e and ca lm ,

Served wi th su ch gent le homage O f fa i r p r id e ,
Tribu te Of budd i ng bough and Summer fru i t ,
Pu rsue thy pat h Con t en tmen t ‘ s gen t l e balm
Born of thy love Hope fl i t t i ng by thy s ide
Pomona press ing thy sweet l ips i n bland sal u t e .

To joh n R y ley Rob inson ,
Dewsbury .
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gm 1 .

THE DEFENCE OF BRADFORD , 1 643 .

PLU M E S w av ed and rapi e rs flash ed , a s t ee ly r i ng
To g i rd t he s tou t m en O f O ld B radford t own ,
Hard to i l e rs

,
not t o be p u t l igh t ly down ,

T O chee r , aga i n s t t he i r consci en ce , fo r t h e Kin g !

What cou ld s uch ra sh revol t b u t so r row b r ing P
War - s to rm and c an non ’ s roa r , t h e v i ct or

’ s frown ,
\Moun ds , su ffe r i ng , dea t h wa r

’s deb r i s , widely s t rown,
The angu i sh o f de fea t

’

s deep
,
ra nk l i ng st i ng .

They wrote th e i r man hood on t h e era ’ s page ,
D isch a rged th e i r freedom ’ s bond i n l i nes of b lood
F i rs t t u rned th e su rges of t he foeman ’ s rage

,

And breas t ed
,
e re s uc cumb ing to t h e flood .

Well don e b rav e ac t ors o n a bou nded s t age ,
Ye los t no honou r , who so va l i an t ly wi t h s tood

To ya ines Dewh urst ,
B ra df o rd .



FRE S C O E S .

gnu; 2 .

CROMWELL ’S CHA RGE AT MARSTON MOOR .

C ROMWELL ! t hy I ron s ides ch a rged wel l t ha t day
The red van a l l a h el l o f fierce a ffray
Pri n ce Rupert ’ s can non h url in g dea t h an d w o e

H igh o
’

er t h e h ead o f ou r mos t s t ubborn foe ,
Wh ile we reeled fo rwa rd , sm i t t en i n t he face ,
S cored i n th e rea r , and held from dea th - embra ce

By th e broad d i t ch and hedge beyond
,
afla m e

With musket ry , th at t o re u s , bl u r red o u r a im
’Twas then t hat t hy psa lm s ingers spu rred a fa r
Beyon d t h e d i t ch and wide h em of th e w a r,

To charge , with s lackened re i n , t h e roya l horse

Tha t spu rred to meet t h e s t o rm i n i t s m id - cou rse
Wi th wi ld sword - play a nd p is to l - c ra ck th ey t ore
The i r st e rn advan ce

,

’mid dea t h and s t ream i ng go re
Refo rmed th e i r ran k s

, w i t h u ndim in ish ed i re ,
And ren t t h e bat t e r i es ’ c lou d o f smok e a nd fi re
Cu t dow n th e gunne rs

,
when , rel i eved , o u r v a n

With new hea r t , and ranks reformed , began
To s to rm t he d i t ch and h edge , a .deadly ba r
Tha t held a t bay t he pass io n O f o ur w a r.

To Majo r A . L . Flod m a n ,
Hu ll .
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4 .

JOHN TUTB U RY
’

S DEFENCE OF HULL .

BOL I NGB ROKE h as l anded C lad i n a rms
F rom Ra venspurn h e ma rches . Wild a la rm s

Spread ove r Holde rness , w hose yeomen s to u t
Th rong th e u su rper ’ s fl u t t er i ng flags abou t .
Now is t he town in dange r ! Ma n t he wal l s ;
S t re t ch the s t ou t ch a i n whe re o u r good r ive r rol l s
I t s volume to the H um ber

’

s t u rgid w ave .

Plant A rba last and Mangona l t h e b rav e

Ca l l fort h in h as t e , wi t h banne r , bow , a nd spea r
Who wins the t own by a rms , sh al l w in i t d ea r I

Draw up th e sh ips w i t h in th e gua rd i ng cha i n ,

Man th em wi th a rch ers , whose keen a rrowy ra i n
Shal l hold us sa fe

,
shou ld foes a t t empt th is po in t .

He will not storm — The t imes a re ou t O f j o i n t
,

And w e a re bound t o hold t h i s bu lwark ed town
I n a l l t r i ed loyal t y u n to t he c rown .

Now fr i end s le t u s u nto t h e wal l s , and d raw
The br idges , t h a t be tween us a nd ou r foe
The moa t may rol l , wi th w al l a nd towe r beyond
They shal l be fi l l ed who a re O f figh t i ng fond .

To W. H . B ritta in , F.R .H S

Ear-Ma yo r of S hefiielcl .
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gu t» 5 .

ON WH ITBY SANDS .

LOVE comes t o d ream upon t h e sand ,
Bes id e t he w id e an d ch angeles s sea

That sweeps Ou r foot s t eps from the s t ra nd .

S t rengt h bends above a sma l l wh i t e h and

I n ch iva l rou s h um i l i ty
,

As love d reams soft ly o n t h e sand .

Time wh ispers h i s low , ca lm command ,
And lov e h as pa id i t s golden fee

,

As gent l e foots t eps leav e t h e s t rand .

Time waves h i s fa i r e n ch an t ed wand ,
F resh blossoms pa i n t t h e emera ld lea

,

And love i s d ream ing on t h e sand .

Oh , bl ush i ng fac e , by zephyrs fa nned ,
Warm , fa i t h fu l h ea rt , no longe r free
Wa ves sweep ou r foot s t ep s from the s t rand .

Yet true o lo ve t akes a h igher s t and ,
Beyond t h i s c ruel , ch ange les s sea ,

That b reaks u pon th e Summer - sand
,

To sweep dea r foot s t ep s from th e s t rand .

To George Cla rke,
Wh itby .

I 97
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THE LAND ING OF BOL INGBROKE .

NOT t o a weal t hy town , wi t h sp i re and qu ay ,
Came ex i l ed Bol i ngbroke

,
h i s quest a crown

Bu t by th e sea - scou rged cau seway , widely s t rown
Wit h wrack and fru i tage of th e s u l len sea
Tha t long had h eld R a venser-Odd i n fee ,
His l ord ly ban n e r t o t h e gal e was t h rown
Defia n t h e of fa t e o r ba t t l e - frown
The coronet o r sca ffold ’ s h arsh decree

Ravenser-Odd w as bu ri ed i n decay ,
F re t t ed t o ru in by t he cease less w ave
Poor augury fo r h im on t h a t fa r day
Who dared t h e m igh t of R i cha rd ’ s a rms t o b rave

Oh sea ! Oh t im e prov ed v i c t ors i n th i s fray ,
Ye pou r Obl i v ion o

’e r l i fe ’ s common grave .

Re The Ea r ly H istory of Spurn Head ,
"

B y Lewis L . Krojvf ,
Hull and East R iding Po rtfo lio , ya ne, 1 887 .
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TO THE MEMORY OF MY K IN SMAN .

(Capta in j’oh n V. Mo rris, sla in j‘nly 8 th
,

TH RE E son s th e O ld m an g ave , t o hold
The Fede ra l cau se

,
or d ie,

When fierce revo l t i n wra th un fu rled

I t s bann er to t he sky .

And i n t h e homestead there w as gr ie f
F ro-m bud to fa d ing of th e l eaf

Th e b i t t e r st r i fe was fierce and st rong
,

S uccess w as ebb ing long ,
Before t he U n ion ’ s i ron m igh t

Wrough t o u t i n b lood th e r igh t

There was rej o i c ing un to Go d
,

Peace sm il in g th rough h er t ea rs ,
When F reedom on th e red so i l t rod
The t r i umph o f sad yea rs !

Then came two sold ie rs young and b rave
F rom sm i t i ng wra t h of ba t t l e wav e
Bu t he , t h e first - born, grave an d s t rong ,
F rom w a r had res t ed long

S la i n i n t h e clen ch i ng of the r igh t
,

I n t he red van of fight .
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gu t}? 9 .

GLADSTONE .

SOM E s t a t e smen c la i m t he i r l au rel fo r a day ,
And l ive , forgot t en , a ft e r i t s decay !

And some descend , hero i c , t o t h e t omb ,
Green lau rel m i ngl i ng w i th t h e i r sab le p l ume .

F ra i l men , whose sum of l abou r fou nd its bou nd

With in th ei r l i fe t i me
’

s shor t a nd changefu l ro und .

F re sh swa rms Of su ch Ephemerae r i s e each day
And cla im th e wa rm th an d su n l igh t of t h e i r May .

Yet j us t ly fam e and honou r we engage

Fo r a l l who knew and served t h ei r own br i e f age .

They fi ll t h e i r n i ch e benea th Va lh a l la ’ s dome
,

Thei r honoured page i n t h e h i st or i c tome .
Great e r t ha n those t h ere be , whose p u rer fame
Un to t he eart h becomes a s un an d flam e

Whose rad ian t hea t spreads fa r , a sou rce o f l i fe ,
Whose d ay - beam chases shades of clos i ng s t r i fe ,
Who , herald ing a fu t u re , h igh er age ,
Though fu l l o f yea rs u nt imely leave t he s tage .
Su c h Gladstone

’

s fame , whose he ra ld s t a r sh al l floa t
Fa r fo rward a s ea rt h

’

s righ teous law i s wrough t .

T0 W m . T. Net tlesh ip,

Hull .
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1 0.

SUMMER FRESCOES .

CLIFFs, golden sands , a sun ny sky ,
Whit e sa i l s of p roud sh ips speed i ng by .

Beyond the cl i ffs great w ea lt h of gra i n ,
Red m isch ief of th e poppy ’s s t a i n .

Green lanes a mass of l eafy spray
,

The scen t o f roses a nd new hay .

Green elm - l eaves where t he sun beams flash ,
The dark green glo ry o f t h e ash .

The whi t e mot h i n t h e twi l igh t lan e
,

The gay Vanessa ’s va r ied s t a i n .

The fa in t , r i ch scen t o f r ipen ed fr u i t ,
Young bea u ty of t he maple - shoo t .

The t ran qu i l ca lm at even song ,

N igh t - dews where reeds grow th i ck an d st rong .

The glory o f t h e h a rves t moon

Fa r echoes o f a low love t une .

To R . H. Ph ilip,
Hnll.
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1 2 .

V ICTORIOU S .

SH UT i n —Cold s tone , and colder h ea rts ,
Sp i r i t from k ind red sp i r i t part s

L ow breezes and t h e gent l e ra i n
For na tu re no sweet t r i b u t e ga in .

Love
,
t remu lou s i n soft ca ress ,

The tombed and s t r i cken canno t b less
The m idn igh t v i s ion sca rce may br ing

A bles s i ng on i t s t rans ien t w i ng .

Tombed—wi t h th e b i t t e r cu rse o f dea t h ,
And

,
s t i l l more b i t t er

,
d rawi ng brea t h

Hea rt , t h robb ing pass ion fie rce a nd s t rong ,
A pen t volcano fed by wrong .

Cu rse t u rned from b i t t e rness t o ba lm ,

The ou t raged sp i r i t s t i l l a nd calm
The noble r m ind , sub l imely grea t ,
Re ign i ng above t h e cu rse and hat e .

F rom deat h a long bequest t o l i fe
,

Grace bea ten from the b reas t of s t r i fe
A conqu eror i n a st ony tomb ,
A dem i -god th a t sh ack les doom

“ Priso n Litera ture, ”
By A . Cha m berla in , B .A . ,

Hull Litera ry Club , 1 888 .
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COLON .

O H d reamer wi t h t h e ca lm ,
grand brow

,

Lined as t h e swift t hough t s come an d flow
Deep eye t h a t reads t h e t os s i ng wave
A new world wa i t s t he s t rong and brave .

Oh darkne s s o f t h e deep , long n igh t
Tha t breaks t o n o cl ea r morrow

’

s l igh t
L O fa i re r t han an angel ’s p lume ,
A red l igh t b reaks t he m idn igh t gloom .

Sun o f su c cess t hy go lden noon

Tu rn s Win t er i n t o fru i t fu l June
S t rong - hea rt th e la u re l o n t hy b row
I s fa i re r t h an t he ruby ‘s glow

Oh Win te r o f o u r d iscon t en t

How soon i s Summer ’ s fru i tage spen t
Bear up , S t ro ng - hea r t t hy i ron ch a in

,

D ishonou r i ng l ess , sha l l h onou r ga i n .

D im m idn igh t Of t h e tomb and grave

Thou c an ’s t not que l l t h e grea t an d b rave
Th e l i fe re t u rn ed—t h e n ame sha l l s ta nd

Th e b i r th - r igh t o f a fa i r n ew land .

“ My Tra nsa tlan t ic Exper iences,
”

By IV. Ba rter , M .D . ,

Hu ll Literary Club , 1 888 .
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T IME ’S VICTORY .

GR IMLY mou rn fu l t ake thy s ta nd
Tri umphan t o ’e r t h e dead

,

Time , t hou v i cto r ! whose s t rong hand
Ravages t h e sm i l i ng land
Thy decep t ive bou n ty fed

Chas i ng Spri ng w i t h Summ erfs ga i n ,
Summer ’s fru i t w i t h Au t umn ’ s s ta i n .

A rt thou vi c tor o
’

e r t h e d ead P
Daring t hu s sup reme t o s ta nd
By the tomb thy bou n ty fed ,
When ea rt h ’ s r i s i ng sun was red ,
When eart h ’ s Spring - t ime nerved th y h an d .

Hast t hou w on immor t a l ga i n ,
Ch ased t h e lau re l

’

s v iv i d s ta i n P

Time , th ou reaper
’mid ea rt h ’ s pa i n

Thou h ast won t he wea ry dead
Leav i ng ea rth h e r wisdom ’s ga i n ,
Lore of sage a nd poet ’s s t ra i n
That h e r O ffsp r ing m igh t be fed
I n ou r m id s t o ur grea t sou l s s t and ,
C l ay a lone fa l l s t o t hy hand .

" Pla to and Ba con , their Lives and Ph i losoph ies Co mpa red , "
By A . Pa trick ,
Hul l Li tera ry Club , 1 888 .
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THE LEGEND OF ROMELL I .

BEREFT wa s sh e , i n w idowhood
’s sad n igh t

,

Her warr ior hu sband sl eep ing st i l l a nd lone ,
To ra i se n o more a t t rumpet ’ s t h ri l l i ng t one
The proud war - banner Of h i s hea rt ’s del igh t

On e j oy rema i ned , one t rea su re b les sed he r s igh t
H er b rave boy in he r hea rt , as on a t h rone ,
Reigned grac iously

,
a nd hu shed her widowed moan

Ru l i ng and ru led by love
’

s mys te ri o us m igh t .
So passed some l i t t l e t ime , and then , a l a s
Dea t h , l u rk ing i n t he S t r id , wayla id h i s gra ce ,
And cast a corpse i n t o h i s mother ’s a rms

,

Whose gen t le smi les t o end less w eepi ng pass ,
O

’

e r h er dead ch i ld , held i n he r sou l
’s embrace

Bu t ga th ered i n by Chri s t from ea rt h 's a la rm s .

To Mrs. Ga rnet t -O r m e,
Ta rn House

, S k ipton .
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glu t}?

R ICHMOND .

SWE EP back d im change
,
sad ru i n , a nd d ecay ,

As R i chmond ’ s fo rt res s i n emba t t l ed p r ide
F rown s from i t s rocks o

’

e r mead and r i ve r w ide
,

F loat i ng i t s banner t o t he ch eerfu l day .

Sweep on wi ld rumou rs of da rk p lo t and fray

Revol t , i nva s ion , t h ese s t rong wal ls de r id e
We may th e fu ry of th e s t o rm abide
And w i t h s t rong hand each h aughty foe repay .

Ala s w ho figh t s w i th T ime whose si len t force

Smi les i n t h e ch anging sea son s , ca lm and st rong ,
And wea rs a lone h i s fa i r , un ch angi ng crown

G rey r u i n s preach t h e r igou r Of h is co u rse
,

W ho s i lent ly re t r i eves o ur na t u re
’

s wrong
,

And ca lm ly sm i t es ou r loft i es t t emples down .

To the Rev.

'

j‘o h n Tink ler , M .A . ,

A rkenga rthda le Vica rage,

R ichmond , Yorksh ire.

2 09
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C IV IL WAR .

THE gl immer of an even ing s ta r
Above t he smoke and d r i ft o f w a r.

Sad twi l igh t of a day Of doom ,

The flash ing of a red wa r -pl ume .

A grey Old grange i n m orn i ng l igh t
,

A Caval i e r for ba t t l e d igh t .

A fa i r gi r l frot h ing n ut -brown a le
,

The King ’ s flag s t ra i n i ng i n th e ga le .

A st u rdy Roundh ead
,
p ike a t rest ;

A flyi ng st eed , a sh ivered c res t .

A bat t l efield , th e s i l en t dead
A broken rap ie r

,
s t a i ned and red .

The read i ng O f a d a rk dea t h - ro l l
A sab le blo ck , a h ead sman t al l .

A mona rch ’s b i e r
,
a u se less crown

A pale g i rl i n a sab le gown .

To the Me m o ry of Wa lter Thornbmy .
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DREAM S .

I .

“ TH I S i s th e pena l cen t re l” sad an d l ow
The angel ’ s voi ce th a t spake. t h e se word s of pa i n
And lo th ere Spread a b road and gloomy pla i n
F rom whose fa r cen t re shook a lu r id glow ,

F rom wh i ch th ere ever passed a s i l en t flow
O f spi r i t s , from whose sou ls t he Olden s ta i n
Passed wi t h each s t ep th a t heavenward d id a t t a i n
SO t h ey moved forwa rd , so lemnly a n d slow .

I s t he re no gu l f t o pass , and h as t h e fi re
NO c ruel hold , t h a t th ey make no sad moan
Who lat e i n t h a t deep la ke were bath ed P” sa id I .
“There i n t h ey los t w i l d pass ion , fi erce des i re
For Mercy mel t s th ereby each hea r t of s ton e
To love and peace

,
wi th sca rce one to rt u red c ry .

”

To M ichael Needler ,
Hu ll.
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DREAM S .

II .

AMAZ ED
,
I paused w i t h i n t h a t tw i l igh t l a nd ,

The fa r
,
ext erna l zone o f God's a bode

,

Through w h ich
,
l i ke d r i ft ing snows

,
fa i r p i lgrim s t rode

,

Sweet ama ra nt h b ran ches bu dd i ng i n each h and .

These pass from pena l rea lms , by God
’ s command

,

”

The angel s a id
,
S i n ’s long tormen t i ng load

I s shed i n t ears upon th e i r p i lgr im road
,

Who soon shal l i n t h e l igh t o f Mercy st a nd ! ”

But who a re those , whose robes n o lus t re sh ed P
”

I a sked , Whose h ands no swee t green b ran ch es bear P
"

The den i zen s o f God ’ s e x tern a l zone .

Mere th eologi ans , i n t h e le t t e r d ead ,
W ho l on e ly a re

,
wi t hi n t he Fa th er ’ s ca re

,

The la st t o sw el l m id - heaven
’

s t r i umphan t t o ne

To George Ma ckrel l ,
Hu ll .
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ON THE HUMBER BANK ,
1 866 .

DREAM , Summer , i n t hy j oy and pr ide ,
Benea t h th e sky -pav i l io n ’s blu e
O ld H umber flowing deep and wide ,
I t s fa i r banks d ressed i n thy green h ue

Oh , Summer d ream Of l i fe
’ s young day ,

I t s hopes , i t s v i s ions o f del igh t
Wi th fa i r ea rth - lore a nd h eav en ’s h igh ray

To g i ld i t s sorrows i n th e i r fl igh t .

Why shou ld ’ s t t ho u wake from such a d ream ,

Benea th th e ren t b rea s t o f t he sky ,
F rom whose s torm - cloud s t he blu e - sh aft s gleam ,

And sprea d dea t h - t e rro rs a s t h ey fly

Why
,
Summer glooms thy sun ny sky ,

Why spread s t hy c loud of d im despa i r P
’Tis bu t th e ve i l th a t d im s th e l igh t ,
The fi tfu l prel ud e to t he p raye r

To Miss C . S . B renzner,
Hul l.
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THE SERV ICE OF THE SH IELD .

BRAV E sh i eld s a re ren t , br igh t ha rness ru s t ,
War pen nons m i ldewed t o g reen dust
I n holy ch u rch th e scu lpt u red tomb
S t i l l s t a nds

,
a t ex t o f ch ange and doom .

On h igh t he ru s ty helm a nd sword
Speak th e honou r of th ei r s i len t l o rd l

Fa i r s i lken su rcoa t
,
sh ie ld of a rms

,

NO longe r gi ld t he field ’

s ala rms
Proud ch iva l ry ’s Ins ign ia l i e

To re l i cs sh red , benea th t he sky .

S t i l l u n to u s th e hera ld ’ s a r t
I t s O ld - t im e honou r do t h impa rt .
I n th e emblazoned sh ie ld we t race
The o rig in O f lofty race
The memori es o f w a r- t roph i es w on,

O f feudal se rv i ce nobly done
Love

’

s pass ion wrough t to wort hy end ,
The hero ’ s to i l for K ing and fr ien d

Thus i n t h e t i n ct u re o f the sh ie ld
Fa r fl ashes Ch ival ry ’ s fa ir~fie ld .

To the Me m ory of Muslin Kelsey L owther,
La ngtof t.
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THE LEGEND OF FORGET ME NOT .

FORG ET -M E -NOT o f pa le , c l ea r h u e ,
F rom th e fa i r Dan ube ’ s danc i ng wave
Sm i l e back t h e heaven ’ s serenes t b l u e

,

Like Love ’ s meek eye , i n pea rly dew ,

That wept t he s t rength i t cou ld no t save ,
Forge t -me - not of pa le

,
clea r h ue

Pure t empte r O f t h e b rave and t r u e

Above t h e los t kn igh t ’ s t ranqu i l grave
Smi le ba ck t he h eaven ’s seren es t b lu e .

Death - t oken t h a t h i s weak h and th rew
,

Love
’

s t ende r , dea r beques t to c rave

Fo rge t -me - no t o f pa l e , clea r h ue .

Though t rem o ur of love
’

s fea rs p u rs ue
Long pa rt in g o f t h e fa i r a nd brav e

,

Smi le ba ck th e h eaven ’ s serenes t b l ue .

F rom one sad day wh at memor ies g rew ,

Wha t gra ce the crue l Dan ube gav e
Fo rget -me - no t o f pal e c l ea r h u e
Smi le back th e h eaven

’s s erenes t bl ue .

To Mrs. Wi l l-tam A ndrews,
Rose Co ttage, Hessle.

2 1 7
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S I R JOHN ELLAND
’

S CR IME .

TH R EE homes he had made desola t e t h a t n igh t
,

At C rossl and t a rry i ng t o t ake wi ne an d mea t
,

The blood of i t s dea d lord benea t h h i s fee t
The t remb l ing widow , sad , and dea t h ly wh i t e ,
Se rving wit h w in e th i s most abhorred kn igh t

,

Who pressed th e dead man ’ s l i t t l e son to eat
,

When t he fa i r babe , i n Ch i ldhood
’ s open hea t ,

Cas t t he accu rsed bread w i th h i s fra i l m igh t
I nt o th e mu rderer ’ s face Whereon he sw ore
That i t were wel l t o w eed Beaumon t ’s fa i r seed
F rom ou t t he ea rth , as weed s from spr i nging corn .

Time pa ssed , and no m an t est imony bore
Aga in st S i r John , whose fierce an d bloody deed
Was long hea r t - sorrow to th at wi fe fo rlorn .

To W. H . Potter,
Hul l .
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MEADOW - SWEET .

To -DAY we ’ l l sea rch fo r Meadow - Swee t
,

Gay rovers i n t h at l u sh green lan e
Hemmed i n by field s o f golden wheat

,

To - day we ’ l l s ea rch fo r Meadow - Swee t ,
The da i s ies cru sh wi t h dan c ing fe e t ,
And cu l l Forget -me -Not s aga in
TO - day w e ’ l l sea rch fo r Meadow - Sweet

,

Gay rovers i n th a t l u sh green l ane .

To A nn ie,

OUR KATE .

O UR Kat e i s s t ud iou s o ’

er her book ,
I n Fa i ry - la nd she wanders
You read i t i n h e r ea rn es t look

O ur Kat e i s s t ud iou s o ’ er he r book ,
F rom F a i ry - l a nd sh e gl ean s h e r s took

,

And scorn s you r grea t commanders
O ur Ka t e i s s t ud iou s o ’

er her book ,
I n Fa i ry - l and she wanders .

To Ka te,
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DYST ICUS

'

MARG INAL I S .

H IS name i s Dyst ic us, a nd h e
’s

A very Tr i t on among M innow s
He fierce ly roams i n l imp id seas

,

H is name i s Dyst ic us, and h e
’ s

N ot d i fficu l t i n food to p lease ,
Th is ravage r o f i n l and b i l lows

H is name i s Dyst ic us, and h e
’ s

A very Tri ton among M in nows .

To his Capto r , Fred ,

AN ACORN CUP .

A N acorn - cup
,
a su n ny day

Benea th fa i r e lms an d O ld oak t rees ,
The glad refra i n O f a song at p lay
An aco rn - cup

,
a su nny day

An echo O f ch i l d -m us i c gay

Tha t float s and d ies on an Au t umn breeze ,
An acorn - cup , a sun ny day ,
Beneath fa i r e lms and o ld o ak t rees .

To A unt E llinor .
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AMCEB A .

ON LY Amoeba t h e meres t speck
O f sa rcode—cal l i t a cel l , th i s fleck
O f l i fe t h a t I br ing before you r m ind

TO prove t h e wea l t h of d im l i fe w e find

W ho bend o ur ce reb rum
’

s g rey - ce l l fo rce

O
’

e r s i ngle cel l s o r a gi an t ’s co rse .

I t i s cont ra c t i l e d raws up and o ut
I t s p seudopod i um , walk ing abou t
Aft e r some t in y speck of p rot e id ,
To tu ck i n t o i t s sa rcode , and so feed
I t ’ s al l n erve o r no nerve , as you w i l l ;
Owns no cel l -wall , bu t a t hea t

’ s sha rp t h ri l l

I s i r r i t ab le . I t h as no hea rt
B u t owns an out er and i nne r pa r t

Ec tosa rk and endosa rk , t o w it

By fission—a s c i en t ific sp l i t
R igh t t h rough i t s n ucleu s—~ it becomes t wo
Pe rchance may mu l t ip ly unde r v i ew .

The con t ract i l e ves i cle pray mark
Also

,
i t b reat hes—t h i s queer l i t t l e spa rk .

Th i s i s Amoeb a , whose fo rm yo u v i ew ,

I n st ru c t u re and funct ion resembl ing yo u .

To Dr. Da llinger, (S e ,

Shefiield.
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A U G U S T

A H happy seed t ime ea rth sha l l now re t u rn
I n gold en Sheaves swa rt l abou r ’ s cheerfu l pa i n

The b road fi elds l aden wi t h t h e i r w ea l th of gra i n
,

Where cr im son popp ies d roop and bu rn .

Who would not ’mid such t eem i ng wea l t h soj ou rn P
Glad , erran t p i lgrim of each lea fy lan e ,
Lost i n t he worsh ip of each deepen i ng s t a i n

,

Glean ing su n - t reasu res fo r memor ia l u rn .

Ah
,
swee t M at e rn i ty wrea thed i n soft sm i l e s ,

With h appy ch i ldhood c l i ngi ng to thy h and ,
Profuse i n love , an d wea l t h of r ipened grace ,
What t ender j oy th e Sho rt en ing day begu i le s
The t ran qu i l ca lm tha t b roods above th e l and ,
M irrored i n t hy serenely grac iou s face .

To the Rev . E. G . C ha r leswo rt h
A ck lam Vica rage,

M idd lesborough .
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THE CAVAL IERS AT HESSLE .

TO I L on wit h spade and p i ck ,
’ t i s for t he K ing

And wh en t h e fort commands t he Hum ber
’

s flow

\Ve
’ l l se ize t h e nobl e r s t eel

,
a nd s t r ike a blow

Shal l make the Roundhead
'

s s tou tes t h a rne s s r i ng .

With rap ie r ’s poi nt
,
th a t seconds edge

,
w e ’ l l s t i ng

Through double bu ff, u n t i l o u r gau n t l e t s glow
Wit h c r im son s t a in s , an d p rone i n d ea th below
O u r cha rge r ’ s hoofs t h e st ri cken foe we ’ l l fl i ng .

Ii a rk
‘

UD t he ba tfle - drdt froni lea guered IIuU

Sweet mu si c th a t makes l igh t o u r h eavy to i l
M eet p resage o f t h e l a u rel s we sh al l cu l l

S t orm ing th e ba t t e red wa l l , t o s lay an d spoi l
Th e Rou ndhead kn aves

,
w hose imp io u s pr ide would pu l l

The crow n to dus t , a nd ba th e i n blood th e so i l .

To j‘as. Baynes, F.G .S . (S c , S c ,

Hu ll .
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YORKSH IRE NATURAL I STS AT RI
‘

c c ALI. , 1 875 .

T IM E floa t s be tween t ha t day and t h i s ,
With glamou r Of i t s gr ief a nd bl i s s ;
But th rough l i fe ’ s m i rage comes aga i n
Th e go ld -flo od of fa i r Summer

’

s re ign .

Fa r from t he O ld world ’ s roa r and fre t
\Va r - d igh t w i t h vascu l um and net ,
By O u se ’ s flood

, on R i c ca l l p la in ,
We urge o ur gen t le s t r i fe a ga i n
F rom F lo ra win ou r t roph i es gay ,
And make t he i n sec t -wor ld o ur p rey
Reh ea rse Ha rdrada

’

s bloody fa l l ,
When R i c ca l l rang to w i ld wa r - ca l l
And wi th broad foreh ead c rimson -wet
Lay Tost i

,
h is la s t frown dea th - se t .

F rom wa r t o peace—wi th k i ndly grace
And welco me O f h i s gen ia l face ,
Tf he xdc a r ine t , and led us cf er

The an c ien t chu rch , r i ch in i t s s to re

O f re l i c s— t reasu res of a pa s t
Whose pass ion o ’e r our l ives i s cas t .

To Th os. B irks,
O ld G oo le.
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“
QUEEN OF THE A IR .

”

GREAT poet O f the s ub t le th ough t , no rhyme
I s n eeded fo r t hy a rt

,
w hose l i qu i d t ime

Embraces a l l thy t hough t , as th e r i ch sun
Embraces a l l t h ings tha t beneat h i t ru n ;

And un to a l l add s beau ty , co lo u r , gra ce ,
Driv i ng primeval da rkn ess from th ei r face ,
U n t i l t h e ea r t h Spr i ngs glad and new aga i n ,
Fa i r

,
v i rgi n al

,
and fresh i n a rt and s ta in .

We lose t h e clo uds , th e sh r i nes O f Mammon fa l l ,
The ages t h rough t he soft , swee t dawn ing ca l l ,
Greet ing each ot he r a s i n glad n ew b i r th

Li fe r is es to th e glo ry of the eart h

An d knowing ea r th , t o h eav en d raws glad ly n igh ,
Great i n th e Sp i r i t

,
s in ce i t s pu rer eye

Beholds t h e Fa ther ’ s face
,
and sees H is h and

Wri t i ng H is glo ry i n th e grac ious l a nd .

As ne ’ er before th rough t hese G reek myth s w e see
The g lo ry of th e eart h

’ s t heology
Those w o rsh ippers who see i ng no t God ’s face ,
Yet saw and h eld H is hand i n t he i r emb race .

To W. Wh iteley ,
Leeds.
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THE SEEN AND THE UN SEEN .

TH ERE i s fr u i t t ha t i s h id den and fru i t t h a t i s seen
,

When Summer i s ch angi ng he r man t le O f green

B u t we glan ce on th e days of t h e hope fu l pas t Spring

Fo r t he p rom i se th a t came wi th t he b i rds on t he wing .

The p rom ise i s sped , a nd th e Summer i s o
’

er
'

How smal l i s t h e s um of ou r fru i tage i n s to re I

The glory o f Autumn i s s tormy and red
,

Her ha rves t i s ga t he red , her h e rbage i s d ead .

The wi ld wi nd i s s igh ing , t h e ea rt h i s a t res t

The b i rd h as depa rt ed— fo rlorn i s h e r n es t

We coun t o ’ e r t h e ha rves t i n sorrow an d p a i n ,
Where much w e expect ed how smal l i s ou r ga i n

We t h in k o f t h e wi ld w ea l t h o f beau ty and bloom
When Spri ng

,
wit h a flood of wa rm l igh t and perfume

,

The green ea r t h i nves t ed w i t h beau ty a nd p ra i se
,

And l igh tened wi th p romi se he r fa i res t o f days .

We knew no t , poor to i le rs t h e weal th O f deep peace
Tha t mad e up t h e s um O f t h e ha rves t i n c rease
The beau ty , t h e song , and t he flow of perfume ,
The Spi ri t ’s t ru e weal t h th a t sha l l never consume .

To W . Pea rso n ,
Co lt m a n S treet

,
Hull.
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HORTU S S ICCUS .

YO U t hough t th em dead You l i t t le know
The years t h a t l ive i n t hese d ry leav es ,
The memor ies th a t l ike perfumes flow
Yo u t hough t t hem dead You l i t t l e kn ow
The i r weal t h O f Summ er scen t a nd glow ,

Thei r t reasu re o f Au t umn al sheaves
You though t t hem dead Yo u l i t t l e k now
The yea rs t ha t l ive i n t hese d ry leaves !

F r i endsh ip and love a round th em cl in g
,

And memori es fraugh t w i t h ri ch perfumes l

Above t hem flit Vanessa ’

swing
,

F r i endsh ip and l ove a round th em cl ing
F u lfi lmen t o f depa r ted Spri ng ,
Each fade less , t reas u red leaf i l l um es
F r i endsh ip and lov e a round th em cl i ng ,
And memori es fra ugh t w i th r ich pe rfumes .

7 . F. Rob inso n ,
Hull Litera ry Club .
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PROVE ALL TH INGS .

FA I R form s O f beau ty t h rough the Sp ring - t id e move
F lowers bud

,
r i ch b lossoms perfume rare impart

,

Hopefu l a nd glad the bea t i ng of my hear t
L i fe fl ut te rs on why shou ld I pause t o prove
The joy t h a t dances i n a maze of love P
With the tw i n s i st e rs , Nat ure and pure

'A rt ,

Far w i l l I wander , an d no t one fou l da rt
O f S in sh a l l gloom the su nsh in e from above
Oh S ummer

,
bes t beloved thy happy re ign

IS los t i n sto rm and d r i ft i ng O f sere l eaves
Swa rt Au t umn i s bereft O f beau ty ’ s s t a i n ,
No glad b i rd s tw i t te r in th e cot tage eves ,
As

,
s ig h ing , wi th un u t t erable pa i n ,

Am id t he ru in O f l o s t yea rs my spi r i t gri ev es

“ Prove a ll Th ings. I . Thess. v.

By the Rev . 7o lm Ho l m es,
Thyrnton S treet Wesleya n Chapel , 1 887 .
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MAN .

WRA PPED i n t he c loud - pav i l i o n ’s sweep of bl ue
,

Behold t h e rou nd ea rt h , mount a i n a nd r ive r ,
Li t by th e gold - sh a ft s from Apol lo

‘

s qu i ver

Soft l igh t t h a t dot h th e whole fa i r scen e imbue .

The grea t moon rol l s i t s sh ie ld of s i lvern h ue
Where in t he n igh t -w i nd s ch i l l t h e woodland s sh iver ,
And th e w i ld sea rol l s i t s u n res t foreve r
A ll n at u re ’s ch a rm s i n i t s so ft l igh t are n ew .

God
,
th e C rea tor

,
u t te rs H i s h igh law

,

Obed i en t Nat u re work s H is sov ra n wi l l
See on ea r t h ’ s cen t re , ch i ld o f doub t an d awe ,

F ra i l man
,
h i s na r row round o f l i fe fu lfi l

Age - l ong t he s t ream of l i fe ebbs too an d fro ,

As th e grea t sys t em yields i t s wea l t h t o h uman sk i l l .

“ Al an,

”

B y Counc i llo r Fryer ,
Hull L i tera ry C lub , 1 880 .
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THE CH ILD VVORLD—A B I RD ’S EYE V I EW

YO U a re i n my h ea r t t od ay ,
With you r frol i c and you r play

F l i cke r o f you r t resses gol d ,
Eyes so sub t l e , shy , a nd bold

S cu lpt u re o f th e d impled l imb ,
Fa i r babes , a t t h e g ra ssy rim
O f t h e b road - l i fe pa th t ha t l ies
N arrowing , los t i n d i s t a n t sk ies .
F a i ry -palace , wood land , spi re ,
Sweet song - not e of fo res t cho i r

,

Sou l - not e o f th e poet ’ s voi ce ,
Cal l upon you to rej o i ce

One long rol l on d a i s ied g ra ss
,

Then a sweet c h i ld - k iss , and pa ss
To the path th a t l i es so fa i r ,
Showing not one fa lse dea th - sn a re

No t one so r row Of the years ,
Not o ne b i t te rnesso f t ea rs ;
All so ca lm i n d i s ta n t gra ce ,
No t on e ev i l can you t race .

m y Nephews and Nieces.
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TRUE AND STRONG .

IN t h e d im o ld day s when wi ld wa r -flo od
Rol led the wide Nort h l and i n a sh a nd blood

,

And th e unknown dead
, who s l eep so wel l ,

Re laxed not t he dea th - gr ip a s t h ey fel l

Then th e Northern hea rt was t ru e and s t rong ,
Ready t o wrest l e w i t h a rm ed wrong ;
To meet t h e s to rm O f th e N o rm an ’ s rag e ,
O r bat he i n h is blood th e ba t t le - gage .

When lu s t fu l H a rry , wi t h c ra fty hand ,
Despo i l ed t h e Chu rch of i t s gold a nd land

,

’Twas t he fi erce North lan d bu rs t int o fl ame
Though t h e l i a r fo i l ed where h e cou ld not t ame

Dus t of t h e c ent u ri es cove r th e blood
Where rose s cres t ed t h e ba t t l e -flo od

Whil e th e glor iou s meed of Ma rst on
’

s day
L iv es , t hough t he cen t u r i es flee t away !

Yet th e N orth ern h ea rt i s t ru e a nd s t rong
As i n the ages of s t o rm and wrong
And s t i l l t h e grip of t h e N or thern h and
I s t rue as th e st ee l O f King Arthu r ’ s b rand .

“ Phases of Yorksh ire Cha ra cter , ”
By the Rev. T . M itchel l ,
Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 887 .
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COLONEL ROBERT OVERTON .

YES
,
some two h un d red yea rs h ave sped

S i n ce i n t h e gloomy Towe r h i s h ead

Fou nd for I ts res t a t ra nqu i l p l ace ,
And th e Deat h - angel ’ s solemn gra ce
Touched wi t h i t s st range and sub t l e awe

Fea t u respaled by no meane r foe .

He stood aga in s t t h e K ing i n w a r

Tha t b rough t th e monarch t o th e ba r
And flashed h i s sword i n t h a t da rk h ou r
Wh ich saw a rrayed N ewcas t l e

’

s pow e r

A round th e frow n i ng wa ll s O f Hull ,
Tha t th rough the fie rce s to rm , bea t i ng fu l l
O n towe r and rampart , spake i n flame

And th under fo r i t s a nc i en t fame .

He gave t he pas s i on of h i s yout h
Fo r w h at to h im was holy t ru t h
Opposed h is s i re— a King ’s m a n t rue

And kept h i s fa i t h t h e long wa r t h rough
,

Unt i l d i sas t e r
,
fa i l u re

,
came

,

And t h e d eat h - du ngeon—bu t no sh ame .

To A ld . W . Foster ,
Bever ley .

2 37
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PR IMROSE DELL .

W E know the h a unt where fa i r i es dwel l
,

The sweet green nes t O f la ugh ing Spri ng ,
\Vhe re pale p r im roses s t a r the del l
We k now t h e hau n t where fa i r i es dwel l

,

Where b reezes rock t he blue h a re - bel l ,
And l o sp reads h i s jew el l ed w i ng

We know the ha un t wh ere fa i r i es dwel l
The sweet green n est o f laugh i ng Spring !

To Bell
,

FA IRYLAND .

G IANT S and fa i r i es t h rong t he brooks
,

The whole green ea r th i s Fa i ryla nd
You fi nd th em i n d im w ood land no oks

,

Gian t s a nd fa i ri es t h rong th e brooks
,

They h ide wi t h i n th e ha rvest - s tooks
,

A nd where th e spot t ed foxgloves s t an d
G ian t s and fa i r ies t h rong th e b rooks

,

The whole green ea r th i s Fa i ryla nd .

To Wil lie,
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MEMOR IES :

(May 24th , May 1 4th , A ugust 26th , and A ugust r6th .)

TH EY are not los t t hose t rea su res of pa st yea rs ,
Though t ime h as cast i t s sh adow o ’ er th e scen e ;
For a s t h e che r i shed sou l - l ove re - appea rs

Th e brown , su n - sm i t t en fe rns wave st rong and green .

Where grassy mounds o f deat h we dewed wi t h t ears
Sweet v iolet a n d da i sy wh i t e a re seen ,
And i n th e d im h aun t of o u r W i n t e r fea rs
Wi ld blossoms ba the and fl u sh i n su nny sh een .

The sou l ’ s swee t j oy
,
i t s lov i ng hope , re t u rns

As i n t he old fam i l i a r pa t hs w e s t ray
And love

’

s sweet i n cense on t he al t a r b u rn s
To ch a se t he ch a rne l Odou r of d ecay ,
As al l a long t h e sa c red , solemn w ay

Sweet buds and ga rland s wrea the t h e fune ra l u rns .

To the Rev. R . D . C . Cordea ux ,

The Vica rage , Pa ul l .
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y u gu st 1 7 .

W
'

ILBERFORCE .

SOM ET IM E S we t u rn from those h e ro i c day s
When N el son u rged deep th unders o

’

er t h e wa ve ,
O r when abo ve t he Belgi an pla i n ou r gl a iv e
F l a sh ed l i ke a met eo r i n t h e su n set rays

Yea , t u rn , a d im doub t s t i l l i ng ou r deep p ra ise ,
I f w e , who Spu rn t h e sh ack les o f t h e Sl ave ,
May no t h av e shed t he l i fe—b lood o f o ur b ra ve
I n wrat h to o prod igal , a nd s t a in ed o ur bays !
Dark i s t h e doub t Of b lood and c ruel wa r
That comes in o rphan ’ s t ea r and w i dow ’s moan

,

B u t , Wilbe rforce t hy pea cefu l l a u rel s c l a im

A wider homage , and no j udgment ba r
Sha l l t u rn t o sor row ou r la uda t i on ’s t one

,

The earnest t ri b u t e t o t hy righ t eous fame .

To the Rev. W . Spiers, M .A .,

Londo n .
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N IGHT .

THE gloomy n igh t o ’
ershadows a l l th e l and ,

Winds wh i rl above th e s u rface O f t h e lake
U nt i l t h e very wal l s a nd pi l l a rs Shake
Yet s ha l l o u r c ran noge man y a storm wi t h s t a nd
Submerged o ur ca useway , o u r canoes a t h and ,
O u r safe ty ’ s l ong

,
ca lm slumber w e may t ake

U nt i l th e t ran qu i l m o rrow dot h awake ,
And to i l o r ch ase i n v i t e u s t o t h e s t rand .

Ha rd o u r cond i t ion , ch ipp ing wi th keen flake

Weapon s th a t s ha l l t h e fo res t - herd command ,

R i ng down th e wood land ’ s s t rength , and poin t t h e s tak e ,
O r quel l the onsl a ugh t O f t he foeman

'

s ba nd

A t even t i de , w i th spoi l from mere and brake ,
I n c ran noge rest w e , safe from beas t and brand .

“ The La ke- Dwell ing a t U lro m e
,

”

By Dr . T . M. Eva ns
,

Presiden t of the Hul l Li tera ry ’

and Ph i losoph ica l S ociety ,

R e the Hul l Qua rterly and East R id-mg Po rtfo l io , Apri l , 1 885 .
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fi rt gust 2 0.

OLD PATH S RE TROD .

So you
,
w ho hea rd deep th unde rs roa r ,

And s tood am id t he c rash O f w a r

W ho w ande red anc ien t c i t i es o ’

e r,

W ho heard th e ba t t le - t h u nd ers roa r !

Re t u rn ing to you r nat ive shore ,
Aft er sea - t rave l , w i de an d fa r
You , who h ave hea rd th e th unders roa r

A nd s tood am id th e c la sh o f wa r

Turned to t he o ld schoo l -days , and t rod
Wi th eage r foot the olden w ay ,

(Where st i l l bl u e speedw el l s gem th e sod
Tha t i n o u r Ol d school - days we t rod),
With Slowe r s t ep to homeward plod
Froni thnes inu ta fi on and decay ,
And sad ly vow you r foo t h ad t rod ,
For th e l as t t ime , t h e olden way .

To Edwin Bell , R .N . .

H .M .S . Elk .



FRE SCO E S . 245

R u gusf 2 1 .
V

OLD HEARTH S .

O LD hea rth s grow co ld
,
a nd the ashes l i e

Where th e Yu le l igh t s leap t t o ruddy glow ,

For t h e d i rge - l ike wi nd s a re sweep i ng by

And t h e Aut umn su n i s s i nk i ng low .

The day - song end s i n a wea ry s igh ,
Waters Of b i t t e rness ebb and flow ,

Fo r Old hea r t h s grow co ld an d ash es l i e

Where th e Yu le l igh t s leapt t o ruddy glow .

But br igh t s t a r s r i s e i n the co ld n igh t sky
Though hou rs O f v ig i l a re sad a nd s low

The wi nds o f t h e fresh young day sh a l l b low ,

The cold , da rk n igh t i n t h e su nr i se d ie ,
Though old h ea r th s grow cold , a nd ash es l i e
Where t h e Yu le l igh t s l eap t t o ruddy glow .

To the Rev . Edwa rd H. and Mrs. S co tt
S t . Vincen ts, West Indies.
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ON CUTTON MOOR , A .D . 1 1 38 .

As t h e morn ’s grey m is t grew th i n
C lo sed ou r da rk war - columns i n
A deep r i ng o f b ri s t l ing s t eel ,
S t rong to gua rd , or fierce to deal
Tender mercy o f t h e fray ,
When began t h e b righ t sword - pla y
Wi t h a roa r o f bat t le - ha t e

S tormed t he wi ld S cot t o h i s fat e
L ike a n eddy ’ s foamy swi rl

Rock - fas t st ood w e i n t h e w h i rl
Spea r a t t h roa t and gua rded face

,

Overh ead t h e swo rd a nd mace

Blood and wounds and ghast ly dea t h
,

Dying men agasp for b rea t h

The heav i ng edge Of o ur st e rn w a r

Wedged a nd d i n t ed wide and fa r
Wi t h the d ead p i led a t ou r h eel

,

C i rc l i ng h igh th e impend ing st ee l
Bore w e up un t i l d e fea t
Ended i n t h e i r w i ld re t rea t

To B . Rob inson
,

Ma rsden ,
Huddersfield .
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THURSTAN ’ S CROSS .

IT was a fea rfu l day when Thu rst an ’ s C ross
,

With. sa c red ba nn e rs d raped arou nd i t s ca r
,

Gleamed i n t he s un l igh t l ike a morn i ng s t a r .
Below , c laymore , d i rk , sword , and spea rs t hey t oss ;
O f human l i fe t remendou s i s t h e loss
F i e rce ro l l ed th e su rges of t h e Scot t i sh War

,

Sh ipwreck an d dev as t a t i o n sp read i ng fa r .
Swords c lashed upon t he sh i e ld , a nd t a rget

’ s boss
A l l th a t long day gr im massa c re w as r i fe
Bu t s t i l l t h e C ross s tood h igh above t h e spea rs

,

Whi le a ll t h e fiel d w as d ressed i n gl i t t e r i ng a rm s .
F i e rce an d embi t t ere d was t he va ry ing s t r i fe ,
Ti l l h a rd -won t r i umphs chased a l l doubt s ,

’

a l l fea r s
And t he s t i l l n igh t c losed on th e day ’ s a la rms .

To the Rev. Cha rles Best Noreli/j
’
e, M .A .

,

Langton Ha ll ,
Ma lto n , Yorks.
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au gust 2 5 .

THURSTAN ’

S ARMY AT MALTON .

F ROM Cu t t on moor
'

s long t u rmoi l o f red figh t
TO Mal ton s u rged th e fierce impet u ou s t id e
The Norm an Ba rons i n th e i r s t ee l - c lad pr ide ,
Pikemen an d a rch e rs i n t h e i r n aked m igh t

A sad , bu t ye t a memorable s igh t ,
Where s t a in s o f recen t ba t t l e d id ab id e ,
And va lo u r fa i l ed th e power of gri ef t o h id e ,
S t i l l fa i t h fu l to mai n t a i n i t s m anh ood ’ s r igh t .

F i t z -John
’

s s te rn va ssa l s a nd th e rugg ed S cot ,
F rom wa l l and t u rre t rang defi ance fa r ,
A rmed to t h e dea th , i n t en t wi t h m iss i l e shower
TO foi l t h e s t o rm , and u rge , wi t h cou rage ho t ,
The fie rce defence

,
t h e sort i e ’ s s to rmy w ar,

And ba r th e m igh t o f Thu rs ta n
’ s r igh t eou s powe r .

To the Rev. Robert W . Ellio t ,
Ma lton.
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A LEGEND OF OLD HULL .

ST RONG , fe rven t love rs o f t h e chase were t h ey
Those Norman Kings

, who held s uch haugh ty sway ,
Hence th e Old legend t h a t o ur t own had b i rt h

Th rough Longshanks runn i ng a poor ba re t o ea rth .

’Tis bu t a legend , lo s t i n m is t a nd r ime ,
A st range d i s to rt ion o f O ld fa th er Tim e ,
D isp roved by lea rn ed F ros t

, who spa red no pa in
A cl ea rer l igh t for o ur behoof t o ga in .

Some t ru t h th e hoa ry l egend may en fold

He re peal ed t he liuntsm an
’

s horn i n days o f Old ,
And Edward

,
ru nn ing h is weak qua r ry d own ,

May fi rs t h ave s t umbled on t h e ri s i ng town .

Howe ’e r t h a t be
,
t h e s tag , t h e savage boa r ,

O ft o ’

er th e pla in o r t h rough th e fores t t o re ,
A haugh ty band in hot pu rsu i t

, wi t h bo und
And born , t ha t m ad e th e fores t wid e resound

\Vhen fea t h ered a rrow smot e th e swi ft e r prey ,
O r t h e rud e boa r t u rn ed savagely at bay

,

And th e fie rce h ounds , t h e hu n t e r
’ s ready spea rs

,

Bore down th e b ru t e t o st o rm O f r ingi ng ch eers .

To V! Dea r m a n
Hul l .
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THE STORM ING OF MALTON .

RANG t h e loud t rumpet s , an d th e a r rows flew ,

Sweep i ng th e rampa rt s o f Old Mal ton town ,
I n th e da rk days when S t ephen wore t he crown
And o ’ e r t h e nort h t h e w i nds o f ba t t l e b lew
Then d id th e s t rong a nd fi erce i nvade r ru e
R ed , ravaged fields , wi th ru i n widely st rown ,
As gloomed above them , wit h fo rebod i ng frown ,

War ’ s s to rmy clo uds , ec l ip s ing hea ven
’s fa i r h u e .

The m iss i le ha i l , red flame , a nd d riv ing smoke .
Smote fie rcely and enw rapped t he i r gu i l ty w a r

Vengea nce , delayed , b u t deadly in i ts m igh
-t ,

C ru sh i ng res i st an ce w i th hercu lean s t roke ,
The sh r i ek and roa r of confl i ct flo w 1ng fa r ,
Unt i l d ay ebbed i n to th e awe O f n igh t .

To Wi llia m Consta b le ,
Ma lton , Yorks.
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Qingust 2 9 .

OVERPLU S OF B LOSSOM .

O H , happy Spr ing t hy corona l o f b loom
Bri ngs fa i res t p rom ise to t h e wa i t i ng yea r ,
Tha t sm i l es i n beau ty t h rough i t s c rys t a l t ea r

,

Emergen t from ol d \Ninter’s rea lm o f gloom .

Too soon t hy flee t i ng bea u ty a nd perfume
Are los t i n s torm -gus t s wh ere the l eaves , dead , se re ,

Dri ft t o t h e wa i l i ng wi nds o ’e r Au tumn ’ s b i e r ,
A S Wint e r c onsum rna tes t hy cer t a i n doom .

We coun t t hy fru i t , a frequen t , golden s to re ,
Yet not t hy blossoms fu l l a nd pe rfec t y i e ld

Ou r grey O ld roomy ga rne rs wou ld hold more
F rom th e gna rled o rcha rd a nd t he fru i t fu l fie ld .

Yet ampl e fo r a l l n eeds God ’ s n a t u re bo re ,
N or augh t o f Spri ng - t i d e ’ s prom ise to o u r loss repea led .

Overplus of Blosso m ,
”

B y the Rev. Robert Co l lyer ,
Pa rk S treet Un ita ria n Ch urch , 1 886 .
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gll u gust 3 0.

AN AUTUMN THOUGHT .

HERE , where I d rew my l i fe
’ s fi rs t pa i n fu l b rea t h ,

Some res t fu l yea rs I fa i n wou ld win , ere dea t h

H is noiseles s hand sweeps o
’

e r my l i t t le Space ,
And o f my l i fe and labo u r leave s no t race .

Here i n th e Au t umn - t i d e ,
’mid fa l l i ng leaves

And st ubble field s be reft Of golden sh eaves ,
Sw ee t wou ld i t b e t o d ream o

’

er Old Spri ng d ays ,
And v iew pas t pl easu res t h rough t im e ’ s soft en i ng h aze .

To roam secure by c l iff and fret t ing wave
,

To hea r a t eve t he t empes t fi e rce ly rave
,

And feel O ld pass ions past , o ld t r i a l s sped ,
Then res t i n t ran qu i l p eace my wea ry head .

Bes ide t h e green mounds i n God ’s a cre sp read

T o moral i ze wi t hou t o ne though t of d read ,
To see O ld faces t h rongi ng round me th e re

Ca lm
,
pu r ified from ea rth ly sta i n a n d ca re .

To v iew l ife ’ s m i rage wi t h one only s igh
G rief o ’ e r t h a t s i n for wh i ch my Lord d id d ie
Then in th e l iqu id dome

’

s e t e rn a l b lue
The ange l -wings of Ch i ldhood ’ s fancy V i ew .

To Benja m in Lamplough ,

Ma nor House ,

Fla m borough
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SEPTEMB ER .

FA I R mat ron in the s unset take t hy s t and ,
With ch ast en ed wist fu l n es s i n t hy deep eyes

,

Gay la ugh t er toned to sm i le s and gen t l e s igh s
,

Respond ing t o low breez es i n t he l and .

Fa i r face , so ch as t ened by t h e holy han d
O f God , whose mercy wrough t i n s t range repl i es

TO t hy low praye rs , sobbed t o the m id n igh t sk ies ,
When deat h t ook t r i bu t e o f t hy l i t t l e b and
Love dwel l s upon i t s a l t e red sweet n ess now ,

With wis tfu l t enderness , and gent l e a i d
For s t eps t ha t t remble i n th e fru i t fu l ea r th ,
Whose glo r ie s deepen to t he bu rn i ng glow
That gi ld s l ux u ria n t fol i age , doomed to fade ,
And s t rew t h e b rown ea rt h of i t s Spr i ng - t id e b i rt h .

To Geo rge A ckroyd,
Ma-nningham,

B radfo rd .
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g entem fier 1 .

EARL DEVON ’S LAST LOVE .

WH EN roses s t rove
,
as Hal l SO qua i n t ly t e l l s ,

Unto O ld Banbu ry Ea rl Devon came ,
The swel l i ng s u rges o f revol t to t ame ,
And thwa rt my Lord O f W a rwick ’ s changefu l spel l s

When love t o da ll i an ce soft and swee t impe lls

Wherea t Ea rl Pembroke , wi t h h igh wra th aflame ,

Tu rns Devon from h is hos t e l , w i t h deep blame ,
And th u s h i s sold i e r ’ s bold love maki ng quel ls
Then fel l sw i ft ru i n on t h e p art ed t roops ,
Brown b i l l a n d gisa rm making dead ly pla y ,
E re t o t he axe b rave Pemb roke bows h i s h ead ,
And to t h e same rude b lock Ea rl Devo n st oops
Ala s ! t ha t love shou ld s u ffe r i n such fray ,
And swee t wh i t e roses b l u sh t o ba t t le

’

s red

To W . A . G reensm ith ,
Hul l .
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IN SCULCOATES CHURCHYARD .

(The Test i m ony of the o ld Monu m en t).

I S'T OOD bes i de the olden s tones ,
The graves were a t my feet ,
And faded fas t t h e busy t on es
O f wharf and crowded st ree t .

With in t h e sh adow o f t h e m od

I wa i t ed on t he dead ,

When 10 upon my sol i t ude
There rose a voi ce wh ich sa id ,
I preach mu t a t ion and decay
I n green God ’s - acre

,
ca lm and s t i l l

,

Texts from the clo i s t e r t o rn aw ay

By the col d Tudor
’ s imp ious wi l l .

Wrough t i n th e wal l by mason ‘ s sk i l l ,
I t ook red st a i n s of dead ly fray ,

T o prea ch mutat ion and decay
I n green God ’ s - acre . ca lm and s t i l l .

War - su rges ebbed , and day by day
Time w ro ugh t h i s t r i umph t o fu lfi l ,

’Til l th ese worn rel ics O f h is prey
Were borne from ru i ns da rk a nd ch i l l ,

T o p rea ch mu t a t ion a nd decay
I n green God ’ s - a cre

,
ca lm an d st i l l ."

TO the Rev. W. Pea rson,

A rdwick L odge,
Hull.



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


z6o FRE SCOES .
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SPRINGDYKE .

C HA R L I E , i t wou ld h ave t emp ted you ,
That cha rm i ng old , l ong - l o s t Springdyk e
With st i ck lebacks of s i lve ry h ue

,

Charl i e , i t wou l d h ave t emp ted yo u ,

And d ragon -flies of b r igh t s t eel - bl u e
,

Tha t cleft t h e a i r t h e i r prey to S t r ike
Charl i e , i t would have t emp t ed you ,
That ch a rm ing Old

,
long - lo s t Springdyke .

To Cha r lie,

CRA B DYKE .

NEW docks rep lace the o ld Cra bdyke ,

Tha t scen e Of mud and fun !
’

Twas j ust t h e place you r h ea rt t o s t rike
,

But docks repla ce t he Old Cra bdyk e
Where ee ls and c rabs

,
a nd sh r imps a l i ke

Thei r l ively ca ree r ru n

N ew docks replace th e Old Cra bdyk e ,

Tha t s cen e of mud a nd fun.

To Ha ro ld
,



FR E SCOE S . 26 1

c

‘

éepfem fier 5 .

THE L ILY .

WH IT E as th e snow th e l i ly s t and s
Wi th gold en an t hers i n i t s b rea s t

A scept re fa i r fo r ma iden h ands ,
Whi te a s t h e snow th e l i ly s t and s !
SO swee t i t i s , i t s b rea th commands
Gay ch i ldhood fo r i t s h appy gues t
Pu re as t h e snow the l i ly s ta n ds

Wi t h golden a n thers i n i t s b reas t .

To Maude,

THE MESSAGE .

L IT T LE bi rd , ca rry a song for me
Fa r away ove r th e foamy wave

For I have a sa i l o r o ut a t sea ,
SO , swee t bird , ca rry a song fo r me

Oh , l i t t le b i rd , he wi l l l augh i n glee ,
For h e i s my fath e r t ru e a nd b rave

SO , swee t b i rd , ca rry a song fo r me ,
F a r away ove r th e s t ormy wave .

To Evelyn ,



FR ESCOE S .

§ epfem 6er 6 .

FALL ING LEAVES .

IT i s vou r rest t i me —fra i l a u t umnal leaves
I n dy i ng beau ty flu t te r to the ea rt h ;
The same paren t al so i l tha t gave t hem b i rt h

I n the green Spr ing , t he i r chast ened gra ce rece ives !

Res t wel l a t even t i de—t h e fo i l ed one gr ieves
O ’er t h e sad ev id ence of fr u i t less d ea rth
Yield i ng no A u t um n ga in o f j oy o r m ir th ,
Nor flo ra l corona l , nor ha rve s t sheaves
But you may rest , as sigh i ng breezes bea r ,
Through sun -flo ods soft , Aut umna l l eaves away ,
And day sm i les pea ce fu l ly t oward s i t s n igh t
Yea rest

,
wh il e glad ly th rough th e t ran qu i l a i r

Ch i ld -voi ces echo from the Sabbat h day ,
And th e Old School , by pra i se an d love made br igh t .

To W il lia m A . La m bert ,
Ma n y yea rs S uperin tendent of the B roadley S treet S unday S ch oo l .
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g ent em fier 8 .

THE WORKERS ’ HAND .

THE pra i se of th e workers ’ brave , s t rong h and

I s deeply graved i n t h e fru i t fu l l an d ;
Where towers a nd rampa rt s sup remely frown
I t p roves t h e s t rength of t he mon arch ’ s c rown .

The flash i ng blade of t he doughty plough ,
C l eave s t h e brown earth , and th e r i ch seeds grow
When ’ n ea th t h e p ra i se of a grac iou s sky
The go lden sheave s o f t h e h a rve s t l i e .

The crimson h ear t s o f fu rnaces gle am ,

A giant rushes wi t h b reat h Of s t eam ,

And o ’ er t he b reas t o f t h e s t ormy sea
S t . George ’s banner i s float i ng free .

O u r sou l s rej o i ce in t he b rave O ld l a nd
Wi th i t s h augh ty c l i ffs a nd sea - swep t s t rand
G rea t names a re graved in o ur hear t s t o -day ,
Leaders i n l abou r and ba t t le fray .

We tu rn t o t h e v i l lage , ca lm and s t i l l ,
To labou r o f wharf and to i l O f mil l ,
For p rai se o f t h e workers

’

b rave , s t rong band

IS wri t i n t he s t rength of a m igh ty l and .

To Henry Ha tfield ,

Hul l L itera ry Club .
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EDGAR ALLAN POE .

O H , h aun t ed palace , fa i r a nd grand ,
The glo ry o f a d ream

The t reasu re o f l i fe ’s holy - l a nd

When early su nbeam s gleam .

How a r t t hou fa l len O n t h e s t rand
I n su rges rol l s t h e s t ream ,

As at t he wav ing of a gian t ’ s h and
D isso lves thy beau ty

’ s d ream

F a i r M a iden , whom the angel s ca l l
To res t bes id e t he sea ,

Thou art a t ex t Of Beau ty ’ s fa l l

O f So rrow ’ s s t e rn dec ree

Above th e mou rne r
’

s weary dole ,
Th e moan i ng of th e sea ,

Thy bl i ss o f beau ty dot h en th ra l l

Love ’s immort a l i ty .

Ah , Poe t , Teache r ! who sha ll say

Thy sorrow w as i n va i n P

The dea th ~no te Of whose feve red day

Became o u r spi r i tsga i n .

“ Edga r A llan '

Poe
,

"

By E . Crosby
,

Hull Litera ry Club
,
1 888 .
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WHEN CHR ISTMAS COMES .

\VH EN Ch ri s tm as comes wi th snowy grace ,
Sweet bel l s th e Adven t j oy repea t
B u t sh adows st ea l ac ross the face ,
Though Ch r i s tmas comes i n snowy grace ;
Fo r l ove reca l l s some los t embrace ,
And sad eyes v i ew a vacan t sea t

As Ch ri s tm as comes wi t h s nowy grace ,
And bell s t h e Adven t j oy repea t .

To Mrs. Hope,
Flamborough .

A GARLAND .

O F buds and b looms a ga rland b righ t
I wou ld weave on a Summer day ,
Bath ing a l l i n a perfec t l i ght—

j

Bud and b loom of th a t ga rl an d b r igh t
Un t i l

,
im mor tel les i n you r s igh t ,

They should n eve rmore fade away .

O f buds and blooms a garl an d br igh t
I would wea ve on a Summer day .

To M iss A . E . La m plough ,
Fla m borough .
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RUST , SMUT , AND M ILDEW .

CLU STER -CUPS .

A GOLD EN cup , wi t h pearly r im ,

And gold en spores w i t h i n i t

I t flecks wi t h l igh t t h e shadows d im ,

A golden c up
,
wi t h pea r ly r i m

,

As fa i r i es flood i t t o t h e br im
,

And tas t e t h e s t o res wi th i n it
A golden c up , wi t h pea rly r im ,

And golden spores wit h i n i t .

SMUT.

A B LACK dust on t h e s t and ing ear ,
A plague upon t h e g ra i n
The farmer eyes wi t h doub t and fea r

‘

The b lack dus t on t h e s t and i ng ear I

Lost i s t h e l abou r of t he yea r ,
The wea l t h o f su n and ra i n ,

By black du st on th e s t and i ng ea r ,
The p lague upon t h e gra i n .

M . C . Cooke,
L ondon .
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VVHISPERS OF THE W IND .

C LEAR voi ce s floa t upon t h e wind ,
With pe rfume o f lost b uds comb i n ed ,
And sweet Old hope s—so l ong res igned .

These a re t h e t reasu res o f t h e wind ,
Whose dea r

,
low wh ispe rs reach t he h ea r t

,

F rom foun t s i oy w e fa i n wou ld find .

Sweet b reezes b ru sh t he flowe rs , and sta r t
D im memo r ies of O ld j oy a nd smart ,
The t rea su res o f t ime ’s s ub t l e a r t .

Where do th e s igh ing breezes find

The low , so ft mus i c th ey impa rt

The long - l os t t reasu res o f t h e m ind P

By angel - h ands we re th ey des igned

To dea l t h e t reasu re we res ign ed ,
And left , a las ! so fa r beh i nd P

Dea r long - lo s t t rea su res Of t h e W i nd

F rom Summer fa i r and Au t umn swa rt
F rom foun t s o f joy w e fa in wo u l d fi nd ,
Ye bear swee t so lace to t h e hea rt .

To W m . Den ison Roebuck ,
Sun n y Ba n k ,

Leeds
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PLANT -L IFE : A LEAF .

ON LY a lea f o f t i s s ues ra re ,
By N at u re nu rsed wi th fru i t fu l ca re
Two membran es of t ough , fla t t ened ce l l s
S t rewn wi t h s t omat a ’ s t i ny wel ls

,

Prot ec t t h e pa ren chymous mass
,

Where fru i t fu l a i r a nd fl u id s pass .
The m id rib , vascula r and st rong ,
I n fa i r vena t ion sp reads a long
A skele ton of fibres fin e ,
That s t rength ened i n th e hot su nsh in e

,

As s t a rch wi th i n th e ch lo rophyl l
Wrough t out th e l i fe

’

s un consc iou s wi l l .
S t ores o f ca rbon i c ac id gas
Th rough a i r - space a nd s tomat a pass
And raph ides i n cel l s a re seen
’M id ch lorophyl l o f emera ld green .

O ft dot h t h e u nde r su rface bea r
S i l i c i ou s sca l e and si lken h a i r .
On ly a lea f Of t ender green
F l ooded w i th Spri ng - t id e ’ s golden Sheen
On ly a l eaf, i t s l i fe work done

O n w i n ds of Au t umn rudely spun .

On ly a t ex t o f w i sdom
’

s ga i n
Won from the grea t wo rl d ’ s fre t a nd s ta in .

To C . Ba rker ,
Hul l.
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THE ENCHANTED I SLE .

BEYON D t h e su rges o f the sea
A fa i r en chan ted I s land l i es ,
Where l i fe i s love and l i berty .

I t cl a im s not gri nd ing labou r"s fee ,
I t e c hoes not t o moans a nd s ighs ,
Beyond the s u rges o f t h e sea .

Low breezes t o ss t h e flowers t o gle e ,
B ird mocket h b i rd wi th swee t repl i es ,
Where l i fe i s love an d l i berty

Al l t h i ngs a re fa i r , al l t h i ngs a re free ,
All women pu re and a l l men wi se
Beyond th e su rges o f t h e sea .

Al l move to l ov e ’ s sup reme d ecree ,
Soft languor i n ea ch ma id en ’ s eyes ,

Where l i fe i s love and l ib er ty .

Where may th i s pee rl ess i s la nd be P

Beyond our quest , ou r k een su rm i s e ,
Beyond t h e su rges o f t h e sea ,
\Vhere l i fe i s love and l iberty .

To F . and M . E . Haselden ,
Hull .
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THOMAS MOORE .

SOFT dreams o f Ea ste rn bea u ty fly
Like sunbeam s o ’e r t h e flowers o f May

A S sm i le s p recede t he w is t fu l S igh
Soft d reams o f East e rn beau ty fly .

Ana c reon
’

s a r t m ay not d eny

Tha t win e a nd pass ion feed decay ,
Though d reams o f Eas t ern bea u ty fly
Like su nbeam s o ’e r t h e flowe rs of May .

The fie rce Danes come t he wa rri ors s t a r t
Immor t a l i n t h e i r warl i k e gra ce
Sword - sm i t h s and hu r lers o f t h e da r t ,
The fierce Danes come t h e war ri ors s ta rt

TO play i n a rm s t he he ro ’ s pa r t ,
And cla sp t h e fo e i n fierce embrace

The fie rce Danes come th e wa rri o rs s t a r t ,
Immor ta l i n t h e i r wa rl i k e g ra ce .

Wine shal l b e sp i l l ed , and bea u ty fade ,
Anacreo n res t i n c l ass i c t omb ;
Time may t h e cha rm s of love i nvade

,

And wi ne be sp i l led
,
a nd beau ty fade

,

Bu t va lour ’s keen
,
u n t a rn ished b lade

Sha l l sea l t he fi erce i nvader ’ s doom
Though W i n e be sp i l led , and beauty fade
Abov e Ana c reon’

s c la ss i c t omb .

Th o m asMoore, the Poet , "
By the R ev. A . B o yd Ca rpen ter , M.A .

Hull Li tera ry Club , 1 88 1 .
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MY BROTHER ’S NAME .

MY broth er ’s n ame
,
my brot he r’ s fa ce ,

Fa i r n ephew , un to t hee belong ;
And as i n though t I sadly t race
My brot he r ’ s name

,
my b ro ther ’ s face ,

O ld d reams of ch i l dhood I embrace
,

And Sigh am id los t s t ra i n s O f song
,

My brother ’ s name , my bro the r
’

s fa ce
,

Fa i r nephew , un to thee belong .

”

Nephew, Dan.

W IND WH ISPERS .

WHAT t h e wi nd w h i spe rs , Who can t el l P

I t s igh s t o me , i t s i ngs to you ,
F rom barren was te , from sun ny d el l
What t he win d wh i spe rs who can t e ll .

P

I t soo thes u s l ike a ch im ing bel l
,

I t b id s u s wi ld w o odpa ths pu rsue

What t h e w ind wh i spe rs , who can tel l ,
I t s igh s t o me , i t s i ngs t o you .

To m y N iece, Nelly La mplough .
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SUN SET .

I T H I N K of you , and see t he ha rves t - field ,

With fl ash o f s t ee l am id the golden corn ,
And many a gra ce Of A u tum nt ide reveal ed
As changing l eaves upon th e wi nd a re borne .

Hedgerow and t h i cke t of w ild b ramble y i el d
The i r p urpl e fru i t am id th e t angled t horn
As i n red sun se t o

’

er t he A u t umn Wea ld

Yo u pass ,
’m id shadows t ha t p recede t h e morn .

To m y A un t , Rebecca Ma l lo ry
,

Fla m bor0ugh

SHADOWS .

A RE t h ere no t shadows i n t he even t id e
,

And echoes o f lo w voi ces on t h e a i r ;
A solemn presence where ou r dea r on es d i ed

,

And sh adowy forms bes ide ea ch vacan t ch a i r .
P

As golden day depa r t s
,
do t h tw i l igh t h id e

Dea r fo rms t ha t passed beyond o u r wist fu l c a re
U n to ou r love ea ch fa i t h fu l h ea r t rep l i ed

,

And love makes answer t o i t s own deep prayer .

To m y A un t , A nn La mplough ,
Flamborough
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IN QU I ETUDE .

SOM E t ones sh u t ou t , wi t h in i t sel f t h e sou l
Make s qu i e t hol i day of pra i se a nd song ,
Nor loses , a s t he an n ua l s eason s rol l ,
The in ne r t on es t ha t to t h e i r gra ce belong .

The m i nd t ha t may not shape may yet con t ro l ,
And i n i t s ca lm t h e passw e hea r t be s t rong ,
For each l i fe pr in t s upon a sa cred s crol l

Some pass ion Of t he Spi r i t ’s r igh t or wrong .

To MissE liza be th Ma l lo ry
,

Flamborough

ANDREW MARVELL .

AM I D th e shadows o f a sh amefu l t im e
TO O p rone a re we t o sl ip t h e b righ ter years ,
Forge t fu l o f thy honou red , happ i e r p r ime ,
When C romwel l , F a i rfax , r u led o ur s t o rmy fears,
And M i l ton to i l ed wi th pu rpo ses s ub l ime
I n st orm ie r days t hy s ca th ing W it appea rs ,
Thy hand i s open as t hy shameless rhyme

That rang th e n aked t ru t h t o gu i l ty ea rs .
To A . E . Woodwa rd

,

Hul l .
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HULL LETTERS .

”

AH Wildr idge , wanderi ng th rough o ld Hu l l
What F l owers of H is to ry do you cu l l
G lad glea ner i n t hose fi elds of eld

Whose m igh ty forces c lash ed , t o weld
F rom toi l and blood a nd fi erce dea th - t h roe
A Nat ion grea t i n F reedom

’

s law .

Glean e r o f word s and though t s of those

W ho da red th e S t ua r t t o oppose
To gu ide t he fi e rce revol t tha t sprang
F rom brood ing t h reat t o wi ld wa r - c lang
Tha t passed from Ma rston ’ s , Naseby

’ s hea t

U n to th e awfu l j udgmen t sea t
Ch ieft a i n and J udge by Dea th ’ s command
Are dus t upon Time ’s hoa ry st ra nd ;
And you of th e po e t i c sou l
Now ponde r o

’

er each mou ld e ri ng sc rol l ,
To V i ew t he i r st i rr i ng a ge ou t spread ,

Perchan ce d im shadows o f t h e dead
As l i ft ing from th e page you r eye

G rea t C romwel l s t a lk s serenely by .

Hu ll Letters, "
B y T . Tindull Wildridge,

Hu ll ,
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AN AUTUMN LEAF .

A CR IM SON l ea f comes floa t ing by ,
Am id th e ga rden ’s su nny bl oom
F a i r augu ry th a t flowers mus t d i e ,
A cr im son lea f comes floa t i n g by .

I h ea r the gen t l e b reezes s igh ,
I scen t a n odou r o f—t he t omb
A crim son lea f comes floa t ing by ,
Amid t he ga rden ’ s su n ny bloom .

To Mrs. Erm
‘

ng ,

Liverpoo l .

ONE PERFECT SPR ING .

ONE perfec t Spr ing we a l l shou ld know ,

W h en l i fe i s free from c ark an d ca re !
When from the l i l acs pe rfumes Ho w ,

One perfec t Spri ng we a ll shou ld know ,

As fa i r labu rn um s dan ce an d g l ow ,

Sp ring - Fa i r i e s in t h e sunny a i r

One per fec t Spri ng w e al l shou ld know

When l i fe i s free from ca rk and ca re .

M Ka te Hozlglz,
Liverpool .
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COROLLAS .

ON LY th e bel l o f a flo were t wi ld
Hau nt ed of moth an d bu t t erfly ,
By n ect a r sweet t he reto begu i l ed
On ly t h e bel l o f a flow ere t wi ld

,

Where h
'

rzgz
‘

a fea s ts on t h e pol l en
,
p i led

I n gold en g ra i n s where th e a n th e rs l i e

O nly t h e bel l o f a flo were t wi ld
,

Haun t ed of moth a nd bu t t e rfly .

To Mrs. C . Ba rker ,
Hu ll .

FLOWER - BELLS .

ON LY t h e b el l o f a sweet
,
wi ld b loom

,

Anthe r a nd s t igma st ored wi th i n l

A fa i ry hou se
,
wi th a r i ch perfume

,

On ly th e be l l o f a swee t , wil d bloom ,

Bee t l es fea s t ing W i th i n th e g loom
On pol l en an d necta r h oa rd wi th in l

O nly th e bel l of a sweet
,
wi ld bloom ,

Anthe r and s t igma s tored wit h i n .

To Mrs. R . Napier ,
Hu ll .
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W I SE FOLLY .

W I S E folly be o ur pra i se t o - n igh t
Let humour bea r t h e bel l s away

’Mid repart ee and la ugh t e r l igh t

Wise fo l ly i s ou r pra i se t o - n igh t .
Wit ’s pol i shed sha ft s a re keen a nd b righ t

Th e j es t e r ’ s bau ble we obey
Wise fo l ly i s ou r pra i se t o - ni gh t ,
And humou r bea rs t h e be ll s awa y .

Life ’ s t ex t i s h a rd , i t s l esson keen ,
So Wisdom decks i t sel f i n sm i les ,
Forget t i ng as i t bend s t o g l ea n ,
Life ’ s t ex t i s h a rd , i t s l esson keen .

‘

Mid -Win ter boa st s i t s evergreen ,
November ha s i t s sunny wi les

L ife 's t ex t i s ha rd , i t s l esson keen ,
So Wisdom decks i t se l f i n sm i les

“ A N igh t with G ilbert and S u llivan,

”

B y C . D . Frez
’

l ,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 882 .
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CROMWELL IN HULL .

C ROMWE LL t rod th ose s t ree t s o f yo re ,
When th e s to rm of bat t l e t ore
I n a hel l o f flame and sh ot
As th e s i ege waxed sh a rp and hot .
Some est eemed h im in th a t day
One who shou ld con t ro l t h e fray
S t e rn ly hold th e b loody field ,
And in God 's n ame st a rkly wield

G ideon ’ s swo rd— sm i t i ng fa r

O n th e b road hem of t h e wa r .
As th e red yea rs d ri ft ed by

Was h i s s t rong h ead l i ft ed h igh ,

’Til l h i s sword a scept re grew
,

And h i s Conquero r
'

s s ta ndard bl ew
Like a n old w a r-

gal ley
'

s sa i l

B i l lowing ou t be fo re th e gal e .

Then came dea t h i n s torm and n igh t
,

As h is sp i r i t t ook i t s fligh t

So m en d r i fted ro und h i s name ,
Some to h ono ur , some t o blam e .

To ThomasB rown
,

Mount Cross,
B ram ley , nea r Leeds.
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MELDRUM’

S SORT IE FROM HULL .

FA LLS t h e d rawbr idge . S t e rn and Slow

Dri ft s t he sor t i e ’ s t h rea t en i ng flow .

Helm and cu i ra ss dan ce and gleam

I n t he yo ung day ’ s golden beam .

Overhead t h e banne rs floa t

R i ngs t h e bugle ’ s sudden no t e

C l ash th e p ikes , a hedge o f s t eel ,
Respon si ve to th e bugl e

’

s p ea l .

Blades a re toss ing to th e Sky
A S t h e ho rse spu r fi ercely by

Muske t s pea l and can non roar ;
Dea th i s rega l in i t s gore .

Onw a rd th rough t h e smoke and fla sh
Meld rum and h i s wa rr iors dash .

The l i nes a re fo rced and a fa r

Drift s t he roa ring s u rg e of w a r.

TO Il l ajor IV . H . W
'

ellstea
’

,

Conmzanding S ubma rine M lners,
Humber Division.
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AMATEUR THEATR ICALS .

B UT Ama teu rs were we , an d l ight ou r pa r t ,
Who t rod i n t hough t less you t h t he bounded stage ,
Forec los i ng w i th l i fe ’ s g r i ef o r s to rmy rage ,
To ground on N at u re ou r most t ende r a rt .
Unproved

, we fe igned t he so rrow of love
’ s smar t ,

Nor recked i n dead ly comba t to engage
,

Then do ffing ou r war -pa i n t , with h umou r sag e
We taugh t t h e t ender v i rt ues o f t h e h ea rt .

Oh h appy t im e serene ly fac i le s t r i fe ,
That h eld us t o no round of p ress i ng ca re ,
Depict i ng b u t some chequered scenes of l i fe ,
The prompt i ngs o f i t s pass ion o r d espa i r

\Vi t h power o ’

er scenes wi t h j oy o r sorrow rife ,
To draw t h e cu rt a i n , and ecl ipse ea rt h

’s dark o r fa ir.

Ama teur l ea trtea ls,
”

B y Rad/
’

ord 5 . Ha rt ,
Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 880 .
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KNOWLEDGE AND L I FE .

G IVE Knowledge ! God ’ s l igh t t o th e m in d ,

Whereby l i fe
'

s h ighe r t rut h we find
,

And le t o ur common roun d of to i l

B e more t han gr ubbi ng of th e so i l ,
With one sol e end and a im i n V i ew
The gold th a t sh al l t h erefrom accrue .

The u n i ty o f b ri ck and cla y
IS not th e t ex t t h a t fi t s ou r day .

Labou r a nd l i fe Sha l l n o t t ra n scend

The unknown un to wh i ch th ey tend
That l an d whose bea tifi c ray

L igh t s not t he ravage of decay .

We to i l , t h i rs t , h unger , and depa r t

F rom fur rowed field and busy mart
,

Bu t Knowledge shal l t h e Amaran t h wave
And sm i t e t h e s i l en ce of t he grave
G ive honou r i n t he common s t r i fe

,

And d ign i fy th e a ims O f l i fe
Perch an ce a h ighe r g race command ,
A S we approach t he s i l en t l and .

To T . B . Ho lmes,
Cha irman of t/1eHu ll S elzool Boa rd.
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THE DEATH OF N ICHOLAS FLEM ING .

K ING S s in , sowing a rough a nd b i t t e r seed ,
Herea ft e r Ha rves t comes—t h e i r people bl eed .

Yorksh i re was a l l a tosswit h Spea r and p lume ,
Red flame - s t reak s ran ac ross t h e m idn igh t g loom ,

Randolph and Dougla s—sh redd ing m en l ike corn

Before t h e l u s ty scyth eman i n t he morn ,
E re m idday su n has t u rned h i s s t rengt h to loss
Smo t e fi e rcely , a s t hough God -g iven l i fe we re d ross .

Th en York ’ s a rchb i shop , wi th t he m ayor , t ook a rms ,
And left t h e c i ty

'

s peace fo r war ’ s a la rm s .

Pries t s
,
bu rghe rs

,
pea san t s , bad ly a rmed , i l l - l ed

At Myton -Meadow s t h e i r b lood bravely Sh ed

Masked by th e d ri ft i ng smoke of b u rn i ng bay
The S co ts , a m igh ty t i de , su rged to t he fray ,
With storm o f deadly blows , and smot e ama in ,
Winn ing n o lau rel wh i l e t hey s pread dea th ’ s ga i n .

Where wa r ’ s red h avoc was t he th i ckes t sprea d

Th e mayor a nd fu l l t h ree h und red p ri es t s lay dead .

The rough Scot s
’ j oke o f Mit t on Ch apte r long

Gave t i t l e to t ha t t r i umph O f t h e s t ron g .

Yet t hey d i ed wel l
,
and t ru st we t ha t God ’s peace

Was wi th th em i n t he red hou r o f t he i r sou l s ’ release .

To A ldermau joseph A ga r ,
ere-Mayor of York.
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AUTUMN FRESCOES .

T HE sermon o f a fa l l i ng leaf,
A red fl ake on a golden sh eaf.

The p impern el , wi th cl ea r red eye ,
Amid th e s t ubbl e grey and d ry .

A bunch o f b rambles , bla ck and red ,
A violet i n i t s l eafy bed .

A clea r l igh t i n th e sun se t Sky ,

An o ld song dying soft ly by .

The glan c ing O f a pale sun -ray

Upon a wh i t e flower i n d ecay .

A rose - bud on a grassy grave

Where broken fern—fronds d roop and wave
.

A bu t t e rfly wi th l angu id wing
,

A gem o f gorgeous colou ring .

The sweet , sad dyi ng o f a day

Tha t made t he green ea rt h g lad and gay .

To A rth u r H . B rier ley ,

Eec leslzz
'

ll ,

Nr. B radford.
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A MEMOR IAL .

IT
’

iS ove r
,
pa in and toi l

,

Long dea th -wres t le i n the n ight ;
F rom ea rt h ’ s lov ed and S i ft ed soi l
Thou h as t passed i n to l igh t .

Su rely God wil l t ake fo r p ra i se

Thy d im fol lowing of H i s h an d ;
Wa nderi ng t h rough crea t ionsmaze

,

Lonely h i l l o r sea - swept st rand .

Hadst thou idol i t w as t rea su re
Undefi led o f man or a r t

,

Al l i t s sou rce of grac ious plea su re

God
’

s g rea t w i sdom ( l id i mpa rt .

Lost am id t h e fa l l ing leaves
,

When Oc tober sw ep t t h e la nd ,

S t a cked and
'

ga rnered ha r ves t - sh ea ves

S to rm -wa ves break i ng on t he s t ra nd .

Dwel le r i n the S t il l
,
f‘a r c l ime

,

Ca n o ur vo i ces rea c h t h in e ea r
Toned by d i s tan ce i n t o rhyme

,

But an echo from ou r sphere
.

70km S . Ha rrison.

Died a t Ma lton, Oct . 5 th, I 886.
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THE SHER I FF OF HULL ’S E ! PLO IT
,
A .D . 1 5 1 5 .

OU R S was a Sherifl o f th e good o ld so rt
,

Who wou ld the t own in r igh t o r wrong suppor t
S t rong fisted ,

brawny , o f a man ly grace ,
The o ld Norse sp i r i t l u rking i n h i s face .

He i t was who
,
w i t h t ru e h ea r t a nd st rong ,

Avenged a t H al t empr i ce ou r c ry ing wrong ;
F r i a rs and rus t i cs sm i t i ng h ip and t h igh ,
Unt i l i n safety ’s qu es t t h ey t u rn ed to fly .

Ha rd on t h ei r t ra cks h e s t ormed w it h s t u rdy m igh t
,

To da re renewa l o f t h e glo r i ou s figh t .

To foi l t h e valou r o f h is s t rength they sough t
Shel t e r beh i nd th e i r s t rength o f wal l a nd moa t
U ndaun t ed he su rveyed t h e i r gloomy post ,
Reforme d and t hen ha rangu ed h i s s t u rdy host

Prepared to sa lve t he bu rgh er ’ s rankl i ng wound
By raz ing the foe ’s fa st n ess t o t he groun d
Bu t ere h i s v alou r co u ld t h e fea t ach i eve

The Mayo r spu rred up the fa t hers t o rel i eve ,
And by grea t e loquen ce a nd manly a rt

I nduced the l au rel led v ictors to d epar t .

To 901171 S lzerburu , M .B ., C .M .
,

Sherz
’

é
‘
of Hul l , I 886-

7 .
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\NALTHEOF
’

S DEFENCE OF YORK .

A LL York i n arms —a mad s t ark scene
B lood , t umu l t , a nd br igh t a rmou r

’ s sh een
Dus t - c louds , t he a rrow

’ s d riv ing ra in ;
Loud - clash ing st eel , dark heaps of s la i n

The Norman rages , wi th fie rce yel l
,

The Sax on ’s axe h i s wra th dot h quel l
O r do th he foo t the d izzy wal l
’Tis but t o meet red - s t eel

,
dea th - fa l l

Deep i s the Con queror
’

s wra t h h i s lan ce
Po i n t s

,
bu t i n va in , t h e t roops advan ce

He sees t hei r va lou r g r im ly spread

In sha t t ered mounds , d i st a ined and red .

Hope re igns— hi s warr iors da rkly pou r
Where yawn s a breach i n th e grea t t ower ,
And on e s te rn warr i o r s i len t s t ands

The wa r - a xe clen ch ed in h is s t rong hands .
’Tis W a ltheo f ! fa l l h i s b lows l ike ra i n ,
Smit ing th rough N orman helm and bra i n
They hu rt l e ba ck— t he Sax on wa r

F loods fo rt h , and dr ives t he i r ranks a fa r .

To Edwa rd A llisou ,

Hull.
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THE OPEN DOOR .

SO baby eyes , i n d im d reams o f t h e n igh t ,
Have seen t he door ope w i d e , grim formless fea rs
F i l l i ng t h e ch i ld - hea rt , un t i l flood i ng t ea rs

Gave sweet re lie f
'

from dark oppress ion’ s weigh t
Prophet i c spec t re of ou r Ch ildhood ’ s s igh t

,

Sad augu ry of d im impend ing yea rs
,

W ho h ath not seen th e t rooping o f h i s fea rs
Th e gloom ing sh adow of an u nknown n igh t
We too , wi t h b rows ca re - l i n ed

,
i n l a t e r l i fe

S t a re t hrough t he da rkness o f t he open door
,

A ffr igh t ed lest i t s c avern sho u ld res to re
D read forms wi t h wh i ch i t evermore i s r i fe
Accus ing Sp ir i t s o f forb idden st r i fe

To o consc ious t ha t o ur t ea rs ava i l n o more .

To Edwin
.

Wa ug h ,
New B righ ton, Chesh ire.
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ARCHB I SHOP THURSTAN .

TH U RSTA N , benea t h t h e h eavy h and o f age
,

Drew nea r t h e g rave t h a t ends o ur hopes and fea rs ,
The du l l infirm it ies of l eng then ed yea rs

C alm i ng h i s p rid e i n l i fe
’ s la s t mou rn fu l s t age

When lo i nva s ion swept wi th s t ormy rage

Th e wi ld north la nd , and drove b efo re red spea rs

Sad womanhood , d ishonoured i n h er t ea rs

Thereat t he old man se iz ed th e bat t l e -gage ,
And , s t a nd i ng a t t he a l t a r of h i s God ,

Fou nd grace t o help h im i n h i s hou r o f need
The cross h i s s t a nda rd i n t h a t holy wa r

,

A long and t o i l som e pa t h he calmly t rod
,

Ere dawned t he day tha t s aw th e wa rri o rs bl eed ,
As Sco t i a ’s hord es were s ca t t e red wi de and fa r .

To the Rev. R . V . Tay lor, B .A . ,

Melbech Vica rage,

Nr. R ichmond, Yorks.
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CAPTA IN STR ICKLAND .

(S la in O c tober oth ,

D I ED i n ha rness fo r h i s k ing
Let t h e sad bel ls soft ly r ing

O n t he rampart , sho t t o dea t h
Cheer i ng wi t h h is l a t es t b reat h
G ive h im honou r , foe and fr i en d
At t h e b i e r o ur w a rfa res end

(C u rsed chance th a t B ri t i sh lead
E ’er shou ld sm i t e a Bri t on dead .)
Swath e a roun d h is Sha t t e red breas t
Banne r th at h e loved t h e bes t

,

Give h im honou r , broth ers a l l !

Let ou r b raves t bea r h i s pa l l .
Pures t ma iden s h i th er come

,

Weep fo r those whose gri e f i s d umb .

Wit h bloom and bud , Scen t ed fa i n t

Deaden th e du l l shed -b lood t a in t .
Be t o h im as s i s t ers dea r

Weep ing by h i s warr i or ’ s b i e r .
Let th e b ravest In ou r band
A S h i s b ro t hers p roudly s t and .

TO Edwa rd G ibson,

Hull.
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THREE MODERN NOVEL I STS .

O UR t each ers Speak—we s tand wi t h reve ren t fa ce
Befo re t h e s t rengt h a nd wisdom o f t h e t h ree .

M ind search ers
,
who have t hough t , a nd dare be free ,

And hold t he i r w isdom to t he world ’ s emb race .

No t h a rsh and cold , bu t t o u ched wi th h uman grace
N or p roud and s te rn , desp i s i ng t h e ben t kn ee
Nor apers o f a fa lse humi l i t y

A re t h ey
, who dared fresh , t ro ub led pa th s to t ra ce .

M istaken
,
wrong ! ah , wel l perchan ce t hey a re ,

Who left t he t rack to hew anot h er way .

Bu t may not cold er hea rt s re t a i n t h e ba r

Th e st ifled doubt t hey t hough t t o d i sobey P

We are n o t of one mould who knows no war ,
S l eeps wel l , feeds , p rospe rs , nou r i shes h is c lay

Th ree FamousNovelists—i Kz
'

ugsley , Geo . E l iot , and Ma cdona ld,
B y Henry Best , President s A ddress,
Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 884.
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HOME SCENERY .

T HE st i l l , pu re l igh t of ea rly morn aga i n

B r ing s Old fam i l i a r scenes , t h e h edge row
’ s sh ade ,

Wet grass
,
l igh t gossamer , a nd wood land glade ,

The swel l i ng upland wi t h i t s sea o f gra i n .

Fa r Off ol d H umbe r s t re t ch es t o t h e ma i n ,
Warm summer - t i n t s i n d i s t a n ce s lowly fade
C a lm , d reamy d i s ta n ce t h a t dot h gloom evade

Fa i r l i es green h i l l , grey ham let , a nd b road pla i n .

When s inks t h e d ay , an d fades t h e dy i ng yea r ,
Red sun se t fl i ck s t h e green and b l ue wi t h gold
The wood la nds go rgeous i n t h e i r dea t h appea r

,

And a rden t Au t umn dot h t he ear th en fold

U n t i l h i s pass ion t rembles i n t o fea r ,
A S win te r g looms in m is t and n igh t , a ty ran t cold .

“ Home S cenery ,

"

B y the Rev. D r . Lambert ,
Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 886 .



302 FRE SCO E S .

@ c to fier 1 5 .

THE HILL TOP AT EVENT IDE .

IN t h ese ca lm days you s t an d upon th e h i l l ,
And from the su nset t u rn ing , wi th long gaze
Explore t he pas t

,
i t s d ev i ou s wind i ng ways

I t s fa i r green meadows
,
t racked by many a r i l l ;

The d i s t an t cot , t he v i l l age , a nd t h e m i l l ,
And al l l i fe ’ s bea u ty ! wrapped i n s i l en t p ra i se ,
That grows th e deepe r as we l ea ve th e maze ,
O ’e r wh i ch th e twi l igh t Shadow s , ca lm and st i l l ,
Descend . Bu t ye s t e rday i t l ay befo re
You r p i lgr im feet

,
wi t h to i l a nd st ri fe i n s tore ,

Undream pt t he fa i r su ccess , t h e loss u nknown
Now on the h i l l , se rene a t even t ide
Your ch i ld ren

’ s love becomes you r labou r ’ s c rown ,
Thei r fa i r u nbroken ha nd you r j oy an d pr ide .

To and H . Haselden,

Hu ll .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


304 FRE SCOE S .

@ c tofier

THE QUEEN
’

S V ICTORY .

THE wi ld no rth sta rt ed t o t h e cla sh o f a rms ,
Smoke - c louds grew black‘ aga i ns t t he summ e r
B rave men s t rode s te rn ly t o t h e fron t t o d ie ,
As wi ld i nvas ion Spread i t s d i re a la rms .
To Du rh am came t h e lady o f the land ,

A st eel - clad bannered army i n her t ra i n
,

Where thou sands ma rsha l l ed on t h e t rampled p la i n ,
Dared t h e wi ld horde s of S cot land to wi t hs t and .

Rued t hen th e Roya l B ru ce h i s ra sh command
,

His a rmy ren t
,
h i s b rav es t ch ie ft a i n s s la i n ,

H imsel f a capt iv e , wracked wi t h b i t t e r pa i n ,
No more

,
for wea ry yea rs , to w ield t he b ra nd .

Then Eng land
’ s mat ron Q ueen rej o i ced t o see

The smok ing
,
ravaged land from ra i d set free .

The Queen
’

s V ictory ,

”

To Edwa rd N ixon,

Savile House, Meth ley ,
Leeds.
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FROM D IML INGTON H IGHLAND .

THE Sh adows l eng then as t h e n igh t d raws n igh
The sun fro m west e rn c louds wi th wei rd , red ray ,
Decl i n es , t h e prom ise of a fa i re r day
When even t i d e Sleeps o ff its l a s t , l ong s igh .

F rom D iml ing t on I gaze , wi th wi s t fu l eye ,
Through twil igh t sh adows , ga th e r ing t h i ck and grey

O
’ e r t he s t i l l v i l l age , my long homeward way ,

A nd th e O ld ch u rch
,
round wh i ch serenely l i e

The graves o f t hose d ea r ones whose love rema in s

Th e s a c red t rea su re O f t h e fa i t h fu l h ea r t .

Res twa rd I pass . and pens ive t hough t aga i n
The t reasu re of t h e tomb and pas t rega i ns :

Once more I see dea r ones who wrough t t h e i r par t ,
P e rcha nce i n g r ie f, l ong Sleep ing o ff l i fe

’

s pa in .

To my A unt , Helen Dunn.

Easing ton.



'

306 FR E SCOE S .

@ c tofier 1 9 .

AD ABUM .

W E, t h e l a t er race , ton ed and t ame ,
May look back upon t h e O ld world flame ,
When th e Raven on th e sky
S t re t ch ed h i s w ings of sab le dye !

Ah , o ld Humber h ea rd t h e w a r- note
When t he Northman ’ s ga ll ey was afloa t ,
And th e fierce dea th - sm i te r st rode ,
S t r ik i ng t im e to h i s d ea th - Ode .

The Norm a n comes w i t h b row of pr i de ,
Sp read ing b i t t er r u i n far and w ide

Cu rsed be h i s wast i ng t o i l ,
Blast i ng l i fe an d fru i t fu l so i l

N igh t s lowly fades befo re t h e d ay ,
While peace fol lows on th e t ra ck of fray

O n th e H umber ga l l ies r ide ,
F rowns old Hu l l ’ s embat t led p rid e

We , t h e la t e r race , toned a nd tame ,

May look back upon the old world flame
Wit h the poet s

,
a rt i s t ’ s s igh t

See th e pass ion of i t s fl igh t
“ A d A bum

,
the H istory of the Humber , "

B y Thomas Wa lton, (Sac .

Hull Litera ry Club , President ’s A ddress, I 885 .
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HAROLD I S DEAD .

H AROLD i s dead t h e b rave and wi se
NO more h i s ba nner b road sh al l r i s e

Above th e sea o f figh t .
The pass ion o f h is proud , s t rong face
NO more the van of w ar Sha l l g ra ce ,
O u r i n spi ra t ion ’ s l igh t .

At S t amford , l ike some old sea - k i ng ,
He l igh t ly h eld t h e wa r

,

Unt i l ou r s to rm -waves ’ migh ty swi ng

Su rged o ’ e r , a nd sh ive red Norway
’ s ba r .

He fel l , ma imed , figh t ing to t h e la s t
Dea t h - sm i t t en by the m i s s i le b la s t

,

I n Senla c ’

s s to rmy va n

Ren t , deluged by th e d readfu l foe ,
O u r c l inging g r ip wou ld not forego
The hope tha t th rough u s ran

Grea t hope t h at s t i l l ed t he pang o f death ,
When lan ce and arrow smot e

,

Bu t le ft u s
,
wi th ou r mona rch ’ s b rea th

Whose loss long -warded ru i n b rought .

Oh , Harold , braves t o f o ur brave
We never sha l l fo rge t

Thy lonely , wild storm - beat en grave ,
Where roa ring b i l lows su rge and fret .

To Thomas O rmerod,

Woodfields, B righouse, Yorks.
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SHAKESPEARE .

W IT H I N t h e compass o f a m ighty b ra i n
A l l t im e re

’

vo lved— h i s w i sdom ’ s bound less ga i n
Wh i le a l l men moved , t h e se rvan t s of h i s a rt ,
T o yiel d t he i r homage , a n d t h ei r wea l t h Impart

Yet l ess t he i r se rv i ce t ha n t he i r meed o f gra ce ,
W ho h igher be i ng ga i ned from h i s emb ra ce ,
W ho wo n from d us t , and u rn , a nd d is t a n t sh ade
Pr in ces a nd K ings whose be i ng n ever fad e .
He fou nd a t ran s ien t grace , a S ummer d ream ,

A dyi ng fame
,
for gen iu s t o redeem .

He moved a lone magi c ia n i n t h e ea rt h

Who ra i sed dead ash es to et e rnal b i r t h

Above al l K i ngs and Pr i nces
,
whose poor fame

The l igh t o f gen i us do th a lon e recl a im ,

He from t he scept re won no meed O f ga i n
,

But t o uched dead monarch s a nd renewed th e i r re ign
Va in was th e s tor i ed t omb

,
t h e Sc u lpto r ’s art ,

He w on t h e m in d , and made h i s rea lm th e hea r t .
Al l days are h i s who t r i umphed ove r t ime ,
Al l l a nds h i s home , t h e l ord of every cl ime ;
A ll fame h i s meed , whose s ta t u re t owe rs above
Each lau re l led ba rd , t o cla im h i s coun t ry

’ s love
,

A k ing i n t hought , a pr i es t i n po ten t a r t
The pass ion o f h i s Spi r i t t o impart .

Every -day L ife in the Time of S ha kespea re,”
B y Wm . A ndrews,

President ’s A ddress, Hul l L iterary Club , 1 888.
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FREE L IBRARY .

PEARL S fo r t h e swin e We make no su ch demand ,
Bu t wi l l t o open wi sdom ’s page to al l ,
That t rea su res of ou r cul t u red a rt m ay fa l l

To those who fa i l s u ch p l ea su re t o command .

I s i t to o mu ch we a sk The s t ra in ing h and
F rom th i s ou t lay no profi t sh a l l reca l l

G rudged deeply wi l l i t be , as pauper
’

s dole ,
Weal th ’ s seed

,
sown

,
squande red on a ba rren l and .

Yo u read no t L i fe i s money , o il , and bread

Wife , babes , and pr ide— a prayer wel l - sa i d a t las t
Fo r u sed - up c lay th e common r i t e and bed
L i fe

‘

s last resou rce— Fa i t h
’ s a nchor , bl i nd ly ca s t .

Tis wel l—and worthy of you r hear t and head
Wi l l t h ere be sou l t o l i ft s u ch clay a t t h e l as t b las t ?

“ The Free Libra ry Movement ,
"

B y B . A nderson,

Hu ll L itera ry Club , I 88 I .
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THEN AND NOW .

No th eo ri s t h ere , bu t worke r , whose sk i l l ed h and

Has dashed Off l eader , col umn ,
and close page ,

To ca lm and feed t h is n ews - devou ri ng a ge ,

K een , i f no t over - n ice , i n i t s demand !
As a t t h e w a vi ng o f a W i za rd ’ s wand
The yea rs fly back , we speed from s tage to s t age

O ur Sa in t Geo rge t ames aga i n t h e Dragon
’

s rage ,
Obed ien t s team sweeps on a t ou r comma nd .

The toi l and s t ra i n Of t ha t old t im e i s p as t
O ld t im e t ha t h a lf he roic seems to - day !

We hea r fa in t echoes of th e O ld wa r- bl as t
W hen hordes o f S i kh s

, g r im Ka ffirs, u rged th e fray
And see o ld fa ces , by dea th ov e rca st
Au tho rs and J ourna l i s t s , whose fame knows no decay

“ Then and Now
,

”

B y W . Hunt
,

President ’s A ddress, Hull L itera ry Club , 1 886.
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HULL CO INAGE .

O LD S i l ver pen ny , wi t h K ing Edwa rd
’ s fa ce

,

Well m i n t ed by th e un remembered dead ,
I n h al f-hero ic days , now sw ift lv sped

I do beseech you r an t i qua t ed gra ce
The h ighway of th e ages t o ret ra ce ,
And Show uS —nay , you r h ands were d r ipp i ng red

I t m igh t be Dav id or L ewellyn
’

s head ,
F ix ed on a rus ty p ike , i n d ea t h

’

s gr im ace

Wise and long - head ed , wit h a savage hea r t ,
T o chase yo u r foe , and buy h i s l i fe w it h gold ,
F i rs t bu t che r o f ou r c ru e l ra ce o f k i ngs ,
I n wha t fa r

g

sham b les do yo u a ct yo u r par t

Do roya l robes you r m igh ty l i mbs en fold ,
O r h ave t h ey i n d ul l lihi bo t i ed you r w i ngs

Hu ll Co inage,
”

B y Counc illor C . E . Fezvster,

Hu ll L itera ry Club , 1 880 .
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THE KING ’S BANNER .

BEN EAT H wh i t e h ands t h e banne r grew
I n t i n c t u re o f a blood - red h ue
And m ingl i ng of swee t sm i l e s and t ea rs
Bespoke glad hopes and t ende r fea rs .

High - born th e ch i ef
,
an d yo ung a nd fa i r

,

Who shook i t s l igh t fold s on t h e a i r ,
When undernea t h a su nny Sky

True warr iors met t o bl eed an d d ie .

As th e wi ld play o f swords began

H e fel l , a hero , i n t he van
And oth e r bands upl i ft ed h igh

Tha t banner o f t he b lood - red dye .

Sweet eyes grew dim , and fa i r wh i t e hand s
G reen lau re l wrough t i n k i ng ly bands ,
To lay upon his r iven breas t

Who sank to deep , un t imely re s t .

But h e w as bl es t h e n ever saw
The t ri umph o f t h e i ron foe
That cr imson ban ne r t rampled low ,

The capt ive K ing , the headsman
’s b low .

T0 M i lne,
H.M‘

s. Customs, Hull.
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D ICKEN S .

IN ou r da rk moods of pass ion an d despa i r
D ri ft s t hy storm - cloud acro s s t he Sh i ft i ng sky
We know t he s in - avenge r d rawet h n igh

Beh in d th e c loud th e Ange lsbrand i s ba re
l n m i ld J une - sweet ness of t he Spri ngt ime fa i r

Meek ch i ldhood wanders fort h benea t h th i ne eye ,
O r l augh te r - t ossed , o r t ouch ed to s or row

’

s s igh
,

C r ime st a i ned , or gu i l t l ess o f one s i n fu l c a re .

Thy Fa t es
’

avenging hands are d ropped wi t h blood ,
We gloom before thy da rk an d deadly wo e ,

When 10 l i fe ’s s unsh i ne sm i t e s our fleet i ng awe
,

O u r l augh te r r ipples i n a S ummer -flood ,

Where love , a nd wi t , and grace seren ely flow
,

And J ust i ce u shers i n t he t r i umph o f t h e good .

Dickens H isLife-work , ”
B y R icha rd Cooke,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 880 .
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EDGAR ALLEN POE .

A H Poe o ur sadness a nd o ur j oy th ou a r t

The s t rength
,
t h e pass ion of t hy sp i r i t - song

D ies i n to so rrow ! So rrow doth p rolong

I t s b i t t e rn ess
,
and po ign an t grief impa rt

The rank l i ng an gu ish o f th e ba rbed da r t ,
With a l l t h e wr i t h i ng sorrow o f t h e s t rong

U nsa t i sfie d d es i re
,
t o rment i ng wrong ,

The b i t t e r , morbid pass i on s o f t h e hea r t

The wei rd perfect i on of thy a rt dot h awe ,
And hold o ur sense en thra l led t o t hy command

Beyond o ur s orrow doth o ur pi ty go
Thy Nevermore what sp i r i t m ay wi t h s t and

'

9

Held , s t i l l we see th ee , V i c t im of t hy fo e ,
Yet , doubt ing , sea rch for s ta i n on thy implo r i ng h and .

Edga r, A llen Poe, ”
B y Hy . Ca lvert Appleby ,

Hu ll L itera ry Club , I 8SZ .
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OLD LAURELS .

O U R bat t le -fie lds a re s t rewn on E u rope
’

s face ,
O u r t h unde rs echo from the wo rld -wide sea

I f we h ave s i n ned , we have made many free ,
Su sta i ned th e pat r iot i n o u r s t rong embrace ,
And pou red t he r i ch b lood o f o ur noble race

To fos t e r t h e h igh c la ims o f l ibe rty

To ra i se t he c rou ch i ng sl ave to s t ra igh t ened kn ee ,
And wi t h g rea t pr i c e have wrough t h is m anh ood

’ s gra ce .

We have been fool i sh , prod iga l of l i fe ,
Too ready t o u nsh ea th e the sword and sm i t e

T o E u rope ’ s t rumpet s we have ru s hed to s t r i fe

No r clea rly s i fted fac i le wrong from righ t
We pause—and th erea t c l amou rs fierce a re r i fe ,
As va i n men cry

,
Th is i s t he end—ou r honou r ’ s n igh t !

”

To S ergeant Thomas S tra tten,

The Hu ll S ubma r ine M iners.
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MACE AND SWORD .

T HE mace and sword , i n s ign i a o f bru t e force ,
Repel l en t t o h igh reason , whose ca lm sway
Pe rchan ce shal l w i n a la te r , hol i e r d ay

The evol u t i on of ou r t a rdy cou rs e I

S t i l l m ay we backward look , wi thou t remorse ,
Bu t rath e r so rrow o

’

er t h e long decay
E re ma rtyrs fou nd th e gra ce t o d isobey
Immor t al sp i r i t b rood ing o

’er each co rse .

The mace pr imeva l v i gou r doth a t t es t ,
The preh is tor i c c lub

,
ou r boyhood ’ s a rm ,

\Vhose se lfish v igou r W in s ou r honest sm i le

Bu t from King Ha rry ’ s sword we da re pro t es t

I t l acket h va lou r , honou r
’ s s t erl i ng cha rm

Th is prou d i n s ign i a of a ty ran t ’ s gu i l e .

The Insignia of the Hu ll Corpora t ion,

"

B y the Ma yor , A lde rman Kelb u rn K ing , 7 .P . ,

Hu ll Li tera ry Club , I 8SO .
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GEO . MACDONALD ’S ERIC ER ICSON .

A H , E r i c o f the Eagl e face t hy woe
O f h a rd

,
un t i r i ng men ta l t o i l I sc an

,

Who th rough t hy pover ty p roc l a imed t h e man
,

A nd won dea t h ’ s -gat e t h rough c louds of m i s t a nd awe
Thy m ind ’ s h igh quest p roved of t hy fl esh t he foe ,
Abridging l i fe ’s a l l t oo - del us i ve span ,
F i rs t fo i l i ng hope , t h en b r i ngi ng low the plan ,
’Ti l l s i nk i ng st rengt h th e la u re l mus t forego .

I t i s t he s cho l a r ’s chan ce , h i s frequen t fa t e ,
Who , poo r and friend less , s t ruggles on h i s way

Yet many w in t h e palm—Ea rt h ’ s t r u ly grea t ,
Whose l au re ls sh a l l no t t h ro ugh a l l t i me decay
Sha l l not th e Sl a i n on es

,
i n a h ighe r s t a t e ,

Maint a i n a dea t h less l au re l t h rough u nend i ng day
" The S cottish University System ,

"

B y A lfred A ikman, M . B . ,

Hull L iterary Club , 1 884.
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PLANT STRUCTURE .

L I FE hangs upon the l eaves and s t ems t ha t r ise
F rom th e brown ea rt h , benea t h ben ign an t sk i es ;
Yet i n ou r hast e w e se ldom t u rn a t hough t
To m i rac l es by l igh t i n da rkness w rough t .
The buffoon ’ s a rt , l igh t song , and s le igh t o f hand
O u r ch i ld i sh g l ee a nd wonder may command
Revea l pl an t st r u c t u re , ve s se l , cel l , and ha i r

’Ti s ve ry l i ke fin e l ace , I do decla re
We breth ren of th e Len s , t oge ther m e t ,

With “ brass an d glass ,
” t h e b righ t t u bes du ly set ,

Now fo llow ,
wh i le ou r lect u rer dot h impar t

The t ru t h s o f S c i ence , and h i s sk i l fu l a rt

How the keen razor makes the sec t ion t h i n
,

Revea ls t h e c el l m inu t e , and a l l wi t h i n

The protoplasm ’s c i rc u la t i on st range
I s b ro ugh t benea th ou r observa t i ons ra nge .

The sec t i on bleached , s ta i ned , and in balsam se t ,
R ev eals green vessel s , t h e th i n cel l

’ s red - ne t
F i n e c rys t als , h a i rs , st omat a , a nd more gra ce

Than i n t h e br i ef hou r we can ful ly t race .

Plant S tructure,"
B y Cha rles D . Ho lmes,

Roya l Institut ion Microscopica l Soc iety.
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TOM HOOD .

POOR Hood Yo u read h i s s u ffe ri ng i n h i s face ,
The tyran t t ouch of keen and sub t le pa in ,
That fa i led to quel l t h e ra re and fro l i c ve i n
O f l iv i ng wi t , whose t r i umph w e s t i l l t ra ce
Whe re pen and pen c i l t h e same art embrace .

S t range t ha t o ur mi rth an d sorrow w e should ga i n
Where s i ckness held so long i t s s t eady reign ,
With su ch bri ef i n t e rva l s o f ten der grace .

Poor Hood H is groans were qu ips to wi n ou r sm i le ,
And when he tou ched u s to compass ion ’ s t ea rs ,
He would o ur gri ef wi th merry a rt begu i le ,
Nor leave t he Sh i r t

’

s sad song upon ou r ea rs
O r B ridge of S ighs ,

”

o ur pleas u re to ex i l e ,
But charm us back to j oy

,
t he wiser for ou r fea rs .

“ Tom Hood, ”
B y Hy . Munroe, M .D . ,

Hull Litera ry Club , 1 884.
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L ITERARY DOCTORS .

DOCTOR S D raugh t , bol u s , pla i s te r , and b l ue -p il l !
The s i l en t room , t h e ach ing hea rt a nd head ,
The fevered toss ing , res t - refus ing bed ,
And th ousand ev i l s , o ur remembran ce fi l l .
Ah bu t ou r doctors wie ld t he i r pen wi t h sk i l l

Wi t h roya l wa i l i ng W o l
’

c o t
’

s l ou se i s sped ,
O u r na t u re

’

s h uman st reng th by C rabbe i s fed ,
And Brown bends pass ion to m ind

'

s h igh e r wi ll .
The k ind ly Gart h i n verse d i spenses h ea l t h

,

O n A k enside Imagina t ion wa i t s
,

E ra sm us Darwi n seeks th e h i dd en wea l th
,

His g reat e r grand son fo r o u r n eed t ran s la t es .
O ld T ime , t ha t t racked t hem wi th re len t l es s s tea l t h ,
Won bu t t he C l ay

,
t h e wo rn Sh roud of th e i r sou l - es ta t es

“ L itera ry Doctors,
B y A . H . Rob inson

,

Hu ll Litera ry C lub , I 882 .
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ART .

H I GH Nat u re smot e i t s beau ty i n t o a r t
Th rough deep love - trem o urs O f t h e human hea rt

,

T hat cou ld not b rook t o l e t each Ch angi ng gra ce
Depart beyond i t s pass io n ’s wa rm embrace ,
But wrough t i n a l l i t s fervou r t o ret a i n
The fleet i ng pleasu re o f i t s beau ty ’ s ga i n .

The fi rs t c rude t ouch es o f t h e world
’

s young l i fe ,
Grot esqu e and rude , wi th na t u re seemed a t s t ri fe ,
SO hard ea rth - t o i l a nd fu ry of t he Ch ase
Made th e s t ern hea rt i t s v i s ions t o embrace ,
Ti l l ea rth rece ived the fervou r o f Greek ar t ,
The j oy o f l i fe t ha t n eve r sh a l l depar t
U nt i l t h e fi na l t rumpet s ummon s al l

And t h e las t sh a rds o f t im e subl imely fa l l .
Proud Gothic a rt , born o f t h e st o rm and th ral l ,
A thou sa nd grac iou s memor ies doth reca l l
O f fo res t a i s l es

,
swee t flower

,
green bough an d bud ,

The t reasu re o f each sp i ri t - haun ted wood ,
And where th e Ch isel t ou ch ed t he ston e t o l i fe
The pai n te r came , wi th sou l - concep t ion s r i fe .

“ Litera tu re and the Fine A rts, ”
Hull Litera ry and Ph i losoph ica l S oc iety ,

President ’s A ddress by Dr. john Ha re G ibson.
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AUTUMN .

A UT U MN , r ipe Au t umn now is on he r way ,
Laden with h e r season ’ s bount eous fru i t s and corn .

The dead leaves fal l a nd on t h e b reeze a re born e
To ea rth , and a l l i s gone t ha t

’s sweet and gay .

The wood lan d b i rds no longer p ipe a lay
Thei r las t songs chee red u s e re t he fields were shorn .

All lovely t h i ngs t ha t r i ch ly d id adorn
The Changi ng yea r , a re now i n t he i r decay .

Yet b eau t i es of h e r own sh e h ath , as fa i r
As gleefu l Spri ng , t h a t came wi t h bud an d so ng .

N ow walk abro ad o ’e r uplands brown and bare ,
And mark t he b righ t ness o f t h e Sky . Along
The hedgerows , c ri cke t s s i ng and la ndscapes seem

Arrayed i n a n i n t ense et herea l gleam .

J . R . T UT IN.

To 7ohn Gandertou ,

Hu ll .
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NOVEMBER .

O H , mont h of solemn ch ange , sun beam and s to rm ,

Has t t hou no beau ty fo r t h e poe t ’ s song P
Has t t hy b ri ef day no h igh poet i c form
Whose lo fty pra i se may N at u re ’s psa lm prolong

Lies t h ere no garlan d on t hy s t ubble fi eld
,

N o faded frondage by t hy hedge rows bare
N oth i ng t ha t may to pens ive memory y i e ld
A t roub led j oy , o r po i n t a yea rn i ng praye r P
Has Hope no sac red fo rms to now en tomb ,
N o gra c iou s memori es o f d epa rt ed days
N o che rished type In S ummer ’ s faded bloom ,

To fi l l t h e chas t ened h ea r t wi t h pens iv e p ra is e

Peace b rood s
,
November

,
o

’

er thy Ch ang i ng gloom ,

Thy d im decay g i ves fort h a fa in t perfume

To the Rev. W . E . Ch rist ie,
Wesleyan Manse,

Na rne, Co . A ntr im .
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BEACON S .

TH EY ’R E fal l i ng fas t , t hose bea con s o ld ,

Which once O ’ er m id n igh t h i l l and wold

The red wa r - s igna l cas t
A few old Sha t t ered sha rds a lone ,
Wi th masses of s torm - sh a t t e red s to ne ,
Bea r wi tn e s s to the pas t

When sta rt led m id n igh t took t he fl ame ,
And ,

answeri ng t o th e s ummons , came
The Warr ior s , t h ronging fas t ,

I n vas i on ’ s w i ld wa r -flo od t o t ame ,
The foeman

’ s s t reng t h t o b las t

Peace ca lms th e heart of man tod ay

The th unders o f t h e l as t d ark fray
H ave d ri ft ed down t he s t ream

O u r o ld de fende rs , warfa re pa st ,
’Neath g reen m ounds sleep serene a t las t
Wi thou t o ne s t a rt l ed d ream

O f b ug l e not e , o f rol l ing drum ,

And wi ld w a r- cry , They come They come
Behold the Beacon ’ s gleam

The i r s t orm i s pas t , t hei r p ass ion dumb
Time ’ s t r i umph i s supreme .

“ B ea cons of the East Riding ,
"

B y f o/in N icholson,

”

Hull Li tera ry Club , I 886.
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HERACLEUM G IGANTEUM

(The G igant ic Siberian Cow -pa rsnip, grown in the garden o f

W ilberfo rc e Ho use
,
Hu ll).

GRE E N , s t u rdy ex i l e from S ibe ri an pla i n ,
Where th e wan pr i son er d rags h i s hopeless Ch a i n ,
Cu rs ing t he freedom of vast moor and wood
With groans t h a t desec ra t e i t s sol i t ud e
Happy ye a re i n ex i l e

,
for behold

Ye Cher i shed a re i n F reedom ’ s honou red fo ld
,

Where t he proud S t u a rt va i n ly wi elded gla ive
,

And Wilberfo rce wrough t freedom for t h e s lave .

To ThomasMassam ,

Wilberforce House, Hu ll .

ODONT ID IUM HA RRISONII .

H A R R I SON ’ S d ia tom Pri ze of old yea rs ,
F i rs t found a t Hal tempri ce , a pr i n cely ga i n
For t h e t ru e h ea r t th a t ’mid ear th ’ s t u rmoi l bea rs
Love for a l l fru i t age o f t h e s u n and ra i n .

0 Harrzsonn With what hopes and fea rs
S t rove we t hose t in y frus t u les to ob t a i n ,
Yet never bound i t i n t h e go lden ea rs
O f ou r co l lectors ’ sheaves o f fa i ry gra in .

To W. Hanwell ,
Hull Literary Club .
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OLD MEMOR IES .

YOU move am id the t reasu res o f o ld t ime ,
O ld mem o r i es weave t he i r spel l s abou t you r way ,
And from a fa r , wi th low an d s i l very Ch ime
Sound th e o ld bel l s where you were won t to s t ray .

Aga i n the old t own -worth i es i n t he i r pr ime
D iscuss

,
a nd store t h e i r t reas u re from decay

Like mus i c of some qua in t Old ba l lad - rhyme ,
The i r vo ices s t i r t h e twi l igh t o f you r d ay .

To S amuel P. Hudson,

Cu ra tor Roya l Institu tion, Hull .

THE PRA I SE OF TEMPERANCE .

THOU h as t no t wov en i n a d reamy maze
O f sweet

,
false words t h e pra i se O f l u s t a nd wine ,

A fleshly pande r o f t h ese l a t e r days ,
O r l ight ly wove i n song t he p ra i ses o f t h e v i n e
A h igh e r a im thy nervous a rt d i sp lays

Ch ast e Temperan ce cen t re of t hy fa i r des ign ,
The gra c ious pat ron of o u r fr u i t fu l ways ,
W hose se rv i ce t ends to s t rengthen and refine .

To H . B elcher Thornton,

Wh itby .
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OLD HULL .

O LD Hul l Where were you ? Up and down
I wander i n d i smay

No an c i en t bu lwa rks gr imly frown
Benea t h emblazoned t r ip le crown

,

Bespeak i ng anci en t fray !

Kings came an d wen t , as I have heard ,
And here t he t ide o f bat t l e s t i rred I

But a l l s eems new , o f yes t erday
Red br i c k of recen t da t e .

Have you no st reet s
,
t ime - worn and grey ,

Roun d wh i ch Old legends l igh t ly play
O r i s i t a l l n ew sla t e ?

How st rangely modern a l l has grown

S i n ce Ch arles b eh eld you r cannon frown

You have one anc i en t ch u rch , a t l eas t
I hope i t s no t come down I

I f no t , I
’ l l Sh el t e r t here , an d feas t

Perch an ce wi t h De la Pole and p r ies t
,

O r b u rghers of renown
Here ’s Peck h i s t ree i s rooted here

H e knows , and w i l l make a ll t h ings C l ea r
“ Old Hu ll , ”

B y III . C . Pec k
, yr.

Hu ll L iterary Club, 1 880 .
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LAKE DWELL INGS ,

(Ulrom e , Ho lderness).

A FRAM EWOR K of rough logs , t h e text o f t ime ,
Whose ages d im are l ike a cur t a in spread
O ’ e r t h e rude labou r o f a peopl e dead

,

And los t beyond t h e legend o r rude rhyme
Whereby we lea rn t he glory o r the c rime
O f t hose who wi th t he i r a rch i ves grey are sped .

The to i l , t h e pass i on of t h e i r l i fe h as fled
They a re th e s t rangers of a d is t a n t c l ime .
The evo l u t ion of ou r h igher m i nd
S t i l l feels t he pu lses of t he savage l i fe

Tha t fed a t N a tu re 's r ude , bu t holy b reas t
And l i ngering love of t he old l i fe we fi nd ,
I n t hough t rev iew i ng th e i r mos t s tormy s t r i fe ,
Who found the l ake t he i r re fuge and the i r res t .

“ Ea rly Man in Yorksh ire,”
B y W. W. Wa t ts, B .A . ,

Hu ll Litera ry Club , 1 884.
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NURNBERG .

Nurnberg
’

s h and
Geh t durch a lle land.

L ow speaks a dead worl d from t hy wal l s to - day ,
O ld beare r of t hy Med iae va l crown
So long ago t hy an ci en t su n sa nk down

Wi th Ch iva l ry ’ s fa r -flash a nd feuda l bay .

Well h as t t h ou s tood and t u rned Tim e ’ s sad decay ,
Whose sh at t e red Sha rds o

’

er E u rope ’ s b reas t a re st rown

Vain here h i s ravage fierce
,
h is se t t l ed frown

N ot ye t t hy s t rengt h su r rende rs t o h i s sway !

Not dead t hy o ld -world ’ s rea lm o f d im romance ;
Aga in am id t hy t rea su res o f o ld a r t
We see t h e flash ing o f t h e R e i t e rs ’ l a n ce ,
The bu rghe rs rush ing from warehous e and mart ,
TO face on t hy grey wall s t h e ba t t l e Ch ance ,
With flash i ng o f keen p ike and fl igh t of fea th e red da rt .

“ A V isit to N urnberg ,

”

B y the Rev. W. Pea rson,

Hull Litera ry Club , 1 883 .
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ALFRED OF NORTHUMBR IA .

(Sla in a t Ebberston, A .D .

THE Danes h ad met h im i n t he co i l o f war ,
And from mid - day th e win te r storm o f s t r i fe
Had roa red and swi rled above red wreck o f l i fe ,
But s t i l l K i ng Alfred ’ s h elme t sh one , a st a r
I n t he st e rn van o f h i s d a rk bat t l e - ba r

,

That b raved the N orth ern w a r- a x e , Spea r , and kn i fe

Wi t h g l oomy horro r a l l t h e scene was r i fe ,
As t he w i ld t umul t deepened and spread fa r .

An ar row
,
t h rough t he twi l igh t C l eav ing fa st ,

Smot e t h e good King . A S sa nk h i s he lmet b righ t

Th e berserk wie lde r o f a m igh ty spea r
Smo t e h im wi th fa ta l wo unds . The w a r su rged pas t
As t h rough low g loom ing of th e awful n igh t
The dy i ng Ki ng was borne , wi th wa i l a nd t ea r .

To C . H . Bellamy , ( la te of Hu ll),
Manchester .
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A N EW POET .

TH I S i s a poe t , deal i ng wit h a poet
’

s love
Soft

,
warm sk ies

,
gay flowers

,
a nd h eaven ’s ho t su n

above ;
A l l flows so so ft a nd mus i ca l

,
i n rhyt hm ic ease

The cu l t u red ea r wi t h i t s soft c adences to p lease .

Here comes t h e st ormy gust , March bu rst i ng i n to J une ,
Then Apri l ’s pass ion of ho t t ea rs dot h love impugn

Then Pr ide , t h at ever w i l l h ave headway o u t o f heaven ,
Precedes t he loud s torm , when despa i r

’ s w i ld t h rea t s a re
d r iven .

I s t h i s love ? S i gh s and b i t t ern ess , deep gr i ef and pa i n ,
E re dawneth , ca lm and t ranqu i l , Hymen

’ s h appy re ign !
As th ro ugh t he storm a nd pass ion of t h e long , d rea r n igh t
.Toi l s the good sh ip , and fi nd s a t dawn t h e por t i n s igh t
So wish we al l good speed u n to t he poet ’ s lay
Wi t h whom we ’ve wrough t t h rough s torm and pass ion t o

h i s bay
But now some growls o f d u ll det ra c t ion on ou r ea r
Tel ls t h a t ou r sage , h igh cu l t u red c ri t i c dot h appea r
Avaun t t h i s i s n o sphe re for t h ee— Love ’s realm i s free ,
Here buoyan t n a t u re

,
not Chas te a rt , hold s revel ry .

We deny and ba r thee o u t pel t i ng wi th pos i es
Al l ha rsh i n t ruders i n o ur Swee t rea lm of roses .
“ Eric Ma ckay ’s Love Let ters of a V io linist ,"

B y the Rev. H . E lvet Lewis
,

Hull Litera ry Club , I 8S6.
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JARL S IWARD ’S DEATH
,

(York , A .D.

G I RD m e my t ru s ty a rm ou r on !
I s i t m ee t t h a t I t h u s shou ld lie ?

Bring m e the a rm s I l oved t o w ie ld
,

And shou t th e wi ld ba t t le - c ry
l

L et m e m eet the s i len t Co nque ror now ,

I n a ch ie fta i n ’ s wa rl ike pri de ,

W i th my t ru s ty a rm our girded on ,
And the good sword by my s i de

’

Twa s eve r th u s we we re wont to m eet
I n the ba t t le

’

s deadly rou t
Amid the c lash of con tend ing s tee l

,

And the foem a n
'

s venge fu l shou t

I neve r qua i led a t h i s presen ce th en
Sha l l h e deem m e cra ven now

Tha t the pa l sy sh ake s my a ged l imbs ,
And the dea th -dam p ch i l l s my brow

N o I dress m e i n m y wa rl ike gea r

L et h im cla im a conque ror ’ s righ t

A wa rrior wa i t i ng t o m ee t him ,

E qu ipped as fo r com i ng fight .
D . D . LAMPLOUGH.

Ya m as Wilk ie, B .L . ,

Musselburgh, N .B .
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ATHENA IN “THE EARTH .

VO I C E of t he a ir t he b irds have wrough t
You r pa ssion in to l i qu id song .

Low sigh s of stormy pa ss ion ca ugh t
Tones of t he wind the b irds h a ve wrough t
I nto a h a rm ony o f though t

The j oys t ha t t o your s t rength be long
Voi ce of the a ir ! the b irds h ave wrough t
Your pa ss io n i nt o l i qu i d song .

H ue s of the a ir 1 b lue
,
p urple , wh i t e ,

You fla sh upon the w i ld b ird s t h roa t I
The ra ven rob s the dusky n igh t
H ues of t he a i r , b l ue purple , wh i t e ,
Crim son o r gold ,

i n l i qu id l igh t
,

I n fa i r b ird -p l um age ye a re wrough t .
H ues o f the a ir, bl ue , purple , whi t e ,

Yo u flash upon the w i ld bi rd s t h roa t .

Ra re ha rmony of hue a nd song ,
A t h en a dowers the wa i t i ng e a rt h

W i t h trea su re s t h a t t o h eaven be long .

Ra re ha rm ony of hue and song
,

F l ee t fla sh i ng of the pi n ion s trong
,

Yours i s the j oy of h e aven ly b i rth
Ra re ha rmony of hue and song

,

A then a dowe rs the wa i t ing ea rth .

To the Rev. f umes B ransom ,

Leeds.



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


344 FR ESCOE S .

2 5 .

NOVEMBER MU S INGS .

0 FOR the l igh t of ot he r days ,
When hea rt s and hopes we re young ,
When memory cou ld no spect re ra ise ,
Nor consc ience find a tongu e .

When l i fe wa s j us t an Apri l day
,

Swee t w i th u nsu l l ied flowers
,

And a ll a rou nd was b r ight a nd gay
W i t h s l igh t re fresh i ng showers .

Bu t Spr ing , j u st open ing w i th new l i fe ,
Though bea u t i fu l

,
i s b rie f,

And You th fresh en ter ing M a nhood ’s s t ri fe ,

Soon finds a la ten t grie f.

For l i fe ’ s u nrea l a t the best
A dream of sm i les and t ea rs ;
No soone r i s a t h ing possessed ,
Than 10 i t d i sa ppea rs .

Then sha l l I m ourn m y daysdecl i ne ,

And da rkness com i ng on P

Ah no , the Bet t e r L i fe be m ine
Beyond the se t t i ng su n .

G . ACKROYD .

To Miss Compton,

Wa lsgrave -ou Stowe , Cove n try .
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AUTUMN ’S H IDDEN SPR ING .

IT i s Au tum n se re lea ves d r i ft
To the Hum ber

’

s tu rg id wa ve .

Overhea d the da rk clouds l i ft
Su nbeam s gleam a round the gra ve

,

Cold and d amp , and s t i l l and da rk ,
Tha t i n Spri ng sh a l l ne s t the la rk ,
And re t u rn ea ch bud an d bloom
F rom i t s cold and i cy ce l l
Yie ld ing ea r th i t s old pe r fum e

Fkoni ea c h i neadowu rno und ,
a nd <h fll

Yie ld the n ew l i fe from the o ld ,
With i ts s i lver a nd i t s go ld ,
W i t h i t s b rea dth o f l i vi ng green
With i t s trem o ur of new l o ve ,
W i th i t s fl u t ter a nd i t s sheen ,

And i t s sh i ft i ng l igh t a bove
A ll th e g lamou r o f t he old
Sha l l the h idde n Spri ng unfo ld .

To Wm . B ousfield ,

Hul l .
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DEFEAT OF PENDA ,

(W in-w idfield , A .D .

PEN DA , wh ite - h a ired , a King of m a ny yea rs ,
Red t o the l ip s w i th b lo od in ba t t le shed ,
Aga in the wa r - d r i ft of h i s ba nners spread ,
Sm i t ing Northum bri a wi th a sto rm of fea rs .
L i t t le recked he

,
h edged i n w i th fla sh i ng spea rs ,

No r pa led t o look upon the mangled dead
F rom h i s cold hea r t a ll p i ty long ha d fled ,
H i s imp iou s sow ing had bee n blood and tea rs ,
S t rewn b ro adcas t on t he so i l he proud ly t ro d ,
G lo om ing benea th the w i ld Nort h um bria n sky .

He p lunged , grey ch ie f, as i n the days o f o ld ,
I n to the st ormy sea , a nd m e t the rod
Tha t smote him down , in dim defea t to d ie ,
And cumber

,

’m id h i s s la in
,
the N or thern sod .

To G . Roberts
,

L of t/l ouse,
Nr. Wa kefi e ld .
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29 .

PRE -RAPHZEL ITES .

NATU RE and s t rength
’

s d iv in est t ru th
Me t in the fe rvou r of t he i r you th .

Ca s t o ff th e tramm e l s of o ld law ,

I nto a fresh green ea r th they go .

And there , w i th love
’ s m in u tes t ca re ,

Copy and show how e a rt h i s fa i r .

As in the hea rt of N a t ure ’ s bower
They perfect lea f

,
and bud

,
and flowe r .

Ea rt h ’ s ba ckgrou nd for life ’ s s t rength and gra ce

Express ion of th e h um a n face .

Tha t l ife no m ore in a rt m ay be
A s ick ly

,
fa l se s impl i city .

Bu t sen t ien t i n i t s ha t e o r song

As love or pass ion maketh s t rong .

Not p ret ty th ings in ch i na
,
c lay

,

The t rea s u re s of a ch i ld i sh day ,

But l i fe t h a t t h rough the i n ne r hea rt
C an st i rring tho ugh t and sen se impa rt .

And ca l l t he o ld
,
dead pas t a ga in

To m ingle w i th ou r j oy and pa in .

“ Th e Eng lish Pre-Raphae l ite s , ”
B y A . Spe n der,

Hu ll L iterary C lub , 1 886.
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YORK STORMED .

C RE ST ED w i t h stee l and fla gs of w a r

The c i ty rose , a broa d , s t rong ba r
To fence t he surges of the t id e
Fa r - ro l l ing in em ba t t led pri de .

The roa r of confl ic t swep t t he sky ,
Th e m i ss ile - shower wen t d r i ft ing by
S tee l c la d the wa l l in g lanc ing l igh t ,
Fo e gree ted foe in mo r ta l fight ,

The bi l lows burs t—the w a r-wa ve s d rave
I n dea t h - spra y o ’

er the struggl ing bra ve

I n w i ld dea t h - glee the t rumpet s sang ,
The sw i r l ing tw ib i l ls c la s hed and ra ng

The c loven m a i l ga ped wide and red

As th roa t and l im b were fiercely shred .

Then i n a he l l of flam e and smo ke
The c onflagra t ion red ly b roke .
Hoa rse echoes of t he dea th - to i l ra ng
I n m oa n and cu rs e and sh a rp s tee l - c lang ;
F l am e and red a shes swa t hed th e dead
Lapping the b lood so free ly sh ed
Day dri fted in to g loomy n igh t
The cold moon saw a ghas t ly s igh t ,
As w i ld Northum bria n , N o rsema n s trong ,
Up l i fted h igh the V icto r ’s song .

To T. Broadbe n t Trowsda le,
Lo n do n .
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DECEMB ER .

G o on n ight old , so lemn yea r I th e deep b l u e sky
I s br igh t with sta rs , t ha t tw ink le cold and c lea r ,
Ic e gleam s upon the s i len t , l i fe less mere ,
Snow -wrea t he and d r i ft upo n th e meadows
L i fe unto death i s mak ing m eek reply
Love ve i l s th e so r row o f i t s fa l l i ng t ea r ,
S t i l l cl ing ing to the fo rm i t ho lds so de a r
Wan

,
gent le fa ce serene , bu t fa d ing eye .

Ca lm i s the sky , th e fro zen ea rth a t res t
Swee t be l l s m a ke solemn m us i c o n t he a ir

Ea rth ’ s dep th o f s i len ce i s a w ord less p rayer
Dea th p a sses grac iou s , bu t unwel come gues t
Th a t smo o th es the las t deep wr ink les of ou r ca re
Affec t ion ’ s c l i ng i ng gr i e f low sob s de c la re .

To W . 7 . Kay ,

Hu l l
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CH ILD OF THE AGES .

C H I LD of t he ages wi th th e sea l of ra ce

S tamped flat ly on thy yel low , pa rchmen t sk in
We find i t ha rd to yie ld t hee love and gra c e
Ch i ld of th e ages , wi th t he sea l of race
Fo r sca rce ly may ou r fe l lowsh ip emb race

Thy m eaner fo rm , thy h a t ed , nameless s in ,

Ch i ld o f the ages , w i t h t h e sea l of race
S tamped fla t ly on thy ye l low , p a rchm en t sk in l

Ch i ld of th e ages ha ve we n ough t t o ga i n
F rom the long labou r of t hy many yea rs

N o love
,
no v i rtu e—on ly s in and sta in ?

Ch i ld of th e ages I h a ve we nough t t o ga in
F rom the long t rava i l of t hy jo y and p a i n
Thy h um a n he ri ta ge o f sm i le s and t ea rs

Ch i ld of th e ages have w e nough t t o ga in
From the l ong labou r o f thy many yea rs .

Ch i l d of the ages sha rer o f the lo t
Th a t b inds ou r sp i r i t to a comm on ea rt h ,

Are a ll thy v i rtues i n thy s i n s forgot
Ch i ld of the a ges sh a re r of our l o t ,
Sha l l a nger on ly fo r thy s i n s w a x ho t ,
Ou t ca s t of Ju st ice from Love

’ s h igher bi rth
Ch i ld of t he age s I sha re r o f th e l o t
Th at b inds o ur sp i r i t to a comm on ea rth .

G l i mpses of Ch i n ese L ife ,
”

B y the Rev. H ilderz
’

e Frie n d ,
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SEA -VVEALTH .

WHAT i s t hy wea l th , oh , sea ?

The t reasu re o f t he s tormy b las t
When a rgos i es , t o ru i n cast ,
Pa id thee an Empi re ’s fee
Peruv i a n ingo t s , d im ly won
B eyond th e l i fe - sm i le of the sun ,
Though green - boughs shak e in glee
Pea rl , co ro net , and ruby fa ir,
Dea d bea u ty , w i t h d i shevel led h a i r

Are t hese t hy we a l th
,
oh

,
s ea

Th in e o wn d im rea lm , oh , sea I
I n l i fe mo st g lor iou s ly c lad

,

N o wreckage of ea rt h ’ s freedom glad ,
Need ho ld i n .glo omy fee
Pea rl

,
co ra l , and fay - tw i sted she l l ,

Are heaped benea th t hy ro l l ing swel l ,
Where sea -flow erswrea th e in glee
Th e many fo rm s o f strengt h and grace
Wh i ch thy d im m ys tery doth emb race .

Dec la re t hy w ea l th , oh , sea

Grea t wea l t h o f myst ery
Won da rk ly in th e storm of n ight ,
O r wrough t beyond ou r bounded s igh t ,
Decla re th y power , oh sea l

“ Th e W ea lth of the Sea ,

”

B y Cou n c i llor A lfred W . A n se ll ,
Hu ll L iterary C lub , 1 883.
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DEMONOLOGY .

YOU R dem on m ight be made a u sefu l fe l l ow ,

I f he wou ld on ly cea se to t empt the good ,
To n ip young V i rtue in th e t ender bud ,
And t ack le older s inne rs , r ipe and m el low I

Not bl igh t the shoot , but s e ize th e s inner ye l low ,

S t rip o ff h i s o rthodox conc ea l ing hood ,
’

N ea t h wh i ch he has so long and sa fe ly sto od ,
And flog the rasca l t i l l we hea rd h im be l low .

To see O ld C loot ie c lea r t he ma rt and st reet
,

Prov ided yo u and I were pu re and s in l ess ,
Wou ld be ecst at ic —From ou r sa fe ret rea t ,
W i thou t one h idden doub t t o make u s grin - l ess

,

To see the danc ing of h i s c loven feet ,
H i s fa l l i ng wh ip , the p ranc ing of th e sk in less .

“ Th e De m o n o logy of the 1 7th Ce n tury ,

”

B y E . Hm
’

gh, M .A . ,

Vice -pri n cipa l of the Hu ll and E . R . Co
'

lege,
Hu l l L iterary C lub 1 885 .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


356 FR ES COES .

@ ec em fier 6 .

COMPEN SAT ION .

Nor man
'

s compensa t ion , t ardy a nd m ean ,
Tha t g ives w i th grudg ing hea rt and cold keen eye

Ju st wha t the law dec rees— and o ne deep s igh
Th ro w s i n , of sorrow th a t h is h a nds a re c lean
Bu t God ’

s grea t la w , t h a t moves on a l l , u nseen ,
And covers a ll , l ike H i s grea t t en t , t he sky
That none ou t cast beyond H i s p resen ce l ie

,

Bu t a ll a re ch i ld ren o f H is w ide demesn e
God ’ s law of love t h a t tu rn s th e b i t t er sweet ,
Tha t cha rm s the madness of o ur w ra th t o t ea -rs

,

And gives th e ca lm t ha t sanc t ifies de fea t
,

The m e lody in grie f th a t sooth es o ur ea rs .

God ’ s compensa t io n fo r l i fe
’

s t o i l and h ea t
,

That ru le s o u r fret fu l days , and ca lm s o ur la ter yea rs I
“ Co mpe n sa tio n , ”
B y C . F. Corlass,

Hu ll L iterary C lub , 1 880.
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A HAPPY YEAR .

A HAPPY yea r be t h i s t o thee ,
F rom olden shadows j ust ly free ,
And y ie ld ing fro m o ld shea ves of p a i n
The m i ld frui t o f t he spi r i t ’s ga in ,
And wisdom ’s sweet fert i l i t y .

B e Summ e r ’ s t in ing buds to thee
Pure emb lem s of prosper i ty
Thy l i fe unto i t s end ma in ta in

A happy yea r I

May Au tumn , wreathed in b eau ty , be
A sea son of t ra nqu i l i ty
And for thy sake cold W in t e r ’ s re ign
Shed bea u ty on each h i l l and p la in ,
And u she r in w i th Chri s tm a s g lee

A happy yea r I

To M . A . La mplough ,

Hul l .
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HEDON .

T IME and cha nge have pu l led old H edon down ,
Ye t do th i t bo a st som e honour of th e c rown
Tha t sho n e i n o lder days o f st orm and wa r ,
E

’

en when King Athe ls ta n smo t e wide and fa r ,
And sp read th e terror o f h i s sword and sh ield
O

’

er anc ien t B runnenburgh
’

s ensangu in ed fie ld .

H ere ro se the ca s t le— t ower and rampa r t s trong
Shone w i th the g l i t ter of t he bat t le th ro ng
Bu t t im e has d rawn t he curta i n of the de ad
O

’

er many a confl ict w ide ly sprea d
And we sca rce guess am id th e sh a rds of t im e

How ra ng th e m us i c of the old l i fe - rhym e
I n ch urche s th ree , be l l s rung a nd mass was sa id ;
While mo nks p rayed we l l , and most devout ly fed .

H i ther came a rgosies o
’

er s t ormy ma in
La den wi t h w i ne of sunny F rance or Spa i n
And a t the wh a rves , where strength m a de labo u r l igh t ,
Grea t were the ta s t i ngs of w ines red and wh i t e
Wh i le m a i d and m a t ron l igh t ly t r ipped a l ong
’

hhk l a rc her, nnnflg a nd inerc hant in fluéthro ng .

Hedo n ,
"

B y A lderm a n Park , Err-May or of Hedo n ,
Hull L iterary Club , I 884.
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OLD LOVE I S BEST .

O LD love i s bes t I l ik e ivy green
I t c lo thed i s in gra c io u s m ien
O f ch angeless fa i th , and doth em bra ce
Ou r fa i lu re w i t h its gen t le gra ce ,

As though no fa i lu re e ’

er had been .

I t ha t h no s torm s , bu t a l l serene
I t s even t ide o f l i fe i s seen ,
W i th th i s sweet tex t upon i t s face ,

O ld love i s best

O ld love i s l ik e a gen t le queen
Tha t m ove s w i th in a go lden sheen
A nd sto ops unconsc ious ly t o t ra ce
Good deeds i n many a qu iet p lace ,

No r hea rs t h i s vo ice in i t s dem esne
O ld love i s bes t .”

To Mrs. Pearso n ,
A rdwick L odge ,

B everley Road.Hu ll .
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LLEVVELLYN JEW ITT
, &c .

JUNE blu shed wi t h rose s fo r t hy dy ing bed ,
And shook her frag i le vesse ls o f pe rfum e
To y ie ld the i r fragra n ce fo r thy hono u red tomb ,
When thy b r ief n igh t of Summer ca lm ly sped .

Tea rs in thy golden noon t ide had been shed ,
And tw i l ight ve i led thy pa t hwa y in i t s gloom ,

Bu t ever Love t hy t rava i l d id i l l um e ,

And Honou r wove green
'

chap let s for thy h ead .

Thy name and m emory a re o f pea ce and love
The gen t le tex t s

,
in t ender reverence held

H ea rt - t reasu res of o ld fr iend s , w ho se pen s ive gr ief
F inds so lace in h igh hope s o f l i fe above ,
Where , ea rt h

’ s last s igh s of pa in and su ffer ing que l led ,

Tru e h ea rt s a t ta in th e k i ngdom of t he i r long be l ie f.
To the Rev . Thos. W . Da ltry , M .A . ,

Made ley Vica rage ,
Neweastle-under-Lyme.
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THOREAU ’

S VVALDEN
’

.

MIGHT I n o t st ray upon th e sho re ,
B eyond the sea ’ s tempes t uou s roa r P

Many th ere were w i th in the s t r i fe
Why shou ld I not w i thd raw one l i fe P

The world ’s mad roa r ing had no voice
Th a t m oved my sp i ri t to rej o ic e .

B
’

u t so l i tude and n a t u re wrought
Deep pra i se and sweet product ive though t .

The yea rn ings of my l i neage ran
To sol i t udes unt rod of m an.

Wrapped in th e sunsh ine and th e ra in
I had grea t w isdom t o ob ta in .

N a t ure had ma rk ed m e for h er gues t ,
My sou l w as fa in t ing fo r i t s res t .

I went , and touched God
’ s sa cred hand

I n a se rene and fru i t fu l la nd .

F rom Mammon and unholy stri fe
I moved the yea rn ing of my l i fe .

My sou l had rest , and tender grace ,
W i t h in the su n and ra i n ’ s em bra ce .

To the Rev . W . B . FitzGera ld,

Th e Ma n se ,
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CARLYLE .

HE moved am id the t hunder of tha t t im e
O f w i ld convu ls ion , wh en degra ded l i fe
I n the fierce wh i rlpoo l of a b ru ta l st r i fe

C l u t ched the wh i te th ro a t of b i t t e r , hea rt less cr im e ,
And shook its prey W i t h pass ion ha l f sub l ime

,

Aveng ing w i th the b ru t a l pike and kni fe
I n i qu i ty th a t had so long been r i fe ,

Men though t God s lumbered o
’

er s i n ’ s da rkes t prim e .

Con fou nded in the press , b l ind w i th the smoke ,
M en sta r ted back no t m u rde r , death , bu t h e l l
The v i s ion tha t smo te t error t o the h ea r t .
Bu t he

,
unmoved , we ighed up the t ru th , and spoke

S tern words tha t smot e the h o r ro r of the spe l l ,
As Ju st ice m oved to work i t s r ight eous p a rt .

“ Carly le ,
”

B y the Rev . 701m Hu n ter,

Hull L iterary C lub , 1 885 .
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THE PORTLAND VASE .

FA I R t r i umph o f a long - depa r t ed age ,
Sleep ing th rough t ime ’ s m u ta t ion s wi ld and fierce ,
Unt i l a n ew -world ’ s rad iance shon e , to pie rce
The grave , l o ng do om ed thy pu re a rt t o en cage .

U nma r red by centu r ies o f s to rm and ra ge
,

Thy t ender a rt became o u r t rea su red pr i ze
,

R i ch w i th th e sorrow of the h ea then sk ies
To ch a rm a t on ce th e a r t i st and t h e sage .

I n t hee t he o ld -world so r row m eet s ou r eyes
,

S ickness , fune rea l g loom , and sa cred d u st
The o ld -world ho pe tha t p i erced l i fe ’ s d im d i sgu i se
To t ou ch , w i t h yearn ing hope , o ur h ighe r t ru s t ,
W hereby from t ran s i t o ry woes we r i se
To th a t fa r rea lm whose t re a sure s never ru s t .

Th e Ce lebra ted Portla n d Va se ,
”

B y M . C . Peck , yr”
Hu ll L iterary C lub, 1 885 .
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AUTUMN J U ST IF IED .

C R IMSON fl ush , go ld - bla zon
’

d glory
Faded from th e old year’ s s tory I

Co ld and grey
,
and wan and sad ,

Wert t hou , Au t um n , ever glad

Wri nkled b row , and ha i r grev - t i n ted ,
W as love in you r s t i l l hea rt m in ted I

D id the grey e
’

er flu sh w i t h gold
,

R ipe and red the l ip ’ s th in fo ld 7’

I s i t bu t a d i rge and groa n ing
M i n gl ing w i th the Hum ber

’

sm oa n ing
Love - l igh t neve r i n the eye

,

L i fe ’ s so le language , Au tumn
’ s s igh

Even t ide ’ s aflush with glory ,
Ligh t in g a l l th e o ld yea r ’s s t o ry
Love i s b reat h ing in a psa lm

,

Life i s end ing
,
sweet and ca lm .

Seed i s sown and l i fe engendered
,

Love ’ s own t r ibu t e ha t h been rendered .

’T i s t he hu sk of l i fe a lone
D ies w i th Au t um n ’ s cha nging tone .

To Cha s . Storey ,

Hu l l .
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THE NORMAN .

TH ROUGH a d r i ft of dim rom a n ce
Sh ines the N o rman fla g and lance ,
O

’

er th e rou t of wa r ;
Arrows sw i rling ,
Horsemen wh i r l ing

,

On the Sa xon ba r ,
Where the b ro ad , keen a xe s sw ing
F ierce ly round the S a xon

’

k ing ;

A nd w i th s t rong a rm s ta in ed and red

N orman Wil l iam spo i l s the dead .

We l l th e N orman he re is d rawn,

With h i s m a rt i a l a i r and t one
Roughness of the sea
I n i t s b reak ing ,
N ow be t a k ing

S um m er
’s co u rtesy

Chu rch and cas t le bu i lde r he ,
W i th h is fin e pro pr iety
Ready w i t h h i s sword in h a n d
I f you tempt him w i th b ro ad la nd .

Do m esday Co m m e m ora tio n—I 086 , A .D .
—I 886 , A .D . ,

H istoric Notes on the Norm a n s
,

”

B y the Rev . H . S . S tork , B .A .
,

Hu l l L iterary C lub , 1 886.
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TADCASTER F IGHT , A .D. 1 642 .

SAD i t wa s t ha t they shou ld m ee t
Armed for bat t le , who were wont ,
B rother - l ike t o ki nd ly greet
Eage r wa rr iors , fron t t o fron t ,
With the hedge of sh in ing st ee l

,

Ve i l ing wa r wit h lofty grace
To the bugle ’s t hri l l i n g pea l

M et th ey proudly , fa ce t o face

N e ighbou rs , fr iends , whose s t rong r ight - hand
O ft t im es met in hea rty gr ip

Gree t i n g now w i t h w ar- comm a nd
Proud ly pea l i ng from the l ip
So they m et , t o par t a t eve ,
Bi t te rly , in wra th an d pa in I

Fo r t he i r va l ou r love shou ld gr ieve
O

’ er the wh i t e snow ’s r uddy s ta in
F r iends th ey neve rm ore m igh t be

,

As in tha t fa r , t ranqu i l day ,

E re the i r h a nds
’ wh i t e p u r i ty

Took the c rim son of the fray !

To the Rev . Ca n on Sharp,

Horbury Vicarage ,
Wa kefie ld.
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THE QUESTION .

WHAT have you done th is fine Spr ing day
,

Oh , b rown Bee w i th the go lden t h igh P
Robb ing t he flowers in the meadows gay

,

Wh a t h a ve you done t h i s fa i r Spr ing day ?
G o lden pol le n you bore away ,
Touched the st igma , pass ing by .

What have you done t h i s fa ir Spri ng day
,

O h , b rown B ee w i th the golden th igh .

To R . Gordo n ,
Hu l l .

THE REPLY .

THIs i s th e answer tha t Au t um n gave ,
The b rown Bee speeding sw i ft ly by ,
Busy as eve r , bu t grown more grave :
Th i s i s the an swer t h a t Au tumn gave ,
R ipened seeds where the grey lea ve s wave ,
Life from the s tem s so ha rd and d ry I”

Th i s i s the answer tha t Au tum n ga ve ,

The b rown Bee speed ing swi ft ly by .

To E. A . Peak ,

Pearson’s Park , Hu ll .
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EVENT IDE .

MY mother ’ s fr iend The pe rfum e of old years
S tea l soft ly th rough an A u t umnt ide of tea rs ,
As tenderly o u r yea rn ing t hough t s emb rac e
Th e long lost Spr ingt ide of your g i rl ish grac e
The oft told m emories t hat re t urn aga in
I n w in ter - stor ies of ou r Ch i ldhood ’s re ign .

N ow a s ou r yea rs increase ou r hea rt ’s reta in
The la t er memo r ies of you r j oy and pa in ,
Th a t soothed a re to t ra nqu i l , ch as t en ed re s t ,
As Au tumn sunset s l igh t t he solem n west .
To Mrs. Bol to n ,

Hu ll .

L IFE GARLANDS .

W E we a ve two ga rla nds in o ur l i fe ,
O f b lo ssom s and b rown Au t umn lea ve s
Twi n -em blem s of o ur j oy and s t r ife ,
W e weave two ga r lands in o u r l i fe .

With b lossom s swee t gay Sp r ing is r i fe ,
And Au tumn comes w i t h golde n shea ve s

W e wea ve two ga rla nds in our l i fe ,

O f b lossom s and brown Au tumn lea ve s .
To C . D . Ire land,

Hu ll.
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AUTUMNT IDE .

N ow from th e m e la n cho ly trees
The b rown lea ves floa t upon th e b reeze ,

’M id sighingswe i rd and l ow
W e own a wis t fu lness of pa in
Am id the co ld , ch i l l Au t um n ra in ,
When w i th a cr im son glow

The sunset l ight s th e g loomy wes t ,
As t hough for some lo ng -wa i t ed gues t
Th e go lden ga te s unba rred were
O f G od

’ s su re refuge from e a rt h ’ s c a re .

To W . Howe ll ,
Ha ll.

AUTUMN LANES .

MERRY i t i s in coun t ry la nes
When bram ble - lea ve s a re red
And t rees p u t on the i r Au t um n s ta i n s .
Mer ry i t i s i n coun t ry la nes
As t o i t s c lose th e g lad yea r wanes ,
And go rgeo u s leaves a re shed .

Merry i t i s in coun t ry lanes
Whe n bram ble - lea ves a re red .

To Sus ie
,
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A NATURAL I ST ’S CHR I STMAS CARD .

IN wha t t ime o f m idw in t er frost and r im e
You r Chri s tm as - ca rd brough t ba ck the Summer - t ime
W i th v is io n s of Pom ona , crowned w i t h seeds ,
To s igh ing of soft w inds am ong th e reeds ,
A s golden , grey , and red th e lea ves a re ca st ,
The rega l t r ibu te of a Summ er past
Though dim , i t bea rs th e grace o f n a t u re st i l l
W i th t h ough t s of woodla nd de l l and b reezy h i l l ,
Wh'ere rega l bu t t erfl i es , i n ae r ia l fl ight
F la sh jewe l led plum es in fie lds o f golden l i gh t
W he re gra ce fu l fern s the i r fresh green frond age wa ve ,

And dim
,
coo l wa t ers m ossy pebble s la ve .

The scent ed woo db ine ’ s tangle of green sp rays
A t m em ory ’ s ca l l its fa in t

,
pa le flower d i sp lays

W i th moo rland wa s t es
,
b rown t urf, and verdan t moss ,

I n cont rast wi th the cot ton ’ s pu re wh i t e floss
Mon th s o f snow -flak e and storm m u s t pa ss before
G ay S umm er sha l l its go lden d ays res to re
And you , w i t h va s c ul um and n et , a t w i l l

Sha l l roam by Jersey
’s shore o r b reezy h i l l

And ga in i n Summ e r go lden spo i l s t o chee r
And ch a se the l ong

,
deep m idn igh t of the yea r ;

What t ime the c a b in e t ’ s t rea su re sha l l re s tore
G lean ings a nd plea sures of the w i ld se a - shore .

To Edward Lovett ,
Croydo n .
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NATURE ’S TEACH ING .

I .
God

’

sNa ture isHisholy scripture, bound

In toil and fruitage of itsannua l round ,

Tha t makesunto the heart itsdeepreplies

In undertonesand wordlesssympa thies.

My hea rt was fu l l of ca re , and sad
I wa lked ab road despond ing ly
A blu sh i ng w i ld flower m e t my eye ,
And sa id

,
in t ones wh ich m ade m e glad ,

GO forwa rd t rus t ingly l”

Forlorn
,
a lon e

,
and cheerless , I ,

’Mid ru i n s , wandered here and t h ere ,

The green moss tha t th e brown ea rth ba re ,

Rememb er ” sa i d m os t t en derly ,
“ You r God is everywhere I”

Wh i le - in a reg ion fa r from friends ,
Behold sweet v io let s a t m y fee t
Reca l l th e hea rt ’ s dea r home - ret rea t

,

My Ch i ldhood ’ s j oy— and care unbend s
My o ld playm a te s t o greet l”

The landscape b r igh ten s t o m ine eyes ,
Th at swep t the fie lds of sp r ing ing gra in ,
My m i nd reca l led t he sa c red st ra in ,
Though seed b e buried it sh a l l r i se

H a i l , resu rrec t ion morn
HENRY H A LL .
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NATURE ’S TEACH ING .

1 1 .

Where gorse and broom make h ea th ’ s e la t e
,

And sandwort gem s t he dus ty p la ins
,

Lesson s O f com for t a re my ga ins
Though sad and deso la t e thy st at e ,

Yet Sha ron ’s Rose rema in s .

”

Sa l t ma rshes flu sh w i th gra c io us flowers ,
W i th s ta rwort , ma l low ,

sou t hernwood
Rocks bea r t hri ft , lavender , and b ud ,

To tea ch t he sou l in wea ry hou rs
Affl i ct ion ha th i t s good .

”

Bogs , where the fo ot may sca rce ly t rea d ,
B ea r g l i t t er ing t re a su re s o f sundew
On spu r and peak of spot l ess hue ,

Where snow and ice et ern a l spread ,
B lue gent ians r i se t o V iew .

Yea , e
’

en a fflic t ion
’

s da rk d is t ress
B ea rs t inctu re o f a golden l igh t
And e ’en b ereavem en t ’s co ldest n igh t
B ea rs pea ce fu l fru it s o f ho l ines s ,

And g leam s of heaven ly day .

Where be es for golden ho ney s tri ve ,

’Mid b los som s o f t he va le an d de l l ,
Work wh i le ’

t is d ay
,

” t h e i r dronings t e l l ,
The n ight of deat h wi l l soon a r r ive

To a l l on ea rt h who dwe l l .”

(February , HENRY ‘HALL .
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CHALK—FORAM IN IFERA .

N ow tu rn the lamp up , let i t s l igh t
Through gla ss conden se r a id ou r s igh t
Adj u s t the lens , the fo c us ga in ,
To v i ew the spoi l of c l iff and m a i n
G lobigerina

’

s t iny migh t ,
O r Rosa lina

,
snowy wh i te

Mere speck s o f l ime , won from the deep
,

To bu i ld ou r c l iffs
,
and fa irly keep

The w i ld , en croa ch ing sea a t bay
W i t h prod uc t of i t s anc ien t day .

Ch amber on ch am be r here you see ,
W h ere specks o f sa rco de took t he ir fee
W i th pseudo po d ia long a nd fine ,
A sc i ent ific fish ing l ine ,
Tha t w on d ia tom , pro t e id , ough t
Tha t in to sa rcode m igh t be wrought .
Behold the fo ramen so fine ,
Through wh ich i s su ed each fa i ry l ine
Then t u rn t o sect io n of the ch a lk
And ho ld

-

a long and lea rned ta lk
On coccol i th s and COCCO Spheres,

Th e C rys t a l lo ids o f e a rly years ,
And let D ’

O rbigny
’

s ho no u red n am e

\V i th Eh ren berg yo u r t r i bu t e cla im .

To the Rev . Ed. Ma u le Co le , M .A . .

lVetwaug ,

Ea st Yorksh ire .
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W INTER FRESCOES .

DIM b reak ing of a fru i t less day
I n i t s sad cerecloth of decay .

A wi ld moor scourge d w i t h w ind and h a i l ,
A lone tree sway ing in the ga le .

The da rk brea s t o f an inky sea
He ld i n dim bonds of myst e ry .

A snow -wh i te pa l l , a c lea r - b lue sky ,
A cheerfu l woodman wh i st l ing by .

An old ch u rch ga rbed i n ivy green
Looks down upon the w intery s cene .

A b r igh t sta r rise s i n the sky
The Lord Ch r ist ’ s birt hda y drawe t h n igh .

G lows hol ly red and m i s t letoe
Aga ins t a world O f W inter snow .

Th ro ugh b reak ing of th e frozen ea rth
A fa ir wh i t e snowd rop peeps t o b irt h .

To A lbert Ern es t E ll iso n , R .D .S . F.S .A .

Bradford .
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WA IT ING IN WAR -T IME .

W INT E R gloom s of the dy ing yea r
Overwrap the H um be r , co ld and drea r.

La bou r cease s—w i nd and snow
D a sh and m ingle above , be low
Wind - gu st s wh i ‘rl ing , sh r iek ing a fa r
L i ke madm en ’nea th the scou rge of w a r'

H u l l i s wa i t ing—t he wa r- clouds dense
Deep ly t h i cken to gloom in ten se .
L i t t le of m i r th , l i t t le of chee r ,
L ight t he sha des of th e dy ing yea r .
Eyes of wom en fla sh and s ta rt le
Seek ing wa r i n Yu le - log ’ s spa rk le .
An x i o u s t hought l eads t hem fa r away
Where H anson hea ds the th icken ing fray
S t a rt ing a r rows and th e red stee l
Da sh and glea m in the ba t t le ree l ,
Ti l l w i th the c lose of t he dy ing day
B r iefly ends the m u rderous fray
F rozen corpse s on W ak efield - green

Am id the s now - s l ush red a re seen
To A . Newto n ,

Northwood ,
Ch is leh urst , Ke n t .
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A RETROSPECT OF THE YEAR .

H O PE dash ed the grey o f the glad N ew Yea r ,
Spri ng sm i led th rough th e woe of Win ter’ s t ea r
The snowdrops pe

'

eped th rough the fro zen ea rth ,
The m eek , fa i r prom i se O f fu l ler b i r th .

Spr ing
,
wi th its b reezes of s t u rdy hea l th ,

C lothed the b rown b ranches w i th budd ing wea l th
Pa le prim rose s starred the so ft green grass ,
Where fu l ler l i fe of the yea r shou ld pass .

Q ueen Summ er , sweet c onquero r se ized th e la nd
I t b l ushed t o l i fe a t her m i ld com m a nd
A t ang le of h erbage , bloom , and bud

,

Ba th ed in the wea l t h of the hot sun -flo od .

Swa rt Au tumn st rode th rough the corn la nd w ide ,
G a rn er ing fru i t in h i s k ing ly pr ide
W inged s torm - c louds swept o ’

er the co ld b lue sky
,

The wo o ds were rega l in ru sse t dye

K ing W int er brea thed on t h e co ld
,
ch i l l a Ir

,

Th e e a rth lay naked , a nd b rown , a nd ba re
The w ind ing shee t o f the s now swept down ,
As Ch r i s tmas sm i led ’nea th his hol ly c rown .

To O . Lambert ,
Hess le .
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MEMORY -FRESCOES .

O LD roof, you nevermore w i l l be
The refuge of my hea r t aga in ,
As in th e Springt ide o f l i fe ’s g lee
O ld roof, you nevermore wi l l be
The hom e where I waswont to see
Dea r fa ces t ou ched wi th love and pa i n
For nevermore you r roof w i l l be
The refuge of my hea rt aga in .

O ld W in t er beat s th e cott age pane ,
Th e wor ld i s da rk and co ld w i thou t

O ld m em ories m ingle w i th the st ra in
Th a t W in te r b ea t s upon t h e pane
I see a fr iendly face aga i n
And tu rn awhi le from Cooper ’ s Scou t ,

As W in t er bea t s the cot tage pane
The world i s da rk and cold w i thou t 1

O ld m emor ies of a Ch r i stma s eve
I n Spr ingt ide of a wan ing l i fe

O ld love ,
o ld fr iendsh ip I re ce i ve

In memor ies of a Chri s tm a s eve .
Aga in o ’

er Cora ’ s dea t h I gr ieve
,

As U ncas b leed s benea t h the kn i fe
O ld m em ories of a Chr is tmas eve
I n Spr ingt ide of a wan ing l i fe I

To Geo. Rob i n so n ,
Middlesbro


