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FANCIES, ETC.







	FANCIES.

	I.
LOVERS.



	
He gather'd blue forget-me-nots, 

To fling them laughing on her knee. 

She cried, "Ah no; if thou canst go, 

Ah, love, thou shalt forgotten be!" 



He gather'd golden buttercups, 

That grow so very fresh and free. 

"Ah, happy plays, in childish days, 

When buttercups were gold to me!" 



He gathered little meadow-sweet, 

And hid it where she could not see. 

She peep'd about and found it out, 

And laugh'd aloud, and so did he. 



He gather'd shining silver-weed; 

He stole the heather from the bee: 

Amid the grass the minutes pass, 

And twilight lingers on the lee.





	

	II.
TO A GIRL. 



	
Thou art so very sweet and fair, 

With such a heaven in thine eyes, 

It almost seems an overcare 

To ask thee to be good or wise: 



As if a little bird were blam'd 

Because its song unthinking flows; 

As if a rose should be asham'd 

Of being nothing but a rose. 



Alas! why have we souls at all? 

Why has each life a higher goal? 

May not a thing as pure and small 

As thou art — be excused a soul? 



If there were only birds and flowers, 

How beautiful the world would be! 

Or could we spend our happy hours, 

And live like them, how blest were we! 



Alas! but life is but a breath, 

And every breath with danger rife, 

And every breath leads on to death, 

And after death — the real life!




The Author of "Child-World."


















	A DIALOGUE.

	

	She.
	
The dandelions in the grass

Are blown to fairies' clocks,

On this green bank I pluckt (alas!)

The last of lady-smocks.





	He.
	
Let them die,

What care I?

Roses come when field flowers pass.





	 

	She.
	
But these sun-sated, sultry hours

Will make your roses fall,

Their large, wide-open, crimson flowers

Must die like daisies small.





	He.
	
Sweet as yet!

I'll forget

(When they die) they lived at all!





	Mary F. Robinson.

















	LEAD THEM HOME.

	

	
Lord, we can trust thee for our holy dead, 

They, underneath the shadow of thy tomb, 

Have entered into peace: with bended head, 

We thank thee for their rest, and for our lightened gloom. 



But, Lord, our living — who, on stormy seas 

Of sin and sorrow, still are tempest-tossed! 

Our dead have reached their haven, but for these — 

Teach us to trust thee, Lord, for these, our loved and lost! 



For these we make our passion-prayer by night; 

For these we cry to thee through the long day. 

We see them not, O keep them in thy sight; 

From them and us, be thou not very far away. 



And if not home to us, yet lead them home 

To where thou standest at the heavenly gate; 

That so, from thee they shall not farther roam; 

And grant us patient hearts thy gatheringtime to wait.




Sunday Magazine.
H. Macdowall.



















	
What can heal a broken heart? 

Death alone I fear me, 

Thou that dost true lovers part, 

What can heal a broken heart? 

Death alone that made the smart, 

Death that will not hear me. 

What can heal a broken heart? 

Death alone I fear me.





A. M. F. Robinson.













[image: ]

[image: ]

Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:Littell%27s_Living_Age_-_Volume_140.pdf/331&oldid=10396665"


		Category: 	Proofread




	





	Navigation menu

	
		

	
		Personal tools
	

	
		
			Not logged in
	Talk
	Contributions
	Create account
	Log in


		
	



		
			

	
		Namespaces
	

	
		
			Previous page
	Next page
	Page
	Discussion
	Image
	Index


		
	



			

	
	
		English
	
	
		
		

		
	



		

		
			

	
		Views
	

	
		
			Read
	Edit
	View history


		
	



			

	
	
		More
	
	
		
		

		
	



			

	Search

	
		
			
			
			
			
		

	




		

	

	

	
		
	

	

	
		Navigation
	

	
		
			Main Page
	Community portal
	Central discussion
	Recent changes
	Subject index
	Authors
	Random work
	Random author
	Random transcription
	Help
	Donate


		
	



	

	
		
	

	
		
		

		
	




	
		Tools
	

	
		
			What links here
	Related changes
	Special pages
	Permanent link
	Page information
	Cite this page
	Get shortened URL
	Download QR code


		
	




	
		Print/export
	

	
		
			Printable version
	Download EPUB
	Download MOBI
	Download PDF
	Other formats


		
	



	

	
		In other languages
	

	
		
		

		

	










		 This page was last edited on 17 August 2020, at 09:20.
	Text is available under the Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike License; additional terms may apply.  By using this site, you agree to the Terms of Use and Privacy Policy.




		Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Mobile view



		[image: Wikimedia Foundation]
	[image: Powered by MediaWiki]






