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    This single-author collection offers a comprehensive selection of William Cullen Bryant’s poetry, arranged to reflect the breadth of his career and the varieties of his art. It gathers early landmarks, meditative nature pieces, civic and commemorative odes, narrative ballads, and later reflections, along with a distinct section of translations. The purpose is not merely to assemble familiar pieces but to present them in a constellation that shows how his concerns recur and deepen across decades. From intimate songs to expansive blank-verse meditations, readers encounter the range through which Bryant helped shape an American idiom responsive to landscape, memory, mortality, and duty.

Although the volume is titled as poems, the text types within it are diverse. Lyrical address, descriptive meditation, hymn and ode, narrative ballad, sonnet, and occasional verse all appear, each suited to a particular subject and public moment. Pieces such as “Ode for an Agricultural Celebration” and “The Twenty-Second of December” represent civic occasions; “The Old Man’s Funeral” and “The Child’s Funeral” are elegiac; while “The Murdered Traveller” and “The Two Graves” adopt narrative frameworks. Bryant writes in supple blank verse and in patterned rhyme, with a diction at once elevated and lucid, aiming for clarity of image and steadiness of moral tone.

Nature occupies the center of Bryant’s imagination, not as mere scenery but as a partner in moral inquiry. “Thanatopsis,” “To a Waterfowl,” “A Forest Hymn,” “The Death of the Flowers,” “The Evening Wind,” “November,” and “The Prairies” exemplify his habit of observing wind, sky, river, and field until they yield a meditation on the fate of beings and the measure of a life. Seasonal pieces like “June,” “October,” and “Midsummer” chart time’s passage through color and weather. The poems rarely seek surprise; instead they build a quiet conviction, balancing inward composure with outward precision, and letting description ripen into reflection.

Equally characteristic is Bryant’s attention to history and public feeling. Revolutionary memory and early national identity animate “Seventy-Six,” “Song of Marion’s Men,” “The Battle-Field,” and “The Twenty-Second of December.” Urban modernity enters in “Hymn of the City,” while “Ode for an Agricultural Celebration” affirms rural labor. His sympathy with struggles for freedom appears in poems on the Greek War of Independence, including “The Massacre at Scio,” “Song of the Greek Amazon,” “The Greek Partisan,” and “The Greek Boy.” Works like “An Indian Story,” “An Indian at the Burial-Place of His Fathers,” and “The Disinterred Warrior” register encounters with Indigenous presence and loss.

A dedicated translations section demonstrates Bryant’s engagement with earlier literatures and the responsibilities of Englishing them. A fragment associated with Simonides brings the classical world into view, while versions “From the Spanish of Villegas” and “From the Spanish of Pedro de Castro y Añaya,” alongside romances such as “The Alcayde of Molina” and “The Death of Aliatar,” show his affinity for the gravity and tenderness of Iberian lyric and legend. These pieces are not ornaments; they clarify his standards of measure, grace, and sincerity, and they reveal how his native voice converses with inherited forms without surrendering its distinctly American cadence.

Bryant’s stylistic signatures are recognizable: a measured music; images set with observational care; a preference for balanced syntax; and a contemplative pace that avoids haste. He often addresses forces and presences—the winds, the stars, the river—in apostrophe, as in “The Skies,” “The Winds,” “Earth,” and “Hymn to the North Star,” finding moral lessons in impersonal grandeur. Classical and biblical references steady the tone without overwhelming the local scene. His correspondence with American art is explicit in “To Cole, the Painter, Departing for Europe,” which acknowledges a shared project of giving the New World’s landscapes the dignity of finished, thoughtful representation.

The ongoing significance of Bryant’s work lies in its combination of ethical poise and sensory exactness. These poems help define a tradition in which the American landscape is more than a backdrop; it is a field for meditation on transience, justice, labor, hope, and grief. The later pieces sit beside the earlier without rupture, tracing continuity rather than startling reinvention, and thus provide a durable companion to readers who value steadiness over spectacle. Gathered here, the nature lyrics, civic songs, narratives, and translations map a career committed to clarity and balance, and to the patient discovery of meaning in the visible world.
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    William Cullen Bryant composed and assembled these poems during the formative decades of the United States, when a distinctive American Romanticism was taking shape. Born in 1794 in Cummington, Massachusetts, he published Thanatopsis in the North American Review in 1817 and issued Poems in 1821, startling readers with grave meditations in a native landscape. Influenced by Wordsworth yet determined to Americanize the lyric, Bryant treated the New World’s woods, rivers, and sky as moral scenery for republican citizens. His early success positioned him as a leading voice in the nation’s search for a literature equal to its political independence.

Bryant’s poetics formed amid New England’s religious liberalism and scientific curiosity. The rise of Unitarian thought in Boston after 1805, together with deistic readings of nature, encouraged him to find consolation outside strict Calvinism, shaping Thanatopsis, A Forest Hymn, and the many graveyard and hymn-like pieces. At the same time, early American geology and botany—popularized in lectures and journals—invited moral reflections on deep time and seasonal cycles. The rural cemetery movement, culminating in Mount Auburn’s opening in 1831, further dignified death’s natural setting. These intellectual currents fostered his characteristic mingling of elegy, landscape description, and philosophical restraint.

In 1825 Bryant moved to New York City, and by 1829 he was editing the New-York Evening Post, placing him at the center of the republic’s commercial capital. The Erie Canal’s 1825 completion, swelling trade and immigration, transformed urban life that he observed in Hymn of the City, The Crowded Street, and Spring in Town. Sea breezes, wharves, and rooftops supplied new perspectives for The Evening Wind and other lyrics. Journalism sharpened his civic diction and broadened his audience, enabling poems to circulate alongside editorials about markets, municipal reform, and culture in an era of rapid metropolitan expansion.

While a metropolitan editor, Bryant drew on earlier Berkshire and Hudson River rambles and on travels west in the early 1830s. The Hudson River School’s emergence, led by Thomas Cole, whom Bryant addressed in 1829, affirmed an American sublime rooted in Catskill cliffs and mountain light. His journey across Illinois inspired The Prairies, joining geological speculation with awe before grasslands newly opened by canals and roads. Yet these vistas were shadowed by policy: the Indian Removal Act of 1830 and the Black Hawk War of 1832 intensified awareness of dispossession, informing poems that memorialize Native presence while imagining a vanishing race.

Transatlantic politics quickened Bryant’s political imagination. American philhellenism surged during the Greek War of Independence (1821–1829), and reports of the 1822 massacre at Chios prompted elegiac outrage in The Massacre at Scio; companion pieces on Greek partisans and Amazons extended that sympathy. His interest in Protestant dissent and republican legend appears in Hymn of the Waldenses and William Tell. He linked such struggles to domestic memory, celebrating Revolutionary sacrifice in Seventy-Six, Song of Marion’s Men, and the December 22 commemorations of the Pilgrims. These poems stitched global liberty narratives to American civic ritual and moral instruction.

As his influence grew through the 1830s and 1840s, Bryant’s verse reflected reformist currents circulating through lecture halls and newspapers. He opposed slavery’s expansion and supported Free Soil principles, positions echoed by the dignity accorded to the enslaved in The African Chief and by oratorical appeals in The Antiquity of Freedom. The Battle-Field, widely quoted for its assertion that truth will rise again, supplied consolation to abolitionists and democrats alike during crises of the Panic era. His public role shaped poems of civic mourning and consolation, transforming private elegy into vehicles for moral persuasion and national conscience.

Scientific wonder also marks these pages. Popular astronomy, diffused through lyceum lectures and periodicals, informed lyrics on the North Star, new moons, waning moons, and a striking conjunction of Jupiter and Venus. Natural history—fossil mastodons exhibited since 1801, botanical field guides, and Humboldtian visions of unity—encouraged him to read the sky and earth as a single ordered text. Storms, hurricanes, and seasonal winds became ethical emblems of power restrained by law. By fusing empirical attentiveness with moral inference, Bryant presented science not as a threat to faith but as a partner in meditative, republican self-culture.

Across successive editions, culminating in Later Poems, Bryant’s collection charted an arc from youthful solemnity to mature public address. Read in schools, recited in lyceums, and quoted in sermons and newspapers, these pieces helped naturalize a national poetry grounded in American scenery and conscience. His friendships with painters, his leadership in New York letters, and his measured quarrel with Transcendental exuberance positioned him as a mediator between British models and Emersonian innovation. By the time of his death in 1878, many lyrics here had become commonplaces, shaping expectations for American nature poetry and civic, morally inflected verse.
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    Philosophical Meditations on Time and Mortality
These meditative poems consider human finitude, historical sweep, and the soul’s course, reading nature and the past as mirrors of destiny and duty.
In solemn, measured verse, Bryant fuses moral reflection with landscape, balancing stoic consolation and quiet faith to define his signature contemplative tone.
Elegies, Funerals, and Consolations
Centered on graves, mourning, and communal remembrance, these pieces turn grief into endurance and ethical clarity.
With restrained pathos and scriptural inflection, they seek solace in time, memory, and compassion for the bereaved.
Forests, Rivers, and Countryside
Immersed in woods, streams, and evening fields, these poems treat the American countryside as sanctuary and moral tutor.
Calm cadence and precise observation yield modest revelations about solitude, humility, and the restorative companionship of place.
Seasons and the Rural Year
A calendar of lyrics follows the year from winter hush to autumn decline, charting the exchanges of loss, labor, and renewal.
Clean images and steady rhythm track how weather and work shape feeling, with occasional town scenes sharpening the rural contrast.
Sky, Stars, and Celestial Phenomena
Turning upward to stars, moons, and airy immensities, these poems find guidance, order, and awe in the heavens and the enduring planet beneath.
Astronomical signs become moral emblems, expressed in lucid, contemplative lines that yoke cosmic scale to the human course.
Winds and Storms
These pieces study the sublime energy of wind and tempest and the resilience they test in the world and within.
Vivid motion and sonorous phrasing translate natural force into ethical pressure, dramatizing calm won after upheaval.
Flowers, Birds, and Emblematic Creatures
Fragile blooms, a solitary bird, and small wild lives stand as emblems of virtue, transience, and compassion.
Bryant’s tenderness for the minute and the wild animates these studies, where natural history shades into moral parable and quiet lament.
Native American Histories and Legends
Adopting voices and legends tied to burial grounds and ancestral lands, these poems mourn dispossession while honoring memory and place.
Their elegiac, respectful mode blends narrative and address to interrogate heritage and the ethics of conquest.
War, Liberty, and National Memory (America)
Civic odes and frontier vistas celebrate revolutionary valor and communal sacrifice while contemplating the vast promise of the prairies.
Martial rhythms and panoramic description uphold a republican ideal tempered by historical conscience and environmental wonder.
War and Liberty Abroad
Set amid struggles for freedom in Greece and Switzerland and the perseverance of persecuted believers, these odes extend sympathy beyond America.
Fervent yet balanced, they turn foreign revolt and faith into universal arguments for courage, endurance, and right.
Urban, Industry, and Civic Hymns
Crowds, commerce, and coal enter the moral frame as the city and the commonwealth become subjects for gratitude, scrutiny, and praise.
With clear-eyed imagery and a measured didactic lift, these poems weigh modern bustle against conscience, community, and the dignity of labor and art.
Maritime and Polar
Sea hymns and polar reveries stage distance, danger, and devotion on open water and far horizons.
Maritime soundscapes carry romantic longing and steadfast faith, using voyaging and weather as figures for trial and fidelity.
Ballads and Narrative Pieces of Love and Loss
Compact dramatic scenes portray injustice, exile, passionate loyalty, and sudden death in a storyteller’s frame.
A steady moral clarity governs the narratives, pairing memorable incident with lyrical restraint and humane judgment.
Addressed Lyrics and Personal Appeals
Direct apostrophes to beloveds, children, and the self register confession, admiration, and vow in brief, finely turned lines.
The diction is intimate and sincere, favoring compressed cadence and Romantic candor to crystallize feeling.
Art and Mountain Addresses
Apostrophes to mountains and to a fellow painter meditate on elevation, travel, and the relation of American scenery to art.
Balancing tribute and counsel, they turn landscapes into aesthetic and ethical touchstones.
Translations
Renderings from Spanish and classical sources carry themes of devotion, chivalry, legend, and love into Bryant’s plain, dignified English.
Across cultures the set favors moral poise and melody, preserving temperate narrative clarity while widening his thematic range.
Later Poems (Mature Period Overview)
The later work broadens the public and historical register, sharpening civic conscience and national memory while reflecting on age and legacy.
Still lucid and classically composed, the mood grows more elegiac and advisory, tightening Bryant’s fusion of moral argument with American nature.
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I.

When to the common rest that crowns our days,

Called in the noon of life, the good man goes,

Or full of years, and ripe in wisdom, lays

His silver temples in their last repose;

When, o'er the buds of youth, the death-wind blows,

And blights the fairest; when our bitter tears

Stream, as the eyes of those that love us close,

We think on what they were, with many fears

Lest goodness die with them, and leave the coming years:


II.

And therefore, to our hearts, the days gone by,—

When lived the honoured sage whose death we wept,

And the soft virtues beamed from many an eye,

And beat in many a heart that long has slept,—

Like spots of earth where angel-feet have stepped—

Are holy; and high-dreaming bards have told

Of times when worth was crowned, and faith was kept,

Ere friendship grew a snare, or love waxed cold—

Those pure and happy times—the golden days of old.


III.

Peace to the just man's memory,—let it grow

Greener with years, and blossom through the flight

Of ages; let the mimic canvas show

His calm benevolent features; let the light

Stream on his deeds of love, that shunned the sight

Of all but heaven, and in the book of fame,

The glorious record of his virtues write,

And hold it up to men, and bid them claim

A palm like his, and catch from him the hallowed flame.


IV.

But oh, despair not of their fate who rise

To dwell upon the earth when we withdraw!

Lo! the same shaft by which the righteous dies,

Strikes through the wretch that scoffed at mercy's law,

And trode his brethren down, and felt no awe

Of Him who will avenge them. Stainless worth,

Such as the sternest age of virtue saw,

Ripens, meanwhile, till time shall call it forth

From the low modest shade, to light and bless the earth.


V.

Has Nature, in her calm, majestic march

Faltered with age at last? does the bright sun

Grow dim in heaven? or, in their far blue arch,

Sparkle the crowd of stars, when day is done,

Less brightly? when the dew-lipped Spring comes on,

Breathes she with airs less soft, or scents the sky

With flowers less fair than when her reign begun?

Does prodigal Autumn, to our age, deny

The plenty that once swelled beneath his sober eye?


VI.

Look on this beautiful world, and read the truth

In her fair page; see, every season brings

New change, to her, of everlasting youth;

Still the green soil, with joyous living things,

Swarms, the wide air is full of joyous wings,

And myriads, still, are happy in the sleep

Of ocean's azure gulfs, and where he flings

The restless surge. Eternal Love doth keep

In his complacent arms, the earth, the air, the deep.


VII.

Will then the merciful One, who stamped our race

With his own image, and who gave them sway

O'er earth, and the glad dwellers on her face,

Now that our swarming nations far away

Are spread, where'er the moist earth drinks the day,

Forget the ancient care that taught and nursed

His latest offspring? will he quench the ray

Infused by his own forming smile at first,

And leave a work so fair all blighted and accursed?


VIII.

Oh, no! a thousand cheerful omens give

Hope of yet happier days, whose dawn is nigh.

He who has tamed the elements, shall not live

The slave of his own passions; he whose eye

Unwinds the eternal dances of the sky,

And in the abyss of brightness dares to span

The sun's broad circle, rising yet more high,

In God's magnificent works his will shall scan—

And love and peace shall make their paradise with man.


IX.

Sit at the feet of history—through the night

Of years the steps of virtue she shall trace,

And show the earlier ages, where her sight

Can pierce the eternal shadows o'er their face;—

When, from the genial cradle of our race,

Went forth the tribes of men, their pleasant lot

To choose, where palm-groves cooled their dwelling-place,

Or freshening rivers ran; and there forgot

The truth of heaven, and kneeled to gods that heard them not.


X.

Then waited not the murderer for the night,

But smote his brother down in the bright day,

And he who felt the wrong, and had the might,

His own avenger, girt himself to slay;

Beside the path the unburied carcass lay;

The shepherd, by the fountains of the glen,

Fled, while the robber swept his flock away,

And slew his babes. The sick, untended then,

Languished in the damp shade, and died afar from men.


XI.

But misery brought in love—in passion's strife

Man gave his heart to mercy, pleading long,

And sought out gentle deeds to gladden life;

The weak, against the sons of spoil and wrong,

Banded, and watched their hamlets, and grew strong.

States rose, and, in the shadow of their might,

The timid rested. To the reverent throng,

Grave and time-wrinkled men, with locks all white,

Gave laws, and judged their strifes, and taught the way of right;


XII.

Till bolder spirits seized the rule, and nailed

On men the yoke that man should never bear,

And drove them forth to battle. Lo! unveiled

The scene of those stern ages! What is there!

A boundless sea of blood, and the wild air

Moans with the crimson surges that entomb

Cities and bannered armies; forms that wear

The kingly circlet rise, amid the gloom,

O'er the dark wave, and straight are swallowed in its womb.


XIII.

Those ages have no memory—but they left

A record in the desert—columns strown

On the waste sands, and statues fallen and cleft,

Heaped like a host in battle overthrown;

Vast ruins, where the mountain's ribs of stone

Were hewn into a city; streets that spread

In the dark earth, where never breath has blown

Of heaven's sweet air, nor foot of man dares tread

The long and perilous ways—the Cities of the Dead:


XIV.

And tombs of monarchs to the clouds up-piled—

They perished—but the eternal tombs remain—

And the black precipice, abrupt and wild,

Pierced by long toil and hollowed to a fane;—

Huge piers and frowning forms of gods sustain

The everlasting arches, dark and wide,

Like the night-heaven, when clouds are black with rain.

But idly skill was tasked, and strength was plied,

All was the work of slaves to swell a despot's pride.


XV.

And Virtue cannot dwell with slaves, nor reign

O'er those who cower to take a tyrant's yoke;

She left the down-trod nations in disdain,

And flew to Greece, when Liberty awoke,

New-born, amid those glorious vales, and broke

Sceptre and chain with her fair youthful hands:

As rocks are shivered in the thunder-stroke.

And lo! in full-grown strength, an empire stands

Of leagued and rival states, the wonder of the lands.


XVI.

Oh, Greece! thy flourishing cities were a spoil

Unto each other; thy hard hand oppressed

And crushed the helpless; thou didst make thy soil

Drunk with the blood of those that loved thee best;

And thou didst drive, from thy unnatural breast,

Thy just and brave to die in distant climes;

Earth shuddered at thy deeds, and sighed for rest

From thine abominations; after times,

That yet shall read thy tale, will tremble at thy crimes.


XVII.

Yet there was that within thee which has saved

Thy glory, and redeemed thy blotted name;

The story of thy better deeds, engraved

On fame's unmouldering pillar, puts to shame

Our chiller virtue; the high art to tame

The whirlwind of the passions was thine own;

And the pure ray, that from thy bosom came,

Far over many a land and age has shone,

And mingles with the light that beams from God's own throne;


XVIII.

And Rome—thy sterner, younger sister, she

Who awed the world with her imperial frown—

Rome drew the spirit of her race from thee,—

The rival of thy shame and thy renown.

Yet her degenerate children sold the crown

Of earth's wide kingdoms to a line of slaves;

Guilt reigned, and we with guilt, and plagues came down,

Till the north broke its floodgates, and the waves

Whelmed the degraded race, and weltered o'er their graves.


XIX.

Vainly that ray of brightness from above,

That shone around the Galilean lake,

The light of hope, the leading star of love,

Struggled, the darkness of that day to break;

Even its own faithless guardians strove to slake,

In fogs of earth, the pure immortal flame;

And priestly hands, for Jesus' blessed sake,

Were red with blood, and charity became,

In that stern war of forms, a mockery and a name.


XX.

They triumphed, and less bloody rites were kept

Within the quiet of the convent cell:

The well-fed inmates pattered prayer, and slept,

And sinned, and liked their easy penance well.

Where pleasant was the spot for men to dwell,

Amid its fair broad lands the abbey lay,

Sheltering dark orgies that were shame to tell,

And cowled and barefoot beggars swarmed the way,

All in their convent weeds, of black, and white, and gray.


XXI.

Oh, sweetly the returning muses' strain

Swelled over that famed stream, whose gentle tide

In their bright lap the Etrurian vales detain,

Sweet, as when winter storms have ceased to chide,

And all the new-leaved woods, resounding wide,

Send out wild hymns upon the scented air.

Lo! to the smiling Arno's classic side

The emulous nations of the west repair,

And kindle their quenched urns, and drink fresh spirit there.


XXII.

Still, Heaven deferred the hour ordained to rend

From saintly rottenness the sacred stole;

And cowl and worshipped shrine could still defend

The wretch with felon stains upon his soul;

And crimes were set to sale, and hard his dole

Who could not bribe a passage to the skies;

And vice, beneath the mitre's kind control,

Sinned gaily on, and grew to giant size,

Shielded by priestly power, and watched by priestly eyes.


XXIII.

At last the earthquake came—the shock, that hurled

To dust, in many fragments dashed and strown,

The throne, whose roots were in another world,

And whose far-stretching shadow awed our own.

From many a proud monastic pile, o'erthrown,

Fear-struck, the hooded inmates rushed and fled;

The web, that for a thousand years had grown

O'er prostrate Europe, in that day of dread

Crumbled and fell, as fire dissolves the flaxen thread.


XXIV.

The spirit of that day is still awake,

And spreads himself, and shall not sleep again;

But through the idle mesh of power shall break

Like billows o'er the Asian monarch's chain;

Till men are filled with him, and feel how vain,

Instead of the pure heart and innocent hands,

Are all the proud and pompous modes to gain

The smile of heaven;—till a new age expands

Its white and holy wings above the peaceful lands.


XXV.

For look again on the past years;—behold,

How like the nightmare's dreams have flown away

Horrible forms of worship, that, of old,

Held, o'er the shuddering realms, unquestioned sway:

See crimes, that feared not once the eye of day,

Rooted from men, without a name or place:

See nations blotted out from earth, to pay

The forfeit of deep guilt;—with glad embrace

The fair disburdened lands welcome a nobler race.


XXVI.

Thus error's monstrous shapes from earth are driven;

They fade, they fly—but truth survives their flight;

Earth has no shades to quench that beam of heaven;

Each ray that shone, in early time, to light

The faltering footsteps in the path of right,

Each gleam of clearer brightness shed to aid

In man's maturer day his bolder sight,

All blended, like the rainbow's radiant braid,

Pour yet, and still shall pour, the blaze that cannot fade.


XXVII.

Late, from this western shore, that morning chased

The deep and ancient night, that threw its shroud

O'er the green land of groves, the beautiful waste,

Nurse of full streams, and lifter-up of proud

Sky-mingling mountains that o'erlook the cloud.

Erewhile, where yon gay spires their brightness rear,

Trees waved, and the brown hunter's shouts were loud

Amid the forest; and the bounding deer

Fled at the glancing plume, and the gaunt wolf yelled near;


XXVIII.

And where his willing waves yon bright blue bay

Sends up, to kiss his decorated brim,

And cradles, in his soft embrace, the gay

Young group of grassy islands born of him,

And crowding nigh, or in the distance dim,

Lifts the white throng of sails, that bear or bring

The commerce of the world;—with tawny limb,

And belt and beads in sunlight glistening,

The savage urged his skiff like wild bird on the wing.


XXIX.

Then all this youthful paradise around,

And all the broad and boundless mainland, lay

Cooled by the interminable wood, that frowned

O'er mount and vale, where never summer ray

Glanced, till the strong tornado broke his way

Through the gray giants of the sylvan wild;

Yet many a sheltered glade, with blossoms gay,

Beneath the showery sky and sunshine mild,

Within the shaggy arms of that dark forest smiled.


XXX.

There stood the Indian hamlet, there the lake

Spread its blue sheet that flashed with many an oar,

Where the brown otter plunged him from the brake,

And the deer drank: as the light gale flew o'er,

The twinkling maize-field rustled on the shore;

And while that spot, so wild, and lone, and fair,

A look of glad and guiltless beauty wore,

And peace was on the earth and in the air,

The warrior lit the pile, and bound his captive there:


XXXI.

Not unavenged—the foeman, from the wood,

Beheld the deed, and when the midnight shade

Was stillest, gorged his battle-axe with blood;

All died—the wailing babe—the shrieking maid—

And in the flood of fire that scathed the glade,

The roofs went down; but deep the silence grew,

When on the dewy woods the day-beam played;

No more the cabin smokes rose wreathed and blue,

And ever, by their lake, lay moored the light canoe.


XXXII.

Look now abroad—another race has filled

These populous borders—wide the wood recedes,

And towns shoot up, and fertile realms are tilled:

The land is full of harvests and green meads;

Streams numberless, that many a fountain feeds,

Shine, disembowered, and give to sun and breeze

Their virgin waters; the full region leads

New colonies forth, that toward the western seas

Spread, like a rapid flame among the autumnal trees.


XXXIII.

Here the free spirit of mankind, at length,

Throws its last fetters off; and who shall place

A limit to the giant's unchained strength,

Or curb his swiftness in the forward race!

Far, like the cornet's way through infinite space

Stretches the long untravelled path of light,

Into the depths of ages: we may trace,

Distant, the brightening glory of its flight,

Till the receding rays are lost to human sight.


XXXIV

Europe is given a prey to sterner fates,

And writhes in shackles; strong the arms that chain

To earth her struggling multitude of states;

She too is strong, and might not chafe in vain

Against them, but might cast to earth the train

That trample her, and break their iron net.

Yes, she shall look on brighter days and gain

The meed of worthier deeds; the moment set

To rescue and raise up, draws near—but is not yet.


XXXV.

But thou, my country, thou shalt never fall,

Save with thy children—thy maternal care,

Thy lavish love, thy blessings showered on all—

These are thy fetters—seas and stormy air

Are the wide barrier of thy borders, where,

Among thy gallant sons that guard thee well,

Thou laugh'st at enemies: who shall then declare

The date of thy deep-founded strength, or tell

How happy, in thy lap, the sons of men shall dwell.





THANATOPSIS.
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To him who in the love of Nature holds[1q]

Communion with her visible forms, she speaks

A various language; for his gayer hours

She has a voice of gladness, and a smile

And eloquence of beauty, and she glides

Into his darker musings, with a mild

And healing sympathy, that steals away

Their sharpness, e're he is aware. When thoughts

Of the last bitter hour come like a blight

Over thy spirit, and sad images

Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall,

And breathless darkness, and the narrow house,

Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart;—

Go forth, under the open sky, and list

To Nature's teachings, while from all around—

Earth and her waters, and the depths of air,—

Comes a still voice—Yet a few days, and thee

The all-beholding sun shall see no more

In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground,

Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears,

Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist

Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim

Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again,

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up

Thine individual being, shalt thou go

To mix for ever with the elements,

To be a brother to the insensible rock

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain

Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak

Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould.



Yet not to thine eternal resting-place

Shalt thou retire alone—nor couldst thou wish

Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down

With patriarchs of the infant world—with kings,

The powerful of the earth—the wise, the good,

Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past,

All in one mighty sepulchre.—The hills

Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun,—the vales

Stretching in pensive quietness between;

The venerable woods—rivers that move

In majesty, and the complaining brooks

That make the meadows green; and, poured round all,

Old ocean's gray and melancholy waste,—

Are but the solemn decorations all

Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun,

The planets, all the infinite host of heaven,

Are shining on the sad abodes of death,

Through
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