.’Tis moonhght,snmmermoonhght,
 Allsoft and still and fair;

The solemn hour of mldmght
Bmth&s sweet thoughts everywhere,

 But most where trees are sending
Their breezy boughs on high,
Or stooping low are lending
- Ashelter from the sky.

Andther nthose wildbovers
: _Alovely form is laid;

grassay ,dew-steeped flowers
Wave, gentlyround her head.

ddim "'hwtsthatslowlydxe.

Nomomofhopeformewﬂlshme,
; : I mourn not heaven would blast my sight,
But mthmgdmmnmove me, And I neer longed for joys divine.
Twill not, cannot go
Through life’s hard task I did not ask
Celestial aid, celestial cheer;

Ak Isnwmyfatemthontxtsmask,
b 2
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That full heart throbbed to. ,mﬂow When labour’s hour was agony?
With that sweet look and lively tone Dark falls the fear of this despair
And bright eye shining all the day On spirits born of happiness;
They could not guess at midnight lone But I was bred the mate of care,
How she wonld weep the time away The foster-child of sore distress.
No sighs for me, no sympathy,

No wish to keep my soul below;

The heart is dead in infancy,

Unwept-for let the body go.

’_ SUMMBR MOONLIGHT (EMILY BRONTE)

6. COME, WALK WITH ME (EMILY BRONTE)

Come, walk with me,
There’s only thee
To bless my spirit now
We used to love on winter nights
To wander through the snow;
Can we not woo back old delights?
The clouds rush dark and wild
They fleck with shade our mountain heights
The same as long ago

And on the horizon rest at last
Inlooming masses piled;
While moonbeams flash and fly so fast
We scarce can say they smiled

Come walk with me, come walk with me;
We were not once so few
But Death has stolen our company
As sunshine steals the dew

He took them one by one and we
Are left the only two;

So closer would my feelings twine
Because they have no stay but thine
’Nay call me not, it may not be
Is human love so true?

Can Friendship’s flower droop on for years
And then revive anew?

No, though the soil be wet with tears,
How fair so¢’er it grew
The vital sap once perished
Will never flow again
And surer than that dwelling dread,
The narrow dungeon of the dead
Time parts the hearts of men’
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That Life can showto me;
If on my aching brow may fall
No freshening dew from Thee;

If with no brighter light than this

The lamp of hope may glow,

And I may only dream of bliss,
And wake to weary woe;

If friendship’s solace must decay,
When other joys are gone,
And love must keep so faraway, -
While I go wanderingon~

Wandering and toiling without gam,
The slave of others’ will,
With constant care, and frequent pam,

Despised, forgotten still;

Grieving to look on vice and sin,
Yet powerless to quell
The silent current from within,
The outward torrent’s swell

While all the good I would i mpart,
The feelings I would share,
Are driven backward to my heart,
And turned to wormwood there;

If clouds must ever keep from sight feles
The glories of the Sun, Till hke a phantom gildmgnw
And I must suffer Winter’s blight, Astagbends down to drink the stream.
Ere Summer is begun; W
: And far away a mountain zone,
I%'fe mstbesofullot;w'e, A cold, white waste of snow-drifts lies,
Or give::e str;egzhozzsgghetz’bw Andone star, large and soft and lone,
Myload of misery. +_ Silenly ghts the uncloaded skies.

8. NIGHT (ANNE BRONTE)

Ilove thessilent hour of night,
For blissful dreams may then arise,
Revealing to my charmed sight
What may not bless my waking eyes. R ARRAE O R
I shall smile when wreaths of snow
Blossom where the rose should grow
I shall sing when night’s decay
Ushers in a drearier day

And then a voice may meet my ear,

That death has silenced long ago;

And hope and rapture may appear
Instead of solitude and woe.

Cold in the grave for years has lain
The form it was my bliss to see;
And only dreams can bring again,
The darling of my heart to me.



