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THE SPRAY OF SEAWEED, ETC.






	THE SPRAY OF SEAWEED.

	

	
Nestled below the hollow bank, 

In the rugged northern land, 

Where the breakers leap and the wild winds sweep 

Over the long grey sand; 

Where the great tides' ceaseless ebb and flow 

Leave curving lines of foam, 

Amid rush and sedge, on a rocky ledge, 

The fisherman made his home. 


Forever through blaze of noonday, 

Through midnight's solemn sleep, 

Through morn's soft ray, and gloaming grey, 

Thrilled the music of the deep; 

And the foam-flakes flew on the breezes, 

And rested, where sparse and thin, 

The grasses shook in the sheltered nook. 

As the flood-tide thundered in. 


She stands in the lowly doorway, 

The girl with the wild blue eyes, 

The floating hair, and the startled air, 

And the blush that deepens and flies, 

Whenever a sudden footstep 

Treads the path o'er the turfy down, 

Or the bells peal out, or a laugh or a shout 

Rings up from the little town. 


She goes not with the red-cloaked girls 

To the pier at evening tide, 

Nor lingers to watch for the herring catch, 

On the staithes at the harbor side; 

Nor wanders among the sand-hills, 

Where the sea-pinks creep and cling, 

Nor to lanes where they know the violets blow, 

And the merry bluebells ring. 


But ever she keeps her vigil 

By her father's lonely cot, 

With a listening ear — what would it hear? 

Fixed eyes, that strain for — what? 

And always the frail, soft fingers 

Toy with a strange love-token; 

A seaweed spray from the rocky bay, 

Its trails all dried and broken. 


They talk sometimes in whispers, 

Among the fisher-folk. 

Of a stranger who came with a foreign name, 

To win a heart he broke; 

And one would tell he watched them, 

On the sands-reach by the heath, 

And saw him twist, round the curls he kissed, 

The sea-bloom's coral wreath. 


Fast fled that golden summer. 

Oh, many a lonely year, 

Through change and loss, through care and cross, 

Has the pale girl wasted here! 

For him who wooed, and won, and went, 

Fair promise on his tongue; 

Nor ever returned to the faith he spurned, 

To the heart his falsehood wrung. 


Yet still she keeps the seaweed, 

That as his pledge he gave, 

That happy night, in the soft rose light, 

At the margin of the wave; 

And ever she waits and watches, 

For him who will never more 

Trace the winding road, too often trode, 

To the cottage on the shore. 


And the few life leaves to love her, 

No longer strive to win 

The wildered brain from the sweet, dull pain, 

It so long has wandered in; 

Better they think to let her keep Her poor clim dream of trust, 

Till at last at rest, she bears on her breast, 

The seaweed and the dust.




All The Year Round.













	THE SEA-HORSE.

	

	
Sea-minnow this with pony's crest, 
Just one of Amphitrite's toys, 

With which her Nereids coax to rest 
The little stormy Triton boys; 


In truth, a tiny twisted thing 
Which, cast upon that golden shore, 

The dark-eyed lads to strangers bring 
Where sang Parthenope of yore. 


Device befitting sculptured page, 
Quaintly with whiffs of song entwined, 

Waif from the ebbing tide of age, 
A hippocampus of the mind, 


Which seeks from out the old and new, 
A happy canto to compile, 

Whose signs and words around may strew 
The soothing of a quiet smile. 


Now in the fish some hearts may claim 
A symbol ever dear to us; 

And some the pony pet, though lame, 
A little mule of Pegasus. 


Then haste, thou atom of a book, 
To young and old with cheery call;

In town or train, or pastoral nook, 
Thy message has a word to all.





A Century of Emblems.














	"SO WANDL' ICH WIEDER DEN ALTEN WEG."

	

	
So again I am pacing the well-known streets, 
The road I so oft have taken; 

I come to the house where my darling dwelt, — 
How blank it looks and forsaken! 


The streets are too narrow, they shut me in!
The very stones of them scare me!

The houses fall on my head! I fly
As fast as my feet can bear me!





Heine.
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